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PUBLISHERS'  NOTE 

The  Krenide  Edition  of  the  Poetic  and  Dramatic  Works  o/Bobert  Broumim^ 
vas  pwKKAtfwl  first  in  1887.  It  included  all  tke  writings  wbicL  the  AoMnenn 
poUbiieffs  had  from  time  to  time  hroogfat  oat  by  arran^^ement  vith  Mr.  Browning 
or  his  tepRsentatiTes*  A  jcar  later  the  English  publishers  issued  a  new  and 
levsed  edition,  whereupon  the  RiTerside  Edition  was  carefuUj  c<Hnpared  with  the 
anthor's  latest  rerision  and  made  to  agree  with  it.  There  had  grown  up,  nore> 
ora*.  about  the  writings  a  considenble  body  of  comment  and  interpretation,  and 
to  &eilitnte  the  study  and  enjoyment  of  the  poems,  the  American  paUiahers  «i* 
gaged  Mr.  George  Willis  Cooke  to  prepare  a  Gmide-Book  which  aenred  aa  a  Teiy 
(learable  aceompaniment  to  the  Riverside  Edition  of  the  works.  They  added  also 
to  the  series,  by  arrangement  with  the  English  publishers,  the  authorised  life  of 
the  poet  by  Mrs.  Sothca^and  Oir. 

The  ten  Tolumes  thus  Inrought  together  furnish  a  complete  Browning  collection, 
bat  it  has  long  been  apparent  that  students  and  loveis  of  Browning  would  find 
it  Tery  conTenient  to  have  the  eomplete  works  of  tneir  author  in  a  single  porta- 
ble Tohnne.  and  the  plan  of  the  Cambridge  Edition  «o  successfully  applied  to  the 
poems  of  Longfellow  and  ^^hittier  was  adopted  for  this  purpose.  By  a  careful 
study  of  condensation  with  erery  regard  for  legibility  it  has  been  found  possible 
to  bring  the  entire  body  of  Browning^s  work  into  a  single  volume,  and  to  equip 
the  edition  with  the  requisite  apparatus.  The  order  of  arrangement  is  chrono* 
logical*  with  one  or  two  obTious  divergences.  As  in  the  other  volumes  of  the 
Cambridge  Edition^  a  biographical  sketch  introduces  the  work,  brief  head-notes 
chiefly  pertaining  to  the  origin  of  the  respective  poems  have  been  supplied,  drawn 
largely  from  Mr.  Cooke's  admirable  volume,  and  a  small  body  of  pertinent  notes  of 
an  explanatory  character  added,  though  the  reader  will  readily  see  that  the  ex- 
igencies of  the  volame  have  compelled  the  editor  to  be  very  frugal  in  this  respect. 
The  appendix  also  contains  the  one  notable  piece  of  Browning*s  prose,  a  chrono* 
logical  list  of  his  writings,  and  indexes  of  titles  and  first  Unes. 

Bo0TO>K,  4  Park  Street,  August  1, 1883. 
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BIOGRAPHICAL    SKETCH.* 

Ip  <nw  aonglit  to  build  mny  geneftlofl^cal  straeture  to  aisooiuit  for  Bobert  Browning^s  goiiiu,  Im 
ironld  find  bat  alight  foandatioii  in  f aot,  thongli  what  he  f onnd  -would  be  •abstantial  so  far  as  it 
went.  Browning'e  &ther  was  a  bank  derk  in  London ;  his  father  again  was  a  bank  elerk.  Both 
of  thew  Brownings  were  ehristened  Bobert.  The  father  of  the  poet's  grandfather  was  Thomas 
Browning,  an  innkeeper  and  small  proprietor  in  Dorsetshire,  and  his  stock  apparently  was  west- 
eonntrj  English.  Browning  l»iw*— 1^  liked  to  beliere  that  an  earlier  ancestor  was  a  certain  Captain 
Mieaiah  Browning  who  raised  the  siege  of  Derry  in  1689  by  an  act  of  personal  bnTCiy  which  cost 
him  his  life.  It  is  most  to  the  point  that  Browning  was  London  bom  with  two  generations  of  city 
Londonem  behind  him.  His  mother  was  Sarah  Anne — a  name  which  became  Sarianna  in  the  poet's 
Biter — Wiedemann,  the  Scottish  danghter  of  a  flambnxg  German,  a  shipowner  in  Dundee. 

The  characters  of  the  poet's  parents  are  clearly  defined.  Robert  Browning,  senior,  was  a  man 
of  boainess  who  performed  his  bnsinows  duties  ponetilionsly,  and  by  frugality  acquired  a  tolerably 
comfortable  fortune,  but  he  was  not  a  money-making  man ;  his  real  life  waa  in  his  books  and  in  the 
gmtifieation  of  literary  and  osthetic  tastes.  He  was  a  Torsoious  reader,  and  in  a  pmdent  way  a 
book  and  print  collector.  "  It  was  his  habit,"  says  Mrs.  Orr,  **  when  he  bought  a  book — which 
was  generally  an  old  one  allowing  of  this  addition  —  to  have  some  pages  of  blank  paper  bound  into 
it.  Theee  he  filled  with  notes,  chronological  tables,  or  such  other  supplementary  matter  as  would 
eahsnce  the  interest,  or  assist  the  mastering,  of  its  contents :  all  written  in  a  dear  and  firm,  though 
by  no  meana  formal,  handwriting."  He  had  a  talent  for  Teraifying  which  he  used  for  his  enter* 
tatnment ;  he  had  a  cheerful  nature  and  that  genuine  sodability  which  made  him  a  delightful  com- 
pomon  in  the  small  cirde  which  satiBfied  his  simple,  ingenuous  nature.  He  was  bom  and  bred  in 
the  Church  of  England,  but  in  middle  life  became  by  choice  a  Dissenter,  though  never  an 


Mis.  Browning,  the  poet's  mother,  was  once  deeeribed  by  Carlyle  aa  '*  the  true  tsrpe  of  a  Scottish 
gentlewoman."  She  inherited  from  her  father  a  love  for  musio  and  drawing  which  in  him  was 
manifested  in  ezeouticn,  in  her  in  good  taste  and  appredation.  She  was  a  woman  of  serene,  gentle 
sad  affectionate  nature,  and  of  simple,  earnest  religious  belief.  She  was  brought  up  in  the  kirk 
dSeotlaiid,  but,  like  her  husband,  connected  herself  in  middle  life  with  the  Congregationalists. 
She  commanieated  of  her  own  rdigioas  caoTiction  to  her  children ;  it  is  said  that  she  handed  down 
also  a  nerrous  organisation. 

Of  theae  parents  Robert  Browning  was  bom  in  the  paiidi  of  St.  Giles,  Camberwell,  London,  May 
7, 1812.  He  was  the  oldest  of  the  amaU  family,  haying  two  sisters,  one,  Clara,  who  died  in  child- 
hood, and  Sarianna,  two  years  younger  than  himself,  who  outlived  him.  The  country  in  which  he 
was  bom  and  where  he  spent  his  childhood  has  been  delightfully  described  by  his  great  contempo- 
rary, Roakin,  whoae  Heme  Hill  was  in  the  immediate  neighborhood.  Camberwell  at  that  time 
was  a  sabnrb  of  London,  with  rural  spaces  and  near  access  to  the  open  country,  though  the  stony 
foot  of  the  metropolis  was  already  stepping  outward  upon  the  pleasant  lanes  and  fields.  There 
was  room  for  gardening  and  the  keeping  of  pets,  while  the  country  gave  opportunity  for  forays  into 
asture's  faatncases.  The  boy  kept  owls  and  monkeys,  magpies  and  hedgehogs,  an  eagle,  snakes 
even,  and  was  touched  with  the  collector's  pride,  as  when  he  started  a  collection  of  rare  creatures 
with  a  eonple  of  lady-birds  brought  home  one  winter  day  and  placed  in  a  box  lined  with  cotton 

*  Tbe  materida  for  this  sketch  are  drawn  from  Mrs.  Butherlaod  Orr's  Life  and  Letter*  of  Robert  BrovmtMg,  Mr. 
Wmiuii  8lMrp*s  Life  e/  Robert  Browning,  sod  Mr.  Edmund  Ooan's  Robert  Browning :  Pertonaiia, 
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wool  aud  labelled,  **  Animals  found  surviving  in  the  depths  of  a  severe  winter/'  It  is  easy  for  a 
reader  of  his  poems  to  detect  the  close,  synipathetio  observation  which  he  disclosed  for  all  lower 
life. 

Indeed  the  characteristics  of  his  mind  as  seen  in  his  writings  afterward  were  readily  disclosed  in 
the  evidence  which  remains  to  us  of  his  boyhood.  He  was  insatiably  curious  and  he  was  imagina- 
tively dramatic,  and  he  had  from  the  first  the  sane  and  generous  aid  of  his  parents  in  both  these 
particulars.  His  father  was  passionately  fond  of  children,  and  gave  his  own  tliat  best  of  gifts, 
appreciative  companionship.  **  He  was  fond,"  says  Mr.  Sharp  in  his  Life  of  Browning^  **  of  taking 
the  little  Robert  in  his  arms  and  walking  to  and  fro  with  him  in  the  dusk  in  ^  the  library,*  soothing 
the  child  to  sleep  by  singing  to  him  snatches  of  Anacreon  in  the  original  to  a  favorite  old  tune  of 
Iiis,  *  A  Cottage  in  a  Wood ; '  '*  and  again  Uie  same  biographer  says  :  **  One  of  his  own  [Robert's] 
recollections  was  that  of  sitting  on  his  father's  knees  in  the  library,  and  listening  with  enthralled 
attention  to  the  Tale  of  Troy,  with  marvellous  illustrations  among  the  glowing  coals  in  the  fire- 
place ;  with,  below  all,  the  vi^^uely  heard  accompaniment  —  from  the  neighboring  room,  where  Mrs* 
Browning  sat  *  in  her  chief  happiness,  her  hour  of  darkness  aud  solitude  and  music '  —  of  a  wild 
Gaelic  lament,  with  its  insistent  falling  cadences.'* 

The  boy  had  an  indifferent  experience  of  formal  schooling  in  his  youth.  The  more  fertilizing 
influence  of  his  intellectual  taste  was  found  in  his  father's  books.  As  has  been  said,  his  father 
had  an  intelligent  and  cultivated  love  of  books,  and  eagerly  shared  his  knowledge  and  bis  treasures 
with  his  boy.  A  seventeenth  century  edition  of  Quarles's  Emblems^  tlie  first  edition  of  jRo6- 
inson  Crusoe^  an  early  edition  of  Milton,  bought  for  him  by  his  father,  old  Bibles,  a  wide  range  of 
Elizabethan  literature  —  these  were  pastures  in  which  the  boy  browsed.  Besides,  he  knew  the 
eighteenth  century  writers,  Walpole,  Junius,  and  even  Voltaire  being  included  by  the  catholic 
minded  father.    The  special  acquaintance  with  Ghreek  came  later,  but  Latin  he  began  early. 

His  attendftQce  at  school  ceased  when  he  was  fourteen,  then  came  four  years  of  private  tutors, 
and  at  eighteen  he  was  matriculate<l  at  London  University,  where  he  spent  two  yean.  In  this 
period  of  private  and  public  tuition,  his  scope  was  widening  with  systematic  intent.  He  learned 
dancing,  riding,  boxing  and  fencing.  He  became  versed  in  French.  He  visited  galleries,  aud 
made  some  progress  in  drawing,  especially  from  casts.  He  studied  music  with  able  teachers.  He 
had  a  strong  interest  in  the  stage,  and  displayed  on  occasions  a  good  deal  of  histrionic  ability  him- 
self. 

It  is  said  that  in  this  growing,  restless  period,  when  indeed  he  had  the  wilfulness  and  aggressive- 
ness of  the  young  man  who  has  the  consciousness  of  inner  power,  but  not  yet  the  mastery  either  of 
art  or  of  himself,  it  was  an  open  question  with  him  whether  he  should  be  poet,  painter,  scidptor 
or  musician  ;  an  artist  at  any  rate  he  knew  he  must  be.  To  that  all  his  being  moved,  and  in  his 
youUi  he  manifested  that  temperament,  by  alternation  dreamy  and  dramatic,  which  under  favor- 
ing conditions  is  the  background  from  which  artistic  possibilities  are  projected.  From  the  vantage 
ground  of  a  wooded  spot  near  his  home  he  could  look  out  on  the  distant  city  lyix^  on  the  western 
horizon,  and  fretting  the  evening  sky  with  its  spires  and  towers  and  ragged  lines.  The  sight  for 
him  liad  a  great  fascination.  Here  would  he  lie  for  hours,  looking  and  dreaming,  and  he  has  told 
how  one  night  of  his  boyhood  he  stole  out  to  these  elms  and  saw  the  great  city  glimmering  through 
the  darkness.  After  all,  the  vision  was  more  to  him  than  that  which  brought  woods  and  fields 
beneath  liis  ken.  It  was  the  world  of  men  and  women,  toward  which  his  gaze  was  direct^^d  all  his 
life. 

In  Browning's  case,  as  in  tliat  of  more  than  one  recent  poet,  it  is  possible  to  see  a  very  distinct 
passing  of  the  torch  into  his  hand  from  that  of  a  great  predecessor.  He  had  versified  from  child- 
hood. He  would  scarcely  have  been  his  father's  child  had  he  not.  His  sister  remembers  that  when 
he  was  a  very  little  child  he  would  walk  round  and  round  the  dining-room  table,  spanning  the 
table  with  his  palm  as  he  marked  off  the  scansion  of  the  verses  he  had  composed.  Even  before 
this  rhyme  had  been  put  into  his  hands  as  an  instrument,  for  his  father  had  taught  him  words  by 
their  rhymes,  and  Mded  his  memorizing  of  Latin  declensions  in  the  same  way.  So  the  boy  lisped 
in  numbers,  for  the  numbers  came,  and  by  the  time  he  was  twelve  had  accumulated  a  formidable 
amount  of  matter,  chiefly  Byronic  in  manner.  With  the  confidence  of  the  very  youthful  poet,  he  ti-ied 
to  find  a  publisher  who  would  venture  on  the  issue.    He  could  not  find  one  who  would  put  his  verses 
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into  print,  bnt  he  found  one  of  another  sort  in  his  mother,  who  rend  them  with  pride  and  showed 
them  to  her  friends.  Thus  they  fell  into  the  hands  of  Miss  Flower,  who  showed  them  to  her  sis- 
ter, Sarah  Flower  Adams,  whose  name  is  firmiy  held  in  hynmologries,  and  with  her  appreciation 
showed  them  also  to  the  Kev.  William  Johnson  Fox,  who  as  preacher,  editor,  and  man  of  letters 
had  a  tolerably  distinct  position  which  has  not  yet  been  forgotten.  Mr.  Fox  read  and  was  em- 
phatic in  his  recognition  of  promise,  bnt  with  good  sense  advised  against  any  attempt  to  get  the 
book  into  print.  Book  it  was  in  manuscript,  and  this  was  the  publication  it  receiyed.  Like 
other  fiii»t  ventures,  its  audience  was  fit  though  few,  and  as  will  be  seen  later.  Browning  gained 
the  best  thing  that  first  ventures  are  likely  to  bring,  a  generous  critic. 

Bnt  shortly  after  this  came  the  real  f motif  jring  of  the  poetic  germ  which  lay  in  this  youthful 
nature.  *^  Passing  a  bookstall  one  day,"  says  Mr.  Sharp,  **  he  saw,  in  a  box  of  second-hand  vol- 
umea,  a  little  book  advertised  as  *  Mr.  Shelley *s  Atheistical  Poem:  very  scarce.'  He  had  never 
heard  of  Shelley,  nor  did  he  learn  for  a  long  time  that  the  Damon  qf  the  World  and  the  miscella- 
neous poems  appended  thereto  constituted  a  literary  piracy.  Badly  printed,  shamefully  muti- 
lated, these  discarded  blossoms  touched  him  to  a  new  emotion.  Pope  became  further  removed 
than  ever :  Byron,  even,  lost  his  magnetic  supremacy.  From  vague  remarks  in  reply  to  his  inqui- 
ries, and  from  one  or  two  casual  allusions,  he  learned  that  there  really  was  a  poet  called  Shelley; 
that  he  had  written  several  volumes;  that  he  was  dead."  His  mother  set  henelf  to  seaioh  for 
more  of  Shelley  for  her  son,  and  after  recourse  to  Mr.  Fox,  made  her  way  to  the  OUiers  in  Vere 
Street,  and  brought  back  not  only  a  collection  of  Shelley^s  volumes,  but  of  Keats*s  also,  and  thus 
these  two  poets  fell  into  Browning^s  hands. 

It  was  on  a  May  night.  Browning  told  a  friend,  he  entered  upon  this  hitherto  unknown  world. 
In  a  laburnum  near  by,  and  in  a  great  copper  beech  not  far  away,  two  nightingales  sang  together. 
So  he  sat  and  listened  to  them,  and  read  by  turns  from  these  two  poets.  It  was  his  initiation  into 
the  same  aodety.  He  did  not  at  once  join  them,  bnt  when  he  made  his  first  appearance  in  public, 
at  the  age  of  twenty,  it  was  with  a  poem,  Patdine,  which  not  only  held  a  glowing  apostrophe  to 
Shelley  bnt  was  throughout  colored  by  his  ardent  devotion  to  the  poet.  Twenty  years  later  he 
wrote  a  prose  apologia  for  Shelley  in  the  form  of  an  introduction  to  a  collection  of  letters  purport- 
ing to  eome  from  Shelley,  bnt  which  were  discovered  to  be  spurious  immediately  upon  publication. 
Both  Pamtine  and  an  Essay  on  Percy  Bysshe  Shelley  will  be  found  in  this  volume,  with  introdue- 
tions  explaining  the  circumstances  of  publication,  but  the  reader  of  Broiniing's  poetry  is  likely  to 
carry  longest  in  his  mind  the  short  lyric  Memorabilia^  beginning :  — 

"  Ah,  did  yon  once  see  Shelley  plain," 

in  which  as  in  a  parable  one  may  read  how  the  sudden  acquaintance  with  this  poet  was  to  Brown^ 
ing  the  one  memorable  moment  in  his  period  of  youUif  ul  dreaming. 

The  publication  anonjrmonsly  of  Pauline,  in  January,  183^^,  was  followed  by  a  period  of  travel. 
He  went  to  Russia  nominally  as  secretary  to  the  Russian  consul-general,  and  became  so  enamored 
of  diplomatic  life  that  he  essayed  to  enter  it,  but  failed  ;  so  strong  a  hold  did  it  take  on  him  that 
he  would  have  been  glad  in  later  life  if  his  son  had  chosen  this  career. 

The  life  of  a  poet  who  is  not  also  a  man  of  action  is  told  mainly  in  the  succession  of  his  writings. 
Two  or  three  sonnets  followed  Pauline^  but  the  first  poem  to  which  Browning  attached  his  name 
was  Paracelsus,  the  dedication  to  which  is  dated  March  15,  IKio.  The  dedication  — and  the  suc- 
cession of  these  graceful  compliments  discloses  many  of  Browning^s  friendships  —  was  to  Count 
de  Ripert^Monclar,  a  young  French  royalist,  who  was  a  private  agent  of  the  royal  family,  and  had 
become  intimate  with  the  poet,  who  was  four  years  his  junior.  The  count  suggested  the  life  of 
Paracelsus  to  his  friend  as  a  subject  for  a  poem,  but  on  second  thought  advised  i^;ainst  it  as  ofiFering 
insufficient  materials  for  the  treatment  of  love.  A  young  poet,  however,  who  would  prefix  a  quota- 
tion from  Cornelius  Agrippa  to  his  first  publication  was  one  easily  to  be  enticed  by  such  a  subject, 
and  Browning  fell  upon  the  literature  relating  to  Paracelsus  which  he  found  in  the  British  Museum, 
and  quickly  mastered  the  facts,  which  became  fused  by  his  ardent  imagination  and  eager  specula- 
tion into  a  consivtent  whole.  But  though  he  sought  his  material  among  books,  as  he  needs  must, 
he  found  his  constructive  power  in  the  silence  of  nature  in  the  night.  He  had  a  great  love  for 
walking  in  the  dark.    ** There  was  in  particular,"  says  Mr.  Sharp,  ''a  wood  near  Dulwick, 
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whither  he  was  wont  to  go.  There  he  would  walk  swiftly  and  eagrerly  along*  the  solitary  and 
lightlees  byways,  finding  a  potent  stimnlns  to  imaginative  thought  in  Uie  happy  isolation  thus 
enjoyed.  ...  At  this  time,  too,  he  oomposed  much  in  the  c^ien  air.  This  he  rarely,  if  ever,  did  in 
later  life.  Not  only  many  portions  of  Paracdsus  bat  seyeral  scenes  in  Strt^fford  were  enacted 
first  in  these  midnight  silences  of  the  Dnlwich  woodland.  Here,  too,  as  the  poet  once  declared, 
he  came  to  know  the  serene  beauty  of  dawn :  for  every  now  and  i^ain,  after  having  read  late,  or 
written  long,  he  would  steal  quietly  from  the  house,  and  walk  till  the  morning  twilight  graded  to 
the  pearl  and  amber  of  the  new  day." 

Poetry,  it  may  be,  more  than  any  other  form  of  literature,  clears  the  way  for  friendship.  At 
any  rate,  ParcuxUus  introduced  Browning  to  John  Fonrter,  and  it  was  at  this  time  also  that  Dick- 
ens, Talf onrd  and  Macready,  Leigh  Hunt,  Bany  Cornwall,  Wordsworth  and  Landor  were  moce 
than  names  to  the  young  poet.  There  was  doubtless  something  in  the  man  as  well  as  in  his  work 
which  won  him  recognition.  Macready  says  he  looked  more  the  poet  than  any  man  he  had  ever 
met.  His  head  was  crowned  with  wavy  dark  brown  hair.  He  had  singalarly  ezprearive  eyes,  a 
sensitive,  mobile  mouth,  a  musical  voice,  and  an  alertnes  of  manner,  so  that  he  was  like  aquiyer- 
ing,  high  bred  animal.  How  marked  he  was  by  his  companions,  and  singled  out  to  be,  as  Macready 
says,  **  a  leading  spirit  of  his  time,*'  is  instanced  by  a  notable  occurrence  at  Talfourd*s  house  after 
the  first  performance  of  /on,  when  Talfourd  included  Browning  with  Wordsworth  and  Landor, 
who  were  present,  in  a  toast  to  the  poets  of  England. 

It  was  on  this  occasion  that  Macready,  whom  Browning  already  knew  well,  proposed  to  the  poet 
that  he  should  write  him  a  play  as  narrated  in  the  Introduction  to  Strc^ffcrd,  The  play  was  pro- 
duced at  the  Covent  Garden  Theatre  in  May,  1837,  and  Macready  and  Min  Helen  Fanoit,  after- 
ward Lady  Martin,  gave  distinction  to  its  representation.  It  came,  however,  at  an  unfortunate 
time  in  the  management,  and  though  it  gave  promise  of  a  long  run,  certain  difficulties  in  the 
theatre  compelled  its  withdrawal.  It  was  published  at  once  by  Longmans,  but  like  Browningr^s 
former  book,  was  a  failure  with  the  public. 

The  monologue  of  Pauline  had  been  succeeded  by  what  may  be  called  the  conversational  drama 
of  Paracelsus^  and  that  by  the  dramatic  Strafford,  The  form  now  experimented  with  was  to  be 
the  dominant  one  for  the  next  ten  years,  though  his  next  attempt  was  in  foim  almost  a  reversion  to 
Pauline,  During  the  remainder  of  1837  and  until  Easter,  1838,  Browning  was  engaged  on  Sor- 
deUo^  but  interrupted  this  poem  for  a  couple  of  years  which  have  a  special  interest  as  the  years 
when  he  first  visited  Italy,  and  when  he  entered  upon  an  order  of  production  which  was  to  be  very 
significant  of  his  poetic  choice  of  subject  and  treatment.  Browning  himself  rec<^:nized  the  impor- 
tance to  him  of  his  acquaintance  with  Italy.  **  It  was  my  university,'*  he  was  wont  to  say,  when 
asked  if  he  had  been  a  student  at  Oxford  or  Cambridge.  The  companion  poems,  The  En^iek" 
man  in  Italy  and  The  Italian  in  England^  illosfcrate  that  double  nationality  in  Browning's  mind  by 
which  the  two  countries  were,  so  to  speak,  married  for  him.  The  latter  of  these  two  poems  was 
one  which  Mazzini  used  to  read  to  his  countrymen  when  he  would  demonstrate  how  generously 
an  EnglishmMi  could  enter  into  the  Italian's  patriotic  aspirations.  The  joamey  was  a  rapid  one. 
*'  I  went,"  Browning  says,  *^  to  Trieste,  then  Venice  —  then  through  Treviso  and  Bassano  to  the 
mountains,  delicious  Asolo,  all  my  places  and  castles,  you  will  see.  Then  to  Vicenza,  Padua, 
and  Venice  again.  Then  to  Verona,  Trent,  Innspruck,  Munich,  Salzburg  in  FVanconia,  Frank- 
fort and  Mayence ;  down  the  Rhine  to  Cologne,  then  to  Aix-la4Dhapelle,  Si^  and  Antwerp ;  then 
home." 

It  would  seem  as  if  he  had  begun  SordeUo  with  a  booldsh  knowledge  only  of  Italy,  and  later 
charged  it  with  a  more  informing  spirit  of  love  for  that  country  and  embroidered  it  with  descriptive 
scenes  drawn  from  his  peraonal  observation.  The  poem  was  published  in  1840,  but  the  result  of 
the  journey  in  Italy  and  of  the  poet's  more  complete  finding  of  himself  —  a  process  by  the  bye 
whicAi  may  almost  be  taken  as  having  its  analogue  in  Sorddlo  —  were  made  most  evident  by  the 
next  publication,  the  story  of  which  is  told  in  the  Introduction  to  Pippa  Passes,  The  very  form 
chosen  for  BelU  and  Pomegranates  was  a  challenge  to  the  public  not  so  fantastically  arrogant  as 
Home's  famous  publication  of  Orion  at  a  farthing,  but  noticeable  as  an  earnest  of  Browning*s 
appeal  to  his  generation  and  not  to  a  select  circle  of  admiring  friends.  In  this  series  of  writings, 
extending  from  1841  through  1846,  Browning  struck  the  note  again  and  again,  in  drama,  lyric,  and 
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was  to  be  the  dominant  note  of  his  poetry,  that  diacloeore  of  the  aonl  of  man  in 
all  maoiier  of  ouraomatanoea,  as  if  the  world  were  to  the  poet »  gwAt  laboratory  of  souls,  and  he 
was  f oiTBTer  to  be  engaged  in  solving,  dissolving,  and  resolving  the  elements. 

It  is  notftoaable  also  that  with  this  series  olosed  Browning's  serious  attempts  at  dramatic  oomposi- 
tion  for  the  stage.  It  would  almost  seem  as  if  he  finally  parted  company  with  theatrical  mana- 
gers, partly  beeauae  of  the  oonstant  difficulty  he  had  in  making  them  subordinate  to  his  purpose, 
partly  and  no  doubt  more  profoundly  because  his  own  genius,  bent  as  it  was  upon  the  interpretar 
tionof  spiritual  phenomena,  could  iU  brook  the  demands  of  the  acted  drama  that  all  this  interpre- 
tation  should  stop  with  visible,  intelligible,  and  satisfactory  action,  capable  of  histrionic  expression. 
Browning's  eager  penetration  of  the  arcana  of  life  was  too  absorbing  to  permit  him  to  call  a  halt 
arhan  the  actor  on  the  stage  could  go  no  farther. 

An  azample  of  the  practical  difficnltieB  he  encountered  with  managers  will  be  found  in  the 
vidasitDdes  of  A  Blot  in  the  ^SaUeheon,  which  was  put  on  the  stage  in  1H43  ana  formed  the  fifth  in 
the  series  of  BtUn  and  PomegranaU$,  Browning  haa  himself  told  the  story  of  his  misfortunes  so 
fully  and  so  graphically  in  a  letter  to  Mr.  Frank  Hill,  editor  of  the  London  Daily  New»^  forty 
yean  after  the  event,  that  it  seems  worth  while  to  introduce  it  here.  The  letter,  from  which  the 
feOowing:  passage  is  taken,  was  dated  19,  Warwick  Crescent,  December  15,  1884 ;  and  was  written 
in  oonaequenoe  of  a  paragraph  concerning  the  revival  of  the  play,  which  Mr.  Hill  had  sent  in  proof 
to  Browning,  from  a  doubt  he  felt  of  its  accuracy :  ^- 

"''  Maeready  received  and  accepted  the  play,  while  he  was  engaged  at  the  Ha3rmarket,  and  re- 
tained it  for  Drury  Lane,  of  which  I  waa  ignorant  that  he  was  about  to  become  the  manager ;  he 
accepted  it  *'  at  the  instigation '  of  nobody,  —  and  Gharlea  Dickens  waa  not  in  £ngland  when  he 
did  ao :  it  was  read  to  him  after  his  return  by  Forster — and  the  glowing  letter  which  contains  his 
opinion  of  it,  although  directed  by  him  to  be  shown  to  myself,  was  never  heard  of  nor  seen  by  me 
tOl  printed  in  Forster's  book  some  thirty  srears  after.  When  the  Drory  Lane  season  began,  Mac- 
ready  informed  me  that  he  should  act  the  play  when  he  had  brought  out  two  others*—  I%e 
Pairidan't  Daughter^  and  Plighted  Troth.  Having  done  so,  he  wrote  to  me  that  the  former 
had  bean  nnsuccessful  in  money-drawing,  and  the  latter  had  *  smashed  his  arrangements  alto- 
gether,' bat  he  would  still  produce  my  play.  I  had  —  in  my  ignorance  of  certain  symptoms  better 
understood  by  Maoready's  professional  acquaintances  —  no  notion  that  it  was  a  proper  thing,  in 
■aeh  a  ease,  to  *  release  him  from  his  promise ; '  on  the  contrary,  I  should  have  fancied  that  such 
a  proposal  waa  offensive.  Soon  after,  Macready  begged  that  I  would  call  on  him ;  he  said  the  play 
had  been  read  to  the  actors  the  day  before,  and  *  laughed  at  from  beginning  to  end ; '  on  my 
speakinir  my  mind  about  this,  he  explained  that  the  reading  had  been  done  by  the  prompter,  a 
grocesqne  person  with  a  red  nose  and  wooden  1^,  ill  at  ease  in  the  love  scenes,  and  that  he  would 
himself  make  amends  by  reading  the  play  next  morning — which  he  did,  and  very  adequately  — 
but  apprised  me  that,  in  consequence  of  the  state  of  his  mind,  harassed  by  business  and  various 
tronble,  the  principal  ohuacter  must  be  taken  by  Mr.  Phelps ;  and  again  I  failed  to  understand  — 
what  Forster  subsequently  assured  me  was  plain  as  the  sun  at  noonday —  that  to  allow  at  Mac- 
leady's  theatre  any  other  than  Macready  to  play  the  principal  part  in  a  new  piece  was  suicidal,  — 
and  roally  believed  I  was  meeting  hu  exigencies  by  accepting  the  substitution.  At  the  rehearsal, 
Macready  announced  that  Mr.  Phelps  was  ill,  and  that  he  himself  would  read  the  part ;  on  the 
third  i«hearsal,  Mr.  Phelps  appeared  for  the  first  time,  and  sat  in  a  chair  while  Macready  more 
than  read  —  rehearsed  the  part.  The  next  morning  Mr.  Phelps  waylaid  me  at  the  stage-floor  to  say, 
with  mnoh  emotion,  that  it  never  was  intended  that  he  should  be  instrumental  in  the  success  of  a 
Bsw  tragedy,  and  that  Macready  would  play  Tresham  on  the  ground  that  himself,  Phelps,  was 
aaable  to  do  so.  He  added  that  he  could  not  expect  me  to  waive  such  an  advantage,  but  that,  if  I 
were  prepared  to  waive  it,  *  he  would  take  ether,  sit  up  all  night,  and  have  the  words  in  his  mem- 
ory by  next  day.'  I  bade  him  follow  me  to  the  green-room,  and  hear  what  I  decided  upon  — 
which  waa  that  as  Macready  had  given  him  the  part,  he  should  keep  it  :  this  was  on  a  Thursday ; 
he  rehearsed  on  Friday  and  Saturday,  —  the  play  being  acted  the  same  evening,  —  ofthtffth  day 
ofier  the  *  reading '  by  Macready ,  Macready  at  once  wished  to  reduce  the  importance  of  the  *  play '  — 
as  he  s^led  it  in  the  bills,  —  tried  to  leave  out  so  much  of  the  text  that  I  baffled  him  by  get* 
tii^  it  printed  in  four-andH;wenty  hours,  by  Moxon's  assirtance.    He  wanted  roe  to  call  it  The 
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Sister  J  and  I  have  before  me,  while  I  write,  the  Btage-actin^:  copy,  with  two  lines  of  his  own  iu- 
seition  to  avoid  the  tragical  ending  —  Tresham  was  to  announce  his  intention  of  going  into  a 
monastery !  all  this,  to  keep  up  the  belief  that  Macready,  and  Macready  alone,  could  produce 
a  veritable  *'  tragedy,'  unproduoed  before.  Not  a  shilling  was  spent  on  scenery  or  dresses,  and  a 
striking  scene  which  had  been  used  for  The  Patrician's  Daughter  did  duty  a  second  time.  If 
your  critic  considers  this  treatment  of  the  play  an  instance  of  *  the  failure  of  powerftd  and  ex- 
perienced actors '  to  ensure  its  success,  I  can  only  say  that  my  own  opinion  was  shown  by  at  once 
breaking  o£P  a  friendship  of  many  years  —  a  friendship  which  had  a  right  to  be  plainly  and  simply 
told  that  the  play  I  had  contributed  as  a  proof  of  it  would,  through  a  change  of  circumstances,  no 
longer  be  to  my  friend^s  advantage  —  all  I  could  possibly  care  for.  Only  recently,  when  by  the 
publication  of  Maci-eady's  journals  the  extent  of  his  pecuniary  embarrassments  at  that  time  was 
made  known,  could  I  in  a  measure  understand  his  motives  for  such  conduct,  and  less  than  ever 
understand  why  he  so  strangely  disguised  and  disfigured  them.  If  *  applause '  meant  success,  the 
play  thus  maimed  and  maltreated  was  successful  enough  ;  it  *  made  way '  for  Macready's  own 
Benefit,  and  the  theatre  closed  a  fortnight  after.'' 

Of  the  more  profound  separation  between  Browning  and  the  theatre,  due  to  the  inherent  impossi- 
bility of  his  arresting  his  thought  before  it  got  beyond  the  actor's  use,  Luria  and  The  Return  qfthe 
Druses  afford  good  examples,  and  an  illustration  might  fairly  be  taken  from  Colombe's  Birthday^ 
which  was  put  on  the  stage  in  1853,  but  scarcely  held  its  own,  though  Helen  Faucit  took  the 
heroine's  part,  and,  when  revived  forty  years  after,  was  so  cut  and  slashed  that  though  the  splen- 
did idea  of  Valence  was  retained  in  situation,  the  delicate,  subtle  shadows  which  passed  and  re- 
passed before  the  reader's  mind  were  wanting. 

The  period  when  Browning  was  writing  his  dramas  was  one  of  spendthrift  enjoyment  of  life.  For 
it  was  a  time  not  only  of  work  in  the  British  Museum  and  of  exoursious  into  all  sorts  of  remote 
fields  of  literature,  but  of  long  rambles,  half  gypsy  experiences,  hours  when,  stretched  at  full  length 
beneath  the  sky,  he  made  familiar  and  minute  acquaintance  with  bird  and  leaf,  insect  and  snaU, 
the  wind  in  the  trees,  the  search  for  the  northwest  passage  of  argosies  of  clouds.  He  pursued  nil 
manner  of  interests  which  absorbed  him  for  the  moment ;  he  was  living,  in  short,  that  abundant 
life  which  was  reflected  later  in  multitudinous  dramatic  assumptions. 

Then  all  at  once  there  came  a  concentration  of  his  passion  and  a  sudden  revelation  to  him  which 
never  lost  its  wondrous  light.  Elizabeth  Barrett  and  Robert  Browning,  knowing  each  other  through 
their  writings,  then  by  a  common  service  to  a  common  friend,  then  by  an  intermittent  correspond- 
ence, finally  were  brought  together  by  John  Kenyon,  already  a  dear  friend  of  each.  The  fragile 
creature,  scarce  able  to  leave  her  couch,  and  the  robust,  exuberantly  vital  man,  were  as  far  separate 
in  external,  superficial  agreement  as  could  well  be,  but  each  knew  the  other  with  an  instantaneoua- 
ness  of  knowledge  and  need.  Again  and  again,  not  '^^Iv  in  verses  directed  openly  to  his  wife,  but 
in  those  which  like  By  the  Fireside  thinly  veil  persoiud  feeling,  the  passionate  constancy  of  this  ex- 
perimenting, daringly  inquisitive  poet  towards  his  poet  wife  is  splendidly  disclosed,  with  a  certain 
glory  of  frank  confession  which  is  the  vehement  sincerity  of  one  who  is  in  this  one  feeling  genuine 
poet  and  genuine  man. 

Miss  Barrett  was  an  invalid,  guarded  with  the  greatest  care,  and  Brownii^,  in  urging  marriage 
upon  her,  met  with  all  the  obstacles  which  the  circumstances  raised.  He  confronted  indeed  the 
indomitable  refusal  of  Miss  Barrett's  father.  A  physician  had  held  out  hopes  that  a  removal  to 
Italy  would  give  the  invalid  a  chance  to  regain  some  degree  of  health,  but  Mr.  Barrett,  for  some 
not  very  clear  reason,  refused  his  consent  to  her  taking  the  journey  with  her  brother.  It  was  then 
that  Browning,  who  can  readily  be  conceived  of  as  a  masterful  man,  won  Miss  Barrett's  consent  to 
a  sudden  and  clandestine  marriage,  and  a  journey  to  Italy  as  his  wife.  "  When  she  had  finally 
assented  to  this  course,"  writes  Mrs.  Orr,  '^  she  took  a  preparatory  step  which,  in  so  far  as  it  was 
known,  must  itself  have  been  sufficiently  startling  to  those  about  her  ;  she  drove  to  Regent's  Park, 
and  when  there,  stepped  out  of  the  carriage  and  on  to  the  grass.  I  do  not  know  how  long  she 
stood  —  probably  only  for  a  moment ;  but  I  well  remember  hearing  that  when,  after  so  long  an 
interval,  she  felt  eartli  under  her  feet  and  air  about  her,  the  sensation  was  almost  bewilderingly 
strange." 

They  were  married  September  12, 1846.    She  would  not  entangle  Mr.  Kenyon  or  any  of  her 
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by  anaomiciiii;  even  her  engagement ;  the  preferred  marrying  without  her  father^s  know- 
ledge, to  marryinfiT  against  his  prohibition.  For  a  week  the  husband  and  wife  did  not  iee  each 
other.  Then  they  met  by  agreement  and  went  to  Paris.  Mr.  Barrett  never  forgave  his  daughter, 
bat  the  eonstemation  witii  which  the  Browning  family  heard  of  the  event  quickly  turned  to  affec- 
tionate regard  for  the  frail  wife.  So  far  as  Mn.  Browning's  physical  well-being  was  oonoemed,  it 
is  dear  that  the  marriage  gave  her  a  new  lease  of  life ;  and  what  seemed  at  the  moment  an 
sndaciona  taking  of  fate  into  their  own  hands  proved  to  be  a  case  where  nature  obtained  her  best 
of  both. 

From  Paris,  by  slow  stages,  they  passed  through  France  into  Italy,  and  made  their  first  long 
halt  in  Pisa.  It  was  here,  we  are  told,  that  Bftrs.  Browning  showed  to  her  husband  in  manuscript 
those  Sonnets  from  the  Portuguete  which  were  her  offering  to  him  out  of  the  darkness  of  her  cham* 
her.  From  Fisa  they  went  to  Florence,  to  Anoona,  and  again  back  to  Florence,  where  at  last  they 
obtained  a  foothold  in  the  old  palace  called  Casa  Guidi,  a  name  to  be  endeared  to  the  readers  of 
Mis.  Browning's  poetry.  Mr.  George  8.  Hillard,  in  his  Six  Months  in  Italy ^  gives  a  pleasant  ao- 
oount  of  the  Browmngs  when  he  met  them  in  Florence  in  1M47. 

^*  It  b  well  for  the  traveller  to  be  chary  of  names.  It  is  an  ungrateful  return  for  hospitable 
attentions  to  print  the  conversation  of  your  host,  or  describe  his  person,  or  give  an  inventory  of  his 
furniture,  or  proclaim  how  his  wife  and  daughters  were  dressed.  But  I  trust  I  may  be  pardoned 
if  I  state  that  one  of  my  most  delightful  associations  with  Florence  arises  from  the  fact  that  here 
I  made  the  acquaintance  of  Robert  and  Elizabeth  Browning.  These  are  even  more  familiar 
names  in  America  than  in  England,  and  their  poetry  is  probably  more  read,  and  better  under- 
stood with  us  than  amoi^  their  own  countrymen.  A  happier  home  and  a  more  perfect  union  than 
theirs  it  is  not  easy  to  imagine ;  and  this  completeness  arises  not  only  from  the  rare  qualities 
whieh  each  possesses,  but  from  their  adaptation  to  each  other.  Browning's  conversation  is  like  the 
poetry  of  Chancer,  or  like  his  own,  simplified  and  made  transparent.  His  countenance  is  so  full 
of  vigor,  freshness,  and  refined  power,  that  it  seems  impossible  to  think  that  he  can  ever  grow  old. 
Hia  poetry  is  subtle,  passionate,  and  profound ;  but  he  himself  is  simple,  natural,  and  playful. 
He  has  the  repose  of  a  man  who  has  lived  much  in  the  open  air ;  with  no  nervous  uneasiness  and  no 
unhealthy  self-consciousness.  Mrs.  Browning  is  in  many  respects  the  correlative  of  her  husband. 
As  he  is  full  of  manly  power,  so  she  is  a  type  of  the  most  sensitive  and  delicate  womanhood.  She 
has  been  a  great  sufferer  from  ill-health,  and  the  marks  of  pain  are  stamped  upon  her  person  and 
manner.  Her  figure  is  slight,  her  countenance  expressive  of  genius  and  sensibility,  shaded  by  a 
veil  of  longr  brown  locks ;  and  her  tremulous  voice  often  flutters  over  her  words,  like  the  flame  of 
a  dyinff  candle  over  the  wick.  I  have  never  seen  a  human  frame  which  seemed  so  nearly  a  trans- 
parent veil  for  a  celestial  and  immortal  spirit.  She  is  a  soul  of  fire  enclosed  in  a  shell  of  pearl. 
Her  rare  and  fine  genius  needs  no  setting  forth  at  my  hands.  She  is  also,  what  is  not  so  generaUy 
known,  a  woman  of  uncommon,  nay,  profound  learning,  even  measured  by  a  masculine  standard. 
Nor  is  she  more  remarkable  for  genius  and  learning,  than  for  sweetness  of  temper,  tenderness  of 
heart,  depth  of  feeling,  and  purity  of  spirit.  It  is  a  privilege  to  know  such  beings  singly  and  sep- 
arately, bat  to  see  their  powers  quickened,  and  their  happiness  rounded,  by  the  sacred  tie  of  mar- 
riage, is  a  cause  for  peculiar  and  lasting  gratitude.  A  union  so  complete  as  theirs  —  in  which  tlie 
mind  has  nothing  to  crave  nor  the  heart  to  sigh  for  —  is  cordial  to  behold  and  something  to 
remember. 

During:  the  fifteen  years  of  their  married  life  the  Brownings  lived  for  the  most  part  in  Italy, 
with  ooeasional  summers  in  England  and  long  sojourns  in  Paris.  The  record  of  Browning's  pro- 
ductions during  thu  period  is  meagre,  if  one  regards  the  fulness  of  his  poetic  activity  both  before 
and  after.  The  explanation  is  made  that  these  new  responsibilities,  — for  two  sons  were  bom  to 
theoL,  one  of  whom  died,  —  carried  also  great  anxieties,  for  the  frailty  of  Mrs.  Browning's  health 
waa  a  oonstant  factor  in  the  movements  of  the  household.  But  though  the  record  is  meagre  as  to 
quantity,  lovers  of  Browning's  poetry  would  be  likely  to  regard  this  as  not  only  a  central  period, 
ehroDologieally,  but  the  period  when  he  reached  his  highest  expression.  The  first  collected  edi- 
tion of  his  poems  appeared  in  1849,  to  be  followed  the  next  year  by  Christmas-Eve  and  Easter- 
Day^  and  then,  five  years  after  that,  in  1855,  by  Men  and  Women^  a  group  of  poems  which  still 
remains  the  flower  of  Browning's  genius. 
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The  great  range  taken  by  these  poems  is  a  witness  to  the  feonndity  and  TersatUity  of  Bnywn- 
lug's  genius.  It  is  possible,  also,  that  to  the  oiroainstanoes  of  his  life,  especially  its  beautiful  dis- 
tractions, we  owe  the  fact  of  a  multitude  of  short  poems  rather  than  longer-sustained  efforts. 
While  Mrs.  Browning,  sheltered  by  tlie  constant  care  exerted  by  her  husband  and  stimulated  by 
his  companionship,  composed  her  longest  work,  Aurora  Leigh^  he,  never  long  freed  from  anxious 
thought,  broke  into  more  fragmentary  production.  A  veiy  good  illustration  of  the  alacrity  of  his 
mind  and  the  instantaneous  power  of  seizing  upon  opportunity  is  giyen  in  a  passage  in  Mr, 
Gosse's  Personalia:  — 

"  In  recounting  a  story  of  some  Tuscan  noblemen  who  had  shown  him  two  exquisite  miniature- 
paintings,  the  work  of  a  young  artist  who  should  have  received  for  them  the  prize  in  some  local 
contest,  and  who,  being  unjustly  defrauded,  broke  his  ivories,  burned  his  brushes,  and  indignantly 
foreswore  the  thankless  art  forever,  Mr.  Browning  suddenly  reflected  that  there  wss,  as  he  said, 
*  stuff  for  a  poem '  in  that  story,  and  immediately  vdth  extreme  vivacity  began  to  sketch  the 
form  it  should  take,  the  suppression  of  what  features  and  the  substitution  of  what  others  were 
needful ;  and  finally  suggested  the  non-obvious  or  inverted  moral  of  the  whole,  in  which  the  act  of 
spirited  defiance  was  shown  to  be,  really,  an  act  of  tame  renunciation,  the  poverty  of  the  artist's 
spirit  being  proved  in  his  eagerness  to  snatch,  even  though  it  was  by  honest  merit,  a  benefit  simply 
material.  The  poet  said,  distinctly,  that  he  had  never  before  reflected  on  this  incident  as  one 
proper  to  be  versified ;  the  speed,  therefore,  with  which  the  creative  architect  laid  the  founda- 
tions, built  the  main  fabric,  and  even  put  on  the  domes  and  pinnacles  of  his  poem  was,  no  doubt, 
of  uncommon  interest.  He  left  it,  in  five  minutes,  needing  nothing  but  the  mere  outward  erust 
of  the  versification." 

It  was  an  incident  in  Browning's  life  that  when  he  was  produoittg  his  most  glorious  work  and 
receiving  the  admiration  and  intelligent  appreciation  of  his  poetical  wife,  he  wss  a  very  insig^ 
aificant  figure  in  English  literature  of  the  day.  Mrs.  Browning  was  indignant  over  the  neglect 
her  husband  suffered,  and  in  her  letters  drew  sharp  comparison  between  the  attention  paid 
Browning  in  America  and  the  neglect  he  received  in  England.  Meanwhile,  whether  living  in 
Florence  or  sojourning  in  Paris  or  London,  a  choice  company  was  always  to  be  found  welcoming 
and  honoring  the  two  poets.  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Story,  the  Hawthomes,  Cardinal  Manning,  Massimo 
d'Azeglio,  Sir  Frederick  Leighton,  Mr.  Odo  Russell,  Rossetti,  Val  Prinsep,  Forster,  Landor, 
Fanny  Kemble,  —  these  are  some  of  the  names  closely  associated  with  that  of  the  Brownings  in 
this  period. 

The  death  of  Mrs,  Browning,  June  29, 1861,  closed  this  most  beautiful  human  companionship. 
It  made  also  a  great  change  in  Browning's  habit  of  life,  and  no  doubt  affected  in  important  ways 
his  poetiosl  productiveness.  He  left  Italy  for  England.  He  became  absorbed,  so  far  as  personal 
responsibilities  went,  in  the  education  of  his  son.  By  some  strange  caprice,  he  chose  to  make  his 
home  in  an  ugly  part  of  London,  and  he  approached  it  through  a  region  of  disorder  and  squalor. 
But  he  also,  with  his  robust  nature,  denied  himself  the  luxury  of  a  persistent  solitariness,  and  lit- 
tle by  littJe  returned  to  society,  especially  grateful  for  the  friendship  of  women  like  Miss  Isa  Blag«- 
den,  who  stepped  in  at  the  moment  of  his  descent  into  the  valley  of  grief  with  their  gentie  minis- 
trations. 

The  months  that  followed  Blrs.  Browning's  death  were  in  a  way  given  to  taking  up  again 
dropiied  threads  of  work,  and  to  intellectual  occupations,  which  both  satisfied  luid  stimulated  his 
nature.  He  read  Euripides  again,  perhaps  in  part  because  of  the  association  in  his  mind  with  his 
wife's  scholarly  interests.  He  resumed  the  poems  on  which  he  had  been  engaged  in  tlie  last 
months  at  Casa  Guidi,  and  he  pondered  over  his  magnum  oput^  the  germ  of  which  had  been  in  his 
mind  for  many  months.  But  first,  in  1H63,  he  saw  through  the  press  a  new  and  complete  oollec- 
tion  of  his  poetical  works  in  three  volumes.  Then,  the  year  following,  he  gatiiered  the  poems 
which  immediately  preceded  and  followed  Mrs.  Browning's  death  into  the  volume  of  Dramatis 
Pertona.  The  reissue  of  his  older  poems  and  this  new  accession  were  accompanied  by  a  clear  re- 
enforcement  of  his  position  as  an  English  poet.  He  had  come,  too,  to  the  point  where  volumes  of 
selections  from  his  work  were  in  demand,  a  pretty  good  sign  of  a  widening  of  hisandience.  Other 
signs  followed.  In  1867  he  received  the  honorary  degree  of  M.  A.  from  the  University  of  Oxford, 
and  a  few  months  later  was  made  honorary  fellow  of  BalUol  College.    In  the  year  following  he 
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wMsskad  to  stand  for  the  Lord  Reototibip  of  the  Uniyenity  of  St.  Andrews,  rendered  vaoant  bf 
the  death  of  J.  8.  MilL 

His  mother  had  died  in  1849,  and  in  18<K>  his  father,  who  had  been  one  of  his  most  eonstant  oom- 
panions  sinoe  his  wife^s  death,  died  also.  Thereafter,  he  and  his  outer  Sarianna,  who  had  passed 
a  fife  of  derotion  to  their  parents,  became  inseparable.  Though  England  was  their  home,  thejr 
4>eat  many  simuners  in  Brittany,  as  his  poems  indicate,  and  now  and  then  returned  to  Italy,  where 
his  son  was  established  finally  as  a  painter. 

In  lli68  appeared  the  six  volume  uniform  edition  of  lus  poems,  and  immediately  afterward  began 
the  pabtioation,  to  be  completed  in  four  yolumes,  of  The  Ring  and  the  Book.  Mrs.  Oir  traces,  in 
an  ingenious  manner,  the  influence  which  Mrs.  Browning's  personality  had  in  the  conception  of 
Pompilia  in  thii  poem.  Howeyer  much  a  single  character  may  have  been  affected,  it  is  easy  te 
belieye  that  this  elaborate  constmotion  building  in  Browuing^s  mind  during  the  closing  years 
of  his  wife's  life  and  actually  brought  into  existence  in  the  years  immediately  following  was, 
more  than  any  single  work,  a  great  monument  which  the  poet  raised  to  the  memory  of  that  com- 
panion whose  own  poetic  achieyement  always  leemed  to  him  of  a  higher  worth  than  his  own. 
**  The  simple  truth  is,^'  he  wrote  to  a  common  friend,  **  that  she  was  the  poet  and  I  the  clever  per- 
son by  comparison :  remember  her  limited  experience  of  all  kinds,  and  what  she  made  of  it* 
Remember,  on  the  other  hand,  how  my  uninterrupted  health  and  strength  and  practice  with  the 
world  have  helped  me." 

After  The  Ring  and  the  Book  the  only  new  departure,  so  to  speak,  of  Browning's  genius  was  in 
the  group  of  poems  which  were  built  upon  the  foundation  of  Greek  poetry.  In  1871  appeared 
BcUaustioh's  Adventure,  in  1875  Aristophanes^  Apology,  and  in  1877  The  Agamemnon  of  JEsch]^us. 
They  have  their  value  as  expressive  of  Browning's  catholicity,  and  more  particularly  as  his  one 
great  literary  feat.  With  all  his  interest  in  Italy,  and  his  delving  in  Renaissance  literature,  there 
can  scarcely  be  said  to  be  any  criticism  of  Italian  literature  in  the  form  of  his  own  poetry.  In  like 
manner  his  dramatic  works  are  not,  except  in  a  very  remote  or  general  sense,  criticism  of  the 
Efizabethan  drama.  But  his  three  poems  above  named  do  represent  the  thought  and  criticism 
of  a  Gothic  mind  confronting  and  admiring  the  Greek  art  and  thought.  Browning  in  these  works 
is  not  a  reproducer  in  his  own  terms  of  Greek  life  ;  he  is  a  poet  of  varied  experience,  who,  coming 
in  contact  with  a  great  and  distinct  manifestation  of  human  life,  is  moved  to  strike  in  here  also 
with  his  thought  and  fancy,  and  because  <d  the  very  elemental  nature  of  the  material,  to  find  the 
keenest  delight  in  exercising  his  grenius  upon  it. 

Meanwhile  the  facility  which  his  long  and  varied  practice  with  the  English  language  had  brought 
him  made  every  new  subject  that  appealed  to  him  a  plaything  for  his  fertile  imi^nation;  and  the 
specnlative  temper  which  grew  upon  him  as  the  maturity  of  exi>erienoe  enlarged  and  enriched  his 
material  for  thought,  led  him  into  long  and  tortuous  ways.  The  Ring  and  the  Book  stands  about 
midway  in  the  bulk  of  his  work,  but  whereas  all  the  poetry  and  drama  before  that  work  repre- 
sent thirty-five  years  of  his  life,  that  which  follows,  nearly  as  great  in  amount,  represents  but 
twenty  years. 

In  tiieae  last  years  of  his  life,  when  fame  had  come  to  him  and  his  versatility  made  him  a  ready 
companion,  he  led  a  semi-public  life.  He  was  in  demand  in  all  directions.  As  Mr.  Sharp  has 
rapidly  summed  it  up :  **  Everybody  wished  him  to  come  and  dine ;  and  he  did  his  utmost  to 
gratify  everybody.  He  said  everything ;  read  all  the  notable  books ;  kept  himself  acquiunted  with 
the  leading  contents  of  the  journals  and  magarines ;  conducted  a  large  correspondence  ;  read  new 
French,  German,  and  Italian  books  of  mark  ;  read  and  translated  Euripides  and  .^Ischylus ;  knew 
all  the  gossip  of  the  literary  clubs,  salons,  and  the  studios ;  was  a  frequenter  of  afternoon-tea  par- 
tMe  ;  and  then,  over  and  above  it,  he  was  Browning :  the  most  profoundly  subUe  mind  that  has 
exercised  itself  in  poetry  since  Shakespeare.'* 

In  1881  was  founded  the  English  Browning  Society,  one  of  the  most  singnlar  testimonials  to  the 
interest  awakened  by  a  contemporaneous  poet  known  in  literary  history.  The  great  mass  of  his 
writings,  the  recondite  nature  of  some  of  the  material  which  he  had  used,  but  more  than  all,  the 
astounding  variety  of  problems  in  human  life  and  character  which  he  had  presented  and  either 
solved  or  opened  the  way  to  solve,  made  Browning  an  object  of  the  greatest  interest  to  the  curi- 
ous, the  sympathetic,  and  the  restless  of  his  day.    Any  such  movement  has  on  its  edge  a  frayed 


xviii  ROBERT   BROWNING 


sort  of  membenhip,  bat  no  one  can  note  the  names  of  members  or  read  the  commnnicationB  which 
appear  in  the  society's  proceedings  without  recognizing  the  intellectoai  ability  that  carried  the 
movement  along.  Browning's  own  attitude  toward  the  society  is  pretty  clearly  expressed  in 
the  following  words  which  he  wrote  to  Mr.  Edmund  Yates  at  the  time  of  the  society's  foun- 
dation :  — 

**  The  Browning  Society,  I  need  not  say,  as  well  as  Browning  himself,  are  fair  game  for  criti- 
eism.  I  had  no  more  to  do  with  the  founding  it  than  the  babe  unborn ;  and,  as  Wilkes  was  no 
Wilkesite,  I  am  quite  other  than  a  Browningite.  But  I  cannot  wish  harm  to  a  society  of,  with  a 
few  exceptions,  names  unknown  to  me,  who  are  busied  about  my  books  so  disinterestedly.  The 
exaggerations  probably  come  of  the  fif ty-years'-long  charge  of  unintelligibility  against  my  books ; 
such  reactions  are  possible,  though  I  never  looked  for  the  beginning  of  one  so  soon.  That  there  is 
a  grotesque  side  to  the  thing  is  certain ;  but  I  have  been  surprised  and  touched  by  what  cannot  but 
have  been  well  intentioned,  I  think.  Anyhow,  as  I  never  felt  inconvenienced  by  hard  words,  you 
will  not  expect  me  to  wax  bumptious  because  of  undue  compliment :  so  enough  of  *  Browning '  — 
except  that  he  is  yours  very  truly  *  while  the  machine  is  to  him.'  " 

In  1887  Browning  removed  to  a  more  agreeable  quarter  in  De  Vere  Gardens  in  the  west  end  of 
I^ondon,  and  with  his  affection  for  Asolo,  he  set  about  purchasing  a  residence  there  in  1889,  and  it 
was  while  engaged  in  negotiations  for  the  purchase  that  he  was  taken  ill  with  bronchial  troubles, 
i^d  died  at  his  son's  home  in  Venice,  December  12,  1889.  He  was  buried  in  Poet's  Comer,  West- 
minster Abbey,  on  the  last  day  of  the  year.  Italy  rightly  divided  honors  with  England,  and  on 
the  outer  wall  of  the  Rezzonioo  Palace  in  Venice  is  a  memorial  tablet  with  the  inscription  :  — 

A 

RoBEBTO  Browning 
morto  in  questo  palazzo 
il  12  Dicembre  1889 
Venezia 
pose 

Below,  in  the  comer,  are  placed  two  lines  from  his  poem,  De  Gustibus:  — 

**  Open  my  heart  and  you  will  see 
Oraved  Inrida  of  it,  *  Italy.' " 

bl  e.  s* 
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The  history  of  the  earliest  printed  of  Brown- 
lag's  writingB  ia  ao  carious  that  it  ieems  worth 
while  to  give  it  at  greater  length  than  its  in- 
triune  merit  would  require.     As  a  hoy  Brown- 
ing wrote  an  inordinate  amount  of  verse,  imita- 
txTe  largely  of  Byron,  and  some  of  it  written 
when  he  was  twelve  struck  his  father  as  good 
enough  to  deserve  printiu^,  hut  no  publisher 
eould  be  found  ready  to  confirm  this  faith. 
Then  Browning  fell  into  a  Shelleyan  mood,  and 
when  he  was  twenty  projected  a  great  work  of 
which  the  introduction  only  was  written.    This 
introduction  was  Pauline^  which  to  be  precise 
was  completed  October  22,  1832.     Browning's 
annt  volunteered  to  pay  the  expenses  of  pub- 
lication, and   it  was   published  anonjrmonsly 
early  in  1833  by  Saunders  &  Otley.     The  most 
authoritative  person  on  literary  matters  in  the 
young  poet's  circle  of  friends  was  the  Rev. 
William  Johnson  Fox,  a  Unitarian  clergyman 
ind  editor  of  the  Monthly  Repository,    He  had 
a  few  years  before  given  emphatic  oommenda- 
tioo  to  the  boy's  verse,  and  now  reviewed  the 
poem  with  great  warmth  in  his  own  magaxine, 
so  winning  the  poet's  gratitude  as  to  draw  from 
him   the    extravagant   expression :     **  I   shall 
never  write   a  line  without  thinking  of  the 
source  of  my  first  praise,  be  assured."     The 
poem  missed  what  would  have  been  from  its 
writer   a    more    notable  review.     Mr.    John 
Stuart  Mill,  six  years  Brownii^'s  senior,  was 
so  delighted  with  Pauline  that  he  wrote  to  the 
editor  of  TaiVs  Magazine^  the  only  periodical 
in  which  he  could  write  freely,  asking  leave  to 
review  the  poem.     The  editor  replied  that  he 
had  just  printed  a  curt,  contemptuous  notice, 
and  eould  not  at  once  take  the  other  track. 
When  Mill  died  his  copy  of  Pavline^  crowded 
with  annotations,  fell  into  Browning's  hands 
and  may  now  be  seen  in  the  South  Kensington 
Muaenm. 

In  spite  of  such  hopeful  pronuse  the  poem 
was  still-bom  from  the  press.  Five  years 
later.  Browning  wrote  in  a  copy  ^*the  only 
remaining  crab  of  the  shapely  Tree  of  Life  in 
my  Fool's  Paradise."  He  appears  never  to 
have  spoken  of  it  until  a  striking  circumstance 


brought  it  again  into  light.  Many  years  after 
it  was  printed  Dante  Gabriel  Kossetti  was 
browsing  among  the  volumes  of  forgotten  po- 
etry in  the  British  Museum.  He  came  upon 
a  book  in  which  a  number  of  pamphlet  poems 
were  bound  in  a  heterogeneous  collection. 
Among  these  was  Pauline,  He  read  it,  and 
from  its  internal  evidence  was  convinced  that 
it  was  an  unacknowledged  poem  of  Browning's. 
The  book  was  wholly  out  of  print,  and  he 
made  a  copy  of  it.  He  wrote  to  Browning  after- 
wards taxing  the  poet  with  the  production, 
and  Browning,  greatly  surprised  at  Rossetti's 
discovery,  acknowledged  the  authorship.  In 
1865,  the  editor  of  this  Cambridge  edition, 
meeting  Rossetti  in  London,  mentioned  thb 
fact  that  he  had  been  copying  at  the  British 
Museum  Browning's  prose  introduction  to  the 
suppressed  spurious  collection  of  Shelley's  Let- 
ters, whereupon  Rossetti  told  him  of  this  other 
rare  book.  Afterwards  on  learning  that  he 
had  oopied  Pauline  also  he  said :  **  I  suppose 
yon  will  print  it  when  you  go  back  to 
America."  ^*  By  no  means,"  replied  the 
editor ;  "  that  would  be  a  breach  of  faith.  1 
copied  it  as  a  student  of  Browning.  I  never 
would  make  it  public  without  Browning's  con- 
sent." A  year  or  two  later  therefore  when  a 
new  edition  of  the  collected  poems  was  pub- 
lished, he  thought  himself  not  unlikely  the  un- 
witting occasion  of  the  inclusion  of  Pauline,  for 
in  the  introduction  Browning  wrote  as  follows : 
**  The  first  piece  in  the  series  (Pauline),  I 
acknowledge  and  retain  with  extreme  repug- 
nance, indeed  purely  of  necessity  ;  for  not  long 
ago  I  inspected  one,  and  am  certified  of  the 
existence  of  other  transcripts,  intended  sooner 
or  later  to  be  published  abroad :  by  forestalling 
these,  I  can  at  least  correct  some  misprints 
(no  syllable  is  changed)  and  introduce  a  boyish 
work  by  an  exculpatory  word.  The  thing  was 
my  earliest  attempt  at  **  poetry  always  dra- 
matic in  principle,  and  so  many  utterances  of 
so  many  imaginary  persons,  not  mine,"  which 
I  have  since  written  according  to  a  scheme  less 
extravagant  and  scale  less  impracticable  than 
were  ventured  upon  in  this  crude  preliminary 
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iketoh,  —  a  sketch  that,  on  reviewal,  appears 
not  altogether  wide  of  some  hint  of  the  ohar* 
aoteristic  features  of  that  puticalur  dramatis 
persona  it  wonld  fain  have  reprodnoed:  good 
draughtsmanship,  however,  and  right  handling 
were  far  heyond  the  artist  at  that  time. 
LoanoH,  December  25, 1867.  R.  B." 

Twenty  yean  later,  upon  sending  out  hie 
final  coUectiye  edition.  Browning  added  to  the 
preface  just  quoted  the  following  sentences :  — 

**  I  preserve,  in  order  to  supplement  it,  the 
foregoing  preface.  I  had  thought,  when  com- 
pelled to  indude  in  my  collected  works  the 
poem  to  which  it  refers,  that  the  honest  course 
would  be  to  reprint,  and  leave  mere  literary 
errors  unaltered.  Twenty  years'  endurance  of 
an  eyesore  seems  more  than  sufBlcient :  my  faults 
vemain  duly  recorded  against  me,  and  I  claim 
permission  to  somewhat  diminmh  these,  so  far 


as  style  is  concerned,  in  the  present  and  final 
edition,  where  Pauline  must  needs,  first  of  my 
performances,  confront  the  reader;  I  have 
simply  removed  solecisms,  mended  the  metre  a 
litde  and  endeavored  to  strengthen  the  phrase- 
ology—  experience  helping,  in  some  degree^ 
the  helplessness  of  juvenile  haste  and  heat  in 
their  untried  adventure  long  ago.^' 
LoHnoR,  Fabruary  27, 1888. 

The  text  here  given,  as  throughout  this 
volume,  is  that  of  Mr.  Browning's  latest 
revision.  The  text  of  the  first  revision,  i.  e. 
1867,  may  be  found  at  the  dose  of  volume  i.  of 
the  Riverside  edition. 

The  quotations  from  Marot  and  ComeHua 
Agrippa  which  foUow  were  prefixed  to  the 
original  edition  of  the  poem.  The  note  en- 
dosed  in  brackets  was  Browning's  comment  on 
reprinting  the  poem  the  last  time. 
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Plus  ne  suis  ce  que  fai  itk^ 
JBknele  sqawrois  Jamais  itre. 

Marot, 

Non  dubito,  quin  titulus  libri  nostri  raritate 
sua  quamplurimoe  alliciat  ad  legendum :  inter 
quos  nonnulli  obliqute  opinionis,  mente  la]^;uidi, 
multi  etiam  maligni,  et  in  ingenium  nostrum  in- 
grati  aceedenty  qui  temeraria  sua  ignorantia,  vix 
eonspecto  titnlo  damabunt.  Nos  vetita  dooere, 
lueresium  semina  jacere :  piis  auribus  offendi- 
culo,  pnedaris  ingeniisscaiidalo  esse:  .  .  .  adeo 
oonsdentiffi  sun  consulentes,  ut  nee  Apollo,  nee 
Mus»  omnes,  neque  Angelus  de  coelo  me  ab 
illorum  execratione  vindicare  queant :  quibiis 
et  ego  nunc  consulo,  ne  scripta  nostra  legant, 
nee  intelUgant}  nee  meminerint :  nam.  noxia 
sunt,  venenosa  sunt :  Acherontis  ostium  est  in 
hoc  libro,  lajudes  loquitur,  caveant,  ne  cerebrum 
illis  excutiat.  Vos  autem,  qui  isqua  mente  ad 
l^pendum  venitis,  si  tant-am  prudentiaa  discre- 
tionem  adhibueritis,  quantam  in  melle  legendo 
apes,  jam  secuii  legite.  Puto  namque  vos  et 
ntilitatis  baud  parum  et  vduptatis  plurimum 
accepturos.  Quod  si  qua  repereiitas,  que  vobis 
Bon  plaoeant,  mittite  ilia,  nee  utimini.    Nah 

BT  EGO  YOBIS  nXA  NON  PrOBO,  SED  NabBO. 

G»tera  tamen  propterea  non  respnite  .  .  .  Ideo, 
si  quid  liberius  dictum  sit,  iguosdte  adolesoen 
Had  nostra,  qui  minor  quam  adolescens  hoc  opus 
oomposui.  —  Hen,  Corn.  Agrippa,  De  Occult, 
Phiiosoph,  in  Prafat. 
LoNDOH :  January^  1833. 
V.  A.  XX. 


[This  introduction  would  appear  less  absuidlj 
pretentious  did  it  apply,  as  was  intended,  to  a 
completed  structure  of  which  the  poem  was 
meant  for  only  a  beginning  and  remains  a 
fragment.] 

Paulhtb,  mine  own,  bend  o'er  me— thy  soft 

breast 
Shall  pant  to  mine  —  bend  o'er  me  —  thy  sweet 

eyes, 
And  loosened  hair  and  breathing  lips,  and  arraa 
Drawing  me  to  thee — these  bnud  up  a  screen 
To  shut  me  in  with  thee,  and  from  all  fear ; 
So  that  I  might  unlock  the  deepless  brood 
Of  fandes  from  my  soul,  thdr  lurking-place, 
Nor  doubt  that  each  would  pass,  ne'er  to  return 
To  one  so  watched,  so  loved  and  so  secured. 
But  what  can  guard  thee  but  thy  naked  love  ? 
Ah  dearest,  wboeo  sucks  a  poisoned  wound 
Envenoms  his  own  veins !    Thou  art  so  good. 
So  calm  — if  thou  shouldst  wear  a  brow  lass 

light 
For  some  wild  thought  which,  but  for  me,  were 

kept 
From  out  thy  soul  as  from  a  sacred  star  I 
Tet  till  I  have  unlocked  them  it  were  vain 
To  hope  to  sing  ;  some  woe  would  li^t  on  me  ; 
Nature  would  point  at  one  whose  quivering  lip 
Was  bathed  in  her  enchantments,  whose  brow 

burned 
Beneatli  the  crown  to  which  her  secrets  kndt. 
Who  learned  the  spell  which  can  call  up  the 

dead, 
And  then  departed  smiling  like  a  fiend 
Who  has  deceived  God,  — if  such  one  should 

seek 
Again  her  altars  and  stand  robed  and  crowned 
Amid  the  faithful !    Sad  conf esmon  first. 
Remorse  and  pardon  and  old  claims  renewed, 
Eire  I  can  be  —as  I  shall  be  no  more. 
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I  had  been  spared  this  ihame  if  I  had  lat 
By  thee  f orsver  from  the  flnt,  in  place 
Or  IDT  wild  dieams  of  beauty  and  of  good, 
Or  with  them,  ae  an  earnest  of  their  trath  : 
No  tiioiight  nor  hope  having  been  ahut  from  thee. 
No  vague  wish  unexplained,  no  wandering  aim 
SBoit  iMick  to  bind  on  fancy's  win^  and  seek 
Some  strange  fair  world  where  it  might  be  a 

Law; 
But,  doubting  nothing,  had  been  led  by  thee, 
Througrh  Touth,  and  aared)  as  one  at  length 

awaked 
Who  has  slept  through  a  peril.    Ah  rain,  vain  I 

Thou  lovest  me  ;  the  past  is  in  itJi  grave 
Thonirh  its  ghost  haunts  us ;  still  this  much  is 

GUIS, 

To  cast  away  restraint,  lest  a  worse  thing 
Wait  for  us  m  the  dark.    Thou  lovest  me ; 
And  thou  art  to  receive  not  love  but  faith. 
For  which  thou  wilt  be  mine,  and  smile  and 


AH  shapes  and  shames,  and  veil  without  a  fear 
That  form  which  music  follows  like  a  slave : 
And  I  look  to  thee  and  I  trust  in  thee. 
As  in  a  Northem  night  one  looks  alwar 
Unto  the  East  for  morn  and  miinfl:  ana  joy. 
Thou  aeest  then  my  aimless,  hopeless  state, 
And,  resting  on  some  few  old  feelings  won 
Back  by  thv  beauty,  wouldst  that  lomay 
The  task  which  was  to  me  what  now  thou  art : 
And  why  should  I  conceal  one  weakness  more  ? 

Tnou  wilt  remember  one  warm  mom  when 

winter 
Crept  aged  from  the  earth,  and  spring's  first 

breath 
Blew  soft  from  the  moist  hills ;  the  black-thorn 

boughs. 
So  dark  in  the  haro  wood,  when  glistening 
In  die  sunshine  wero  white  with  coming  buds. 
Like  the  bright  side  of  a  sorrow,  and  the  banks 
Had  Tiolets  opening  from  sleep  like  eyes. 
I  walked   with  thee  who  knew'st  not  a  deep 

shiune 
Lurked    beneath   smiles   and  careless   words 

which  sought 
To  hide  it  till  they  wandered  and  were  mute. 
As  we  stood  tistening  on  a  snnny  mound 
To  the  wind  murmuring  in  the  damp  copse, 
like  heavT  breathings  of  some  hidden  tning 
Betrayed  by  sleep :  until  the  feeling  rushed 
Hiat  1  was  low  indeed,  yet  not  so  low 
As  to  endnra  the  calmness  of  thine  eyes. 
And  so  I  told  thee  all,  while  the  cool  breast 
I  leaned  on  altered  not  its  quiet  beating : 
And  long  ero  words  like  a  hurt  bird's  complaint 
Bade  me  look  up  and  be  what  I  had  been, 
I  felt  despair  could  never  live  by  thee : 
Thou  wilt  remember.    Thou  art  not  mora  dear 
Than  song  was  once  to  me :  and  I  ne*er  sung 
But  aa  one  entering  bright  halls  whero  all 
Y^m  rise  and  shout  f  or  nim :  snro  I  must  own 
That  I  am  fallen,  haviuflr  chosen  gifts 
Distinct  from  theirs — that  I  am  sad  and  fain 
Would  give  up  all  to  be  but  where  I  was. 
Hot  high  as  I  had  been  if  faithful  found, 
But  low  and  weak  yet  full  of  hope,  and  sue 


Of  goodness  as  of  life— that  I  would  lose 
All  this  gay  mastery  of  mind,  to  sit 
Once  more  with  them,  trusting  in  truth  and  lore 
And  with  an  aim  —  not  being  what  I  am. 


0  Pauline,  I  am  ruined  who  believed 

That  though  my  soul  had  floated  from  its 

sphero 
Of  wild  dominion  into  the  dim  orb 
Of  self -*  that  it  was  strong  and  free  as  ever  I 
It  has  oonfonued  itself  to  that  dim  orb. 
Reflecting  all  its  shades  snd  shapes,  anfl  now 
Must  stay  when  it  alone  can  be  adored. 

1  have  felt  this  in  dreams — in  dreams  in  which 
I  seemed  the  fate  from  which  I  fled  ;  I  felt 

A  stmage  delight  in  causing  my  decay. 
I  was  a  fiend  in  darkness  chained  forever 
Within  some  ocean-cave ;  and  ages  rolled. 
Till  through  the  oleft  rock,  like  a  moonbeam, 

came 
A  white  swan  to  remain  with  me ;  and  ages 
Rolled,  yet  I  tired  not  of  my  first  free  Joy 
In  gazing  on  the  peace  of  its  puro  wings : 
And  then  I  said,  *'  It  is  most  fair  to  me, 
Tet  its  soft  wings  must  suro   have  snifered 

chanse 
From  the  thick  darkness,  sun  iti  eyes  an  dim. 
Its  silver  pinions  must  be  cramped  and  numbed 
With  sleeping  ages  hen ;  it  cannot  leave  me, 
For  it  would  seem,  in  light  beside  its  kind, 
Withend,  though  hen  to  me  most  beautifuL'* 
And  then  I  was  a  young  witch  whose  blue  eyeSi 
As  she  stood  naked  by  the  river  springs, 
Dtpw  down  a  god :  I  watched  his  radiant  f otiA 
Orowing  less  radiant,  and  it  gladdened  me ; 
Till  one  morn,  as  he  sat  in  the  sunshine 
Upon  my  knees,  singing  to  me  of  heaven, 
He  turned  to  look  at  me,  en  I  oould  lose 
The  grin  with  which  I  viewed  his  perishing: 
And  he  shrieked  and  departed  ana  sat  long 
By  his  deserted  throne,  out  sunk  at  last 
Murmuring,  as  I  kissed  his  lips  and  curled 
Around  him,  *^  I  am  still  a  god  —  to  thee." 

Still  I  can  lay  my  soul  ban  in  its  fall. 
Since  all  the  wandering  md  all  the  w< 
Will  be  a  saddest  ccmiment  on  the  soup: : 
And  if,  that  done,  I  can  be  young  agam, 
I  will  give  up  all  gained,  as  willingly 
As  one  gives  up  a  charm  which  shuts  him  out 
From  hope  or  part  or  can  in  human  kind.  ^ 
As  life  wanes,  all  its  can  and  strife  snd  toil 
Seem  strangely  valueless,  while  the  old  trees 
Which  gnw  by  our  youth *s  home,  the  waving 


Of  oUmbing  plants  heavy  with  bloom  and  dew. 
The  morning  swallows  with  their  songs  like 

words, 
All   these   seem   clear   and   only   worth  o«r 

thoughts : 
So,  aught  connected  with  my  early  life, 
My  rode  songs  or  my  wild  iminriningB, 
How  I  look  on  them  —  most  distinct  amid 
The  fever  and  the  stir  of  after  years  I 

I  ne'er  had  ventured  e'en  to  hope  for  this. 
Had  not  the  glow  I  felt  at  His  award. 
Assured  me  all  was  not  extinct  within : 
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His  whom  all  honor,  whose  renown  sprines  ap 
Like  sanlight  which  will  visit  all  the  world, 
So  that  e^en  they  who  sneered  at  him  at  first, 
Come  out  to  it,  as  some  dark  spider  crawls 
From  his  foul  nets  which  some  lit  torch  inyades, 
Yet  spinning:  still  new  films  for  his  retr^t. 
Thou  didst  smile,  poet,  but  can  we  forgfive  ? 

Sun-treader,  life  and  lig:ht  be  thine  forever !  ^ 
Thou  art  g^one  from  us  ;  years  ^  by  and  spring 
Oladdens  and  the  young  earth  is  beaut^ul, 
Tet  th3(  songs  come  not,  other  bards  arise. 
But  none  like  thee  :  thev  stand,  thy  majesties. 
Like  mighty  works  whion  tell  some  spirit  there 
Hath  sat  regudless  of  neglect  and  scom. 
Till,  its  long  task  completed,  it  hath  risen 
And  left  us,  nerer  to  return,  and  all^ 
Rush  in  to  peer  and  praise  when  all  in  vain. 
The  air  seems  bright  with  thy  past  presence  yet. 
But  thou  art  still  for  me  as  thou  hast  been 
When  I  have  stood  with  thee  as  on  a  throne 
^ith  all  thy  dim  creations  gathered  round 
like  mountains,  and  I  felt  of  mould  like  them. 
And  with    them  creatures  of   my  own  were 

mixed. 
Like  things  half-lived,  catching  and  giving  life. 
But  thou  art  still  for  me  who  nave  adored 
Thoueh  single,  panting  but  to  hear  thy  name 
Whicn  I  believea  a  spell  to  me  alone, 
Scarce  deeming  thou  wast  as  a  star  to  men  I 
As  one  should  worship  Ions' a  sacred  8i>ring 
Scarce  worth   a  moth^s  flitting,  which   long 

grasses  cross, 
And  one  small  tree  embowers  droopingly  — 
Joyii^  to  see  some  wandering  insect  won 
To  live  in  its  few  rushes,  or  some  locust 
To  pasture  on  its  boughs,  or  some  wild  bird 
Stoop  for  its  freshness  from  the  trackless  air : 
And  then  should  find  it  but  the  fountain-head, 
Long  lost,  of  some  ^reat  river  washing  towns 
And  towers,  and  seemgold  woods  which  will  live 
But  by  its  banks  untrod  of  human  foot. 
Which,  when  the  great  sun  sinks,  lie  quivering 
Li  light  as  some  thing  lieth  half  of  life 
Before  God^s  foot,  waiting  a  wondrous  change ; 
Then  girt  with  rocks  which  seek  to  turn  or  stay 
Its  course  in  vain,  for  it  does  ever  spread 
Like  a  sea^s  arm  as  it  goes  rolling  on. 
Being  the  pulse  of  some  great  country — so 
Wast  thou  to  me,  and  art  thou  to  the  world  I 
And  I,  perchance,  half  feel  a  strange  regret 
That  I  am  not  what  I  have  been  to  thee : 
Like  a  girl  one  has  silently  loved  long 
In  her  nrst  loneliness  in  some  retreat. 
When,  late  emerged,  all  gaze  and  glow  to  view 
Her  fresh  eyes  and  soft  hair  and  lips  which 

bloom 
Like  a  mountain  berry :  doubtless  it  is  sweet 

So  see  her  thus  adored,  but  there  have  been 
[oments  when  all  the  world  was  in  our  praise. 
Sweeter  than  any  pride  of  after  hours. 
Tet,  sun-treader,  all  hail  I    From  my  hearths 

heart 
I  bid  thee  hail  I    E'en  in  my  wildest  dreams, 
Iproudly  feel  I  would  have  thrown  to  dust 
Tne  wreaths  of  fame  which  seemed  overhanging 

me. 
To  see  thee  for  a  moment  as  thou  art. 


And  if  thou  livest,  if  thou  lovest,  spirit  J 
Remember  me  who  set  this  final  seal 
To  wandering  thoiuht — that  one  so  pure  as  thon 
Qould  never  die.    Remember  me  wno  flung 
All  honor  from  my  soul,  yet  paused  and  said, 
**  Tliere  is  one  spark  of  love  remaining  yet. 
For  I  have  naueht  in  common  with  him,  shapes 
Which  followed  him  avoid  me,  and  foul  forms 
Seek  me,  which  ne^er  could  fasten  on  his  mind  ; 
And  though  I  feel  how  low  I  am  to  him. 
Yet  I  aim  not  even  to  catch  a  tone 
Of  harmonies  he  called  profusely  up ; 
So,  one  gleam  still  remains,  although  the  last.'' 
Remember  me  who  praise  thee  e'en  with  tears. 
For  never  more  shall  I  walk  calm  with  tiliee ; 
Thy  sweet  imaginings  are  as  an  air, 
A  melodv  some  wondrous  singer  sings. 
Which,  though  it  haunt  men  oft  in  the  still  eve. 
They  dream  not  to  essay ;  yet  it  no  less 
But  more  is  honored.    I  was  thine  in  shame. 
And  now  when  aU  thy  proud  renown  is  out, 
I  am  a  watcher  whose  eyes  have  grown  dim 
With  looking  for  some  star  which  breaks  on  him 
Altered  and  worn  and  weak  and  full  of  tears. 

Autumn  has  come  like  spriiu[  returned  to  us. 

Won  from  her  girlishness ;  like  one  returned 

A  friend  that  was  a  lover,  nor  forgets 

The  first  warm  love,  but  full  of  sober  thoughts 

Of  fading  years  ;  whose  soft  mouth  auivers  yet 

With  the  old  smile,  but  yet  so  changea  and  still ! 

And  here  am  I  the  sco£Fer,  who  have  probed 

Life's  vanity,  won  by  a  word  again 

Into  my  own  life  —  by  one  little  word 

Of  this  sweet  friend  who  lives  in  loving  me. 

Lives  strangely  on  my  thoughts  and  looks  and 

words. 
As  fathoms  down  some  nameless  poean  thing 
Its  silent  course  of  quietness  and  joy. 

0  dearest,  if  indeed  I  tell  the  past, 
May'st  thou  forget  it  as  a  sad  sick  dream ! 
Or  if  it  linger  —  my  lost  soul  too  soon 
Sinks  to  itself  and  whispers  we  shall  be 

But  closer  linked,  two  creatures  whom  Uie  earth 
Bears  singly,  with  strange  feelings  unrevealed 
Save  to  each  other  ;  or  two  lonely  thinss 
Created  by  some  power  whose  reign  is  aone. 
Having  no  part  in  God  or  his  bright  world. 

1  am  to  sing  whilst  ebbing  dav  dies  soft. 
As  a  lean  scholar  dies  worn  o  er  hi^  book. 
And  in  the  heaven  stars  steal  out  one  by  one 
As  hunted  men  steal  to  their  mountain  watch. 
I  must  not  think,  lest  this  new  impulse  die 

In  which  1  trust ;  I  have  no  confidence : 
So,  I  will  sing  on  fast  as  fancies  come  ; 
Rudely,  the  verse  being  as  the  mood  it  paints. 

I  strip  my  mind  bare,  whose  first  elements 
I  shall  unveil  —  not  as  they  struggle  forth 
In  infancy,  nor  as  they  now  exist, 
Wlien  I  am  grown  above  them  aad  can  rule  -> 
But  in  that  middle  stage  when  they  were  full 
Yet  ere  I  had  disposed  them  to  my  will ; 
And  then  I  shall  show  how  these  elements 
Produoed  my  present  state,  and  wliat  it  is. 

I  am  made  up  of  an  intensest  life, 
Of  a  most  dear  idea  of  oonsoiouaness 
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Of  aelf ,  distbiet  from  aO  its  qnalitieB, 

From  all  affections,  pasmons,  feelings.  poweiB ; 

And  thus  far  it  exists,  if  tracked,  in  all : 

Bat  linked,  in  me,  to  self-supremaoy, 

K'giating  as  a  o«ntre  to  all  things. 

Moat  potent  to  create  and  rnle  and  call 

Upon  all  things  to  minister  to  it ; 

And  to  a  principle  of  restlessness 

Whieb  would  be  all,  have,  see,  know,  taste, 

feel,  all  - 
This  is  myself ;  and  I  should  thus  have  been 
Thongh  gifted  lower  than  the  meanest  soul. 

And  of  my  powers,  one  springs  up  to  save 
From  utter  death  a  soul  with  such  desire 
Co^Bned  to  clay  —  of  powers  the  only  one 
Which  marks  me  —  an  imagination  which 
Has  been  a  vei7  angel,  eommg  not 
In  fitful  vinous,  but  beside  me  ever 
And  never  failing  me ;  so,  though  my  mind 
Forgets  not,  not  a  shred  of  life  forgets, 
Tet  1  can  take  a  secret  pride  in  eaDing 
The  dark  past  up  to  quell  it  regally. 

A  mind  like  this  must  dissinate  itself. 

But  I  have  always  had  one  lode-star ;  now, 

As  I  look  back,  1  see  that  I  have  halted 

Or  hastened  as  I  looked  towards  that  star — 

A  need,  a  trust,  a  yearning  after  God : 

A  fading  I  have  analyzed  out  late, 

But  it  existed,  and  was  reconciled 

With  a  neglect  of  alll  deemed  his  laws, 

Which  yet,  when  seen  in  others,  I  abhorred. 

I  felt  as  one  beloved,  and  so  shut  in 

From  fear:  and  thence  I  date  my  trost  in  signs 

And  omens,  for  I  saw  Qod  everywhere ; 

And  I  can  only  lay  it  to  the  fruit 

Of  a  sad  aftei^tirae  that  I  could  doubt 

Even  his  being'  —  e'en  the  while  I  felt 

His  presence,  never  acted  from  myself. 

Still  tmrted  in  a  band  to  lead  me  through 

All  danger ;  and  this  feeling  ever  fought 

Against  my  weakest  reason  and  resolve. 

And  I  can  love  nothing* —  and  this  dull  truth 
Has  eome  the  last :  but  sense  supplies  a  love 
Eneirdingr  me  and  mingling  with  my  Kfe. 

These  make  myself :  I  have  long  sought  in  vain 
To  trace  how  thev  were  formed  by  circumstance, 
Tet  ever  found  tnem  mould  my  wildest  youth 
Wkere  they  alone  displayed  themselves,  con- 
verted 
All  objects  to  their  use :  now  see  their  oouise  I 

They  came  to  me  in  my  first  dawn  of  life 
Winch  passed  alone  with  wisest  ancient  books 
All  halo-girt  with  fancies  of  mv  own  ; 
And  I  myself  went  with  the  tale  — a  god 
Wandering  after  beauty,  or  a  giant 
StandinsT  yast  in  the  sunset  —  an  old  hunter 
Talking^  with  gods,  or  a  high-crested  chief 
SatUog*  with  troops  of  friends  to  Tenedos. 
I  tell  yon,  nai^^t  has  ever  been  so  clear 
As  the  place,  the  time,  the  fashion  of  those 

lives: 
I  had  not  seen  a  work  of  lofty  art. 
Nor  woman's  beantif  nor  sweet  nature's  face, 


Yet,  I  say,  never  mom  broke  clear  as  those 
On  the  dun  olnstered  isles  in  tlie  blue  sea, 
The  deep  groves  and  white  temples  and  wet 

caves: 
And  nothing  ever  will  surprise  me  now  — 
Who  stood  beside  the  naked  vSwift-fuoted, 
Who  bound  my  forehead  with  Proserpine^s  hair. 

And  strange  it  is  that  I  who  could  so  dream 
Should  e'er  have  stooped  to  aim  at  aught  be- 
neath— 
Aught  low  or  wunful ;  but  1  never  doubted: 
So,  as  1  grew,  1  rudely  shaped  my  life 
To  my  immediate  wants  ;  yet  strong  beneath 
Was  a  vague  sense  of  power  tliough  folded  up  — 
A  sense  that,  though  those  shades  and  times 

were  past. 
Their  spirit  dwelt  in  me,  with  them  should  rule. 

Then  came  a  pause,  and  long  restraint  chained 

down 
My  soul  till  it  was  changed.    I  lost  myself, 
And  were  it  not  that  I  so  loathe  that  loss, 
I  could  recall  how  first  I  learned  to  turn 
My  mind  against  itself ;  and  the  effects 
In  deeds  for  which  remorse  were  vain  as  for 
The  wanderings  of  delirious  dream ;  yet  thence 
Came   cunning,   envy,   falsehood,   ail  world's 

wrong 
That  spotted  me :  at  length  I  cleansed  my  soul. 
Yet    long    world's    influence    remained ;   and 

naught ^ 
But  the  still  life  I  led,  apart  once  more. 
Which  left  me  free  to  seek  soul's  old  delights, 
Could  e'er  have  brought  me  thus  far  back  to 

peace. 

As  peace  returned,  I  sought  out  some  pursuit ; 
Ana  soni^  rose,  no  new  impulse  but  the  one 
With  wmch  all  others  best  could  be  combined. 
My  life  has  not  been  that  of  those  whose  heaven 
Was  lampless  save  where  poesy  shone  out ; 
But  as  a  clime  where  glittering  mountain-tops 
And  glancing  sea  and  forests  steeped  in  light 
Give  back  reflected  the  far-flashing  sun ; 
For  music  (which  is  earnest  of  a  heaven, 
Seeinff  we  know  emotions  strange  by  it. 
Not  elBe  to  be  revealed,)  is  like  a  voice, 
A  low  voice  callim^  fancy,  as  a  friend. 
To  the  green  wootu  in  the  ^y  summer  time : 
And  she  fills  all  the  way  with  dancing  shapes 
Which  have  made  painters  pide,  and  they  go  on 
Till  stars  look  at  them  and  winds  call  to  them 
As  they  leave  life's  path  for  the  twilight  world 
Where  the  dead  gatner.    This  was  not  at  first. 
For  I  scarce  knew  what  I  would  do.    I  had 
An  impulse  but  no  yearning — only  sang. 

And  first  I  sang  as  I  in  dream  have  seen 
Music  wait  on  a  l3rrist  for  some  thought. 
Yet  singing  to  herself  until  it  came. 
I  tamed  to  those  old  times  and  scenes  where  all 
That 's  beautiful  had  birth  for  me,  and  made 
Rude  verses  on  them  all ;  and  then  I  paused  — 
I  had  done  nothing,  so  I  sought  to  know 
What  other  minds  achieved.    No  fear  outbroke 
As  on  the  works  of  mighty  bards  I  gazed. 
In  the  first  joy  at  finding  my  own  thoughts 
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Reooi'ded,  my^  own  fancies  justified, 

And  their  aapirings  but  my  yer^  own. 

With  them  Ifint  explored  passion  and  mind,  — 

All  to  begin  afresh  !    I  rather  soug-ht 

To  rival  what  I  wondered  at  than  form 

Creations  of  mv  own  ;  if  muoh  was  lifirht 

Lent  by  the  others,  muoh  was  yet  my  own. 

I  paused  again:  a  change  was  ooming — came : 
I  was  no  more  a  boy,  the  past  was  breaking 
Before  the  future  and  like  fever  worked. 
I  thought  on  ray  new  self,  and  all  my  powera 
Burst  out.    I  dreamed  not  of  restraint,  but 

gaaed 
On  all  things:  schemes  and  systems  went  and 

came. 
And  I  was  proud  (being  vainest  of  the  weak) 
In  wandering  o'er  thought's  world  to  seek  some 

one 
To  be  my  prize,  as  if  you  wandered  o'er 
The  White  Way  for  a  star. 

And  my  choice  fell 
Not  so  much  on  a  system  as  a  man  ^ 
On  one,  whom  praise  of  mine  shall  not  offend, 
Who  was  as  calm  ss  beauty,  being  such 
Unto  mankind  as  thou  to  me,  Pauline,  — 
Believing  in  them  and  devoting  all 
His  soul's  strength  to  their  winning  back  to 

peace; 
Who  sent  forth  hopes  and  longings  for  their  sake. 
Clothed  in  all  passion's  melodies :  such  first 
Caught  me  ana  set  me,  slave  of  a  sweet  task. 
To  cusentangle,  gather  sense  from  song: 
Since,  song^inwoven,  lurked  there  w(»da  which 

seemed 
A  key  to  a  new  world,  the  muttering 
Of  ai^els,  something  yet  nnguessed  liy  man. 
How  mv  heart  leapt  as  still  I  sought  and  found 
Much  tnere,  I  felt  my  own  soul  had  conceived, 
But  there  living  and  burning !    Soon  the  orb 
Of  his  conceptions  dawned  on  me ;  its  praise 
Lives  in  the  tongues  of  men,  men's  brows  are 

high 
When  hu  name  means  a  triumph  and  a  pride. 
So,  my  weak  voice  may  well  forbear  to  shame 
What  seemed  decreed  my  fate :  I  threw  myself 
To  meet  it,  I  was  vowed  to  liberty. 
Men  were  to  be  as  gods  and  earth  as  heaven. 
And  I  —  ah,  what  a  life  was  mine  to  prove  I 
My  whole  soul  rose  to  meet  it.    Now,  Pauline, 
I  shall  go  mad,  if  I  recall  that  time ! 

Oh  let  me  look  back  ere  I  leave  forever 
The  time  which  was  an  hour  one  fondly  waits 
For  a  fair  girl  that  comes  a  withered  hag  1 
And  I  was  lonely,  far  from  woods  and  fields. 
And  amid  dullest  sights,  who  should  be  loose 
As  a  stag ;  yet  I  was  full  of  bliss,  who  lived 
With  Plato  and  who  had  the  key  to  life  ; 
And  I  had  dimly  shaped  mv  first  attempt. 
And  many  a  thought  did  I  buil    op  on  tnought, 
As  the  wild  bee  hai^^s  cell  to  ceil ;  in  vain. 
For  I  must  still  advance,  no  rest  for  mind. 

'T  was  in  my  plan  to  look  on  real  life, 

Tlie  life  all  new  to  me ;  my  theories 

Were  firm,  so  them  I  left,  to  look  and  learn 


Mankind^  its  cares«  hopes,  feaars,  its  woes  and  joys; 
And,  as  I  pondered  on  their  ways,  I  sought 
How  best  life's  end  might  be  attsined  — an  end 
Comprising  every  joy.    I  deeply  mused. 

And  suddenly  without  heart-wreok  I  awoke 
As  from  a  dream:  I  said,  **  'T  was  beautifnl. 
Yet  but  a  dream,  and  so  adieu  to  it  I " 
As  some  world-wanderer  sees  in  a  far  meadow 
btrange  towers  and  high-walled  gardens  thick 

with  trees. 
Where  song  takes  shelter  and  delioions  mirth 
From  laughing  fairy  creatures  peeping  over. 
And  cm  the  morrow  when  he  comes  to  lie 
Forever  'neath  those  gaxden-trees  fruit-fiushed 
Sung  round  by  ibiries,  all  his  search  is  vain. 
First  went  m^  hopes  of  perf  ectuig  mankind. 
Next  —  faith  in  them,  and  then  in  freedom's  self 
And  virtue's  self,  then  my  own  motives,  ends 
And  aims  and  loves,  and  numan  love  went  last. 
I  felt  this  no  decay,  because  new  powers 
Rose  as  old  feelings  left  —  wit,  moekery, 
Light-heartedness ;  for  I  had  oft  been  sad. 
Mistrusting  my  resolves,  but  now  I  cast 
Hope  joyously  away :  I  laughed  and  said, 
*'No  more  of  this!"    I  must  not  think:  at 

length 
I  looked  again  to  see  if  all  went  well. 

My  powers  were  greater :  as  some  temple  seemed 
My  soul,  where  naught  is  changed  aiid  incense 

Around  the  altar,  only  God  is  gone 
And  some  dark  qririt  sitteth  in  his  seat. 
So,  I  passed  through  the  temple  and  to  me 
Knelt  troops  of  shadows,  and  they  cried, "  Hail, 

kingi 
We  serve  thee  now  and  then  shalt  serve  no 

morel 
Call  on  us,  prove  us,  let  us  woiship  thee ! " 
And  I  said,  **  Are  ye  strong?  Let  fancy  bear  me 
Far  from  Uie  past ! "    And  I  was  borne  away, 
As  Arab  birds  float  sleeping  in  the  wind, 
O'er  deserts,  towers  and  forests,  I  being  calm. 
And  I  said,  **  I  have  nursed  up  energies. 
They  will  prey  on  me."    And  a  band  knelt  low 
And  cried,   *^  Lord,  we  are  here  and  we  will 

make 
Safe  way  for  thee  in  thine  appointed  life  I 
But  look  on  us  I  "  And  I  said,  "'  Ye  will  woiship 
Me  ;  should  my  heart  not  worship  too  ?  "    They 

shouted, 
''Thyself,  thou  art  our  king  I"    So,  I  stood 

there 
Smiling  —  oh,  vanity  of  vanities  I 
For  buoyant  and  reraicing  was  the  spirit 
With  which  I  looked  out  now  to  end  my  course ; 
I  felt  once  more  mvself ,  my  poweiH  —  all  mine ; 
I  knew  while  youth  and  health  so  lifted  me 
That,  spite  of  all  life's  nothingness,  no  grief 
Came  nigh  me,  I  must  ever  be  light-hearted ; 
And  that  this  knowledge  was  the  only  reil 
Betwixt  ioy  and  despair :  so,  if  age  came, 
I  should  be  left  —  a  wreck  linked  to  a  soul 
Yet  fluttering,  or  mind-broken  and  aware 
Of  my  decay.    So  a  long  summer  mom 
Found  me ;  and  ere  noon  oame,  I  had  resolved 
No  age  should  come  on  me  ere  youth  was  spent 
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For  I  wooM  wear  myeelf  out,  like  that  mom 
Which  wasted  uot  a  sunbeam ;  every  hour 
I  would  make  mine)  and  die. 

^  And  thns  I  aonght 
To  ehain  my  spirit  down  which  erst  I  freed 
For  ffi^tB  to  tame :  I  said,  ''  The  troubled  life 
Of  gemus,  seen  so  gay  when  working  forth 
Some  trusted  end,  grows  sad  when  all  proves 

Tain  — 
How  sad  when  men  have  parted  with  troth's 

peace 
For  falsest  fancy's  sake,  which  waited  first 
As  an  obedient  spirit  when  delight 
Cama  witJiout  fancy's  call :  but  alters  soon. 
Comes  darkened,  seldom,  hastens  to  depart, 
Leavine  a  heavy  darkness  and  warm  tears. 
But  Isnall  never  lose  her ;  she  will  live 
Dearer  for  such  seclusion.    I  but  catch 
A  hue,  a  glance  of  what  I  sing :  so,  pain 
Is  linked  with  pleasure,  for  I  ne'er  may  tell 
Half  the  bright  sights  which  dazale  me;  but 

now 
Mine  shall  be  all  the  radiance  :  let  them  fade 
Untold  —  others  shall  rise  as  fair,  as  fast  I 
And  when  all 's  done,  the  few  dim  gleams  trans- 
ferred/' — 
(Far  a  new  thought  sprang  up  how  well  it  were, 
Discaiding  shadowy  hope,  to  weave  such  lays 
As  straight  enetrde  men  with  praise  and  love, 
So,  I  should  not  die  utterlv,  — should  bring 
One  branch  from  the  gold  lorest,  like  the  knight 
Of  old  tales,  witnessing  I  had  been  there)  — 
**"  And  when  all 's  done,  how  vain  seems  e'en 


The  vaimted  influence  poets  have  o'er  men  I 
Tis  a  fine  thii^  that  one  weak  as  myself 
Should  sit  in  his  lone  room,  knowing  the  words 
He  utters  in  his  solitude  shall  move 
Men  like  a  swift  wind  —  that  though  dead  and 

gone. 
New  eyes  shall   glisten  when  his   beauteous 

«ureams 
Of  love  eome  true  in  happier  frames  than  his. 
Ay,  tbe  still  night  brings  thoughts  like  these, 

but  morn 
Comes  and  the  mockery  aeniin  laughs  out 
At  hollow  praises,  smiles  iulied  to  sneers ; 
And  my  soul's  idol  ever  whispers  me 
To  dwell  with  him  and  his  unhonored  song : 
And  I  foreknow  my  spirit,  that  would  press 
First  in  the  struggle,  fail  again  to  make 
All  bow  enslavea,  and  I  again  should  sink. 

**  And  then  know  that  this  curse  will  come  on  us. 
To  see  our  idols  perish ;  we  may  wither, 
No  ntarvei,  we  are  clay,  but  our  low  fate 
j^ionld  not  extend  to  those  whom  trustingly 
We  aent  before  into  time's  yawning  gulf 
To  faee  what  dread  may  lurk  in  du'kness  there. 
To  find  the  painter's  glory  pass,  and  feel 
Mnaie  can  move  us  not  as  once,  or^  worst, 
To  weep  decaying  wits  ere  the  fnul  body 
Decays  I    Naught  makes  me  trust  some  love  is 

true. 
Bat  the  delisht  of  the  contented  lowness 
With  which  I  gase  on  him  I  keep  forever 
Above  me ;  1  to  rise  and  rival  him  ? 


Feed  his  fame  rather  from  my  heart's  best  blood, 
Wither  unseen  that  he  may  flourish  still." 

Pauline,  my  soul's  friend,  thou  dost  pity  yet 
How  this  mood  swayed  me  when  that  soul  found 

thine. 
When  I  had  set  myself  to  live  this  life, 
Defying  all  past  glory.    £re  thou  earnest 
I  seemed  defiant,  sweet,  for  old  delights 
Had  flocked  like  birds  again  ;  music,  my  life. 
Nourished  me  more  than  ever  ;  then  the  lore 
Loved  for  itself  and  all  it  shows  —  that  king 
Treading  the  purple  calmlv  to  his  death. 
While  round  nim,  like  tne  clouds  of  eve,  all 

dusk. 
The  giant  snades  of  fate,  silently  flitting. 
Pile  the  dim  outline  of  the  coming  doom ; 
And  him  sitting  alone  in  blood  while  friends 
Are  hunting  far  in  the  sunshine  ;  and  the  bo^ 
With  his  wnite  breast  and  brow  and  clustering 

curls 
Streaked  with  his  mother's  blood,  but  striving 

hard 
To  tell  his  story  ere  his  reason  goes. 
And  when  I  loved  thee  as  love  seemed  so  oft, 
Thou  lovedst  me  indeed :  I  wondering  seaiohed 
My  heart  to  find  some  feeling  like  such  love, 
Believing  I  was  still  much  I  nad  been. 
Too  soon  1  found  all  faith  had  gone  from  me, 
And  the  late  glow  of  life,  like  change  on  clouds, 
Ptoved  not  the  morn-blush  widening  into  day, 
But  eve  faint-colored  by  the  dving  son 
While  darkness  hastens  quickly.    I  will  tell 
My  state  as  though  'twere  none  of  mine  — 

despair 
Cannot  come  near  us  —  this  it  is,  my  state. 

Souls  alter  not,  and  mine  must  still  advance ; 
Strange  that  I  knew  not,  wheu  I  flung  away 
My  youth's  chief  aims,  uieir  loss  might  lead  to 

loss 
Of  what  few  I  retained,  and  no  resource 
Be  left  me  :  for  behold  how  changed  is  all ! 
I  cannot  ehain  my  soul :  it  will  not  rest 
In  its  day  prison,  this  most  narrow  sphere : 
It  has  strange  impuhe,  tendency,  desire, 
Which  nowise  I  account  for  nor  explain. 
But  cannot  stifle,  being  bound  to  trust 
All  feelings  equally,  to  hear  all  sides : 
How  can  my  life  indulge  them  ?  yet  they  live, 
Referring  to  some  state  of  life  unknown. 

My  selfishness  is  satiated  not. 

It  wears  me  like  a  flame ;  my  hunger  for 

All  pleasure,  howsoe'er  minute,  grows  pain  ; 

I  envy  —  how  I  envy  bim  whose  soul 

Turns  its  whole  energies  to  some  one  end. 

To  elevate  an  aim,  pursue  success 

However  mean  I    So,  my  stiU  baffled  hope 

Seeks  out  abstractions  ;  I  would  have  one  joy. 

But  one  in  life,  so  it  were  whoUv  mine, 

One  rapture  all  my  soul  could  fill :  and  this 

Wild  feeling  places  me  in  dream  afar 

In  some  vast  country  where  the  eye  can  see 

No  end  to  the  far  huls  and  dales  bestrewn 

With  shining  towers  and  towns,  till  I  grow 

mad 
WeU-nigh,  to  know  not  one  abode  but  holds 
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Some  pleasure,  while  my  soul  could  grasp  the 

vorld, 
But  must  remain  this  vile  formes  slave.    I  look 
With  hope  to  age  at  last,  -which  quenching  much, 
May  let  me  concentrate  what  sparks  it  spares. 

This  restlessness  of  passion  meets  in  me 

A  craving  after  knowled^ :  the  sole  proof 

Of  yet  conomandiug  will  is  in  that  power 

Repressed  ;  for  I  beheld  it  in  its  dawn, 

The  sleepless  harpy  with  just-budding  wings, 

And  I  considered  whether  to  forego 

All  happy  ignorant  hopes  and  fears,  to  live, 

Finding  a  recompense  m  its  wild  eyes. 

And  when  I  found  tliat  I  should  perish  so, 

I  bade  its  wild  eyes  close  from  me  forever, 

And  I  am  left  alone  with  old  delights  : 

See !  it  lies  in  me  a  chained  thing,  still  prompt 

To  serve  me  if  1  loose  its  slightest  bond : 

I  cannot  but  be  proud  of  my  bright  slave. 

How  should  this  earth's  life  prove  my  only 

sphere  ? 
Can  I  so  narrow  sense  but  that  in  life 
8oul  still  exceeds  it  ?    In  their  elements 
My  love  outsoars  my  reason ;  but  since  love 
Perforce  receives  its  object  from  this  earth 
While  reason  wanders  ohainless,  the  few  truths 
Caught  from  its  wanderings  have  sufficed  to 

ouell 
Love  cnained  below ;  then  what  were  love,  set 

free. 
Which,  with  the  object  it  demands,  would  pass 
Reason  companioning  the  seraphim  ? 
No,  what  I  reel  may  pass  all  human  love 
Yet  fall  far  short  of  what  my  love  should  be. 
And  vet  I  seem  more  warped  in  this  than  aught, 
Myself  stands  out  more  hideously  :  of  old 
I  could  forget  mvaelf  in  friendship,  fame, 
Libertv,  nay,  in  love  of  mightier  souls^ ; 
But  I  begin  to  know  what  thing  hate  is  — 
To  sicken  and  to  quiver  and  grow  white  — 
And  I  myself  have  furnished  its  Bist  prev. 
Hate  of  the  weak  and  ever-wavering  will. 
The  selfishness,  the  still-decaying  frame  .  .  . 
But  I  must  never  grieve  whom  wing  can  waft 
Far  from  such  thoughts  —  as  no  w .    Andromeda ! 
And  she  is  with  me  :  years  roll,  I  shall  change. 
But  change  can  touch  her  not — so  beautiful  ^ 
With  her  fixed  eyes,  earnest  and  still,  and  hair 
Lifted  and  spread  by  the  salt-sweeping  breeze. 
And  one  red  beam,  all  the  storm  leaves  in 

heaven. 
Resting  upon  her  eyes  and  hair,  such  hair, 
As  she  awaits  the  snake  on  the  wet  beach 
By  the  dark  rock  and  the  white  wave  just 

breaking 
At  her  feet ;  quite  naked  and  alone  ;  a  thing 
I  doubt  not.  nor  fear  for,  secure  some  god 
To  save  will  come  in  thunder  from  the  stars. 
Let  it  pass !    Soul  mqnires  another  change. 
I  will  be  gifted  with  a  wondrous  mind. 
Yet  sank  by  error  to  men's  sympathy. 
And  in  the  wane  of  life,  yet  only  so 
As  to  call  up  their  tears ;  and  there  shall  come 
A  time  requiring  youth's  best  energies ; 
And  lo,  I  fling  age,  sorrow,  sickness  off, 
And  rise  triumphant,  triumph  through  decay. 


And  thus  it  is  that  I  supply  the  chann 
'Twixt  what  I  am  and  all  I  fain  would  be  : 
But  then  to  know  nothing,  to  hope  for  nothii^. 
To  seize  on  life's  dull  joys  from  a  strange  fear 
Lest,  losing  them,  all 's  lost  and  naught  remains ! 

There  's  some  vile  juggle  with  ray  reason  here  ; 
I  feel  I  but  explain  to  my  own  loss 
These  impulses :  they  live  no  le^s  the  same. 
Liberty !  what  though  I  despair  ?  my  blood 
Rose  never  at  a  slave's  name  proud  as  now. 
Oh  sympathies,  obscnred  bv  soi>histries  I  — 
Why  else  have  I  sought  refuge  in  myself. 
But  from  the  woes  I  saw  ana  could  not  stay  ? 
Love  !^  is  not  this  to  love  thee,  my  Pauline  ? 
I  cherish  prejudice,  lest  I  be  left 
Utterly  loveless  ?  witness  mv  belief 
In  poets,  though  sad  change  nas  come  there  too ; 
No  more  I  leave  myself  to  follow  them  — 
Unconsciously  I  measure  me  bv  them  — 
Let  me  forget  it :  and  I  cherish  most 
M  V  love  of  England  —  how  her  name,  a  word 
Oi  hers  in  a  strange  tongue  makes  my  heart 
beat! 

Pauline,  could  I  but  break  the  spell!     Not 

now  — 
All 's  fever  —  but  when  calm  shall  oome  again, 
I  am  prepared :  I  have  made  life  my  own. 
I  would  not  be  content  with  idl  the  change 
One  frame  should  feel,  but  I  have  gone  in 

thought 
Through  afi  conjuncture.  I  have  lived  all  life 
When  it  is  most  alive,  where  strangest  fate 
New-shapes  it  past  surmise  —  the  throes  of  men 
Bit  by  some  curse  or  in  the  ffvaspe  of  doom 
Half-visible  and  still-increasing  round. 
Or  crowning  their  wide  being's  general  aim. 

These  are  wild  fancies,  but  I  feel,  sweet  friend. 
As  one  breathing  his  weakness  to  the  ear 
Of  pitving  angel  —  dear  as  a  winter  flower, 
A  slight  flower  growing  alone,  and  offering 
Its  frail  cup  of  uiree  leaves  to  tlie  cold  sun. 
Yet  jovous  and  confiding  like  the  triumph 
Of  a  child :  and  why  am  I  not  worthy  thee  ? 
I  can  live  all  the  life  of  plants,  and  gaze 
Drowsily  on  the  bees  that  flit  and  play,  ^ 
Or  bare  my  breast  for  sunbeams  which  will 

kill. 
Or  open  in  the  night  of  sounds,  to  look 
For  the  dim  stars ;  I  can  mount  with  the  bird 
Leaping  airilv  his  pyramid  of  leaves 
Ana  tvnsted  boughs  of  some  tall  mountain  tree, 
Or  rise  cheerfully  springing  to  the  heavens ; 
Or  like  a  fish  breathe  deep  the  morning  air 
In  the  misty  sun-warm  water ;  or  with  flower 
And  tree  cwi  smile  in  light  at  the  sinking  sun 
Just  as  the  storm  comes,  as  a  girl  would  look 
On  a  departing  lover  —  most  serene. 

Pauline,  come  with  me,  see  how  I  oould  build 
A  home  for  us,  out  of  the  world,  in  thought  I 
I  am  uplifted :  fly  witJ^  me,  Pauline  I 

Night,  and  one  single  ridge  of  narrow  path 
Between  the  sullen  river  and  the  wooos 
Waving  and  muttering,  for  the  moonless  night 


PAULINE 


Has  shaped  them  into  imaj^es  of  life, 
Like  tlie  uprisiiie  of  the  gfiant-ghosts, 
Looldng  on  earth  to  know  how  their  sons  fare : 
Thoa  art  so  close  by  me,  the  ron^hest  swell 
Of  wind  in  the  tree-tom  hides  not  the  panting 
Of  thy  soft  breasts.    No,  we  will  paas  to  mom- 


Mominflr,  the  rocks  and  Tallejrs  and  old  woods. 
How  the  son  brightens  in  the  mist,  and  here, 
Half  in  the  lur,  hke  creatures  of  the  place, 
Trostin^  the  element,  Hvinip  on  high  Dougrhs 
That  swing  in  the  wind  — look  at  the  silver 

n>ray 
Flnng  from  the  foam-sheet  of  the  cataract 
Amid  the  broken  rocks  I    Shall  we  stav  here 
With  the  wild  hawks  ?    No,  ere  the  not  noon 

oome, 
DiTe  we  down^ —  safe !    See  this  onr  new  retreat 
Walled  in  with  a  sloped  mound  of  matted 

ahmbs. 
Dark,  taneled,  old  and  green,  still  sloping  down 
To  a  small  ptwl  whose  waters  lie  asleep 
Amid  the  trailing  boos^  turned  water-plants : 
And  tall  trees  overarcn  to  keep  us  in. 
Breaking  the  sunbeams  into  emerald  shafts. 
And  in  uie  dreamy  water  one  small  group 
Of  two  or  three  strange  trees  are  got  together 
Wondering  at  all  around,  as  strange  beasts  herd 
Togetker  nv  from  their  own  land :  all  wildness, 
No  turf  nor  moss,  for  boughs  and  plants  pave  fdl. 
And  tongues  of  bank  go  shelving  in  the  lymph. 
Where  the  pale-throated  snake  reclines  his  head. 
And  old  gray  stones  lie  makins'  eddies  there, 
The  wild-mice  cross  them  dry-shod.    Deeper  in  I 
Shut  Uty  soft  eyes — now  look — still  deeper  in  I 
This  is  the  rerir  heart  of  the  woods  all  round 
Moontain-like  heaped  above  us ;  yet  even  here 
One  pond  of  water  gleams ;  far  off  the  river 
Sweeps  like  a  sea,  barred  out  from  land ;  but 

one  — 
One  thin  clear  sheet  has  overleaped  and  wound 
Into  ibis  silent  depth,  which  gained,  it  lies 
StQl,  as  but  let  by  sufferance  :  the  trees  bend 
0*er  it  as  wild  men  watch  a  sleeping  ^1, 
And  through  their  roots  long  oreepmg  plants 

€iiit4tretoh 
Their  twined  hair,  steeped  and  sparkling ;  far- 
ther on. 
Tall  rmhes  and  thick  flag-knots  have  combined 
To  narrow  it ;  so,  at  length,  a  silver  thread. 
It  winds,  all  noiselessly  through  the  deep  wood 
Till  through  a  deft-way,  through  the  moss  and 

stone. 
It  joins  its  parent-river  with  a  shout. 

Up  for  the  glowing  day,  leave  the  old  woods  I 
Sea,  they  part  like  a  ruined  arch :  the  sky  I 
Nothing:  but  sky  appears,  so  close  the  roots 
And  grass  of  the  hiU-top  level  with  the  air  — 
Blue  sonny  air,  where  a  great  cloud  floats  laden 
With  li^ht,  like  a  dead  whale  that  white  birds 

pick. 
Floating  away  in  the  sun  in  some  north  sea. 
Air,  air,  fresh  life-blood,  thin  and  searchiDg  air, 
The  clear,  dear  breath  of  God  that  loveth  us. 
Where  small  birds  reel  and  winds  take  their  de- 
light I 
Water  is  beautiful  i  but  not  like  air : 


See,  where  the  solid  asnre  waters  lie 
Made  as  of  thickened  air,  and  down  below. 
The  fern-ranks  like  a  forest  spread  themselves 
As  though  each  pore  could  feel  the  element ; 
Where  the  quick  glancing  serpent  winds  his 

wav. 
Float  with  me  there,  Pauline !  —  but  not  like  air. 

Down  the  hill !  Stop  —  a  clump  of  trees,  see,  set 
On  a  heap  of  rook,  which  look  o'er  the  far  plain : 
So,  envious  climbing  shrubs  would  mount  to  rest 
And  peer  from  their  spread  boughs ;  wide  they 

wave,  looking 
At  the  muleteers  who  whistle  on  their  way. 
To  the  merry  chime  of  morning  bells,  past  all 
The  little  smoking  cots,  mid  fields  and  banks 
And  copses  bright  in  tne  sun.    My  spirit  wan- 
ders: 
Hedgerows  for  me  —  those  liring  hedgerows 

where 
The  bushes  close  and  clasp  above  and  keep 
Thought  in  —  I  lun  concentrated  —  I  feel ; 
But  my  soul  saddens  when  it  looks  beyond : 
I  cannot  be  immortal,  taste  all  joy. 

0  God,  where  do  they  tend  —  these  struggling 

aims? 
What  would  I  have?    What  is  this  ''sleep" 

which  seems 
To  bound  all  ?  can  there  be  a  **  waking  "  i>oint 
Of  crowning  life  ?    The  soul  would  never  rule ; 
It  would  be  first  in  all  things,  it  would  have 
Ite  utmost  pleasure  filled,  but,  that  complete. 
Commanding,  for  commanding,  sickens  it. 
The  last  point  I  can  trace  is  —  rest  beneath 
Some  better  essence  than  itself,  in  weakness  ; 
This  is  **  myself,"  not  what  I  think  should  be : 
And  what  is  that  I  himger  for  but  God  ? 

My  God,  my  God,  let  me  for  once  look  on  thee 
As  though  naught  else  existed,  we  alone ! 
And  as  creation  crumbles,  my  soaFs  spark 
Expands  till  I  can  say,  —  Even  from  mvself 

1  need  thee  and  I  feel  thee  and  I  love  tnee. 
I  do  not  plead  my  rapture  in  thy  works 
For  love  of  thee,  nor  that  I  feel  as  one 
Who  cannot  die  :  but  there  is  that  in  me 
Which  turns  to  thee,  which  loves  or  which 

should  love. 

Why  have  I  girt  myself  with  this  hell-dress  ? 

Why  have  I  labored  to  put  out  ray  life  ? 

Is  it  not  in  my  nature  to  adore. 

And  e'en  for  all  ray  reason  do  I  not 

Feel  hira,  and  thank  him,  and  pray  to  him  — 

now? 
Can  I  forego  the  trust  that  he  loves  me  ? 
Do  I  not  feel  a  love  which  only  one  .  .  . 

0  thou  pale  form,  so  dimly  seen,  deep-eyed ! 

1  have  denied  thee  calmly  —  do  I  not 

Pant  when  I  read  of  thv  consummate  power. 

And  bum  to  see  thy  calm  pure  truths  ont-flash 

The  brightest  gleams  of  earth's  philosophy  ? 

Do  I  not  shake  to  hear  aught  question  tnee  ? 

If  I  am  erring  save  me,  madden  rae. 

Take  frora  rae  powers  and  pleasures,  let  me  die 

Ages,  so  I  see  tnee  I  I  ara  knit  round 

As  with  a  charm  by  sin  and  lust  and  pride, 


lo 
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Yet  though  my  wandering  dreams  hare  aeen 

all  shapes 
Of  strange  delight,  oft  have  I  stood  by  thee  — 
Have  I  been  keeping  lonely  watch  with  thee 
In  the  damp  ni^ht  by  weeping  Olivet, 
Or  leuiing  on  tny  bosom,  proudly  less, 
Or  dying  with  thee  on  the  lonely  cross. 
Or  witnessing  thine  oatbnrst  from  the  tomb. 

A  mortal,  sin^s  familiar  friend,  doth  here 
Avow  that  he  will  give  all  earth's  reward. 
But  to  believe  and  numbly  teach  the  faith. 
In  suffering  and  poverty  and  shame. 
Only  believing  he  is  not  unloved. 

And  now,  my  Pauline,  I  am  thine  forever ! 
I  feel  the  spirit  which  has  buoyed  me  up 
Desert  me,  and  old  shades  are  gathering  fast ; 
Yet  while  the  last  lig^ht  waits,  I  would  say  much. 
This  chiefly,  it  is  gam  that  I  have  said 
Somewhat  of  love  I  ever  felt  for  thee 
But  seldom  told ;  our  hearts  so  beat  together 
That  speech  seemed  mockery ;  but  when  dark 

hours  come. 
And  joy  departs,  and  thou,  sweet,  deem'st  it 

strange 
A  sorrow  moves  me,  thou  canst  not  remove, 
Look  on  this  lay  I  dedicate  to  thee. 
Which  through  thee  I  began,  which  thus  I  end, 
Collecting  the  last  gleams  to  strive  to  tell 
How  I  am  thine,  and  more  than  ever  now 
That  I  sink  fast :  yet  though  I  deeplier  sink. 
No  leas  song  proves  one  word  has  brought  me 

bliss. 
Another  still  may  win  bliss  surely  back. 
Thou  knowest.  dear,  I  could  not  iJiink  all  oakn, 
For  fancies  followed  thought  and  bore  me  off, 
And  left  all  indistinct :  ere  one  was  caught 
Another  glanced ;  so,  oazzled  by  my  wealth, 
I  knew  not  which  to  leave  nor  which  to  choose, 
For  all  so  floated,  naught  was  fixed  and  firm. 
And  then  thou  said'st  a  perfect  bard  was  one 
Who  chronicled  tiie  stages  of  all  life, 
And  so  thou  bad^st  me  shadow  this  first  stage. 
^T  is  done,  and  even  now  I  recognixe 
The  shift,  the  change  from  last  to  pauBt  — discern 
Faintly  how  life  is  truth  and  trutn  is  good. 
And  why  thou  must  be  mine  is,  that  e'en  now 
In  the  dim  hush  of  nieht,  that  I  have  done, 
Despite     the     sad    forebodings,    love     looks 

through  — 
Whispers,  — .^/^o  ^t  the  last  I  have  her  still. 
With  ner  delicious  eyes  as  clear  as  heaven 
When  rain  in  a  quick  shower  has  beat  down 

mist. 
And  clouds  float  white  above  like  broods  of 

swans. 
How  the  blood  lies  upon  her  cheek,  outspread 
As  thinned  by  kissps !  only  in  her  lips 
It  wells  and  pulses  like  a  living  thing. 
And  her  neck  looks  like  marble  misted  o'er 
With  love-breath, — a   Pauline  from  heights 

above, 
Stooping  beneath  me,  looking  up  —  one  look 
As  I  might  kill  her  and  be  loved  the  more. 

So,  love  me  —  me,  Pauline,  and  naught  but  me, 
Xever  leave  loving  I    Words  are  wild  and  weak, 


Believe  them  not,  Pauline !    I  stained  myself 
But  to  behold  thee  purer  by  my  side, 
To  show  thou  art  iny  breath,  my  life,  a  last 
Resource,  an  extreme  want :  never  believe 
Aught  better  could  so  look  on  thee ;  nor  seek 
Again  the  world  of  good  thoughts  left  for  mine  I 
There  were  bright  troops  of  undiscovei«d  suns. 
Each  equal  in  tneir  radiant  course ;  there  were 
Clusters  of  far  fair  isles  which  ocean  kept 
For  his  own  joy,  and  his  waves  broke  on  them 
Without  a  choice ;  and  there  was  a  dim  crowd 
Of  visions,  each  a  part  of  some  grand  whole  : 
And  one  star  left  his  peers  and  came  with  peace 
Upon  a  storm,  and  all  eyes  pined  for  him ; 
And  one  isle  harbored  a  searbeaten  ship, 
And  the   crew  wandered  in  its  bowere  and 

plucked 
Its  frmts  and  gave  up  all  their  hopes  of  home  ; 
And  one  dream  came  to  a  pale  poet's  sleep, 
And  he  said,  **  I  am  singled  out  by  God, 
No  sin  must  touch  me."     Words  are  wild  and 

weak. 
But  what  tney  would  express  is,  —  Leave  me 

not, 
Still  sit  by  me  with  beating  breast  and  hair 
Loosened,  be  watchinsr  earnest  by  my  side, 
Turning  my  books  or  kissing  me  when  I 
Look  up  —  like  summer  wind !     Be  still  to  me 
A  help  to  muric's  mystery  which  mind  faOs 
To  fathom,  its  solution,  no  mere  due  t 

0  reason's  pedantry,  lire's  rule  prescribed  I 

1  hopeless,  I  the  loveless,  hope  and  love. 
Wiser  and  better,  know  me  now,  not  when 
You  loved  me  as  I  was.    Smile  not !    I  have 
Much  yet  to  dawn  on  you,  to  gladden  you. 

No  more  of  the  past  I    I  '11  look  within  no  m<n«, 
I  have  too  trusted  ray  own  lawless  wants, 
Too  trusted  my  vain  self,  vague  intuition  — 
Draining  soul's  wine  alone  in  the  still  night. 
And  se^ng  how,  as  gathering  films  arose, 
As  by  an  inspiration  life  seemed  bare 
And  grinning  in  its  vanity,  while  ends 
Foul  to  be  dreamed  of,  smiled  at  me  as  fixed 
And  fair,  while  others  changed  from  ftax  to  fool 
As  a  young  witch  turns  an  dd  hag  at  night. 
No  more  of  this !    We  will  go  hand  in  muid, 
I  with  thee,  even  as  a  child  —  love's  slave. 
Looking  no  farther  than  his  liege  commands. 

And  thou  hast  chosen  where  this  life  shall  be  : 
The  land  which  gave  me  thee  shall  be  our  home. 
Where  nature  lies  all  wild  amid  her  lakes 
And  snow-swathed  mountains  and  vast  pines 

begirt 
With  ropes  of  snow  —  where  nature  lies  all  bare. 
Suffering  none  to  view  her  but  a  race 
Or  stinted  or  deformed,  like  the  mute  dwar& 
Which  wait  upon  a  naked  Indian  queen. 
And  there  (the  time  being  when  the  heavens 

are  thick 
With  storm)  I  '11  sit  with  thee  while  thou  doet 

sing 
Thy^  native  songs,  gay  as  a  desert  bird 
Which  crieth  as  it  flies  for  perfect  joy. 
Or  telling  me  old  stories  of  dead  knights ; 
Or  I  will  read  great  lays  to  ihee  —  how  she. 
The  fair  pale  sister,  went  to  her  chill  grave 
With  power  to  love  and  to  be  loved  and  live  * 
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It 


Or  we  will  go  together,  like  twin  goda 
Of  the  infernal  world,  with  soentM  lamp 
Over  the  dead,  to  call  and  to  awake, 
Over  the  nnahaped  iiiiagea  which  lie 
Within  my  mind's  cave  :  only  leavine  all. 
That  tells  of  the  paat  donbt.     iSo,  when  spring 


With  snnahine  hack  again  like  an  old  aroile, 
And  the  fresh  waters  and  awakened  birds 
And  budding  woods  await  ns,  I  shall  be 
Prepared,  and  we  will  question  life  onoe  mors. 
Till  its  old  sense  shall  come  renewed  by  ohange, 
like  some  dear  thought  whioh  harsh  words 

veiled  before ; 
Peeling  God  loves  ps,  and  that  all  which  errs 
Is  bat  a  dream  which  death  will  dissipate. 
And  then  what  need  of  longer  exile  ?    Seek 
My  Rngland,  and,  again  there,  calm  approach 
AD  I  onoe  fled  from,  calmly  look  on  those 
The  works  of  my  past  weakness,  as  one  views 
Some  aoene  where  danger  met  him  long  before. 
Ah   that   such   pleasant   life   should   be  but 

dreamed  I 

But  whatever  come  of  it,  and  thoosh  it  fade, 
And  though  ere  the  cold  morning  all  be^rone, 
As  it  may  be ;  ~  though  music  wait  to  wile. 
And  strange  eyes  and  bright  wine  lure,  laugh 

like  sin 
Which  steals  back  softly  on  a  soul  half  saved. 
And  I  the  first  deny,  decry,  despise, 
WiUi  this  avowal,  these  intents  so  fair,  — 
StQl  be  it  all  my  own,  this  moment's  pride  I 
No  less  I  make  an  end  in  perfect  joy. 
E'en  in  my  brightest  time,  a  lurking  fear 
Poooooscid  me :  I  well  knew  my  weak  resolves, 
I  felt  the  witchery  that  makes  mind  sleep 
Over  its  treasure,  as  one  half  afraid 
To  make  his  riehes  definite  :  but  now 
These  feelings  shall  not  ntteriy  be  lost, 
I  shall  not  know  again  that  nameless  care 
Lest,  leaving  all  undone  in  jrouth,  some  new 
And  undreamed  end  reveal  itself  too  late : 
For  this  song  shall  remain  to  tell  forever 
That  when  I  lost  all  hope  of  such  a  change, 
SnddenlT  beauty  rose  on  me  again. 
Xo  less  I  make  an  end  in  perfect  Joy, 
For  I,  who  thus  again  was  visited, 
ShaU  donbt  not  many  another  bliss  awaits. 
And,  though  tins  weak  soul  sink  and  darkne« 

whelm. 
Some  little  word  shall  light  it,  raise  aloft. 


To  where  I  dearlier  see  and  better  love, 
As  I  again  go  o'er  the  tracts  of  thousht 
Like  one  who  has  a  right,  and  I  shall  live 
With  poets,  calmer,  purer  still  each  time. 
And  beauteous  shapes  will  come  for  me  to  seize, 
And  unknown  secrets  will  be  trusted  me 
Which  were  denied  the  waverer  once ;  but  now 
I  shall  be  priest  and  prophet  as  of  old. 

Snn-treader,  I  believe  in  God  and  truth 
And  love ;  and  as  one  just  escaped  from  death 
Would  bind  himself  in  bands  of  friends  to  feel 
He  lives  indeed,  so,  I  would  lean  on  thee  I 
Thou  must  be  ever  with  me,  roost  in  gloom 
If  such  must  come,  bat  chiefly  when  I  die. 
For  I  seem,  dying,  as  one  going  in  tiie  dark 
To  fight  a  giant :  but  live  thou  forever. 
And  be  to  all  what  thou  hast  been  to  me  I 
All  in  whom  this  wakes  pleasant  thoughts  of  me 
Know  my  last  state  is  happy,  free  from  doubt 
Or  touch  of  fear.    Love  me  and  wish  me  well. 


SONNET. 

Mr.  Gosse  in  his  Personalia  copies  from  the 
Monthly  Repoaitcrp  the  following  sonnet.  Three 
other  pieces  first  printed  in  the  same  periodical 
will  be  found  as  afterward  grouped  in  Bells 
and  Pomeffranaiet, 

£tb8,  calm  beside  thee  (Lady,  couldst  thou 
know!) 
May  turn  away  thick  with  fast  gathering 
tears: 
I  fj&nce  not  where  all  gase :  thrilling  and  low 
Their   passionate    praises  reach    thee  —  my 
cheek  wears 
Alone  no  wonder  when  thou  passest  by ; 
Th^  tremulous  lids,  bent  and  suffused,  reply 
To  the  irrepressible  homage  which  doth  glow 

On  every  lip  but  mine :  if  in  thine  ears 
Their  accents  linger — and  thou  dost  reesll 
Me  as  I  stood,  still,  guarded^  very  pale, 
Beside  each  votarist  whose  lighted  hrow 
Wore  worship  like  an  aureole.      O'er  them  all 
My  beauty,"  thou  wilt  mnrmur,  **  did  pre- 
vail 
Save  that  one  only : "  —  Lady,  couldst  thou 
know  I 
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PARACELSUS 

INSCKIBHD  TO 

AMEOilE  DE    RIPERT-MONCLAR 


BY   HIS  AFFBCTIONATB   FRIEND 

XiONDON,  March  15,  1835. 


R.  a 


The  dedication  of  Paracelsus  'was,  in  a  de- 
gree, the  payiuent  of  a  debt,  for  it  was  the 
young  count,  four  years  older  than  Browning, 
and  at  the  time  a  private  agent  in  En^fland  be- 
tween the  Duchesse  de  Berri  and  her  royaUst 
friends  in  France,  who  suggested  the  subject 
to  the  poet.  When  first  published  Paracelsus 
had  the  following  Preface :  '*  I  am  anxious  that 
the  reader  should  not,  at  the  very  outset,  — 
mistaking  my  performance  for  one  of  a  class 
with  which  it  has  nothing  in  common,  —  judge 
it  by  principles  on  which  it  was  never  moulded, 
and  subject  it  to  a  standard  to  which  it  was 
never  meant  to  confomi.  I  therefore  anticipate 
his  discovery,  that  it  is  an  attempt,  probably 
more  novel  than  hfq>py,  to  reverse  the  method 
usually  adopted  by  writers  whose  aim  it  is  to 
set  forth  any  phenomena  of  the  mind  or  the 
passions,  by  the  operation  of  peisons  and  events ; 
and  that,  instead  of  having  recourse  to  an  ex- 
ternal machinery  of  incidents  to  create  and 
evolve  the  crisis  I  desire  to  produce,  I  have 
ventured  to  display  somewhat  minutely  the 
mood  itself  in  its  rise  and  progress,  and  have 
suffered  the  agency  by  which  it  is  influenced 
and  determined,  to  be  generally  disoemible  in 
its  effects  alone,  and  subordinate  throughout,  if 
not  altogether  excluded:  and  this  for  a  reason. 
I  have  endeavored  to  write  a  poem,  not  a  drama : 
the  canons  of  the  drama  are  well  known,  and  I 
cannot  but  think  that,  inasmuch  as  they  have 


immediate  regard  to  stage  representation,  the 
peculiar  advantages  they  hold  out  are  really 
such  only  so  long  as  the  purpose  for  which  they 
were  at  first  instituted  is  kept  in  view.  I  do 
not  very  well  understand  what  is  called  a  Dra- 
matic Poem,  wherein  all  those  restrictions  only 
submitted  to  on  account  of  compensating  good 
in  the  original  scheme  are  scrupulously  re- 
tained, as  though  for  some  special  fitness  in 
themselves  —  and  all  new  facilities  placed  at  an 
author's  disposal  by  the  vehicle  he  selects,  as 
pertinaciously  rejected.  It  is  certain,  however, 
that  a  work  like  mine  depends  on  the  intelli- 
gence and  sympathy  of  the  reader  for  its 
success,  —  indeed  were  my  scenes  stars,  it  must 
be  his  cooperating  fancy  which,  supplying  all 
chasms,  shall  collect  the  scattered  lights  into 
one  constellation  —  a  Lyre  or  a  Crown.  I  trust 
for  his  indulgence  towards  a  poem  which  had 
not  been  imagined  six  months  ago :  and  that 
even  should  he  think  slightingly  of  the  present 
(an  experiment  I  am  in  no  case  likely  to  repeat) 
he  will  not  be  prejudiced  against  other  produc- 
tioiiS  which  may  follow  in  a  more  popular,  and 
perhaps  less  difficult  form." 

Mr.  Browning,  senior,  paid  for  the  publication 
of  Paracelsus.  In  its  final  form,  as  here  given, 
it  is  greatly  changed,  not  in  structure  but  in 
phrase.  Mr.  Cooke  states  that  the  change  af- 
fects nearly  a  third  of  the  lines. 


PERSONS 

AvRBOLVs  Pasacblsub,  a  atadent. 
FisTus  Mid  MicHAL,  hls  friends. 
AnoLB,  an  Italian  poet. 


I.    PARACELSUS  ASPIRES 

SciKE,   Wiirgburg :  a  garden  in  the  environs.    1512. 

PisTUs,  Paeacslidb,  Michal. 

Paracelsus.    Come  close  to  me,  dear  friends ; 
still  closer ;  thus  I 
Close  to  the  heart  which,  though  long  time  roll  by 
Ere  it  a^in  beat  quicker,  pressed  to  yours. 
As  now  it  beats  —  perchance  a  long,  long  time  — 
At  least  henceforth  your  memories  shall  make 
Quiet  and  fragrant  as  befits  their  home. 
Nor  shall  my  memory  want  a  home  in  yours  — 
Alas,  that  it  requires  too  well  such  free 
Forgiving  love  as  shall  embalm  it  there  I 


For  if  you  would  remember  me  aright. 

As  I  was  bom  to  be,  you  must  forget 

All  fitful,  strange  and  moody  waywardness 

Which  e^er  contused  my  bett«r  snirit,  to  dwell 

Only  on  moments  such  as  these,  aear  friends  I 

—  My  heart  no  truer,  but  my  words  and  ways 

More   true   to   it:    as   Michal,  some   months 

hence, 
Will  say,  *'  this  autumn  was  a  pleasant  time,*' 
For  some  few  sunny  days ;  and  overlook 
Its  bleak  wind,  hankenng  after  pining  leaves. 
Autumn  would  fain  be  sunny  :  1  would  look 
Liker  my  nature's  truth  :  and  both  are  frail. 
And  both  beloved,  for  all  our  frailty. 
Michal.  Aureole  1 

Par.    Drop  by  drop  I  she  is  weeping  like  a 

child ! 
Not  so !    I  am  content  —  more  tlian  content ; 
Nay,  autumn  wins  yon  best  by  this  its  mute 
Appeal  to  sympathy  for  its  decay : 
Look  up,  sweet  Michal,  nor  esteem  the  less 
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Your  stained  and  drooping;  yines  their  grapes 

bow  down. 
Nor  blame  thoie  creaking  trees  bent  with  their 

fruit. 
That  apple-tree  with  a  rare  after-birth 
Of  peepine  blooms  sprinkled  its  wealth  among  I 
Then  for  uie  winds  —  what  wind  that  ever  raved 
Shall  Tex  that  ash  which  overlooks  you  both, 
80  proud  it  weaxs  its  berries  ?    Ah,  at  len^h, 
The  old  smile  meet  for  her,  the  lady  of  this 
•Sequestered  nest !  —  this  kingdom,  limited 
AJou'j  by  one  old  populous  green  wall 
Tenanted  by  the  ever-busy  Hies. 
Grav  crickets  and  ah^  lizards  and  quick  spiders. 
Each  family  of  the  sdTer-threaded  moss  — 
Which,  look  through  near,  this  way,  and  it 

appears 
A  stubble-field  or  a  cane-brake,  a  marsh 
Of  bulrush  whitening  in  the  sun  :  laugh  now  I 
Fancy  the  crickets,  each  one  in  his  house. 
Looking  out,  wondering  at  the  world  —  or  best. 
Yon  painted  snail  with  his  gay  shell  of  dew, 
Travelling  to  see  the  glossy  balls  high  up 
HuD^  by  the  caterpillar,  like  gold  lamps. 
Mich.    In  truth  we  have  lived  carelessly  and 

well. 
I*ar.    And  shall,  my  perfect  pairl  —  each, 

trust  me,  bom 
For  the  other  ;  nay,  your  very  hair,  when  mixed, 
I»  of  one  hue.    For  where  save  in  this  nook 
Shall  yon  two  walk,  when  I  am  far  away. 
And  wish  me  prosperous  fortune  ?    Stay :  that 

plant 
Shall  never  wave  its  tangles  lightly  and  softly, 
An  a  queen's  languid  and  imperial  arm 
\Vhien  scatters  crowns  among  her  lovers,  but  you 
Shall  be  reminded  to  predict  to  me 
Some  great  success !    Ah  see,  the  sun  sinks  broad 
Behind  Saint  Saviour's :  wholly  gone,  at  last ! 
FesCus.    Now,  Aureole,  stay  those  wandering 

Ryes  awhile  1 
Yon  are  ours  to-night,  at  least ;  and  while  yon 

spoke 
Of  Michal  and  her  tears,  I  thought  that  none 
Could  willing  leave  what  he  so  seemed  to  love  : 
But  that  last  look  destroys  my  dream  ^that 

look 
As  if,  where'er  yon  gazed,  there  stood  a  star  I 
How  far  was  Wiirzburg  with  its  church  and  spire 
And  garden-waUs  and  all  things  they  contain, 
From  that  look's  far  alighting  ? 

Par.  I  but  spoke 

And  looked  alike  from  simple  joy  to  see 
The  beings  I  love  best,  shut  in  so  well 
From  all  rude  chances  like  to  be  my  lot^ 
Hmt,  when  af»r,  ray  weary  spirit,  —  disposed 
To  lose  awhile  its  care  in  soothing  thougnts 
Qi  them,  their  pleasant  features,  looks  and 

words,  — 
Needs  never  hesitate,  nor  apprehend 
Encroaching  trouble  may  have  reached  them 

too. 
Nor  have  recourse  to  fancy's  busy  aid 
And  fashion  even  a  wish  in  their  behalf 
Bejrond  what  they  possess  already  here ; 
But.  nnobstmctea,  may  at  once  forget 
Itself  in  Uiem,  assured  how  well  they  fare. 
~ »,  Uiis  Featns  knows  he  holds  me  one 


Whom  quiet  and  its  charms  arrest  in  vain, 
One  scarce  aware  of  all  the  joys  I  quit. 
Too  filled  with  airy  hopes  to  make  account 
Of  soft  delis'hts  his  own  heart  garners  up : 
Whereas  behold  how  much  our  sense  of  all 
That 's  beauteous  proves  alike !    When  Festus 

learns 
That  every  common  pleasure  of  the  world 
Affects  me  as  himself ;  that  I  have  just 
As  varied  appetite  for  joy  derived 
From  common  things  ;  a  stake  in  life,  in  short, 
Like  his ;  a  stake  which  rash  pursuit  of  aims 
That  life  affords  not,  would  as  soon  destroy  ;  — 
He  may  convince  himself  that,  this  in  view, 
I  shall  act  well  advised.    And  last,  because. 
Though  heaven  and  earth  and  all  things  were 

at  stake. 
Sweet  Michal  must  not  weep,  our  parting  eve. 
Fest.    True:  and  the  eve  is  deepening,  and 

we  sit 
As  little  anxious  to  begin  our  talk 
As  though  to-morrow  I  could  hint  of  it 
As  we  paced  arm-in-arm  the  cheerful  town 
At  sun-dawn ;  or  could  whisper  it  by  BtM^ 
(Trithemius  busied  with  his  class  the  while) 
In  that  dim  chamber  where  the  noon-streaks  peer 
Half-frightened  by  the  awful  tomes  around  ; 
Or  in  some  grassy  lane  unbosom  all 
From  even-blush  to  midnight :  but,  to-morrow ! 
Have  I  full  leave  to  tell  my  inmost  mind  ? 
We  have  been  brothers,  and  henceforth  the 

world 
Will  rise  between  us :  —  all  my  freest  mind  ? 
'T  is  the  last  night,  dear  Aureolt*  ! 

Par,  Oh,  say  on  I 

Devise  some  test  of  love,  some  ai*duons  feat 
To  be  performed  for  yon  :  say  on  !    If  night 
Be  spent  the  while,  the  better !     R(>eall  how  oft 
My  wondrous  plans  and  dreams  and  hopes  and 

fears 
Have  —  never  wearied  you,  oh  no  !  —  as  I 
Recall,  and  never  vividly  as  now. 
Your  true  affection,  bom  when  Einsiedeln 
And  its  green  hills  were  aU  the  world  to  us ; 
And  still  increasing  to  this  night  which  endis 
My  further  stay  at  Wiirzhnrg.    Oh,  one  day 
You  shall  be  very  proud !    Say  on,  dear  friends  I 
Fett.  In  truth  r    'T  is  for  my  proper  peace,  in- 
deed. 
Rather  than  yours  ;  for  vain  all  projects  seem 
To  stay  your  course  :  I  said  my  latest  hope 
Is  fading  even  now.    A  story  tells 
Of  some  far  embassy  despatched  to  win 
The  favor  of  an  eastern  king,  and  how 
The  gifts  they  offered  proved  but  dazzling  dust 
Shed  from  the  ore-beds  native  to  his  clime. 
Just  so,  the  value  of  repose  and  love, 
I  meant  should  tempt  yon,  better  far  than  I 
You  seem  to  comprehend  ;  and  yet  desist 
No  whit  from  projects  where  repose  nor  love 
Has  part. 
Par,         Once  more  ?    Alas  I    As  I  foretold. 
Fe8t,    A  solitary  brier  the  bank  puts  forth 
To  save  our  swan's  nest  floating  ont  to  sea. 
Par,    Dear  Festus,  hear  me.    What  is  it  yov 

wish? 
That  I  should  lay  aside  my  heart's  pursuit. 
Abandon  the  sole  ends  for  which  I  five, 
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Reject  God^s  great  commiamon,  and  so  die  ! 
You  bid  me  iGten  for  your  true  lovers  sake : 
Yet  how  has  grown  that  love  ?    Even  in  a  long 
And  patient  chtrishiug  of  the  self-same  spirit 
It  now  would  queU ;  as  though  a  mother  noped 
To  stay  the  lusty  manhood  of  the  child 
Onoe  weak  upon  her  knees.    I  was  not  bom 
informed  ana  fearless  from  the  first,  but  shrank 
From  aught  which  marked  me  out  apart  from 

men: 
I  would  have  lived  their  life,  and  died  their 

death. 
Lost  in  their  rajiks,  eluding  destiny : 
But  yon  first  guided  me  through  doubt  and  fear, 
Taught  me  to  know  mankind  and  know  myself ; 
And  now  that  I  am  strong  and  full  of  hope, 
That,  from  my  soul,  I  can  reject  all  aixns 
Save  those  your  earnest  words  made  plain  to  me, 
Now  that  I  touch  the  brink  of  my  design, 
When  I  would  have  a  triumph  in  their  eyes, 
A  glad  cheer  in  their  voices  —  Michal  weeps. 
And  Festns  ponders  gravely  I 

Fest,  When  you  deign 

To  hear  my  purpose  .  .  . 

Par.  Hear  it  ?    I  can  oay 

Beforehand  all  this  evening^s  conference  ! 
*Tis  this  way,  Michal.  that  he  uses:  first, 
Or  he  declai^es,  or  I,  tne  leading  points 
( >f  our  best  scheme  of  life,  what  is  man's  end 
And  what  God's  will :  no  two  faiths  e'er  i^reed 
iVs  his  with  mine,    ^ext,  each  of  us  allows 
Faith  should  be  acted  on  as  best  we  may  ; 
Accordingly,  I  venture  to  submit 
My  plan,  in  lack  of  better,  for  pursuing 
The  path  which  God's  will  seems  to  authorize. 
Well,  he  discerns  much  good  in  it,  avows 
This  motive  worthy,  that  hope  plausible, 
A  danger  here  to  be  avoided,  there 
<\.u  overaight  to  be  repaired :  in  fine, 
Our  two  minds  go  together — all  the  good 
.-Vpproved  by  him,  1  gladly  recognize. 
All  he  counts  bad,  I  thankfully  disoard. 
And  naught  forbids  my  looking  up^  at  last 
For  some  stray  comfort  in  his  cautious  brow. 
When  lo !  I  learn  that,  spite  of  all,  there  lurks 
Some  innate  and  inexplicable  germ 
Of  f  ailuro  Ir  my  scheme :  so  tnat  at  last 
ft  all  amouuts  to  this — the  sovereign  proof 
That  we  devote  ourselves  to  God,  is  seen 
[n  living  just  up  though  no  God  there  were ; 
A  life  which,  prc/mpted  by  the  sad  and  blind 
FoUy  of  man,  Festus  abhors  the  most ; 
But  which  these  tenets  sanctify  at  onoe, 
Though  to  less  subtle  wits  it  seems  the  same. 
Consider  it  how  they  may. 

Mich.  Is  it  so,  Festus  r 

He  speaks  so  calmly  and  kindly :  is  it  so  ? 

Par.    Reject  those  glorious  visions  of  God's 
love 
And  man's  design ;  laugh  loud  that  God  should 

send 
Vast  longings  to  direct  ns ;  say  how  soon 
Power  satiates  these,  or  lust,  or  gold ;  I  know 
llie  world's  cry  well,  and  how  to  answer  it. 
But  this  ambigrnous  warfare  .  .  . 

Fest.  .  .  .  Wearies  so 

That  yon  will  grant  no  last  leave  to  your  friend 
To  urge  it  ?  —  for  his  sake,  not  yours  ?    I  wish 


To  send  my  soul  in  good  hopes  after  yon ; 
Never  to  sorrow  that  uncertain  words 
Erringly  apprehended,  a  new  creed 
lU  understood,  begot  rash  trust  in  yon. 
Had  share  in  your  undoing. 

Par.  Choose  yoor  side^ 

Hold  or  renounce :  but  meanwhile  blune  me  not 
Because  I  dare  to  act  on  ^our  own  views, 
Nor  shrink  when  they  pomt  onward,  nor  espy 
A  peril  where  they  most  ensure  suooeas. 
Fest.    Prove  that  to  me  —  but  thatl    Prove 
you  abide 
Within  their  warrant,  nor  presumptuous  boast 
God's  labor  laid  on  yon ;  prove,  all  von  oovet, 
A  mortal  may  expect ;  and,  most  of  all. 
Prove  the  strange  course  yon  now  a£Pect,  wiU 

lead 
To  its  attainment  —  and  I  bid  yon  speed, 
Nay,  count  the  minutes  till  you  venture  fort-h  ! 
You  smile ;    but  I  had    gathered  from  slow 

thought  — 
Much  musing  on  the  fortunes  of  my  friend  — 
Matter  I  deemed  could  not  be  niiged  in  vain ; 
But  it  all  leaves  me  at  my  need  :  in  shreds 
And  f  n^niAeuts  I  must  venture  what  remains. 
Mich.    Ask  at  once,  Festus,  wherefore  he 

should  scorn.  .  .  . 
Fest.    t)tay,  Michal :  Aureole,  I  speak  guard- 
edly 
And  gravelv,  knowing  well,  whate'er  your  error. 
This  is  no  ill-considered  choice  of  yours. 
No  sudden  fancy  of  an  ardent  boy. 
Not  from  your  own  confiding  words  alone 
Am  I  aware  your  passionate  heart  long  since 
Gave  birth  to,  nourished  and  at  length  matures 
This  scheme.    I  will  not  speak  of  Einsiedeln, 
Where  I  was  bom  your  elaer  bv  some  yean 
Only  to  watch  you  f uUy  from  tne  first : 
in  all  beside,  our  mutual  tasks  were  fiixed 
Even  then  —  't  was  mine  to  have  you  in  my  view 
As  ^ou  had  your  own  soul  and  those  intents 
Which  filled  it  when,  to  crown  your  dearest 

wish, 
W^ith  a  tumultuous  heart,  ^on  left  with  me 
Our  childhood's  home  to  join  the  favored  few 
W^hom,  here,  Trithemius  condescends  to  teaoh 
A  portion  of  his  lore  :  and  not  one  youth 
Of  those  so  favored,  whom  you  now  despise. 
Came  earnest  as  you  came,  resolved,  like  you. 
To  grasp  all,  and  retain  all,  and  deserve 
By  patient  toil  a  wide  renown  like  his. 
Now,  this  new  ardor  which  supplants  the  old 
I  watched,  too :  't  was  sigrnificant  and  strange, 
In  one  inatx^hea  to  his  soul's  content  at  length 
With  rivals  in  the  search  for  wisdom's  prise, 
To  see  the  sudden  pause,  the  total  change ; 
From  contest,  the  transition  t^  repose  — 
From  pressing  onward  as  his  fellows  pressed, 
To  a  blank  idleness,  yet  most  unlike 
The  dull  stagnation  of  a  souL,  content. 
Once  foiled,  to  leave  betimes  a  thriveless  quest. 
That  careless  bearing,  free  from  all  pretence 
Even  of  contempt  for  what  it  ceasedf  to  seek  — 
Smiling  humility,  praising  much,  yet  waiving 
Wliat  it  professed  to  praise  —  though  not  so  well 
Maintained  but  that  rare  outbreaks,  fierce  and 

brief. 
Revealed  the  hidden  scorn,  as  quickly  curbed. 
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That  ostentatioiu  show  of  past  defeat, 
That  ready  aoquieeoenoe  in  oontempt, 
I  deemed  no  other  than  the  lettini?  f(o 
His  shivered  sword,  of  one  about  to  spring' 
Upon  his  f  oe^s  throat :  but  it  was  not  thns : 
^ot  that  way  lookea  your  brooding  purpose 

then. 
For  after-signs  disclosed,  what  yon  oonfinned, 
That  yon  prefmred  to  task  to  the  uttermost 
Yonr  stren^h,  in  furtherance  of  a  certain  aun 
^\litch  —  wnile  it  bore  the  name  yonr  rivals  gave 
Their  own  most  pnny  efforts  —  was  bo  vast 
In  scope  that  it  included  their  best  flights. 
Combined  them,  and  desired  to  gain  one  prise 
In  place  of  many,  —  the  secret  of  the  world. 
Of  man,  and  man's  true  purpose,  path  and  fate. 
—  That  yon,  not  nursing  as  a  mere  vagne  dream 
This  purpose,  with  the  SM^es  of  the  past, 
Have  atrnek  upon  a  way  to  this,  if  all 
Ton  trust  be  true,  which  following,  heart  and 

soul. 
Ton,  if  a  man  may,  dare  <uniiro  to  know  : 
And  that  this  aim  shall  differ  from  a  host 
Of  aims  alike  in  character  and  kind. 
Mostly  in  this,  —  that  in  itself  alone 
::>hall  its  reward  be,  not  an  alien  end 
BlendinfiT  therewith ;  no  hope  nor  fear  nor  joy 
Xor  woe,  to  elsewhere  move  you,  but  this  pure 
Devotion  to  sustain  yon  or  betray : 
Thns  yon  aspire. 

Par.  Ton  shall  not  state  it  thus : 

I  should  not  differ  from  the  dreamy  crew 
Ton  speak  of.    I  profess  no  other  share 
In  ihe  selection  of  my  lot,  than  this 
My  ready  answer  to  the  will  of  Qod 
Who  summons  me  to  be  his  organ.    All 
Whose  innate  strength  supports  them  shall  sue- 


Xo  better  than  the  sages. 

Fest.  Such  the  aim,  then, 

God  sets  before  yon ;  and  't  ia  doubtless  need 
That  he  appoint  no  less  the  way  of  praise 
Than  the  desire  to  praise ;  for,  though  I  hold. 
With  yon,  the  setting  forth  such  praise  to  be 
The  natural  end  and  service  of  a  man. 
And  hold  such  praise  is  best  attained  when  man 
Attains  Uie  general  welfare  of  his  kind  — 
Tet  this,  the  end,  is  not  the  instrument. 
Presume  not  to  serve  God  apart  from  such 
Appointed  channel  as  he  wills  shall  gather 
Imperfect  tributes,  for  that  sole  ob^ience 
Valned  perchance !    He  seeks  not  that  his  altars 
Blaze,  carel^is  how,  so  that  thev  do  but  blaze. 
Suppose  this,  then ;  that  Gk>d  selected  yon 
To  KKOW  (heed  well  your  answers,  for  my  faith 
Shall  meet  implicitly  what  they  affirm), 
I  cannot  think  yon  dare  annex  to  such 
Selection  aught  beyond  a  steadfast  will. 
An  intense  hope ;  nor  let  yonr  gifts  create 
Scorn  or  neglect  of  ordinary  means 
Condneive  to  success,  make  destinv 
Dispense  with  man^s  endeavor.    Now,  dare  you 

search 
Tour  inmost  heart,  and  candidly  avow 
Whether  you  have  not  rather  wild  desire 
For  this  mstinetion  than  security 
Of  its  existence  9  whether  you.  discern 
The  path  to  the  fulfilment  of  your  purpose 


Clear  as  that  purpose — and  again,  that  purpose 
Clear  as  your  yearning  to  be  singled  out 
Fur  its  pursuer.     Dare  you  answer  this  ? 
Par.  iaftfr  a  pause).    No,  I  have  naught  to 
fear  1    W^o  will  may  know 
The  secret^st  workings   of    my  soul.     What 

though 
It  be  so  ?  —  if  indeed  the  strong  desire 
Eclipse  the  aim  in  me  ?  —  if  splendor  break 
Upon  the  outset  of  my  path  alone. 
And  duskest  shade  succeed  ?    What  fairer  seal 
Shall  I  require  to  my  authentic  mission 
Than  this  fierce  energy  ?  —  this  instinct  striving 
Because  its  nature  is  to  strive  ?  —  enticed 
By  the  security  of  no  broad  course. 
Without  sncoess  forever  in  its  eves  I 
How  know  I  else  such  i^lorious  fate  my  own. 
But  in  the  restless  irresistible  force 
That  works  within  me  ?    Is  it  for  human  will 
To  institute  such  impulses  ?  — still  less. 
To  disregard  their  promptings !    What  should  I 
Do,  kept  among  yon  all ;  your  loves,  your  cares. 
Tour  life  —  all  to  be  mine  ?    Be  sure  that  God 
Ne'er  dooms  to  waste  the  strength  he  deigns 

impart! 
Ask  the  geier-eaele  why  she  stoops  at  once 
Into  the  vast  and  unexplored  abyss, 
What  full-grown  power  informs  her  from  the 

first. 
Why  she  not  marvels,  strenuously  beating 
The  silent  boundless  regions  of  the  sky  I 
Be  sure  they  sleep  not  whom  God  needs !    Nor 

fear 
Their  holding  light  his  charge,  when  every  hour 
That  finds  that  charge  delayed,  is  a  new  death. 
This  for  the  faith  in  which  1  trust ;  and  hence 
I  can  abjure  so  well  the  idle  arts 
These  pedants  strive  to  learn  and  teach  ;  Black 

Arts, 
Great  Works,  the  Secret  and  Snblime,forsooth — 
Let  others  prize :  too  intimate  a  tie 
Connects  me  with  our  God !    A  sullen  fiend 
To  do  my  bidding,  fallen  and  hateful  sprites 
To  help  me  —  what  are  these,  at  best,  beside 
God  hoping,  God  directing  everywhere. 
So  that  the  earth  shall  3rield  her  secrets  up. 
And  every  object  there  be  charged  to  strike, 
Teach,  gratify  her  master  God  appoints  ? 
And  I  am  young,  my  Festus,  happy  and  free  ! 
I  can  devote  myself ;  I  have  a  life 
To  give ;  I,  singled  out  for  this,  the  One  I 
Think,  think!  the  wide  East,  where  all  Wis- 
dom sprung ; 
The  bright  oouth,  where  she  dwelt ;  the  hopeful 

North, 
All  are  passed  oW  —  it  lights  on  me  !    ^T  is  time 
New  hopes  should  animate  the  world,  new  light 
Should  dawn  from  new  revealings  to  a  race 
Wek^hed  down  so  long,  forgotten  so  long ;  thus 

shaU 
The  heaven  reserved  for  ns  at  last  receive  ^ 
Creatures  whom  no  unwonted  splendors  blind. 
But  ardent  to  confront  the  unclouded  blaze. 
Whose  beams  not  seldom  blessed  their  pilgrim- 
age. 
Not  seldom  glorified  their  life  below. 
Fest,    My   words  have   their  old  fate  and 
make  faint  stand 
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AKainst  your  glowing  periods.  Call  this,  truth  — 
VVny  not  pursue  it  in  a  fast  retreat, 
Some  one  of  Learning's  many  palaces, 
After  approved  example  ?  —  seeking  there 
Calm  converse  with  thep^reat  dead,  soul  to  soul, 
Who  laid  up  treasure  with  the  like  intent 
—  So  lift  yourself  into  their  airy  place. 
And  fill  out  full  their  unfulfilled  careers, 
Unravelling  the  knots  their  haffled  skill 
Pronounced  inextricahle,  true  I  —  but  left 
Far  less  confused.    A  fresh  eve,  a  fresh  hand. 
Might  do  much  at  their  vigor  s  wanii^^point ; 
Succeeding    with    new-breathed    new-hearted 

force. 
As  at  old  games  the  runner  snatched  the  torch 
From  runner  still :  this  way  success  might  be. 
But  you  have  coupled  with  your  enterprise 
An  arbitrary  self-repugnant  scheme 
Of  seeking  it  in  strange  and  untried  paths. 
What  books  are  in  the  desert  ?    Writes  the  sea 
The  secret  of  her  yearning  in  vast  caves 
Where  yours  will  fall  the  first  of  human  feet  ? 
Has  wisdom  sat  there  and  recorded  aught 
You  press  to  read  ?    Why  turn  aside  from  her 
To  visit,  where  h&r  vesture  never  glanced. 
Now  —  solitude!)  consigned  to  barrenness 
By  God's  de<;i-ee,  which  who  shall  dare  impugn  ? 
Now  —  ruins  where  she  paused  but  would  not 

stay. 
Old  ravaged  cities  that,  renouncing  her. 
She  called  an  endless  curse  on,  so  it  came : 
Or  worst  of  all,  now —men  vou  visit,  men, 
Ignoblest  troops  who  never  heard  her  voice 
Or  hate  it,  men  without  one  gift  from  Rome 
Or  Athens, —  these  shall  Aureole's  teachers  be  I 
Reiecting  past  example,  practice,  precept. 
Aidless  'mid  these  he  thinks  to  stand  alone : 
Thick  like  a  glory  round  the  Stagirite 
Your  rivals  throng,  the  sages :  here  stand  you  I 
Whatever  yon  may  protest,  knowledge  is  not 
Paramount  in  vour  love :  or  for  her  sisike 
You  would  collect  all  help  from  every  source  — 
Rival,  assistant,  friend,  foe,  all  would  merge 
In  the  broad  class  of  those  who  showed  her 

haunts, 
And  those  who  showed  them  not. 

Par,  What  shall  I  sav  ? 

Festus,  from  childhood  I  have  been  possessed 
By  a  fire — by  a  true  fire,  or  faint  or  fierce. 
As  from  without  some  master,  so  it  seemed, 
Repressed  or  urged  its  current :  this  but  ill 
Expresses  what  I  would  convey :  but  rather 
I  will  believe  an  angel  ruled  me  thus. 
Than  that  my  soul's  own  workings,  own  high 

nature. 
So  became  manifest.    I  knew  not  then 
What  whispered  in  the  evening,  and  spoke  out 
At  midnight.    If  some  mortal,  bom  too  soon. 
Were  laid  away  in  some  great  trance  —  the  ages 
Coming  and  going  all  the  while  —  till  dawned 
His  true  time's  advent ;  and  could  then  record 
Tlie  words  they  spoke  who  kept  watch  by  his 

bed,  — 
Then  I  might  tell  more  of  the  breath  so  light 
Upon  my  eyelids,  and  the  fingers  light 
Among  my  hair.    Youth  is  confused  ;  yet  never 
So  duU  was  I  but,  when  that  spirit  passed, 
I  turned  to  him,  scarce  consciously,  as  turns 


A  water-snake  when  fairies  cross  his  sleep. 
And  having  this  within  me  and  about  me 
While    £insiedeln,  its   mountains,  lakes   and 

woods 
Confined  me — what  oppressive  joy  was  mine 
When  life  grew  plain,  and  I  mst  viewed  the 

throng^. 
The  everlasong  concourse  of  mankind  ! 
Believe  that  ere  I  joined  them,  ere  I  knew 
The  purpose  of  the  pageant,  or  Uie  place 
Consigned  me  in  its  ranks  —  wlule,  just  awake^ 
Wona«r  was  freshest  and  delight  most  pure  — 
'T  was  then  that  least  supportable  appeared 
A  station  with  the  brightest  of  the  crowd, 
A  portion  with  the  proudest  of  them  all. 
And  from  the  tumult  in  my  breast,  this  only 
Could  I  collect,  that  I  must  Uiencef orth  die 
Or  elevate  myself  far.  far  above 
The  gorgeous  spectacle.    I  seemed  to  long 
At  once  to  trample  on,  yet  save  mankind, 
To  make  some  unexampled  sacrifice 
In  their  behalf,  to  wring  some  wondrous  good 
From  heaven  or  earth  tor  them,  to  perish,  win- 
ning 
Eternal  weal  in  the  act :  as  who  should  dare 
Pluck  out  the  angry  thunder  from  its  cloud. 
That,  all  its  gathered  flame  discharged  on  hini. 
No  storm  might  threaten  summer's  azure  sleep : 
Yet  never  to  be  mixed  with  men  so  much 
As  to  have  part  even  in  my  own  work,  share 
In  my  own  laigess.    Once  the  feat  achieved, 
I  would  withdraw  from  their  officious  praise. 
Would  gently  put  aside  their  profuse  tnaiiks. 
Like  some  laiight  traversing  a  wilderness. 
Who,  on  his  way,  may  chance  to  free  a  tribe 
Of  desert-people  from  their  dragon-foe ; 
When  all  the  swarth^r  race  press  round  to  kiss 
His  feet,  and  choose  mm  for  their  king,  and  vield 
Their  poor  tents,  pitched  among  the  sand-hills, 

tor 
His  realm  :  and  he  points,  smiling,  to  his  scarf 
Heavy  with  riveled  gold,  his  burgonet 
Gay  set  with  twinkling  stones  —  and  to  the  East, 
Where  these  must  be  displayed  ! 

Fe^.  Good :  let  us  hear 

No  more  about  your  nature,  *'  which  first  shrank 
From  all  that  marked  you  out  i^iart  from  men  I  " 
Par,  I  touch  on  that ;  these  words  but  analjrze 
The  first  mad  impulse  :  't  was  as  brief  as  fond. 
For  as  I  gazed  again  upon  the  show, 
I  soon  distinguished  here  and  there  a  shape 
Palm-wreathed  and  radiant,  forehead  and  fuU 

eye. 
Well  pleased  was  I  their  state  should  thus  at  once 
Interpret  ray  own  thoughts :  —  *""  Behold  the  clue 
To  all,"  I  rashly  said,  *'  and  what  I  pine 
To  do,  these  have  accomplished  :  we  are  peers. 
They  know  and  therefore  rule  :    I,  too,  will 

know  I " 
You  were  beside  me,  Festus,  as  yon  say ; 
You  saw  me  plunge  in  their  pursuits  whom  fame 
Is  lavish  to  attest  the  lords  of  mind. 
Not  pausing  to  make  sure  the  prize  in  view 
Would  satiate  my  cravings  when  obtained. 
But  since  they  strove  I  strove.    Then  came  a 

slow 
And  strangling  failure*    We  aspired  alike, 
Yet  not  the  meanest  plodder,  Tritheim  counts 
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A  niarrel,  but  was  all-saffioient,  ■troog 
Or  stanered  odIt  at  his  own  vant  wits ; 
While!  was  rastLess,  nothing  satisfied, 
Distmstf  ol,  most  perplexed.    I  would  slur  oyer 
That  strugiple ;  snffioB  it,  that  I  loathed  m jaelf 
As  weak  compared  with  them,  yet  felt  somehow 
A  mi^htj  power  was  hroodinijr,  takinif  shape 
Withm  me  ;  and  this  lasted  till  one  night 
When,  as  I  sat  revolying  it  and  more, 
A  still  Totee  from  without  said —  **  Seest  thou 

not, 
Despondine  child,   whence  spring  defeat  and 

IomT 


Eren  from  thy  strength.    Consider :  hast  thou 


Presumptuously  on  wisdom's  oountenanoe, 
No  veil  between ;  and  can  thy  faltering  hands, 
Ungnided  by  the  brain  the  sight  absuros, 
Pnrsae  their  task  as  earnest  blinkers  do 
Whom  radiance  neVr  distracted  ?  Live  their  life 
If  thou  wouldst  share  their  fortune,  choose  their 

eyes 
Unfed  by  splendor.    Let  each  task  present 
Ite  petty  good  to  thee.    Waste  not  thy  gifts 
In  profitless  waiting  for  the  gods'  descent. 
But  have  some  idol  of  thine  own  to  dress 
With  their  array.  Know,not  for  knowing's  sake, 
But  to  become  a  star  to  men  forever ; 
Know^,  for  the  gain  it  gets,  the  praise  it  brij^is. 
The  wonder  it  inspires,  the  love  it  breeds : 
Look  one  step  onward,  and  secure  that  step  1 " 
And  I  smiled  as  one  never  smiles  but  once. 
Then  first  disoovering  mv  own  aim's  extent.. 
Which  sought  to  comurenend  the  works  of  Qod, 
And  Ood  himself,  ana  all  God's  intercourse 
With  the  human  mind ;  I  understood,  no  less. 
My  fellows'  studies,  whose  true  worth  I  saw. 
But  smiled  not,  well  aware  who  stood  by  me. 
And  softer  came  the  voice  —  '*  There  ia  a  way  : 
^  is  hard  for  flesh  to  tread  therein,  imbued 
With  frailty  — j  hopeless,  if  indulgence  first 
Have  ripened  inborn  germs  of  sin  to  strength : 
Wilt  thou  adventure  tor  my  sake  and  man's, 
Anart  from  all  reward  ? ' '  And  last  it  breathed  — 
*'*  Be  happy,  my  good  soldier  ;  I  am  by  thee. 
Be  sure,  even  to  the  end !  "  —  I  answered  not, 
Knowii^  him.    As  he  spake.  I  was  endned 
With  comprehension  and  a  steadfast  will ; 
And  when  he  ceased,  my  brow  was  sealed  his 

own. 
If  there  took  place  no  special  change  in  me, 
How  comes  it  all  tilings  wore  a  different  hue 
Thenceforward  ?  —  pregnant  with  vast  conse- 

qaence. 
Teeming  with  grand  result,  loaded  with  fate  ? 
So  that  when,  quailing  at  tlie  mighty  range 
(H  secret  truths  which  veam  for  birth,  I  haste 
To  eontemplate  nndazzled  some  one  truth, 
Ite  bearings  and  effecte  alone  —  at  once 
What  was  a  speck  expands  into  a  star. 
Asking  a  life  to  pass  exploring  thus, 
Till  I  near  craze.    I  go  to  proTe  my  soul  I 
I  see  my  way  as  birds  their  trackless  wav. 
I  shall  arrive  !  what  time,  what  circuit  first, 
I  ask  not :  but  unless  God  send  his  hail 
Or  blinding  fireballs,  sleet  or  stifling  snow. 
In  some  time,  his  good  time,  I  shall  arrive : 
He  guides  me  and  the  bird.    In  his  good  time  ! 


Mich,    Vex  him  no  further,  Festtis ;  it  is  so ! 

Feat,    Just  thus  you  help  me  ever.     This 
would  hold 
Were  it  the  trackless  air,  and  not  a  path 
Inyiting  you,  distinct  with  footprinte  yet 
Of  many  a  mighty  marcher  gone  tliat  way. 
Yon  may  have  purer  views  than  theirs,  perluips, 
But  they  were  famous  in  their  day  —  tlie  proofs 
Remain.    At  least  accent  the  lignt  they  lend. 

Par,    Their  light  I  tlie  sum  of  all  is  briefly 
this: 
They  labored  and  grew  famous,  and  the  f mite 
Are  best  seen  in  a  dark  and  groaning  earth 
Given  over  to  a  blind  and  endless  strife 
With  evils,  what  of  all  their  lore  abates  ? 
No  :  I  reiect  and  spurn  them  utterly 
And  all  they  teach.    Shall  1  still  sit  beside 
Their  dry  wells,  with  a  white  lip  and  filmed  eye, 
While  in  the  distance  heaven  is  blue  above 
Mountains  where  sleep  the  unsunned  tarns  ? 

Fest,  And  yet 

As  strong  delusions  have  prevailed  ere  now. 
Men  have  set  out  as  galluitlv  to  seek 
Their  ruin.    I  have  heard  of  such :  yourself 
Avow  all  hitherto  have  failed  and  fallen. 

Michm    Nay,  Festus,  when  but  as  the  pilgrims 
faint 
Through  the  drear  way,  do  von  expect  to  see 
Their  city  dawn  amid  the  clouds  alar  ? 

Far.    Ay,  sounds  it  not  like  some  old  well- 
known  tale  ? 
For  me,  I  estimate  their  works  and  them 
So  rightly,  that  at  times  I  almost  dream 
1  too  have  spent  a  life  the  sages'  ^^Ji 
And  tread  once  more  familiar  patlis.    Perchance 
I  perished  in  an  arrogant  self-reliance 
Ages  ago  ;  and  in  that  act,  a  prayer 
For  one  more  chance  went  up  so  earnest,  so 
Instinct  with  better  light  let  in  by  deatli. 
That  life  was  blotted  out  —  not  so  completely 
But  scattered  wrecks  enough  of  it  remain. 
Dim  memories,  as  now,  when  once  more  seems 
The  goal  in  sight  again.    All  which,  indeed. 
Is  foolish,  ana  only  means  —  the  flesh  I  wear. 
The  earth  I  tread,  are  not  more  clear  to  me 
Than  my  belief,  explained  to  von  or  no. 

Fest.    And  who  am  I,  to  challenge  and  dis^ 
pute 
That  clear  belief  ?    I  will  divest  all  fear. 

Mich.    Then  Aureole  is  God*s  commissary ! 
he  shall 
Be  great  and  grand  —  and  all  for  us  I 

Par.  No,  sweet  1 

Not  great  and  grand.  If  I  can  serve  mankind 
^T  is  well  I  but  there  our  intercourse  must  end : 
I  never  will  be  served  by  those  I  serve. 

Fest.    Look  well  to  this  ;    here  is  a  plague* 
spot,  here. 
Disguise  it  how  you  may  I     'T  is  true,  you  utter 
This  sconi  while  by  our  side  and  loving  us ; 
'T  is  but  a  spot  as  yet  :  but  it  will  break 
Into  a  hideous  blotch  if  overlooked. 
How  can  tliat  course  be  safe  which  from  the  first 
Produces  carelessness  to  human  love  ? 
It  seems  you  have  abjured  the  helps  which  men 
Who  overpass  their  kind,  as  you  would  do. 
Have  humbly  sought;   I  diire  not  thoroughly 
probe 
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This  matter,  lest  I  l&am  too  mnch.  ^  Let  be 
That  popular  praise  would  little  instigate 
Your  efforts,  nor  particular  improval 
Reward  vou  ;  put  reward  aside ;  alone 
You  shall  go  forth  upon  your  arduous  taskj 
None  shall  assist  you,  none  partake  your  tod, 
None  share  your  triumph :  still  you  must  retain 
Some  one  to  cast  vour  glory  on,  to  share 
Your  rapture  with.     Were  I  elect  like  yon, 
I  would  encircle  me  with  love,  and  raise 
A  rampart  of  my  fellows ;  it  should  seem 
Impossible  for  me  to  fail,  so  watched 
By  gentle  friends  who  made  my  cause  their 

own. 
They  should  ward  off  fate's  envy  —  the  great 

gift. 
Extravagant  when  claimed  by  me  alone, 
Beiii^  so  a  gift  to  them  as  well  as  me. 
If  danger  daunted  me  or  ease  seduced. 
How  calmly  their  sad  eyes  should  gaze   re- 
proach I 
Mich.    O  Aureole,  can  I  sing  when  all  alone, 
Without  first  calling,  in  my  fancy,  both 
To  listen  by  mv  side  —  even  1 1    And  you  ? 
Do  you  not  feel  this  ?     ISay  that  you  teel  this  I 
Par.    I  feel  'tis  pleasant  that  my  aims,  at 

length 
Allowed  their  weight,  should  be  supposed  to 

need 
A  further  strengthening  in  these  goodly  helps ! 
My  course  allures  for  its  own  sake,  its  sole 
Intrinsic  worth ;  and  ne'er  shall  boat  of  mine 
Adventure  forth  for  gold  and  apes  at  once. 
Your  sages  say,  "  if  human,  therefore  weak :  " 
If  weak,  more  need  to  give  myself  entire 
To  my  pursuit ;  and  by  its  side,  all  else  .  .  . 
No  matter  I    I  deny  myself  but  little 
In  waiving  all  assistance  save  its  own. 
Would  there  were  some  real  sacrifice  to  make  1 
Your  friends  the  sages  threw  their  joys  away, 
While  I  must  be  content  with  keeping  mine. 
Feat.    But  do  not  cut  yourself  from  human 

weal! 
You  cannot  thrive  —  a  man  that  dares  effect 
To  spend  his  life  in  service  to  his  kind 
For  no  reward  of  theirs,  unbound  to  them 
By  any  tie ;  nor  do  so.  Aureole  I    No  — 
There  are  strange  punishments  for  such.     Give 

np 
(Although  no  visible  good  flow  thence)  some 

part 
Of  the  glory  to  another ;  hiding  thus. 
Even  from  yourself,  that  all  is  for  yourself. 
Say,  say  almost  to  God  —  **  I  have  done  all 
For  her,  not  for  myself  I  " 

Par.        ^  And  who  but  lately 

Was  to  rejoice  in  my  success  like  you  ? 
Whom  should  I  love  but  both  of  you  ? 

Feat.  I  know  not : 

But  know  this,  you,  that 't  is  no  will  of  mine 
You  should  abjure  ihe  lofty  claims  you  make ; 
And  this  the  cause  —  I  can  no  longer  seek 
To  overlook  the  truth,  that  there  would  be 
A  monstrous  spectacle  upon  the  earth, 
Beneath  the  pleasant  sun,  among  the  trees : 
—  A  being  knowing  not  what  love  is.      Hear 

me! 
You  are  endowed  with  facultira  which  bear 


Annexed  to  them  as  't  were  a  dispensation 
To  sunmion  meaner  spirits  to  do  uieir  will 
And  gather  round  them  at  their  need ;  inspiring 
Such  with  a  love  themselves  can  never  feel. 
Passionless  'mid  their  passionate  votaries. 
I  know  not  if  you  joy  m  this  or  no, 
Or  ever  dream  that  common  men  can  live 
On  objects  you  prize  lightly,  but  which  make 
Their  neart's  sole  treasure :  the  affections  seem 
Beauteous  at  most  to  you,  which  we  must  taste 
Or  die  :  and  this  strange  quality  accords, 
I  know  not  how,  with  you ;  sits  well  upon 
That  luminous  brow,  though   in   another   it 

scowls 
An  eating  brand,  a  shame.      I  dare  not  judge 
_       you. 

The  rules  of  right  and  wrong  thus  set  aside. 
There 's  no  alternative  —  I  own  you  one 
Of  higher  order,  under  other  laws 
Than   bind  us;    therefore,  curb  not  one  bold 

glance! 
'T  is  best  aspire.    Once  mingled  with  us  all  .  .  . 
Mick.    Stay  with  us.  Aureole  I   cast  those 

hopes  away. 
And  stay  with  us !    An  angel  warns  me,  too, 
Man  should  be  humble ;  you  are  very  proud : 
And  God.  dethroned,  has  doleful  plagues  for 

suctil 
—  Warns  me  to  have  in  dread  no  quick  repulse, 
No  slow  defeat,  but  a  complete  success : 
Yon  will  find  all  yon  seek,  and  nerish  so ! 
Par.    {(^fterapause).     Are  tnese  the  barren 

first-fruits  of  my  quest  ? 
Is  love  like  this  the  natural  lot  of  all  ? 
How  many  years  of  pain  might  one  such  hour 
O'erbalance  ?    Dearest  Michal,  dearest  Festns, 
What  shall  I  say,  if  not  that  I  desire 
To  justify  your  love  ;  and  vrill,  dear  friends, 
In  swerving  nothing  from  my  nrst  resolves. 
See,  the  great  moon  I  and  ere  the  mottled  owls 
Were  wide  awake,  I  was  to  go.    It  seems 
You  acqiiiesce  at  last  in  all  save  this  — 
If  I  am  like  to  compass  what  I  seek 
By  the  untried  career  I  choose  :  and  then, 
If  that  career,  making  but  small  account 
Of  much  of  life's  delight,  will  vet  retain 
Sufficient  to  sustain  my  soul :  for  thus 
I  understand  these  fond  fears  just  expressed. 
And  first ;  the  lore  you  praise  and  I  neg^lect. 
The  labors  and  the  precepts  of  old  time, 
I  have  not  lightly  aisesteemed.      But,  fnenda, 
Truth  is  within  ourselves ;  it  takes  no  rise 
From  outward  things,  whatever  you  may  be- 
lieve. 
There  is  an  inmost  centre  in  us  all, 
Where  truth  abides  in  tulness ;  and  around, 
Wall  upon  wall,  the  gross  fiesh  hems  it  in. 
This  perfect,  dear  perception  —  which  is  truth. 
A  baffling  and  perverting  carnal  mesh 
Binds  it,  and  makes  all  error :  and,  to  irifOW, 
Rather  consists  in  opening  out  a  way 
Whence  the  imprisoned  splendor  may  escape, 
Than  in  effecting  entry  for  a  light 
Supposed  to  be  without.    Watch  narrowly 
The  demonstration  of  a  truth,  its  birth. 
And  you  trace^  back  the  effluence  to  iis  spring 
And  soiuce  within  us;  where  broods  radiance 

vast, 
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To  be  elieited  ray  by  rar,  as  obaaee 

ShiiU  faTor :   chance  —  tor  hitherto,  yoiir  sage 

Even  as  he  knows  not  how  those  beams  are 

bom. 
As  little  knows  he  what  unlocks  their  fount : 
And  men  have  oft  grown  old  anionic  their  books 
To  die  case-hardened  in  their  igmoraiice, 
\lli08e  careless  youth  had  promised  what  long 

years 
Of  unremitted  h^bor  ne^er  performed : 
While,  contrary,  it  has  chanced  some  idle  day, 
To  autumn  loiterers  just  as  faaor-free 
As  the  nudges  in  the  sun,  gives  birtli  at  last 
To  truth  —  produced  m  vsteriously  as  cape 
Of  cloud  grown  out  of  the  invisible  air. 
Hence,  may  not  truth  be  lodged  alike  in  all, 
The  lowest  as  the  highest  ?  some  slight  film 
Tlie  interposing  bar  which  binds  a  soul 
And  makes  the  idiot,  just  as  makes  the  sage 
iH>me  film  removed,  the  happy  outlet  whence 
TmUi  issues  proudly  ?  ^  See  this  soul  of  ours  I 
How  it  strives  weakly  in  the  child,  is  loosed 
In  manhood,  dogged  by  sickness,  back  com- 
pelled 
By  age  and  waste,  set  free  at  last  by  death : 
Wliy  is  it.  fiesh  enthralls  it  or  enthrones  ? 
What  is  tnis  flesh  we  have  to  penetrate  ? 
Oh,  not  alone  when  life  flows  still,  do  truth 
Ana    power   emerge,  but  also  when   strange 

chance 
Ruffles  its  current ;  in  unused  conjuncture, 
Wken    sickness    breaks    the    body  —  hunger, 

watching, 
Ezoess  or  languor  —  oftenest  death's  approach, 
Peril,  deep  joy  or  woe.    One  man  shall  crawl 
Through  life  surrounded  with  all  stirring  things. 
Unmoved;  and  he  goes  mad:    and  nom  tne 

wreck 
Of  what  he  was,  by  his  wild  talk  alone. 
You  first  collect  how  great  a  Buirit  he  iiid. 
Therefore,  set  free  the  soul  alike  in  all, 
Dtseovering  the  true  laws  by  which  the  flesh 
Accloys  the  spirit  1    We  may  not  be  doomed 
To  cope  with  seraphs,  but  at  least  the  rest 
Shall  cope  with  us.    Make  no  more  giants,  Gh)d, 
But  elevato  the  race  at  once  I    We  ask 
To   put  forth  just  our  strength,  our  humui 

strength. 
All  starting  fairly,  all  equipped  alike, 
Gifted  alike,  all  eagle-e^red,  true-hearted  — 
See  if  we  cannot  beat  tmne  angels  yet  I 
Such  is  my  task.    I  go  to  gather  this 
The  sacred  knowledge,  here  and  there  dispersed 
Abont  the  world,  long  lost  or  never  fonna. 
And  why  should  I  be  sad  or  lorn  of  hope  ? 
Why  ever  make  man's  good  distinct  from  Grod's, 
Or,  finding  they  are  one,  why  dare  mistrust  ? 
Who  shall  succeed  if  not  one  pledged  like  me  ? 
Mine  is  no  mad  attempt  to  build  a  world 
Apart  from  his,  like  tnose  who  set  themselves 
To  find  the  nature  of  the  spirit  they  bore, 
And,  taught  betimes  that  all  their  gorgeous 

dreams 
Were  only  bom  to  vanish  in  this  life. 
Refused  to  fit  them  to  its  narrow  sphere, 
But  chose  to  f^rure  forth  another  world 
And  other  frames  meet  for  their  vast  desires.  — 
And  all  a  dream  !  Thus  was  life  scorned  ;  but  lif ^ 


Shall  yet  be  orowned  :  twine  amaranth  I    I  tar 

Jriest! 
for  yielding  with  a  lively  spirit 
A  poor  existence,  parting  with  a  youth 
Like  those  who  squander  every  energy 
Convertible  to  good,  on  painted  toys. 
Breath-bubbles,  gilded  dust  I    And  thoai^  ] 

spurn 
All  adventitious  aims,  from  empty  praise 
To  love's  award,  yet  whoso  deems  such  helps 
Important,  and  concerns  himself  for  me, 
May  know  even  these  will  follow  with  the  rest  -^ 
As  m  the  steady  rolling  Mayne.  aaleep 
Yonder,  is  mixed  its  mass  of  scnistous  an. 
My  own  affections,  laid  to  rest  awhile, 
Will  waken  purified,  subdued  alone 
Bv  all  I  have  achieved.  Till  then  —  till  then  .  . . 
An,  the  time-wiling  loitering  of  a  page 
Through  bower  anid  over  uwn,  tOf  eve  shall 

oring 
The  stately  lady's  presence  whom  he  loves  — 
The  broken  sleep  of  the  fisher  whose  rough  coat 
Enwraps  the  queenly  pearl  —  these  are  faint 

tjrpesl 
See,  see,  they  look  on  me :  I  triumph  now  I 
But  one  thing,  Festus,  Miohal  I    I  nave  told 
All  I  shall  e'er  disclose  to  mortal :  say  — 
Dovou  believe  I  shall  accompli^  this  ? 
Fest,    I  do  believe  I 

Mich.  I  ever  did  believe ! 

Par.    Those  words  shall  never  fade  from  ont 

ray  brain ! 
This  earnest  of  the  end  shall  never  fade  ! 
Are  there   not,  Festus,  are    there  not,  dear 

Michal, 
Two  points  in  the  adventure  of  the  diver. 
One  —  when,  a  beggar,  he  prepares  to  plunge, 
One  —  when,  a  prince,  he  rises  with  his  yem  ? 
Festus,  I  plunge  I 
Fest.  We  wait  you  when  you  rise ! 


II.    PARACELSUS   ATTAINS 

ScBBTB,  CondantiaopU  :  the  houte  t^f  a  Oreek  conjurer. 

1521. 

Pasaosuitb. 

Over  the  waters  in  the  vi^wrons  West 
The  sun  goes  down  as  in  a  sphere  of  gold 
Behind  the  arm  of  the  city,  which  between, 
With  all  tJiat  length  of  domes  and  minarets, 
Athwart  the  splendor,  black  and  crooked  runs 
Like  a  Turk  verse  along  a  scimitar. 
There  lie,  sullen  memorial,  and  no  more 
Possess  my  aching  sight  I     'T  is  done  at  last. 
Strange  —  and  the  juggles  of  a  sallow  cheat 
Have  won  me  to  this  act  1    'T  is  as  yon  cloud 
Should  voyage  unwreeked  o'er  many  a  moun- 
tain-top 
And  break  upon  a  molehill.    I  have  dared 
Come  to  a  pause  with  knowledge  ;  scan  for  once 
The  heights  already  reached,  without  regard 
To  the  extent  above ;  fairly  compute 
AJl  I  have  clearly  gained  :  for  once  excluding 
A  brilliant  future  to  supply  and  perfect 
All  half-gains  and  conjectures  and  crude  hopes : 
And  all  because  a  fortune-teller  wills 
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His  credulous  seekers  sliould    inseribe    thus 

much 
Their  previous  Ufe*s  attainment,  in  his  roll. 
Before  his  promised  SBcrat,  as  he  vaunts, 
Make  up  the  sum :  and  here,  amid  the  scrawled 
Uncouth  recordinfiTB  of  the  dupes  of  this 
Old  arch-genethliac,  lie  my  liie's  results  I 

A  few  blurred  characters  su£Boe  to  note 
A  stranger  wandered  long  through  many  lands 
And  reaped  the  fruit  he  coveted  in  a  few 
Discoveries,  as  appended  here  and  there, 
The  fragmentanr  produce  of  much  toil. 
In  a  dim  heap,  tact  and  surmise  together 
Confusedly  massed  as  when  acquired ;  he  was 
Intent  on  gain  to  come  too  much  to  stay 
And  scrutinize  the  little  gained :  the  wnole 
Slipt  in  the  blank  space  *twizt  an  idiot's  gibber 
And  a  mad  lover's  aitty  —  there  it  lies. 

And  yet  those  blottings  chronicle  a  life  — 

A  whole  life,  and  my  life !  Nothing  to  do. 

No  problem  for  the  fancy,  but  a  life^ 

Spent  and  decided,  wasted  past  retrieve 

0^  worthy  beyond  peer.    Stay,  what  diies  this 

Remembrancer  set  down  concerning  *'  life  "  ? 

**  *Time  fleets,  youth  fades,  life  is  an  empty 

dream,' 
It  is  the  echo  of  time  ;  and  he  whose  heart 
Beat  first  beneath  a  human  heart,  whose  speech 
Was  copied  from  a  human  tongue,  can  never 
Recall  when  he  was  living  yet  Knew  not  this. 
Nevertheless  long  seasons  pass  o'er  him 
Till  some  one  hour's  experience  shows  what  no- 
thing, 
It  seemed,  could  clearer  show ;  and  ever  after. 
An  altered  brow  and  eye  and  gait  and  speech 
Attest  that  now  he  knows  the  adage  true, 
*Time  fleets,  youth  fades,  life   is  an  empty 
dream.'  ''^ 

Ay,  mv  brave  chronicler,  and  tlus  same  hour 
As  weU  as  any :  now,  let  my  time  be ! 

Now  I   I  can  go  no  farther ;  well  or  ill, 
'T is  done.    Imust  desist  and  take  my  chance. 
I  cannot  keep  on  the  stretch  :  't  is  no  back- 
shrinking  — 
For  let  but  some  assurance  beam,  some  close 
To  my  toil  grow  visible,  and  I  proceed 
At  anv  price,  though  closing  it,  I  die. 
Else,  here  I  pause.    The  old  Greek's  prophecy 
Is  like  to  turn  out  true :  ""  I  shaU  not  quit 
His  chamber  till  I  know  what  I  defdre  !  *' 
Was  it  the  light  wind  sang  it  o'er  the  sea  ? 

An  end,  a  rest !  strange  how  the  notion,  once 
Encountered,  gathers  strength  by  moments  ! 

Rest! 
Where  has  it  kept  so  long?  this  throbbing  brow 
To  cease,  this  beating  heart  to  cease,  all  cruel 
And  gnawii^  thoughts  to  cease!    To  dare  let 

down 
My  strung,  so  high-strung  brain,  to  dare  unnerve 
My  harawed  o'ertasked  frame,  to  know  my 

place. 
My  portion,  my  reward,  even  my  failure. 
Assigned,  made  sure  forever  1    To  lorn  myself 


Among  tlie  common  creatures  of  the  world, 
To  draw  some  gain  from  having  been  a  man. 
Neither  to  hope  nor  fear,  to  live  at  lengtli  1 
Even  in  failure,  rest  I    But  rest  in  truth 
And  power  and  recompense  ...  I  hoped  that 
once! 

What,  sunk  insensibly  so  deep  ?    Has  all 
Been  undergone  for  this  ?    Tliis  the  request 
My  labor  qualified  me  to  present 
With  no  fear  of  refusal  ?    Had  I  gone 
Slightingly  through  my  task,  and  so  judged  fit 
To  moderate  my  hopes  ;  nay,  were  it  now 
My  sole  concern  to  ezculiuite  myself. 
End  things  or  mend  them,  —  why,  I  could  not 

choose 
A  humbler  mood  to  wait  for  the  event ! 
No,  no,  thei'e  needs  not  this ;  no,  after  all. 
At  worst  I  Imve  performed  my  share  of  tlie 

task : 
The  rest  is  God's  concern  j  mine,  merely  this, 
To  know  that  I  have  obstinately  held 
By  my  own  work.  The  mortal  whose  brave  foot 
Has  trod,  unscathed,  the  temple-court  so  far 
That  he  descries  at  length  the  shrine  of  shrines, 
Must  let  no  sneering  of  the  demons'  eyes. 
Whom  he  could  pass  unquailing,  fasten  now 
Upon  him,  fairly  past  their  power ;  no,  no  — 
He  must  not  stagger,  faint,  fall  down  at  last, 
Having  a  charm  to  baffle  them ;  behold. 
He  bares  his  front :  a  mortal  ventures  thus 
Serene  amid  the  echoes,  beams  and  glooms ! 
If  he  be  priest  henceforth,  if  he  wake  up 
Tlie  god  of  the  place  to  ban  and  blast  him  there, 
Both  well !    What 's  failure  or  success  to  me  ? 
I  have  subdued  my  life  to  the  one  purpose 
Wliereto  I  ordained  it ;  there  alone  I  spy. 
No  doubt,  that  way  I  may  be  satisfied. 

Tes,  well  have  I  subdued  my  life  1  beyond 
The  obligation  of  my  strictest  vow. 
The  contemplation  of  mv  wildest  bond, 
Which  gave  my  nature  ireely  up,  in  truth. 
But  in  its  actual  state,  consenting  fully 
All  passionate  impulses  its  soil  was  formed 
To  rear,  should  wither ;  but  foreseeing  not 
The  tract,  doomed  to  perpetual  barrenness. 
Would  seem  one  day,  remembered  as  it  was. 
Beside  the  parched  sand-waste  which  now  it  is, 
Already  strewn  with  faint  blooms,  viewless  then. 
I  ne'er  engaged  to  root  up  loves  so  frail 
I  felt  them  not ;  yet  now,  't  is  very  plain 
Some  soft  spots  had  their  birth  in  me  at  first. 
If  not  love,  say,  like  love :  th^re  was  a  time 
When  yet  this  wolfish  hunger  after  knowledge 
Set  not  remorselessly  love's  claims  aside. 
Tliis  heart  was  human  once,  or  why  recall 
Einsiedeln,    noWf    and   Wiirzburg    which  th& 

Mayne 
Forsakes  ner  course  to  fold  as  with  an  arm  ? 

And  Festus  —  my  poor  Festus,  with  his  nraise 
And  counsel  and  grave  fears  —  where  is  lie  now 
With  the  sweet  maiden,  long  ago  his  bride  ? 
I  surely  loved  them  —  that  last  night,  at  least, 
When  we  .  .  .  gone !  gone !  the  better.    I  ain 

saved 
The  sad  review  of  an  ambitions  youth 
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Choked  by  rile  lusts,  utnotioed  in  their  birth, 

But  let  gruw  ap  and  wind  around  a  will 

HU  action  waa  destroyed.    No,  I  hare  gone 

Porgingr  my  patli  sucoeflsively  of  aught 

Wearing  the  distinct  likeness  of  snon  lusts. 

I  have  made  life  consist  of  one  idea : 

Ere  that  was  master,  up  till  that  was  bom, 

I  bear  a  memory  of  a  pleasant  life 

Whose  small  events  I  treasure ;  till  one  mom 

I  ran  o*er  die  seven  little  grassy  fields. 

Startling  the  flocks  of  nameless  birds,  to  tell 

Poor  Festus,  leaping  all  the  while  for  joy, 

To  leave  all  trouble  for  my  future  plans. 

Since  I  had  just  determined  to  become 

The  greatest  and  most  glorious  man  on  earth. 

And  since  that  mom  all  life  has  been  forgotten : 

AU  is  one  day,  one  onlv  step  between 

The  outset  and  the  end :  one  tyrrait  all> 

Absorbing  aim  fills  up  the  interspace, 

One  vast  unbroken  chain  of  thought,  kept  up 

Through  a  career  apparently  adverse 

To  its  ezistenoe :  life,  death,  light  and  shadow, 

The  shows  of  the  world,  were  ^oe  receptacles 

Or  indices  of  truth  to  be  wrun^  thence. 

Not  ministers  of  sorrow  or  deh^ht : 

A  wondrous  natural  robe  in  which  she  went. 

For  some  one  truth  would  dimly  beacon  me 

From  mountains  rough  with  pines,  and  flit  and 

wink 
O^er  dazxline  wastes  of  frozen  snow,  and  tremble 
Into  assuiecf  light  in  some  branching  mine 
Where  ripens,  swathed  in  fire,  the  liquid  gold — 
And  all  the  beauty,  all  the  wonder  fell 
On  either  side  the  truth,  as  its  mere  robe  ; 
I  see  die  robe  now  —  then  I  saw  the  form. 
So  far,  then,  I  have  vo^faged  with  success. 
So  much  is  good,  then,  in  this  working  sea 
Which  parts  me  from  that  happy  strip  of  land : 
But  o^er  that  happy  strip  a  sun  shone,  too ! 
And  fainter  gleams  it  as  the  waves  grow  rough. 
And  stall  more  faint  as  the  sea  widens ;  last 
I  sicken  on  a  dead  gulf  streaked  with  light 
From  its  own  putrefying  depths  alone. 
Then,  God  was  pledged  to  take  me  by  the  liand ; 
Now,  any  miserable  iu^ig^le  can  bid 
My  pride  depart.    All  is  tdike  at  length : 
Goa  may  take  pleasure  in  confounding  pride 
By  hidii^  Mcrets  with  the  scorned  and  base  — 
I  am  here,  in  short :  so  little  have  I  paused 
Throughout !    I  never  glanced  behind  to  know 
If  I  hi^  kept  m^  primal  light  from  wane. 
And  thus  insensibly  am  —  what  I  am  I 

Oh,  bitter ;  very  bitter  I 

And  more  bitter. 
To  fear  a  deeper  curse,  an  inner  ruin, 
Plai^  beneath  plague,  the  last  turning  the  first 
To  light  beside  its  darkness.    Let  me  weep 
My  youth  and  its  brave  hopes,  all  dead  and  gone. 
In  tears  which  bum  I    Would  I  were  sure  to  win 
Some  startling  secret  in  their  stead,  a  tincture 
Of  force  to  flush  old  age  with  youth,  or  breed 
Gold,  or  imprison  moonbeams  till  they  change 
To  opal  shafts  !  —  only  that,  hurling  it 
Indignant  back,  I  might  convince  myself 
My  aims  remained  supreme  and  pure  as  ever ! 
Even  now,  why  not  desire,  for  mankind's  sake. 
That  if  I  nil,  some  fault  may  be  the  cause, 


That,  though  I  sink,  another  may  succeed  ? 

0  God,  the  despicable  heart  of  us  1 

Shut  out  this  hideous  mockery  from  my  heart ! 

'T  was  politic  in  you.  Aureole,  to  reject 
Single  rewards,  and  ask  them  in  the  lump ; 
At  all  events,  once  launched,  to  hold  straight  on : 
For  now  *t  is  all  or  nothing.    Mighty  profit 
Your  gains  will  bring  if  they  stop  short  of  such 
Full  consummation  1    As  a  man,  you  had 
A  certain  share  of  strength  ;  and  that  is  gone 
Already  in  the  getting  these  you  boast. 
Do  not  they  seem  to  laugh,  as  who  should  say  — 
**  Great  master,  we  are  here  indeed,  dragged 

forth 
To  light ;  this  hast  thou  done :  be  glad  I    Now, 

seeK 

Tho  stren^^th  to  use  which  thou  hast  spent  in 

getting!" 

And  yet 't  is  much^  surely  *t  is  ver^r  much. 
Thus  to  have  emptied  youth  c^  all  its  gifts. 
To  feed  a  fire  meant  to  hold  out  tiU  mom 
Arrived  with  inexhaostible  light ;  and  lo, 

1  have  heaped  up  my  last,  and  day  dawns  not  I 
And  I  am  left  with  gray  hair,  faded  hands. 
And  furrowed  brow.    Ha,  have  I,  after  all, 
Mistaken  the  wild  nursling  of  my  breast  ? 
Knowledge  it  seemed,  and  power,  and  reooro* 

pensel 
Was  she  who  glided  through  my  room  of  nights. 
Who  laid  my  head  on  her  soft  knees  and 

smoothed 
The  damp  locks, — whose  sly  soothings  just  began 
When  my  sick  spirit  craved  repose  awhile  — 
God !  was  I  fighting  sleep  off  for  death's  sake  ? 

God !    Thou  art  mind  I    Unto  the  masteivmind 
Mind  should  be  precious.  Spare  my  mind  alone  I 
All  else  I  will  oidure ;  if ,  as  I  stand 
Here,  with  my  gains,  thy  thunder  smite  me 

down, 
I  bow  me ;  't  is  thy  will,  thy  righteous  wiU ; 
I  overpass  life's  restrictions,  ana  I  die ; 
And  u  no  trace  of  my  career  remain 
Save  a  thin  corpse  at  pleasure  of  the  wind 
In  these  bright  chambers  level  with  the  air. 
See  thou  to  it !    But  if  my  spirit  fail. 
My  once  proud  spirit  forsake  me  at  the  last. 
Hast  thou  done  well  by  me  ?    So  do  not  thou  I 
Crush  not  my  mind,  dear  God,  though  I  be 

crushed! 
Hold  me  before  the  frequence  of  thy  seraphs 
And  say,  —  *^  I  crushed  nim,  lest  he  should  dis- 
turb 
My  law.    Men  must  not  know  their  strength : 

behold. 
Weak  and  alone,  how  he  had  raised  himself ! " 

But  if  delusions  trouble  me,  and  thou. 
Not  seldom  felt  with  rapture  in  th^  help 
Throughout  my  toils  and  wanderings,  dost  in- 
tend 
To  work  man's  welfare  through  my  weak  en- 
deavor, 
To  crown  my  mortal  forehead  with  a  beam 
From  thine  own  blinding  crown,  to  smile,  and 
guide 
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This  puny  hand  and  let  the  work  so  wrought 
Be  styled,  my  work,  —  hear  me  !    I  covet  not 
An  iimox  of  new  power,  an  anQpel's  soul : 
It  were  no  marvel  then  —  but  I  have  reached 
Thus  far,  a  man  ;  let  me  conclude,  a  man ! 
Give  but  one  hour  of  my  first  energy, 
Of  that  invincible  faith,  but  only  one  I 
That  I  may  cover  with  an  eagle-glance 
The  truths  I  have,  and  spy  some  certain  way 
To  mould  them,  and  completing  them,  possess ! 

Tet  God  is  ^ood :  I  started  sure  of  that. 
And  why  dispute  it  now  ?    I  *11  not  belicTe 
fiut  some  undoubted  warning  long  ere  this 
Had  reached  me :  a  Hre-labarum  was  not  deemed 
Too  much  for  the  old  founder  of  these  walls. 
Tlien,  if  my  life  has  not  been  natural. 
It  has  been  monstrous :  yet,  till  late,  my  course 
80  ardently  engrossed  me,  that  delight, 
A  pausing  and  reflecting  joy,  *t  is  plain. 
Could  fina  no  place  in  it.    True,  I  am  worn ; 
But  who  clothes  summer,  who  is  life  itself  ? 
God,  that  created  all  things,  can  renew  I 
And  then,  though  after-life  to  please  me  now 
Must  have  no  likeness  to  the  past,  what  hinders 
Reward  from  springing  out  ot  toil,  as  changed 
As  bursts  the  flower  nrom  earth  and  root  and 

stalk? 
What  use  were  panishment,  nnless  some  sin 
Be  first  detected  ?  let  me  know  that  first ! 
No  man  could  ever  offend  as  I  have  done  .  .  . 
(A  voice  from  uniMn.) 
I  hear  a  voice,  perciumce  I  heard 
Long  ago,  but  all  too  low^ 
So  that  scarce  a  care  it  stirred 
If  the  voice  were  real  or  no : 
I  heard  it  in  my  youth  when  first 
The  waters  of  my  life  outburst : 
But,  now  their  stream  ebbs  faint,  I  hear 
That  voice,  still  low,  but  fatal-clear  — 
As  if  all  poets,  God  ever  meant 
Should  save  the  world,  and  therefore  lent 
€rreat  gifts  to,  but  who,  proud,  refused 
To  do  his  work,  or  lightly  nsea 
Those  gifts,  or  failed  through  weak  endeavor, 
So,  mourn  cast  off  by  him  forever,  — 
As  if  these  leaned  in  airy  ring 
To  take  me ;  this  the  song  they  nog. 
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Lost,  lost !  yet  come. 
With  onr  wan  troop  make  thy  home. 
Come,  come  I  for  we 
Will  not  breathe,  so  much  as  breathe 
Reproach  to  thee. 

Knowing  what  thou  sink*st  beneath. 
So  sank  we  in  those  old  vears. 
We  who  bid  thee,  come  I  thou  last 
Who,  living  yet,  hast  life  o'erpast. 
And  altcM^ether  we,  thy  peers, 
Will  pardon  crave  for  thee,  the  last 
Whose  trial  is  done,  whose  lot  is  cast 
With  those  who  watch  but  work  no  more, 
Who  gaze  on  life  but  live  no  more. 
Tet  we  trusted  thou  shonldst  speiJc 
The  message  which  our  lips,  too  weak, 
Refused  to  utter,  —  shouldst  redeem 
Our  fault :  such  trust,  and  all  a  dream  ! 
Yet  we  chose  thee  a  birthplace 


Where  the  richness  ran  to  flowers : 
Couldst  not  sing  one  song  for  grace  ? 
Not  make  one  blossom  man's  and  ours  ? 
Must  one  more  recreant  to  his  race 
Die  with  unexerted  powers. 
And  join  us,  leavii^  as  he  found 
The  world,  he  was  to  loosen,  bound  ? 
Anguish  !  ever  and  forever ; 
Still  beginning,  ending  never ! 
Yet,  lost  and  last  one,  come  1 
How  couldst  understand,  alas. 
What  our  pale  ghosts  strove  to  say, 
As  their  shades  did  glance  and  pass 
Before  thee  night  and  day  ? 
Thou  wast  blind  as  we  were  dumb : 
Once  more,  therefore,  come,  O  come  1 
How  should  we  clothe,  how  arm  the  spirit 
Shall  next  thy  post  of  life  inherit  — 
How  guard  him  from  thy  speedy  ruin  ? 
Tell  us  of  thy  sad  undoing 
Here,  where  we  sit,  ever  pursuing 
Our  weary  task,  ever  renewing 
Sharp  sorrow,  far  from  God  wno  gave 
Our  powers,  and  man  they  could  not  save ! '' 
{AnxLM  enters.) 

Ha,  ha  I  our  king  that  wonldst  be,  here  at  last? 

Art  thou  the  poet  who  shall  save  the  world  ? 

Thy  hand  to  mine  I    Stay,  fix  thine  eyes  on 
mine  I 

Thou  wouldst  be  king?    Still  fix  thine  eyes  on 
mine! 
Par.    Ha,  ha!  why  crouchest  not?     Am  I 
not  king  ? 

So  torture  is  not  wholly  unavailing ! 

Have  my  fierce  spasms  compelled   thee  from 
thy  lair? 

Art  thou  the  sage  I  only  seemed  to  be, 

Myself  of  after-time,  my  very  self 

With  sight  a  little  clearer,  strength  more  firm. 

Who  robes   him  in  my  robe  and    grasps  my 
crown 

For  just  a  fault,  a  weakness,  a  neglect  ? 

I  scfuvely  trusted  God  with  the  surmise 

That  such  might  come,  and  thou  didst  hear 
the  while  I 
ApriU.    Thine  eyes  are  lustreless  to  mine; 
my  hair 

Is  soft,  nay  silken  soft :  to  talk  with  thee 

Flushes  my  cheek,  and  thou  art  ashy-pale. 

Truly,  thou  hast  labored,  hast  withstood  her 
lips, 

The  siren's  I    Yes,  *t  is  like  thou  hast  attained  t 

Tell   me,   dear   master,  wherefore  now   thou 
coniest  ? 

I  thought  thy  solemn  songs  would  have  their 
meed 

In  after-time  ;  that  I  shofild  hear  the  earth 

Exult  in  thee  and  echo  with  thy  praise, 

While  I  was  laid  forgotten  in  my  grave. 
Par.    Ah  fiend,  1  know  thee,  1  am  not  thy 
dupe! 

Thou  art  ordained  to  follow  in  my  track. 

Reaping  my  sowing,  as  I  scorned  to  reap 

The  harvest  sown  by  sages  passed  away. 

Thou  art  the  sober  searoher,  cautious  stnver. 

As  if,  except  through  me,  thou  hast  searched 
or  striven  I 

Ay,  tell  the  world  1    Degrade  me  after  all. 
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To  an  atpizant  after  fame,  not  troth  — 
To  all  but  envy  of  thv  fate,  be  rare  I 

Apr,    Nay,  tuag  tnem  to  me ;  I  ehall  envy 
not: 
Thou  flhalt  be  kin?  I    Singr  thou,  and  I  will  sit 
Beside,  and  call  deep  silenee  for  thy  eongs. 
And  worship  thee,  as  I  had  ne'er  been  meant 
To  fill  thy  tnrone :  bat  none  shall  ever  know  1 
Sine  to  me ;  for  already  thy  wild  eyes 
Unkwk  my  heart-strings,  as  some  crystal-shaft 
Reveals  by  some  chance  blaze  its  parent  fount 
After  long  time :  so  thou  reveal'st  my  soul. 
AU  will  &ish  forth  at  last,  with  thee  to  hear  I 

P<Mr.    (His  secret !    I  shall  get  his  secret  — 
fool!) 
I  am  he  that  aspired  to  know  :  and  thou  ? 

Apr,    I  would  IX)TB  infinitely,  and  be  loved  I 

Par.    Poor  slave  I    i  am  thy  king  indeed. 

Apr.  Inou  deem'st 

That  — bom  a  spirit,  dowered  even  as  thou. 
Bom  for  thy  fate  —  because  I  could  not  curb 
My  yearnings  to  possess  at  once  the  full 
Enjoyment,  but  neglected  all  the  means 
Of  realizing  even  the  frailest  joy, 
Gatherii^i;  no  fragments  to  appease  my  want. 
Yet  nursing  up  that  want  till  thus  I  aie  — 
Thou  deem'st  I  cannot  trace  thy  safe  sure 

march 
O'er  perils  that  overwhelm  me,  triumphing, 
Negleedng  naught  below  for  aught  above, 
Despiainir  nothing  and  ensuring  all  — 
Nor  that  I  could  (my  time  to  come  again) 
Lead  thus  mv  spirit  securely  as  thine  own. 
Listen,  and  tnou  shalt  see  I  Know  thee  well. 
I  would  love  infinitely  . . . 

Ah,  lost  Host  I 
Oh  ye  who  armed  me  at  such  cost, 
How  shall  I  look  on  all  of  ye 
With  your  gifts  even  yet  on  me  ? 

Par.    (Ah,   'tis  some  moonstruck  creature 
after  alll 
Sndi  fond  fools  as  are  like  to  haunt  this  den: 
They  spread  contagion,   doubtless:     yet    he 

seemed 
To  echo  one  foreboding  of  my  heart 
So  truly,  that  ...  no  matter  1    How  he  stands 
With  eve's  last  sunbeam  staying  on  his  hair 
Which  turns  to  it  as  if  they  were  akin : 
And  those  clear  smiling  ejres  of  saddest  blue 
Nearly  set  free,  so  far  the^  rise  above 
The  painful  fruitless  strivmg  of  the  brow 
And  enforced  knowledge  of  the  Ups,  firm-set 
Li  alow  despondency's  eternal  sigh ! 
Has  he,  too,  missed  life's  end,  and  learned  the 

cause?) 
I  charge  thee,  by  thy  fealty,  be  calm  I 
Tell  me  what  thou  wouldst  oe,  and  what  I  am. 

Apr.    I  would  love  infinitely,  and  be  loved. 
First :  I  would  carve  in  stone,  or  cast  in  brass, 
llie  forms  of  earth.    No  andent  hunter  lifted 
Up  to  the  eods  by  his  renown,  no  nymph 
S«ipposed  Uie  sweet  soul  of  a  woodland  tree 
Or  sapphirine  niirit  of  a  twilight  star, 
Should  be  too  hard  for  me :  no  shepherd-king 
Begal  for  his  white   locks;    no   youth  who 

stands 
Silent  and  vexr  cahn  amid  the  throng, 
His  right  hand  ever  hid  beneath  his  robe 


Until  the  tyrant  pass ;  no  lawgiver. 
No  swan-soft  woman  rubbed  ¥rith  lucid  oils 
CKven  by  a  god  for  Iotc  of  her  —  too  hard ! 
Every  passion  sprung  from  man,  conceived  by 

man, 
Would  I  express  and  clothe  it  in  its  right  form. 
Or  blend  with  others  struggling  in  one  form. 
Or  show  repressed  by  an  ungainly  fonn. 
Oh,  if  you  nuurelled  at  some  mighty  spirit 
With  a  fit  frame  to  execute  its  will  — 
Even  nnoonsciously  to  work  its  will  — 
You  should  be  moved  no  less  beside  some  strongr 
Rare  spirit,  fettered  to  a  stubborn  body, 
Endeavoring  to  subdue  it  and  infonn  it 
With  its  own  splendor !    All  this  I  would  do : 
And   I   would  say,  this   done,  **Hi8  twites 

created, 
Qod  fpants  to  each  a  sphere  to  be  its  world, 
Appointed  with  the  various  objects  needed 
To  satisfy  its  own  peculiar  want ; 
So,  I  create  a  worla  for  these  mv  shapes 
Fit  to  sustain  their  beauty  and  their  strength  t" 
And,  at  the  word,  I  would  contrive  and  paint 
Woods,  valleys,  rocks  and  plains,  deUs,  sands 

and  wutes, 
Lakes  which,  when  mom  breaks  on  their  qniv* 

eringbed. 
Blaze  like  a  wy  vem  flying  round  the  sun, 
And  ooean  isles  so  small,  the  dos^fish  traokinff 
A  dead  whale,  who  should  find  them,  would 

swim  thrice 
Around  them,  and  fare  onward  —  all  to  hold 
The  o&pring  of  my  brain.    Nor  these  alone : 
Bronze  labyrinth,  palace,  pynunid  and  crypt, 
Baths,  galleries,  courts,  temples  and  terraces. 
Marts,  theatres,  and  wharn — all  filled  with 

men. 
Men  everywhere  t   And  this  performed  in  turn. 
When  those  who  looked  on,  pined  to  hear  the 

hopes 
And  fears  and  hates  and  loves  which  moved  the 

crowd, 
I  would  throw  down  the  pencil  as  the  chisel, 
And  I  would  speak ;   no  thought  which  ever 

stirred 
A  human  breast  should  be  untold ;  all  passions. 
All  soft  emotions,  from  the  turbulent  stir 
Within  a  heart  fed  with  desires  like  mine. 
To  the  last  comfort  shutting  the  tired  lids 
Of  him  who  sleeps  the  sultry  noon  away 
Beneath  the  tent-tree  by  the  wavstde  well : 
And  this  in  language  as  the  neea  should  be. 
Now  poured  at  once  forth  in  a  burning  flow. 
Now  piled  up  in  a  grand  array  of  woras. 
This  done,  to  perfect  and  consummate  all. 
Even  as  a  lummous  haze  links  star  to  star, 
I  would  supply  all  chasms  with  music,  breathing 
Mysterious  motions  of  the  soul,  no  way 
To  be  defined  save  in  strange  melodies. 
Last,  having  thus  revealed  all  I  could  love. 
Having  received  all  love  bestowed  on  it, 
I  would  die :  preserving  so  throughout  my  courss 
God  full  on  me,  as  I  was  full  on  men  : 
He  would  approve  my  prayer,  **I  have  gone 

througn 
The  loveliness  of  life ;  create  for  me 
If  not  for  men,  or  take  me  to  thyself, 
Eternal,  infinite  love !  " 
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If  thou  hast  ne'er 
Conceived  this  m^hty  aim,  this  full  desire, 
Thon  hast  not  passed  my  tiial,  and  thou  art 
Ko  king  of  mine. 
Par,  Ah  me  I 

Apr,  But  thou  art  here ! 

Thou  didst  not  gaze  like  me  upon  that  end 
'nil  thine  own  powers  for  compassing  the  hliss 
Were  blind  witn  glory  ;  nor  grow  mad  to  grasp 
At  once  the  prize  long  patient  toil  should  daim, 
Nor  spurn  all  granted  short  of  that.    And  I 
Would  do  as  thou,  a  second  time  :  nav,  listen  I 
Knowing  ourselves,  our  world,  our  task  so  great. 
Our  time  so  brief,  't  is  clear  ii  we  refuse 
The  means  so  limited,  the  tools  so  rude 
To  execute  our  purpose,  life  will  fleet. 
And  we  shall  fade,  and  leave  our  task  undone. 
We  will  be  wise  in  time :  what  though  our  work 
Be  fashioned  in  despite  of  their  ill-service,  ^ 
Be  crippled  every  wa^  ?    'T  were  little  praise 
Did  full  resources  wait  on  our  goodwill 
At  every  turn.    Let  all  be  as  it  is.  ^ 
Some  say  the  earth  is  even  so  contrived 
That  tree  and  flower,  a  vesture  g^,  conceal 
A  bare  and  skeleton  framework.  Had  we  means 
Answering  to  our  mind  I    But  now  I  seem 
Wrecked  on  a  savage  isle :  how  rear  thereon 
My  palace?  Branching  palms  the  props  shall  be, 
Fruit  glossy  mingling ;  gems  are  tor  the  East ; 
Who  heeds  them  ?   I  can  pass  them.   Serpents' 

scales. 
And  painted  birds'  down,  furs  and  fishes'  skins 
Must  help  me  ;  and  a  little  here  and  there 
Is  all  I  can  aspire  to  :  still  my  art 
Shall  show  its  birth  was  in  a  ppentler  clime. 
*'*'  Had  I  green  jars  of  malachite,  this  way 
I  'd  range  them:  where  those  sea-shells  glisten 

above. 
Cressets  should  hang,  by  right :  this  wa^  we  set 
The  purple  carpets,  as  these  mats  are  laid. 
Woven  of  fern  and  rush  and  blossoming  flag." 
Or  if,  by  fortune,  some  completer  grace 
Be  spared  to  me,  some  fragment,  some  slight 

sample 
Of  tiie  prouder  workmanship  my  own  home 

bofwtSj 
Some  trifle  little  heeded  there,  but  here 
The  place's  one  perfection  —  with  what  joy 
Would  I  enshrine  the  relic,  cheerfully 
ForMToing  all  the  marvels  out  of  reach  ! 
Could  I  retain  one  strain  of  all  the  psalm 
Of  the  angels,  one  word  of  the  fiat  of  God, 
To  let  my  followers  know  what  such  things  are  I 
I  would  adventure  nobly  for  their  sakes  : 
When  nights  were  still,  and  still  the  moaning  sea, 
And  far  away  I  could  descry  the  land 
Whence  I  departed,  whither  I  return, 
I  would  dispart  the  waves,  and  stand  once  more 
At  home,  and  load  ray  bu*k,  and  hasten  back. 
And  fling  my  gains  to  them,  worthless  or  true. 
**  Friends,"  I  would  say,  '*I  went  far,  far  for 

them, 
Past  the  high  rocks  the  haunt  of  doves,  the 

mounds 
Of  red  earth  from  whose  sides  strange  trees 

grow  out. 
Past  tracts  of  milk-white  minute  blinding  sand. 
Till,  by  a  mighty  moon,  I  tremblingly 


Gathered  these  magic  herbs,  berry  and  bud, 
In  haste,  not  pausing  to  reject  the  weeds, 
But  happv  plucking  them  at  any  price. 
To  me,  who  have  seen  them  bloom  in  their  own 

soil. 
They  are  scarce  lovely:  plait  and  wear  them, 

you! 
And  guess,  from  what  they  are,  the  springs  that 

fed  them. 
The  stars  that  sparkled  o*er  them,  night  by 

night. 
The  snakes  that  travelled  far  to  sip  their  dew  / " 
Thus  for  my  higher  loves ;  and  thus  even  weak- 
ness 
Would  win  me  honor.    But  not  these  alone 
Should  daim  my  care ;  for  common  life,  its  wants 
And  ways,  woiud  I  set  forth  in  beauteous  hues : 
The  lowest  hind  should  not  possess  a  hope, 
A  fear,  but  I  'd  be  by  him,  saying  better 
Than  he  his  own  heart's  languj^pe.    I  would  live 
Forever  in  the  thoughts  I  thus  explored, 
As  a  discoverer's  memory  is  attacned 
To  all  he  finds ;  they  should  be  mine  henceforth. 
Imbued  with  me,  though  free  to  all  before : 
For  clay,  once  cast  into  my  soul's  rich  mine. 
Should  come  up  crusted  o'er  with  gems.    Nor 

this 
Would  need  a  meaner  spirit  than  the  first; 
Nav,  't  would  be  but  the  selfsame  spirit,  clothed 
In  humbler  guise,  but  still  the  selfsame  spirit : 
As  one  spring  wind  unbinds  the  mountain  snow 
And  coniforts  violets  in  their  hermitage. 

But,  master,  poet,  who  hast  done  all  this, 
How  didst  thou  'scape  the  ruin  whelming  me  ? 
Didst  thou,  when  nerving  thee  to  this  attempt. 
Ne'er  range  thy  mind's  extent,  as  some  wiae 

hall. 
Dazzled  by  shapes  that  filled  its  length  with 

light,  ^ 

Shapes  clustered  there  to  rule  thee,  not  obey, 
That  will  not  wait  thy  summons,  will  not  rise 
Singly,  nor  when  thy  practised  eye  and  hand 
Can  well  transfer  their  loveliness,  but  crowd 
B^  thee  forever,  bright  to  thy  drapair  ? 
Didst  thou  ne'er  gaze  on  each  by  turns,  and  ne'er 
Resolve  to  single  out  one,  though  the  rest 
Should  vanish,  and  to  give  that  one,  entire 
In  beauty,  to  the  world  ;  forgetting,  so. 
Its  peers,  whose  number  baffles  mortal  power  ? 
Ana,  this  determined,  wast  thou  ne'er  seduced 
By  memories  and  regrrets  and  passionate  love. 
To  glance  once  more  farewell?  and  did  their 

eyes 
Fasten  thee,  brighter  and  more  bright,  until 
Thou  couldst  but  stagger  back  unto  their  feet, 
And  laugh  that  man's  applause  or  welfare  ever 
Could  tempt  thee  to  forsake  them  ?    Or  when 

years 
Had  passed  and  still  their  love  possessed  thee 

wholly. 
When  from  without  some  murmur  startled  thee 
Of  darkling  mortals  famished  for  one  ray 
Of  thy  so-hoarded  luxury  of  light, 
Didst  thou  ne'er  strive  even  yet  to  break  those 

spells 
And  prove  thou  couldst  recover  and  fulfil 
Thy  early  mission,  long  ago  renounced, 
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And  to  that  end,  aeleet  aome  shape  onoe  more  ? 
And  did  not  raiBt-Iike  influences,  thick  films, 
Faint  memories  of  the  rest  that  charmed  so  long 
Thine  eves,  float  fast,  confuse  thee,  bear  thee 

off, 
As  -whirling  snow-drifts  blind  a  man  who  treads 
A  mountain  ridge,  with  guiding  spear,  through 

storm? 
Say,  though  I  fell,  I  had  excuse  to  fall ; 
Say,  I  was  tempted  sorely  :  say  but  this, 
Dear  lord,  Apnle*8  lord  1 

Par.  Clasp  me  not  thus, 

Aprile !    That  the  truth  should  reach  me  thus  1 
We  are  weak  dost.    Nay,  clasp  not  or  I  faint ! 
Apr,    My  king !  and  envious  thoughts  could 

outrage  tliee  ? 
Lo,  I  forget  my  ruin,  and  rejoice 
In  thy  success,  as  thou !    Let  our  God's  praise 
Go  bravely  through  the  world  at  last !    What 


Through  me  or  thee  ?    I  feel  thy  breath.   Why, 

tears? 
Team  in  the  darkness,  and  from  thee  to  me  ? 
Par,    Love  me  henceforth,  Aprile,  while  I 
learn 
To  love ;  and,  merciful  God,  forgive  us  both  I 
We  wake  at  length  from  weary  dreams;  but 

both 
Have  slept  in  fairy-land :  though  dark  and  drear 
Appears  the  world  before  us,  we  no  less 
Wake  with  our  wrists  and  ankles  jewelled  still. 
I  too  have  sought  to  know  as  thou  to  lovb  — 
Excluding  love  as  thou  refusedst  knowledge. 
Still  thou  hast  beauty  and  I,  power.    We  wake : 
What  penance  canst  devise  for  both  of  us  ? 
Apr,    I  hear  thee  faintly.    The  thick  dark- 
ness !    Even 
Thine  eyes  are  hid.    'T  is  as  1  knew :  I  speak, 
And  now  I  die.    But  I  have  seen  thy  face  I 

0  poet,  think  of  me,  and  sing  of  me  1 
But  to  have  seen  thee  and  to  die  so  soon  I 

Par,    Die  not,  Aprile !    We  most  never  part. 
Are  we  not  halves  of  one  dissevered  world, 
Wiiom  this  strange  chance  unites  once  more? 

Part?  never! 
TUL  thou  the  lover,  know ;  and  I,  the  knower, 
Love  —  until  both  are  saved.    Aprile,  hear  I 
We  will  accept  our  guns,  and  use  them  —  now  I 
God,  he  will  die  upon  my  breaiit  I    Aprile  I 

Apr.    To  speak  but  once,  and  diet  yet  by 
his  side. 
Hush!  hush! 

Ha  I  go  you  ever  girt  about 
With  phantoms,  powers  ?    I  have  created  such. 
But  these  seem  leal  as  I. 

Par.  Whom  can  you  see 

Through  the  accursed  darkness  ? 

Apr.  Stay ;  I  know, 

1  know  them :  who  should  know  them  well  as  I  ? 
White  brows,  lit  up  with  glory ;  poets  all ! 

Par.    I^et  him  out  live,  and  1  have  my  re- 
ward! 
Apr.    Yen;  I  see  now.    God  is  the  perfect 
poet. 
Who  in  his  person  acts  his  own  creations. 
Had  yon  bnt  told  me  this  at  first !    Hush  !  hush  I 
Par,    Live  I   for  my  sake,  because  of  my 
great  sin. 


To  help  my  brain,  oppressed  by  these  wild  words 
And  tneir  deep  import.    Live !  't  is  not  too 

hbte. 
I  have  a  quiet  home  for  us,  and  friends. 
Michal  shall  smile  on  you.    Hear  you?    Lean 

thus. 
And  breathe  my  breath.    I  shall  not  lose  one 

word 
Of  all  your  speech,  one  little  word,  Aprile ! 
Apr,    No,  no.    Crown  me  ?    I  am  not  one  ol 

you! 
*T  is  he,  the  king,  you  seek.    I  am  not  one. 
Par.    Thy  spirit,  at  least,  Aprile  !    Let  m^ 

love. 

I  have  attained,  and  now  I  may  depart. 


III.  PARACELSUS 
Bcim,  Basel :  a  chamber  in  the  house  0/  Pabacilsdi. 

loae. 

Paxjlcbuvs,  Fbtus. 

Par,    Heap  logs  and  let  the  blaze  laugh  out ! 

Fest,  True,  true ! 

'T  is  very  fit  all,  time  and  chance  and  change 
Have  wrought  since  last  we  sat  thus,  face  to 

face 
And  soul  to  sonl  —  all  cares,  far^looking  fears. 
Vague  apprehensions,  all  vain  fancies  bred 
By  your  long  absence,  should  be  cast  away, 
Forgotten  in  this  glad  unhoped  renewal 
Of  our  affections. 

Par,  Oh,  omit  not  aught 

Which  witnesses  your  own  and  Micnal's  own 
Affection :  spare  not  that !    Only  forget 
The  honors  and  the  glories  and  what  not, 
It  pleases  vou  to  tell  profusely  out. 

Fe8t,    Nay,  even  your  honors,  in  a  sense,  I 
waive : 
The  wondrous  Paracelsus,  lifers  dispenser. 
Fate's  commissary,  idol  of  the  schools 
And  courts,  shall  be  no  more  than  Aureole  still. 
Still  Aureole  and  my  friend  as  when  we  parted 
Some  twenty  vears  ago,  and  I  restrained 
As  best  I  could  the  promptings  of  my  spirit 
Which  secretly  advanced  yon,  from  the  first. 
To  the  pre-eminent  rank  which,  since,  your  own 
Adventurous  ardor  nobly  triumphing. 
Has  won  for  yon. 

Par.  Tes,  yes.    And  Michal's  face 

Still  wears  that  quiet  and  peculiar  li^ht 
Like  the  dim  circlet  floating  round  a  pearl  ? 

Fest.    Just  so. 

Par.      And  yet  her  calm  sweet  countenance, 
Though  saintly,  was  not  sad ;  for  she  would  sing 
Alone.     Does  she  still  sing  alone,  bird-like. 
Not  dreaming  you  are  near  ?    Her  carols  dropt 
Li  flakes  through  that  old  leafy  bower  built 

under 
The  sunny  wall  at  Wiirzburg,  from  her  lattice 
Among  the  trees  above,  while  I,  unseen. 
Sat  conning  some  rare  scroll  from  Tritheim's 

shelves^ 
Much  wondering  notes  so  simple  could  divert 
My  mind  from  study.    Those  were  happy  days. 
Respect  all  such  as  sing  when  all  alone  I 
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Fest.    Scaroely  alone :  her  ohildren,  you  may 

Saeas, 
d  beside  her. 
Par.  Ahf  those  ohildren  quite 

Unsettle  the  pore  pictore  in  my  luind : 
A  girl,  she  waa  so  perfect,  so  distinct :  ^ 
No  change,  no  change  1    Not  but  this  added 

eraoe 
May  blend  and  harmonize  with  its  oompeers, 
And  Miohal  may  become  her  motherhood ; 
But 't  is  a  change,  and  I  detest  all  change,  ^ 
And  most  a  change  in  au^ht  I  loved  long  sinoe. 
So,  Michal  —  you  have  said  she  thinks  oi  me  ? 
rest.    O  very  proud  will  Michal  be  of  you  I 
Imagine  how  we  sat,  long  winter^nights. 
Scheming  and  wondering,  shaping  your  pre- 
sumed 
Adventure,  or  devising  its  reward ; 
Shutting  out  fear  with  all  the  strength  of  hope. 
For  it  was  strange  how,  even  when  most  secure 
In  our  domestic  peace,  a  certain  dim 
And  flitting  shade  could  sadden  all ;  it  seemed 
A  restlessness  of  heart,  a  silent  yearning, 
A  sense  of  something  wanting,  incomplete — 
Not  to  be  put  in  wonls,  perhaps  avoiaed 
By  mute  consent  —  but,  said  or  unsaid,  felt 
To  point  to  one  so  loved  and  so  long  lost. 
Ana  then  the  hopes  rose  and  shut  out  the  fears  — 
How  you  would  laugh  should  I  recount  them 

now! 
I  still  predicted  your  return  at  last 


As  well  aware  of  who  would  prove  his  peer. 
Miohal  was  sure  some  woman,  lon(r  ere  this, 
As  beautiful  as  :^ou  were  sage,  had  loved  .  .  . 
Par.    Far-seeiug|  truly,  to  discern  so  much 
In  the  fantastic  projects  and  day-dreams 
Of  a  raw  restless  boy  I 

Fest.  Oh,  no :  the  sunrise 

Well  warranted  our  faith  in  this  f iill  noon  I 
Can  I  forget  the  anxious  voice  which  said, 
**Fe6tus,have  thoughts  like  these  e*er  shaped 

themselves 
In  other  brains  than  mine  ?  have  their  possessors 
Existed  in  lUce  circumstance  ?  were  they  weak 
As  I,  or  ever  constant  fi-om  the  flrst, 
Despising  youth  *s  allurements  and  rejecting 
As  spider-nlms  the  shackles  1  endure  ? 
Is  there  hope  for  me  ?"  —  and  I  answered  gravely 
As  an  acknowledged  elder,  calmer,  wiser, 
More  gifted  mortal.    O  you  must  remember, 
For  au  your  glorious  ... 

Par.  Glorious  ?  ay,  this  hair, 

These  hands  —  nay,  touch  them,  they  are  mine ! 

Recall 
With  aU  the  said  recallings,  times  when  thus 
To  lay  them  by  your  own  neW  turned  you  pale 
As  now.    Most  glorious,  are  they  not  ? 

Fest.  Why  — why— 

Something  must  be  subtracted  from  success 
So  wide,  no  doubt.    He  would  be  scrupulous, 

truly. 
Who  shoula  object  such  drawbacks.    Still,  still, 

Aureole, 
Yon  are  chan^,  very  changed  I    ^T  were  los- 
ing nothing 


To  look  well  to  it :  yon  must  not  be  stolen 
From  Ihe  enjoyment  of  your  well-won  meed. 

Par,   My  friend  I  you  seek  my  pleasure,  past 
a  doubt ; 
Tou  will  best  gain  your  point,  by  talking,  not 
Of  me,  but  of  yourself. 

Fest,  ^  Have  I  not  said 

All  touching  Michal  and  my  children  ?    Sure 
You  know,  by  this,  full  wellhow  Aemichen  looks 
Gravely,  while  one  disparts  her  thick  brown  hair; 
And  Aureole^s  glee  when  some  stray  gannet 

builds 
Amid  the  birch-trees  by  the  lake.    Small  hope 
Have  I  that  he  will  honor  (the  wild  imp) 
His  namesake.    Sigh  not  I  't  is  too  much  to  ask 
That  all  we  love  should  reach  the  same  proud 

fate. 
But  you  are  very  kind  to  humor  me 
By  snowing  interest  in  my  quiet  life ; 
You,  who  of  old  could  never  tame  yoaiself 
To  tranquil  pleasures,  must  at  heart  despise  .  . 

Par.    Festus,  strange  secrets  are  let  out  by 
death 
Who  blabs  so  oft  the  follies  of  this  world: 
And  I  am  death's  familiar,  as  you  know. 
I  helped  a  man  to  die,  some  few  weeks  since, 
Warped  even  from  his  go-cart  to  one  end  — 
The  living  on  princes*  smiles,  reflected  from 
A  mighty  herd  of  favorites.    No  mean  trick 
He  left  untried,  and  truly  well-ni^h  wormed 
All  traces  of  God's  finger  out  of  him : 
Then  died,  grown  old.  And  just  an  hour  before, 
Having  lain  long  with  blank  and  soulless  eyes, 
He  sat  up  suddenly,  and  with  natural  voice 
Said  that  in  spite  of  thick  air  and  closed  doors 
God  told  him  it  was  June ;  and  he  knew  well, 
Without  such  teUing,  hu«bells  grew  in  June  ; 
And  all  that  kings  could  ever  give  or  take 
Would  not  be  precious  as  those  blooms  to  him. 
Just  so,  allowing  I  am  passing  sage. 
It  seems  to  me  much  worthier  a^foment 
Why  pansies,^  eyes  that  laugh,  bear  beauty*s 

prize 
From  violets,  eyes  that  dream  —  (your  Bfichal's 

choice)  — 
Than  all  fools  find  to  wonder  at  in  me 
Or  in  my  fortunes.    And  be  very  sure 
I  say  this  from  no  prurient  restlessness. 
No  self-complacency,  itching  to  turn. 
Vary  and  view  its  pleasure  ircMU  all  points. 
And,  in  this  instance,  willing  other  men 
May  be  at  pains,  demonstrate  to  itself 
The  realness  of  the  very  joy  it  tastes. 
What  should  delight  me  Uke  the  news  of  friends 
Whose  memories  were  a  solace  to  me  oft. 
As  mountain-baths  to  wild  fowls  in  their  flight  ? 
Of ter  than  you  had  wasted  thought  on  me 
Had  you  been  wiew,  and  rightly  valued  bUss. 
But  there 's  no  taming  nor  repressing  hearts : 
God  knows  I  need  such !  — So,  you  heard  me 
speak? 

Fest.    Speak?  when? 

Par,       W  hen  but  this  morning  at  my  class  ? 
There  was  noise  and  crowd  enough.    I  saw  yon 

not. 
Surely  you  know  I  am  engaged  to  fill 

^  CitriiralA  (flstnmqls)  heiba  Paivcelso  multum  ftunll 
iaria.  —  Doui. 
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The  chair  here?  —that  *t  is  part  of  my  prond 

fate 
To  lecture  to  as  many  thiok-ektilled  youtha 
As  pleaae,  each  day,  to  throng*  the  theatre, 
To  my  great  repatataon,  and  no  amall 
Daofcer  of  BaeeVe  benches  louflr  unneed 
To  crack  beneath  anch  honor  ? 

Fert.  I  waa  there  ; 

I  minf^led  with  the  throng:  shall  I  avow 
Small  care  was  mine  to  listen  ?  —  too  intent 
On  iFatherinxf  from  the  nmrmnrs  of  the  crowd 
A  full  corroboration  of  my  hopes ! 
What  can  I  learn  about  your  powers  ?  but  they 
Know,  care  for  naught  berond  your  actual  state, 
Your  actual  value ;  yet  they  worahip  yon, 
Tliose  various  natures  whom  yon  sway  as  one ! 
Bnt  ere  I  go,  be  sure  1  shall  attend  .  .  . 
Par.  Stop,  o*  Gk>d's  name :  the  thing  *s  by  no 

means  vet 
Past  remedy  I   Shall  I  read  this  moming*s  labor 

—  At  least  m  substance  ?   Naught  so  worth  the 

gaining 
Aa  aa  apt  scholar  I    Thus  then,  with  all  due 
Precision  and  emphasis  —  yon,  beside,  are  dearly 
Guiltless  of  understanding  more,  a  whit, 
Hie  sabiect  than  your  stool  —  allowed  to  be 
A  notable  advantage. 

FeMt.  Surely,  Aureole, 

Yon  langh  at  me ! 

Par,  I  langh  ?    Ha,  ha  I  thank  heaven, 

I  charge  you,  if  't  be  so  I  for  I  forget 
Mnch,  and  what  laughter  should  oe  like.    No 

less, 
However,  I  forego  that  luxury 
Since  it  alarms  tne  friend  who  brings  it  back. 
True,  laughter  like  my  own  must  echo  strangely 
To  thinking  men  ;  a  smile  were  better  far ; 
So,  make  me  smile !    If  the  exulting  look 
Yon  wore  but  now  be  smiling*,  't  is  so  lofog 
Smce  1  have  smiled!    Alas,  such  smifes  are 

bom 
Alone  of  hearts  like  yours,  or  herdsmen's  souls 
Of  ancient  time,  whose  eyes,  calm  as  their  flocks, 
Saw  in  the  stars  mere  gamishry  of  heaven, 
And  in  the  earth  a  stage  for  altars  only. 
Never  change,  Festus :  I  say,  never  change  f 

Feti,  My  God,  if  he  be  wretched  after  aU ! 

Par.  When  last  we  iMOted,  Festus,  yon  de- 
clared, 

—  Or  Miohal,  yes,  her  soft  lipe  whispered  words 
I  have  preserved.    She  told  me  she  believed 

I  should  succeed  ( meaning,  that  in  the  search 
I  then  engaged  in,  I  should  meet  success ) 
And  yet  be  wretched :  now,  she  angured  false. 

Ftst.  Thank  heaven !  but  you  spoke  strangely : 
could  I  venture 
To  think  bare  apprehension  lest  your  friend. 
Dazzled  by  your  resplendent  course,  might  And 
Hencefortn  less  sweetness  in  his  own.  could  move 
Such  earnest  mood  in  yon?    Fear  not,  dear 

friend. 
That  I  shall  leave  yon,  inwardly  repining 
Your  lot  was  not  my  own  1 

Par.  And  this  forever  I 

Forever  I  gull  who  may,  they  will  be  gulled  ! 
Thev  win  not  look  nor  think  ;  't  is  nothing  new 
In  them  :  bnt  surely  he  is  not  of  them ! 
My  Festus,  do  yon  know,  I  reckoned,  yon  — 


Though  all  bedde  were  laad-blind  —  yon,  my 

friend. 
Would  look  at  me,  once  dose,  with  piercing  eye 
Untroubled  by  the  false  gli^e  that  confounds 
A  weaker  vision :  would  remain  serene, 
Though  singular  amid  a  gaping  throng. 
I  feared  you,  or  I  had  come,  sure,  long  ere  this. 
To  Einsiedeln.    Well,  error  has  no  end. 
And  KhaaiB  is  a  sage,  and  Basel  boasts 
A  tribe  of  wits,  ana  I  am  wise  and  blest 
Past  all  dispute  I    'T  is  vain  to  fret  at  it. 
I  have  vowed  long  ago  my  worshippers 
Shall  owe  to  thdr  own  deep  sagacity 
All  further  information,  good  or  bad. 
Small  risk  indeed  my  reputation  runs. 
Unless  perohance  the  glance  now  searohinff  me 
Be  fixed  much  longer  ;  for  it  seems  to  speU 
Dimly  the  characters  a  simpler  man 
Might  read  distinct  enooffh.    Old  eastern  books 
Say,  the  fallen  prinoe  of  morning  soma  short 

space 
Remained  unchanged  in  semblance;  nay,  his 

brow 
Was  hned  with  triumph :  every  spirit  then 
PraisiMT,  hi$  heart  on  flame  the  wnile :  —  a  tale  I 
Well,  Festus,  what  discover  yon,  I  pray  ? 
Fett.  Some  foul  deed  sallies  then  a  life  which 
else 
Were  raised  supreme  ? 

Par.  Good :  I  do  well,  most  well  I 

Why  strive  to  make  men  hear,  fed,  fret  them- 
selves 
With  what  is  pMt  their  power  to  comprehend  ? 
I  should  not  strive  now  :  only,  having  nursed 
The  faint  surmise  that  one  yet  walked  the  earth. 
One,  at  least,  not  the  utter  fool  of  show. 
Not  absolutely  formed  to  be  the  dupe 
Of  shallow  plausibilities  alone : 
One  who,  in  youth,  found  wise  enough  to  choose 
The  happiness  his  riper  years  approve. 
Was  yet  so  anxious  tor  another's  sake. 
That,  ere  his  friend  could  rush  upon  a  mad 
And  ruinous  course,  the  converse  of  his  own, 
His  gentle  spirit  essayed,  prejudged  for  him 
The  perilous  path,  foresaw  its  destiny. 
And  warned  tne  weak  one  in  such  tender  words. 
Such  accents  —  his  whole  heart  in  every  tone  — 
That  oft  their  memory  comforted  that  friend 
When  it  by  right  should  have  increased  despair : 
—  Having:  believed,  I  say,  that  this  one  man 
Could  never  lose  the  light  thus  from  the  first 
His  portion  —  how  should  I  refuse  to  grieve 
At  even  my  pain  if  it  disturb  our  old 
Relation,  if  it  make  me  out  more  wise  ? 
Therefore,  once  more  reminding  him  how  well 
He  prophesied,  I  note  the  single  flaw 
That  spoils  his  prophet's  title.    In  plain  words. 
You  were   deceived,  and  thus  were  yon  de- 
ceived — 
I  have  not  been  successful,  and  yet  am 
Most  miserable ;  'tis  said  at  last ;  nor  you 
Give  credit,  lest  yon  force  me  to  conceae 
That  common  sense  yet  lives  upon  the  world  I 
Fest.    You  surdy  do  not  mean  to  banter  me  ? 
Par.    You  know,  or  —  if  you  have  been  wise 
enough 
To  deanse  your  memory  of  such  matters  — 
knew, 
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As  far  as  words  of  mine  ooald  make  it  clear, 
That 't  was  my  purpose  to  find  ioy  or  grief 
Solely  in  the  f  uliilment  of  my  plan 
Or  plot  or  whatsoever  it  was ;  rejoicing^ 
Alone  as  it  proceeded  oroaperously. 
Sorrowing  tnen  only  wnen  mischance  retarded 
Its  progress.  That  was  in  those  Wiirzbiiix  days ! 
Not  to  prolong  a  theme  I  thoroughly  hate, 
I  have  pursued  this  plan  with  all  my  strength  ; 
And  having  failed  therein  most  signally, 
Cannot  object  to  ruin  utter  and  drear 
As  all-excelling  would  have  been  the  prize 
Had  fortune  favored  me.    I  scarce  have  right 
To  vex  your  frank  good  spirit  late  so  glad 
In  my  supposed  prosperity,  I  know, 
And,  were  I  lucky  in  a  glut  of  friends. 
Would  well  agree  to  let  vour  error  live. 
Nay,  strengthen  it  with  tables  of  success. 
But  mine  is  no  condition  to  refuse 
The  transient  solace  of  so  rare  a  godsend. 
My  solitarv  luxury,  my  one  friend  : 
Aocordinjjply  I  venture  to  put  off 
The  wearisome  vest  of  falsehood  galling  me, 
Secure  when  he  is  by.    I  lay  me  bare. 
Prone  at  his  mercy  —  but  he  is  my  friend  I 
Not  that  he  needs  retain  his  aspect  grave  ; 
That  answers  not  my  purpose  ;  for  t  is  like. 
Some  sunny  morning  —  Basel  being  drained 
Of  its  wise  pofiulation,  every  corner 
Of  the  amphitheatre  crammed  witli  learned 

clerks, 
Here  (Ecolampadius,  looking  worlds  of  wit. 
Here  Castellanus,  as  profound  as  he, 
Munsterus  here,  Frobenius  there,  all  squeezed 
And  staring,  —  that  the  zany  of  the  show. 
Even  Paracelsus,  shall  put  off  before  them 
His  trappings  with  a  grace  but  seldom  judged 
Expedient  in  such  oases :  —  the  grim  sinile 
That  will  go  round  I    Is  it  not  therefore  best 
To  venture  a  rehearsal  like  the  present 
In  a  small  way  ?    Where  are  the  signs  I  seek, 
The  first-fruits  and  fair  sample  of  the  scorn 
Due  to  all  quacks  ?    Why,  this  will  never  do ! 
Fest.    These  are  foul  vapors.  Aureole ;  naught 

beside  I 
The  effect  of  watching,  stud:^,  weariness.  ^ 
Were  there  a  spark  of  truth  in  the  confusion 
Of  these  wild  words,  you  would  not  outrage  thus 
Tonr  youth's  companion.    I  shall  ne^er  regard 
These  wanderings,  bred  of  faintness  and  mnch 

study. 
^T  is  not  thus  you  would  trust  a  trouble  to  me, 
To  Michal's  friend. 

Par.  I  have  said  it,  dearest  Festus  I 

For  the  manner,  ^t  is  ungracious  probably  ; 
Ton  mav  have  it  told  in  broken  sobs,  one  day. 
And  scalding  tears,  ere  long :  but  I  thought  best 
To  keep  that  off  as  long  as  possible. 
Doyou  wonder  still  ? 

Fest,  No  ;  it  must  oft  fall  out 

That  one  whose  labor  perfects  any  work. 
Shall  rise  from  it  with  eye  so  worn  that  he 
Of  all  men  least  can  measure  the  extent 
Of  what  he  has  accomjj^lished.    He  alone 
\Vho,  nothing  tasked,  is  nothing  weary  too. 
May  clearly  scan  the  little  he  effects : 
But  we,  the  bystanders,  untouched  by  toil, 
Estimate  each  aright. 


Par,  This  worthy  Festus 

Is  one  of  them,  at  last !    'T  is  so  with  all ! 
First,  they  set  down  all  progress  as  a  dream  ; 
And  next,  when  he  whose  auick  discomfiture 
Was  counted  on,  acoomplisnes  some  few 
And  doubtful  steps  in  his  career,  —  behold. 
They  look  for  every  inch  of  ground  to  vanish 
Beneath  his  tread,  so  sure  they  spy  success  I 

J^e^.    Few  doubtful  steps?  when  death  re- 
tires before 
Tour  presence  —  when  the  noblest  of  mankind. 
Broken  in  body  or  subdued  in  soul. 
May  through  your  skill  renew  their  vigor,  raise 
The  shattered  frame  to  pristine  stateliness  ? 
When  men  in  racking  pam  may  purchase  dreams 
Of  what  delights  them  most,  swooning  at  once 
Into  a  sea  of  bliss  or  rapt  along 
As  in  a  flying  sphere  of  turbulent  light  ? 
When  we  may  look  to  you  as  one  oi^ined 
To  free  the  flesh  from  fell  disease,  as  frees 
Our  Luther^s  burning  tongue  the  fettered  soul  7 
When  .  .  . 

Par.     When  and  where,  the  devil,  did  you  get 
This  notable  news  ? 

Fesl.  Even  from  the  common  voice ; 

From  those  whose  envy,  daring  not  dispute 
The  wonders  it  decries,  attributes  them 
To  magic  and  such  folly. 

Par.  Folly?    Why  not 

To  magic,  pray  ?    Tou  find  a  comfort  doubtless 
In  holding,  God  ne'er  troubles  him  about 
Us  or  our  aoings :  once  we  were  judged  worth 
The  devil's  tempting  .  .  .  I  offend:  forgive  me. 
And  rest  content,     i  our  prophecy  on  the  whole 
Was  fair  enough  as  prophesyings  go ; 
At  fault  a  little  in  detail,  but  quite 
Precise  enough  in  the  main  ;  and  hereupon 
Ipay  due  honutfe :  you  guessed  long  ago 
(The  prophet  I)  I  should  »il  —  and  I  have  failed. 

Fest,    You  mean  to  tell  me,  then,  the  hopes 
which  fed 
Your  youth  have  not  been  realized  as  yet  ? 
Some  obstacle  has  barred  them  hitherto  ? 
Or  that  their  innate  .  .  . 

Par.  As  I  said  but  now. 

Yon  have  a  very  decent  prophet's  fame. 
So  you  but  shun  details  here.    Little  matter 
Whether  those  hopes  were  mad,  —  the  aimr 

they  sought, 
Safe  and  secure  from  all  ambitious  fools ; 
Or  whether  my  weak  wits  are  overcome 
By  what  a  better  spirit  would  scorn  :  I  fail. 
And  now  methiuks  'twere  best  to  change  a 

theme 
I  am  a  sad  fool  to  have  stumbled  on. 
I  say  confusedly  what  comes  uppermost ; 
But  there  are  tiroes  when  patience  proves  at 

fault. 
As  now  :  this  morning's  strange  encounter  —  vou 
Beside  me  once  again  I  ^ou,  whom  I  guessed 
Alive,  since  hitherto  (with  Luther's  leave) 
No  friend  have  I  among  the  saints  at  peace. 
To  judge  by  any  good  their  prayers  effect. 
I  knew  yon  wouldhave  helped  me  —  why  not  he. 
My  Btruige  competitor  in  enterprise. 
Bound  for  the  same  end  by  another  path. 
Arrived,  or  ill  or  well,  before  the  time. 
At  our  disastrous  journey's  doubtful  cI<ih*'  ? 
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How  goes  it  with  Aprile  ?    Ah,  they  mias 

Your  lone  sad  sunny  idleness  of  heaven, 

Oar  martyrs  for  the  world's  sake  ;  heaven  shuts 

fast: 
The  poor  mad  poet  is  howlini?  by  this  time  I 
Since  yon  are  my  sole  friend  then,  here  or  there, 
I  oonld  not  quite  repress  the  varied  feelings 
This  meeting  wakens ;  they  have  had  their  rent, 
And  now  fonret  them.    Do  the  rear-mioe  still 
Hang  like  a  fretwork  on  the  gate  (or  what 
In  my  time  was  a  gate)  fronting  the  ruad 
From  Einsiedeln  to  Lachen  ? 

Fest.  Trifle  not: 

Answer  me,  for  my  sake  alone  !    You  smiled 
Just  now,  when  I  supposed  some  deed,  unworthy 
Yourself,  might  blot  the  else  so  bright  result ; 
Yet  if  y^onr  motives  haye  continued  pure, 
Your  will  unfaltering,  and  in  spite  of  this. 
You  haye  ezperienoed  a  defeat,  why  then 
I  say  not  yon  would  cheerfully  withdraw 
Frcnn  oontest  —  mortal  hearts  are  not  so  fash- 
ioned— 
Bat  surely  you  would  nevertheless  withdraw. 
You  sought  not  fame  nor  gain  nor  even  love, 
No  end  distinct  from  knowledge,  —  I  repeat 
Youryery  words  :  onoe  satisfied  that  knowledge 
Is  a  mere  dream,  you  would  announce  as  much, 
Yourself  the  first.    But  how  is  the  event  ? 
You  are  defeated  —  and  I  find  you  here ! 
Par.    As  though  *'  here  '*  did  not  signify  de> 
feat! 
I  spoke  not  of  my  little  labors  here. 
But  of  the  break-down  of  my  general  lums : 
For  you,  aware  of  their  extent  and  scope. 
To  look  on  these  sage  lecturings,  approved 
By  beardless  boys,  and  bearded  dotards  worse, 
As  a  fit  consummation  of  such  aims. 
Is  worthy  notice.    A  professorship 
At  Basel  I    Since  you  see  so  much  in  it. 
And  think  my  life  was  reasonably  drained 
Of  life's  delights  to  render  me  a  match 
For  duties  arduous  as  such  post  demands,  — 
Be  it  far  from  me  to  deny  my  power 
To  fill  the  petty  circle  lotted  out 
Of  infinite  space,  or  justify  the  host 
Of  honors  thence  accruing.    So,  take  notice. 
This  jewel  dangling  from  my  neck  preserves 
The  features  of  a  prince,  raj  skill  restored 
To  planie  his  people  some  few  years  to  come : 
Ana  all  through  a  pure  whim.    He  had  eased 

the  earth 
For  me,  but  that  the  droll  despair  which  seized 
The  vermin  of  his  household,  tickled  me. 
I  came  to  see.    Here  drivelled  the  physician, 
Whose  most  infallible  nostrum  was  at  fault ; 
There  quaked  the  astrologer,  whose  horoscope 
Had  promised  him  interminable  yean : 
Here  a  monk  fumbled  at  the  sick  man's  month 
With  some  undoubted  relic — a  sudary 
Of  die  Virghi ;  while  another  piebald  knave 
Of  the  same  brotherhood  (he  loved  them  ever) 
Was  actively  iireparing  'neath  his  nose 
Such  a  siiffumigation  as,  once  fired, 
Had  stunk  the  patient  dead  ere  he  could  groan. 
I  cursed  the  doctor  and  upset  the  brother. 
Brushed  past  the  conjurer,  vowed  that  the  first 

gust 
Of  stench  from  the  ingredients  just  alight 


Would  raise  a  cross-gnuned  devil  in  my  sword, 
Not  easily  laid  :  and  ere  an  hour  the  prince 
•Slept  as  he  never  slept  since  prince  he  was. 
A  day  —  and  I  was  posting  for  my  life, 
Placftfded  throiwh  the  town  as  one  whose  spite 
Had  near  availed  to  stop  the  blessed  effects 
Of  the  doctor's  nostrum  which,  well  seconded 
By  the  sudary,  and  most  by  the  costly  smoke  — 
Not  leaving  out  the  strenuous  prayers  sent  up 
Hard  by  in  the  abbey^  —  raised  the  prince  to  life : 
To  the  great  reputation  of  the  seer 
Who,  confident,  expected  all  along 
The  glad  event  —  tiie  doctor's  recompense  -- 
Much  largess  from  his  highness  to  the  monks  -  • 
And  the  vast  solace  of  his  loving  people, 
Whose  general  satisfaction  to  increase, 
The  prince  was  pleased  no  longer  to  defer 
The  burning  of  some  dozen  heretics 
Remanded  tiU  God's  mercy  should  be  shown 
Touching  his  aokness :  last  of  all  were  joined 
Ample  curectioiis  to  all  loval  folk 
To  swell  the  complement  bv  seizing  roe 
Who  — doubtless  some  rank  sorcerer — endeav- 
ored 
To  thwart  these  pious  offices,  obstruct 
The  prince's  cure,  and  frustrate  heaven  by  help 
Of  certain  devils  dwelling  in  his  sword. 
By  luck,  the  i>rince  in  his  first  fit  of  thanks 
Had  forced  this  bauble  on  me  as  an  earnest 
Of  further  favors.    This  one  case  may  serve 
To  give  sufficient  taste  of  many  such, 
So,  let  them  pass.    Those  shelves  support  a  pile 
Of  patents,  licenses,  diplomas,  titles 
From  Germany,  France,  Spain,  and  Italy  ; 
They  authorize  some  honor ;  ne'ertheless, 
I  set  more  store  by  this  Erasmus  sent ; 
He  trusts  me ;  our  Frobenius  is  his  friend. 
And  him  **  I  raised  "  (nay,  read  it)  **  from  the 

dead." 
I  weary  yoa,  I  see.    I  merely  sought 
To  show,  there 's  no  great  wonder  after  all 
That,  while  I  fill  the  class-room  and  attract 
A  crowd  to  Basel,  I  get  leave  to  stay. 
And  therefore  need  not  scruple  to  accept 
The  utmost  they  can  offer,  it  I  please : 
For  *t  is  but  right  the  world  should  be  prepared 
To  treat  with  favor  e'en  fantastic  wants 
Of  one  like  me,  used  up  in  serving  her. 
Just  as  the  mortal,  whom  the  gods  in  part 
Devoured,  received  in  place  of  his  lost  limb 
Some  virtue  or  other — cured  disease,  I  think ; 
You  mind  the  fables  we  have  read  together. 

Feat.    You  do  not  think  I  comprehend  a  word. 
The  time  was.  Aureole,  you  were  apt  enough 
To    clothe  the   airiest    thoughts  in    specious 

breath ; 
But  surely  yon  must  feel  how  vague  and  strange 
These  speeches  sound. 

Par,  Well,  then  :  you  know  my  hop«>« ; 

I  am  assured,  at  length,  those  hopes  were  vain  ; 
That  truth  is  inst  as  far  from  me  as  ever ; 
That  I  have  thrown  my  life  awav  ;  that  sorrow 
On  that  account  is  idle,  and  further  effort 
To  mend  and  patch  what 's  marred  beyond  re- 
pairing. 
As  useless :  and  all  this  was  taught  your  friend 
Bv  the  convincing  good  old-fashioned  method 
Of  force  —  by  sheer  compulsion.    Is  that  plain  ? 
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Fest,    Daar  Auxeole,  can  it  be  mj  feaxs  were 

just? 
God  Mrilk  not  .  .  . 

Par,  Now,  'tis  this  I  most  admire  — 

The  constant  talk  men  of  yonr  stamp  keep  up 
Of  God^s  will,  as  they  style  it ;  one  would  swear 
Man  had  but  merely  to  uplift  his  eye. 
And  see  the  will  in  question  charactered 
On  the  heaven 's  vault.    *T  is  hardly  wise  to  moot 
8uch  topics :  doubts  are  many  and  faith  is  weak. 
I  know  as  much  of  any  will  of  Qod 
As  knows  some  dumb  and  tortured  brute  what 

Man, 
His  stem  lord,  wills  from  the  perplexingr  blows 
That  phkgue  him  every  way ;    out  there,  of 

course, 
Wliere  least  he  suffers,  longest  he  remains — 
My  eas  .• ;  and  for  such  reasons  I  plod  on, 
•Siibdu<^  but  not  convinced.    I  know  as  little 
Why  I  deserve  to  fail,  as  why  I  hoped 
Better  things  in  my  youth.    I  simply  know 
I  am  no  master  here,  but  trained  and  beaten 
into  the  path  I  tread  ;  and  here  I  stay, 
Until  some  f  iirther  intimation  reach  me. 
Like  an  obedient  drudge.    Though  I  prefer 
To  view  the  whole  thing  as  a  task  imposed 
VVhich,  whether  dull  or  pleasant,  must  oe  done  — 
Yet,  I  deny  not,  there  is  made  provision 
Of  joys  wmch  tastes  leas  jaded  might  affect ; 
Nay,  some  which  please  me  too,  for  all  my 

pride  — 
Pleasures  that  once  were  pains :  the  iron  ring 
Festering  about  a  slaveys  neck  grows  at  length 
Into  the  flesh  it  eats.     I  hate  no  longer 
A  host  of  netty  vile  delights,  undreamed  of 
ih  spumea  before ;  sudi  now  supply  the  pbioe 
Of  my  dead  ums :  as  in  the  autumn  wooos 
Where  tall  trees  used  to  flourish,  from  their 

roots 
Sorings  up  a  fungous  brood  sickly  and  pale, 
Cnill  mnsnrooins  colored  like  a  corpse's  cheek. 
Fe9t.    If  I  interpret  well  your  words,  I  own 
It  troubles  me  but  little  that  yonr  aims. 
Vast  in  their  dawning  and  most  likely  grown 
Extravagantly  since,  have  baffled  you. 
Perchance  I  am  glad ;  vou  merit  greater  praise ; 
Because  thev  are  too  glorious  t-o  be  gained, 
Tou  do  not  blindly  cUng  to  them  and  die ; 
You  fell,  but  have  not  sullenly  refused 
To  rise,  because  an  angel  worsted  you 
In  wrestling,  though  tne  world  holds  not  your 

peer; 
And  though  too  harsh  and  sndden  is  the  change 
To  yield  content  as  yet,  still  yon  pursue 
The  ungracious  path  as  though  't  were  rosy- 
strewn. 
'T  is  well :  and  your  reward,  or  soon  or  late. 
Will  come  from  him  whom  no  man  serves  in 

vain. 
Par,    Ah,  very  fine  1    For  my  part,  I  conceive 
The  very  pausing  from  all  further  toil, 
Which  you  find  heinous,  would  become  a  seal 
To  the  sincerity  of  aU  mv  deeds. 
To  be  consistent  I  should  die  at  once ; 
I  calculated  on  no  after-life  ; 
Yet  (how  crept  in,  how  fostered,  I  know  not) 
Here  am  I  with  as  passionate  regret 
For  youth  and  healtn  and  love  so  vainly  lavished. 


As  if  their  preservation  had  been  first 

And  foremost  in  my  thoughts ;  and  this  strange 

fact 
Humbled  me  wondrously,  and  had  due  force 
In  rendering  me  the  less  averse  to  ft^ow 
A  certain  counsel,  a  mysterious  warning — 
You  will  not  understand  —  but 't  was  a  man 
With  aims  not  mine  and  yet  pursued  like  mine 
With  the  same  fervor  and  no  more  success, 
Perishii^  in  my  sight ;  who  summoned  me, 
As  I  would  shun  the  ghastly  fate  I  saw. 
To  serve  mv  race  at  once ;  to  wait  no  longei 
That  Qod  should  interfere  in  my  behalf. 
But  to  distrust  myself,  put  pride  away. 
And  give  my  gains,  iro]^rfect  as  the^^  were. 
To  men.    I  have  not  leisure  to  ezpUun 
How,  since,  a  singular  series  of  events 
Has  raised  me  to  the  station  you  behold. 
Wherein  I  seem  to  turn  to  most  account 
The  mere  wreck  of  the  past,  — perhaps  reoeive 
Some  feeble  glimmering  token  that  Gtod  views 
And  mav  approve  my  penance  :  therefore  here 
You  fina  me,  doing  most  good  or  least  harm. 
And  if  folks  wonder  much  and  profit  little 
'T  is  not  my  fault ;  only,  I  shall  reioioe 
When  my  part  in  the  farce  is  shuffled  through. 
And  the  curtain  falls :  I  must  hold  out  till  then* 

Fext,    Till  when,  dear  Aureole  ? 

Par.  Till  I  'm  fairly  thrust 

From  my  proud  eminence.    Fortime  is  fickle 
And  even  professors  fall :  should  that  arrive, 
I  see  no  sin  in  ceding  to  my  bent. 
You  little  fancy  what  rude  shocks  apprise  us 
We  sin ;  God's  intimations  rather  ful 
In  clearness  than  in  energy  :  't  were  well 
Did  they  but  indicate  tlie  course  to  take 
Like  that  to  be  forsaken.    I  would  fain 
Be  spared  a  further  sample.    Here  J  stand. 
And  here  I  stay,  be  sure,  till  forced  to  flit. 

Fest.    Be  you  but  firm  on  that  head!  long 
ere  then 
All  I  expect  will  come  to  pass,  I  trust : 
The  cloud  that  wraps  vou  will  have  disappeared. 
Meantime,  I  see  small  chance  of  such  event  : 
They  praise  you  here  as  one  whose  lore,  already 
Divulged,  eclipses  all  the  past  can  show. 
But  whose  achievements,  marvellons  as  they  be. 
Are  faint  anticipations  of  a  glorv 
About  to  be  revealed.    When  Basel's  crowds 
Diamias  their  teacher,  I  shall  be  content 
That  he  depart. 

Par,  This  favor  at  their  liands 

I  look  for  earlier  than  your  view  of  things 
Would  warrant.    Of  tlie  crowd  you  saw  to-day. 
Remove  the  full  half  sheer  amazement  draws. 
Mere  novelty,  naught  else  ;  and  next,  the  tribe 
Whose  innate  blockish  dnlness  just  perceives 
That  unless  miracles  (as  seem  mv  works) 
Be  wrought  in  their  behalf,  their  chance  is 

sli^t 
To  puzzle  the  devil ;  next,  the  numerous  set 
Who  bitterly  hate  established  schools,  and  help 
The  teacher  that  oppugns  them,  till  he  once 
Have   phmted   his   own  doctrine,   when   the 

teacher 
May  reckon  on  their  rancor  in  his  turn ; 
Take,  too,  the  sprinkling  of  sagacious  knaves 
Whose  onnning  runs  not  counter  to  the  vogue 
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Bat  seeks,  by  flattery  aiid  oi«f  ty  mining, 
To  force  iny  ayBtem  to  a  premature 
Short-lived  development.    Whv  swell  the  list  ? 
Each  has  hu  end  to  aerve,  and  his  best  way 
Of  serving  it :  remove  all  these,  remains 
A  scantling,  a  poor  dozen  at  the  best. 
Worthy  to  look  for  sympathy  and  service, 
And  likely  to  draw  proht  from  my  pains. 

Ftst.    Tis   no   encouraging   picture:    still 
these  few 
Redeem   their  fellows.     Once  the  germ   im- 
planted. 
Its  growth,  if  slow,  is  sure. 

Far.  .    God  ^rant  it  so  1 

I  would  make  some  amends :  but  if  I  fail. 
The  luckless  rogues  have  this  excuse  to  urge. 
That  much  is  in  my  method  and  my  manner. 
My  uncouth  habits,  my  impatient  spirit, 
Which  hinders  of  reception  and  result 
My  doctrine :  much  to  say,  small  skill  to  speak  I 
These  old  aims  suffered  not  a  looking-off 
Though  for  an  instant ;  therefore,  omy  when 
I  thus  renouncd  them  and  resolved  to  reap 
8ome  present  fruit  —  to  teach  mankind  some 

truth 
So  dearly  purchased  —only  then  I  found 
Such  teaiBhing  was  an  art  requiring  cares 
And  qualities  peculiar  to  itself : 
That  to  possess  was  one  thing  —  to  display 
Another.    With  renown  first  in  my  thoughts, 
Or  popular  praise,  I  had  soon  discovered  it : 
One  grows  but  little  ant  to  learn  these  things. 

Fest.    If  it  be  so,  wnich  nowise  I  believe, 
There  needs  no  waiting  fuller  dispensation 
To  leave  a  labor  of  so  little  use. 
Why  not  throw  up  the  irksome  charge  at  once  ? 

Par,    A  task,  a  task ! 

But  wherefore  hide  the  whole 
Extent  of  degradation  once  engaged 
111  the  confessing  vein  ?    Despite  of  all 
My  fine  talk  of  obedience  and  repugnance. 
Docility  and  what  not,  *tis  yet  to  learn 
If  when  the^  task  shall  really  be  performed, 
My  inclination  free  to  choose  once  more, 
I  shall  do  aught  but  slightly  modify 
The  nature  m.  the  hated  task  I  quit. 
In  plain  words,  I  am  spoiled ;  my  life  still  tends 
As  first  it  tended ;  I  am  broken  and  trained 
To  my  old  habits :  they  are  part  of  me. 
I  know,  and  none  so  well,  my  darling  ends 
Are  proved  impossible :  no  less,  no  less, 
Even  now  what  humors  roe,  fond  fool,  as  when 
Their  faint  ghosts  sit  with  me  and  flatter  me 
And  send  me  back  content  to  my  dull  round  ? 
How  can  I  ehani^e  this  soul  ?  —  this  apparatus 
Constructed  sul^^ly  for  their  purposes. 
So  weU  adapted  to  their  every  want. 
To  search  out  and  discover,  prove  and  perfect ; 
This  intricate  machine  whose  most  minute 
And  meanest  motions  have  their  cluain  to  me 
Though  to  none  else  —  an  aptitude  I  seize. 
An  object  I  perceive,  a  use,  a  meaning, 
A  prmierty,  a  fitness,  I  explain 
And  I  alone :  —  how  can  1  change  my  soul  ? 
And  this  wronged  body,  worthless  save  when 

tasked 
Under  that  soul^s  dominion — used  to  care 
For  its  bright  master's  cares  fud  quite  subdue 


Its  proper  cravings  —  not  to  ail  nor  pine 
^>o  he  but  prosper —  whither  drag  tins  poor 
Tried  patient  body  ?    God  ]  how  I  essayed 
To  live  like  that  mad  poet,  for  a  while. 
To  love  alcHie  ;  and  how  I  felt  too  warped 
A nd  twisted  and  deformed  I    What  should  I  do, 
Even  though  released  from  drudgeiy,  but  re- 
turn 
Faint,  as  you  see,  and  halting,  blind  and  sore, 
To  my  old  lite  and  die  as  I  began 't^ 
I  cannot  feed  on  beauty  for  the  sake 
Of  beauty  only,  nor  can  drink  in  balm 
From  lovely  objects  for  their  loveliness ; 
My  nature  cannot  lose  her  first  imprint : 
I  still  must  hoard  and  heap  and  class  all  truths 
With  one  ulterior  purpose  :  I  must  know  1 
Would  God  translate  me  to  his  throne,  believe 
That  I  should  only  listen  to  his  word 
To  further  iny  own  aim  I    For  other  men. 
Beauty  is  prodigally  strewn  around. 
And  I  were  happy  could  I  quench  as  they 
This  mad  and  thriveless  longing,  and  oontent 

me 
With  beauty  for  itself  alone :  alas, 
I  have  addressed  a  frock  of  heavy  mail 
Yet  may  not  join  the  troop  of  saered  knights ; 
And  now  the  forest-creatures  fiv  from  me. 
The  grass-banks  cool,  the  sunoeMiiS  warm  no 

more. 
Best  follow,  dreaming  that  ere  night  arrive, 
I  shall  overtake  the  company  and  ride 
Glittering  as  they  1 

Feat,  I  think  I  apprehend 

What  you  would  say  :  if  you,  in  truth,  design 
To  enter  once  more  on  the  life  thus  left. 
Seek  not  to  hide  that  all  this  oonsoiouaness 
Of  failure  is  assumed  1 

Par.  My  friend,  my  friend, 

I  toil,  you  listen ;  I  explain,  perhaps 
You  understand :  there  our  communion  ends. 
Have  you  learnt  nothing  from  to^iay's  dis- 
course? 
When  we  would   thoroughly  know  the  sick 

man's  state 
We  feel  awhile  the  fluttering  pulsCj  press  soft 
The  hot  brow,  look  upon  the  fanguia  eye. 
And  thence  divine  the  rest.    Must  I  lay  bare 
My  heart,  hideous  and  beating,  or  tear  up 
My  vitals  for  your  gaze,  ere  you  will  deem 
Enough  made  known?     You  I    who  are  yon, 

forsooth  ? 
That  is  the  crowning  operation  claimed 
By  the  arch-demonstrator  —  heaven  the  hall. 
And  earth  the  audience.    Let  Aprile  and  you 
•Secure  good  places :  't  will  be  worth  the  while. 
Fest.    Are  ^ou  mad.  Aureole  ?     W^hat  can  I 
have  said 
To  call  for  this  ?     I  judged  from  your  own 
words. 
Par.    Oh,  doubtless!     A  sick  wretch  de- 
scribes the  ape 
That  mocks  him  from  the  bed-foot,  and  all 

gravely 
Yon  thither  ttim  at  once :  or  he  recounts 
The  perilous  journey  he  has  late  performed. 
And  you  are  puzzled  much  how  that  could  be  I 
You  find  me  nere,  half  stupid  and  half  mad ; 
It  makes  no  part  of  my  deught  to  seproh 
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Into  these  matters,  much  less  undergo 
Another's  scrutiny  ;  but  so  it  chances 
That  I  am  led  to  trust  ray  state  to  you : 
And  the  event  is,  you  combine,  contrast 
And  ponder  on  my  foolish  words  as  though 
They  thorouglily  conveyed  all  hidden  here  — 
Here,  loathsome  with  despair  and  hate  and 

rage ! 
Is  there  no  fear,  no  shrinking  and  no  shame  ? 
M'^ill  you  gness  nothing  ?   will  you  spare  me  no- 
thing? 
Must  I  go  deeper  ?   Ay  or  no  ? 
Fest.  Dear  friend  .  .  , 

Par,  True  :  I  am  brutal  —  'tis  a  part  of  it ; 
The  plague's  sign  —  you  are  not  a  lazau^haunter, 
How  should  you  know  ?    Well  then,  you  think 

it  strange 
I  should  profess  to  have  failed  utterly, 
And  yet  propose  an  ultimate  return 
To  courses  void  of  hope  :  and  this,  because 
You  know  not  what  temptation  is,  nor  how 
'T  is  like  to  ply  men  in  the  sickliest  part. 
You  are  to  uuderstuid  that  we  who  make 
Snort  for  the  gods,  are  hunted  to  the  end : 
Tiiere  is  not  one  sharp  volley  shot  at  us. 
Which    'scaped  with   life,   though   hurt,    we 

slacken  pace 
And  gather  by  the  wayside  herbs  and  roots 
To   stanch  our  wounds,  secure  from  further 

harm: 
We  are  assailed  to  life's  extremest  verge. 
It  will  be  well  indeed  if  I  return, 
A  harmless  busy  fool,  to  my  old  ways ! 
I  would  forget  hints  of  another  fate. 
Significant  enough,  which  silent  hours 
Have  lately  scared  me  with. 
Fest.  Another !  and  what  ? 

Par.    After  all,  Festu3,  you  say  well :  I  am 
A  man  vet  :  I  need  never  humble  me. 
I  would  have  been  —  something,  I  know  not 

what; 
But  though  I  cannot  soar,  I  do  not  crawl. 
There  are  worse  portions  than  this  one  of  mine. 
You  say  well ! 
Fest.  All  I 

Par,  And  deeper  def^rradation  I 

If  the  mean  stimulants  of  vulgar  praise. 
If  vanity  should  become  the  chosen  food  ^ 
Of  a  sunk  mind,  should  stifle  even  the  wish 
To  find  its  early  aspirations  true, 
Should  teach  it  to  breathe  falsehood  like  life- 
breath  — 
An  atmosphere  of  craft  and  trick  and  lies  ; 
Should  make  it  proud  to  emulate,  surpass 
Base  natures  in  the  practices  which  woke 
Its  most  indignant  loathing  once  .  .  .  No,  no ! 
Utter  damnation  is  reserved  for  hell  I 
I  had  immortal  feelings ;  such  shall  never 
Be  wholly  quenched :  no,  no ! 

M^  friend,  you  wear 
A  melancholy  face,  and  certain  't  is 
There  's  little  cheer  in  all  this  dismal  work. 
But  was  it  my  desire  to  set  abroach 
Such  memories  and  forebodings  ?    I  foresaw 
Where  they  would  drive.    'T  were  better  we 

discuss 
News  from  Lucerne  or  Zurich  ;  ask  and  tell 
Of  Egypt's  flaring  sky  or  Spain's  cork-groves. 


Fest.  ^  I  have  thought  :  tmst  me,  this  mood 

will  pass  away  ! 
I  know  you  and  the  loftv  spirit  you  bear, 
And  easily  ravel  out  a  clue  to  all. 
These  are  the  trials  meet  for  such  as  yon, 
Nor  must  you  hope  exemption  :  to  be  mortal 
Is  to  be  phed  witn  trials  manifold. 
Look  round!    The  obstacles  which  kept  the  rest 
From  your  ambition,  have  been  spumed  by  yon : 
Their  fears,  their  doubts,  the  chains  that  oina 

them  all. 
Were   flax  before  your  resolute  soul,  which 

naught 
Avails  to  awe  save  these  delusions  bred 
From  its  own  strength,  its  selfsame  strength  dis- 
guised. 
Mocking  itself.    Be  brave,  dear  Aureole  I   Since 
The  rabbit  has  his  shade  to  frighten  him. 
The  fawn  a  rustling  bough,  mortals  their  cares, 
And  higher  natures  yet  would  slight  and  laugh 
At  these  entangling  fantasies,  as  you 
At  trammels  of  a  weaker  intellect,  — 
Measure  your  mind's  height  by  the  shade  it 

casts! 
I  know  you. 

Par.  And  I  know  you,  dearest  Festos  \ 

And  how  yon  love  unworthily  ;  and  how 
All  admiration  renders  blind . 

Fest.  You  hold 

That  admiration  blinds  ? 
Par.  Ay  and  alas  ! 

Fest.    Naught  blinds  you  less  than  admiration, 

friend ! 
Whether  it  be  that  all  love  renders  wise 
In  its  degree ;  from  love  which  blends  with 

love  — 
Heart  answering  heart  —  to  love  which  spends 

itself 
In  silent  mad  idolatry  of  some 
Preeminent  mortal,  some  great  soul  of  souls, 
WHiich  ne'er  will  know  how  well  it  is  adored. 
I  say,  such  love  is  never  blind  ;  but  rather 
Alive  to  every  the^  minutest  spot 
Which  mars  its  object,  and  which  hate  (supposed 
So  vigilant  and  searching)  dreams  not  of. 
Love  broods  on  such :  what  then  ?    When  first 

perceived 
Is  there  no  sweet  strife  to  forget,  to  change. 
To  overflnsh  those  blemishes  with  all 
The  glow  of  general  goodness  they  disturb  ? 
—  To  make  those  very  defects  an  endless  source 
Of  new  affection  grown  from  hopes  and  fears  ? 
And,  when  all  fails,  is  there  no  gallant  stand 
Made  even  for  much  proved  weak  ?  no  shrinking- 

back 
Lest,  since  all  love  assimilates  the  soul 
To  what  it  loves,  it  should  at  length  become 
Almost  a  rival  of  its  idol  ?    Trust  me. 
If  tliere  be  fiends  who  seek  to  work  our  hurt. 
To  ruin  and  drag  down  earth's  mightiest  spirits 
Even  at  God's  foot,  't  will  be  from  such  as  love. 
Their  zeal  will  gather  most  to  serve  their  cause ; 
And  least  from  those  who  hate,  who  most  essay 
By  contumely  and  scorn  to  blot  the  light 
Which  forces  entrance  even  to  tlieir  hearts : 
For  thence  will  our  defender  tear  the  veil 
And  show  within  each  heart,  as  in  a  shrine. 
The  giant  image  of  perfection,  grown 
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In  hate*H  despite,  whose  calumnies  were  spawned 

In  the  untroubled  piesenoe  of  its  eyes. 

True  admiration  blinds  not ;  nor  am  I 

So  blind.    I  call  your  sin  exceptional ; 

It  springs  from  one  whose  lite  has  passed  the 

bounds 
XVeseribed  to  life.    Compound  that  fault  with 

God! 
I  speak  of  men ;  to  common  men  like  me 
The  weakness  you  reveal  endears  you  more. 
Like  the  far  traces  of  decay  in  smis. 
I  bid  yon  have  gt>od  cheer  I 

Par.  Praidare !    Optime  I 

Think  of  a  oniet  mountain-cloistered  priest 
Instructing  Paracelsus  t  vet  *t  is  so. 
Cmne,  I  will  show  you  where  my  merit  lies. 
'T  is  in  the  advance  of  individual  minds 
That  the  dow  crowd  should  ground  their  expec- 
tation 
Eventually  to  follow  ;  as  the  sea 
Wuts  ages  in  its  bed  till  some  one  wave 
Out  of  the  multitudinous  mass,  extends 
The  empire  of  the  whole,  some  feet  perhaps, 
Over  the  strip  of  sand  which  could  confine 
Its  fellows  so  long  time :  thenceforth  the  rest. 
Even  to  the  meanest,  hurry  in  at  once. 
And  so  much  is  clear  gained.    I  shall  be  glad 
If  all  my  labors,  failing  of  aught  else, 
Suffice  to  make  such  inroad  and  procure 
A  wider  range  for  thought :  nay,  they  do  this  ; 
For.  whatsoe'er  my  notions  of  true  knowledge 
Ana  a  legitimate  success,  may  be, 
I  am  not  blind  to  my  undoubted  rank 
When  classed  with  others :  I  precede  my  age : 
And  whoso  wiUs  is  very  free  to  mount 
These  labors  as  a  platform  whence  his  own 
May  have  a  prosperous  outset.    But,  alas ! 
My  followers  — they  are  noisy  as  you  heard  ; 
But.  for  intelligence,  the  best  of  them 
So  clumsily  wield  the  weapons  I  supply 
And  they  extol,  that  I  begin  to  doubt 
Whether  their  own  rude  clubs  and  pebble-stones 
Would  not  do  better  service  than  my  arms 
Thus  vilelv  swayed  —  if  error  will  not  fall 
Sooner  before  the  old  awkward  batterings 
Than  my  more  subtle  warfare,  not  half  learned. 
Fett.    I  would  supply  that  art,  then,  or  with- 
hold 
New  arms  until  you  teach  their  mystery. 
Par,    Content  you,  't  is  my  wish ;  I  have 
recourse 
To  the  simplest  training.    Day  by  day  I  seek 
To  wake  the  mood,  the  sjnrit  which  alone 
Can  make  those  arms  of  any  use  to  men. 
Of  course  they  are  for  swaggering  forth  at  once 
Graced  with  Ulysses'  bow,  Achilles'  shield  — 
Flash  on  us,  all  in  armor,  thou  Achilles  I 
Make  our  hearts  dance  to  thy  resounding  step ! 
A  proper  sight  to  scare  the  crows  away ! 
Fest.    Pity  you  choose  not  then  some  other 
method 
Of  coming  at  your  point.    The  marvellous  art 
At  length  established  in  the  world  bids  fair 
To  remedy  all  hindrances  like  these  : 
Trust  to  Frobenius' press  the  precious  lore 
Obscured  by  uncouth  manner,  or  unfit 
For  raw  beginners ;  let  his  t^pes  secure 
A  deathless  monument  to  aner-time ; 


Meanwhile  wait  confidently  and  enjoy 
The  ultimate  eif  ect :  sooner  or  later 
Yon  shall  be  all-revealed. 

Par,  The  old  dull  question 

In  a  new  form ;  no  more.    Thus :  I  possess 
Two  sorts  of  knowledge ;  one,  —  vast,  shadowy, 
Hints  of  the  unbounded  aim  I  once  pursued : 
The  other  consists  of  many  secrets,  caught 
While  bent  on  nobler  prize,  —  iierhaps  a  few 
Prime  principles  whiofi  raav  conduct  to  much : 
These  last  I  offer  to  my  followers  here. 
Now,  bid  me  chronicle  the  first  of  tliese. 
My  ancient  study,  and  in  effect  yon  bid 
Revert  to  the  wud  courses  jtuit  abjured : 
I  must  go  find  them  scattered  through  the  world. 
Then,  for  the  principles,  they  are  so  simple 
(Being  chiefly  of  the  overturning  sort), 
That  one  time  is  as  proper  to  propound  them 
As  an  V  other  —  to-morrow  at  my  class. 
Or  half  a  century  hence  embalmed  in  print. 
For  if  mankind  intend  to  learn  at  all. 
They  must  begin  by  giving  ^th  to  tnem 
And  acting  on  them  :  and  I  do  not  see 
But  that  my  lectures  serve  indifferent  well : 
No  doubt  these  dogmas  fall  not  to  the  earth, 
For  all  their  novelty  and  rugged  setting. 
I  think  my  class  will  not  forget  the  day 
I  let  them  know  the  gods  of  Israel, 
Aetius,  Oribasius,  Gtuen,  Rhasis, 
Serapion,  Avioenna,  Averroes, 
Were  blocks ! 

Feat,        And  that  reminds  me,  I  heard  some- 
thing 
About  your  waywardness  :  you  burned  tlieir 

books. 
It  seems,  instead  of  answering  those  sages. 

Par,    And  who  said  that  ? 

Fest,  Some  I  met  yesternight 

With  CBoolampadins.  As  vou  know,  the  purinise 
Of  this  short  stay  at  Basel  was  to  learn 
ffis  {Measure  touching  certain  missives  sent 
For  our  Zuinglius  and  himself.    'T  was  he 
Apprised  me  that  the  famous  teacher  here 
Was  my  old  friend. 

Par.  Ah,  I  forgot :  you  went  .  .  . 

Fest,    From  Zurich  with  advices  for  the  ear 
Of  Luther,  now  at  Wittenberg  —  (you  know, 
I  make  no  doubt,  the  differences  of  late 
With  Carolostadius)  —  and  returning  sought 
Basel  and  .  .  . 

Par.  I  remember.    Here 's  a  case,  now, 

Will  teach  you  why  I  answer  not,  but  bum 
The  books  you  mention.    Pray,  does  Luther 

dream 
His  arguments  convince  by  their  own  force 
The  crowds  that  own  his  doctiine  ?    No,  indeed ! 
His  plain  denial  of  established  points 
Ages  had  sanctified  and  men  supposed 
Could  never  be  oppugned  while  earth  was  under 
And  heaven  above  them  —  points  which  chance 

or  time 
Affected  not  —  did  more  than  the  array 
Of  argument  which  followed.     Boldly  deny ! 
There  is  much  breath-stopping,  haiivstiffeiiing 
Awhile ;  then,  amazed  glances,  mute  awaiting 
The  thunderbolt  which  does  not  come :  and  next, 
Reproachful  wonder  and  inquiry  ;  those 
Who  else  had  never  stirred,  are  able  now 
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To  find  the  rest  out  for  themselves,  perhaps 
To  outstrip  him  who  set  the  whole  at  work, 
—  As  never  will  my  wise  class  its  instructor. 
And  you  saw  Luther  ? 

Fest.  'T  is  a  wondrous  soul  I 

Par,    True :  the  so-heavy  chain  which  galled 
mankind 
Is  shattered,  and  the  nohlest  of  us  all 
Must  bow  to  the  deliverer  —  nay,  the  worker 
Of  our  own  project  —  we  who  long  before 
Had  burst  our  trammels,  but  forgot  the  crowd, 
We  should  have  taught,  still  groaned  beneath 

their  load : 
This  he  has  done  and  nobly.    Speed  that  may  I 
Whatever  be  my  chance  or  my  mischance. 
What  benefits  mankind  must  glad  me  too ; 
And  men  seem  made,  though  not  as  I  believed. 
For  something  better  than  the  times  produce. 
Witness  these  gangs  of  peasants  your  new  lights 
From  Suabia  have  possessed,  whom  Miinzer 

leads. 
And  whom  the  duke,  the  landgrave  and  the 

elector 
Will  calm  in  blood !    Well,  well ;  ^t  is  not  my 
world  I 

Fest.    Hark! 

Par,  'T  is  the  melancholy  wind  astir 

Within  the  trees ;  the  embers  too  are  gray : 
Mom  must  be  near. 

Fest.  Best  ope  the  casement :  see, 

The  night,  late  strewn  with  clouds  and  flying 

stars. 
Is  blank  and  motionless  :  how  peaceful  sleep 
The  tree-tops  alto^ther  I    Like  an  asp, 
Tlie  wind  slips  whispering  from  bough  to  bough. 

Par.  Ay ;  you  would  gaze  on  a  wind-shaken 
tree 
By  the  hour,  nor  count  time  lost. 

Fest.  iSo  yon  shall  gaze  : 

Those  happy  tiroes  will  come  again. 

Par.  Gone,  gone, 

Those  pleasant  times  1    Does  not  the  moaning 

wind 
Seem  to  bewail  that  we  have  gained  such  gains 
And  bartered  sleep  for  them  ? 

Fest.  It  SB  our  trust 

That  diere  is  yet  another  world  to  mend 
All  error  and  mischance. 

Par.  Another  world  I 

And  why  this  world,  this  common  world,  to  be 
A  make-shift,  a  mere  foil,  how  fair  soever, 
To  some  fine  life  to  come  ?    Man  must  be  fed 
WiUi   angels'  food,  forsooth  ;  and  some  few 

traces 
Of  a  diviner  nature  which  look  out 
Through  his  corporeal  baseness,  warrant  him 
In  a  supreme  contempt  of  all  provision 
For  his  inferior  tastes  —  some  straggling  marks 
Which  constitute  his  essence,  just  as  truly 
As  here  and  there  a  gem  would  constitute 
Tlie  rock,  their  barren  bed,  one  diamond. 
But  were  it  so  —  were  man  all  mind  —  he  gains 
A  station  little  enviable.     From  God 
Down  to  the  lowest  spirit  ministrant,^ 
Intelligence  exists  which  casts  our  mind 
Into  immeasurable  shade.    No,  no : 
Love,  hope,  fear,  faith  —  these  make  humanity ; 
These  are  its  sign  and  note  and  character. 


And  these  I  have  lost !  —  gone,  shut  from  me 

forever. 
Like  a  dead  friend  safe  from  nnkindness  more  I 
See,  mom  at  lei^^th.    The  heavy  darkness  seems 
Diluted,  gray  and  cleai*  without  the  stMS ; 
The  shrubs  bestir  and  rouse  themselves  as  if 
Some  snake,  that  weighed  them  down  all  night, 

let  go 
His  hold ;  and  from  the  East,  fuller  and  fuller 
Day,  like  a  mighty  river,  flowing  in ; 
But  clouded,  wintry,  desolate  and  cold. 
Yet  see  how  that  broad  prickly  star-shaped 

plant, 
Half-down  in  the  crevice,  spreads  its  woolly 

leaves 
All  thick  and  glistering  with  diamond  dew. 
And  you  depart  for  Einsiedeln  this  dav. 
And  we  have  spent  all  night  in  talk  like  this  I 
If  you  would  have  me  better  for  your  love. 
Revert  no  more  to  these  sad  themes. 

Fest.  One  favor. 

And  I  have  done.    I  leave  you,  deeply  moved ; 
Unwilling  to  have  fared  so  well,  the  while 
My  friend  has  changed  so  sorely.    If  this  mood 
Shall  pass  away,  if  Ught  once  more  arise 
Where  all  is  darkness  now,  if  you  see  fit 
To  ho]>e  and  trust  again,  and  strive  again. 
You  will  remember  —  not  our  love  alone  — 
But  that  my  faith  in  God's  desire  that  man 
Should  trust  on  his  support,  (as  I  must  think 
You  trusted)  is  obscurod  and  dim  through  you : 
For  you  are  thus,  and  this  is  no  reward. 
Will  you  not  call  me  to  your  side,  dear  Aureole  ? 


IV.    PARACELSUS  ASPIRES 

BcBHS,  Colmar  in  Alsaiia :  an  Inn.    1528. 

PiSiowjwjs,  Fbtos. 

Par.  (to  JoHANKBS  Opoiiinu8^Ai«  Secretary). 

Sic  Uw  ad  astra  I    Dear  V  on  Visenburg 
Is  scandalized,  and  poor  Torinus  paralyzed. 
And  every  honest  soul  that  Basel  holds 
Aghast ;  and  yet  we  live,  as  one  may  say. 
Just  as  though  Liechtenfels  had  never  set 
So  teue  a  value  on  his  sorry  carcass. 
And  learned  Piitter  had  not  frowned  us  dumb. 
We  live ;  and  shall  as  snrelv  start  to-morrow 
For  Nuremberg,  as  we  drink  speedy  scathe 
To  Basel  in  this  mantling  wine,  suffused 
A  delicate  blush,  no  fainter  tiiige  is  bom 
I'  tiie  shut  heart  of  a  bud.    Pledge  me,  good 

John  — 
**  Basel ;  a  hot  plague  ravage  it,  and  Piitter 
Oppose  the  plague  P'  Even  so  ?  Do  vou  too  share 
Tneir  panic,  l^e  reptiles  ?  Ha,  ha ;  faint  through 

these. 
Desist  for  these !    They  manage  matters  so 
At  Basel,  ^t  is  like :  but  others  mav  find  means 
To  bring  tlie  stoutest  braggart  of  the  tribe 
Once  more  to  crouch  in  silence  —  means  to  breed 
A  stupid  wonder  in  each  fool  agaiuj 
Now  big  with  adiniration  at  the  skill 
Which  stript  a  vain  pretender  of  his  plumes : 
And,  that  done,  —  means  to  brand  each  slavish 

brow 
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80  deeply,  surely,  ineffaoeablr. 
That  henceforth  flattery  shall  not  pucker  it 
Out  of  the  furrow  ;  there  that  stamp  shall  stay 
To  show  the  next  they  fawn  on,  what  they  are, 
This  Basel  with  its  magnates,  —  fill  my  cup,  — 
VVhom  I  curse  soul  and  umb.   And  now  dispatch, 
Uispatoh.  my  trusty  John ;  and  what  remaiim 
To  do,  wnate'er  arraugrements  for  our  trip 
Are  yet  to  be  completed,  see  you  hasten 
This  night ;  we  '11  weather  the  storm  at  least : 

to-morrow 
For  Nnfembei|r !  Now  leave  us ;  this  grave  derk 
Has  diyers  weighty  matters  for  ray  ear : 

[OroKonm  ooet  cut. 
And  siMre  mv  lungs.  At  last,  my  ndlant  Festus, 
I  am  rid  of  tnis  arch-knaye  that  aogs  my  heels 
As  a  gaunt  crow  a  gasping  sheep ;  at  last 
May  give  a  loose  to  my  delight.    How  kind, 
Ho>w  reiy  kind,  my  first  best  only  friend ! 
Why,  this  looks  like  fidelity.    Embrace  me  1^ 
Not  a  hair  silvered  yet  ?    Right !  you  shall  live 
TiU  I  am  worth  your  love  ;  you  shall  be  proud, 
And  I  —  but  let  time  show  I    Did  you  not  wonr 

der? 
I  sent  to  you  because  our  compact  weighed 
Upon  m V  conscience  —  (von  re«all  the  night 
At  Basel,  which  the  gods  confound  I)  —  because 
Once  more  I  asfnre.    I  call  yon  to  my  side : 
Ton  come.    You  thought  my  message  strange  ? 
Pett,  So  strange 

That  I  must  hope,  indeed,  your  messenger 
Has  mingled  his  own  fancies  with  the  words 
Puiporting  to  be  yours. 

/W.  He  said  no  more, 

*Tis  probable,  than  the  precious  folk  I  leave 
Said  nf tyf<dd  more  rougnly.    WeUaday, 
'T  is  true  I  poor  Paracelsus  is  exposed 
At  last ;  a  most  egregious  quack  he  proves : 
And  those  he  overreached  must  spit  their  hate 
On  one  who,  utterly  beneath  contempt. 
Could  yet  decuve  their  topping  wits.      Tou 

heard 
Bare  truth  ;  and  at  my  bidding  you  come  here 
To  speed  me  on  my  enterprise,  as  once 
Tour  Uvish  wishes  sped  me,  my  own  friend  I 
jPeitf.    What  is  your  purpose.  Aureole  ? 
Par,  Oh,  for  purpose. 

There  is  no  lack  of  precedents  in  a  case 
Like  mine  :  at  least,  if  not  predselv  mine, 
'^The  case  ot  men  cast  off  by  those  tney  soi^iht 
To  benefit. 

Fest.  They  really  cast  you  off  ? 

I  only  heard  a  vague  tale  of  some  priest. 
Cured   b^  your  skill,  who  wrangled  at  your 

clami. 
Knowing  his  life's  worth  best;  and  how  the 

To  interfere,  nor  you  to  hide  your  full 
Contempt  of  him ;  nor  he,  again,  to  smother 
His   wrath   thereat,  which   raised  so  fierce  a 

fiame 
That  Basel  soon  was  made  no  place  for  you. 
Par.    The  affur  of  Liechtenf els  ?  the  shal- 
lowest fable, 
The  last  and  silliest  outrage  —  mere  pretence  I 
I  knew  it,  I  foretold  it  itova  the  first, 
How  soon  the  stupid  wonder  you  mistook 


For  genuine  loyalty  —  a  eheeriag  promise 
Of  better  things  to  come  —  would  pall  and  pass ; 
And  everv  word  comes  true.     ISanl  is  among 
The  prophets !    Just  so  long  as  I  was  pleased 
To  play  off  the  mere  antics  of  my  art, 
Fantastic  gambols  leading  to  no  end, 
I  got  huge  praise :  but  one  can  ne'er  keep  down 
Our  foolish   nature's    weakness.    There  they 

flocked, 
Poor  devils,  jostling,  swearing  and  perspiring. 
Till  the  walls  rang  i^rain ;  and  all  for  me  ! 
I  had  a  kindness  for  them,  which  was  right ; 
But  then  I  stopped  not  till  I  tacked  to  that 
A  trust  in  them  and  a  respect  —  a  sort 
Of  sympathy  for  them  ;  I  must  needs  begin 
To  teacn  them,  not  amaxe  them,  **  to  impart 
The  spirit  which  should  instigate  the  search 
Of  truth,"  just  what  you  bade  me  1  I  spoke  out. 
Forthwith  a  mighty  squadron,  in  disgust, 
Filed  off —  ''the  sifted  chaff  of  the  sack,"  I 

said. 
Redoubling  my  endeavors  to  secure 
The  rest.     When  lo  I  one  man  had  tarried  so 

long 
Only  to  aflosrtaitt  if  I  supported 
This  tenet  of  his,  or  that ;  another  loved 
To  hear  impartiallv  before  he  judged. 
And  having  heard,  now  judged ;    this  bland 

disciple 
Passed  for  my  dupe,  but  all  along,  it  seems, 
Spied    error  where  his    neighbors   marvelled 

most; 
That  fiery  doctor  who  had  hailed  me  friend. 
Did  it  because  my  by-paths,  once  proved  wrong 
And  beaconed  properly,  would  commend  again 
The  good  old  ways  our  sires  jogged  surely  o'er. 
Though  not  their  squeamish  sons;  the  other 

worthy 
Discovered  divers  verses  of  St.  John, 
Which,  read  successively,  refreshed  the  soul. 
But,  muttered  backwards,  cured  Uie  gout,  the 

stone, 
The  colic  and  what  not.   Quid  muUa  t  The  end 
Was  a  dear  class-room,  and  a  quiet  leer 
From  grave  folk,  and  a  sour  reproachful  glance 
From  those  in  chief  who,  cap  in  hand,  installed 
The  new  professor  scarce  a  year  before ; 
And  a  vajst  flourish  about  patient  merit 
Obscured  awhile  by  flashy  tricks,  but  sure 
Sooner  or  later  to  emerge  in  splendor  — 
Of  which  the  example  was  some  luckless  wight 
Whom  mjr  arrival  had  discomfited. 
But  now,  it  seems,  the  general  voice  recalled 
To  fill  my  chair  and  so  efface  the  stain 
Basel  had  long  incurred.    I  sought  no  better, 
Onlv  a  quiet  diamiiwal  from  mv  poet. 
And  from  my  heart  I  wished  tnem  better  suited 
And    better  served.     Good  night   to   BaaeL 

then  I 
But  fast  as  I  proposed  to  rid  the  tribe 
Of  my  obnoxious  back,  I  could  not  spare  them 
The  pleasure  of  a  parting  kick. 

Fest.  You  smile : 

Despuie  them  as  they  merit  I 

Par.  ^  If  I  smile, 

'T  is  with  as  very  contempt  as  ever  turned 
Flesh  into  stone.    This  courteous  recompense, 
This  grateful  .  .  .  Festus,  were  your  nature  fit 
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To  be  defiled,  your  eyes  the  eyes  to  aohe 
At  gangrene-blotches,  eating  poison-blains, 
The  ulcerous  barky  sourf  of  leprosy 
Which  finds  —  a  man,  and  leaves  —  a  hideous 

thing 
That  cannut  but  be  mended  by  hell-fire, 
—  I  would  lay  bare  to  you  the  human  heart 
Which  Gk>d  cursed  long  ago,  and  devils  make 

since 
Their  pet  nest  and  their  never^tiring  home. 
Oh,  sages  have  discovered  we  are  bom 
For  various  ends  — ^to  love,  to  know :  has  ever 
One  stumbled,  in  his  search,  on  any  signs 
Of  a  nature  in  us  formed  to  hate  ?     To  hate  ? 
If  that  be  our  true  object  which  evokes 
Our  powers  in  fullest  strength,  be  sure 't  is  hate  I 
Yet  men  have  doubted  if  .me  best  and  bravest 
Of  spirits  can  nourish  him  with  hate  alone. 
I  had  not  the  monopoly  of  fools. 
It  seems,  at  Basel. 

Ftst.  But  your  plans,  your  plans  1 

I  have  yet  to  learn  your  purpose.  Aureole  ! 

Far.    Whether  to  sink  beneath  such  ponder- 
ous shame. 
To  shrink  up  like  a  crushed  snail,  undergo 
In  silence  and  desist  from  further  toil, 
And  so  subside  into  a  .nonument 
Of  one  their  censure  blasted  ?  or  to  bow 
Cheerfully  as  submissively,  to  lower 
My  old  pretensions  even  as  Basel  dictates, 
To  drop  into  the  rank  her  wits  assign  me 
And  live  as  they  prescribe,  and  make  that  use 
Of  my  poor  knowledge  which  their  rules  allow, 
Proua  to  be  patted  now  and  then,  and  careful 
To  practise  tne  true  posture  for  receiving 
The  amplest  benefit  from  their  hoof s^  appliance 
When  they  shall  condescend  to  tutor  me  ? 
Then,  one  may  feel  resentment  like  a  fiame 
Within,  and  deck  false  systems  in  truth^s  garb. 
And  tangle  and  entwine  mankind  with  error, 
And  give  them  darkness  for  a  dower  and  false- 
hood 
For  a  possession,  ages :  or  one  may  mope 
Into  a  shade  through  thinking,  or  else  drowse 
Into  a  dreamless  sleep  and  so  die  off. 
But  I,  —  now  Festus  shall  divine  I  —  but  I 
Am  merely  setting  out  once  more,  embracing 
My  earliest  aims  again  I    What  thinks  he  now  ? 

Feat,     Your  aims  ?    the  aims  ?  —  to  Know  ? 
and  where  is  found 
The  early  trust  .  .  . 

Par.  Nay,  not  so  fast ;  I  say. 

The  aims  —  not  the  old  means.     You  know 

they  made  me 
A  laughing-stock  ;  I  was  a  fool :  you  know 
The  when  and  the  how:  hardly  those  means 

again! 
Not  but  they  had  their  beauty ;  who  should 

know 
Their  passing  beauty,  if  not  I  ?    Still,  dreams 
They  were,  so  let  them  vanish,  yet  in  beauty 
If  that  may  be.    Stay :  thus  tney  pass  in  song  I 

[/fa  ting*. 

Heap  cassia,  sandal-buds  and  stripes 

Of  labdanum,  and  aloe-balLs. 

Smeared  with  duU  nard  an  Indian  wipes 
From  out  her  hair :  such  balsam  falls 
Down  searside  mountain  pedestals, 


From  tree-tops  where  tired  winds  are  Inin, 
iSpent  with  the  vast  and  howling  main, 
To  treasure  half  their  island-gain. 

And  strew  faint  sweetness  from  some  old 

E|iyptian^s  fine  worm-eaten  shroud 
Which  breaks  to  dust  when  once  unrolled ; 

Or  shredded  perfume,  like  a  cloud 
From  closet  long  to  quiet  vowed. 
With  mothed  and  dropping  arras  hung. 
Mouldering  her  lute  and  books  among. 
As  when  a  queen,  long  dead,  was  young. 

Mine,  every  word  !    And  on  such  pile  shall  die 
My  lovely  fancies,  with  fair  perished  things. 
Themselves  f lur  and  forgotten ;  yes,  forgotten. 
Or  whv  abjure  them  ?^  JSo,  I  made  this  rhyme 
That  ntting  dignity  might  be  preserved  ; 
No  little  proud  was  I ;  though  the  list  of  drugs 
Smacks  of  my  old  vocation,  and  the  verse 
Halts  like  the  best  of  Lntner's  psalms. 

Fest.  ^  But,  Aureole, 

Talk  not  thus  wildly  and  madly.    1  am  here  — 
Did  you  know  all  I     I  have  travelled  far,  in- 
deed. 
To  learn  your  wishes.    Be  yourself  again ! 
For  in  this  mood  I  recognize  you  less 
Than  in  the  horrible  despondency 
I  witnessed  last.    You  may  account  this,  joy  ; 
But  rather  let  me  gaze  on  that  despair 
Thau  hear  these  incoherent  words  and  see 
This  flushed  cheek  and  intensely-sparkling  eye. 

Par.    Why,  man,  I  was  light-hearted  m  my 
prime, 
I  am  light-hearted  now  ;  wliat  would  you  have  ? 
Aprile  was  a  poet,  I  make  songs  — 
'T  is  the  very  augury  of  success  I  want  I 
Whjp^  should  I  not  be  joyous  now  as  then  ? 

But.    Joyous !  and  how  ?  and  what  remains 
for  joy  ? 
You  have  declared  the  ends  (which  I  am  8ic> 
Of  naming)  are  impracticable. 

Par.  Ay, 

Pursued  as  I  pursued  them  —  the  arch-fool » 
Listen :  my  plan  will  please  you  not,  *t  is  like 
But  ;^ou  are  little  versed  in  the  world^s  wav& 
This  is  my  plan  —  (first  drinking  its  good  luck)  — 
I  will  accept  all  helps ;  all  I  despised 
So  rashly  at  the  outset,  equally 
With  early  impulses,  late  years  have  quenched: 
I  have  tried  each  way  singfly  :  now  for  both  ! 
All  helps  t  no  one  sort  shall  exclude  the  rest. 
I  seek  to  know  and  to  enjoy  at  once, 
Not  one  without  the  other  as  before. 
Suppose  my  labor  should  seem  God^s  own  cause 
Once  more,  as  first  I  dreamed,  —  it  shall  not 

balk  me 
Of  the  meanest  earthliest  sensualeet  delight 
That  may  be  snatched  ;  for  every  iov  is  gain. 
And  gain  is  gain,  however  small.    My  soul 
Can  die  then,  nor  be  taunted  —  '*  wliat  was 

gained?" 
Nor,  on  the  other  hand,  should  pleasure  follow 
As  though  I  had  not  spurned  her  hitherto. 
Shall  she  o'erolond  my  spirit^s  rapt  communion 
With  the  tumultuous  past,  the  teeming  future, 
Glorious  with  visions  of  a  full  success. 

Fest,    Success ! 
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Petr,    And  wherefore  not  ?    Why  not  prefer 
Results  obtained  in  my  best  state  of  being. 
To  those  deiived  alone  from  seasons  dark 
As  the  thougrhts  tliey  bred  ?    \Vhen  I  was  best, 

my  youth 
Unwasted,  seemed  success  not  surest  too  ? 
It  la  the  nature  of  darkness  to  obscure. 
I  ORi  a  wanderer :  I  remember  well 
One  journey,  how  I  feared  the  track  was  missed, 
So  \oiDf[  the  city  I  desired  to  reach 
Lay  hid ;  when  suddenly  its  spires  afar 
Vlaahed  through  the  oiroUng  clouds ;  you  may 

conceive 
My  transport.    Soon  the  vapors  closed  again, 
But  I  had  seen  the  city,  ana  one  such  glance 
No  darkness  could  obeoure :  nor  shall  the  pres- 
ent— 
A  few  dull  hours,  a  passing  shame  or  two, 
Destrov  the  yivid  memories  of  the  past. 
I  will  nght  the  battle  out ;  a  little  spent 
Perhaps,  but  still  an  able  combatant. 
You  look  at  my  gray  hair  and  furrowed  brow  ? 
But  I  can  turn  even  weakness  to  aocount : 
Of  many  tricks  I  know,  't  is  not  the  least 
To  posh  the  ruins  of  mv  frame,  whareon 
The  fire  of  vigor  trembles  scarce  alive, 
Into  a  heap,  and  send  the  flame  aloft. 
What  should  I  do  with  age  ?  So,  sickness  lends 
An  aid ;  it  being,  I  fear,  the  source  of  all 
We  boast  of :  mind  is  nothing  but  disease. 
And  natural  health  is  ignorance. 

Fest.  I  see 

But  one  good  symptom  in  this  notable  scheme. 
I  feared  your  sudden  journey  had  in  view 
To  wreak  immediate  vengeance  on  your  foes. 
'T  is  not  so :  I  am  glad. 

Par.  And  if  I  please 

To  spit  on  them,  to  trample  them,  what  then  ? 
^T  is  sorry  warfare  truly,  but  the  fools 
Provoke  it.    I  would  spare  their  self-conceit. 
But  if  they  must  provoke  me,  cannot  suffer 
Forbeiuaace  on  my  part,  if  I  may  keep 
No  quality  in  the  shade,  most  needs  put  forth 
Power  to^  match  power,  my  strength  against 

their  Btrengtli, 
And  teach  them  their  own  game  with  their 

own  wrms  — 
Why,  be  it  so  and  let  them  take  their  chance  ! 
I  am  above  them  like  a  god,  there  *s  no 
Hiding  the  fact :  what  idle  scruples,  then, 
Were  those  that  ever  bade  me  soften  it. 
Communicate  it  gently  to  the  world. 
Instead  of  proving  my  supremacy,  ^ 
Taking  m^  natural  station  o'er  their  head. 
Then  owning  all  the  ^lory  was  a  man's  I 
—  And  in  my  elevation  man's  would  be. 
But  live  and  learn,  though  life  's  short,  learn- 
ing hard! 
And  therefore,  though  the  wreck  of  my  past  self, 
I  fear,  dear  Putter,  that  vonr  lectare-room 
Must  wait  awhile  for  its  best  ornament, 
The  penitent  empiric,  who  set  up 
For  somebody,  but  soon  was  taught  his  place  ; 
Now,  but  too  nappy  to  be  let  confess 
His  error,  snuff  the  candles,  and  illustrate 
(Fiat  experientia  arrpcre  vili) 
Your  medicine's  soundness  in  his  person.    Wait, 
GonaPiitterl 


Fut.  He  who  sneers  thus,  is  a  god  I 

Par.    Ay,  av,  laugh  at  me  !    I  am  very  glad 
You  are  not  gulled  by  all  this  swaggering  ;   yon 
Can  see  the  root  of  the  matter  I  —  how  I  strive 
To  put  a  good  face  on  "^he  overthrow 
I  have  experienced^  and  to  bury  and  hide 
My  degradation  in  its  length  and  breadth  ; 
How  (£e  mean  motives  I  would  make  you  think 
Just  mingle  as  is  due  with  nobler  aims, 
The  appetites  I  modestly  allow 
Biay  influence  me  as  being  mortal  still  — 
Do  goad  me,  dri^e  me  on,  and  fast  supplant 
My  youth's  desires.    You  are  no  stupid  dupe  : 
You  find  me  out !    Yes.  I  had  sent  for  you 
To  palm  these  childish  lies  upon  you,  Festiis ! 
Laugh  —  you  shall  laugh  at  me  ! 

Fest.  The  past,  then.  Aureole, 

Proves  nothing  ?    Is  our  interchange  of  love 
Yet  to  begin  ?    Have  I  to  swear  I  mean 
No  flattery  in  this  speech  or  that  ?    For  you, 
Whate'er  you  sav,  tnere  is  no  degradation  ; 
These  low  thongnts  are  no  inmates  of  your  mind. 
Or  wherefore  this  disorder  ?    You  are  vexed 
As  much  by  the  intrusion  of  base  views. 
Familiar  to  your  adversaries,  as  they 
Were  troubled  should  vonr  qualities  ^ght 
Amid  their  murky  souls  :  not  otherwise, 
A  stray  wolf  whicn  the  winter  forces  down 
From  our  bleak  hills,  suffices  to  affright 
A  village  in  the  vales  —  while  foresters 
Sleep  calm,  though  all  night  long  the  famished 

troop 
Snuff  round  and  scratch  against  their  crax^'  huts. 
These  evil  thoughts  are  monsters,  and  will  flee. 

Par,    May  you  be  happy,  Festus,  my  owtf 
friend  I 

Fesl,    Nay,  further;  the  delights  you  fair 
would  think 
The  superseders  of  your  nobler  aims, 
Though  ordinary  and  harmless  stimulants. 
Will  ne'er  content  you.  ... 

Par.  Hush  I    I  once  despised  them 

But  that  soon  passes.    We  are  high  at  first 
In  our  demand,  nor  will  abate  a  jot 
Of  toil's  strict  value ;  but  time  passes  o'er, 
And  humbler  spirits  accept  what  we  refuse  : 
In  short,  when  some  such  comfort  is  doled  out 
As  these  delights,  we  cannot  long  retain 
Bitter  contempt  which  urges  us  at  first 
To  hurl  it  back,  but  hug  it  t«  our  breast 
And  thankf ullv  retire.    This  life  of  mine 
Must  be  lived,  out  and    a   grave  thoroughly 

earned: 
I  am  just  fit  for  that  and  naught  beside. 
I  told  you  once,  I  cannot  now  enjoy. 
Unless  I  deem  my  knowledge  gains  through  joy : 
Nor  can  I  know,  but  straignt  warm  tears  reveaf 
My  need  of  linking  also  jov  to  knowledge : 
So,  on  I  drive,  enjoying  all  I  can. 
And  knowing  all  I  can.    I  speak,  of  course. 
Confusedly ;  this  will  better  explain  —  feel  here' 
Quick  beating,  is  it  not  ?  —  a  nre  of  the  heart 
To  work  off  some  wa^,  this  as  well  as  any. 
So,  Festus  sees  me  fairly  launched  ;  his  calm 
Compassionate  look  might  have  disturbed  r?^ 

once. 
But  now,  far  from  reiecting,  I  invite 
What  bids  me  press  tne  closer,  lay  myself 


38 


PARACELSUS 


Open  before  him,  aod  be  soothed  with  pity  ; 

I  nope,  if  he  oommmad  hope,  and  believe 

As  he  directs  me  —  satiatmg  myself 

With  his  endarinff  love.    Asid  Feetus  quits  me 

To  give  place  to  some  crednloos  disciple 

Who  holds  that  God  is  wise,  but  Paracelsus 

Has  his  peculiar  merits :  I  suck  in 

'fhat  homage,  chuckle  oW  that  admiration. 

And  then  <usnusB  the  fool ;  for  ni^t  is  come, 

And  I  betake  myself  to  studv  a«un. 

Till  patient  searching  after  hidden  lore 

Hall  wrin^  some  bn^rht  truth  from  its  prison ; 

my  frame 
TrembkM,  my  forehead's  veins  swell  out,  my 

Tu^liXr  triumph.    SW  ««i  «« the  man. 
Shall  break  on  my  pent  room  and  dwindling 

lamp 
And  furnace  dead,  and  scattered  earths  and 

ores ; 
When,  with  a  failing  heart  and  throbbing  brow, 
I  must  review  my  captured  truth,  sum  up 
Its  value,  trace  what  ends  to  what  begins. 
Its  present  power  with  its  eventual  bearings, 
Latent  affinities,  the  views  it  opens, 
And  its  full  length  in  perfecting  my  scheme. 
I  view  it  sternly  circumscribed,  cast  down 
From  the  hi^  place  mj  fond  hopes  jrielded  it, 
Proved  woruileas  —  which,  in  getting,  yet  had 

cost 
Another  wrench  to  this  fast-falling  frame. 
Then,  quick,  the  cup  to  qua£P,  that  chases  sor- 


I  lapse  back  into  youth,  and  take  again 
My  fluttering  pulse  for  evidence  that  Qod 
Means  good  to  me,  will  make  my  cause  his  own. 
See  1    I  have  cast  off  this  remorseless  care 
Which  dc^iged  a  spirit  bom  to  soar  so  free, 
And  my  dim  chamber  has  become  a  tent, 
Festus  u  sitting  by  me,  and  his  Michal  .  .  . 
Wliy  do  you  start  ?    I  say.  she  listening  here, 
(For  yonder  —  Wiinebuig  tnrough  the  orchard- 
bough  1) 
Motions  as  though  such  ardent  words  should 

find 
No  echo  in  a  maiden's  quiet  soul. 
But  her  pure  bosom  heaves,  her  eyes  fill  fast 
With  tears,  her  sweet  lips  tremble  all  the  whUe  I 
Ha.  ha  I 

Fest.    It  seems,  then,  you  expect  to  reap 
No  unreal  joy  from  this  your  present  course, 
But  rather  .  .  . 

Par.  Death  I  To  die  1  I  owe  that  much 

To  what,  at  least,  I  was.    I  should  be  sad 
To  live  contented  after  such  a  fall. 
To  thrive  and  fatten  after  such  reverse  I 
The  whole  plan  is  a  makeshift,  but  will  last 
My  time. 

Fest.      And  you  have  never  mused  and  said, 
**  I  had  a  noble  purpose,  and  the  strength 
To  compass  it ;  but  I  have  stopped  half-way. 
And  wrongly  given  the  first-fruits  of  my  tod 
To  obiects  litue  worthy  of  the  gift. 
Why  linger  round  them  still  ?  why  clench  my 

fault? 
^Vhy  seek  for  consolation  in  defeat. 
In  vain  endeavors  to  derive  a  beauty 
From  ugliness  ?  why  seek  to  make  the  most 


Of  what  no  power  can  change,  nor  strive  instead 
With  mighty  effort  to  redeem  the  past 
And,  eathenng  up  the  treasures  thus  cast  down. 
To  hold  a  steMlfast  course  till  I  arrive 
At  their  fit  destination  and  my  own  ?  " 
You  have  never  pondered  thus  ? 

Par.  ^  Have  I,  you  ask  f 

Often  at  midnight,  when  most  fancies  come, 
Would  some  such  airy  project  visit  me : 
But  ever  at  the  end  ...  or  will  you  hear 
The  same  thing  in  a  tale,  a  parable  ? 
Yon  and  I,  wanderii^  over  the  world  wide. 
Chance  to  set  foot  upon  a  desert  coast. 
Just  as  we  cry,  '*  No  human  voice  before 
Broke  the  inveterate  silence  of  these  rocks !  '* 
—  Their  querulous  echo  startles  us ;  we  turn : 
What  ravaged  structure  still  looks  o'er  the  sea  ? 
Some  characters  remain,  too !    While  we  read. 
The  sharp  salt  wind,  impatient  for  the  last 
Of  even  tnis  record,  wistfully  comes  and  goes. 
Or  sings  what  we  recover,  mocking  it. 
This  is  the  record  ;  and  my  voice,  the  wind's. 

Over  the  sea  our  galleys  went, 
With  cleaving  prows  in  order  brave 
To  a  speeding  wind  and  a  bounding  wave 

A  gallant  armament : 
Each  bark  built  out  of  a  forest-tree 

Left  leafy  and  rough  as  first  it  grew, 
And  nailed  all  over  tae  gaping  sides. 
Within  and  without,  witii  lilack  bulHiides, 
Seethed  in  fat  and  suppled  in  flame. 
To  bear  the  playful  billows'  game : 
So,  each  good  ship  was  mde  to  see. 
Rude  and  bare  to  the  outward  view. 

But  each  upbore  a  stately  tent 
Where  cedar  pales  in  scented  row 
Kept  out  the  flakes  of  the  daneing  brine, 
And  an  awning  drooped  the  mast  oelow, 
In  fold  on  fold  of  the  purple  finCj 
That  neither  noontide  nor  stacshine 
Nor  moonlight  cold  which  maketh  mad. 

Might  pierce  the  regal  tenement. 
When  the  sun  dawned,  oh.  gay  and  glad 
We  set  the  sail  and  plied  tne  oar ; 
But  when  the  night-wind  blew  Hke  breath. 
For  joy  of  one  day's  voyage  more. 
We  sang  together  on  the  wide  sea. 
Like  men  at  peace  on  a  peaceful  shore ; 
Each  sail  was  loosed  to  tne  wind  so  free. 
Each  helm  made  sure  by  the  twilight  star. 
And  in  a  sleep  as  calm  as  death, 
We,  the  voyagers  from  afar, 

LAy  stretched  along,  each  weary  crew 
In  a  circle  roxmd  its  wondrous  tent 
Whence  gleamed  soft  li^ht  and  curled  rich 
scent. 

And  with  liflfht  and  perfume,  music  too : 
So  the  Stan  wneeled  round,  and  the  darknc 

I)ast, 
And  at  mom  we  started  beside  the  mast, 
And  still  each  ship  was  sailing  fast. 

Now,  one  mom.  land  appeared  — a  speck 
Dim  trembling  betwixt  sea  and  sky: 
**  Avoid  it,"  cried  our  pilot,  '*  check 

The  shout,  restrain  tne  eager  ^ye  I  " 
But  the  heaving  sea  was  black  behind 
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For  nuuw  a  ui^ht  and  many  a  day, 
And  land,  though  but  a  rook,  drew  nigh  ; 
So,  we  broke  the  oedar  j>al«9  away. 
Let  the  parple  awning  flap  in  the  wind, 

And  a  statue  bright  waa  on  every  deck ! 
We  shoated,  erery  man  of  ub. 
And  steered  right  into  the  harbor  thus, 
With  pomp  and  pnan  gloriooe. 

A  hundred  shapes  of  luoid  stone  I 

All  day  we  built  its  shrine  for  each, 
A  shrine  of  rook  for  every  one, 
Nor  paused  till  in  the  westering  son 

We  sat  together  un  the  beaoh 
To  sing  because  our  task  was  done. 
When  lo !  what  shouts  and  merry  songs  I 
What  laughter  all  the  distance  stirs  I 
A  loaded  raft  with  happy  throngs 
Of  gentle  islanders ! 
**  Onr  isles  are  post  at  hand,"  thev  cried, 

**  Like  cloudlets  faint  in  even  sleeping. 
Onr  temple-gates  are  onened  wide. 

Our  olive-gToves  thick  shade  are  keeping 
For  these  majestic  forms  "  —  they  criea. 
Oh,  then  we  awoke  with  sudden  start 
From  our  deep  dream,  and  knew,  too  late* 
How  bare  the  rock,  how  deeokbte, 
Which  had  received  our  precious  freight : 

Yet  we  called  out  —  *'  l>epart  1 
Our  gifts,  once  given,  must  nere  abide. 

Our  work  is  done ;  we  have  no  heart 
To  mar  our  work,"  —  we  cried. 

Fest.    In  truth  ? 

Par,  Nay,  wait:  all  this  in  tracings  faint 

On  rugged  stones  strewn  here  and  there,  but 

piled 
In  order  once :  then  follows  —  mark  what  f ol* 

lows  I 
*'  The  sad  rhyme  of  the  men  who  proudly  dung 
To  their  first  fault,  and  withered  in  their  pride/^ 
Fest.    Come  back  then,  Aureole ;  as  you  fear 

God.  come  I 
This  is  foul  sin ;  come  back  I  Renounce  the  past, 
Forswear  the  future ;  look  for  joy  no  more. 
But  wait  death^s  summons  amid  holy  sights, 
And  trust  me  for  the  event  — peace,  if  not  joy. 
Return  with  me  to  Einsiedeln,  dear  Aureole  ! 
Par,    No  way,  no  way  I  it  would  not  turn  to 

good. 
A  spotless  child  sleeps  on  the  flowering  moss  — 
'T  is  well  for  him ;  but  when  a  sinful  man, 
Envying  such  slumber,  may  desire  to  put 
His  guut  away,  shall  he  return  at  once 
To  rest  by  lying  there  ?    Our  sires  knew  well 
(Spite  of  the  grave  discoveries  of  their  sons) 
The  fitting  course  for  such:  dark  ceUs,  dim 

lamps, 
A  stone  floor  one  may  writhe  on  like  a  worm : 
No  mossy  pillow  blue  with  violets  1 

Fett.    I  see  no  symptom  of  these  absolute 
And  tyrannous  passions.    You  are  calmer  now. 
This  Terse-making  can  purge  you  well  enough 
Without  the  terrible  penance  you  describe. 
You  love  me  still :  the  lusts  you  fear  will  never 
Outrage  your  friend.  To  Einsiedeln,  once  more  1 
Say  but  the  word ! 
Par,  No,  no ;  those  lusts  forbid : 


They  crouch,  I  know,  cowering  with  half-shut 

eye 
Beside  yuu  ;  ^t  is  their  nature.    Thrust  yourself 
Between  them  and  their  prey ;  let  some  fool 

style  me 
Or  king  or  quack,  it  matters  not  —  then  try 
Your  wisdom,  urge  them  to  forego  their  treat  I 
No,  no :  learn  better  and  look  deeper,  Festus ! 
If  you  knew  how  a  devil  sneers  within  me 
While  you  are  talking  now  of  this,  now  that. 
As  though  we  differed  scarcely  save  in  trifles ! 
Feat,    Do  we  so  differ  ?    True,  change  must 

proceed. 
Whether  for  good  or  ill ;  keep  from  me,  which ! 
Do  not  confide  all  secrets :  I  was  bom 
To  hope,  and  you  .  .  . 
Par,  To  trust :  you  know  the  fruits ! 

Fest,    Listen :  I  do  believe,  what  you  call  trust 
Was  self-delusion  at  the  best :  for,  see  I 
So  long  as  Qod  would  kindly  pioneer 
A  path  for  you,  and  screen  you  from  tiie  world, 
Procure  you  full  exemption  from  man^s  lot, 
Man^s  common  hopes  and  fears,  on  the  mere 

pretext 
Of  ^our  engagement  in  his  service  —  yield  you 
A  hmitlesB  license,  make  you  God,  in  fact. 
And  turn  your  slave  —  you  were  content  to  say 
Most  courtly  praises  1    What  is  it,  at  last. 
But  selfishness  without  example '?    None 
Coold  trace  God's  will  so  plain  as  you,  while 

yours 
Remained  implied  in  it ;  but  now  you  fail. 
And  we,  who  prate  about  that  wiU,  are  fools ! 
In  short,  God's  service  is  established  here 
As  he  determines  fit,  and  not  your  way. 
And  this  you  cannot  brook.    Such  discontent 
Is  weak.    Renounce  all  creatureship  at  once  I 
Affirm  an  absolute  right  to  have  and  use 
Your  energies;    as  though  the  rivers  should 

say — 
**  We  rush  to  the  ocean ;  what  have  we  to  do 
With  feeding  streamlets,  lingering  in  the  vales. 
Sleeping  in  lazy  pools  ?  ' '    Set  up  that  plea, 
That  will  be  bold  at  least  I 

Par,  'T  is  like  enough. 

The  serviceable  spirits  are  those,  no  doubt. 
The  East  produces  :  lo,  the  master  bids,  — 
They  wake,  raise  terraces  and  garden-grounds 
In  one  night's  space;  and,  thk  done,  straight 

begin 
Another  century's  sleep,  to  the  great  praise 
Of  him  that  framed  them  wise  and  beautiful. 
Till  a  lamp's  rubbing^  or  some  chance  akin. 
Wake  them  again.    I  am  of  different  mould. 
I  would  have  soothed  my  lord,  and  slaved  for 

him 
And  done  him  service  past  my  narrow  bond, 
And  thus  I  get  rewarded  for  my  pains ! 
Beside,  'tis  vain  to  talk  of  forwarding 
God's  glory  otherwise  ;  this  is  alone 
The  sphere  of  its  increase,  as  far  as  men 
Increase  it ;  why,  then,  look  beyond  this  sphere  ? 
We  are  his  glory ;  ana  if  we  be  glorious, 
Is  not  the  thing  achieved  ? 

Fest.  Shall  one  like  me 

Judge  hearts  like  yours  ?     Though  years  have 

changed  you  much. 
And  you  have  left  your  first  love,  and  retain 
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Its  empty  shade  to  veil  your  crooked  ways. 
Yet  I  still  hold  that  you  have  honored  God. 
And  who  shall  call  your  course  without  reward  ? 
For,  wherefore  this  repining  at  defeat 
Ilad  triumph  ne'er  inured  you  to  high  hopes? 
I  urge  von  to  forsake  the  life  vou  curse. 
And  what  success  attends  me  ?  —  simply  talk 
Of  passion,  weakness  and  remorse ;  in  short, 
Anything  out  the  naked  truth  —  you  choose 
This  so-despised  career,  and  cheapl  v  hold 
My  happiness,  or  rather  other  mentis. 
Once  more,  return ! 

Par.  And  quickly.    John  the  thief 

Has  pilfered  half  my  secrets  by  this  time : 
And  we  depart  by  daybreak.    I  am  weary, 
I  know  not  how ;  not  even  the  wine-cup  soothes 
My  brain  to-night  .  .  . 
Do  you  not  thoroughly  despise  me,  Fratus  ? 
No  flattery !    One  like  you  needs  not  be^  told 
We  live  and  breathe  deceiving  and  deceived. 
Do  you  not  scorn  me  from  your  heart  of  hearts, 
Me  and  my  cant,  each  petty  subterfuge. 
My  rhymes  and  all  this  frothy  shower  or  words, 
Mv  p^lozin^  self-deceit,  my  outward  crust 
Ot  lies  which  wrap,  as  tetter,  morphew,  furfur 
Wrap  the  sound  flesh  ?  —  so,  see  you  flatter  not  I 
Even  God  flatters  :  but  my  friend,  at  least. 
Is  true.    I  would  depart,  secure  henceforth 
Against  all  further  insult,  hate  and  wroi^ 
Fix)m  puny  foes ;  my  one  friend  ^s  scorn  shall 

brand  me  : 
No  fear  of  sinking  deeper ! 

Fest.  No,  dear  Aureole  I 

No,  no  ;  I  came  to  counsel  faithfully. 
Tliere  are  old  rules,  made  long  ere  we  were 

bom. 
By  which  I  judge  you.    I,  so  fallible, 
So  infinitely  low  beside  your  mighty 
Majestic  spirit !  —  even  I  can  see 
You  own  some  higher  law  than  ours  which  call 
Sin,  what  is  no  sin  —  weakness,  what  is  strength. 
But  I  have  only  these,  such  as  they  are. 
To  guide  me  ;  and  I  blame  you  where  they  bid. 
Only  so  long  as  blaming  promises 
To  win  peace  for  your  soul:    the  more,   that 

sorrow 
Has  fallen  on  me  of  late, and  tho^  have  helped  me 
So  that  I  faint  not  uiidpr  my  distress. 
But  wherefore  should  I  scniple  to  avow 
In  spite  of  all,  as  brother  judging  brother, 
Your  fate  is  most  inexplicable  to  me  ? 
And  should  you  perish  without  recompense 
And  satisfaction  yet  —  too  liastily 
I  have  relied  on  love  :  you  may  have  sinned, 
But  you  have  loved.    As  a  mere  human  mat- 
ter— 
As  I  would  have  God  deal  with  fr^ple  men 
In  the  end  —  I  say  that  you  will  triumph  yet  I 

Par,  Have  you  felt  sorrow,  Festus  r  —  't  is 
because 
You  love  me.  Sorrow,  and  sweet  Michal  yours  I 
Well  thought  on  :  never  let  her  know  this  last 
IXdl  winding-up  of  all :  these  miscreants  darfnl 
Insult  me  —  me  she  loved :  —  so,  grieve  her  not ! 

Fe^.    Your  ill  success  can  little  grieve  her 
now. 

Par.    Michal  is  dead !  pray  Christ  we  do  not 
craze  1 


Fest.    Aureole,  dear  Aureole,  look  not  on  me 
thus  ! 
Fool,  fool  I   this  is  the  heart  grown  sorrow- 
proof — 
I  cannot  bear  those  eyes. 
Par,  Nay,  really  dead  ? 

Fest,    'T  is  scarce  a  month. 
Par,    Stone  dead  I  —  then  you  have  laid  her 
Among  the  flowers  ere  this.     Now,  do  you 

know, 
I  can  reveal  a  secret  which  shall  comfort 
Even  you.    I  have  no  julep,  as  men  think. 
To  cheat  the  grave  :  but  a  tar  better  secret. 
Know,  then,  you  did  not  ill  to  trust  your  love 
To  the  cold  earth  :  I  have  thought  much  of  it : 
For  I  believe  we  do  not  wholly  cue. 
Fest,    Aureole  1 

Par,        Nay,  do  not  laugh ;  there  is  a  reason 
For  what  I  say  :  I  think  the  soul  can  never 
Taste  deatli.    I  am,  just  now,  as  you  may  see. 
Very  unfit  to  put  so  strange  a  thought 
In  an  intelligi  ole  dress  of  words ; 
But  take  it  as  my  trust,  she  is  not  dead. 
Fest.    But  not  on  this  accotmt  alone?  you 
surely, 
— ^Aureole,  you  have  believed  this  all  along  ? 
Par.    And  Michal  sleeps  among  the  roots 
and  dews, 
'\^niile  I  am  moved  at  Basel,  and  full  of  schemes 
For  Nuremberg,  and  hoping  and  despairing, 
As  though  it  mattered  how  the  farce  plays  out. 
So  it  be  quickly  played.    Awav,  away ! 
Have  your  will,  rabble  I    while  we  fight  the 

prize. 
Troop  you  in  safety  to  the  snug  back-seats 
And  leave  a  clear  arena  for  the  brave 
About  to  perish  for  your  sport !  —  Behold  1 
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FssTin,  PAEAcauns. 

Fest,    No  change  !    The  wear>'  night  is  well- 
nigh  spent, 
The  lamp  bums  low,  and  through  the  casement- 
bars 
Gray  morning  glimmers  feebly :  yet  no  change ! 
Another  night,  and  still  no  sigh  has  stirred 
That  fallen  discolored  mouth,  no  pang  relit 
Those  fixed  eyes,  quenched  by  the  decaying 

body. 
Like  torch-flame  choked  in  dust.      While  all 

beside 
Was  breaking,  to  tJie  last  they  held  out  bright, 
As  a  stronghold  where  life  intrenched  itself ; 
But  they  are  dead  now  —  very  blind  and  dead : 
He  will  drowse  into  death  without  a  groan. 

My  Aureole  —  my  forgotten,  mined  Aureole ! 
The  days  are  gone,  are  gfone !    How  grand  thon 

wastl 
And  now  not  one  of  those  who  struck  thee 

down  — 
P<Kxr  g?.oriotis  spirit  —  conoems  him  even  to  stay 
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And  satisfy  hiinaelf  his  little  hand 
Could  turn  God^s  image  to  a  livid  thing. 

Another  night,  and  yet  no  ohange  I  'T  ia  mnoh 
That  I  should  sit  by  hiiUf  and  bathe  his  brow, 
And  chafe  his  hands ;    ^t  is  much :    but  he  will 

snre 
Know  me,  and  look  on  me,  and  speak  to  me 
Onoe  more  —  but  only  onoe  1    His  hollow  cheek 
Looked  all  night  long  as  though  a  creeping 

^ laugh 
At  his  own  state  were  just  about  to  break 
From  the  dying  man:    my  brain  swam,  my 

throat  swelled, 
And  yet  I  could  not  turn  away.    In  truth. 
They  told  me  how,  when  first  brought  here,  he 

seemed 
Resolved  to  Uve,  to  lose  no  faculty  ; 
Thus  striving  to  keep  up  his  shattered  strengrth, 
Until  they  bore  him  to  this  stifling  cell  : 
When  straight  his  features  fell,  an  hour  made 

white 
The  flushed  face,  and  relaxed  the  quivering 

limb, 
Only  the  eye  remained  intense  awhile 
As  though  it  recognized  the  tomb-like  place, 
And  then  he  lay  as  here  he  lies. 

Ay,  here ! 
Here  is  earth's  noblest,  nobl^  garlanded  — 
Her    bravest    champion    vfiin    his    well-won 

prize  — 
Her  best  achievement,  her  sublime  amends 
For  countless  generations  fleeting  fast 
And  followed  bv  no  trace ;  —  the  creature-god 
tShe  instances  when  angels  would  disnute 
The  title  '^f  her  brood  to  rank  with  tnem. 
Angels,  this  is  our  angel !     Those  bright  forms 
We   clothe  with   purple,  crown   and  call   to 

thrones. 
Are  human,  but  not  his ;  those  are  but  men 
Whom  other  men  press  round  and  kneel  before ; 
Those  palaces  are  dwelt  in  by  mankind ; 
Higher  provision  is  for  him  you  seek 
Amid  our  pomps  and  glories :  see  it  here  ! 
Behold   earth's   pan^onl      Now,  raise  thee, 

clay! 

Ood  I    Thou  art  love !    I  build  my  faith  on  that. 
Even  as  I  watch  beside  thy  tortured  child 
Unconscious  whose  hot  tears  fall  fast  by  him. 
So  doth  thv  right  hand  guide  us  through  Uie 

world 
Wherein  we  stumble.    God!  what  shall  we  say  ? 
How  has  he  sinned  ?    How  else  should  he  have 

done? 
Sorely  he  sought  thy  praise  — thy  praise,  for  all 
He  might  be  busied  by  the  task  so  much 
As  half  foi^i^et  awhile  its  proper  end. 
Dost  thou  well,  Lord  ?    Thou  canst  not  but  pre- 
fer 
That  I  should  range  myself  upon  his  side  — 
How  could  he  stop  at  every  step  to  set 
Thy  glory  forth  ?    Hadst  thou  but  granted  him 
Success,  thy  honor  would  have  crowned  success, 
A  halo  round  a  star.    Or,^  say  he  erred,  — 
Save  him,  dear  God ;  it  will  be  like  thee :  bathe 

him 
In  light  and  life  I    Thou  art  not  made  like  us ; 


We  should  be  wroth  in  such  a  case ;  but  thou 
For^vest— so,  forgive  these  passionate  thoughts 
Which  come  unsought  and  will  not  pass  away  1 
I  know  thee,  who  hast  kept  my  path,  and  made 
Light  for  me  in  the  darkness,  tempering  somow 
So  that  it  reached  nie  like  a  solemn  ioy : 
It  were  too  strange  that  I  should  doubt  tny  love. 
But  what  am  I  ?   Thou  madest  him  and  knowest 
How  he  was  fashioned.    I  could  never  err 
That  wav :  the  quiet  place  beside  thy  feet. 
Reserved  for  me,  was  ever  in  mv  thoughts  : 
But  he  —  thou  shouldst  have  favored  him  as 
weU! 

Ah !    he  wakens  I     Aureole,  I  am  here  I   't  is 

Festus! 
I  cast  away  all  wishes  save  one  wish  — 
Let  him  but  know  me,  only  speak  to  me  ! 
He  mutters ;  louder  and  louder ;  any  other 
Than  I,  with  brain  less  laden,  could  collect 
What  he  pours  forth.     Dear  Aureole,  do  but 

look! 
Is  it  talking  or  singing,  this  he  utters  fast  ? 
Misery  that  he  should  fix  me  with  his  eye. 
Quick  talking  to  some  other  all  the  while ! 
If  he  would  husband  this  wild  vehemence 
Which  frustrates  its  intent !  —  I  heard,  I  know 
I  heard  my  name  amid  those  rapid  words. 
Oh^  he  win  know  me  yet !    Could  I  divert 
This  current,  lead  it  somehow  gently  back 
Into  the  channels  of  the  past !  —  His  eye 
Brighter  than  ever  I    It  must  recognize  me  I 

I  am  Erasmus :  I  am  here  to  pray 
That  Paracelsus  use  his  skill  tor  me. 
The  schools  of  Paris  and  of  Padua  send 
These  questions  for  your  learning  to  resolve. 
We  are  your  students,  noble  master :  leave 
This  wretched  cell,  what  business  have  yon 

here? 
Our  class  awaits  you  ;  come  to  us  once  more  I 
(O  agony !  the  utmost  I  can  do 
Touches  him  not ;  how  else  arrest  his  ear  ?)  ^ 
I  am  commissioned  ...  I  shall  craze  like  huu. 
Better  be  mute  and  see  what  God  shall  send. 

Par.    Stay,  stay  with  me ! 

Fest.  I  will ;  I  am  come  here 

To  stay  with  yon  —  Festus,  you  loved  of  old ; 
Festus,  you  know,  yon  must  know ! 


Par, 


Festus t  Where's 


Aprile,  then  ?    Has  he  not  clianted  softly 
The  melodies  I  heard  all  night  ?    I  could  not 
Get  to  him  for  a  cold  hand  on  my  breast. 
But  I  made  out  his  music  w^ell  enough, 

0  well  enough  !    If  they  have  filled  niin  ftiU 
With  magrical  music,  as  they  freight  a  star 
With  light,  and  have  remitted  all  his  sin. 
They  will  forgive  me  too,  I  too  shall  know  ! 

Fest.    Festus,  your  Festus ! 
Par.  Ask  him  if  Aprile 

EInowB  as  he  Loves  —  if  I  shall  Love  and  Know  ? 

1  try ;  but  that  cold  hand,  like  lead  — so  cold  I 
Fett,    My  hand,  see  I 

Par,  Ah,  the  curse,  Aprile,  Aprile  1 

We  get  so  near — so  very,  very  near ! 
'T  is  an  old  tale :    Jove  strikes  the  Titans  down. 
Not  when  they  set  about  their  mountain-piling 
But  when  another  rock  would  crown  the  work. 
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And  Phaeton  — doubtless  his  first  radiant  plunge 
Astonished  mortals,  though  the  gods  were  cabii. 
And  Jove  prepared  his  thunder :  all  old  tales  1 
Fest,    And  what  are  these  to  you  ? 
Par,  Ay,  fiends  must  laugh 

So  cruelly,  so  well !  most  like  1  never 
Could  tread  a  single  pleasure  underfoot, 
But  they  were  grinning  by  my  side,  were  chuck- 
_        ling 

To  see  me  toil  and  drop  away  by  flakes  1 
Hell-«pawn !    I  am  glad,  most  glad,  that  thus  I 

tail! 
Your  cmming  has  o'ershot  its  aim.    One  year, 
One  month,  perhaps,  and  I  had  servea  your 

turn ! 
Tou  should  have  curbed  your  spite  awhile.    But 

now, 
Who  will  believe  ^t  was  you  that  held  me  back  ? 
Listen :  there  *s  shame  and  hissing  and  con- 
tempt, 
And  none  but  laughs  who  munes  me,  none  but 

spits 
Measureless  scorn  upon  me.  me  alone. 
The  quack,  the  cheat,  the  liar,  —  ail  on  me  I 
And  thus  your  famous  plan  to  sink  mankind 
In  silence  and  despair,  by  teaching  them 
One  of  their  race  had  probed  the  inmost  truth. 
Had  done  all  man  could  do,  jyet  f uled  no  less  — 
Your  wise  plan  proves  abortive.    Men  despair? 
Ha,  ha  I  wny,  they  are  hooting  the  empiric. 
The  ignorant  and  incapable  fool  who  rushea 
Madly  upon  a  work  beyond  his  wits : 
Nor  doubt  they  but  the  simi)lest  of  tnemselves 
Could  bring  the  matter  to  triumphant  issue. 
So,  pick  and  choose  among  them  all,  accursed  I 
Try  now,  persuade  some  other  t«  slave  for  you^ 
To  ruin  body  and  soul  to  work  your  ends ! 
N(^  no ;  I  am  the  first  and  last,  I  think. 
Fest.    Dear  friend,  who  are  accursed?  who 

has  done  .  .  . 
Par.    What  have  I  done  ?    Fiends  dare  ask 
that?  or  you. 
Brave  men?     Oh,  you  can  chime  in  boldly, 

backed 
By  the  others  I   What  had  jron  to  do,  sage  peers  ? 
Here  stand  my  rivals :  Latin,  Arab,  Jew, 
Greek,  join  dead  hands  against  me  :  all  1  ask 
Is,  that  the  world  enroll  my  name  with  theirs, 
And  even  this  poor  privilege,  it  seems. 
They  range  themselves,  prepared  to  disallow. 
Only  observe  I  why,  fiends  may  learn  from  them ! 
How  they  talk  calmly  of  ray  throes,  my  fierce 
Aspirings,  terrible  watchings,  each  one  claiming 
Its  price  of  blood  and  brain ;  how  thev  dissect 
Ana  sneeringly  disparage  the  few  truths 
Got  at  a  life  s  cost ;  they  too  hannng  tlie  while 
About  my  neck,  their  lies  misleamng  me 
And  their  dead  names  browbeating  me  I    Gray 

crew. 
Yet  steeped  in  fresh  malevolence  from  hell. 
Is  there  a  reason  for  vour  hate  ?    My  truths 
Have  shaken  a  little  the  palm  about  each  prince  ? 
Just  think,  Aprile,  all  tnese  leering  dotards 
vVere  bent  on  nothing  less  than  to  oe  crowned 
As  we  I    That  yellow  blear^yed  wretch  in  chief 
To  whom  the  rest  cringe  low  with  feigned  re- 
spect, 
Galen  of  Pergamos  and  hell  —  n«y  speak 


The  tale,  old  man  I    We  met  there  face  to  face : 
I  said  the  crown  should  fall  from  thee.    Once 

more 
We  meet  as  in  that  rhastly  vestibule : 
Look  to  my  brow  I  Have  I  redeemed  my  pledge  ? 

Fest,    Peace,  peace ;  ah.  see  I 

Par.  On,  emp  tineas  of  fame  I 

0  Persic  Zoroaster,  lord  of  stars  I 

—  Who  said  these  old  renowns,  dead  long  ago, 
Could  make  me  overlook  the  living  world 
To  gaze  through  gloom  at  where  they  stood,  in- 
deed. 
But  stand  no  longer  ?    What  a  warm  light  life 
After  the  shade  !    In  truth,  my  delicate  witch. 
My  serpent-oneen,  you  did  but  well  to  hide 
The  juggles  I  had  else  detected.    Fire 
May  well  run  harmless  o^er  a  breast  like  yours] 
The  cave  was  not  so  darkened  by  the  smoke 
But  that  jouT  white  limbs  dazzled  me :  oh,  white, 
And  panting  as  they  twinkled,  wildly  dajicing  t 

1  cared  not  tor  your  passionate  gestures  then. 
But  now  I  hare  forsrotten  the  charm  of  charms, 
The  foolish  knowleoge  which  I  came  to  seek. 
While  I  remember  that  quaint  dance ;  and  thus 
I  am  come  back,  not  for  those  mummeries, 
But  to  love  you,  and  to  kiss  your  little  feet 
Soft  as  an  ermine^s  winter  coat  I 

Fest.  A  light 

Will  struggle  through  these  thronging  words  at 

last. 
As  in  the  angry  and  tumultuous  West 
A  soft  star  trembles  through  the  drifting  clouds. 
These  are  the  strivings  of  a  spirit  which  hates 
So  sad  a  vault  should  coop  it,  and  calls  up 
The  past  to  stsmd  between  it  and  its  fate. 
Were  he  at  Einsiedeln  — or  Michal  here  I 
Par.    Cruel  1    I  seek  her  now  —  1  kneel  —  I 

shriek  — 
I  clasp  her  vesture  —  but  she  fades,  still  fades  ; 
And  she  is  TOne :  sweet  human  love  is  gone  I 
*T  is  only  wnen  tney  spring  to  heaven  timt  angels 
Reveid  uiemselves  to  you ;  they  sit  all  day 
Beside  you,  and  lie  down  at  night  by  you 
Who  care  not  for  their  presence,  muse  or  sleep. 
And  all  at  once  they  leave  you,  and  you  know 

them ! 
We  are  so  fooled,  so  cheated  I    Why,  even  now 
I  am  not  too  secure  against  foul  play ; 
The  shadows  deepen  and  the  walls  contract : 
No  doubt  some  treachery  is  going  on. 
'T  is  very  dusk.    Where  are  we  put,  Aprile  ? 
Have  they  left  us  in  the  lurch  ?    This  murky 

loathsome 
Death-trap,  this  slaughter-house,  is  not  the  hall 
In  the  p)lden  city  !     Keep  by  me,  Aprile  ! 
There  is  a  hand  groping  amid  the  blackness 
To  catch  us.    Have  the  spider-fingers  got  you, 
Poet  ?    Hold  on  me  for  your  life  I    If  once 
They  pull  you !  —  Hold  f 

'T  is  but  a  dream  —  no  more  I 
I  have  vou  still ;  the  sun  comes  out  again  ; 
Let  us  be  happ:^ :  aU  will  yet  go  well! 
Let  us  confer :  is  it  not  Uke,  Aprile, 
That  spite  of  trouble,  this  ordeal  passed, 
The  vuue  of  my  labors  ascertained. 
Just  as  some  stream  foams  long  among  the 

rooks 
But  after  glided  sImbj  to  the  sea, 
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So.  full  ooDtent  ihsll  henoef orth  be  mj  lot  ? 
WW  think  yoa,  poet  ?    Loader  I     Your  olear 

vuiue 
Vibrates  too  like  »  harp-etring.    Do  you  ask 
How  could  I  still  remain  on  earth,  should  God 
Grant  me  the  ^reat  approval  which  I  seek  ? 
L  yon,  and  God  can  comprehend  each  other, 
But  men  would  murmur,  and  with  cause  enoi^h; 
For  when  thev  saw  me,  stainless  of  all  sin, 
Preserved  and  sanctified  by  inward  light, 
They  would  complain  that  comfort,  shut  from 

them, 
I  drank  thus  unespied  ;  that  they^  live  on, 
Nor  taste  the  quiet  of  a  constant  joy, 
For  ache  and  care  and  doubt  and  weariness. 
While  I  am  calm ;  help  being  vouchsafed  to  me. 
And  hid  from  them.  —  ^T  were  best  consider 

that! 
You  reason  wellj  Aprile  ;  but  at  least 
Let  me  know  this,  and  die !    Is  this  too  much  ? 
I  will  learn  this,  if  God  so  please,  and  die  1 

If  thou  shaH  please,  dear  Gbd,  if  thou  shalt 

please  1 
We  are  so  weak,  we  know  our  motrves  least 
In  their  confused  befrinning.    If  at  first 
I  sought  .  .  .  but  wherefore  bare  my  heart  to 

thee? 
I  know  thy  mercy;  and  already  thonpihts 
Flock  fast  about  my  sool  to  comfort  it. 
And  intimate  I  oamiot  wholly  fail. 
For  lore  and  praise  would  clasp  me  wiUingly 
Could  I  resolve  to  seek  them.    Thou  art  good. 
And  I  should  be  content.    Yet  —  yet  first  show 
I  have  done  wrong  in  daring  I    R«fcher  give 
The  supernatural  consciousneoi  of  strength 
Which  fed  my  youth  1    Onlv  one  hour  of  Umt, 
With  thee  to  help  —  O  what  should  bar  me 

then  I 


lost!      Thus  things  are  ordered  here  I 

God's  creatures, 
And  yet  he  takes  no  pnde  in  us !  —  none,  none  I 
Truly  there  needs  another  life  to  come ! 
If  this  be  aU  >-  (I  must  tell  Festus  that) 
And  other  life  await  us  not — for  one, 
I  say  'tis  a  poor  cheat,  a  stupid  bungle, 
A  wretched  failnre.    I,  for  one,  protest 
Against  it,  and  I  hurl  it  back  with  scorn. 

WeU,  onward  though  alone !    Small  time  re- 
mains, 
And  much  to  do :  I  must  have  fruit,  must  reap 
6ome  profit  from  my  toils.    I  doubt  my  body 
Will  hardly  serve  me  through ;  while  I  have  la- 
bored 
It  has  deca^red  ;  and  now  that  I  demand 
Its  best  assistance,  it  will  crumble  fast: 
A  sad  thought,  a  sad  fate  !     How  very  full 
Of  wormwood  't  is,  that  just  at  altar-service. 
The  n^  hymn  rising  with  the  rolHng  smoke, 
When  glory  dawns  and  all  is  at  the  TOst, 
The  sacred  fire  may  flicker  and  grow  faint 
And  die  for  want  of  a  wood-piler's  help  I 
Thus  fades  the  flagging  body,  and  the  soul 
Is  pulled  down  in  tlie  overthrow.    Well,  well  — 
Let  men  oateh  every  word,  let  them  lose  naught 
Of  what  I  say ;  something  may  yet  be  done. 


They  are  ruins !    Trust  me  who  am  one  of  yon  I 
All  ruins,  glorious  once,  but  lonely  now. 
It  makes  my  heart  sick  to  behold  you  crouch 
Beside  your  desolate  fane :  the  arches  dim, 
I'he  crumbling  columns  grand  against  the  moon. 
Could  I  but  rear  them  up  once  more  —  but  that 
May  never  be,  so  leave   theml     Trust   me, 

friends. 
Why  should  yon  linger  here  when  I  have  built 
A  far  resplendent  temple,  all  your  own  ? 
Trust  me,  they  are  but  ruins  I    See,  Aprile, 
Men  will  not  heed  1    Yet  were  I  not  prepared 
With  better  refuge  for  them,  congue  of  mine 
Should  ne'er  reveal  how  blank  their  dwelling  is : 
I  would  sit  down  in  silenoe  with  the  rest. 

Ha,  what  ?  you  spit  at  me,  yon  grin  and  shriek 
Contempt  into  my  ear  —  my  ear  which  drank 
God's  accents  once  ?  you  curse  me  ?    Why  men, 

men, 
I  am  not  formed  for  it  I    Those  hideous  e^es 
WiU  be  before  me  sleeping,  waking,  pmymg, 
The^  will  not  let  me  even  die.    Spare,  spare  me. 
Sinning  or  no,  forget  that,  only  spare  me 
The  horrible  scorn  I    Yon  thought  I  oould  sup- 
port it. 
But  now  you  see  what  silly  fragile  creature 
Cowers  thus.    I  am  not  good  nor  bad  enough. 
Not  Christ  nor  Cain,  yet  even  Cain  was  saved 
From  Hate  like  this.    Let  me  but  totter  back  J 
Perhaps  I  shall  elude  those  jeers  which  creep 
Into  my  very  brain,  and  shut  these  scorched 
Eyelids  and  keep  those  mocking  faces  out. 

Listen,  Aprile  I    I  am  very  calm : 
Be  not  deceived,  there  is  no  passion  here 
Where  the  blood  leaps  like  an  imprisoned  thing : 
I  am  calm :  I  will  exterminate  tne  race  t 
Enough  of  that :  't  is  said  and  it  shall  be. 
And  now  be  merry :  safe  and  sound  am  I 
Who  broke  through  their  best  ranks  to  get  at 

you. 
And  such  a  havoc,  such  a  ront,  Aprile  1 
Fest,    Have  yon  no  thought,  no  memory  for 

me. 
Aureole  ?    I  am  so  wretched  —  my  pure  Midud 
Is  gone,  and  you  alone  are  left  me  now, 
And  even  yon  forget  me.    Take  my  hand  — 
Lean  on  me  thus.    Do  you  not  know  me,  Au- 
reole? 
Par.    Festus,  my  own  friend,  you  are  come  at 

last? 
As  you  say,  't  is  an  awful  enterprise  ; 
Bnt  you  believe  I  shall  go  through  with  it : 
'T  is  like  you,  and  I  thank  you.    Thank  him 

for  me. 
Dear  Miohal !    See  how  bright  St.  Saviour's  spire 
Flames  in  the  sunset ;  all  its  figures  quaint 
Gay  in  the  glancing  fight :  you  might  conoeive 

them 
A  troop  of  yellow-vested  white-haired  Jews  ^ 
Bound  for  their  own  land  where  redemption 
dawns. 
Feat.  Not  that  blest  time  —  not  our  youth's 

time,  dear  God ! 
Par.  ^  Ha  —  stay  !  true,  I  forget  —  all  is  done 

since. 
And  he  is  come  to  judge  me.    How  he  speaka. 
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How  calm,  how  well !  yee,  it  is  true,  all  true ; 

All  quackery ;  all  deceit ;  myself  can  laufj^h 

The  tirst  at  it,  if  you  defure  :  but  still 

You  know  the  obstacles  which  taught  me  tricks 

i:>o  foreign  to  my  luiture  —  eiivy  and  hate, 

Blind  opposition,  brutal  prejudice. 

Bald  ignorance  —  what  wonder  if  I  sunk 

To  humor  men  the  way  they  most  approved  ? 

My  cheats  were  never  palmed  on  such  as  you, 

Dear  Festus  1     I  wUl  luieel  if  you  require  me, 

Impart  the  meagre  knowledge  I  possess, 

Explain  its  bounded  nature,  and  avow 

My  insufficiency  —  whatever  you  will : 

I  give  the  fight  up :  let  there  be  an  end, 

A  privacy,  an  obscure  nook  for  me. 

I  want  to  be  forgotten  even  bj*  God. 

But  if  that  cannot  be,  dear  Festus,  lay  me. 

When  I  shall  die,  within  some  narrow  grave, 

Not  by  itself  —  for  that  would  be  too  proud  — 

But  where  such  graves  are  thickest ;  let  it  look 

Nowise  distinguished  from  the  hillocks  round, 

So  that  the  peasant  at  his  brother's  bed 

May  tread  upon  my  own  and  know  it  not ; 

And  we  shall  all  be  equal  at  tbe  last. 

Or  classed  according  to  life's  natural  ranks, 

Fatliers,  sons,  brothers,  friends  —  not  rich,  nor 

wise. 
Nor  gifted :  lay  me  thus,  then  say,  ^*  He  lived 
Too  much  advanced  before  his  brother  men ; 
They  kept  him  still  in  front:  'twas  for  their 

good, 
But  yet  a  dangerous  station.    It  were  strange 
That  he  should  tell  Gkid  he  had  never  rank^ 
With  men  :  so.  here  at  least  he  is  a  man." 
Fest.  That  God  shall  take  thee  to  his  breast, 

dear  spirit. 
Unto  his  breast,  be  sure !  and  here  on  earth 
Shall  snlendor  sit  upon  thy  name  forever. 
3un !  ail  the  heaven  is  glad  for  thee :  what  care 
If  lower  mountains  light  their  snowy  phares 
At  thine  effulgence,  yet  acknowledge  not 
The  source  of  day  ?    Their  theft  shall  be  their 

bale: 
For  after-ages  shall  retrack  thy  beams. 
And  put  aside  the  crowd  of  busy  ones 
And  worship  thee  alone  —  tJie  master-mind, 
The  thinker,  the  explorer,  the  creator ! 
Then,  who  should  sneer  at  the  convulsive  throes 
With  which  thy  deeds  were  bom,  would  soom 

as  well 
Tho  sheet  of  winding  subterraneous  fire 
Wliich,  pent  and  writhing,  sends  no  less  at  last 
Huge  islands  up  amid  the  simmering  sea. 
Behold  thy  might  in  me !  thou  hast  infused 
Th:^  soul  in  mine ;  and  I  am  grand  as  thou, 
Seeing  I  comprehend  thee  —  I  so  simple, 
Tliou  so  august.    I  recognize  thee  first ; 
I  saw  thee  rise,  I  watehed  thee  earlv  and  late. 
And  though  no  glance  reveal  thou  dost  accept 
My  homage  —  tnus  no  less  I  proffer  it. 
And  bid  tiiee  enter  gloriously  thy  rest. 
Par,    Festus ! 

Fest,  I  am  for  noble  Aureole,  God  ! 

I  am  upon  his  side,  come  weal  or  woe. 
His  portion  shall  be  mine.    He  has  done  well. 
I  would  have  sinned,  had  I  been  strong  enough. 
As  he  has  sinned.    Reward  him  or  I  waive 
Reward !    If  thou  canst  find  no  plaoe  for  him. 


He  shall  be  king  elsewhere,  and  I  will  be 
His  slave  forever.    There  are  two  of  us. 
Far,    Dear  Festus ! 

Fest,  Here,  dear  Aureole !  ever  by  you  ! 

Far,     Nay,  speak   on,  or  I   dream  again. 
Speak  on ! 
Some  story,  anything  —  only  your  voice. 
I  shall  dream  else.    Speak  on  !  ay,  leaning  so ! 
Fest,    Thus  ike  Mayne  glideth 
Where  my  Love  abidetli. 
Sleep  's  no  softer :  it  proceeds 
On  tniough  lawns,  on  through  meads, 
On  and  on,  whatever  befall. 
Meandering  and  musical. 
Though  the  niggard  pasturage 
Bears  not  on  its  shaven  ledge 
Aught  but  weeds  and  waving  grasses 
To  view  the  river  as  it  passes. 
Save  here  and  there  a  scanty  natch 
Of  primroses  too  faint  to  eaten 
A  weary  bee. 
Par,    More,  more  ;  say  on  ! 
Fest.  And  scarce  it  pushes 

Ite  gentle  way  through  strangling  rushes 
Where  the  glossy  kingfisher 
Flutters  when  noon-heate  are  near. 
Glad  the  shelving  Imnks  to  shun. 
Red  and  steaming  in  the  sun, 
Where  the  shrew-mouse  with  pale  throat 
Burrows,  and  the  speckled  stoat ; 
Where  the  auick  sandpipers  flit 
In  and  out  tne  marl  and  grit 
That  seeins  to  breed  them,  brown  as  they : 
Naught  disturlM  its  quiet  way. 
Save  some  lazy  stork  tliat  springs. 
Trailing  it  with  legs  and  wings. 
Whom  the  shy  fox  from  the  nill 
Rouses,  creep  he  ne'er  so  still. 
Par.  ^  My  heart !  they  loose  my  heart,  those 
simple  words ; 
Its  darkness  passes,  which  naught  else  could 

touch  : 
Like  some  dark  snake  that  force  may  not  expel. 
Which  glideth  out  to  music  sweet  and  low. 
What  were  you  doing  when  your  voice  broke 

through 
A  chaos  of  uglv  images  ?    You,  indeed  I 
Are  you  alone  here  ? 

Fest,  All  alone  :  you  know  me  ? 

This  cell? 

Par,  An  unexceptionable  vault : 

Good  brick  and  stone:  the  bate  kept  out,  the 

rata 
Kept  in :  a  snug  nook :  how  should  I  misteke  it  ? 
rest.    But  wherefore  am  I  here  ? 
Par,  Ah,  well  remembered ! 

Why,  for  a  purpose  —  for  a  purpose,  Festus  I 
'T  is  like  me :  here  I  trifle  while  time  fleeta. 
And  this  occasion,  lost,  will  ne'er  return. 
You  are  here  to  be  instructed.    I  will  tell 
God's  message :  but  I  have  so  much  to  8ay» 
I  fear  to  leave  naif  out.    All  is  confused^ 
No  doubt ;  but  doubtless  you  will  learn  in  tima 
He  would  not  else  have  brought  you  here :  no 

doubt 
I  shall  see  clearer  soon. 

Fest,  Tell  me  but  this  — 

Yon  are  not  in  despair  ? 
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Par.  I'^iyidforwhat? 

Fest,    AIm,  alas  I  he  knows  not,  as  I  feared  I 
Par.    What  ia  it  you  would  aak  me  with  that 


Dear  aearohing' face  ? 

Fett.  How  feel  yon,  Aureole  ? 

Par.  Wen : 

Well.    'Tie  a  strange  thing:  Iamdying,Fe8tu8, 
And  now  that  fast  the  stonu  of  life  subsides, 
I  first  perceive  how  great  the  whirl  has  been. 
I  was  calm  then,  who  am  so  diay  now  — 
Calm  in  Uie  thiok  of  the  tempest,  but  no  less 
A  partner  of  its  motion  and  mixed  up 
With  its  career.    The  hurricane  is  spent. 
And  the  good  boat  speeds  through  the  brighten- 
ing weather ; 
But  is  it  earth  or  sea  that  heaves  below  ? 
The  gulf  rolls  like  a  meadow-swell,  o^erstrewn 
With  ravaged  boughs  and  remnants  of  the  shore ; 
And  now  some  islet,  loosened  from  the  land. 
Swims  past  with  all  its  trees,  sailing  to  ocean ; 
And  now  tiie  air  is  full  of  uptom  canes, 
Light  strippings  from  the  fan-trees,  tamarisks 
Unrooted,  with  their  birds  still  clinging  to  them, 
All  high  in  the  wind.    £ven  so  my  varied  life 
Drifts  by  me ;  I  am  young,  old,  happy,  sad. 
Hoping,  despondiitf,  acting,  taking  rest. 
And  all  at  once :  that  is,  t  nose  oast  conditions 
Float  back  ttt  once  on  me.    If  1  select 
Some  special  epoch  from  the  crowd,  'tis  but 
To  wiU,  and  straight  the  rest  dissolve  away, 
And  only  that  particular  state  is  present 
With  all  its  loni^forgotten  circumstance 
Distinct  and  vivid  as  at  first  —  myself 
A  careless  looker^n  and  nothing  more. 
Indifferent  and  amused,  but  nothing  more. 
And  this  is  death:  I  understand  it  all. 
New  being  waits  me  ;  new  perceptions  must 
Be  bom  in  me  before  I  plunge  therein  ; 
Wliich  hut  is  Death's  affair ;  and  while  I  speak, 
Mmute  by  minute  he  is  filling  me 
With  power ;  and  while  my  foot  is  on  the  thresh- 
old 
Of  boundless  life — the  doors  unopened  yet. 
All  preparations  not  complete  within  — 
I  turn  new  knowlec^  upon  old  events. 
And  the  effect  is  .  .  .  but  I  must  not  tell ; 
It  is  not  lawful.    Your  ovm  turn  will  come 
Chie  day.    Wait,  Festus !    You  will  die  like  me. 

Fest,    ^Tia  of  that  past  life  that  I  bum  to 
hear. 

Par.    You  wonder  it  en^ges  me  just  now  ? 
In  truth,  I  wonder  too.    \Vhi»t  's  life  to  me  ? 
Where'er  I  look  is  fire,  where'er  I  listen 
Music,  and  where  I  tend  bliss  evermore. 
Yet  how  can  I  refrain  ?    'Tie  a  refined 
Delight  to  view  those  chances,  — one  last  view. 
I  am  so  near  the  perils  I  escape. 
That  I  must  plav  with  them  and  turn  them  over, 
To  feel  how  rally  thev  are  past  and  gone. 
Still,  it  is  like,  some  further  cause  exists 
For  this  peeuUar  mood  —  some  hidden  purpose ; 
Did  I  not  tell  yon  something  of  it,  Festus  ? 
I  had  it  fast,  but  it  has  somehow  slipt 
Away  from  me  ;  it  will  return  anon. 

Fest,    (Indeed  his  cheek  seems  young  again, 
his  voice 
Complete  with  its  old  tones:  that  little  laugh 


Concluding  every  phrase,  with  upturned  eye. 
As  though  one  stoojped  above  his  head  to  whom 
He  looked  for  coiihrmation  and  approval, 
Where  was  it  gone  so  long,  so  well  preserved  ? 
Then«  the  forefinger  pointing  as  he  speaks, 
like  one  who  traces  m  an  open  book 
The  matter  he  declares ;  't  is  many^  a  year 
Since  I  remarked  it  last :  and  this  in  him, 
But  now  a  ghastly  wreck !) 

And  can  it  be. 
Dear  Aureole,  vou  have  then  found  out  at  last 
That  worldly  things  are  utter  vanity  ? 
That  man  is  made  for  weakneas,  and  should  wait 
In  patient  ignorance,  till  God  appoint  .  .  . 

Par.    Ha,  the  purpose :  the  true  purpose : 
that  is  it! 
How  could  I  fail  to  apprehend  I    You  here, 
1  thus  1    But  no  more  trifling :  I  see  all, 
I  know  all :  my  last  mission  shall  be  done 
If  strength  suffice.    No  trifling!    Stay;  this 

posture 
Hardly  befits  one  thus  about  to  speak : 
I  will  arise. 

Fest.  Nay,  Aureole,  are  you  wild  ? 

You  cannot  leave  your  couch. 

Par.  No  help ;  no  help ; 

Not  even  your  hand.    So  !  there,  I  stand  once 

more! 
Speak  from  a  couch  ?    I  never  lectured  thus. 
My  gown  —  the  scarlet  lined  with  fur ;  now  put 
The  chain  about  my  neck ;  my  s4^Bt-ring 
Is  still  upon  my  hand,  I  think  —  even  so : 
Last,  my  eood  sword ;  ah,  trusty  Axoth,  leapest 
Beneath  thy  master's  grasp  for  the  last  time  ? 
This  couch  shall  be  my  throne :  I  bid  these  walls 
Be  consecrate,  this  vrretched  cell  become 
A  shrine,  for  here  God  speaks  to  men  through 

me. 
Now,  Festus,  I  am  ready  to  begin. 

Fest.    I  am  dumb  with  wonaer. 

Par.  ^  LiBten,  therefore,  Festus  I 

There  will  be  time  enough,  but  none  to  spare. 
I  must  content  myself  with  telling  only 
The  most  important  points.    You  doubtless  feel 
That  I  am  happy,  Festns ;  very  happy. 

Fest.  '  T  is  no  delusion  wliich  uplifts  him  thus  1 
Then  you  are  pardoned,  Aureole,  all  vour  sin  ? 

Par.    Ay,  pardoned :  yet  why  pardoned  ? 

Fest.  'tis  God's  praise 

That  man  is  bound  to  seek,  and  you  .  .  . 

Par,  ^  Have  lived ! 

We  have  to  live  alone  to  set  forth  well 
God's  praise.    'Tis  true,  I  sinned  much,  as  I 

tnought. 
And  in  effect  need  merov,  for  1  strove 
To  do  that  very  thing ;  but,  do  your  best 
Or  worst,  praise  rises,  and  will  nse  forever. 
Pardon  itova.  him,  because  of  praise  denied  — 
Who  calls  me  to  nimself  to  exalt  himself  ? 
He  might  laugh  as  I  laugh ! 

Fest.  But  all  comes 

To  the   same  thing.     'Tis  fruitleas  for  man- 
kind 
To  fret  themselves  with  what  concerns  them  not; 
They  are  no  use  that  wav  :  they  should  lie  down 
Content  as  God  has  made  them,  nor  ^  mad 
In  thriveless  cares  to  better  what  is  ill. 

Par.  No,  no ;  miatake  me  not ;  let  me  not  work 
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More  harm  than  I  hare  worked !    This  is  my 

case : 
If  I  gro  joyons  back  to  God,  yet  bring' 
No  offerii^,  if  I  render  up  niy  soul 
Withont  toe  fruits  it  was  ordained  to  bear, 
If  I  appear  the  better  to  love  God 
For  sm,  as  one  who  has  no  claim  on  him. 
Be  not  deceived !    It  may  be  sorely  thns 
With  me,  while  higher  prizes  still  await 
The^  mortal  persevering  to  the  end. 
Beside  I  am  not  all  so  valneleas : 
I  have  been  something,  though  too  soon  I  left 
Following  the  instincts  of  that  happy  time. 

Fest.    What  happy  time  ?    For  God's  sake, 
for  man's  sake, 
What  time  was  happy  ?    All  I  hope  to  know 
That  answer  will  decide.    What  happy  time  ? 

Par,    When  but  the  time  I  vowed  myself  to 
man? 

Fest*    Great  God,  thy  judgments  are  inscruta- 
ble I 

Par.    Yes,  it  was  in  me ;  I  was  bom  for  it — 
I,  Paracelsus  :  it  was  mine  by  right. 
Doubtless  a  searching  and  impetuous  soul 
Might  learn  from  its  own  motions  that  some  task 
Like  this  awaited  it  about  the  world ; 
Might  seek  somewhere  in  this  blank  uf e  of  ours 
For  fit  delights  to  stay  its  longing  vast ; 
And,  grappling  Nature,  so  prevail  on  her 
To  fill  tlie  creature  full  she  dared  thus  frame 
Hungry  for  joy  ;  and.  bravely  tyrannous. 
Grow  in  demand,  still  craving  more  and  more, 
And  make  each  jov  conceded  prove  a  pledge 
Of  other  joy  to  follow  —  batins:  naught 
Of  its  desires,  still  seizing  fresh  pretence 
To  turn  the  knowledge  and  the  rapture  wrung 
As  an  extreme,  last  toou,  from  destiny, 
Into  occasion  for  new  covetings, 
New  strifes,  new  triumphs:  —  doubdess  a  strong 

soul. 
Alone,  unaided  might  attain  to  this, 
80  glorious  is  our  nature,  so  august 
Man's  inborn  uninstructed  impulscks. 
His  naked  spirit  so  majestical  1 
But  this  was  bom  in  me ;  I  was  made  so ; 
Thus  much  time  saved  :  the  fevericii  a|>petites, 
The  tumult  of  unproved  desire,  the  unaimed 
Uncertain  jreamings,  aspirations  bUnd, 
Distrust,  mistake,  and  all  that  ends  in  tears 
Were  saved  me ;  thus  I  entered  on  my  course. 
Yon  may  be  sure  I  was  not  all  exempt 
From  human  trouble ;  just  so  much  of  doubt 
As  bade  me  plant  a  surer  foot  ui>on 
The  snn-roaa,  kept  my  eye  unruined  'mid 
The  fierce  and  flaiBhing  splendor,  set  my  heart 
Trembling  so  much  as  warned  me  I  stood  there 
On  sufferance  —  not  to  idly  gaze,  but  cast 
Light  on  a  darkling  race ;  save  for  that  donbt, 
I  stood  at  first  where  all  aspire  at  last 
To  stand  :  the  secret  of  the  worid  was  mine. 
I  knew,  I  felt,  (perception  unexpressed. 
Uncomprehended  by  our  narrow  thought^ 
But  somehow  felt  and  known  in  every  shift 
And  change  in  the  spirit,  —  nay,  in  every  pore 
Of  the  bodjy,  even  J  —  what  God  is,  what  we  are, 
What  life  is  —  how  God  tastes  an  infinite  joy 
In  infinite  ways — one  everlasting  bliss. 
From  whom  all  being  emanateB,  all  power 


Proeeeds ;  in  whom  is  life  forevermore, 
Yet  whom  existence  in  its  lowest  form 
Includes ;  where  dwells  enjoyment  there  is  he : 
With  still  a  flying  point  of  buss  remote, 
A  happiness  in  store  afar,  a  sphere 
Of  distant  glory  in  full  view ;  thus  climbs 
Pleasure  its  heights  forever  and  forever. 
The  centre-fire  neaves  underneath  the  earth. 
And  the  earth  changes  like  a  human  face ; 
The  molten  ore  bavsts  up  among  the  roeks. 
Winds  into  the  stone's  heart,  ouUmuiches  bright 
In  hidden  mines,  spots  barren  river-beds, 
Crumbles  into  fine  sand  where  sunbeams  bask  — 
God  joys  therein.    The  wroth  sea's  waves  are 

edged 
With  foam,  white  as  the  bitten  lip  of  hate. 
When,  in  the  solitary  waste  strange  noups 
Of  young  volcanos  come  up,  oyclops-Uke, 
Staring  together  with  their  eyes  on  flame  — 
God  tastes  a  plitasure  in  their  uncouth  pride. 
Then  all  is  still ;  earth  is  a  wintry  clod : 
But  spring^wind,  like  a  dancing  pealtress,  pusroos 
Over  its  breast  to  waken  it,  rare  verdure 
Buds  tenderly  upon  rough  bwEiks,  between 
The  withered  tree-roots  and  the  cracks  of  frost. 
Like  a  smile  striving  with  a  wrinkled  iaoe ; 
The  grass  grows  bnght,  the  boughs  are  swoln 

with  blooms 
Like  chrysalids  impatient  for  the  air. 
The  shining  dorrs  are  busy,  beetles  run 
Along  the  furrows,  ants  make  their  ado ; 
Above,  birds  fly  in  merry  flocks,  the  lark 
Soars  up  and  up,  shivering  for  very  joy  : 
Afar  the  ocean  sleeps  \  wnite  fishing^uUs 
Flit  where  the  strand  is  purple  with  its  tribe 
Of  nested  limpets :  savage  creatures  seek 
Their  loves  in  wood  and  plain  —  and  God  renews 
Uis  ancient  nature.    Thus  he  dwells  in  all. 
From  Ufe's  minute  beginnings,  up  at  last 
To  man  —  the  consummation  of  uiis  scheme 
Of  being,  the  completion  of  this  sphere 
Of  life :  whose  attributes  had  here  and  there 
Been  scattered  o'er  the  visible  world  before. 
Asking  to  be  oombined,  dim  fragments  meant 
To  be  united  in  scxne  wondrous  whole. 
Imperfect  qualities  throughout  creation. 
Suggesting  some  one  creature  yet  to  make. 
Some  point  where  all  those  scattered  rays  should 

meet 
Convergent  in  the  faculties  of  man. 
Power  —  neither  put  forth  blindly,  nor  con- 
trolled 
Cabnlv  by  perfect  knowledge  ;  to  be  used 
At  risk,  inspired  or  checked  by  hope  and  f aar : 
Knowledge  —not  intuition,  but  the  slow 
Uncertain  fruit  of  an  enhancing  toil. 
Strengthened  by  love :  love  —  not  serenely  pure, 
But  strong  from  weakness,  like  a  chanoe-sown 

plant 
Which,  cast  on  stubborn  soil,  puts  forth  changed 

buds 
And  softer  stains,  unknown  in  happier  dimes  ; 
Love  which  endures  and  doubts  ana  is  oppressed 
And  cherished,  suffering  much  and  much  sua* 

tained. 
And  blindj  oft-failing,  yet  believing  love, 
A  half-enhghtened,  of  ten-checkerea  trust :  — 
Hints  and  previsions  of  which  faculties. 
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Are  strewn  oonf uaedly  evenrwheie  about 
The  inferior  natures,  and  all  lead  np  hi^^ierf 
All  shape  oat  dimly  the  superior  race, 
The  heir  of  hopes  too  fair  to  turn  out  false, 
And  man  appears  at  last.    So  far  the  seal 
la  put  on  lite ;  one  stage  of  beiiu^  complete, 
One  scheme  wound  up:  and  irom  the  grand 

result 
A  supplementary  reflux  of  light, 
Illustrates  all  the  inferior  grades,  explains 
Each  hack  step  in  the  circle.    Not  alone 
For  their  poaseseor  dawn  those  qualities. 
But  the  new  glory  mixes  with  the  heaven 
And  earth  ;  man,  onee  descried,  imprints  forsTsr 
His  presence  on  all  lifeless  things :  the  winds 
Are  nenoef orth  voices,  wailing  or  a  shout, 
A  querulous  matter  or  a  quick  gay  laugh, 
Never  a  senseless  gust  now  man  is  bom. 
The  herded  pines  commune  and   have   deep 

thoughts, 
A  secret  they  assemble  to  discuss 
When  the  sun  drops  behind  their  teunks  which 

glare 
Like  grates  of  hell :  the  peerless  cup  afloat 
Of  the  lake-lily  is  an  urn,  some  nymph 
Swims  bearing  high  above  her  htmd  :  no  bird 
Whistlea  unseen,  out  throuffh  the  gaps  above 
That  let  light  in  upon  the  gloorav  woods, 
A  shape  peeps  from  the  breezy  lorest^top, 
Arch  witn  small  puckered  mouth  and  mocking 

eye. 
The  mom  has  enterprise,  deep  quiet  droops 
With  evening,  triumph  takes  the  sunset  hour, 
Volnptnons  transport  ripens  with  the  com 
Beneath  a  warm  moon  uke  a  happy  face : 
—  And  this  to  All  us  with  regard  tor  man, 
WilJi  apprehension  of  his  passing  worth. 
Desire  to  work  his  proper  nature  out. 
And  aaoertain  his  rank  and  final  place. 
For  these  things  tend  still  upward,  progynsn  is 
The  law  of  life,  man  is  not  Man  aa  yet. 
Nor  shall  I  deem  his  object  served,  his  end 
Attained,  his  genuine  strength  put  fairly  forth, 
While  only  here  and  there  a  star  dispels 
The  darkness,  here  and  there  a  towering  mind 
O'erlooks  its  prostrate  fellows :  when  the  host 
Is  out  at  onee  to  the  despair  of  night. 
When  all  mankind  alike  ia  perfected. 
Equal  in  full-blown  powers  —  then,  not  till  then, 
I  say,  begins  man^s  general  infancy. 
For  wherefore  make  account  of  feverish  starts 
Of  restless  members  of  a  dormant  whole. 
Impatient  nerves  which  quiver  while  the  body 
Slumbers  as  in  a  grave  ?    Oh,  long  ago 
The  brow  was  twitched,   the  tremulous  lids 

astir. 
The  peaceful  mouth  disturbed;   half  uttered 

8p»ech 
Ruffled  tha  lip,  and  then  the  teeth  were  set, 
The  breath  drawn  sharp,  the  strong  right-hand 

clenched  stronger, 
Ab  it  woidd  pluck  a  uon  by  the  jaw  ; 
The  glorious  creature    laughed    out  even  in 

sleep! 
But  when  full  roused,  each  giant-limb  awake, 
Badi  sinew  strung,  the  great  heart  pulsing  fast, 
He  shall  start  up  and  stand  on  his  own  earth, 
Then  shall  his  long  triumphant  march  begin. 


Thence  shall   his  being   date, —  thus    wholly 

roused. 
What  he  achieves  shall  be  set  down  to  him. 
When  all  the  race  is  perfected  alike 
As  man,  that  is ;  aU  tended  to  mankind. 
And,  man  produced,  all  has  its  end  thus  far : 
But  in  completed  man  begins  anew 
A  tendency  to  God.    Prognostics  told 
Man's  near  approach  ;  so  u  man's  self  arise 
August  anticipations,  symbols,  types 
Of  a  dim  splendor  ever  on  before 
In  that  eternal  circle  life  pursues. 
For  men  begin  to  pass  their  nature's  bound, 
And  find  new  hopes  and  cares  which  fast  sup- 
plant 
Their  proper  joys  and  griefs;  they  grow  too 

great 
For  narrow  creeds  of  right  and  wrong,  which 

fade 
Before  the  unmeasured  thirst  for  good :  while 

peace 
Rises  within  them  ever  more  and  mora. 
Such  men  are  even  now  upon  the  earth. 
Serene  amid  the  half-formed  creatures  round 
Who  should  be  saved  by  them  and  joined  with 

them. 
Such  was  my  task,  and  I  was  bom  to  it  — 
Free,  as  I  said  but  now,  from  much  that  chains 
Spirits,  lugh-dowered  but  limited  and  vexed 
By  a  divided  and  delusive  aim, 
A  shadow  mocking  a  reality 
Whoee  truth  avails  not  wholly  to  disperse 
The  flitting  mimic  called  up  by  itselif. 
And  so  remains  perplexed  and  nigh  put  out 
By  its  fantastic  fellow's  wavering  gleam. 
I,  from  tlie  first,  was  never  cheated  thus ; 
I  never  fashioned  out  a  fancied  good 
Distinct  from  man's ;  a  service  to  be  done, 
A  ^lory  to  be  ministered  unto 
With  powers  put  forth  at  man's  expense,  with- 
drawn 
From  laboring  in  his  behalf ;  a  strength 
Denied  that  might  avul  him.    I  cared  not 
Lest  his  success  ran  counter  to  success 
Elsewhere :  for  God  is  glorified  in  man. 
And  to  man's  glorv  vowed  I  soul  and  limb. 
Yet,  CMistituted  tnus,  and  thus  endowed, 
I  failed :  I  gazed  on  power  till  I  grew  blind. 
Power ;  I  could  not  take  my  eyes  from  that :  ^ 
That  only,  I  thought,  should  be  preserved,  in- 
creased 
At  an^  risk,  displayed,  struck  out  at  once  — 
The  sign  and  note  and  character  of  man. 
I  saw  no  use  in  the  past :  only  a  scene 
Of  degradation,  ugliness  and  tears. 
The  record  of  disgraces  best  forgotten, 
A  sullen  page  in  numan  chronicles 
Fit  to  erase.    I  saw  no  cause  why  man 
Should  not  stand  all-suificient  even  now. 
Or  why  his  annals  should  be  forced  to  tell 
That  once  the  tide  of  light,  about  to  break 
Upon  the  world,  was  sealed  within  its  spring  : 
I  would  have  had  one  day,  one  moment  s  space. 
Change  man's  condition,  push  each  slumbering 

claim 
Of  mastery  o'er  the  elemental  world 
At  once  to  full  maturity,  then  roll 
Oblivion  o'er  the  work,  and  hide  from  man 
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What  night  had  ushered  mom.    Not  so,  dear 

chOd 
Of  after-days,  wilt  thou  reject  the  past 
Big  with  deep  warnings  of  the  proper  tenure 
By  which  thou  hast  the  earth :  for  thee  the 

present 
Shall  have  distinct  and  trembling  beautv,  seen 
Beside  that  pastes  own  shade  when,  in  relief, 
Its  brightness  shall  stand  out :  nor  yet  on  thee 
iShidl  burst  the  future,  as  successive  zones 
Of  several  wonder  open  on  some  spirit 
flyinf  secure  uid  glad  from  heaven  to  heayon : 
But  thou  shalt  painfully  attain  to  joy. 
While  hope  ana  fear  and  love  shiul  keep  thee 

nuuil 
All  thb  was  hid  from  me  :  as  one  h^  one  ^ 
My  dreams  grew  dim,  my  wide  aims  circum- 
scribed. 
As  actual  good  within  my  reach  decreased. 
While  obstacles  sprung  up  Uiis  way  and  that 
To  keep  me  from  effecting:  half  the  sum. 
Small  as  it  proved ;  as  objects,  mean  within 
The  primal  aggregate,  seemed,  even  the  least, 
Itseli  a  match  for  my  concentred  strength  — 
What  wonder  if  I  saw  no  wav  to  shun 
Despair  ?    The  power  I  sought  for  man,  seemed 

God's. 
In  this  conjuncture,  as  I  prayed  to  die, 
A  strange  adventure  made  me  know,  one  sin 
Had  spotted  my  career  from  its  uprise  ; 
I  saw  Aprile  — my  Apiile  there  ! 
And  as  the  poor  melodious  wretch  disburdened 
His  heart,  and  moaned  his  weakness  in  my  ear, 
I  learned  my  own  deep  error ;  love's  undomg 
Taught  me  the  worth  of  love  in  man's  estate. 
And  what  proportion  love  should  hold  with 

power 
In  his  right  constitution  ;  love  preceding 
Power,  and  with  much  power,  idways  much 

more  love ; 
Love  still  too  straitened  in  his  present  means. 
And  earnest  for  new  power  to  set  love  free. 
I  learned  this,  and  supposed  the  whole  was 

learned: 
And  thus,  when  men  received  with  stupid  won- 
der 
My  first  revealings,  would  have  worshipped  me. 
And  I  despised  and  loathed   their  proffered 
praise  — 


When,  with  awakened  eyes,  they  took  revenge 

For  past  credulity  in  casting:  shame 

On  my  real  knowledge,  and  I  hated  them  — 

It  was  not  strange  I  saw  no  good  in  nuui, 

To  overbalance  all  the  wear  and  waste 

Of  faculties,  displayed  in  vain,  but  bom 

To  prosper  in  some  better  sphere  :  and  why  ? 

In  my  own  heart  love  had  not  been  made  wise 

To  trace  love's  faint  beginnings  in  mankind. 

To  know  even  hate  is  but  a  mask  of  love's. 

To  see  a  good  in  evil,  and  a  hope 

In  ill-success ;  to  sympathize,  be  proud 

Of  their  half-reasons,  faint  aspirings,  dim 

Strujggles  for  truth,  their  poorest  fallacies. 

Their  prejudice  and  fears  and  cares  and  doubts ; 

All  with  a  touch  of  nobleness,  despite 

Their  error,  upward  tending  all  though  weak. 

Like  plants  in  mines  which  never  saw  the  sun. 

But  dream  of  him,  and  guess  where  he  may 

be. 
And  do  their  best  to  climb  and  eet  to  him. 
All  this  I  knew  not,  and  I  failed.    Let  men 
Regard  me,  and  the  poet  dead  long  ago 
Who  loved  too  rashlv  ;  and  shi^ie  forth  a  third 
And  better-tempered  spirit,  warned  bv  hoih  : 
As  from  the  over-radiant  stiur  too  mad 
To  drink  the  life-springs,  beamless  thence  it- 
self- 
And  the  dark  orb  which  borders  the  abyss. 
Ingulfed  in  icy  night,  — might  have  its  course, 
A  temperate  and  equidistant  world. 
Meanwhile,  I  have  done  well,  though  not  all 

well. 
As  yet  men  cannot  do  without  contempt ; 
'T  is  for  Uieir  good,  and  therefore  fit  awhile 
That  they  reject  the  weak,  and  scorn  the  false, 
Rather  tnan  praise  the  strong  and  true,  in  me : 
But  after,  they  will  know  me.    If  I  stoop 
Into  a  dark  tremendous  sea  of  cloud. 
It  is  but  for  a  time ;  I  press  God's  lamp 
Close  to  my  breast ;  its  splendor,  soon  or  late. 
Will  pierce  the  gloom  :  I  shall  emerge  one  day. 
You  understand  me  ?    I  have  said  enough  ! 
Feet,  Now  die,  dear  Aureole  I 
Par.  Festus,  let  my  hand  — 

This  hand,  lie  in  your  own,  my  own  true  friend ! 
Aprile !    Hand  in  hand  with  yon,  Aprile ! 

Fest.  And  this  was  Paracelsus  I 
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A  TRAGEDY 

DEDICATED,  IN  ALL  AFFECTIONATE  ADMIRATION, 

TO 

WILLIAM  C.  MACREADY 
London,  April  33,  1837 


F^aracelsus  foimd  an  enthuBiastio  reader  in 
the  actor  Maoready,  who  begged  Browning  to 
write  him  a  play,  even  suggesting  the  subject 
to  him,  which  did  not  awaken  the  poet^s 
interest.  More  than  a  year  passed,  when  the 
two  met  at  a  sapper  given  by  Macready  after 
the  saccessful  presentation  of  Talfourd^s  lotu. 
Aa  the  gnests  were  leaving,  Macready  said  to 
Browning:  "Write  a  play.  Browning,  and 
keep  me  from  goii^  to  America.  * '  *  *  Sliall  it  be 
historical  and  English?  "  replied  Browning. 
**  What  do  yon  say  to  a  drama  on  Strafford  ?  " 
and  the  poet  now  had  his  subject.  His  choice 
is  readily  explained  by  the  fact  that  he  was  at 
this  time  helping  his  friend  John  Forster  with 
his  Life  of  Strafford  contained  in  Lives  of  Emi- 
nent British  Statesmen,  Indeed,  Mr.  Fumivall 
says  without  hesitation  that  the  agreement  of 
the  Strafford  of  the  play  with  the  Strafford  of 
FoTster^s  biography  is  due  to  the  fact  that 
Browning  wrote  the  whole  of  the  Life  of  Straf- 
ford after  the  first  seven  paragraphs. 

When  the  play  was  rehearsing  Browning 
gave  Macready  a  lilt  which  he  had  composed 
for  the  children's  song  in  Act  V.  It  was  not 
used,  because  the  two  children  who  were  to 
wDg  wished  a  more  pretentious  song.  The  lUt 
which  Browning  composed  was  purposely  no 
more  than  a  crooning  measure.  He  afterward 
gave  it  to  Miss  Hickey  for  her  special  edition 
of  Strqff^ord^  and  it  is  reproduced  here  in  its 
place.  The  following  is  Browning^s  preface  to 
the  first  edition :  — 

*^I  had  for  some  time  been  engaged  in  a 
Poem  of  a  very  different  nature,  when  induced 


to  make  the  present  attempt;  and  am  not 
without  apprehension  that  my  eagerness  to 
freshen  a  jaded  mind  by  diverting  it  to  the 
healthy  natures  of  a  grand  epoch,  may  have 
operated  unfavorably  on  the  represented  play, 
which  is  one  of  Action  in  Character,  rather 
than  Cluuracter  in  Action.  To  remedy  this,  in 
some  degree,  oonsiderable  curtailment  will  be 
necessary,  and,  in  a  few  instances,  the  supply- 
ing details  not  required,  I  suppose,  by  the 
mere  reader.  While  a  trifling  success  would 
much  gratify,  failure  will  not  wholly  discour- 
1^^  me  from  another  effort :  experience  is  to 
come ;  and  earnest  endeavor  may  yet  remove 
many  disadvantages. 

*'  The  portraits  are,  I  think,  faithful ;  and 
I  am  exceedingly  fortunate  in  being  able, 
in  proof  of  this,  to  refer  to  the  subtle  and 
eloquent  exposition  of  the  characters  of  Eliot 
and  Strafford,  in  the  Lives  of  Eminent  British 
Statesmen^  now  in  the  course  of  publication  in 
Lardner's  Cyclopedia^  by  a  writer  [John  Fors- 
ter] whom  I  am  proud  to  call  my  frieud  ;  and 
whose  biographies  of  Hampden,  Pym,  and 
Vane,  wiU,  I  am  sure,  fitly  illustrate  the  pres- 
ent year  — the  Second  Centenary  of  the  Trial 
concerning  Ship-Money.  My  Carlisle,  however, 
is  purely  imaginary:  I  at  first  sketched  her 
singular  likeness  roughly  in,  as  suggested  by 
Matthews  and  the  memoir- writers  —  but  it  was 
too  artificial,  and  the  substituted  outline  is  ex- 
clusively from  Voiture  and  Waller. 

**The  Italian  boat-song  in  the  last  scene  is 
from  Redi^s  '  Bacco,'  long  since  naturalized  in 
the  joyous  and  delicate  version  of  Leigh  Hunt.'' 


PERSONS 
Chajujr  I. 
Earl  %*l  Holland. 
liOfrd  BAvn,R. 
Sir  RwntY  Vans. 
WnrrwoBTB,  Viscount    WsHTWOBTH,  Earl  of  BimAV- 

JoHx  Ptx. 

JoHai  Hampdkn. 

The  jonoKer  Vask. 

DsntL  HoLLn. 

BssjAanr  Ritdtabd. 

Xathasisi*  Pmaris. 

Earl  of  LoUDOH. 

Uaxwixl,  Uther  of  the.  Black  Rod. 


BALrouB,  Constable  of  the  Tower. 

A  PURTTAK. 

Qaran  HsKBisTTA. 
LuoY  PsKCT,  Couniest  of  CarliOe. 
PreBbyteriana,    Bcota    CoraniiMionertB,    Adhmenta 
Strafford,  Secretaries,  OiBcera  of  the  Court,  etc. 
Two  of  Strafford's  duLDBSir. 


of 


ACT   I 

Scam  L  A  House  near  Whitehntt.  Hampdsm,  Hollis, 
the  younger  Vans,  Rcdtard,  Fissssb  and  mnntf  oj 
the  Presbyterian  Party:  hovDon  and  other  Scois 
Commissioners, 
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Vane.    I  aay,  if  he  be  here  — 
Hudyard,  (And  he  is  here  I)  — 

Mollis,    For  England^B  sake  let  every  man  be 
stiU 
Nor  speak  of  him,  so  much  as  say  his  name. 
Till  rym  rejoin  us  I    Kudyard !    Henry  Vane ! 
One  rash  conclusion  may  decide  onr  course 
And  with  it  Eugland^s  fate  —  think  —  England's 

fate! 
Hampden,  for  Ensfland's  sake  they  should  be 
stUl! 
Vane,    Ton  say  so,  Hollis  ?    Well,  I  must  be 
still. 
It  is  indeed  too  bitter  that  one  man. 
Any  one  man's  mere  presence,  should  suspend 
England's  combined  endeavor :  little  need 
To  name  him ! 
Rud.  For  you  are  his  brother,  Hollis  ! 

Hampden,    Shame  on  you,  Rudyard  I  time  to 
tell  him  that 
When  he  forgets  the  Mother  of  us  all. 
Mud,    Do  1  forget  her  ? 
Hamp,  You  talk  idle  hate 

Against  her  foe  :  is  that  so  strange  a  thing  ? 
Is  hating  Went  worth  all  the  help  she  needs  ? 
A  Puritan,    Tlie  Philistine  strode,  cursing  as 
he  went : 
But  David  —  five  smooth  pebbles  from  the  brook 
Within  his  scrip  .  .  . 
Rud,  Be  you  as  stiU  as  David  I 

Fiennes,    Here  's  Rudyard  not  ashamed  to 
wag  a  tongue 
Stiff  with  ten  yean'  disuse  of  Parliaments ; 
Why,  when  the  last  sat,  Wentworth  sat  with  us  I 
Rud,    Let 's  hope  for  news  of  them  now  he 
returns  — 
He  that  was  safe  in  Ireland,  as  we  thought ! 

—  But  I  *11  abide  Pym's  coming. 

Vane,  Now,  by  Heaven, 

Then  may  be  oool  who  can,  silent  who  will  — 
Some  have  a  gift  that  way  I    Wentworth  is  here. 
Here,  and  the  King  's  safe  closeted  with  him 
Ere  this.    And  when  I  think  on  all  that 's  past 
Since  that  man  left  us,  how  his  single  arm 
Rolled  the  advancing  good  of  England  back 
And  set  the  woeful  past  up  in  its  place. 
Exalting  Dagon  where  the  Ark  should  be,  — 
How  that  man  has  made  firm  the  fickle  King 
(Hampden,  I  will  speak  out!)  —  in  aught  ne 

feared 
To  venture  on  before  ;  taught  tyranny 
Her  dismal  trade,  the  use  of  all  her  tools. 
To  ply  the  scourge  yet  screw  the  gag  so  close 
That  strangled  agony  bleeds  mute  to  death  — 
How  he  turns  Ireland  to  a  private  stage 
For  training  infant  viUanies,  new  wavs 
Of  wringing  treasure  out  of  tears  and  blood, 
Unheara  oppressions  nourished  in  the  dark 
To  try  how  much  man's  nature  can  endure 

—  If  he  dies  under  it,  what  harm  ?  if  not, 
Why,  one  more  trick  is  added  to  the  rest 
WortJi  a  king's  knowing,  and  what  Ireland  bears 
England  may  learn  to  bear  :  —  how  all  this  while 
That  man  has  set  himself  to  one  dear  task. 
The  bringing  Charles  to  relish  more  and  more 
Power,  power  without  law,  power  and  blood  too 

—  Can  I  be  still? 

Hamp.  For  that  you  should  be  still. 


Vane,    Oh  Hampden,  then  and  nowl    The 
year  he  left  us. 
The  People  in  full  Parliament  could  wrest 
The  Bill  of  Rights  from  the  reluctant  King ; 
And  now,  he  'fl  find  in  an  obscure  small  room 
A  stealthy  gathering  of  great-hearted  men 
That  take  up  England's  cause :  England  is  here ! 
Hamp,    And  who  despairs  of  KnglmiH  */ 
Rud.  That  do  I, 

If  Wentworth  comes  to  rule  her.    I  am  sick 
To  think  her  wretched  masters,  Hamilton, 
The  muckworm  Cottington,  the  maniac  Laud, 
May  vet  be  longed*f or  back  again.    I  say, 
I  do  despair. 

Vane,  And,  Rudyard,  I  '11  say  this  — 

Which  all  true  men  say  after  me,  not  loud 
But  solemnly  and  as  yon  'd  say  a  prayer  I 
This  King,  who  treads  our  England  undeif oot. 
Has  just  so  much  ...  it  may  be  fear  or  oraft. 
As  bids  him   pause   at   each  fresh  outrage; 

friends. 
He  needs  some  sterner  hand  to  grasp  his  own. 
Some  voice  to  ask,  **  Why  shrink  ?    Am  I  not 

by?" 
Now,  one  whom  England  loved  for  serving  her. 
Found  in  his  heart  to  say,  *'  I  know  where  best 
The  iron  heel  shall  bruise  her,  for  she  leans 
Upon  me  when  vou  tramnle."    Witness,  yon ! 
So  Wentworth  neartenea  Charles,  so  England 

feU. 
But  inasmuch  as  life  is  hard  to  take 
From  England  .  .  . 
Many  Voices.    Go  on.  Vane  I    'T  is  well  said, 

Vane! 
Vane.     Who  has  not  so  forgotten  Runny- 

mede  I  — 
Voices.    'T  is  well  and  bravely  spoken.  Vane ! 

Gk>onI 
Vane.    There  are  some  little  signs  of  late  she 
knows 
The  ground  no  place  for  her.  She  glanoes  round, 
Wentworth  has  dropped  the  hand,  is  gone  his 

way 
On  other  service :  what  if  she  arise  ? 
No  I  the  King  beckons,  and  beside  him  stands 
The  same  bad  man  once  more,  with  the  same 

smile 
And  the  same  gesture.     Now  shall  England 

crouch. 
Or  catch  at  us  and  rise  ? 

Voices.  The  Renegade  I 

Haman!  Ahithophel! 

Hamp.  Gentlemen  of  the  North, 

It  was  not  thus  the  night  your  claims  were  urged. 
And  we  pronounced  the  League  and  Covenant, 
The  cause  of  Scotland,  England's  canse  as  well : 
Vane  there,  sat  motionless  the  whole   night 
through. 
Vane.    Hampden ! 
Fien.  Stay,  Vane  I 

Loudon.  De  just  and  patient.  Vane  I 

Vane.    Mind  how  you  counsel  patience,  Lou- 
don! you 
Have  still  a  Parliament,  and  this  your  League 
To  back  it ;  you  are  free  in  Scotland  still : 
While  we  are  brothers,  hope 's  for  England  yet. 
But  know  you  wherefore  Wentworth  comes  ? 
to  quench 
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Thk  last  of  hopes  ?  that  hs  brinffs  war  with  him  ? 
Know  yoa  the  man^s  self  ?  what  he  dares  f 

Lou,  We  know. 

All  know  —  't  is  nothing  new. 

Vane.  And  what  *s  new,  then, 

In  eallingr  for  his  life  ?    Why,  Pym  himself  — 
Yon  ninst  hare  heard  —  ere  Went  worth  dropped 

onr  cause 
He  would  see  Pym  first ;  there  were  many  more 
iStroDfc  on  the  people  ^s  side  and  friends  of  his, 
Eliot  that 's  dead,  Rndyard  and  Hampden  here. 
But  for  these  Wentworth  cared  not ;  only,  Pym 
He  wonld  see  —  Pym  and  he  were  sworn,  't  is 

said. 
To  live  and  die  tra^ether ;  so,  they  met 
At  Greenwich.    Wentworth,  you  are  sore,  was 

long. 
Specious  enough,  the  devirs  argument 
Lust  nothing  on  nis  lips ;  he  ^d  nave  Pym  own 
A  patriot  could  not  piav  a  purer  part 
Than  follow  in  his  track ;  they  two  combined 
Might  ^nt  down  Engiaod.    Well,  Pym  heard 

him  out; 
One  glance  —  yon  know  Pym'seye — one  word 

was  all: 
**  Yon  leave  us,  Wentworth  !  while  your  head 

is  on, 
I  H  not  leave  yon.*' 

Hamp,  Has  he  left  Wentworth,  then  ? 

Has  England  lost  him  ?    Will  yon  let  him  speak, 
Or  put  your  crude  surmises  in  his  month  ? 
Away  with  this  I    Will  you  have  Pym  or  Vane  ? 
Voices.  Wait  Pym^B  arrival  I  Pym  shall  speak. 
Hamp,  Meanwhile 

Let  Loudon  read  the  Parliament's  report 
From  Edinburgh :  our  last  hope,  as  Vane  says, 
Is  in  the  stand  it  makes.    Loudon  1 

Vane.  No,  no  I 

Silent  I  can  be :  not  indifferent  I 
Hamp.    Then  each  keep  silence,  praying  God 
to  spare 
His  aiiger,  cast  not  England  quite  away 
in  this  her  visitation  ! 

A  Pwitan,  Seven  years  long 

The  Midianite  drove  Israel  into  dens^ 
And  caves.    Till  God  sent  forth  a  mighty  man, 

(Ptm  enters.) 
Even  Gideon ! 

Ppm.  Wentworth 's  come :  nor  sickness,  care, 
The  ravaged  body  nor  the  rained  soul. 
More  than  the  wmds  and  waves  that  beat  his 

ship, 
Could  keep  bim  from  the  King.    He  has  not 

reached 
Wliitehall :  they  've  hurried  up  a  Council  there 
To  lose  no  time  and  find  him  work  enough. 
Wliere  's  Loudon  ?  your  Scots'  Parliament .  .  . 
Lou.  Holds  firm : 

We  were  about  to  read  reports. 

Pym.  The  King 

Has  just  dissolved  your  Parliament. 

Lou.  and  other  Scots.  Great  God  I 

An  oath-breaker  I    Stand  by  us,  England,  then ! 
Pym.    The  King's  too  sanguine  ;   doubtless 
Wentworth 's  here  ; 
Bnt  still  some  little  form  might  be  kept  up. 
Hamp.    Now  speak.  Vane  I    Rudyard,  you 
hiad  much  to  say  1 


Hot.  The  rumor 's  false,  then  ... 

Pym.  Av,  the  Court  gives  out 

His  own  ooiuMms  have  brought  him  back:  I 

know 
'TistheKingoaUshim.  Wentworth  supersedes 
The  tribe  of  Cottingtons  and  Hamiltons 
Whose  part  is  played  ;  there 's  talk  enough,  by 

Merciful  talk,  the  King  thinks :  time  is  now 
To  turn  the  record's  last  and  bloody  leaf 
Which,  chronicling  a  nation's  great  despair. 
Tells  they  were  long  rebellious,  uid  their  lord 
Indnlgent,  till,  all  kind  expedients  tried. 
He  drew  the  sword  on  them  and  reigned  in 

peace. 
Land's  laying  his  religion  on  the  Scots 
Was  the  last  gentle  entry :  the  new  page 
Shall  run,  the  King  thinks,  **  Wentworai  thrust 

it  down 
At  the  sword's  point." 

A  Puritan.  1  '11  do  your  bidding,  Pynit 

England's  and  God's  —  one  blow  I 

Pym.  A  goodly  thing  — 

We  all  say,  friends,  it  is  a  eoodly  thing 
To  right  that  England.    Hsaven  grows  dark 

above: 
Let 's  snatch  one  moment  ere  the  thunder  iall. 
To  say  how  well  the  English  spirit  comes  out 
Beneath  it  I    All  have  aone  tlwir  best,  indeed, 
From  lion  Eliot,  that  grand  Englishman, 
To  the  least  here  :  and  who,  the  least  one  here. 
When  she  is  saved  (for  her  redemption  dawns 
Dimly,  most  dimly,  but  it  dawns  —  it  dawns) 
Who 'a  give  at  any  price  his  hope  away 
Of  being  named  along  with  the  Great  Men  ? 
We  would  not  —  no,  we  would  not  give  that  up  I 
Hamp,  And  one  name  shall  be  dearer  than  all 

namwf, 
When  children,  yet  unborn,  are  taught  that 

name 
After  their  fathers',  —  taught  what  matchless 

man  ,  .  . 
Pym.  .  .  .  Saved  England?    Whatif  Went- 

worth's  should  be  stUl 
That  name? 
Bud.  and  others.  We  have  just  said  it,  Pym  7 

His  death 
Saves  her !    We  said  it  —  there  's  no  way  be- 
side! 
I'll  do  God's  bidding,  Pym  I     They  struck 

down  Joab 
And  purged  the  land. 

Vane.  No  villanous  striking^own  I 

Hud.  No,  a  calm  vengeance:   let  the  whole 

land  rise 
And  shout  for  it.    No  Feltons  I 

Pvm.  Rudyard,  no  1 

England  rejects  all  Feltons ;  most  of  ail 
Since  Wentworth  .  .  .  Hampden,  say  the  trust 

again 
Of  England  in  her  servants  —  but  I  '11  think 
Y<m  know  me,  all  of  you.    Then,  I  believe. 
Spite    of    the    past,   Wentworth    rejoins   yon, 

friends  I 
Vane   and  others.    Wentworth?    Apostate  1 

Judas  1  Double-djy^ed 
A  traitor  I    Is  it  Pym,  indeed  .  .  . 
Pym,  .  ^  .  Who  says 
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Vane  never  knew  that  Wentworth,  loTed  that 

man. 
Was  nsed  to  stroll  with  him,  arm  looked  in  ann. 
Along  the  streets  to  see  the  people  pass, 
And  road  in  eveiy  islaiid-ooimtenancc 
Fresh  argument  for  God  against  the  King,  — 
Never  sat  down,  say,  in  the  very  house 
Where    Eliot's  brow  grew  broad  with  noble 

thoughts, 
(Yon  Ve  iomed  ns,  Hampden  —  Hollis,  you  as 

well,) 
And  then  left  talking  over  Gbacchns^s  death  .  . 
Vane.   To  frame,  we  know  it  well,  the  choi- 
cest clause 
In  the  Petition  of  Right :  he  framed  such  clause 
One  month  beforo  he  took  at  the  Kingr^s  hand 
His  Northern  Presidency,  which  that  Bill 
Denounced. 

Pym,     Too  true  I    Never  mora,  never  more 
Walked  we  together !    Most  alone  I  went. 
I  have   had   friends  —  all   here   are  fast   my 

friends  — 
But  I  shall  never  quite  forget  that  friend. 
And  yet  it  could  not  but  be  real  in  him  1  ^ 
Yon,  Vane,  —  you,  Rudyard,  have  no  right  to 

trust 
To  Wentworth  :  but  can  no  one  hope  with  me  ? 
Hampden,  will  Wentwortli  dare  sned  English 

blood 
Like  water  ? 
Hamp.    ^       Ireland  is  Aceldama. 
Ppm.    Will  he  turn  ft^cotland  to  a  hunting- 
ground 
To  please  the  King,  now  that  he  knows  the 

King? 
The    People  or  the    King?    and  that  King, 

Charles  I 
Hamp.    Pym,  all  here  know  you :  you  Ul  not 

set  your  heart 
On  any  baseless  dream.    But  say  one  deed 
Of  Wentworth ^s,  since  he  left  us  .  .  .  [^Shouting 

without. 
Vane.  There  !  he  comes, 

And  they  shout    for  him!     WentwoHji^s  at 

WhitehaU, 
The  King  embracing  him,  now,  as  we  speak, 
And  he,  to  be  his  match  in  courtesies. 
Taking  the  whole  war's  risk  upon  himself. 
Now,  while  you  tell  us  here  how  changed  he  is ! 
Hear  you  ? 

Pym.         And  yet  if  't  is  a  dream,  no  more. 
That  Wentworth  chose  their  side,  and  brought 

the  King 
To  love  it  as  though  Laud  had  loved  it  first. 
And  the  Queen  after ;  that  he  led  their  cause 
Calm  to  success,  and  kept  it  spotless  through, 
So  that  our  very  eyes  could  look  upon 
The  travail  of  our  souls,  and  close  content 
That  violence,  which  something  mars  even  right 
W^hich  sanctions  it,  had  taken  off  no  grace 
From  its  serene  regard.    Only  a  dream  ! 
Hamp.    We  meet  here  to  accomplish  certain 

good 
By  obvious  means,  and  keep  tradition  up 
Of  free  assemblages,  else  obsolete. 
In  this  poor  chamber  :  nor  without  effect 
Has  friend  met  friend  to  counsel  and  confirm, 
As,  listening  to  the  beats  of  England's  heart, 


We  spoke  its  wants  to  Scotland's  prompt  reply 

Bv  these  her  delegates.    Remains  alone 

That  word  grow  deed,  as  with  God's  help  it 

shall  — 
But  with  the  devil's  hindrance,  who  doubts  too  ? 
Looked  we  or  no  that  tyranny  should  turn 
Her  engines  of  oppression  to  their  use  ? 
Whereof,  suppose    the  worst   be    Wentworth 

here  — 
Shall  we  break  off  the  tactics  which  succeed 
In  drawing  out  our  f ormidablest  foe. 
Let  bickering  and  disuiuon  take  their  place  ? 
Or  count  his  presence  as  our  conquest's  proof. 
And  k'^ep  the  old  amis  at  their  steady  play  ? 
Proceed  to  England's  work  I    Fiennes,  read  the 

liBtl_ 

Fien.      Ship-money  is    refused    or   fiereely 
paid 
In  every  county,  save  the  northern  parts 
Where  Wentworth's  influence  .  .  .     [Shouting. 
Vane.  ^       I,  in  England's  name, 

Declare  her  work,  this  day,  at  end !    Till  now. 
Up  to  this  moment,  peaceful  strife  was  best. 
We  English  had  free  leave  to  think  ;  till  now, 
We  had  a  shadow  of  a  Parliament 
In  Scotland.    But  all 's  changed  :  they  change 

tlie  first. 
They  try  brute-foree  for  law,  they,  first  of 
all .  .  . 
Voices.    Good !    Talk  enough  I  The  old  true 

hearts  with  Vane  I 
Vane.    Till  we  crush  Wentworth  for  her, 
there 's  no  act 
Serves  England ! 

Voices.  Vane  for  England  I 

Pym.  Pym  should  be 

Something  to  England.     I  seek  Wentworth, 
friends. 

ScsiTB  IL     WhitehaU. 
Lady  Garlislx  and  Wbktwortb. 

Weniftarth.    And  the  King? 

Lady    Carlisle.     Wentworth,  lean  on  me  t 
Sit  then  I 
I  '11  tell  you  all ;  this  horrible  fatigue 
WiU  kill  you. 

Went.    No ;  —  or,  Lucy,  just  your  arm ; 
I  '11  not  sit  till  I  've  cleared  this  up  with  him: 
After  that,  rest.    The  King? 

Lady  Car.  Confides  in  yon. 

Went.    Why  ?  or,  why  now  ?  —  They  nave 
kind  throats,  the  knaves ! 
Shout  for  nie  —  they  I 

Lady  Car.    You  come  so  strangely  soon : 
Yet  we  took  measures  to  keep  oft  the  crowd  — 
Did  they  shout  for  you  ? 

Went.  Wherefore  should  they  not  ? 

Does  the  King  take  such  measures  for  himself  ? 
Beside,  there  s  such  a  dearth  of  malcontents. 
You  say  ! 

Lady  Car.  I  said  but  few  dared  carp  at  vou. 

Went.    At  me  ?    at  us,  I  hope !    Tlie  King 
and  1 1 
He 's  surely  not  disposed  to  let  me  bear 
The  fame  awav  from  him  of  these  late  deeds 
In  Ireland  ?    1  am  vet  his  instrument 
3e  it  tor  well  or  ill  r    He  trusts  me,  too  * 
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Lady  Car,    The  Kinflr,  dear  Wentworth,  pur- 
poseSf  I  said, 
To  nant  yon,  in  the  face  of  all  the  Couft  .  .  . 

nent.    All  the  Court !    Evermore  the  Court 
about  us ! 
SSavile  ard  Holland,  Hamilton  and  Vane 
About  us,  ~  then  the  King^  will  grant  me  — 

what? 
That  he  for  onoe  put  these  aside  and  say  — 
"  Tell  me  your  whole  mind,  Weutworth  I  " 

Lady  Car.  You  professed 

Ton  would  be  calm. 

Went.  Lucy,  and  I  am  cahn  ! 

How  else  shall  I  do  all  I  oome  to  do, 
Broken,  as  you  may  see,  body  and  mind, 
How  shall  I  serve  the  King  ?  Time  wastes  mean- 
while, 
You  have  not  told  me  half.    His  footstep !  No, 
Quick,  then,  before  I  meet  him,  —  1  am  calm  — 
Why  does  the  King  distrust  me  ? 

Lady  Car.  He  does  not 

Distrust  you. 

Went.  Lucy,  you  can  help  me ;  yon 

Have  even  seemed  to  care  for  me  :  one  word ! 
Is  it  the  Queen  ? 

Lady  Car.    No,  not  the  Queen :  the  party 
That  poisons  the  Queen^s  ear,  iSavile  and  Hol- 
luid. 

Went.    I  know,  I  know :  old  Vpue,  too,  he 's 
one  too? 
Go  on  —  and  he  ^s  made  Secretary.    Well  ? 
Or  leave  them  out  and  go  straight  to  the  charge ; 
The  charge  t 

Lady  Car.    Oh,  there  *b  no  charge,  no  precise 
charge ; 
Only  th^  sneer,  make  light  of  —  one  may  say, 
Nibble  at  what  you  do. 

Went.  I  know  I  but.  Lacy, 

I  reckoned  on  yon  from  the  first !  —  Go  on ! 
—  Was  sure  could  I  once  see  this  gentle  friend 
When  I  arrived,  she  ^d  throw  an  hour  away 
To  help  her  .  .  .  what  am  1  ? 

Lady  Car.  Yon  thought  of  me, 

Dear  Wentworth  ? 

Went.  But  go  on  I  The  party  here ! 

Lady  Car.     They  do  not  think  your  Irish 
government 
Of  that  surpassing  value  .  .  . 

Went.  ^  The  one  thing 

Of  value !    The  one  service  that  the  crown 
May  count  on !    All  that  keeps  these  very  Vanes 
In  power,  to  vex  me  —  not  that  they  do  vex, 
Chiiy  it  might  vex  some  to  hear  that  service 
Decried,  the  sole  support  that 's  left  the  King  I 

Lady  Car,    So  the  Archbishop  says. 

Went.  Ah?  well,  perhaps 

The  only  hand  held  up  in  my  defence 
May  be  old  Laud 's  I    These  Hollands  then,  these 

Saviles 
Nibble?    They  nibble?  — that's  the  very  word  I 

Lady  Car.    Your  profit  in  the  Customs,  Bris- 
tol says. 
Exceeds  the  due  pTO])ortion :  while  the  tax  .  .  . 

Went.  Enough  I  't  is  too  unworthy.  —  I  am  not 
So  patient  as  I  thought !    What  *s  rym  about  ? 

Lady  Car.    Pym  ? 

Went.  Fym  and  the  People. 

Lady  Cat.  Oh,  the  Faction  I 


Extinct  —  of  no  aoeount :  there  '11  never  be 
Another  Parliament. 

Went.  TeU  Savile  that  I 

You  may  know  —  (ay,  you  do  —  the  creatures 

here 
Never  forget !)  that  in  my  earliest  life 
I  was  not  .  .  .  much  that  I  am  now  I    The  King 
Mav  take  my  word  on  points  concerning  Pym 
Before  Lord  SavUe's,  Lucy,  or  if  not, 
I  bid  them  ruin  their  wise  selves,  not  me. 
These  Vanes  and  Hollands !    I  *11  not  be  their 

tool 
Who  might  be  Pym's  friend  yet. 

But  Uiere's the  King! 
WTiere  is  he  ? 

Lady  Car.    Jnst  apprised  that  yon  arrive. 

Went.    And  why  not  here  to  meet  me?    I  was 
told 
He  sent  for  me,  nay,  longed  for  me. 

Lady  Car.  Because,  — 

He  is  now  ...  I  think  a  Council 's  sitting  now 
About  this  Scots  affair. 

Went.  A  Council  sits  ? 

Thev  have  not  taken  a  decided  course 
Without  me  in  the  matter  ? 

Lady  Car.  I  should  say  .  .  . 

Went.    The  war  ?    They  cannot  have  agreed 
to  that? 
Not  the  Scots'  war  ?  —  without  consulting  me  — 
Me,  that  am  here  to  show  how  rash  it  is. 
How  easy  to  dispense  with  ?  —  Ah,  yon  too 
Against  me!   well,  —  the  King  may  take  his 

time. 
—  Forget  it,  Lucy  I    Cares  make  peevish :  mine 
Weigh  me  (but 't  is  a  secret)  to  ray  grave. 

Lady  Car.    For  life  or  death  I  am  your  own, 
dear  friend  I  lOoe*  out. 

Went.    Heartless  I  but  all  are  heartless  here. 
Go  now. 
Forsake  the  People  I    I  did  not  forsake 
The  People :  they  shall  know  it,  when  the  King 
Will  trust  me !  —  who  trusts  all  beside  at  once, 
While  I  have  not  spoke  Vane  and  Savile  fair. 
And  am  not  trusted  :  have  but  saved  the  throne: 
Have  not  picked  up  the  Queen's  glove  prettily, 
And  am  not  trusted.    But  he  Ul  see  nie  now. 
Weston  is  dead :  the  Qaeen  ^s  half  l!di|^lish  now  — 
More  English  :  one  decisive  word  will  brush 
These  insects  from  .  .  .  the  step  I  know  so  well ! 
The  King !    But  now,  to  tell  him  ...  no  —  to 

ask 
What 's  in  me  he  distrusts :  —  or,  best  b^n 
By  proving  that  this  frightful  Scots  afi'air 
Is  just  what  I  foretold.    So  much  to  say. 
And  the  flesh  fails,  now,  and  the  time  is  come, 
And  one  false  step  no  way  to  be  repaired. 
You  were  avenged^  Pym,  could  you  look  on  me. 

(Pym  enters. ) 

Went.    I  little  thought  of  you  just  then. 

Pym.  No  ?  I 

Tliink  always  of  you,  Wentworth. 

Went.  The  old  voice  I 

I  wait  the  King,  sir. 

Pym .  True  —  you  look  so  pale ! 

A  Council  sits  vrithin  ;  when  that  breaks  up 
He  'U  see  you. 

Went.  Sir,  I  thank  yon. 

Pym.  Oh,  thank  Laud  i 
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Yon  know  when  Land  onoe  gets  on  Chnroh  af- 
fairs 
The  case  is  desperate  :  he  *11  not  be  long 
To-day :  he  only  means  to  proye,  to-day, 
We  English  all  are  mad  to  nave  a  hand 
In  butciidring  the  Scots  for  serving  God 
After  their  fathers'  fashion :  only  that ! 

V/ent.    Sir.  keep  your  jests  for  those  who 
relish  tnem ! 
(Does  he  enjoy  their  confidence  ?)    'T  is  kind 
To  tell  me  what  the  Council  does. 

Pym.  Yon  grudge 

That  I  should  know  it  had  resolved  on  war 
Before  yon  came  ?  no  need :  you  shall  have  all 
The  credit,  trust  me  ! 

Went.  Have  the  Council  dared  — 

They  have  not  dared  .  .  .  that  is  ~  I  know  yon 

not. 
Farewell,  sir :  times  are  changed. 

Pyw.  —  Since  we  two  met 

At  Greenwich ?   Yes:  poor  patriots  though  we 

be. 
You  cut  a  figure,  makes  some  slight  return 
For  your  exploits  in  Ireland  t    Chancped  indeed. 
Could  our  friend  £liot  look  from  out  his  grave ! 
Ah,  Wentwwtk,  one  thing  for  acquaintance* 

sake. 
Just  to  decide  a  question  ;  have  yon,  now. 
Felt  your  old  self  since  you  forsook  us  ? 
Went.  Sir] 

Pj/m.    Spare  me  the  gesture  I  you  misappre- 
hend. 
Think  not  I  mean  the  advantage  is  with  me. 
I  was  abont  to  say  that,  for  ray  part, 
I  never  quite  held  up  my  head  since  then  — 
Was  quite  mvself  since  then  :  for  first,  yon  see, 
I  lost  fdl  credit  after  that  event 
With  those  who  recollect  how  sure  I  was 
Wentworth  would  outdo  Eliot  on  our  side. 
Foivive  me  :  Savile,  old  Vane,  Holland  here. 
Eschew  plain-speaking :  *t  is  a  triok  I  keep. 
Went.    How,  when,  where,  Savile,  Vane,  and 
Holland  speak. 
Plainly  or  otherwise,  would  have  my  scorn, 
All  of  my  scorn,  sir  .  .  . 

Ppm.  .  .  .  Did  not  my  poor  thoughts 

Claim  somewhat? 

Went.  Keep  your  thoughts  I  believe  the  King 
MistmstR  me  tor  their  prattle,  all  these  Vanes 
And  Saviles !  make  your  mind  up,  o'  God's  love, 
That  I  am  discontented  with  the  King  I 
Pym,    Why,  you  may  be  :  I  should  be,  that 
I  know. 
Were  I  like  you. 

Went.  Like  me  ? 

Ppm.  I  care  not  much 

For  titles  :  our  friend  Eliot  died  no  lord, 
Hampden 's  no  lord,  and  Savile  is  a  lord  ; 
But  you  care,  since  vou  sold  your  soul  for  one. 
I  can't  think,  therefore,  your  sours  purchaser 
Did  well  to  laugh  you  to  such  utter  scorn 
When  yon  twice  prayed  so  humbly  for  its  price, 
The  thirty  silver  pieces  ...  I  should  say. 
The  Earldom  you  expected,  still  expect. 
And  may.    Yonr  letters  were  the  movingest ! 
Console  yourself  :  I  Ve  borne  him  prayers  just 

now 
From  Scotland  not  to  be  oppressed  by  Land, 


Words  moving  in  their  way :  he  '11  pay,  be  sure, 
As  much  attention  as  to  those  you  sent. 

Went.    F^se,  sir  I   Who  showed  them  you  ? 
Suppose  it  so. 
The  King  did  very  well  .  .  .  nay,  I  was  ^lad 
When  it  was  shown  me  :  I  refused,  the  first ! 
John  Pym,  you  were  my  friend  —  forbear  me 
once! 
Pjfm.    Oh,  Wentworth,  ancient  brother  of 
ray  soul. 
That  all  should  come  to  this  I 

Went.  Leave  me ! 

Pym.  My  friend. 

Why  should  I  leave  you  ? 

Went.  To  tell  Rudyard  this. 

And  Hampden  this  I 

Pym.  Whose  faces  once  were  bright 

At  my  approach,  now  sad  with  doubt  and  fear. 
Because  T  hope  in  you  —  yes,  Wentworth,  you 
Who  never  mean  to  ruin  England  —  you 
Who  shake  off,  with  God's  help,  an  obeoeue 

dream 
In  this  Ezekiel  chamber,  where  it  crept 
Upon  you  first,  and  wake,  yourself,  your  true 
And  proper  self,  our  Leader,  England's  Chief, 
And  Hampden's  friend  I 

This  is  the  proudest  day ! 
Come,  Wentworth  !    Do  not  even  see  the  King  1 
llie  rough  old  room  will  seem  itself  again  ] 
We  '11  both  go  in  together :  you  've  not  seen 
Hampden  so  long :  come  :  and  there 's  Fiennes : 

you  '11  have 
To  know  young  Vane.  This  is  the  proudest  day ! 
[The  Kaxa  enters.  Wbxtwobth  lets /all  Ptii*s  hand. 
Charles.     Arrived,  my  lord  ?  —  This  gentle- 
man, we  know 
Was  your  old  friend. 

The  Scots  shall  be  informed 

What  we  determine  for  their  happiness. 

[Vyu  goes  out. 

You  have  made  haste,  my  lord. 

W^ent.  ^  Sir,  I  am  come  .  .  • 

Cha.  To  see  an  old  familiar  —  nay,  'tis  well ; 
Aid  us  with  his  experience :  this  Soots'  League 
And  Covenant  spreads  too  far,  and  we  have 

proofs 
That  they  intrigue  with  France:  the  Faction 

too, 
Whereof  your  friend  there  is  the  head  and  front, 
Abets  them,  —  as  he  boasted,  venr  like. 

Went,  Sir,  tmst  me  I  but  for  this  once,  trust 
me,  sir ! 

Cha.    What  can  you  mean  ? 

Went.  That  you  should  trust  me,  sir  I 

Oh  —  not  for  my  sake  1  but 't  is  sad,  so  sad 
That  for  distrusting  me,  you  su£Fer  —  yon 
Whom  I  would  die  to  serve :  sir,  do  you  think 
That  I  would  die  to  serve  you  ? 

Cha.  But  rise,  Wentworth  I 

Went.  What  shall  convince  you  ?  What  does 
Savile  do 
To  prove  hira  .  .  .  Ah,  one  can't  tear  out  one's 

heart 
And  show  it,  how  sincere  a  thing  it  is  I 

Cha.    Have  I  not  trusted  you  ? 

Went.  Say  aught  but  that ! 

There  is  my  comfort,  mark  you  :  all  will  be 
So  different  when  you  trust  me  —  as  you  shall ! 
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It  has  not  been  yonr  fanlt,  —  I  was  away. 
Mistook,  maligiied,  how  waa  the  King  to  know  ? 
I  am  here,  now  —  he  means  to  trust  me,  now  — 
All  will  go  on  so  well  I 

Cka.  Be  sure  I  do  — 

I  We  heard  that  I  should  trust  tou  :  as  yon  oame. 
Tour  friend,  the  Countess,  told  roe  .  .  . 

Went,  No,  —  hear  nothing — 

Be  told  nothing  abont  me !  —  jrou  *re  not  U>ld 
Your  right-hand  serres  you,  or  yonr  children 
love  yon  I 

Cka.    You  love  me,  Wentworth :  rise ! 

Went,  I  can  speak  now. 

I  have  no  right  to  hide  the  truth.    *U  is  I 
Can  save  yon :  only  1.    8ir,  what  must  be  ? 

Cka,  ^  8inee  Laud's  assured  (the  minutes  are 
within) 
^  Loath  as  I  am  to  spill  my  subjects*  blood  .  .  . 

Went.    That  is,  he  '11  have  a  war  :  what 's 
done  is  done ! 

Cka,    They    have    intrigrued  with  France; 
that  *s  clear  to  Laud. 

Went,  ilas  Laud  suggested  any  way  to  meet 
The  war's  expense  ? 

Cka.  He  'd  not  decide  so  far 

Until  yon  joined  ns. 

Went.  Most  oonsideiate  1 

He  *s  eertain  they  intrigue  with  France,  these 

bcoU? 
The  People  would  be  with  us. 

Cka.  Pym  should  know. 

Went,    The  People  for  us  —  were  the  People 
for  us  1 
Sir,  a  great  thou^t  comes  to  reward  yonr  trust : 
Summon  a  Parhament !  in  Ireland  first. 
Then,  here. 

Cka,  In  truth? 

Went.  That  saves  ns  I  that  puts  off 

The  war,  pr^^  time  to  right  their  grievanoes  — 
To  talk  with  Pym.  I  know  the  Faction  —  Laud 
So  styles  it  —  tutors  Scotland :  all  their  plans 
Suppose  no  Parliament :  in  calling  one 
Yon  take  them  by  surprise.    Proouoe  the  proofs 
Of  Scotland's  treason :  then  bid  England  help : 
Even  Pym  will  not  reruse. 

Cka.  You  would  begin 

With  Ireland? 

Went.         Take  no  oare  for  that :  that's  sure 
Toprosper. 

Cka.  Yon  shall  rule  me.    You  were  best 

Return  at  once  :  but  take  this  ere  you  go  I 
Now,  do  I  trust  you  ?    You  're  an  Earl :  my 

Friend 
Of  Friends :  yes,  while  .  .  .  Yon  hear  me  not  I 

Went.  Say  it  all  o'er  again — but  once  again : 
The  first  was  for  the  music :  once  again  I 

Cka.    Strafford,  my  friend,  there  may  have 
been  reports. 
Vain  rumors.   Henceforth  touching  Strafford  is 
To  touch  the  apple  of  my  sight :  why  gaie 
So  earnestly? 

Went.  I  am  grown  young  again. 

And  foolish.    What  was  it  we  spoke  of  ? 

Cka.  Ireland, 

The  Parliament,— 

Went.  I  may  go  when  I  will  ? 

-Now? 

Cka.    Are  yon  tired  so  soon  of  us  ? 


My  King  I 


Went. 
But  yon  will  not  so  utterly  abhor 
A  Parliament  ?  ,  I  *d  serve  you  any  way. 

Cka.    You  said  just  now  this  was  the  only 
way. 

WerU.    Sir,  I  will  serve  you  ! 

Cka.  Strafford,  spare  yourself : 

You  are  so  sick,  they  tell  me. 

Went.  'Tib  my  soul 

That 's  well  and  prospers  now. 

This  Parliament  — 
We  'U  summon  it,  the  English  one  —  I  '11  care 
For  everyUiing.    i  ou  shaU  not  need  them  much. 

Cha.    If  they  prove  restive  .  .  . 

Went.  I  shall  be  with  yon. 

Cka.    Ere  they  assemble  ? 

Went.  I  will  come,  or  else 

Deposit  this  infirm  humanity 
I'  tne  dust.    Mv  whole  heart  stays  with  yon, 
my  King ! 

[At  WsimroBTH  goes  out,  the  Qubbh  enien, 

Cka.    That  man  must  love  me. 

Queen.  Is  it  over  then  ? 

Why,  he  looks  yellower  than  ever !    Well, 
At  least  we  shall  not  hear  eternally 
Of  service  —  services :  he 's  paid  at  least. 

Cka.    Not  done  with :  he  engages  to  snipass 
All  yet  performed  in  Ireland. 

Queen.  I  had  thought 

Nothii^  beyond  was  ever  to  be  done. 
The    war,    Charles  —  will    he    raise    supplies 
enough  ? 

Cka.    We  've  hit  on  an  expedient ;  he  .  .  . 
that  is, 
I  have  advised  ...  we  have  decided  on 
The  calling  —  in  Ireland  —  of  a  Parliament. 

Queen.    O  trulv  I   You  agree  to  that  ?    Is  that 
The  first-fruit  of  his  counsel  ?    But  I  guessed 
As  much. 

Cka.         This  is  too  idle,  Henriette  ! 
I  should  know  best.    He  will  strain  every  nerve. 
And  once  a  precedent  established  .  .  . 

Queen.  Notice 

How  sure  he  is  of  a  long  term  of  favor ! 
He  '11  see  the  next,  and  the  next  after  that ; 
No  end  to  Parliaments  I 

Cka.  Well,  it  is  done. 

He  talks  it  smoothly,  doubtless.    If,  indeed. 
The  Commons  here  .  .  . 

Queen.  Here  !  yon  will  smnmon  them 

Here  ?    Would  I  were  in  France  again  to  see 
A  King  I 

Cka.       But,  Henriette  .  .  . 

Queen.  Oh,  the  Soots  see  clear ! 

Why  should  they  bear  your  rule  ? 

Cka.  But  listen,  sweet! 

Queen.    Let  Wentworth  listen  —  you  confide 
in  him  I 

Cka.    1  do  not,  love,  —  I  do  not  so  confide  1 
The  Parliament  shall  never  trouble  us  1 
.  .  Nay,    hear   me!     I    have    schemes,   such 

schemes :  we  '11  buy 
The  leaders  off:   without  that,  Wentworth's 

counsel 
Had  ne'er  prevailed  on  me.    Perhaps  I  call  it 
To  have  excuse  for  breaking  it  forever, 
And  whose  will  then  the  blame  be  ?    See  yon 
not? 
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Come,  dearest !  —  look,  the  little  fairy,  now. 
That    cannot    reach   my  shoulder  I    Dearest, 
come ! 

ACT  II 

ScBm  I.    (Ab  in  Act  I.  Scene  1.) 

The  same  Party  enters. 

Bud,    Twelve  subsidies  I 
Vane,  O  Rudyard,  do  not  laugh 

At  least  I 
Rud,    True :    Strafford  called   the   Parliar 
ment  — 
^T  is  he  should  laugh  ! 

A  Puritan.  Out  of  the  serpent's  root 

Comes  forth  a  cockatrice. 

Fien.  ^  —  A  stinging  one, 

If  that  *s  the  Parliament :  twelve  subsidies ! 
A  stinging  one !    but,  brother,  where 's  your 

wora 
For  Strafford's  other  nest-egg,  the  Scots'  war  ? 
TAe  Puritan.    His  fruit  snidl  be  a  fiery  flying 

serpent. 
Fien,    Shall  be?     It  chips  the  shell,  man; 
peeps  abroad. 
Twelve  subsidies  I  —  Why,  how  now,  Vane  ? 
Rud,  Peace,  Fiennes ! 

Fien,    Ah  ?  —  But  he  was  not  more  a  dupe 
than  I, 
Or  you,  or  any  here,  the  day  that  Pym 
Returned  with  the  good  news.    Look  up,  friend 

Vane  1 
We  all  believe  that  Strafford  meant  us  well 
In  sunmioning  the  Parliament. 
(Hampdbh  enters.) 
Vane,  Now,  Hampden, 

Clear  me  I     I  would  have  leave  to  sleep  i^^ain : 
I  'd  look  the  People  in  the  face  again : 
Clear  me  from  having,  from  the  first,  hoped, 

dreamed 
Better  of  Strafford  I 

Uamp,  You  may  grow  one  day 

A  steadfast  light  to  England,  Henry  Vane  I 
Rud.    Meantime,  by  flashes  I  make  shift  to 
see 
Strafford  revived  our  Parliaments ;  before. 
War  was  but  talked  of ;  there 's  an  army,  now : 
Still,  we  've  a  Parliament !    Poor  Ireland  bears 
Another  wrench  (she  dies  the  hardest  death  !)  — 
Why,  speak  of  it  in  Parliament !  and  lo, 
*T  is  spoken,  so  console  yourselves  I 

Fien,  The  jest ! 

We  clamored,  I  suppose,  thus  long,  to  win 
The  privilege  of  lajrmg  on  our  backs 
A  sorer  burden  than  the  King  dares  lay. 
Rud.    Mark  now :  we  meet  at  length,  com- 
plaints pour  in 
From  every  county,  all  the  land  cries  out 
On  loans  and  levies,  curses  ship-money, 
Calls  vengeance  on  the  Star  Chamber ;  we  lend 
An  ear.      ^*  Ay,  lend  them  all  the  ears  you 

have !  " 
Puts  in  the  King;  **  my  subjects,  as  you  find, 
Are  fretful,  and  conceive  great  things  of  you. 
Just  listen  to  them,  friends ;  you  '11  sanction  me 
The  measures  they  most  wince  at,  make  th«^m 
youra, 


Instead  of  mine,  I  know :  and,  to  bwia. 
They  say  my  levies  pinch  them,— raise  me 

straight  ^ 
Twelve  subsidies ! " 

Fien.  All  England  cannot  furnish 

Twelve  subsidies! 

Uol.  But  Strafford,  just  returned 

From  Ireland  —  what  has  he  to  do  with  that  ? 
How  could  he  speak  his  mind?    He  left  be- 
fore 
The  Parliament  assembled.     Pym,  who  knows 
Strafford  .  .  . 

Rud.    Would  I  were  sure  we  know  ourselves ! 
What  is  for  good,  what,  bad  —  who  friend,  who 
foe! 

Hoi.    Do  you  count  Parliaments  no  gain  ? 

Rud.  A  gain  ? 

While  the  King's  creatures  overbalance  us  ? 
—  There 's  going  on,  beside,  among  ourselves 
A  quiet,  slow,  but  most  effectual  ooune 
Of  Duyiiig  over,  sapping,  leavening 
The  Imup  till  all  is  leaven.     Qlanville's  gone. 
I  '11  put  a  case ;  had  not  the  Court  declared 
That  no  sum  short  of  just  twelve  subsidies 
Will  be  accepted  by  the  King  —  our  House, 
I  say,  would  have  consented  to  that  offer 
To  let  us  buy  off  ship-money ! 

Hoi.  Most  like, 

If,  say,  six  subsidies  will  buy  it  off, 
The  House  .  .  . 

Rud.    Will  grant  them !    Hampden,  do  you 
hear? 
Congratulate  with  me  I  the  King 's  the  king, 
And  gains  his  point  at  last  — our  own  assent 
To  that  detested  tax  I    All 's  over,  then 
There 's  no  more  taking  refuge  in  this  room. 
Protesting,  ^^  Let  the  Kii^f  do  what  he  will. 
We,  England,  are  no  party  to  our  shame : 
Our  day  will  come  !  "    Congratulate  with  me  ! 

{Pm  enters.) 

Vane.   Pym,  Strafford  called  this  Parliament, 
you  say. 
But  we  '11  not  have  our  Parliaments  like  those 
In  Ireland,  Pym  I 

Rud.  Let  him  stand  forth,  your  friend ! 

One  doubtful  act  hides  far  too  many  sins ; 
It  can  be  stretched  no  more,  and,  to  my  mind. 
Begins  to  drop  from  those  it  covered. 

Other  Voices.  Good  1 

Let  him  avow  himself  I    No  fitter  time  I 
We  wait  thus  long  for  you. 

Rud.  Perhaps,  too  long ! 

Since  nothing  but  the  madness  of  tne  Court, 
In  thus  unmasking  its  designs  at  once. 
Has  saved  us  from  betrayii^  England.    Stay  — 
This  Parliament  is  Strafford's :  let  us  vote 
Our  list  of  Grievances  too  black  by  far 
To  suffer  talk  of  subsidies :  or  best. 
That  ship-money 's  disposed  of  long  ago 
By  England :  any  vote  that 's  broad  enough  : 
And  then  let  Stxwford,  for  the  love  of  it. 
Support  his  Parliament ! 

t  ane.  And  vote  as  well 

No  war  to  be  with  Scotland !    Hear  you,  Pym  ? 
We  '11  vote,  no  war !    No  part  nor  lot  in  it 
For  England ! 

Many  Voices.    Vote,  no  war  !    Stop  the  new 
levies  1 
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No  BiBhops*  war  I    At  onoe !    When  next  we 
meet! 
Pipm.     Mnch   more  when   next  we  meet  I 
Friends,  which  of  you 
Siuee  first  the  oonrae  of  Strafford  was  in  donht, 
Has  fallen  the  most  away  in  soul  from  me  ? 

Vane,    I  sat  apart,  eren  now  under  God^s  eye, 
Pondering  the  words  that  should  denoonoe  you, 

Pym, 
In  preaeuoe  of  us  all,  as  one  at  league 
With  England^s  enemy. 

Pvm,  Ton  are  a  good 

And  gHllant  spirit,  Henrv.    Take  my  hand 
And  say  tou  pardon  me  tor  all  the  pain 
'nil  now  I    Strafford  is  wholly  ours. 
Many  Voices.  Sure  ?  sure  ? 

Pjfm»    Most  sure  :  for  Charles  dissolves  the 
Parliament 
While  I  speak  here. 

—  And  I  must  speak,  friends,  now  I 
Strafford  is  ours.    The  King  detects  the  change, 
Casts  Strafford  off  forever,  and  resumes 
His  ancient  path :  no  Parliament  for  us. 
No  Stmffora  for  the  King ! 

Come,  all  of  you, 
To  hid  the  King  farewell,  predict  success 
To  his  Soots^  expedition,  and  receive 
Stn^ord,  our  comrade  now.    The  next  will  be 
Indeed  a  Parliament  I 

Vaw.  Forgive  me,  Pym  I 

Voices.    This  looks  like  truth :  Strafford  can 
have,  indeed, 
No  choice. 
Pym.         Friends,  follow  me !   He  ^s  with  the 
King. 
Come,    Hamoden,   and   come,   Rudyard,   and 

come,  Vane ! 
This  is  no  sullen  day  for  England,  sirs ! 
Strafford  shall  tell  you ! 

Voices,  To  Whitehall dien  I  Cornel 

SCEXK  II.     WhUennll. 

Charlbb  and  STSJirFOKD. 

Cha.    Strafford ! 

Strciffvrd.     Is  it  a  dream?  my  papers,  here  — 
Thus,  as  I  left  them,  all  the  plans  you  found 
So  happy  —  (look !   the  track  yon  pressed  my 

iiand 
For  pointing  out)  —  and  in  this  very  room, 
Over  these  very  plans,  you  tell  me,  sir. 
With  the  same  face,  too  —  tell  roe  just  one  thing 
That  ruins  them !     How  *b  this  ?     What  may 

this  mean? 
Sir,  who  has  done  this  ? 

Cha.  Strafford,  who  but  I  ? 

Ton  bode  me  put  the  rest  away :  indeed 
Ton  are  alone. 

Straf.  Alone,  and  like  to  be  I 

No  fear,  when  some  unworthy  scheme  grows 

ripe, 
Of  those,  who  hatched  it,  leaving  me  to  loose 
Hie  mischief  on  the  world !    Laud  hatches  war, 
Falls  to  his  orayers,  and  leaves  the  rest  to  me. 
And  I  *m  alone. 

Cha.  At  least,  you  knew  as  much 

When  first  you  undertook  the  war. 


8trti^»  My  liege, 

Was  this  the  way  ?   I  said,  since  Laud  wouldlap 
A  little  blood,  't  were  best  to  hurry  over 
The  loathsome  business,  not  to  be  whole  months 
At  skmghter  —  one  blow,  only  one,  then,  peace, 
Save  for  the  dreams.    I  said,  to  please  you  both 
I  M  lead  on  Irish  army  to  the  West. 
While  in  the  South  an  English  .  .  .  but  yon  look 
As  though  you  had  not  told  me  fifty  tiroes 
*T  was  a  brave  plan  !    My  army  is  all  raised, 
I  am  prepared  to  join  it  .  .  . 

Cha .  Hear  me,  Strafford  I 

Strcif,  .  .  .  When,  for  some  little  thing,  my 
whole  design 
Is  set  aside  —  (where  is  the  wretched  paper  ?) 
I  am  to  lead  —  (ay,  here  it  is)  —  to  lead 
The  English  army :  why  ?    Northumberland, 
That  I  appointed,  chooses  to  be  sick  — 
Is  frightened  :  and,  meanwhile,  who  answers  for 
The  uish  Parliament  P  or  army,  either  ? 
Is  this  my  plan  ? 

Cha.  So  disrespectful,  sir  ? 

Strqf,  My  lie^,  do  not  believe  it!   I  am  yours, 
Yours  ever :  't  is  too  late  to  think  about : 
To  the  death,  yours.    Elsewhere,  this  untoward 

step 
Shall  pMS  for  mine ;  the  world  shall  think  it 

mine. 
But  here !    But  here  I    I  am  so  seldom  here. 
Seldom  with  you,  my  King  I    I,  soon  to  rush 
Alone  upon  a  giant  in  the  dark  1 

Cha.    Mv  Strafford ! 

Straf.     [Examines  papers  awhile.]     **  Seize 
the  passes  of  the  Tyne  I  " 
But,  sir,  you  see  —  see  all  I  say  is  true  ? 
My  plan  was  sure  to  prosper,  so,  no  cause 
To  ask  the  Parliament  for  help ;  whereas 
We  need  them  frightfully. 

Cha.  ^  Need  the  Parliament? 

Sirc^f.    Now,  for  God's  sake,  sir,  not  one  error 
morel 
We  can  afford  no  error ;  we  draw,  now. 
Upon  our  last  resource :  the  Parliament 
Must  help  us  I 

Cha.  I  Ve  undone  you,  Strafford ! 

Straf.  Nay  — 

Nay  —  why  despond,  sir,  't  is  not  come  to  that  I 
I  have  not  hurt  you  ?    Sir,  what  have  I  said 
To  hurt  you  ?    I  unsay  it !    Don't  despond  I 
Sir,  do  you  turn  &om  me  ? 

Cha.  My  friend  of  friends  I 

Straf.    We  ^11  make  a  shift.    Leave  me  the 
Parliament ! 
Help  they  us  ue^er  so  little  and  I  '11  make 
Sumcieut  out  of  it.    We  '11  speak  them  fair. 
They're  sitting,  that's  one  great  thing;  that 

half  gives 
Their  sanction  to  us ;  that 's  much :  don't  de- 
spond! 
Why,  let  them  keen  their  money,  at  the  worst  I 
The  reputation  of  tne  People's  help 
Is  all  we  want :  we  '11  make  shift  yet ! 

Cha.  Good  Strafford ! 

Strc^f.    But  meantime,  let  the  sum  be  ne  'er  so 
small 
They  offer,  we  '11  accept  it :  any  sum  — 
For  the  look  of  it :  the  least  grant  tells  the  Scots 
The  Parliament  is  ours  —  their  stanch  ally 
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Tamed  ours :  that  told,  there  ^s  half  the  blow  to 

strike  I  

What  will  the  grant  be  ?    What  does  Glanville 
think? 

Cha,    Alas! 

Strc^f,  My  liegre  ? 

Cha.  Strafford ! 

Siraf.  But  answer  me ! 

Have  they  .  .  .  Oh  surely  not  refused  us  half  ? 
Half  the  twelve  subsidies  ?    We  never  looked 
For  all  of  them.    Huw  many  do  they  give  ? 

Cha.    You  have  not  heard  .  .  . 

Strtuf.      (What  has  he  done  ?)  —  Heard  what  ? 
But  speak  at  once«  sir,  this  |?rows  terrible  I 

[  The  King  eontiituiHg  tUeni, 
You  have  dissolved  them  I  —  I  '11  not  leave  this 
man. 

Cha.    'T  was  old  Vane's  ill-judged  vehemence. 

Strqf.  ^  Old  Vone  ? 

Cha.    He  told  them,  just  about  to  vote  the 
half. 
That  nothing  short  of  all  twlve  subsidies 
Would  serve  our  turn,  or  be  accepted. 

Strqf.  ^  ^  Vaiiel 

Vane  I     Who,  sir,  promised   me,  that   veiy 

Vane  .  .  . 
O  God,  to  have  it  gone,  quite  gone  from  me. 
The  one  last  hope  —  I  that  despair,  my  hope  — 
That  I  should  reach  his  heart  one  da^,  and  cure 
All  bitterness  one  day,  be  proud  agam 
And  young  a^^ain,  care  for  the  sunshine  too, 
And  never  think  of  Eliot  any  more,  — 
God,  and  to  toil  for  this,  go  far  for  this. 
Get  nearer,  and  still  nearer,  reach  this  neart 
And  find  Vane  there  I 

ISuddetUy  taking  up  a  paper,  and  continuing  with  a 
jorced  <Mlmne*», 

Northumberland  is  sick : 
Well,  then,  I  take  the  army :  Wilmot  leads 
The  horse,  and  he,  with  Conway,  must  secure 
The  passes  of  the  Tyne :  Ormona  supplies 
My  place  in  Ireland.    Here,  we  '11  try^  the  City : 
If  they  refuse  a  loan  —  debase  the  coin 
And  seize  the  bullion  I  we  've  no  other  choice. 
Herbert  .  .  . 

And  this  while  I  am  here  I  with  you  I 
And  there  are  hosts  such,  hosts  like  Vane  I   I  go. 
And,  I  once  gone^  they  'U  close  around  you,  sir, 
When  the  least  pique,  pettiest  mistrust,  is  sure 
To  ruin  me  —  and  you  along  with  me  ! 
Do  ;^ou  see  that  ?    And  you  along  with  me  I 
—  Sir,  you  '11  not  ever  listen  to  these  men. 
And  1  away,  fighting  your  battle  ?    Sir, 
If  they  —  if  She  —  charge  me,  no  matter  how  — 
Say  you.  **  At  anv  time  when  he  returns 
His  heaa  is  mine  f  "    Don't  stop  me  there  I    You 

know 
My  head  is  yours,  but  never  stop  me  there  1  ^ 
Cha.    Too  shameful,  Strafford  I    You  advised 

the  war. 
And  .  .  . 

Strc^f.    I !  I !  that  was  never  spoken  with 
Till  it  was  entered  on  I    That  loathe  the  war ! 
That  say  it  is  the  maddest,  wickedest  .  .  . 
Do  you  know,  sir,  I  think  within  my  heart, 
That  yon  would  say  I  did  advise  the  war ; 
And  if,  through  your  own  weakness,  or,  what 's 

wo»e. 


These  Scots,  with  God  to  help  them,  drive  me 

back. 
You  will  not  step  between  the  raging  People 
And  me,  to  say  .  .  . 

I  knew  it !  from  the  first 
I  knew  it !    Never  was  so  cold  a  heart  I 
Remember  that  I  said  it — that  I  never 
Believed  you  for  a  moment  I 

—  And,  you  loved  me  ? 
Yon  thought  your  perfidy  profoundly  hid 
Because  I  could  not  share  the  whisperings 
With  Vane,  with  Savile  ?    What,  the  face  was 

masked? 
I  had  the  heart  to  see,  sir  I    Face  of  flesh. 
But  heart  of  stone  -~  of  smooth  cold  frightful 

stone! 
Ay,  call  them!  Shall  I  call  forvou  ?  The  Soots 
Goaded  to  madness  ?    Or  the  ^iglish — Pym  — 
Shall  I  call  Pym,  your  subject  ?    Oh,  vou  think 
I  '11  leave  them  in  the  dark  about  it  all  ? 
They  shall  not  know  you?     Hampden,  Pym 

shall  not? 

(Ptm,  HAMPDnr,  Vaub,  e/c,  entfr,) 
[Dropping  on  Ai«  knee.  ]    Thus  favored  with  your 

gracious  countenance 
What  shall  a  rebel  Lieagne  avail  against 
Your  servant,  utterly  and  ever  yours  ? 
So,  gentlemen,  the  King 's  not  even  left 
The  privilege  of  bidding  me  farewell 
Who  haste  to  save  the  People  —  that  you  style 
Your  People  —  from  the  mercies  of  the  Soots 
And  France  their  friend  ? 

tTo  Chables.I    Pym's  grave  gray  eyes  are  fixed 
fpon  yon,  sir  I 

Your  nleasnre,  gentlemen. 
Hamp.  The  King  dissolved  us  —  't  is  the  King 
we  seek 
And  not  Lord  Strafford. 

Strqf.  Strafford,  guilty  too 

Of  connselling  the  measure.     [To  Charlks.] 

(Hush  .  .  .  you  know  — 
You  have  forgotten  —  sir,  I  counselled  it) 
A  heinous  matter,  truly !    But  die  Khig 
Will  vet  see  cause  to  thank  me  for  a  coune 
Which  now,  oerchanoe  .  .  .  (Sir,  tell  them  so !) 

—  he  blames. 
Well,  choose  some  fitter  time  to  make  your 

charge  : 
I  shall  be  with  the  Scots,  you  understand  ? 
Then  yelp  at  me ! 

Meanwhile,  your  Majesty 
Binds  me,  by  this  fresh  token  of  your  trust  .  .  . 

lUnder  thepretenee  of  an  eamett  farewell j  BntArroao 
conducts  Cmarlss  to  the  door,  in  such  a  mnnner  as  to 
hide  his  agitation  from  the  rest :  as  the  King  distip- 
pears,  they  turn  as  by  one  impulse  to  Pym,  vho  ha* 
not  changed  his  original  posture  of  surprise. 

Hamp.    Leave  we  this  arrogant  strong  wicked 

man! 
Vane  and  others.    Hence,  Pym !    Come  out  of 
this  unworthy  place 
To  our  old  room  again  I    He  's  gone. 
[STRAFfoRO,  Just  obout  tofoUow  the  King^  looks  back. 
Pym.  Not  gone  I 

[  To  Straffobd.  ]    Keep  tryst  I  the  old  appoint- 
ment *s  maae  anew : 
Forget  not  we  shall  meet  again  I 
Straf.  So  be  it ! 
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His  friends 


And  if  an  army  follows  me  ? 

Van*, 
Will  entertain  yonr  anny  I 

Pym.  I  *U  not  say 

Yon  have  miareckoned,  Stra£Ford :  time  shows. 

Perish 
Body  and  spirit  t    Fool  to  fei^  a  donht. 
Pretend  the  serupolons  anc*  nice  mi»rre 
Of  one  whose  prowess  shall  achieve  the  feat  I 
What  share  have  I  in  it  ?    Do  I  affect 
To  see  no  dismal  sign  ahove  your  head 
When  Gkid  suspends  his  ruinous  thunder  there  ? 
StraJEford  is  doomed.    Touch  him  no  one  of  you  ! 

rPm,  Hampobx,  etc,  go  ouL 

Strc^f,    Pym,  we  shaU  meet  again  I 
(hadj  Camublm  entertA 

You  neref  child  ? 

Ijody  C€tr,  Hush  — 

I  know  it  all :  hush,  Strafford  I 

Strqf,  Ah  I  you  know  ? 

Well.    I  shall  make  a  sorry  soldier,  Lnoy  1 
All  knights  begin  their  enterprise,  we  read, 
Under  the  best  of  auspices ;    t  is  mom. 
The  Lady  girds  his  sword  upon  the  Youth 
(He  'b  always  very  young)  —  the  trumpets  sound. 
Cups  pledge  him,  and,  why,  the  Kmg  blesses 

nim  — 
You  need  not  turn  a  page  of  the  romance 
To  learn  the  Dreadfid  Giant's  fate.    Indeed, 
We  Ve  the  fair  Ladv  here ;  but  she  apart,  — 
A  poor  man,  rarely  having  handled  hmce. 
And  rather  old,  weary,  and  far  from  sure 
His  Squires  are  not  the  Qiant*s  friends.    All 's 

one: 
Let  ns  go  forth  \ 

Lady  Car,         Go  forth? 

Straf,  What  matters  it  ? 

We  shall  die  gloriously — as  the  book  savs. 

Lady  Car.    To  Scotland  f  not  to  Scotland  ? 

Strc^,  Am  I  sick 

Like  vonr  good  brother,  braye  Northnmber- 

Beside,  these  walls  seem  falling  on  me. 

Lady  Car.  Strafford, 

Tise  wind  that  saps  these  walls  can  undermine 
Yoor  oamp  in  Scotland,  too.    Whence  creeps 

the  wind  ? 
Qare  you  no  eves  except  for  Pym  ?    Look  here  I 
K  breed  of  silken  creatures  lurk  and  thrive 
£n  your  contempt.    You '11  vanquish  Pym  ?  Old 

Vsme 
Can  vanquish  yon.    And  Vane  you  think  to  fly  ? 
Rnsh  on  the  &>oots !    Do  nobly  !    Vane's  slight 

sneer 
Shall  t««Rt  success,  adjust  the  praise,  suggest 
The  faint  result :  Vane's  sneer  shall  reach  you 

there. 
—  Yon  do  not  listen  I 

Sire^f.  ^    ^  ^  Oh,  —  I  give  that  up ! 

There 's  fate  in  it :  I  give  ail  hero  quite  up. 
Care  not  what  old  Vane  does  or  Holland  does 
Against  me  I     'T  is  so  idle  to  withstand  I 
In  no  case  tell  me  what  they  do ! 

Lculy  Car.  But.  Strafford  .  .  . 

Straf.  I  want  a  little  strife,  beside ;  real  strife  ; 
This  petty  palaoe-warfaro  does  me  harm : 
I  shaU  feel  better,  fairly  out  of  it. 

Lady  Car.    Why  do  you  smile  ? 


Sir(^f.  I  got  to  fear  them,  child  I 

I  could  have  torn  his  throat  at  first,  old  Vane's, 
As  he  leered  at  me  on  his  stealthy  way 
To  the  Queen's  closet.    Ijord,  one  loses  heart ! 
I  often  found  it  on  my  lips  to  say, 
*^  Do  not  traduce  me  to  her !  " 

Lady  Car.  But  the  King  .  .  . 

Strqf.    llie  King  stood  there,  't  is  not  so  long 

—  Tliere ;  and  the  whisper.  Lnoy,  **'  Be  my  friend 
Of  friends  1 "  —  My  King  I    I  would  have  .  .  . 

Lady  Car,  .  .  .  Died  for  him  f 

Strqf,    Sworn  him  true,  Lucy :  I  can  die  for 
tiim. 

L<idy  Car,    But  go  not,  Strafford  t    But  you 
must  renounce 
This  project  on  the  Scots !    Die,  wherefore  die  ? 
Charles  never  loved  you. 

Stn^f,  And  he  never  will. 

He 's  not  of  those  who  care  the  more  for  men 
That  they  're  unfortunate. 

Lady  Car.  Then  wherefore  die 

For  such  a  master  ? 

Strcif.  You  that  told  me  first 

How  good  he  was— > when  I  must  leave  true 

mends 
To  find  a  truer  friend  I  —  that  drew  me  here 
From  Ireland,  —  **  I  had  but  to  show  myself. 
And  Charles  would  spurn  Vane,  iwvile,  and  the 

rest"- 
You,  child,  to  ask  me  this  f 

Lady  Car.  (If  he  have  set 

His  heart  abidingly  on  Charles  I) 

Then,  friend, 
I  shall  not  see  yon  any  more. 

Stre^f.  Yes,  Lucy. 

There 's  one  man  here  I  have  to  meet. 

Lady  Car.  (TheKhigl 

What  way  to  save  him  from  the  King? 

Aiy  soul  — 
That  lent  from  its  own  store  the  charmed  d]»- 

guise 
Which  dothes  the  King  —he  shall  behold  my 

soul!) 
Strafford,  —  I  shall  speak  best  if  ^on  'U  not  gaze 
Upon  me :  I  had  never  thought,  indeed. 
To  speak,  but  you  would  perish  too,  so  sure ! 
Could  you  but  know  what 't  is  to  bear,  my 

friend. 
One  image  stamped  within  you,  turning  blank 
Tlie  else  imperial  brilliance  of  your  mind,  — 
A  weakness,  but  most  precious,  —  like  a  flaw 
I'  the  diamond,  which  should  shape  foi'th  some 

sweet  face 
Yet  to  create,  and  meanwhile  treasured  there 
Let  nature  lose  her  gracious  thought  forever ! 

Stre^,  When  could  it  be  ?  no  t    Yet .  .  .  was 
it  the  dav 
We  waited  in  the  anteroom,  till  Holland 
Should  leave  the  presence-chamber  ? 

Lady  Car.  What? 

Strajr.  —That  I 

Described  to  you  my  love  for  Charles  ? 

Lady  Car.  (Ah,  no  — 

One  must  not  lure  him  from  a  love  like  that ! 
Oh,  let  him  love  the  King  and  die  I     'T  is  past 
I  shall  not  serve  him  worse  for  that  one  brief 
^^d  passionate  hqpe,  silent  forever  now  I) 
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And  vou  are  really  bound  for  ^^cotland  then  ? 
I  wish  you  well :  voii  iinmt  be  very  sure 
(>f  the  Kiug.'s  faitJi,  tur  Pyiii  and  all  his  crew 
Will  not  be  idle  —  settin^c  Vane  aside ! 
Strc{f.    If  Pym  is  busy,  —  you  may  write  of 

Pyni. 
Lady  Car,    What  need,  since  there  ^s  your 
King  to  take  your  part  ? 
He  may  endure  Vane^s  counsel ;  but  for  Pym  — 
Think  vou  he  '11  suffer  Pym  to  .  .  . 

Strcif.  Child,  your  hair 

Is  glossier  than  the  Queen's  l 

Lady  Car.  Is  that  to  dak 

A  curl  of  me  ? 
Straf.  iS'cotlaiid  —  the  weary  way ! 

Lady  Car,    Stjiy,  let  me  fasten  it. 

—  A  rival's,  StiuflFord  ? 
Straf.     [shotcing  the   George,}     He  hung  it 

there :  twine  yours  around  it,  child  ! 
Lady  Car.    No  —  no  —  another  time  —  I  trifle 
so! 
And  there  's  a  masque  on  foot.    Farewell.    The 

Court 
Is  dull :  do  something  to  enliven  us 
In  JScoUand :  we  expect  it  at  your  hands. 
Strc^.    I  shall  not  fail  in  (Scotland. 
Laay  Car,  Prosper  —  if 

Tou  ^11  think  of  me  sometunes ! 

Str<nf.  How  tliink  of  him 

And  not  of  you  ?  of  yon,  the  lingering  streak 
(A  golden  one)  in  my  good  fortune's  eve. 
Lady  Car.    Strafford  .  .  .  Well,  when  the 
eve  has  its  last  sti'eak 
The  night  has  its  first  star.  LShe  goes  out. 

Straf.  That  voice  of  hers— 

f  on  ^d  think  she  had  a  heart  sometimes  I    His 

voice 
Is  soft  too. 

Only  God  can  save  him  now. 
Be  Thon  about  his  bed,  about  his  path  ! 
His  path  1    Where 's  England's  path  ?    Diverg«- 

ing  wide, 
And  not  to  join  again  the  track  my  foot 
Must  follow  —  whither  ?    All  that  forlorn  way 
Among  the  tombs  I    Far  — far  —  till  .  .  .  What, 

they  do 
Then  join  again,  these  paths  ?   For,  huge  in  the 

dusk, 
Hiere  's  —  Pym  to  face  ! 

Why  then,  I  have  a  foe 
To  close  with,  and  a  fight  to  fight  at  last 
Worthy  my  soul  I    What,  do  they  beard  the 

King, 
And  shall  the  King  want  Strafford  at  his  need  ? 
Am  I  not  here  ? 

Not  in  the  market-place. 
Pressed  on  bv  the  rough  artisans,  so  proud 
To  catch  a  glance  from  Wentworth  I    They  lie 

down 
Hungrv  yet  smile,  **Why,  it  must  end  some 

day: 
Is  he  not  watching  for  our  sake  ?  **    Not  there  I 
But  in  Whitehall,  the  whited  sepulchre. 
The  .  .  . 

Curse  nothing  to-night !    Only  one  name 
They  11   curse   in   all   those  streets  to-night. 

Whose  fault? 
Did  I  make  kings?  set  up.  the  first,  a  man 


To  represent  the  multitude,  receive 
All  love  in  right  of  them  —  supphuit  them  so. 
Until  you  love  the  man  and  not  the  king  — 
The  man  with  the  mild  voice  and  mournful  eyes 
Which  send  me  forth. 

—  To  breast  the  bloody  sea 
That  sweeps  before  roe :  with  one  star  for  guide. 
Night  has  its  first,  supreme,  forsaken  star. 


ACT  III 
ScBVB  I.     OpposUe  WeHmintter  JIaU. 

Sir  HcxBT  Vakb,  Lord  Savilb,  Lord  HbLLAXD  and 
other*  of  the  Court. 

Sir  H.  Vane.    The  Commons  thrust  you  out  ? 

Savile.  And  wliat  kept  you 

From  sharing  their  oivUiiy  ? 

Vane.  Kept  me  ? 

Fresh  news  from  Scotland,  sir  I  worse  tlum  tlie 

last. 
If  that  may  be.    All  ^s  up  with  Strafford  there : 
Nothing  to  bar  the  mad  Soots  marching  hither 
Next  L^rd's-day  morning.    That  detained  ine, 

sir! 
Well  now,  before  they  thrust  youont,— go  on, — 
Their  Speaker  —  did  the  fellow  Lenthafsay 
All  we  set  down  for  him  ? 

Uolland.  Not  a  word  missed. 

Ere  he  began,  we  entered,  Savile,  I 
And  Bristol  and  some  more,  with  hope  to  breed 
A  wholesome  awe  in  the  new  Parliament. 
But  such  a  gang  of  graceless  ruffians,  Vane, 
As  elared  at  us ! 

Vane.  So  many  ? 

Sau,  Not  a  bench 

Without  its  complement  of  burly  knaves ; 
Tour  hopeful  son  among  them  :  Hampden  leant 
Upon  his  shoulder  —  think  of  that ! 

Vane.  I  'd  Uiink 

On  Lenthal^s  speech,  if  I  could  get  at  it. 
Urged  he,  I  ask,  how  grateful  they  should  prove 
For  this  unlooked-for  summons  from  the  King  ? 

HoU.    Just  as  we  drilled  him. 

Vane.  That  the  Scots  will  march 

On  London  ? 

HoU.  ^   AH,  and  made  so  much  of  it, 

A  dozen  subsidies  at  least  seemed  sure 
To  follow,  when  .  .  . 

Vane.  Well  ? 

HoU.  *T  is  a  strange  thing  now  I 

I  Ve  a  vague  memory  of  a  sort  of  sound, 
A  voice,  a  kind  of  vast  unnatural  voice  — 
Pym,  sir,  was  speaking  1    Savile,  help  me  out . 
W^hat  was  it  all  ? 

Sav.  Something  about  "  a  matter  '^  — ' 

No,  —  "  work  for  England.'^ 

HoU.  **  England's  great  revenge  " 

He  talked  of. 

Sav.  How  should  I  get  used  to  Pym 

More  than  yourselves  ? 

HoU,  ^  However  that  may  be, 

'T  was  something  with  which  we  had  naught  t4j 

do. 
For  we  were  '^strangers,"  and  Hwas  **Eng^ 

land's  work  ''  — 
(All  this  while  looking  us  straight  in  the  fnee) 
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In  other  words,  our  presenoe  nitg'ht  be  spmred. 
So,  iu  the  twinkling  of  on  eye,  before 
I  settled  to  my  niiud  what  ug^ly  brute 
Was  likest  Pvm  joiit  then,  thev  yelled  us  oat^ 
Locked  the  doors  after  us,  ana  here  are  ve. 

Vane.  Eliot^s  old  method  .  .  . 

Sav.  Prithee,  Vane,  a  trace 

To  Eliot  and  his  times,  and  the  great  Duke, 
And  how  to  manage  Parliaments  I    ^T  was  you 
Advised  the  Queen  to  summon  this :  why,  Straf- 
ford 
(To  do  him  justice)  would  not  hear  of  it. 

Vane.  Say  rather,  you  hare  done  the  best  of 
turns 
To  Strafford :  he  "s  at  York,  we  all  know  why. 
1  would  you  had  not  set  the  Scots  on  Strafford 
Till  Strafford  put  down  Pym  for  us,  my  lord  I 

Sav,  Was  it  I  altered  Strafford's  plans  ?  did 

A  •  •  • 

{A  Meaaenger  eiders.) 

Mes.    The  Queen,  my  lords — she  sends  me: 
follow  me 
At  onoe  ;  'tis  very  urgent  I  she  requires 
Your  counsel :  something  perilous  and  strange 
Occasions  her  command. 

Sav,  We  follow,  friend  I 

Now,  Vane  ;  — your  Parliament  vdll  plague  us 
all! 

Vane,    No  Strafford  here  beside  I 

Sav-  If  you  dare  hint 

I  had  a  hand  in  his  betrayal,  sir  .  .  . 

HolL  Nay,  find  a  titter  time  for  quarrels  — 
Pym 
Will  overmatch  the  best  of  you ;  and,  think, 
The  Queen! 

Vane.     Come  on,  then:  understand,  I  loathe 
$traff<vd  as  much  as  any  —  but  his  use ! 
To  keep  off  Pym,  to  screen  a  friend  or  two, 
I  woula  we  had  reserved  him  yet  awhile- 

8cB(B  IL     WkUehall. 
Th€  QoKBii  and  Lady  Ca-RLISLS. 

Queen.    It  cannot  be. 

Lady  Car,  It  is  so. 

Queen,  Why,  the  House 

Have  hardly  met. 

Lady  Car,  They  met  for  that. 

Queen.  No,  no  ! 

Meet  to  impeach  Lord  Strafford  ?    'T  is  a  jest. 

Lady  Car,    A  bitter  one. 

Queen.  Consider  1    'T  is  the  House 

We  summoned  so  reluctantly,  which  nothing 
But  Uie  disastrous  issue  of  the  war 
Penoaded  us  to  summon.    They  '11  wreak  all 
Their  spite  on  us.  no  doubt ;  but  the  old  way 
Is  to  b<^n  by  talk  of  grievances : 
They  have  their  grievances  to  busy  them. 

litdy  Car,    Pym  has  begun  his  speech. 

Queen,  Where  's  Vane  ?  —  That  is, 

Pjpn  will  impeach  Lord  Strafford  if  he  leaves 
ffis  Presidency ;  he 's  at  York,  we  know, 
^»nce  the  Scots  beat  him :  why  should  he  leave 
York? 

Lady  Car,    Because  the  King  sent  for  him. 

Queen,  Ah  —  but  if 

The  King  did  send  for  him,  he  let  him  know 
We  had  been  forced  to  call  a  Parliament  — 


A  step  which  Strafford,  now  I  come  to  think. 
Was  vehement  against. 

Lady  Car,  The  policy 

Escaped  him,  of  first  striking  Parliaments 
To  earth,  then  setting  them  upon  their  feet 
And  giving  Uiem  a  sword :  but  this  is  idle. 
Did  the  King  send  for  Strafford  ?    He  will  ooiue. 

Queen.    And  what  am  I  to  do  ? 

Lady  Car,  What  do?    Fail,  madam! 

Be  ruined  for  his  sake !  what  matters  how. 
So  it  but  stand  on  record  that  you  nuide 
An  effort,  only  one  ? 

Queen.  The  King  away 

At  Theobald's! 

Lady  Car,       Send  for  him  at  once  :  he  most 
Diflsolve  the  House. 

Queen.  Wait  till  Vane  finds  the  truth 

Of  the  report :  then  .  .  . 

Lady  Car.  —  It  will  matter  little 

What  the  King  does.    Strafford  that  lends  his 

arm 
And  breaks  his  heart  for  you ! 

(Sir  H.  Vams  eniert.) 

Vane.  The  Commons,  madam, 

Are  sitting  with  closed  doors.    A  huge  debate, 
No  lack  of  noise ;  but  nothiiur,  1  should  guess. 
Concerning  Strafford  :  Pym  has  certainly 
Not  spokenvet. 

Queen.  [To  Lady  Carlisle.]  You  hear  ? 

Lady  Car.  I  do  not  hear 

That  the  King 's  sent  for ! 

Vane.  Savile  will  be  able 

To  tell  you  more. 

(HoLxujin  enters.) 

Queen,  The  last  news,  Holland  ? 

HoU,  Pym 

Is  raging  like  a  fire.    The  whole  House  means 
To  follow  him  together  to  Whitehall 
And  force  the  Kmg  to  give  up  Strafford. 

Queen.  Strafford  ? 

UoU.    If  they  content  themselves  with  Straf- 
ford !    Lduid 
Is  talked  of,  Cottington  and  Windebank  too. 
Pym  has  not  left  out  one  of  them  —  I  would 
You  heard  Pym  raging ! 

Ciieen.  Vane,  go  find  the  King  I 

Tell  the  King,  Vane,  the  People  follow  Pym 
To  brave  us  at  Whitehall ! 

(BAvOiB  enter*.) 

Sav.  Not  to  Whitehall  - 

*T  is  to  the  Lords  they  go :  thev  seek  redress 
On  Strafford  from  his  peers — the  legal  way, 
They  call  it. 

Queen,         (Wait,  Vane !) 

Sav.  But  the  adage  g^ves 

Long  life  to  threatened  men.    Strafford  can  save 
Himself  so  readily :  at  York,  remember. 
In  his  own  county :  what  has  he  to  fear  ? 
The  Commons  omv  mean  to  frighten  him 
From  leaving  York.    Surely,  he  will  not  come. 

Queen,    Lucy,  he  will  not  come ! 

Lady  Car.  Once  more,  the  King 

Has  sent  for  Strafford.    He  will  come. 

Vane.  Oh  doubtless ! 

And  bring  destruction  with  him :  that 's  his  way. 

What  but  his  coming  spoilt  all  Conway's  plan  ? 

The  King  must  take  his  counsel,  choose  his 

friends, 
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Be  vrhoily  ruled  by  him  I    What  *8  the  result  ? 
The  North  that  was  to  rise,  Ireland  to  help,  — 
What  came  of  it  ?    In  my  poor  mind,  a  fnght 
Is  no  prodigious  punishment. 

Lady  Cur.  A  fright? 

Pym  will  fail  worse  than  Strafford  if  ne  thinks 
To  frighten  him.    [To  the  Quben.]    You  will 
not  save  him  then  ? 

8av,    When  something  like  a  chaige  is  made, 
the  King 
Will  best  know  how  to  save  him :  and  't  is  clear, 
While  Strafford  suffers  nothing  bjr  the  matter, 
rhe  King  may  reap  advantage  :  this  in  question, 
No  dinning  you  with  ship-money  oomplaints ! 

Queen,    [To  Lady  Caklibls. J  IfwedissoWe 
them,  who  will  pay  the  army  ? 
Fiotect  us  from  the  insolent  Scots  ? 

Lady  Car.  In  truth, 

I  know  not,  madam.    Strafford's  fate  concerns 
Me  little :  you  desired  to  learn  what  course 
Would  save  him  :  I  obey  you. 

Vane.  Notice,  too, 

There  can't  be  fairer  ground  for  takiufi:  full 
Revenge  —  (Strafford 's  revengeful)  —  than  he  'U 

have 
Against  his  old  friend  Pym. 

Queen.  Why,  he  shall  daim 

Vengeance  on  Pym  I 

Vane.  And  Strafford,  who  is  he 

To  'scape  unscathed  amid  the  accidents 
That  harass  all  beside  ?    I,  for  my  part. 
Should  look  for  something  of  discomfiture 
Had  the  King  trusted^  me  so  thoroughly 
And  been  se  paid  for  it. 

Hdl,  He  'U  keep  at  Tork : 

All  will  blow  over :  he  '11  return  no  worse. 
Humbled  a  little,  thankful  for  a  place 
Under  as  good  a  man.    Oh,  we  '11  dispense 
With  seeing  Strafford  for  a  month  or  two  I 
(Stkaitord  eniert.) 

Queen.    You  here  ! 

Strqf.       The  King  sends  for  me,  madam.  ^ 

Queen.  Sir, 

The  King  ... 

Strc^f.  An  ui^pent  matter  that  imports 

the  King! 
[To  Lad  J  Carlisle.]  Why,  Lucy,  what's  in 

agitation  now. 
That  all  this  muttering  and  shrugging,  see, 
Beeins  at  me  ?    They  do  not  speak  I 

Ladp  Car.  'Tis  welcome  t 

For  we  are  proud  of  you —  happy  and  proud 
To  have  you  with  us,  Strafford  I    You  W4 

stanch 

At  Durham :  you  did  well  there  I    Had  you  not 
Been  stayed,  yon  might  have  .  .  .  we  said,  even 

now. 
Our  hope 's  in  yon  t 

Vane.    [To  Lady  Cablisle.]     The  Queen 
would  speak  with  you. 

Strcif.     Will  one  of  you,  his  servants  here, 
vouchsafe 
To  signify  my  presence  to  the  King  ? 

Sav.    An  urgent  matter  ? 

6trqf.  None  that  touches  you. 

Lord  Snvile !    Say,  it  were  some  treacherous 
bly  pitiful  intriguing  with  the  Soots  — 
Yon  would  go  free,  at  least  I    (They  half  divine 
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My  purpose !)    Madam,  shall  I  see  the  King  ? 
The  service  I  would  render,  much  eonoems 
His  welfare. 

Queen.  But  his  Majesty,  my  lord, 

May  not  be  here,  may  ... 

^'trq/*.  Its  importance,  then. 

Must  plead  excuse^  for  this  withdrawal,  madam, 
And  for  the  grief  it  gives  Lord  Savile  here. 

Queen,  \  Who  has  been  conversing  with  Vanb 
and  Holland.]  The  King  will  see  you, 
sir! 

tTo  Lady  Carlisle.]    Mark  me:  IVm's  worst 
B  done  by  now :  he  has  impeached  the  Eari, 
Or  found  the  Earl  too  strong  for  him,  bv  now. 
Let  us  not  seem  instructed !    We  should  work 
No  eood  to  Strafford,  but  deform  ourselves 
With  shame  in  the  world's  eye.   [To  Straf- 
ford.]   His  Majesty 
Has  much  to  say  with  you. 

Strqf.  Time  fleeting,  too  ! 

[To  Lady  Carlisle.]    No  means  of  getting 

them  away  ?    And  She  — 
What  does  she  whisper  P    Does  she  know  my 

purpose? 
What  does  she  think  of  it  ?    Get  them  away ! 
Queen.    [To  Lady  Carusle.]    He  comes  to 
baffle  P^m  —  he  thinks  the  danger 
Far  off :  tell  hmi  no  word  of  it !  a  time 
For  help  will  oome  :  we  '11  not  be  wanting  then. 
Keep  him  in  play,  Lucy  —  you,  self-poss^sed 
And  calm  I    [To  Strafford.]    To  spare  your 

lordship  some  delay 
I  will  myself  acquaint  the  King.     [To  Ladt 
Carlisle.!    Beware  I 
[The  QuBBN,  y  AVB,  HoLLiiMD,  and  Savus  go  out. 
Straf.    She  knows  it? 
Lady  Car.  Tell  me,  Strafford  I 

Strcy^.  Afterward ! 

This  moment 's  the  great  moment  of  all  time. 
She  knows  ray  purpose  ? 

Lady  Car.  Thoroughly:  just  now 

She  bade  me  hide  it  from  you. 

Strtuf.  Quick,  dear  child. 

The  wnole  o'  the  scheme  ? 

Lady  Car,  (Ah,  he  would  learn  if  they 

Connive  at  Pym*s  prooeoure  !    Could  they  but 
Have  once  apprised  the  King !    But  there 's  no 

time 
For  falsehood,  now.)    Strafford,  the  whole  is 
known. 
Strc^.    Known  and  approved  ? 
Laay  Car.  Iiardly  discountenanced. 

Straf.    And  the  King  —  say,  the  King  con- 
sents as  well  ? 
Lady  Car.    The  King's  not  yet  informed, 
but  will  not  dare 
To  interpose. 

Strqf.  What  need  to  wait  him,  then  ? 

He'll  sanction  it!    I  stayed,  child,  tell  him, 

long  I 
It  vexed  me  to  the  soul  —  this  waiting  here. 
You  know  him,  there 's  no  counting  on  th« 

King. 
Tell  him  I  waited  long ! 

Lady  Car.  (What  can  he  mean! 

Rejoice  at  the  King's  hoUowness  2) 

Straf.  I  knew 

They  would  be  glad  of  it, — all  over  once. 
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I  kne-w  they  would  be  ffUd :  but  he  'd  ooutrive, 
The  Queen  and  he,  to  max^  by  helping  it, 
An  iu^rs  makinsT- 

Lady  Car,        (Is  he  mad  ?)    Dear  Strafford, 
You  were  not  wont  to  look  so  happy. 

Strqf,  Sweet, 

I  tried  obedience  thoroughly.    I  took 
The  King'8  wild  plan:  of  course,  ere  I  could 

reach 
My  army,  Oonway  ruined  it.     I  drew 
The  wrecks  together,  raised  all  heaven  and 

earth, 
And  would  have  fought  the  Scots :  the  King  at 

once 
Blade  truce  with  them.     Then,  Lucy,  then, 

dear  child, 
God  put  it  in  my  mind  to  love,  serve,  die 
For  Charles,  but  never  to  obey  him  more  1 
While  he  endured  their  insolence  at  Kipon 
I  fell  on  them  at  Durham.    But  you  ^11  tell 
The  King  I  waited  ?    All  the  anteroom 
Is  filled  with  my  adherents. 

Lady  Car,  Strafford  —  Strafford, 

What  daring  act  is  this  you  hint  ? 

Sirc^f.  ^  No.  no ! 

'T  is  here,  not  daring  if  you  knew  ?  all  here ! 

lIMnnng  papers  from  hi*  breast. 
Full  proof  ;  see,  ample  proof  — does  the  Queen 

know 
I  have  such  damning  proof  ?     Bedford  and 

Essex, 
Brooke,  Warwick,  Savile  (did  you  notice  Sa- 

vUe? 
The  simper  that  I  spoilt  ?),  Saye,  Mandeville  — 
Sold  to  the  Scots,  body  and  soul,  by  Pym  I 

Lady  Car.    Great  heaven ! 

Slnif.         From  Savile  and  his  lords,  to  Pym 
And  lus  losels,  crushed  !  —  Pym  shall  not  ward 

the  blow 
Nor  Savile  creep  aside  from  it  I    The  Crew 
And  the  Cabal —  I  crush  them  1 

Lady  Car,  And  you  go  — 

Strafford,  ~  and  now  you  go  ?  — 

Straf,  ^    —  About  no  work 

In  the  background,  I  promise  vou  I    I  f^ 
Straight  to  the  House  of  Lords  to  chum  thrae 

knaves. 
Mainwaring ! 

Lady  Car.    Stay — stay,  Strafford  ! 

Slrqf,  She  'U  return. 

The  Queen  —  some  little  project  of  her  own  ! 
No  time  to  lose :  the  King  takes  fright  perhaps. 

Lady  Car,    Pym 's  strong,  remember  I 

Strcif.  ^^^^  strong,  as  fits 

The  Faction's  head  —  with  no  offence  to  Hamp- 
den, 
Vane,  Rudyard.  and  ra^  loving  Hollis :  one 
And  all  they  looge  within  the  Tower  to-night 
In  just  equality.    Bryan  I    Mainwaring  ! 

IMany  0/  Ma  Adherents  enter. 
The  Peers  debate  just  now  (a  lucky  chance) 
On  the  Soots*  war :  my  visit 's  opportune. 
When  lUl  is  over,  Bryan,  you  proceed 
To  Ireland :  theee  dispatches,  mark  me,  Bryan, 
Are  for  the  Deputy,  and  these  for  Ormond : 
We  want  the  army  here  —  my  army,  raised 
Atsneh  a  cost,  that  should  have  done  such  good, 
And  was  inactive  all  the  time !  no  matter. 


,  or,  no  — 


We  '11  find  a  use  for  it.    Willis  . 

you  I 
Tou,  mend,  make  haste  to  York :  bear  this,  at 

once  .  •  . 
Or,  —  better  stay  for  form's  sake,  see  vourBelf 
The  news  you  cany.    You  remain  with  me 
To  execute  the  Parliament's  command, 
Mainwaring  1  Help  to  seize  these  leaser  knaves. 
Take  care  there  's  no  escaping  at  backdoon : 
I  '11  not  have  one  escape,  mind  me  —  not  one  I 
I  seem  revengeful,  Lucy  ?    Did  you  know 
What  these  men  dare  I 

Lady  Car,  It  is  so  much  they  dare  X 

Strckf,    I  proved  that  long  ago ;  my  turn  m 
now. 
Keep  sharp  watch.  Goring,  on  Uie  citixens ! 
Observe  who  harbors  any  of  the  brood 
That  scramble  off :  be  sure  they  snmrt  for  it  { 
Our  coffers  are  but  lean. 

^  And  you,  child,  too. 
Shall  have  your  task  ;  deliver  this  to  Laud. 
Laud  will  not  be  the  slowest  in  my  praise  : 
*' Thorough,''  he 'U  cry  1  —  FoQlish,  to  be  s« 

glad! 
This  life  is  gay  and  glowing,  after  all : 
'T  is  worth  while,  Lucy,  having  foes  like  mine 
Just  for  the  bliss  of  crushing  them.    To-day 
Is  worth  the  living  for. 

Lady  Car,  That  reddening  blow  ( 

jl  on  seem 

6tr^f,    Well  — dolnot?  I  would  be  well -- 
I  could  not  but  be  well  on  such  a  day  I 
And,  this  day  ended,  't  is  of  slight  import 
How  long  the  ravaged  frame  suojects  the  soul 
In  Strafford. 

Lculy  Car,    Noble  Strafford ! 

Str{^,  No  farewell  i 

I  'II  see  you  anon,  to-morrow  —  the  first  thing. 
—  If  She  should  come  to  star  me ! 

Lady  Car.  Go  —  't  is  nothing" 

Only  my  heart  that  swells :  it  has  been  thus 
Ere  now :  go,  Strafford  I 

Straf,  To-night,  then,  let  it  be. 

I  must  see  Him  :  you,  the  next  after  Him. 
I  'U  tell  you  how  Pym  looked.    Follow  me, 

friends! 
You,  gentlemen,  shall  see  a  sight  this  hour 
To  talk  of  all  your  lives.    Close  after  me  I 
**  My  friend  of  friends!" 

[BnurroRD  and  the  rest  yo  out* 

Lady  Car,    The  King  —  ever  the  King  1 
No  thought  of  one  beside,  whose  little  word 
Unveils  the  King  to  him  —  one  word  from  me. 
Which  yet  I  do  not  breathe  1 

Ah,  have  I  spared 
Strafford  a  pang,  and  shall  I  seek  reward 
Beyond  that  memory  ?    Surely  too,  some  way 
He  is  the  better  for  my  love.    No,  no  — 
He  would  not  look  so  joyous  —  I  'U  believe 
His  very  eye  would  never  sparkle  thus. 
Had  I  not  prayed  for  him  tnis  long,  long  while. 

ScBRs  IIL    The  Antechamber  o/the  House  of  Lords, 

Many  0/  the  Presbyterian  Party.     The  Adherents  of 

STRAVfOED,  etc. 

A  Group  of  Preabyterians,  —1,  I  tell  you  he 
struck  Maxwell :  Maxwell  sought 
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To  stay  the  Earl :  he  stmek  him  and  passed  on. 

2.  Fear  as  yon  may,  keep  a  good  countenance 
Before  these  mfiBers. 

.'{.  Strafford  here  the  first, 

With  the  great  army  at  his  back  I 

4.  No  doubt. 

I  would  Pym  had  made  haste :  that 's  Bryan, 

hush  — 
The  gallant  pointing. 

Strc^ff^ord^s  Followers,  —  1.  Mark  these  wor- 
thies, now ! 

2.  A  goodly  gathering !    **  Where  the  carcass 

is 
There  shall  the  eagles  "  — What 's  the  rest? 

3.  For  eagles 
Say  crows. 

A  Presbi/tertan.  Stand  back,  sirs  ! 

One  of  Strc^ord^s    Followers.    Are  we    in 

Geneva  T 
A  Presbyterian.    No,  nor  in  Irelimd ;  we  have 

leave  to  breathe. 
One  of  Strc^ord's  Followers.    Truly?    Be- 
hold how  privileged  we  be 
That  serve  "  King  Pym  "  !    There  's  Some-one 

at  Whitehall 
Who  skulks  obscure  ;  but  Pym  stmts  .  .  . 
The  Presbyterian.  Nearer. 

A  Follower  ofiitraffard.  Higher, 

We  look  to  see  him.   [  To  his  Companions.]   I  'm 

to  have  St.  John 
In  charge  ;  was  he  among  the  knaves  just  now 
That  followed  Pym  within  there  ? 

A  nother.^  The  gaunt  nuin 

Talking  with  Rudyard.     Did  the  Earl  expect 
Pym  at  his  heels  so  fast  ?     I  like  it  not. 
(Maxwbll  enters.) 
Another.    Wliy,  man,  they  rush  into  the  net ! 
Here 's  Maxwell  — 
Ha,  Maxwell  ?  How  the  brethren  flock  around 
The  fellow  I     Do  you  feel  the  Earl's  hand  yet 
Upon  your  shoulder,  Maxwell  ? 

Maxwell.  Gentlemen, 

Stand  back  !  a  great  thing  passes  here. 
A  Follower  of  Strafford.   [To another.}    The 
Earl 
Is  at  his  work  !    [To  M.]    Say,  Maxwell,  what 

great  tiling ! 
Speak  outl  [To  a  Presbyterian.]   Friend,  I  've 

a  kindness  for  yon  !    Friend, 
I  Ve  seen  you  with  St.  John :  O  stockishness ! 
Weai*  such  a  ruff,  and  never  call  to  mind 
St.  John's  head  in  a  charger  ?  How,  the  plague. 
Not  laugh? 
Another.    Say,  Maxwell,  what  great  thing ! 
Another.  Nay,  wait: 

The  jest  will  be  to  wait. 

First.  And  who  's  to  bear 

These  demure  hjrpocrites  ?     You  'd  swear  they 

came  .  .  . 
Came  .  .  .  just  as  we  come  I 
[A  Puritan  enters  haMily  and  vithont  observing  Strat- 
roRD^s  Followers. 

The  Puritan,  How  goes  on  the  work  ? 

Has  Pym  .  .  . 
A  Follower  of  Strafford.    The  secret 's  out  at 
last.    Aha, 
rhe  carrion's  scented!     Welcome,  crow  the 
first! 


Gorge  merrily,  you  witli  the  blinking  eye  ! 
"King  Pym  has  fallen!" 

The  Puritan.  Pym  ? 

A  Strqfford.  Pym  ! 

A  Presbyterian.  Only  Pym  ? 

Many  qf  Strcfford''s  Followers.    No,  brother, 
not  Pym  only ;  Vane  as  well, 
Rudyard  as  well,  Hampden,  St.  John  as  well ! 

A  Presbyterian.  My  mind  misgives :  can  it  be 
true? 

Another.        Lost!  Lost! 

A  Strcfford.    Say  we  true.  Maxwell  ? 

The  Puritan.  Pride  before  destruction, 

A  haughty  spirit  goeth  before  a  fall. 

Many  of  Strcfford' s  Followers.  Ah  now  I  The 
very  Uiing !  A  word  in  season ! 
A  golden  apple  in  a  silver  picture 
To  greet  Pym  as  he  passes ! 

IThe  doors  at  the  back  begin  to  open,  noise  and  tight 

issuing. 

Max.  Stand  back,  all ! 

Many  ofUie  Presbyterians.  I  hold  with  Pym  ! 
And  I ! 

Strcfford' s  Followers.  Now  for  the  text ! 

He  comes  !  Quick  ! 

I'he  Puritan.  How  hath  the  oppressor  ceased  ! 
The  Lord  hath  broken  the  stafi  of  the  wicked  I 
The  sceptre  of  the  rulers,  he  who  smote 
The  people  in  wratli  with  a  continual  stroke, 
That  ruled  the  nations  in  his  anger  —  he 
Is  persecuted  and  none  hinderem  ! 
IThe  doors  open^  and  Strafford  issttes  in  the  greatest 

disorder,  and  amid  cries  from  ivUhin  <>/''*  Void  the 

Honoe  I " 

Straf.  Impeach  me !  Pym  !  I  never  struck,  I 
think. 
The  felon  on  that  calm  insulting  month 
When  it  proclaimed  —  Pym's  mouth  proclaimed 

^  me  .  .  .  God ! 
Was  it  a  word,  only  a  word  that  held 
The  outnigeous  blood    back  on  my  heart  — 

which  beats ! 
Which  beats!    Some  one  word— *' Traitor," 

did  he  say. 
Bending  that  eye,  brimful  of  bitter  fire. 
Upon  me  ? 

Max.     In  the  Commons'  name,  their  servant 
Demands  Lord  Strafford's  sword. 
Straf.  What  did  you  say  ? 

Max,  The  Commons  bid  me  ask  your  lord- 
ship's sword. 
Straf.  Let  us  go  forth  :  folI(»w  me.  gentlemen ! 
Draw  your  swortls  too  :  cut  any  down  that  bar 

us. 
On  the  King's  service !  Maxwell,  clear  the  way  ! 
[The  Pre«b}'terianR  prepare  to  dispute  his  passage. 
Straf.  I  stay  :  the  King  himself  shall  see  me 
here. 
Your  tablets,  fellow ! 

[To  Main  WARING.]  Give  that  to  the  King! 
Yes,  Maxwell,  for  the  next  half-hour,  let  be ! 
Nay,  you  shall  take  my  sword  1 

[Maxwell  advances  to  take  it. 
Or,  no  —  not  that ! 
Their  blood,  perhaps,  may  wipe  out  all  thus  far, 
All  up  to  that  —  not  that !  Why,  friend,  you  see 
When  the  King  lays  your  head  beneath  my  foot 
It  will  not  pay  for  that.    Go.  all  of  you  I 


STRAFFORD 


6J 


Max.  I  dare,  my  lord,  to  disobey  :  none  stir ! 

Straf,  This  gentle  Maxwell !  — Do  not  touch 
him,  Brvan  I 

[To  the  Prosbyterians.]  Whicherer  enr  of  yon 
will  carrr  this 
Escapes  his  fellow^s  fate.    None  saves  his  Ufe  ? 
None  ?  [ (^'f^  /''(MM  tpHhin  qf  *'  SnArvoKO ! " 

Slingsby,  I  *ve  loved  you  at  least :  make  haste  I 
Stab  me  I  I  have  not  time  to  tell  ^ou  why. 
Ton  then,  my  Brsran  !    Mainwanng,  yon  then ! 
Is  it  becaase  I  spoke  so  hastily 
At  Allerton  ?    The  King  had  vexed  me. 

[To  the  Presbyterians.]  You  1 

—  Wot  even  you  ?    If  I  five  over  this. 
The  King  is  sure  to  have  vour  heads,  vou  know  I 
But  what  if  I  can't  live  this  minute  through  ? 
I^rm,  who  is  there  with  his  pursuing  smile  ! 

[Louder  criea  of  "  BrBArfOED  I  " 

The  King !    I  troubled  him,  stood  in  the  way 
Of  his  negotiations,  was  the  one 
Great  obstacle  to  peace,  the  Enemv 
Of  Sootland  :  and  he  sent  for  me,  rrom  Tork, 
My  safety  guaranteed  —  having  prepared 
A  Parliament  —  I  see  !    And  at  Wliitehall 
The  Queen  was  whispering  with  Vane  —  I  see 
The  trap  I  C  Tearing  off  th4  Gwrg9, 

I  tread  a  gewgaw  underfoot, 
And  cast  a  memory  from  me.  One  stroke,  now ! 
[HU  oum  Adherenfca  dimrm  him.     Renewed  cries 
qf  **  8TKAnosD !  " 

England  !    I  see  thy  arm  in  this  and  jrield. 
Pray  you  now  —  P^rm  awaits  me  —  pray  you 
now! 

[Sra^rroBD  reaches  the  doors :  they  open  icide.  Hamf- 
DBX  and  a  crowd  discovered^  oua,  at  the  bary  Pra 
atanding  apart.  As  SrsArroBD  kneels^  the  scene 
skiUs. 

ACT   IV 

Scsm  I.     WhUehalL 

The  Kixo,  the  Qusbk,  Hollis,  Lady  Cabi.wIiS.    (Vasx, 
Holland,  Savils,  in  the  background.) 

Lady  Car.     Answer  them,   Hollis,  for  his 

sake  !    One  word  ! 
Cka,    [To  H0LIJ8.I   You  stand,  silent  and 
cold}  as  though  I  were 
Deceiving  you  —  my  friend,  my  playfellow 
Of  other  times.     What  wonder  after  all  ? 
Jost  so,  I  dreamed  my  People  loved  me. 

Hoi,  Sir, 

It  is  vonmelf  that  yon  deceive,  not  me. 
You  11  ^uit  me  comforted,  vour  mind  made  up 
That,  since  youVe    talked    thus    much    and 

grieved  thus  much. 
All  yoa  can  do  for  Strafford  has  been  done. 
Queen.     If  yon  kill    Strafford  —  (come,   we 
grant  you  leave. 
Suppoae)  — 
Hoi.  I  may  withdraw,  sir  ? 

Ladp  Car.  Hear  them  out ! 

T  is  the  last  chance  for  Strafford  !    Hear  them 
out! 
Hoi.  ''If  we  kill  Strafford ''•- on  the  eigh- 
teenth day 
Of  StraffOTd's  trial  —  "  We ! " 
Cha,  Pym,  my  good  Hollis  — 


Pym,  I  should  say  I 

Hoi,  Ah,  true  —  sir,  pardon  me  I 

Yon  witness  our  proceedings  every  day  ; 
But  the  screened  gallery,  I  might  have  fruessed, 
Admits  of  such  a  partial  glimpse  at  us, 
Pym  takes  up  all  the  room,  shuts  out  the  view. 
Still,  on  my  honor,  siir.  the  rest  of  the  place 
Is  not  unoccupied.    The  Commons  sit 

—  That  *s  England ;  Ireland  sends,  and  Scot- 

land too. 
Their  representatives  ;  the  Peers  that  judge 
Are  easily  distinguished  ;  one  remarks 
The  People  here  and  there  :  but  the  close  cur< 

tain 
Must  hide  so  much  ! 

^ueen.  Acouaint  your  insolent  crew. 

This  day  the  curtain  shall  be  dashed  aside ! 
It  served  a  purpose. 

Hoi.  Think!    This  very  day? 

Ere  Strafford  rises  to  defend  himself  ? 

Cha.  1  will  defend  him,  sir! — sanction  the 
past 
This  day :  it  ever  was  my  purpose.    Rage 
At  me,  not  Strafford ! 

Lady  Car.  Nobly  !  —  will  he  not 

Do  nobly  ? 

Hoi.  Sir,  you  will  do  honestly :  ^ 

And,  for  that  deed,  I  too  would  be  a  king. 

Cha.   Only,  to  do  this  now  !  —  *'  deal "  (in 
your  stvle) 
"  To  subjects'  prayers,^'  — I  must  oppose  them 

now  I 
It  seems  their  will  the  trial  should  proceed,  — 
So  palpably  their  will ! 

Mol.  You  peril  much, 

But  it  were  no  bright  moment  save  for  that. 
Strafford,  your  prime  support,  the  sole  roof- 
^^      tree 

Which  props  this  quaking  House  of  Privilege, 
(Flood  comes,  winds  beat,  and  see  —  the  treach- 
erous sand  I) 
Doubtless,  if  the  mere  putting  forth  an  arm 
Could  save  him,  you  'd  save  Strafford. 

Cha.  And  they  dnre 

Consummate  calmly  this  great  wrong !      No 

hope? 
This  ineffaceable  wrong !     No  pity  then  ? 

Hoi.    No   plague   in    store  for   perfidy  ?  — 
Farewell  ! 
You  call  me,  sir  —  [To  Lady  Carlislk.]  Yoh, 

ladv,  bade  me  come 
To  save  the  Earl  :  I  came,  thank  Qod  for  it, 
To  learn  how  far  such  perfidy  can  go ! 
Yon,  sir,  concert  with  me  011  saving  him 
W^ho  have  just  mined  Strafford  ! 

Cha.  I?  — and  how? 

Hoi.    Eighteen  days  long  he  throws,  one  after 
one, 
Pym's  charges  back :  a  blind  moth-eaten  law  ! 

—  He  '11  break  from  it  at  last :  and  whom  to 

thank  ? 
The  mouse  that  gnawed  the  lion's  net  for  him 
Grot  a  good  friend,  — but  he,  the  other  mouse. 
That  looked  on  while  the  lion  freed  himself  — 
Fared  he  so  well,  does  any  fable  say  ? 

Cha.    What  can  you  mean  ? 

Hoi.  Pym  never  conld  have  proved 

Strafford's  design  of  bringing  up  the  troops 
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To  force  this  kingdom  to  obedience :  Vane  — 
Yonr  servant,  not  our  friend,  has  proved  it. 

CAa.  Vane  ? 

HoL.  This  day.  Did  Vane  deliver  up  or  no 
Those  notes  which,  furnished  by  his  sou  to  Pym, 
Seal  Strafford's  fate  ? 

Cha.  Sir,  as  I  live,  I  know 

Nothing  that  Vane  has  done !    What  treason 

next  ? 
I  wash  my  hands  of  it.    Vane,  speak  the  truth  ! 
Ask  Vane  himself ! 

Uol.  I  will  not  speak  to  Vane, 

Who  speak  to  Pym  Mid  Hampden  every  day. 

Queen,    Speak     to     Vane  s    master    then ! 
What  gain  to  him 
Were  Strafford's  death  ? 

Hoi.     ^  Ha  ?    Strafford  cannot  turn 

As  you,  sir,  sit  there  —  bid  you  forth,  demand 
H  every  hateful  act  were  not  set  down 
In  his  commission  ?  —  whether  you  contrived 
Or  no,  that  all  the  violence  should  seem 
His  work,  the  gentle  ways  —  your  own,  —  his 

part. 
To  counteract  the  King's  kind  impulses  — 
While  .  .  .  but  you  know  what  he  could  say ! 

And  then 
He  might  produce  —  mark,  sir  !  —  a   certain 

ohar^ 
To  set  the  King's  express  command  aside, 
if  need  were,  and  oe  blameless.     He  might 
add  .  .  . 

Cha,  Enough! 

Hoi,    —  Wno  bade  him  break  the  Parlia- 
ment, 
Find  some  m^tenoe  for  setting  up  sword-law  I 

Quieen.    Retire  1 

Cha,    Once  more,  whatever  Vane  dared  do, 
I  know  not  :  he  is  rash,  a  fool  —  I  know 
Nothing  of  Vane  I 

Hoi,  Well  —  I  believe  you.    Sir, 

Believe  me,  in  return,  that  .  .  . 
[Turning  to  Lady  CarlisIiB.]    Gentle  lady. 
The  few  words  I  would  say,  the  stones  might 

hear 
Sooner  than  these,  —  I  rather  speak  to  you. 
You,  with  the  heart  I    The  question,  trust  me, 

takes 
Another  shape,  to-day :  not,  if  the  King 
Or  England  shall  succumb,  —  but,  who  snail  pay 
The  forfeit,  Strafford  or  his  master.    Sir, 
You  loved  me  once :  think  on  my  warning  now  I 

[GoeM  out. 

Cha,    On  you  and  on  your  warning  both  I  — 
Carlisle  I 
That  paper  I 

Queen,  But  consider! 

Cha,  Give  it  me ! 

There,  signed  —  will  that  content  you  ?    Do  not 

speak ! 
Yon  have  betrayed  me,  Vane !    See !  any  day, 
According  to  the  tenor  of  that  paper. 
He  bids  vour  brother  bring  the  army  up, 
Strafford  shall  head  it  and  take  full  revenge. 
Seek  Strafford  I  Let  him  have  the  same,  before 
He  rises  to  defend  himself  I 

Queen,  In  truth  ? 

That  your  shrewd  Hollis  should  have  worked  a 
change 


Like  this !    You,  late  reluctant  .  .  . 

Cha,  Say,  Carlisle, 

Your  brother  Peray  brings  the  army  up. 
Falls  on  the  Parliament  —  (I  'U  think  of  yon. 
My  Hollis !)  say,  we  plotted  long  —  't  is  mine. 
The  scheme  is  mine,  remember!    Say,  I  curaed 
Vane's  folly  in  your  hearing !    If  the  Earl 
Does  rise  to  do  us  shame,  the  fault  shall  lie 
With  vou,  Carlisle ! 

Lady  Car.  Nay,  fear  not  me  !  but  still 

That 's  a  bright  moment,  sir.  ^ou  throw  away. 
Tear  down  the  veil  and  save  mm  I 

Queen,  Go,  Carlisle  I 

Lady  Car,    (I  shall  see  Strafford  —  speak  to 
him  :  my  heart 
Must  never  beat  so,  then !    And  if  I  tell 
The   truth?     What's  gained  by  falsehood? 

There  they  stand 
Whose  trade  it  is,  whose  life  it  is !     How  vain 
To  gild  such  rottenness  I   Strafford  shall  know, 
Thoroughly  know  them  I) 

Queen,  Trust  to  me!     [To  Cahuslr.] 

Carlisle^ 
You  seem  inchned,  alone  of  all  the  Court, 
To  serve  poor  Strafford :  this  bold  plan  of  youn 
Merits  much  praise,  and  vet  .  .  . 

Lady  Car,  Time  presses,  madam. 

Queen.    Yet  —  may  it  not  be  something  pre- 
mature ? 
Strafford  defends  himself  to-day — reserves 
Some  wondrous  effort,  one  may  well  suppose ! 

Lcuiy  Car,    Ay,  Hollis  hints  as  much. 

Cha,  Why  linger  then  ? 

Haste  with  the  scheme  —  my  scheme:  I  shall 

be  there 
To  watch  his  look.    Tell  him  I  watch  his  look ! 

Queen.    Stay,  we  '11  precede  you ! 

Lady  Car,  At  your  pleasure. 

Cha.  Say  — 

Say,  Vane  is  hardly  ever  at  Whitehall  I 
I  snaU  be  there,  remember ! 

Lady  Car.  Doubt  me  not. 

Cha.    On  our  return,  Carlisle,  we  wait  yon 
here ! 

Lady  Car.    1  'U  bring  his  answer.    Sir,  I  fol- 
low you.  ^ 
(Prove  tne  King  faithless,  and  I  take  away 
All  Strafford  cares  to  live  for :  let  it  be — 
'T  is  the  King's  scheme ! 

My  Strafford,  I  caa  save, 
Nay,  I  have  saved  you,  yet  am  scarce  content, 
Because  my  poor  name  wdl  not  cross  your  mind. 
Strafford,  now  much  I  am  unworthy  you  I) 

BcsKS  II.    A  pftssage  adjoining  Wettmintier  Hmll. 

Many  groupt  of  Spectators  of  the  Trial.  Officers  of  the 

Courts  etc. 

Ist  Spec.    More  crowd  than  ever  !    Not  know 


That 


jjpec. 
Han 


ampden,  man  ? 


lat  's  he,  by  Pym,  Pym  that  is  speaking  now. 
No,  truly,  if  you  look  so  high  you  ^11  see 
Little  enough  of  either  I 

2d  Spec.  Stay :  Pjrm's  arm 

Pointslike  a  prophet's  rod. 

Sd  Spec,  Ay,  ay,  we  've  heard 

Some  pretty  speaking :  yBt  Uie  Earl  escapes. 

4tA  Spec,  I  fear  it :  just  a  foolish  word  or  two 


STRAFFORD 


67 


JLbont  hiB  children — and  we  m€,  f  cmooth, 
Not  EnsrUnd^B  foe  in  8tn£Ford,  bnt  the  man 
>Vbo,  sick,  half-blind  .  .  . 

2d  Spec.         What  *8  that  Pym  'a  aaying  now 
Which  makee  the  eortaine  flutter?  look  I    A 

hand 
Clntehea  them.    Ahl    The  Kind's  hand  I 

5lh  Spec,  I  had  thooffht 

Pym  was  not  near  eo  tall.     What  said  he, 
friend? 

2d  Spec.    '*  Nor  is  this  way  a  norel  way  of 
blood," 
And  the  Earl  turns  as  if  to  .  .  .  Look  I  look  I 

Many  SuecteUors.  There  I 

What  ails  aim  ?    No  —  he  ralliee,  see  —  goes  on, 
And  Strafford  smiles.    Strange ! 

An  Officer.  Haselrigl 

Many  Sjpedators.  Friend?  Friend? 

The  Officer.    Lost,  utterly  lost :    just  when 
we  looked  for  Pym 
To  make  a  stand  aeainst  the  ill  effects 
Of  the  EarPs  speech  !    Is  Hnselrig  without  ? 
Pym*s  message  is  to  him. 

3d  Spec.  Now,  said  I  true  ? 

Will  the  Eari  leave  them  yet  at  fault  or  no  ? 

Iti  Spec.    Never   believe    it,  man  I      These 
notes  of  Vane^s 
Ruin  the  Eari. 

5th  Spec.  A  brave  end  :  not  a  whit 

Leas  fiiin,  less  Pym  all  over.    Then,  the  trial 
Is   leased.     No  —  Strafford   means   to  speak 
atpoin? 

A  n  Officer.    Stand  back,  there  !^ 

5fA  Spec.    Why,  the  Earl  is  coniinsi^  hither  t 
Before   the   court    breaks   up!    Uis  brother, 

look,  — 
You  M  say  he  M  deprecated  some  fierce  act 
In  Strafford^s  mind  just  now. 

.'t«  Officer.  Stand  back,  I  sav  t 

2d  Spec.    Who  *s  the  veiled  woman  that  he 
talks  with? 

Many  Spectators.    Hush  — 
The  Earl  f  the  Earl ! 
{BfUer  BTKAnoBD,  BumsBT,  osff  other   Secretaries, 

HoLXA,  Lady  Gakuslb,  Maxwsll,    Balpoob,  etc. 

BxmAVfOBD  eonverMe*  with  Lady  Casldlb. 

Hoi.  So  near  the  end  I    Be  patient  — 

Return ! 
Strt{f.    [To  his  Secretaries.]     Here  —  any- 
where —  or,  H  is  freshest  here  I 
To  spend  one^s  April  here,  the  blossom-month : 
Set  it  down  here ! 

IThey  arrange  a  Uibte^  papert^  etc. 

So,  Pym  can  quail,  can  cower 
Becanae  I  glance  at  him,  ^et  more  's  to  do. 
What 's  to  be  answered,  Sbngsby  ?     Let  us  end  I 
[To  Lady  Cabusus.]  Child,  I  refuse  his  offer ; 

whatsoever 
It  be  !    Too  late !    Tell  me  no  word  of  him  I 
^  is  something,  HolUs,  I  assure  ^rou  that  — 
To  staad,  sick  as  you  are,  some  eighteen  days 
Fiefatin^  for  life  and  fame  a^inst  a  pack 
(nrery  ours,  that  lie  throu}^  thick  and  thin. 
Eat  flesh  and  bread  by  wholesale,  and  caa^t  say 
*'Strafford  "  if  it  would  take  my  life  ! 

Lady  Car.  Be  moved ! 

Glance  at  the  paper  I 

Strqf.  Already  at  my  heels  I 


Pym^s  fanltinc   bloodhounds  leant  the  traok 

again. 
Peace,  child  !    Now,  Slingsby  I 

[MetMURen/rom  Lixs  and  other  o/BnArr<imi)*n  Oeoa- 
■al  trithm  the  HaU  are  oomtny  and  going  during  the 
Scene. 

Strqf.    [settinff  himself  to  write  and  dictate.] 

I  shall  beat  vou,  HoUis  I 
Do  yon  know  that  r  In  spite  of  St.  John^s  tricks, 
In  spite  of  Pym  -^  your  Pym  who  shrank  from 

me  I 
Eliot  would  have  contrived  it  otherwise. 
[To  a  Messenger. J    In  truth?    Thk  slip,  tell 

Lane,  oontams  as  much 
As  I  can  call  to  mind  about  the  matter. 
Eliot  would  have  disdained  .  .  . 
[Calling  after  the  Messenger.]    And  Radollffe, 

say, 
The  only  person  who  could  answer  Pym, 
Is  safe  in  prison,  just  for  that. 

Wen,  well  I 
It  had  not  been  recorded  in  that  case, 
I  baffled  you. 
[To  Lady  CAKLiaLK.]    Nay,  child,  why  look  m 

grieved  ? 
All  ^s  gained  without  the  King  I    You  saw  Pym 

quail? 
What  shall  I  do  when  they  acquit  me,  think 

you. 
But  tranquilly  resume  my  task  as  though 
Nothing  had  intervened  since  I  proposed 
To  call  that  traitor  to  account !    Such  tricks. 
Trust  me,  shall  not  be  played  a  second  time. 
Not  even  iwainst  Laud,  with  his  gray  hair  ~- 
Your  good  work,  HolHs  1    Peace !    To  make 

amends. 
You,  Lucv,  shall  be  here  when  I  impeach 
Pym  and  his  fellows. 

Hoi.  Wherefore  not  protest 

Ajeainst  our  whole  proceedioff,  long  ago  ? 
Wny  feel  indignant  now  ?    Why  stand  this  while 
Enduring  patiently  ? 

Strqf.  ChUd,  I  'U  tell  yon  — 

You,  and  not  Pjrm  —  you,  the  slight  graceful  giri 
TaU  for  a  flowering  lily,  and  not  HoUis  — 
Why  I  stood  patient !    I  was  fool  enough 
To  see  the  will  of  England  in  Pym^s  wiU ; 
To  fear,  mjrself  had  wronged  her,  and  to  wait 
Her  jnd!nnent :  when,  behold,  in  place  of  it .  .  . 
[To  a  Messenger  v^  whispers.]    Tell  Lane  te 

answer  no  such  question !    Law,  — 
I  grapple  with  their  law  1     I  'm  here  to  try 
My  actions  by  their  standard,  not  my  own  1 
Their  law  aUowed  that  levy  :  what 's  the  rest 
To  Pym,  or  Lane,  any  bat  God  and  me  ? 
Lady  Car.    The  Ring's  so  weak!    Seenra 

this  chance  I    'T  was  Vane, 
Never  forget,  who  furnished  Pym  the  notes  •  .  . 
Str<tf.    Fit,  —  very  fit,  those  precious  notes 

of  Vane, 
To  dose  the  Trial  worthily  !    I  feared 
Some  spice  of  nobleness  mi|d>t  linger  yet 
And  spoil  the  character  of  all  the  past. 
Vane  eased  me  .  .  .  and  I  will  go  back  and  say 
As  much  — to  Pym,  to  England !    Follow  me, 
I  have  a  word  to  say  !    There,  my  defence 
Is  done ! 

Stay  1  why  be  proud  ?    Why  cave  to  own 
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My  gbuliieM,  my  surprise  ?  ~  Nay,  not  surprise  I 

Wnerefore  insist  upon  the  little  pride 

Of  doingp  all  mvself ,  and  sparing:  hiin 

TWie  pain  ?  Child,  say  the  triumph  is  py  King's  1 

When  Pym  grew  pale,  and  trembled,  and  sank 

down, 
One  image  was  before  me :  could  I  fail  ? 
Child,  care  not  for  the  past,  so  indistinct. 
Obscure  —  there 's  nothmg  to  forgive  in  it, 
'T  is  so  forgotten  !    From  this  da^  begins 
A  new  life,  founded  on  a  new  behef 
In  Charles. 

Hoi,  In  Charles  ?  Rather  believe  in  Pym  i 
And  here  he  comes  in  proof  1  Appeal  to  Pym  ! 
Say  how  unfair  .  .  . 

Straf.  To  Pym  ?    I  would  say  nothing ! 

I  would  not  look  upon  Pym's  face  again. 

Lady  Car.    Stay,  let  me  have  to  think  I 
pressed  your  hand ! 

[8TRAPVOKD  and  his  Friends  ffo  out. 

(Enter  Hampdbn  avd  Vakb.) 

Vane,  O  Hampden,  save  the  great  misguided 
man! 
Plead  Strafford's  cause  with  Pym  !    I  have  re- 
marked 
He  moved  no  muscle  when  we  all  declaimed 
Against  him:  you  had  but  to  breathe — he  turned 
Those  kind  calm  eyes  upon  you. 
lEnier  Ptm,  the  Solicitor-Oeueral  St.  John,  the  Hana- 
sera  of  the  Trials  Fzckhss,  Rvotabd,  etc. 

Rua,  ^  Horrible ! 

Till  now  all  hearts  were  with  you  :  I  withdraw 
For  one.    Too  horrible  I    But  we  mistake 
Your  purpose,  Pym :  you  cannot  snatch  away 
The  last  spar  from  the  drownii^  man. 

Fien,  He  talks 

With  St.  John  of  it — see,  how  quietly  ! 
[To   other   Presbyterians.]     You'll    join    us? 

Strafford  may  deserve  the  worst : 
But  this  new  course  is  monstrous.    Vane,  take 

heart! 
This  Bill  of  his  Attainder  shall  not  have 
One  true  man's  hand  to  it. 

Vane.  Consider,  Pjrm ! 

Confront  your  Bill,  your  own  Bill :   what  is 

it? 
Yon  cannot  catch  the  Karl  on  any  charge,  — 
No  man  will  say  the  law  has  hold  of  him 
On  any  charge ;  and  therefore  you  resolve 
To  take  the  general  sense  on  his  desert. 
As  though  no  law  existed,  and  we  met 
To  found  one.    You  refer  to  Parliament 
To  speak  its  thought  upon  the  abortive  mass 
Of  half-bome^ut  assertions,  dubious  hints 
Hereafter  to  be  cleared,  distortions  —  ay. 
And  wild  inventions.    Every  man  is  saved 
The  task  of  fixing  any  single  charge 
On  Strafford :  he  has  but  to  see  in  him 
The  enemy  of  £i]^land. 

Pym,  A  right  scruple ! 

I  have  heard  some  called  £ngland''s  enemy 
With  less  consideration. 

Vane,  Pity  me ! 

Indeed  you  make  me  think  I  was  your  friend  1 
I  who  have  murdered  Strafford,  how  remove 
That  memory  from  me  ? 

Pym,  I  absolve  you.  Vane. 

Take  you  no  care  for  aught  that  you  have  done  I 


Vane,    John  Hampden,  not  this  Bill  1    Re- 
ject this  Bill ! 
He  sts^Tgers  through  the  ordeal :  let  him  go. 
Strew  no  freeh  fire  before  him !    Plead  for  us ! 
When  Strafford  spoke,  your  eyes  were  thick 
with  tears ! 
Hamp.    England  speaks  louder:  who  are  we, 
to  play 
The  generous  pardoner  at  her  expense. 
Magnanimously  waive  advantages. 
And,  if  he  conquer  us,  applaud  his  skill  ? 
Vane,    He  was  your  inend. 
Pj^rA.  I  have  heard  that  before. 

Fien.    And  England  trusts  yon.^ 
Hamp,        ^  Shame  be  his,  who  turns 

The  opportunity  of  serving  her 
She  trusts  him  with,  to  his  own  mean  account  — 
Who  would  look  nobly  frank  at  her  expense ! 
Fien.    I  never  thought  it  could  have  come  to 

this. 
Pym,    But  I  have  made   myself   familiar, 
Fiennes, 
With  this  one  thought  —  have  walked,  aud  sat, 

and  slept, 
Tliis  thought  before  me.    I  have  done  such 

things. 
Being  the  chosen  man  that  should  destroy 
The  traitor.    You  have  taken  up  tliis  thought 
To  play  with,  for  a  gentle  stimulant, 
To  give  a  dignity  to  idler  life 
By  the  dim  prospect  of  emprise  to  come. 
But  ever  with  the  softening,  sure  l)eiief , 
That  all  would  end  some  strange  way  right  at 
last. 
Fien.    Had  we  made   out   some   weightier 

charge! 
Pym,  You  say 

That  these  are  petty  chaif:es:  can  we  come 
To  tlie  real  duuge  at  all  ?    There  he  is  safe 
In  tyrannjr^s  stronghold.    Apostasy 
Is  not  a  crime,  treachery  not  a  crime : 
The  cheek  bums,  the  blood  tingles,  when  you 

speak 
The  words,  but  where 's  the  power  to  take  re- 
venge 
Upon  them  ?    We  must  make  occasion  serve, — 
The  oversight  shall  pay  for  the  main  sin 
Tliat  mocks  us. 

Rud,  But  this  unexampled  course. 

This  Bill ! 

Pym.  By  this,  we  roll  the  clouds  away 

Of  precedent  and  custom,  and  at  once 
Bid  the  great  beacon-light  God  sets  in  all. 
The  conscience  of  each  bosom,  shine  upon 
The  guilt  of  Strafford :  eacli  man  lay  his  hand 
Upon  his  breast,  and  judge ! 

vane.  ^  I  only  see 

Strafford,  nor  pass  his  corpse  for  all  beyond  ! 
Rud.  and  others.    Forgive  him  I    He  would 
join  lis,  now  he  finds 
What  the  King  counts  reward  I    The  pardon. 

too, 
Should  be  your  own.    Yourself  should  bear  to 

Strafford 
The  pardon  of  the  Commons. 

Pym.  Meet  him?    Strafford? 

Have  we  to  meet  once  more,  then  ?    Be  it  so  I 
And  yet  —  the  prophecy  seemed  half  fulfilled 
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When,  at  the  Trial,  as  he  grazed,  my  yonth, 
Our  friendiihip,  divers  thoughts  came  ha<^  at 

once 
And  left  me,  for  a  time  .  .  .  ^  *T  is  very  sad  I 
To-morrow  we  discuss  the  points  of  hiw 
With  Lane  —  to-morrow  ? 

Vane.  Not  before  to-morrow  — 

So^me  enonj^h  I    I  knew  you  would  relent ! 

Pjftn,    The  next  day,  Haselrig,  you  introduce 
The  Bill  of  his  Attainder.    Pray  for  me  1 

ScBKs  III.    ymiefuiii 

The  Kino. 

Cha,    My  loval  servant  1    To  defend  himself 
Thus  irresistibly,—  withholding  aught 
That  seemed  to  implicate  us  I 

We  have  done 
Less  gallantly  by  Strafford.    Well,  the  future 
Must  recompense  the  past. 

She  tarries  long. 
I  understand  you,  Strafford,  now  ! 

The  scheme  — 
Carliide^s  mad  scheme  —  he  '11  sanction  it,  I  fear. 
For  love  of  me.     'T  was  too  precipitate : 
Before  the  army 's  fairly  on  its  march. 
He  *11  be  at  large :  no  matter. 

WeU,  Carlisle  ? 
{Enier  Pym.) 

Pym.    Fear  me  not,  eiv: — my  mission  is  to 
save. 
This  time. 

Cha.    To  break  thus  on  me  I  unannounced  I 

Pum.    It  is  of  Strafford  I  would  speak. 

Cha.  No  more 

Of  Strafford!     I  have  heard  too  much  from 

Pym.    I  spoke,  sir,  for  the  People ;  will  you 
hear 
A  word  upon  my  own  account  ? 

Cha.  Of  Strafford  ? 

(So  tnms  the  tide  already  ?    Have  we  tamed 
The  insolent  brawler  ?  — Strafford^s  eloc^uence 
Is  swift  in  its  effect.)    Lord  Strafford,  sir. 
Has  spoken  for  himself. 

Pym.  Sufficiently. 

I  would  apprise  you  of  the  novel  course 
The  People  take :  the  Trial  fails. 

Cha.  ^  Yes,  yes : 

We  are  aware,  sir :  for  your  part  in  it 
Means  shall  be  found  to  thank  you. 

Pym.  Pray  you,  read 

This  schedule !    I  would  learn  from  your  own 

month 
—  (It  is  a  matter  much  concerning  me)  — 
Whether,  if  two  Estates  of  us  concede 
The  death  of  Strafford,  on  the  grounds  set  forth 
Witliin  that  parchment,  you,  sir,  can  resolve 
To  grant  your  own  consent  to  it.    This  Bill 
Is  framed  by  me.    If  you  determine,  sir. 
That  Ensrland^s  manifested  will  shoidd  guide 
Tour  judgment,  ere  another  week  such  will 
Shall  manifest  itself.    If  not,  —  I  oast 
Aside  the  measure. 

Cha,  You  can  hinder,  then, 

The  introduction  of  this  Bill  ? 

Pym.  I  can. 


Cha,    He  is  my  fiiend,  sir :  I  liave  wronged 
him :  nuu'k  you. 
Had  I  not  wronged  him,  this  might  be.    You 

think 
Because  you  hate  the  £larl  .  .  .  (turn  not  nway, 
We  know  you  hate  bun)  —  no  one  els«  cuuld  luve 
Strafford :  but  he  has  saved  me,  some  aitiriu. 
Think  of  his  pride !    And  do  you  know  one 

strange. 
One  frightful  thing  ?    We  all  liave  used  the  man 
As  though  a  drudge  of  ours,  with  not  a  source 
Of  happv  thoughts  exce{)t  in  us  ;  and  yet 
Strafford  has  wife  and  children,  household  cares, 
Just  as  if  we  had  never  been.    Ah,  sir. 
Yon  are  moved,  even  you,  a  solitary  man 
Wed  to  your  cause  ~  to  England  if  you  will ! 

Pym.    Yes  —  think,  my  soul  — to  England! 
Draw  not  back ! 

Cha.    Prevent  that  Bill,  sir  !    All  your  course 
seems  fair 
Till  now.    Why.  in  the  end,  H  is  I  should  sign 
The  warrant  for  nis  deatli !   You  have  said  luuch 
I  ponder  on ;  I  never  meant,  indeed, 
Strafford  should  serve  me  any  more.  ^  I  take 
The  Commons'  counsel ;  but  tliis  Bill  is  yours  — 
Nor  worthy  of  its  leader :  care  not,  sir. 
For  that,  however  I    I  will  quit«  foi^et 
You  named  it  to  me.    You  are  satisfied  ? 

Pym.    Listen  to  me,  sir  I    Eliot  laid  his  hand. 
Wasted  and  white,  upon  my  forehead  once ; 
Weutworth  —  he  's  gone  now  !  —  has  talked  on, 

whole  nights. 
And  I  beside  hum  ;  Hampden  loves  me :  sir. 
How  can  1  breathe  and  not  wish  Eughuid  well. 
And  her  King  well  ? 

Cha.  I  thuik  you,  sir,  who  leave 

That  King  his  servant.    Thanks,  sir ! 

Pym.  Let  me  speak  ! 

— Who  may  not  speak  Rgain ;  whose  spirit  yearns 
For  a  cool  night  after  this  weary*  day  :  ^ 

—  Who  would  not  have  my  soul  turn  sicker  yet 
In  a  new  task,  more  fatal,  more  august, 
More  full  of  England's  utter  weal  or  woe. 

I  thought,  sir,  could  I  find  myself  with  you. 

After  this  trial,  alone,  as  man  to  man  — 

I  might  say  sometliii^,  warn  you,  pray  you, 

save  — 
Mark  me.  King  Charles,  save  —  you  I 
But  God  must  do  it.     Yet  I  warn  you,  sir  — 
(With  Strafford's  faded  eyes  yet  fuU  on  me) 
As  vou  would  have  no  deeper  question  moved 

—  ^  How  long  the  Many  must  endure  the  One," 
Assure  me,  sir,  if  England  f^ve  assent 

To  Strafford's  death,  you  will  not  interfere  I 
Or- 

Cha.    Grod  forsakes  me.    I  am  in  a  net 
And  caimot  move.    Let  all  be  as  you  say ! 
(Enter  Lady  GAjaisLS.) 
Lady  Car.    He  loves  you  —  looking  beautiful 

with  joy 
Because  you  sent  me !  he  would  spare  you  all 
The  pain  I  he  never  dreamed  you  would  forsake 
Your  servant  in  the  evil  day  —  nay,  see 
Your  scheme  returned!    That  generous  heart 

of  his  1 
He  needs  it  not  -^  or,  needing  it,  disdains 
A  course  that  might  endanger  you  —  you,  sir. 
Whom  Strafford  from  his  inmost  soul  .  .  . 
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[Seeina  Ptm.]  Well  met  I 

Nu  fear  for  ^dtrafford  I  All  that  'b  true  and  brave 
On  your  own  side  shall  help  us :  we  are  now 
Stronger  than  ever. 

Ha  —  what,  sir,  is  this  ? 
All  is  not  well  I    What  parchment  have  you 
there? 

Pym,    bir,  much  is  saved  us  both. 

Lady  Car.  ThisBiUl    Tour  Up 

Whitens  —  you  could  not  read  one  line  to  me 
Your  voice  would  falter  so  I 

Pytn,  No  recreant  yet  I 

The  great  word  went  from  £ngland  to  my  soul, 
And  I  arose.    The  end  is  veiy  near. 

Lady  Car.    I  am  to  save  him!    All  have 
shrunk  beside ; 
'T  is  only  I  am  left.    Heaven  will  make  stron^^ 
The  hand  now  as  the  heart.    Then  let  both  die ! 


ACT  V 

Sews  I.     WhUfhall. 
HoLLU,  Lady  Gabliblb. 

IIol.    Tell  the  King  then  !    Come  in  with  me  I 

Lady  Car.  Not  so ! 

He  must  not  hear  till  it  succeeds. 

Hoi.  Succeed  ? 

No  dream  was  half  so  vain  —  you  *d  rescue  Straf- 
ford 
And  outwit  Pym  I    I  cannot  tell  you  .  .  .  lady. 
The  block  pursues  me,  and  the  hideous  show. 
To-day  ...  is  it  to-day  ?    And  all  the  while 
He  ^B  sure  of  the  King's  pardon.    Think,  I  have 
To  tell  this  man  he  is  to  die.     The  King 
May  rend  his  hair,  for  me  I    I  '11  not  see  Straf- 
ford 

Lady  Car.    Only,  if  I  succeed,  remember  — 
Charles 
Has  saved  him.     He  would  hardly  value  life 
Unless  his  gift.  My  stanch  friends  wait.  Goin  — 
Yon  must  go  in  to  Charles ! 

Hoi.  And  all  beside 

Left  Strafford  long  ago.    The  King  has  signed 
The  warrant  for  his  death  I  the  Queen  was 

sick 
Of  the  eternal  subject.    For  the  Court,  — 
The  Trial  was  amusing  in  its  wa^. 
Only  too  much  of  it :  the  Earl  withdrew 
In  time.    But  you,  fragile,  alone,  so  young, 
Amid  rnde  mercenaries  —  you  devise 
A  plan  to  save  him  I    Even  though  it  fails, 
Wnat  shall  reward  you  I 

Lady  Car.  I  may  go,  you  think. 

To  France  with  him?    And  you  reward  me, 

friend. 
Who  lived  with  Strafford  even  from  his  youth 
Before  he  set  his  heart  on  state-affairs 
And  they  bent  down  that  noble  brow  of  his. 
I  have  learned  somewhat  of  his  latter  life. 
And  all  the  fnture  I  shall  know :  but,  HoUis, 
I  oui^ht  to  make  his  youth  my  own  as  well. 
Tell  me,  — when  he  is  saved  ! 

llol.  My  gentle  friend. 

He  should  know  all  and  love  you.  but 't  is  vain  I 

L(tdu  Car.    Love?  no  —  too  late  now  I    Let 
liim  love  the  King ! 


'Tis  the  King's  scheme  I  I  have  your  word, 
remember  I 

We  'U  keep  the  old  delusion  up.     But,  (j^uick ! 

Quick  1    Each  of  us  has  work  to  do,  beside  I 

Go  to  the^  King  I    I  hone  —  Hollis  —  I  ho^  I 

Say  nothing  of  my  scneme!  Hush,  while  we 
speak 

Think  where  he  is  I  Now  for  my  gallant  friends  ! 
HU,  Where  he  is  ?  Calling  wildly  upon 
Charles, 

Ouessing  his  fate,  pacing  the  prison-floor. 

Let  the  King  tell  him  I  I  'U  not  look  on  Straf- 
ford. 

ScBHS  n.    The  Tower. 

BraATfOBD  sitting  vith  kit  Children.     They  tiny. 

O  beir  andare 
Per  barca  in  mare, 
Vereo  la  aera 
Di  PrimaTera  t 

Andante, 


^m^H^^ 


O  beir  an-  da  -  re,  Per  bar-oa  In 


"F  i  i   -p- 


ma -re,  Ver-so  la  se-ra,    Di  pri-ma- 


^^ 


ve  -  ra,     O    bell'    an 
slentando  e  diminuendo. 


da  -  re, 


i 


^^^^^ 


O    beir  an -da 


re. 


William.  ^  The  boat 's  in  the  broad  moonlight 
all  this  while  — 

Verso  la  sera 
Di  Primavera  I 

And  the  boat  shoots  from  underneath  the  moon 
Into  the  shadowy  distance ;  only  still 
You  hear  the  dipping  oar  — 

Verso  la  sera. 

And  faint,  and  f aint«r,  and  then  all 's  quite  gone, 
Music  and  light  and  all,  like  a  lost  star. 
Anne.    But  vou  should  sleep,  father  :  yon 

were  to  sleep. 
Str<nf.    I  do  sleep,  Anne ;  or  if  not  —  you  must 
know 
There 's  such  a  thing  as  .  .  . 
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Wil.  Yon  're  too  tired  to  tleep  ? 

Straf.  It  will  eome  by-and-by  and  all  day  long, 
In  diat  old  quiet  houae  I  told  yon  of : 
We  aleep  safe  there. 

Anne,  Why  not  in  Ireland  ? 

Strqf.  No  I 

Too  many  dreams !  —  That  song 's  for  Veniee, 

William: 
Ton  know  how  Venice  looks  upon  the  map  — 
Isles  that  the  mainland  hardly  can  let  go  ? 

Wil.    You  We  been  to  Vemce,  father  ? 

Straf.  I  was  young,  then. 

JVif.    AcitvwithnoKing;  that  a  why  I  like 
Even  a  song  that  comes  from  Venice. 

Straf.  William? 

Wif,    Oh,  I  know  why  I    Anne,  do  you  love 
theKinz? 
But  I  '11  see  Veniee  for  myself  one  day. 

Strc^,    8ee  many  lands,  boy  —  England  last 
of  aU,— 
That  way  you  'U  love  her  best. 

WU.  Why  do  men  say 

You  sought  to  ruin  her,  then  ? 

Strqf,  Ah,  —  they  say  that. 

WZ    Why? 

Strqf,    I  suppose  they  must  hare  words  to  say, 
As  you  to  sing. 

Anne,  But  they  make  soi^  beside : 

Last  night  I  heard  one.  in  the  street  beneath, 
That  called  you  .  .  .  Oh,  the  names  1 

Wil,  l>€ia't  mind  her  father  I 

They  soon  left  off  when  I  cried  out  to  them. 

Strqf,  We  shall  so  soon  be  out  of  it.  my  boy  I 
'T  IS  not  worth  while :  who  heeds  a  fooush  song  ? 
Wil.    Why,  not  the  King. 

Strt^f,  Well :  it  has  been  the  &te 

Of  better ;  and  yet,  —  wherefore  not  feel  sure 
That  Time,  who  in  the  twilight  comes  to  mend 
All  tibe  fantastic  day's  caprice,  consign 
To  the  low  ground  once  more  tne  ignoble  Twm, 
And  raise  the  Genius  on  his  orb  again,  — 
That  Time  will  do  me  ricrht  ? 

Amw,  (»haU  we  sing,  William  ? 

He  does  not  look  thus  when  we  sing.) 

Straf,  For  Ireland, 

Something  is  done :  too  little,  but  enough 
To  show  what  might  have  been. 

Wil.  (I  have  no  heart 

To  sing  now !   Anne,  how  yery  sad  he  looks  I 
Oh^  I  so  hate  the  King  for  all  he  says  !) 

Strqf.    Forsook  them?    What,  the  common 
songs  will  run 
That  I  forsook  the  People  ?    Nothing  more  ? 
Ay,  Fame,  the  busy  scrioe,  will  pause,  no  doubt. 
Taming  a  deaf  ear  to  her  thousand  slaves 
Noisy  to  be  enrolled,  —  will  register 
The  curious  glosses,  subtle  notices, 
Ingenious  clearings-up  one  fain  would  see 
Bende  that  plain  inscription  of  The  Name  — 
The  Patriot  Pym,  or  the  Apostate  IStraff ord  ! 
[The  Children  retume  their  tong  timidly,  but  break  off. 
{Enter  Hollib  <xnd  an  Attendant.) 

Stntf.    No,  — Hollis?  in  good  timeI--Who 
is  he? 

Hd,  One 

That  must  be  present. 

Strcif.  Ah  ~  I  nnderstand. 

They  will  not  let  me  see  poor  Land  alone. 


How  politic  t    They  'd  use  me  by  degrees 

To  solitude :  and,  just  as  you  came  in, 

I  was  solicitous  what  life  to  lead 

When  btrafford  's  '*  not  so  much  as  Constable 

In  the  King's  service."    Is  there  any  means 

To  keep  one's  self  awake  ?    What  would  yon  do 

After  tuis  bustle,  Hollis,  in  my  place  ? 

Hoi.    iStrafford ! 

Stre^f,       Observe,  not  but  that  Pym  and  you 
Will  tind  me  news  enough  —  news  I  shall  hear 
Under  a  quince-tree  by  a  fish*pond  side 
At  Wentworth.    Qarrard  must  be  reengaged 
My  newsman.    Or,  a  better  project  now  — 
^Vnat  if  when  all 's  consummated,  and  the  ^Miints 
Reign^  and   the   {Senate's   work   goes  swim- 

mgly,— 
What  if  I  venture  up,  some  day,  unseen. 
To  saunter  through  the  Town,  notice  how  Pym, 
Your  Tribune,  likes  Whitehall,  drop  quietly 
Into  a  tavern,  hear  a  point  discussed. 
As,  whether  btrafford's  name  were  John  or 

James  — 
And  be  myself  appealed  to  —  I,  who  shall 
Myself  have  near  forgotten  I 

Z/o/.  I  would  speak  .  .  . 

Strc^f.    Then  yon  shall  speak,  — -  not  now.    I 
want  just  now. 
To  hear  the  sound  of  my  own  tongue.    This 

place 
Is  full  of  ghosts. 

Hoi,  Nay,  you  must  hear  me,  ^Strafford ! 

Strqf.    Oh,  readily  1    Only,  one  rare  thing 
more,  — 
The  minister  I    Who  will  advise  the  King, 
Turn  his  Sejanus,  Richelieu  and  what  not. 
And  yet  have  health  —  children,  for  aught  I 

know  — 
My  patient  pair  of  traitors !    Ah,  —  but,  Wil- 
liam^— 
Does  not  his  cheek  grow  thin  ? 

Wil.  'Tis  you  look  thin. 

Father  I 

Strctf.    A  scamper  o'er  the  breezy  wolds 
Sets  all  to-rights. 

Hoi,  You  cannot  sure  forget 

A  prison-roof  is  o'er  you,  Strafford  ? 

Strckf.  No, 

Why,  no.    I  would  not  touch  on  that,  uie  first. 
I  left  you  that.    Well,  Hollis?    Say  at  once. 
The  King  can  find  no  time  to  set  me  free ! 
A  mask  at  Theobald's  ? 

Hoi,  Hold :  no  such  affair 

Detains  him. 

Straf.    True :  what  needs  so  fiT^at  a  matter  ? 
The  Queen's  lip  may  be  sore.     Well :  when  he 

f leases, — 
,     want  the  air :  it  vexes  flesh 
To  be  pent  up  so  long. 

Hoi,  The  King  - 1  bear 

His  message,  Strafford :  pray  you,  let  me  speak  ! 
Strcif.    Go,  William  I    Anne,  try  o'er  your 
song  s^;ain  I 

IThe  Children  retire. 

They  shall  be  loyal,  friend,  at  all  events. 
I  know  your  message :  you  have  nothing  new 
To  tell  me :  from  tne  first  I  guessed  as  much. 
I  know,  instead  of  coming  here  himself, 
Leading  me  forth  in  pubUc  by  the  hand. 
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The  King  prefers  to  leave  the  door  ajar 
As  thou^  I  were  escaping  —  bids  me  trudge 
While  the  mob  gapes  upon  some  show  prepared 
On  the  other  side  of  the  river  1    Give  at  onoe 
His  order  of  release  I    I  Ve  heard,  as  well. 
Of  certain  poor  manoeuvres  to  avoid 
The  granting  pardon  at  his  proper  risk ; 
First,  he  must  prattle  somewhat  to  the  Lords, 
Must  talk  a  triiie  with  the  Commons  first. 
Be  grieved  I  should  abuse  his  confidence. 
And  far  from  blaming  them,  and  .  .  .  Where's 
the  order  ? 

Hoi,    Spare  me  I 

Straf.      Wliy,  he  'd  not  have  me  steal  away  ? 
With  an  old  doublet  and  a  steeple  hat 
Like  Prynne's?     Be  smuggled   into   France, 

perhaps '? 
Hollis,  't  is  for  my  children  I    'T  was  for  them 
I  first  consented  to  stand  day  by  day 
And  give  your  Puritans  the  best  of  words. 
Be  patient,  speak  when  called  upon,  observe 
Their  rules,  and  not  return  them  prompt  their 

lie! 
What  *s  in  that  boy  of  mine  that  he  should  prove 
Son  to  a  prison-breaker  ?    I  shall  stay 
And  he  ^11  stay  with  me.    Charles  should  know 

as  much. 
He  too  has  children  ! 
[Turning  to   Hoixis's   companion.]     Sir,  you 

feel  for  me ! 
No  need  to  hide  that  face!    Tliough  it  have 

looked 
Upon  me  from  the  judgment-seat  ...  I  know 
Strangely,  that  somewhere  it  has  looked  on 

me  .  .  . 
Tour  coming  has  my  fiardon,  nay,  my  thanks : 
For  there  is  one  who  comes  not. 

Hoi.  Whom  forgive, 

/ji  one  to  die  I 

Strtuf.  True,  all  die,  and  all  need 

Forgiveness :  I  forgive  him  from  my  soul. 

Hoi.    'T  is  a  wond's  wonder :  Strafford,  you 
must  die  I 

Strcif.    Sir,  if  your  errand  is  to  set  me  free 
Tliis  heartless  jest  mars  much.    Ha !    Tears  in 

truth  ? 
We  'II  end  this !    See  this  paper,  warm  —  feel 

—  warm 
With  lying  next  my  heart !    Whose  hand  is 

there? 
Wliose  promise  ?    Read,  and  loud  for  God  to 

hear  I 
"  Strafford  sh^  take  no  hurt  '*  —  read  it,  I  say ! 
**  In  person,  honor,  nor  estate  "  — 

H(5.  The  King  .  .  . 

Strc{f.    I  could  unking   him    by  a  breath ! 
You  sit 
Where  Loudon  sat,  who  came  to  prophesy 
The  certain  end,  and  offer  me  Pyni's  grace 
If  I M  renomce  the  King :  and  I  stood  firm 
On  the  King*s  faith,    llie  King  who  lives  .  .  . 

Hoi.  To  sign 

The  warrant  for  your  death. 

Strc^f.  **  Put  not  your  trust 

In  princes,  neither  in  the  sons  of  men, 
In  whom  is  no  salvation  I  " 

Hoi.  Trust  in  God ! 

The  scaffold  is  prepared :  they  wait  for  you : 


He  has  consented.    Cast  the  earth  behind  ! 
Cha.    You  would  not  see  me,  Strafford,  at 
your  foot ! 
It  was  wrung  from  me !    Onl  v,  curse  me  not ! 
Hoi,    \To  Straffokd.]    As  yon  hope  grace 
ana  pardon  in  your  need. 
Be  merciful  to  this  most  wretcned  man. 

IVoices/rom  tcithin. 

Verso  la  sera 
Di  Primavera. 

Stnif,    You  '11  be  good  to  those  children,  sir  ? 

1  know 
You  '11  not  believe  her,  even  should  the  Queen 
Think  they  take  after  one  they  rarely  saw. 
I  had  intended  that  my  son  should  live 
A  stranger  to  these  matters :  but  yon  are 
So  utterly  deprived  of  friends  !    He  too 
Must  serve  you — will  you  not  be  good  to  him  ? 
Or,  stav,  sir,  do  not  promise  — do  not  swear  ! 
You,  Hollis  —  do  the  best  you  can  for  me  ! 
I  've  not  a  soul  to  trust  to :  Wandesfoid  'a  dead. 
And  you  've  got  Raddiffe  safe.  Laud's  turn 

comes  next : 
I  Ve  found  small  time  of  late  for  my  affairs. 
But  I  trust  any  of  you,  Pym  himself  — 
No  one  could  hurt  them :   there  's  an  infant, 

too, — 
These  tedious  cares  !    Your  Majesty  could  spare 

them. 
Nay  —  pardon  me,  my  King  1     I  had  forgotten 
Your  education,  trials,  much  temptation. 
Some     weakness :    there    escaped    a   peevish 

word  — 
'T  is  gone :  I  bless  you  at  the  last.    Yon  know 
All 's  between  you  and  me :  what  has  the  world 
To  do  with  it?    Farewell  I 

Cha,    [at  the  door.]  Balfour!    Balfour! 

(Enter  Balfour.) 
The  Parliament !  — ,iro  to  them  :  I  grant  all 
Demands.    Their  sittings  shall  be  permanent : 
Tell  them  to  keep  their  money  if  they  wiU : 
1  '11  come  to  them  for  every  foat  I  wear 
And  every  crust  I  eat :  only  I  choose 
To    pardon   Strafford.     As    the   Queen    shall 

choose! 
—  You  never  heard  the  People  howl  for  blood. 
Beside  ! 

Balfour,    Your  Majesty  may  hear  them  now  : 
The  walls  can  hardly  keep  their  murmurs  out : 
Please  you  retire  I 

Cha.  Take  all  the  trot.ps,  Balfour ! 

Bal.    There  are  some  hundred  thousand  of 

the  01*0 wd. 
Cha.    Come  with  me,  Strafford  I    You  '11  not 

fear,  at  leajst  ! 
Straf.    Balfour,  say  nothing  to  the  world  of 

this ! 
I  charge  you,  as  a  dying  man,  forget 
You  gazed  upon  this  iH^ny  of  one  .  .  . 
Of  one  .  .  .  or  if  .  .  .  why,  you  may  say,  Bal- 
four, 
The  King  was  sorry :  'tis  no  shame  in  him  : 
Yes,  you  may  say  he  even  wept,  Balfour. 
And  that  I  walked  the  lighter  to  the  block 
Because  of  it.    I  shall  walk  lightly,  sir ! 
Earth  fades,  heaven  breaks  on  me :  I  shall 

stand  next 
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Before  God^s  throne :  the  moment 's  close  at 

hand 
When  man  the  first,  last  time,  has  leave  to  lay 
His  whole  heart  bare  before  its  Maker,  leave 
To  clear  up  the  lun),^  error  of  a  life 
And  choose  one  happiness  fur  evermore. 
With  all  mortality  about  me,  Charles, 
The  sndden  wreck,  the  dregs  of  violent  death  — 
What  if,  despite  the  opening  angel-soufir, 
There  penetrate  one  prayer  for  you  ?    Be  saved 
Tlirongh  me !    Bear  witness,  no  one  could  pre- 
vent 
My  death  I    Lead  on  I  ere  he  awake  —  best, 

now  I 
AH  moat  he  ready :  did  you  say,  Balfour, 
The  crowd  hegan  to  murmur?     They ^11  he 

kept 
Too  late  lor  sermon  at  St.  Antholin^s  t 
Now  I    But  tread  softly  —  children  are  at  play 
In  the  next  room.    Precede  I  I  follow  — 
{Enter  Lady  CASUaLS,  with  many  AtteudauU.) 
Lady  Car,  Me ! 

Follow   me,  Strafford,  and   be  saved!     The 

King? 
[To  the  Kino.]   Well  — as  you  ordered,  they 

are  ranged  without. 
The  eonvoy  .  .  .  [seeing  the  Kinoes  state.] 
[To  Stbafforb.]  You  know  all,  then  I    Why, 

I  thought 
It  looked  hest  that  the  King  should  save  you, 

—  Charles 
Akme;   'tis  a  shame  that  you  should  owe  me 

aufi^t. 
Or  no,  not  shame!    Strafford;  you'll  not  feel 

shame 
At  being  saved  by  me  ? 

Hoi.  All  true!    Oh  Strafford. 

She  saves  you !  all  her  deed  I  this  ladv's  deed  I 
Aud  is  the  b<wt  in  readiness  ?    You,  /riend. 
Are    Billingsley,  no   doubt.      Speak  to    her, 

Strafford ! 
See  how  she  trembles,  waiting  for  your  voice  ! 
The  world 's  to  learn  its  bravest  story  yet. 
Lcuiy  Car.    Talk  afterward !    Long  nights 

in  France  enough. 
To  sit  beneath  the  vines  and  talk  of  home. 
Siraf.    You  love  me,  child  ?    Ah,  Strafford 

can  be  loved 
As  well  as  Vane !    I  could  escape,  then  ? 

Lady  Car.  Haste  I 

Advance  the  torches,  Bryan ! 

Straf.  I  will  die. 

They  call  me  proud  :  but  England  had  no  right, 
When  she  enconntered  me  —  her  strength  to 

mine — 
To  find  the  chosen  foe  a  craven.    Girl, 
I  fought  her  to  the  utterance,  I  fell, 
I  am  ners  now,  and  I  will  die.     Beside, 
The  lookers-on !    £liot  is  all  about 
This  place,  with  his  most  uncomplaining  brow. 
Lady  Car.    Strafford  I 
Straf.     I  think  if  you  could  know  how  much 
I  love  you,  you  would  be  repaid,  my  friend  ! 
Lady  Car.    Then,  for  my  sake  1 
Straf.  Even  for  your  sweet  sake, 

I  stay. 
HU.    For  their  ake  I 
Htraf  To  bequeath  a  stain? 


Leave  me  !    Grirl,  humor  me  and  let  me  die ! 

Ladu  Car,    Bid  him  escape  —  wake.  King  1 
Bid  him  esca^  I 

Straf,    True,  1  will  go  I    Die  and  forsake  the 
King? 
I  '11  not  draw  back  from  the  last  service. 

Lady  Car,    Strafford ! 

Strcf.    And,  after  lUl,  what  is  dii^crace  to  nie  ? 
Let  us  come,  child  1      That  it  should  end  this 

way  I 
Lead  then !  but  I  feel  strangely :  it  was  not 
To  end  this  wav. 

Lady  Car,    Lean  —  lean  on  me  I 

Strc^f.  Mv  King  I 

Oh,  had  he  trusted  me  —  his  friend  of  rriends  I 

Lady  Car,    1  can  support  him,  Uollis ! 

Stre^.  ^  Not  this  way ! 

This  gate  —  I  dreamed  of  it,  this  very  gate. 

Laay  Car.    It  opens  on  the  river :  our  good 
boat 
Is  moored  below,  our  friends  are  there. 

Stre^.  The  same : 

Only  with  something  ominous  and  dark. 
Fatal,  inevitable. 

Lady  Car.  Strafford  !  Strafford ! 

Strc^,    Not  by  tliis  gate !    I  feel  what  will 
be  there! 
I  dreamed  of  it,  I  tell  you :  touch  it  not ! 

Lady  Car,    To  save  the  King,  —  Strafford, 
to  save  tlie  King ! 
[At  Stkaftord  open*  the  door.  Pym  is  discovered  with 

Hampdbm,  Vans,  etc.      Stsaptord  /alia  buck :  Ptm 

foUotcM  slowly  and  confi-onts  him. 

Pym,    Have  I  done  well  ?    Speak,  England  I 

Whose  sole  sake 
I  still  have  labored  for,  with  disregard 
To  my  own  heart,  —  for  whom  my  youth  wae 

made 
Barren,  niy  manhood  waste,  to  offer  up 
Her   sacrifice — this    friend,   this   Wentwoith 

here  — 
Who  walked  in  youth  with  me,  loved  me,  it 

may  be. 
And  whom,  for  his  forsakinj?  England's  cause, 
I  hunted  by  all  means  (trusting  that  she 
Would  sanctify  all  means)  even  to  the  block 
Which  waits   for  him.     And  saying    this,  I 

feel 
No  bitterer  pang  than  first  I  felt,  the  hour 
I  swore  that  Wentworth  might  leave  us,  but  I 
Would  never  leave  him :  I  do  leave  him  now. 
I  render  up  mv  charge  (be  witness,  Qod !) 
To  England  who  imposed  it.    I  have  done 
Her  bidding  —  poorly,  wrongly,  —  it  may  be. 
With  ill  effects  — for  I  am  weak,  a  man : 
Still,  I  have  done  my  best,  my  human  best. 
Not  faltering  for  a  moment.    It  is  done. 
And  this  said,  if  I  say  .  .  .  yes,  I  will  say 
I  never  loved  but  one  man  —  David  not 
More  Jonathan  !    Even  thus,  I  love  him  now : 
And  look  for  my  chief  portion  in  that  world 
Where  great  hearts  led  astray  are  turned  again, 
(Soon  it  may  be,  and,  certes,  will  be  soon  : 
My  mission  over,  I  shall  not  live  long,)  — 
Ay,  here  I  know  I  talk  —  I  dare  and  must. 
Of  England,  and  her  great  reward,  as  all 
I  look  for  there  ;  but  in  my  inmost  heart. 
Believe,  I  think  of  stealing  quite  away 
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To  walk    once   more    with  Wentworth -— my 

youth's  friend 
Pureed  from  all  error,  gloriooaly  renewed, 
And  EUot  shall  not  bhune  us.   Tnen  indeed  .  •  . 
This  is  no  meeting,  Wentworth!     Tears  in- 
crease 
Too  hot.    A  thin  mist  —  is  it  blood  ?  —  enwraps 
The  face  I  loved  once.    Then,  the  meeting  be  1 
Utrc^f.  I  have  loved  England  too ;  we  '11  meet 

then,  Pym ; 
As  well  die  now  I    Youth  is  tlie  only  time 
To  think  and  to  decide  on  a  great  course  : 
Manhood  with  action  follows  ;  but 't  is  dreary 
To  have  to  alter  our  whole  life  in  age  — 
The  time  past,  the  strength  gone !    As  well  die 

now. 
When  we  meet,  Pym,  I  'd  be  set  right  —  not 

now! 
Best  die.    Then  if  there  's  any  fault,  fault  too 
Dies,  smothered  up.    Poor  gray  old  little  Laud 
May  dream  his  dreaon  out,  of  a  perfect  Church, 
In  some  blind  comer.     And  there  's  no  one 

left. 
I  trust  the  King  now  wholly  to  you,  Pym  I 
And  yet,  I  know  not :  I  shall  not  be  there : 
Friends  fail  —  if  he  have  any.    And  he 's  weak. 
And  loves  the  Queen,  and  .  .  .  Oh,  my  fate  is 

nothings- 
Nothing  I    But  not  that  awful  head  —  not  that  I 
Pym.  If  England  shall  declare  such  will  to 

me  .  .  . 
Straf.  Fpskj  you  help  England !    I,  that  am 

to  die. 
What  I  must  see!   'tis  here  —  all  here  I    My 

God, 
Let  me  but  ^p  out,  in  one  word  of  fire, 
How  thou  wilt  plague  him,  satiating  hell  1 


What  ?   England  that  you  help,  beoome  through 

you 
A  green  and  putrefsring  ohamel,  left 
Our  children  .  .  .  some  of  us  have  children. 

Some  who,  without  that,  still  must  ever  wear 
A  darkened  brow,  an  overnierious  look. 
And  never  properly  be  young  I    No  word  ? 
What  if  I  curse  you?     bend  a  strong  curse 

forth 
Clothed  from  my  heart,  lapped  round  with  hor- 
ror till 
She 's  fit  with  her  white  face  to  walk  the  world 
Scaring  kind  natures  from  your  cause  and  yon  — 
Then  to  sit  down  with  you  at  the  bcmrd-head, 
The  gathering  for  prayer  .  .  .  O  speak,  but 

speak! 
.  .  .  Creep  up,  and  quietly  follow  each  one  home. 
You.  you,  you,  be  a  nestung  care  for  each 
To  sleep  with,—  hardly  moaning  in  his  dreams. 
She  gnaws  so  quietly, —  till,  lo  he  starts. 
Gets  off  with  half  a  heart  eaten  away  ! 
Oh,  shall  yon  'scapd  with  less  if  she 's  my  child  ? 
You  will  not  say  a  word  —  to  me  —  to  Him  ? 
Ppm,    If  England  shall  declare  such  will  to 

me  .  .  . 
Strt{f,     No,  not  for  England  now,  not  for 

Heaven  now, — 
See,  Pym,  for  mv  sake,  mine  who  kneel  to  you  I 
Tliere,  I  will  thank  you  for  the  death,  my 

friend ! 
This  is  the  meeting:  let  me  love  you  well  1 
Pym.    England,  —  I  am  thine  own  !    Doet 

diou  exact' 
Tliat  service  ?    I  obey  thee  to  the  end. 
Strqf.    O  God,  I  shall  die  first  ~  I  shall  die 

first! 
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Bbownino  began  Bordello  in  1837,  inter- 
rupted his  work  to  write  the  earlier  parts  of 
BelU  and  Pomegranates,  but  resumed  it  and 
completed  it  in  1840,  when  it  was  published  by 
Moxon.  In  1863,  when  reprinting  the  poem, 
Browning  dedicated  it  as  below  to  M.  Mihuuid, 
and  in  his  dedication  wrote  practically  a  pre- 
face to  the  poem. 

TO  J.   MILSAND,   OF   DIJON 

Drab  Friend,  —  Let  the  next  poem  be  in- 
troduced by  your  name,  therefore  remembered 
along  with  one  of  the  deepest  of  my  affections, 
and  so  repay  all  trouble  it  ever  cost  me.  I  wrote 
it  twenty-five  years  ago  for  only  a  few,  counting 
even  in  these  on  somewhat  more  care  about  its 
subject  than  they  really  had.  My  own  faults  of 
exoreasioD  were  manv :  but  with  care  for  a  man 


or  book  such  would  be  surmounted,  and  with- 
out it  what  avails  the  faultlessness  of  either  ? 
I  blame  nobody,  least  of  all  myself,  who  did  my 
best  then  and  since ;  for  I  lately  gave  time  and 
pains  to  turn  my  work  into  what  the  many 
might  —  instead  of  what  the  few  must  —  like  ; 
but  after  all,  I  imagined  another  thing  at  first, 
and  therefore  leave  as  I  find  it.  The  historical 
decoration  was  purposely  of  no  more  importance 
than  a  background  requires ;  and  my  stress  lay 
on  the  incidents  in  the  development  of  a  soul : 
little  else  is  worth  study.  I,  at  least,  always 
thought  so;  you,  with  many  known  and  un- 
known to  me,  think  so ;  others  may  one  day 
think  so  ;  and  whether  my  attempt  remain  for 
them  or  not,  I  trust,  though  away  and  past  it, 
to  continue  ever  yours, 

R.  B. 

LomoB,  June  9, 186& 
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Cauoemiiig  this  reriMd  edition  he  wrote  to 
A  friend:  — 

**  I  do  not  uudertitand  what can  mean 

hy  saying  that  Sordello  has  been  *  rewritten/  I 
did  certiunly  at  one  time  intend  to  rewrite  mnoh 
of  it,  but  changed  ray  ncdnd,  — and  the  edition 
which  I  reprinted  was  the  same  in  all  reapecte 
as  its  predeoesson  —  only  with  au  elucidatory 
hea/ling  to  each  page,  and  some  few  alterations, 


presumably  for  the  better,  in  the  text,  such  as 
oocor  in  most  of  my  works.  I  cannot  remember 
a  Bin^le  instance  of  any  importance  that  is  re- 
written, and  I  only  supixMC  that lias  taken 

project  for  performance,  and  set  down  as  *  done ' 
what  was  for  a  while  intended  to  be  done." 

For  the  sake  of  such  elucidation  as  these 
head-lines  give,  they  are  introduced  here  as  side- 
notes. 
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BOOK  THE  FIRST 


Wbo  will,  may  hear  Sordello's  story  told : 

His  story  ?    Who  believes  me  shall  behold 

The  man,  pursue  his  fortunes  to  the  encL 

Like  me :  for  as  the  f riendleas-people^s  friend 

.  .TV.  -^     Spied  from  his  hill-top  once,  dewite 

^^^       the  din 

"^^^V^       ^od  dust  of  multitudes,  Penti^wlin 

Named  o*  the  Naked  Arm,  I  single  out 

Sardello,  compassed  murkily  about 

With  ravage  of  six  long  sad  hundred  years. 

Only  believe  me.    Ye  believe  ? 

Appears 
Verona  .  .  .  Never,  I  should  warn  yon  first, 
Of  my  own  choice  had  this,  if  not  the  worst 
Tet  not  the  best  expedient,  served  to  tell 
A  story  I  could  boay  forth  so  well 
Bv  making  speak,  myself  kept  out  of  view, 
The  very  man  as  he  was  wont  to  do,  ^ 
And  leaving  yutt  to  say  the  rest  for  liim. 
Since,  though  I  might  be  proud  to  see  the  dim 
Abysmal  past  divide  its  hateful  surge. 
Letting  ox  all  men  this  one  man  emerge 
Beeaose  it  pleased  me,  yet,  that  moment  past, 
I  should  delight  in  watoniu^  first  to  last 
His  progress  as  you  watch  it,  not  a  whit  ^ 
More  in  the  secret  than  yourselves  who  sit 
Frodi-chapleted  to  listen.    But  it  seems 
Tour  setters-forth  of  unexampled  themes. 
Makers  of  quite  new  men,  producing  them. 
Would  best  chalk   broadly  on  each  vesture's 

hem 
The  wearer^s  quality ;  or  take  their  stand. 
Motley  on  back  and  pointing^pole  in  hand. 
Beside  him.    So,  for  once  I  face  ye,  friends. 
Why  the      Sunmioned  together  from  the  world's 
Poet  him-         four  ends, 

«elf  ad-        Dropped  down  from  heaven  or  cast 
dxjmeu  hto        „„  |rora  hell, 
audience—  To  hear  the  story  I  propose  to  tell. 
Confess  now,  poets  know  the  dragnet's  trick. 
Catching  the  aead,  if  fate  denies  the  quick, 
And  shaming  her ;  't  is  not  for  fate  to  choose 
Silence  or  song  because  she  can  refuse 
Real  eyes  to  ^isten  more,  real  hearts  to  ache 
Less  oft,  real  brows  turn  smoother  for  our  sake : 
I  have  experienced  something  of  her  spite  ; 
But  there 's  a  realm  wherein  she  has  no  right 
And  I  have  many  lovers.    Say,  but  few 
Friends  fate  accords  me  ?    Here  they  are :  now 


view 


The  host  I  muster  I    Many  a  lighted  face 
Foul  with  no  vestige  of  the  grave's  disgrace ; 


What  else  should  tempt  them  back  to  taste  our 

air 
Except  to  see  how  their  successors  tare  ? 
My  audience  1  and  they  sit,  each  ghostly  man 
Striving  to  lof>k  as  living  as  he  can, 
Brother  by  breathing  brother ;  thou  art  set, 
Clear-witted  critic,  by  .  .  .  but  1 11  not  fret 
A  wondrous  soul  of  them,  nor  move  death's 

spleen 

Who  loves  not  to  unlock  them .  Friends !  I  mean 

The  living  in  good  earnest  —  ye  elect 

iugTmliy    Chiefly  for  love -suppose  not  I  reject 

j^      '     Judicious  praise,  who  contrary  shall 

peep. 
Some  fit  occasion,  forth,  for  fear  ye  sleep, 
To  glean  your  bland  approvals.    Then,  appear, 
Verona )  stay  —  thou,  spirit,  come  not  near 
Shelley de-    Now  —  not   this    time    desert   thy 
partiug,  cloudy  place 

Verona sp>    To  scare  me,  thus  employed,  with 
P*»"-  that  pure  face  I 

I  need  not  fear  this  audience,  I  make  free 
With  them,  but  then  this  is  no  place  for  thee  I 
The  thundei>phrase  of  the  Athenian,  grown 
Up  out  of  memories  of  Marathon, 
Would  echo  like  his  own  sword's  griding  screech 
Braying  a  Persian  shield,  —  the  silver  speech 
Of  Sidney's  self,  the  starry  paladin, 
Turn  intense  as  a  trumpet  sounding  in 
The  knights  to  tilt,  —  wert  thou  to  hear  I    What 

heart 
Have  I  to  play  my  puppets,  bear  my  part 
Before  these  worthies  ? 

Lo,  the  past  is  hurled 
In  twain :  up-thrust,  outrst.aggering  on  the  world. 
Subsiding  into  shape,  a  darkness  rears 
Its  outline^kindles  at  the  core,  appears 
Verona.    'T  is  six  hundred  years  and  more 
Since  an  event.    The  Second  Friedrioh  wore 
The  purple,  wid  the  Third  Honorius  filled 
The  holy  chair.    That  autumn  eve  was  stilled : 
A  last  remains  of  sunset  dimly  burned 
O^er  the  far  forests,  like  a  torch-flame  turned 
By  the  wind  back  upon  its  bearer's  hand 
In  one  long  flare  of  crimson  :  as  a  brand. 
The  woods  beneath  lav  black.    A  single  eye 
From  all  Verona  cared  for  the  soft  sky. 
But,  gathering  in  its  ancient  market-place. 
Talked  group  with  restless  group ;  and  not  a  face 
But  wrath  made  livid,  for  among  them  were 
Death's  stanch  purveyors,  such  as  have  in  care 
To  feast  him.    Fear  had  loi^  since  taken  root 
In  every  breast,  and  now  these  crushed  its  fruit. 
The  ripe  hate,  like  a  wine :  to  note  the  way 
It  worked  while  each  grew  drunk  I    Men  grave 

and  gi'ay 
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Stoodf  with  shut  eyelids,  rocking  to  and  fro, 

Letting  the  silent  luxury  trickle  slow 
How  her      About  the  hollows  where  a  heart 
^^•"       shotddbe; 
flted.  ^"^  ^^^  young  gulped  with  a  delirious 

glee 
Some  foi*etaste  of  their  first  debauch  in  blood 
At  the  fierce  news :  for,  be  it  understood, 
Envoys  apprised  Verona  that  her  prince 
Count  Richard  of  Saint  Boniface,  joined  since 
A  year  witli  Azzo,  Esters  Lord,  to  thrust 
Taurello  Salinguerra,  prime  in  trust 
With  Ecelin  Romano,  from  his  seat 
Ferrara,  — over-zealoiis  in  the  feat 
And  stumbling  on  a  peril  unaware, 
Was  captive,  trammelled  in  his  proper  snare. 
They  pnrase  it,  taken  by  his  own  intrigue. 
^       .         Immediate  succor  from  the  Lombard 
^?y  *?!L       League 

League,        For  Azzo,  therefore,  and  his  fellow- 
hope 
Of  the  Guelf  cause,  a  glory  overcast ! 
Men^s  faces,  late  f^?ape,  are  now  aghast. 
*'''  Prone  is  tne  purple  pa  vis  ;  Este  makes 
Mirth  for  the  aevil  when  he  undertakes 
To  play  the  Ecelin  ;  as  if  it  cost 
Merely  yourpushing-by  to  gain  a  post 
Like  his  I    The  patron  tells  ye,  once  for  all. 
There  be  sound  reasons  tliat  prefennent  fall 
On  our  beloved  "... 

"  Duke  o*  the  Rood,  whv  not  ?  " 
Shouted  an  Estian,  '*'  grudge  >;e  such  a  lot  ? 
The  hilKcat  boasts  some  cunning  of  her  own, 
Some  stealthy  trick  to  better  beasts  unknovm, 
That  quick  with  prey  enough  her  hunger  blunts. 
And  feedH  her  fat  while  gaunt  the  lion  hunts." 

**  Taurello,"  quoth  an  envoy,  '^  as  in  wane 
Dwelt  at  Ferrara.    Like  an  osprey  fain 
To  fly  but  forced  the  earth  his  coach  to  make 
Far  inland,  till  his  friend  the  tempest  wake. 
Waits  he  the  Kaiser's  coming ;  and  as  yet 
That  fast  friend  sleeps,  and  he  too  sleeps :  but  let 
Only  the  billow  freshen,  and  he  snuffs 
The  aroused  hurricane  ere  it  enroughs^ 
The  sea  it  means  to  cross  because  of  him. 
Sinketh  the  breeze  ?    His  hope-sick  eye  grows 

dim; 
Creep  closer  on  the  creature !    Every  day 
Strengthens  the  Pontiff ;  Ecelin,  they  say, 
Dozes  now  at  Oliero,  with  dry  lips 
Telling  upon  his  perished  fineer-tips 
How  many  ancestors  are  to  depose 
Ere  he  be  Satan's  Viceroy  when  the  doze 
Deposits  him  in  hell.    So,  Guelf s  rebuilt 
Their  houses ;  not  a  drop  of  blood  was  spilt 
When  Cino  Bocchimpane  chanced  to  meet 
Baccio  Virt^  —  God's  wafer,  and  the  street 
Is  narrow  !    Tutti  Santi,  think,  a-swarm 
With  Ghibellins,  and  yet  he  took  no  harm  I 
This  could  not  last.    Off  Salinguerra  went 
To  Padua,  Podest4,  *  with  pure  intent,' 
Said  he,  '  my  presence,  judged  the  single  bar 
To  permanent  tran^nillitv,  may  iar 
No  lon^r '  —  so !  his  back  is  fairly  turned  ? 
Tlie  pair  of  goodly  palaces  are  burned. 
The  gardens  ravaged,  and  our  Guelf s  laugh, 
drunk 


A  week  with  joy.   The  next,  their  laughter  sunk 
In  sobs  of  blood,  for  they  found,  some  strange 

way,  ^ 

Old  Salinguerra  back  again  —  I  say, 
,     .   .         Old   Salinguerra  in  the  town  onoe 
Ij*»»«^  more 

fortiSie  at    Uprootuig,  overturning,  flame  before, 
Ferrara:       Blood    fetlock-high    beneath    him. 

Azzo  fled ; 
Who  'scaped  the  carnage  followed;  then  the 

dead 
Were  pushed  aside  from  Salinguerra*s  throne. 
He  ruled  once  more  Ferrara,  hU  alone. 
Till    Azzo,    stunned    awhile,    revived,  would 

pounce 
Coupled  with  Boniface,  like  lynx  and  ounce. 
On  tiie  gorged  bird.    Tne  burghers  ground  their 

teeth 
To  see  troop  after  troop  encamp  beneath 
I'  the  standing  com  thick  o'er  the  scanty  pat^b 
It  took  so  many  patient  montlis  to  snatch 
Out  of  the  maish ;  while  just  within  their  walls 
Men  fed  on  men.    At  length  Taurello  calls 
A  parley :  *  let  the  Count  wind  u^  the  war ! 
Richard,  light-hearted  as  a  plunging  star. 
Agrees  to  enter  for  the  kindest  ends 
Ferrara,  flanked  with  fifty  chosen  friends. 
No  horse-boy  more,  for  fear  your  timid  sort 
Should  fly  Ferrara  at  the  bare  i*eport. 
Quietly  through  the  town  they  rode,  jog-jog  ; 
*  Ten,  twenty,  thirty,  —  curse  the  catalogue 
Of  burnt  Guelf  houses  I  Strange,  Taurello  shows 
Not  the  least  sign  of  life '  —  whereat  arose 
A  general  growl:  *How?    With  his  victors  by  ? 
I  and  ray  Veronese  ?    My  troops  and  I  ? 
Receive  us,  was  jrour  word  ? '  So  jogged  they  on. 
Nor  laughed  their  host  too  openly  :  once  gone 
Into  the  trap  I "  — 

Six  hundred  years  ago  ! 
Such  the  time's  aspect  and  peculiar  woe 
(Yourselves  may  spell  it  yet  in  chronicles. 
Albeit  the  worm,  our  busy  brother,  drills 
His  sprawling  path  through  letters  anciently 
Made  fine  and  large  to  suit  some  abbot's  eye) 
When  the  new  Hohenstauffen  dropped  the  maisk:. 
Flung  John  of  Brienne's  favor  from  his  casque. 
Forswore  crusading,  had  no  mind  to  leave 
Saint  Peter's  proxy  leisure  to  retrieve 
Losses  to  Otho  ana  to  Barbaross, 
Or  make  the  Alps  less  easy  to  recross ; 
And,  thus  confinning  Pope  Honorius'  fear, 
Was  excommunicate  that  very  year. 
"  The  triple-bearded  Teuton  come  to  life !  " 
Groaned  the  Great  League ;  and,  arming  for  the 

strife 
JI™!!L„   Wide  I^mbardy,  on  tiptoe  to  be«n^ 
itormf^^   Tookup,a8itwaaGuelforGhibenini 
unia  1*8  cry ;  what  cry  ? 

"  The  Emperor  to  come  ! '» 
His  crowd  of  feudatories,  all  and  some. 
That  leapt  down  with  a  crash  of  swords,  spears, 

shields, 
One  fighter  on  his  fellow,  to  our  fields, 
Scattered  anon,  took  station  here  and  there. 
And  carried  it,  till  now,  with  little  care  — 
Camiot  but  cry  for  him ;  how  else  rebut 
Us  longer  ?    Cliffs,  an  eartliquake  suffered  jwt 
In  the  mid-sea,  each  domineering  crest 
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WUeh  DBiig^t  sare  raoh  another  throe  gab  wrest 
fVom  out  (oonoeire)  a  certain  ohokeweed  grown 
Since  o^er  the  waters,  twine  and  tangrle  thrown 
Too  thiek,  too  feat  aoewmnlatiny  round. 
Too  aore  to  over-riot  and  eonf  onnd 
&e  lonir  eaeh  hrilliant  islet  with  itself. 
Unless  a  seoond  shook  save  shoal  and  shelf, 
Whirline  the  sea-drift  wide  :  alas,  the  bruised 
And  sullen  wreok  1    Sunlight  to  be  diffused 
For  that  I    Sunlight,  *neaAh  which,  a  scum  at 

first, 
The  million  fibres  of  our  ohokeweed  nurst 
IHqiread  themoelTes,  nuintUng   the  troubled 


Andj  shattered  by  those  rooks,  took  hold  again, 

80  kindly  biased  it — that  same  blase  to  brood 

O^er  eyery  duster  of  the  multitude 

Still  haaarding  new  clasps,  ties,  filaments. 

An  emulous  ezehsage  01  pukes,  Tents 

(H  nature  into  nature ;  till  some  growth 

Unfancied  yet,  exuberantly  clothe 

The  6I1I-      A  surlaee  solid  now,  continuous,  one : 

baUiiw*         ''The  Pope,  for  us  the  People,  who 

viah:  the        begun 

Gaalfs*         The  People,  carries  on  the  People 

•*^  thus. 

To  keep  that  Kaiser  off  and  dwell  with  us !  ^' 

See  yon? 

Or  say.  Two  Principles  that  live 
Each  fitly  by  its  KepresentatiYe. 
''Hill-cat "  —who  called  him  so ?  —  the  grace- 
fullest 
Adventurer,  the  ambiguous  stranffei^gnest 
Of  Lombaray  (sleek  but  that  ruffling  fur. 
Those  talons  to  their  sheath!)  whose  velvet 

purr 
Soothes  jealous  neigfhbors  when  a  Sazon  scout 
—  Arpo  or  Toland,  is  it  ?  —  one  vrithont 
A  conntiy  or  a  name,  presumes  to  couch 
Beside  their  noblest ;  until  men  avouch 
That,  of  all  Houses  in  the  Trevisan, 
Conrad  descries  no  fitter,  rear  or  van, 
_      _,         Than  £oelo  I    They  laughed  as  they 
""^'^  ^^^        enrolled 
^^    That  name  at  Mihm  on  the  page  of 

o(  those,  t^^^j 

Godego's  lord,  —  Ramon,  Marostica, 

CartigHon,  Basnno,  Loria, 

And  every  sheep-cote  on  the  Suabian*s  fief ! 

No  laughter  when  his  son,  ^'  the  Lombard  Chief  ^' 

Forsooth,  as  Barbarosiia's  path  was  bent 

To  Italy  along  the  Vale  of  Trent, 

Welcomed  him  at  Roncaglia !    Sadneas  now  — 

The  hamlets  nested  on  the  TyToFs  brow. 

The  Asolan  and  Enganeaa  hills, 

The  Rhetian  and  the  Julian,  sadness  fills 

Them  all,  for  E2ceKn  vouchsafes  to  stay 

Among  and  care  about  them ;  day  by  day 

Choosing  this  pinnacle,  the  other  spot, 

A  castle  building  to  defend  a  oo*^^, 

A  cot  built  for  a  castle  to  defend. 

Nothing  but  castles,  castles,  nor  an  end  _ 

To  boasts  how  mountain  ridge  may  join  with 

ridge 

B^  sunken  galleir  and  soaring  bridge. 

He  takes,  in  brief,  a  figure  that  beseems 

The  griesiiesi  mghtmare  of  the  Church's  dreams, 

—  A  Signory  firm-iooted,  unestranged 


From  its  old  interests,  and  nowise  ohMwed 
Bv  ita  new  neighboihood :  perchance  the  vannt 
Of  Otho,  ''  my  own  £ste  shall  suppUnt 
Your  £Bte,"  come  to  pass.    The  sire  led  in 
A  son  as  cruel ;  and  this  £celin 
Had  sonsj  in  turn,  and  daughters  sly  and  tall 
And  curling  and  compliant ;  but  for  all 
Romano  (so  they  styled  him)  throve,  that  neck 
Of  his  so  pinched  and  white,  that  hungry  cheek 
Proved  'twas  some  fiend,  not  him,  the  man's* 

flesh  went 
To  feed :  whereas  Romano's  instrument. 
Famous  Taurello  Salinguerra,  sole 
I'  the  world,  a  tree  whose  boughs  were  slipt  the 

bole 

Succesaively,  wh^  should  not  he  shed  blood 

To  further  a  design  ?    Men  understood 

Living  was  pleasant  to  him  as  he  wore 

His  careleas  snrooat,  glanced  aome  miasive  o'er. 

Propped  on  his  truncheon  in  the  public  way. 

While  his  lord  lifted  writhen  haiida  to  pray. 

Lost  at  Oliero's  convents 

Hill-«ats,  face 

Our  Azzo,  our  Guelf-Lion  1     Why  disgrace 

As  Axio       A  worthiness  conspicuous  near  and 

Lord  of  far 

Bate  heads    ( Atii  at  Rome  while  free  and  oonsu- 
theas.  1^^ 

Este  at  Padua  who  repulsed  the  Hun) 

By  trumpeting  the  Church's  raincely  son  ? 

—  Styled  Patron  of  Rovigo's  Polesine, 

Ancona's  march,  Feiiara's  .  .  .  ask,  in  fine, 

Our  chronicles,  conunenced  when  some  old  monk 

Found  it  intolerable  to  be  sunk 

(Vexed  to  the  quick  by  his  revolting  cell) 

gnite  out  of  summer  while  alive  and  well : 
nded  when  by  his  mat  the  Prior  stood, 
'Mid  busy  promptings  of  the  brotherhood. 
Striving  to  coax  from  his  decrepit  brains 
The  reason  Father  Porphyry  took  paini 
To  blot  those  ten  lines  out  which  used  to  stand 
Firat  on  their  charter  drawn  by  Hildebrand. 

The  same  night  weara.    Verona'a  rule  of  yore 
Was  veated  in  a  certain  Twenty-four ; 
Count  And  while  within  hia  palace  these  de- 

Richsfd^s         bate 

PalMeat      Concerning   Richard  and  Ferrara's 
Verons.  fate. 

Glide  we  by  clapping  doors,  with  sudden  glare 
Of  cressets  vented  on  the  dark,  nor  csre 
For  aught  that 's  aeen  or  heard  until  we  abut 
The  amother  in,  the  lighta,  all  noiaea  bat 
The  carrock'a  booming :  aafe  at  last !     Why 

atrange 
Snch  a  receaa  should  lurk  behind  a  range 
Of  banqaetrrooms  ?    Your  finger  —  thus — yon 

push 
A  spring,  and  the  wall  opens,  would  you  rush 
Upon  the  bonouetera,  select  your  prey. 
Waiting  (the  aianghter^weapona  in  the  way 
Strewing  this  ver^  bench)  with  aharpened  ear 
A  preconcerted  aignal  to  appear ;  ^ 
Or  if  you  aimply  crouch  with  beating  heart. 
Of  the  Bearing  in  aome  voluptuoua  pageant 

couple  part 

found  To  atartle  them.     Nor  mutea  nor 

therein,  maaquers  now ; 

Norany  . . .  doea  that  one  man  aleep  whose  brow 
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The  dying:  lamp-flame  sinks  and  rises  o'er  ? 
What  woman  stood  beside  him  ?  not  the  more 
Is  he  unfastened  from  the  earnest  eyes 
Because  that  arras  fell  between  I    Her  wise 
And  lulling  words  are  yet  about  the  room, 
Her  presence  wholly  poured  upon  the  ^loom 
Down  even  to  her  vestui-e^s  creeping  stir. 
And  so  reclines  he,  8atui*ate  with  her, 
Until  an  outcry  from  the  square  beneatli 
Pierces   the   charm:    he  8pring;s  up,  glad   to 

breatlie, 
Above  the  cunning  element,  and  shakes 
The  stupor  off  as  (look  you)  morning  breaks 
On  the  gav  dress,  and,  near  concealed  by  it, 
The  lean  frame  like  a  half-burnt  taper,  lit 
Erst  at  some  marriage-feast,  then  laid  away 
Till  the  Armenian  bridegroom's  dying  day, 
In  his  wool  wedding^robe. 

For  he — for  he, 
Gate*yein  of  this  hearts^  blood  of  Lombardy, 
(If  I  should  falter  now)  —  for  he  is  thine ! 
Sordello,  thy  forerunner,  Florentine  I 
A  herala-star  I  know  thou  didst  absorb 
Kelentless  into  the  consummate  orb 
That  scared  it  from  ite  right  to  roll  along 
A  sempiternal  nath  with  dance  and  song 
Fulfilhng  its  allotted  period, 
^>«renest  of  the  progeny  of  God  — 
Who  yet  resigns  it  not !    His  darling  stoops 
With  no  quenched  lights,  desponds  with  no  olank 

troops 
Of  disenfranchised  brilliances,  for,  blent 
Utterly  with  thee,  its  shy  element 
Like  thine  upbumeth  prosperous  and  clear, 
btill,  what  if  I  approach  the  august  sphere 
Named  now  with  only  one  name,  disentwine 
That  under-current  soft  and  argentine 
From  its  fierce  mate  in  the  majestic  mass 
Leavened  as  the  sea  whose  fire  was  mixt  with 

glass 
In  John's  transcendent  vision,  —  launch  once 

more 

That  lustre  ?    Dante,  pacer  of  the  shore 

AVhere  glutted  hell  disgorgeth  filthiest  gloom, 

Unbitten  by  its  whirring  sulphur-spume  — 

Or  whence  the  grieved  and  obscure  waters  slope 

Into  a  darkness  quieted  by  hope ; 

Plucker  of  amaranths  grown  beneath  God's  eye 

In  gracious  twilights  where  his  chosen  lie,  — 

I  would  do  this !    If  I  should  falter  now  ! 

In  Mantua  territory  half  is  slough, 

One  be-        Half  pine-tree  forest :  maples,  scarlet 
longs  to  ^1^  ^ 

Birthplace,  ^^^^d  o'er  die  rivei^beds ;  even  Min- 

cio  chokes 
With  sand  the  summer  through :  but 't  is  mo- 
rass 
In  winter  up  to  Mantua  walls.    There  was, 
Some  thirty  vears  before  this  evening's  coil. 
One  spot  reclaimed  from  the  surrounding  spoil, 
Goito ;  just  a  castle  built  amid 
A  few  low  mountains ;  firs  and  larches  hid 
Their  main  defiles,  and  rings  of  vineyard  bound 
The  rest.    Some  captured  creature  in  a  pound. 
Whose  artless  wonder  quite  precludes  distress. 
Secure  beside  in  its  own  loveliness. 
So  peered  with  air^  head,  below,  above, 
The  castle  at  its  tmls,  the  lapwings  love 


To  glean  among  at  gra])e-time.    Paiss  witliin. 
A  maze  of  corridors  contrived  for  sin. 
Dusk  winding-stairs,  dim  galleries  got  past. 
Yon  gain  the  imnost  chambers,  gain  at  last 
A  maple-panelled  room :  tliat  hw&e  which  seems 
Floating  about  the  jianel,  if  there  gleams 
A  sunbeam  over  it,  will  turn  to  gold 
And  in  light^uven  characters  unfold 
The  Arab's  wisdom  everywhere  ;  what  shade 
Marred  them  a  moment,  those  slim  pillai-s  made* 
Cut  like  a  compaiiy^  of  palms  to  prop 
The  roof,  each  Kissing  top  entwined  with  top. 
Leaning  together ;  in  the  carver's  mind 
tSonie  knot  of  bacchanals,  flushed  cheek  com- 
bined 
With  sti-aining forehead,  shoulders  purpled,  hair 
Diffused  between,  who  in  a  goat-skin  bear 
A  vintage  |  graceful  sister-palms !    But  quick 
To  the  mam  wonder,  now.    A  vault,  see  ;  thick 
Black  shade  abofot  the  ceiling,  though 
A  Y»"l*  fine  slits 

SStle  Ht      Across  the  buttress  suffer  light  bv  fits 
Goitoi  Upon  a  marvel  in  the  midst.    Nay, 

stoop  — 
A  dullish  gray-streaked  cumbrous  font,  a  group 
Round  it.  —  each  side  of  it,  where'er  one  sees,  — 
Upholds  it ;  shrinking  Caryatides 
Oi  just-tinged  marble  like  Eve's  lilied  flesh 
Beneath  her  maker's  finger  when  the  fresh 
First  pulse  of  life  shot  brightening  the  snow. 
The  font's  edge  burdens  every  shoulder,  so 
They  muse  uiM>n  the  ground,  eyelids  half  closed  ; 
Some,  ^ith  meek  arms  behind  their  backs  dis- 
posed. 
Some,  crossed  above  their  bosoms,  some,  to  veil 
Their  eyes,  some,  proppuig  chin  and  cheek  so 

pale. 
Some,  nangin^  slack  an  utter  helpless  length 
Dead  as  a  buned  vestal  whose  whole  strength 
Goes  when  the  grate  above  shuts  heavUy. 
So  dwell  these  noiseless  girls,  patient  to  see, 
Like  priestesses  because  of  sin  impure 
Penanced  forever,  who  resigned  endure. 
Having  that  once  drunk  sweetness  to  the  dregs. 
And  every  eve,  Sordello's  visit  begs 
Pardon  for  them :  constant  as  eve  he  came 
To  sit  beside  each  in  her  turn,  the  same 
As  one  of  them,  a  oertain  space :  and  awe 

Made  a  great  indistinctness  till  he  saw 
And  what     Sunset  slant  cheerful  through    Uie 
buttress-chinks. 
Gold  seven  times  globed ;  surely  our 
maiden  shrinks 
And  a  smile  stirs  her  as  if  one  faint  grain 
Her  load  were  lightened,  one  shade  less  the  stain 
Obscured  her  forehead,  yet  one  more  bead  slipt 
From  off  the  rosary  whereby  the  crypt 
Keeps  count  of  the  contritions  of  its  charge  ? 
Then  with  a  step  more  light,  a  heart  more  large. 
He  may  depart,  leave  her  and  every  one 
To  linger  out  the  penance  in  mute  stone. 
Ah,  but  Sordello  ?    'Tis  the  tale  I  mean 
To  tell  you. 

In  this  castle  may  be  seen, 
On  the  hill-tops,  or  underneath  the  vines, 
Or  eastward  by  the  mound  of  firs  and  pines 
That  shuts  out  Mantua,  still  in  loneliness, 
A  slender  boy  in  a  loose  page's  dress, 


Sordello 
would  see 
there. 
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i»rdello :  do  bat  look  on  him  awhile 
Watching:  ('tis  autumn)  with  an  earnest  smile 
The  nmsy  flock  of  thievish  birds  at  work 
Amaog  the  yellowing:  viuejrards  ;  see  him  lurk 

(\ri8  winter  with   its  suUenest   of 
ffl|»J»y-  storms) 

ttod^ain  Reside  that  arms-length  of  broidered 
of  ipf^^Hn  f ormSf 

On  tiptoe,  liftine  i  n  both  hands  a  light 
Which  makes  yon  warrior^  visage  flutter  bright 

—  Ecelo,  dismal  father  of  the  brood. 
And  Eoelin,  close  to  the  gprl  he  wooed, 
Auria,  and  their  Child,  with  all  his  wives 
From  Agnes  to  the  Tuscan  that  survives, 
I^dy  of  the  castle,  Adelaide.    His  face 

—  Look,  now  he  turns  away  !     Yourselves  shall 

trace 
(Hie  delicate  nostril  swerving  wide  and  fine, 
A  sharp  and  restless  lip,  ao  weU  combine 
Witli  tnat  calm  brow)  a  soul  fit  to  receive 
Delight  at  every  sense  ;  yon  can  believe 
SinteUo  foremast  in  the  resal  class 
Nature  has  broadly  severea  from  her  mass 
Of  men,  and  framed  for  pleasure,  as  she  frames 
Some  happy  lands,  that  have  luxurious  names, 
For  looae  fertility  ;  a  footfall  there 
Suffices  to  nptum  to  the  warm  air 
Ualf-germinatinfl:  spices ;  mere  decay 
Prodncses  richer  life :  and  day  by  day 
New  pollen  on  the  lily-petal  grows. 
And  still  more  labyrintnine  buds  the  rose. 
Yon  recognize  at  onoe  the  finer  dress 
Of  flesh  uiat  amplv  lets  ui  loveliness 
At  eye  and  ear,  wnile  round  the  rest  is  furled 
(As  though  she  would  not  trust  them  with  her 

world) 
A  veil  that  shows  a  sky  not  near  so  blue, 
Aiftd  lets  but  half  the  sun  look  fervid  through. 

How  can  such  love  ?  —  like  soids  on 
^ov  *  each  full-fraught 

P***'*  '^^    Discovery  brooding,  blind  at  first  to 
aught 
Beyond  its  beauty,  till  exceeduiglove 
Becomes  an  aching  weight ;  and,  to  remove 
A  cane  that  hanuts  such  natures  —  to  preclude 
Their  finding  out  themselves  can  work  no  good 
To  what  they  love  nor  make  it  very  blest 
Bt  their  endeavor, —  they  are  faiii  invest 
Tbe  lifeless  thing  with  life  from  their  own  soid, 
Availiug  it  to  parpose,  to  oontrol. 
To  dweU  distinct  and  have  peculiar  joy 
And  separate  interests  that  may  employ 
That  beauty  fitly,  for  its  proper  sake. 
Nor  rest  they  here ;  fresh  births  of  beauty  wake 
Fresii  homage,  evex^  grade  of  love  is  past. 
With  every  mode  of  loveliness :  then  cast 
Inferior  idols  off  their  borrowed  crown 
Before  a  coining  glory.    Up  and  down 
Rons  arrowy  fire,   while  earthly  forms  com- 
bine 
To  throb  the  secret  forth ;  a  touch  divine  — 
And  the  scaled  eveball  owns  the  mystic  rod ; 
Visibly  through  ms  garden  walketh  Qod. 
What  d»-         ^  f Are  they.    Now  revert.    One 
notes  mieh  character 

»aonl*a         Denotes  them  through  the  progress 
VrogntB.  and  the  stir, — 

A  need  to  blend  with  each  external  charm. 


iiito 


ptoy. 


Bury  themselves,  the  whole  heart  wide  and 

wanii,  — 
In  something  not  themselves ;  they  would  be- 

lt»ug 
To  what   tliey    worship —stronger  and   more 

8ti*ong 
Thus  prodigally  ted  —  which  gathers  shape 
And  feature,  soon  imprisons  past  escape 
The  votary  framed  to  love  and  to  submit 
Nor  ask,  as  pasHionate  he  kneels  to  it. 
Whence  grew  the  idoFs  empery.    ISo  runs 
A  legend  :  light  had  birth  ere  moons  and  suns, 
Fjowing  tnrougli  space  a  river  and  alone. 
Till  chaos  burst  and  blank  die  spheres  were 

strown 
Hither  and  thither,  foundering  and  blind  : 
When  into  each  of  them  rushM  light  —  to  find 
Itself  no  place,  foiled  of  its  radiant  chance. 
Ijet  such  for^i:o  their  just  inheritance  ! 
For  there 's  a  class  that  eagerly  looks,  too, 
On  beauty,  but,  unlike  the  gentler  crew. 
Proclaims  each  new  revealment  bom  a  twin 
With  a  distinctest  consciousness  within. 
Referring  still  the  quality,  now  first 
Revealed,  to  their  own  soul  —  its  instinct  nursed 
In  silence,  now  remembered  better,  shown 
More  thoroughly,  but  not  the  less  tneir  own ; 
A  dream  come  true ;  the  special  exercise 
How  poets    Of  any  special  function  that  implies 
class  St       The  being  fair,  or  good,  or  wise,  or 
Isngth—        ^  strong, 

Dormant  within  their  nature  all  along  — 
Whose  fault  ?    80,  homage,  other  souls  disect 
W^ithout,  turns  inward.       How  should  this  de- 
ject 
Thee,    soul  ?  "    they    murmur  ;    "  wherefore 

strength  be  quelled 
Because,  its  trivial  accidents  withheld. 
Organs  are  missed  that  clog  the  world,  inert. 
Wanting  a  will,  to  quicken  and  exert. 
Like  thine  —  eidstence  cannot  satiate. 
Cannot  surprise  ?    lAua^h  thou  at  envious  fate, 
W^ho,  from  earth's  simplest  combination  stampt 
With  individuality'  —  nncrampt 
By  living  its  faint  elemental  ufe. 
Dost  soar  to  heaven's  complexest  essence,  rife 
With  grandeurs,  unaffronted  to  the  last, 

»,>• !./««,.    ^^^  to  being  all !  " 

For  honor,  In  truth?    Thou  hast 

Life,  then  —  wilt  challenge  life  for  us :  our  race 

la  vindicated  so,  obtains  its  place 

In  thy  ascent,  tlie  first  of  us  ;  whom  we 

May  follow,  to  the  meanest,  finally, 

^    .  With  our  more  bounded  wills  ? 

Or  shame-  ^j^^  ^^^  ^  ^^ 

A  certain  mood  enervate  such  a  mind. 
Counsel  it  slumber  in  the  solitude 
Thus  reached,  nor,  stooping,  task   for  man- 
kind's good 
Its  nature  just  as  life  and  time  accord 
^*'  —  Too  narrow  an  arena  to  reward 
Emprise  —  the  world's  occasion  worthless  since 
Not  absolutely  fitted  to  evince 
Its  masteiy !  "    Or  if  yet  worse  befall, 
And  a  desire  possess  it  to  put  all 
That  nature  forth,  forcing  our  straitened  sphere 
Contain  it,  —  to  display  complpt4*ly  here 
The  mastery  another  life  should  learn. 
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ThruBtiiifir  in  time  eternity's  concern,  — 
So  that  ISoi-deUo  .  .  . 

Fool,  who  sined  the  mark 
th        ^^  leprosy  upon  hira,  violet-dark 
OoSi avert    Already  as  he  loiters?    Bom  jnst 

now, 
With  the  new  centnry,  beside  the  glow 
And  eiflorescenoe  out  of  barbarism ; 
Witness  a  Greek  or  two  from  the  abysm 
That  stray  through  Florence-town  with  studi- 
ous air, 
Calmine  the  chisel  of  that  Pisan  pair : 
If  Nicoio  should  carve  a  Cliristus  yet ! 
While  at  Siena  is  Guidoue  set. 
Forehead  on  hand :  a  painful  birth  must  be 
Matured  ere  Saint  Euf einia's  sat^risty 
Or  transept  gather  fruits  of  one  great  gaze 
At  the  moon :  look  you !    The  same  orange 

haze,  — 
The  same  blue  stripe  round  that  —  and,  in  the 

midst. 
Thy  spectral  whiteness.  Mother-maid,  who  didst 
Pursue  the  dizzy  painter ! 

Woe,  then,  worth 
Any  offidons  babble  letting  forth 
The  leprosy  confirmed  and  ruinous 
To  spirit  lodged  in  a  contracted  house  ! 
Go  back  to  the  beginning,  rather ;  blend 
It  gently  with  Soraello's  life  ;  the  end 
Is  piteous,  yon  mav  see,  but  ranch  between 
Pleasant  enough.    Meantime,  some  pyx  to  screen 
The  f  ull-^rown  pest,  some  lid  to  shut  upon 
The  gobhn !    So  they  found  at  Babylon, 
(Colleagues,  mad  Lucius  and  sage  Antonine) 
■Sacking  the  city,  by  Apollo's  shrine, 
In  rummaging:  among  the  rarities, 
A  certain  coffer  j  he  who  made  the  prize 
Opened  it  greedily ;  and  out  there  curled 
Just  such  another  pla^e,  for  half  the  world 
Was  stung.    Crawl  in  then,  hag,  and  couch 

asquat. 
Keeping  that  blotchy  bosom  tliick  in  spot 
Until  your  time  is  ripe  1    The  coffer-lid 
Is  fastened,  and  the  coffer  safely  hid 
Under  the  Loxian's  choicest  infts  of  gold. 

Who  will  may  hear  Sordello's  story  told, 
And  how  he  never  could  remember  when 
Ue  dwelt  not  at  Goito.    Calmly,  then, 
_       „        About    this   secret    lodge  of    Ade- 
Prom  Sor-       laide's 

hTchlld?'^    Glided  his  youth  away ;  beyond  the 
hood.  glades 

On  the  fir-forest  border,  and  the  rim 
Of  the  low  range  of  mountain,  was  for  him 
No  other  world :  but  this  appeared  his  own 
To  wander  through  at  pleasure  and  alone. 
The  casUe  too  seemed  empty ;  far  and  wide 
Might  he  disport ;  only  the  northern  side 
Lay  under  a  mysterious  interdict  — 
Slight,  just  enough  remembered  to  restrict 
His  roaming  to  the  corridors,  the  vault 
Where  those  font-bearers  expiate  their  fault, 
The  maple-chamber,  and  the  little  nooks 
And  nests,  and  breezy  parapet  that  looks 
Over  the  woods  to  Mantua :  there  he  strolled. 
Some  foreign  women-servants,  very  old. 
Tended  and  crept  about  him  — all  his  clue 
To  the  world's  business  and  embroiled  ado 


Distant  a  dozen  hiU-tops  at  the  most. 

,^    .  And   first   a   simple   sense    of   life 

The  de-  enmoased 

hL  chUd-     •^'dello  in  his  drowsy  Paradise  ; 
iah  fancy,     '^^  day's  adventures  for  the  day 

suffice  — 
Its  constant  tribute  of  perceptions  strange. 
With  sleep  and  stir  m  healthy  interchange. 
Suffice,  and  leave  him  for  the  next  at  ease 
Like  tne  great  palmer-worm  that  strips  tlie 

trees. 
Eats  the  life  out  of  every  luscious  plant. 
And,  when  September  finds  them  sere  or  scant. 
Puts  forth  two  wondrous  winglets.  aiters  quite. 
And  hies  him  after  unforeseen  delight. 
So  fed  Soitlello,  not  a  shard  dissheathed ; 
As  ever,  round  each  new  discovery,  wreathed 
Luxuriantly  the  fancies  infantine 
His  admiration,  bent  on  making  fine 
Its  novel  friend  at  any  risk,  would  fling 
In  gay  profusion  forth ;  a  ficklest  king. 
Confessed  those  minions  !  —  eager  to  mspense 
So  much  from  his  own  stock  of  thought  and 

sense 
As  might  enable  each  to  stand  alone 
And  serve  him  for  a  fellow  ;  wi^  his  own. 
Joining  the  qualities  that  just  before 
Had  graced  some  older  favorite.     Thus  they 

wore 
A  fluctuating  halo,  yesterdav 
Set  flicker  and  to-morrow  filched  away,  — 
Those  upland  objects  each  of  separate  name, 
Each  with  an  aspect  never  twice  the  same. 
Waxing  and  waning  as  the  new-bom  host 
Of  fancies,  like  a  smgle  night's  hoar-frost, 
_, .  ^  Gave  to  familiur  things  a  face  gro- 

Zult  ***1»^« » 

blowout      ^^J"  preserving  through  the  mad 

aRreat  burlesque       _,_.,, 

bubble,         A    grave    regard.      Conceive!     the 

orpine  patch 

Blossoming  earliest  on  the  log-house  thatch 

The  dav  those  archers  wound  along  the  vines  — 

Related  to  the  Chief  that  left  their  lines 

To  climb  with  clinking  step  the  northern  stair 

Up  to  the  solitary  chambers  where 

Sordello  never  came.      Thus   thrall   reached 

thrall; 
He  o'er-festooning  every  interval. 
As  the  adventurous  spider,  making  light 
Of  distance,  shoots  her  threads  from  depth  to 

height, 
From  barbican  to  battlement :  so  flung 
Fantasies  forth  and  in  their  centre  swung 
Our  architect,  —  the  breezy  morning  fresh 
AbovCj  and  merry,  —  all  his  waving  mesh 
Laughing  with  lucid  dew-drops  rainbow-edged. 

This  world  of  ours  bv  tacit  pact  is  pledged 
To  laying  such  a  spangled  fabric  low 
Wlietner  by  gradual  brush  or  gallant  blow. 
But  its  abundant  will  was  balked  here  :  doubt 
Being  Rose  tardily  in  one  so  fenced  about 

secure  From  most  that  nurtures  judgment, 

awhile  care  and  pain : 

from  in-       Judgment,  that  dull  expedient  wo 
^'^^  are  fain. 

Less  favored,  to  adopt  betimes  and  force 
Stead  us,  diverted  from  our  natural  course 
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Oi  joys — eontriye  aome  yet  amid  the  deartli, 
Vary  and  render  them,  it  may  be.  worth 
Moat  we  forego.    SSnppoee  iSordeUo  hence 
Selfish  enoagn,  without  a  moral  BenM 
However  feeble ;  what  informed  the  boy 
OtheiB  desired  a  portion  in  his  jov  ? 
Or   say   a   ruthtul   ohanee   broke   woof  and 

warp  — 
A  heron^s  neot  beat  down  by  March  winds  sharp, 
A  fawn  breathless  beneath  the  precipice, 
A  bird  with  onsoiied  breast  and  unnlmed  eyes 
Warm  in  the  bn^e  —  could  these  undo  the 

trance 
Lapping:  bordello  ?    Not  a  eiroumstance 
That  makes  for  you,  friend  Naddo  1    £at  fern- 
seed 
And  poer  beside  us  and  report  indeed 
If  (your  word)  **geiiins*'  dawned  with  throes 

and  stings 
And  the  whole  fiery  oatalo^e,  while  springs, 
^kmimers  and  winters  ouietly  came  and  went. 
Time  put  at  lei^th  that  period  to  content. 
By  rig^ht  the  world  shouldf  have  imposed :  be- 
reft 
Of  its  ffood  offices,  Sordello,  left 
To  st^m^  his  companions,  managed  xip 
Their  fnn^  o£F,  learn  the  true  relationship, 
Core  with  its  crust,  their  nature  with  his  own: 
Amid  his  wild-wood  sights  he  lived  alone. 
As  if  the  poppy  felt  with  him !    Though  he 
Partook  the  popp^^s  red  effrontery 
Till  Antumn  spoiled  their  fleering  quite  with 

rain. 
And,  turbanless,  a  coarse  brown  rattling  crane 
Lay  bare.     That 's  gone  :    yet  why  renounce, 

for  that. 
His  disenchanted  tributaries  —  flat 
Perhaps,  but  scarce  so  utterly  f  oriom. 
Their  simple  presence  might  not  well  be  borne 
Whose  parley  was  a  transport  once :  recall 
The  poppy's  gifts,  it  flaunts  yon,  after  all, 
A  poppy :  —  wh;i^  distrust  the  evidence 
Of  eacii  soon  satisfied  and  healthy  sense  ? 

The  new-bom  judgment  answered, 
''little  boots 
■nd  new-      Beholding;  other  creatures'  attributes 
bocn  And  havmg  none  ! ''  or,  say  that  it 

jodgment         sufficed, 

'*  Yet,  could  one  but  possess,  one's  self,"  (enticed 
Joc^finent)    ''some  special  office!"     Naught 

beside 
Serves  you?     "Well  then,  be  somehow  justi- 
fied 
For  this  ignoble  wish  to  circumscribe 
And  concentrate,  rather  than  swell,  the  tribe 
iH  actual  pleasures :  what^  now,  from  without 
Effects  it? — prOTSs,  despite  a  lurking  doubt, 
Mere  symj^th^  sufficient,  trouble  spared  ? 
That,  tasti^  joys  by  proxy  thus,  vou  fared 

The  better  for  them  ? '^  Thus  much 
Uu^  b?  craved  his  soul, 

g^^j^  AJas,  from  the  beginning   love    is 

flympft-  whole 

thiserai         And  true  ;  if  sure  of  naught  beside, 

most  sure 
Of  its  own  truth  at  least :  nor  may  endure 
A  crowd  to  see  its  face,  that  cannot  know 
How  hot  the  pulses  throb  its  heart  below. 


But  it 


While  its  own  helplessness  and  utter  want 

Of  means  to  worthily  be  ministrant 

To  what  it  worshipSj  do  but  fan  the  more 

Its  flame,  exalt  the  idol  far  before 

Itself  as  it  would  liave  it  ever  be. 

Souls  like  Sordello,  on  the  contrary. 

Coerced  and  put  to  shame,  retaining  will, 

(^are  little^  take  mysterious  comfort  still. 

But  look  forth  tremblingly  to  ascertaiu 

If  others  judge  their  claims  not  urged  in  vain. 

And  say  for  them  their  stifled  thoughts  aloud. 

So,  they  must  ever  live  before  a  crowd : 

—  "  Vanity,"  Naddo  tells  you. 

W^hence  o<nitrive 
A  crowd,  now  ?    From  these  women  just  alive. 
That  archer^troop  ?    Forth  glided  — not  alone 
Each  painted  warrior,  every  girl  of  stone. 
Nor  Adelaide  (bent  double  o^er  a  scroll. 
One  maiden  at  her  knees,  that  eve,  his  soul 
Shook  as  he  stumbled   through   the   arras'd 

glooms 
On  them,  for,  'mid  quaint  robes  and  weird  per- 
fume. 
Started  the  meagre  Tuscan  up,  —  her  eyes, 
The  maiden's,  aJso,  bluer  with  surprise) 

—  But  the  entire  out-world  :  whatever,  scraps 
And  snatches,  song  and   story,  dreams  per- 

haps. 
Conceited  the  world's  offices,  and  he 
Had  hitherto  transferred  to  flower  or  tree, 
Not  counted  a  befitting  heritage 
Each,  of  its  own  r^ht,  singly  to  engage 
Some  man,  no  other,  —  soon  now  dma  to  stand 
Alone.    Strength,  ¥riBdom,  grace  on  every  hand 
Soon  disengaged  themselves,  and  he  diMemed 
A  sort  of  human  life :  at  least,  was  turned 
-,  ^.  A  stream  of  lif  ehke  figures  through 

S?e  his  brain. 

creates         Lord,  Uegeman,  valvassor  and  suze- 
Buoh  s  nun, 

compsuy;    Ere   he   could   choose,  surrounded 

him;  a  stuff 
To  work  his  pleasure  on ;  there,  sure  enough : 
But  as  for  gazing,  what  shall  fix  that  gaxe  ? 
Are  they  to  simply  testify  the  ways 
He  who  convoked  them  sends  his  soul  along 
With  the  cloud's  thunder  or  a  dove's  brood- 
song? 

—  While  they  live  each  his  life,  boast  each  his 
EMh  of  own 

which,         Peculiar  dower  of  blias,  stand  each 
leadiog  alone 

ita  owii        Xq  some  one  point  where  something 
*"*'  dearest  loved 

Is  easiest  gained  —  far  worthier  to  be  proved 
Than  aught  he  envies  in  the  forest-wights  I 
No  simple  and  self-evident  delights. 
But  mixed  desires  of  unimagined  range. 
Contrasts  or  combinations,  new  and  strange. 
Irksome  perhaps,  yet  plainly  recognized 
By  this,  the  sudden  company  —  loves  prized 
Bv  those  who  are  to  prize  his  own  amount 
Of  loves.     Once  care  because  such  make  ac- 
count. 
Allow  that  foreign  recognitions  stamp 
The  current  value,  and  his  crowd  shall  vamp 
Him  counterfeits  enough ;  and  so  their  print 
Be  on  the  piece,  't  is  gold,  attests  the  mint. 


^ 


SORDELLO 


And  **good,''  prononnoe  they  whom  his  new 

appeal^ 
Is  made  to :  if  their  casnal  print  conceal  — 
This  arbitranr  good  of  theirs  o^ergrloas 
What  he  lias  lived  without,  nor  felt  the  loss  — 
Qualities  strange,  ungainly,  wearisome, 
—  Wliat  matter  ?    iSo  must  speech  expand  the 

dumb 
Part-sigh,  part-smile  with  which  Sordello,  late 
Whom  no  poor  woodland-sights  could  satiate. 
Betakes  himself  to  study  hungrily 
Just  what  the  puppets  his  crude  fantasy 
iSupposee^  notablest,  —  popes,    kings,    priests, 

knights,  — 
May  please  to  promul^te  for  appetites  ; 
Accepting  all  uieir  artificial  joys 
Not  as  he  views  them,  but  as  he  employs 
Each  shape  to  estimate  the  other's  stocK 
Of  attributes,  whereon  —  a  marshalled  flock 
Of  authorized  enjoyments  —  he  may  spend 
Himself,  be  men,  now,  as  he  used  to  blend 
With  tree    and  flower  —  nay  more   entirely, 

else 
'Twere  mockery  :  for  instance,  **'  How  excels 
My  life  that  chieftain's?"  (who  apprised  Uie 

youth 
Eoelin,  here,  becomes  this  month,  in  truth, 
Imperial  Vicar  ?)    "  Turns  he  in  his  tent 
Remissly  ?    Be  it  so  —  my  head  is  bent 
Deliciously  amid  my  girls  to  sleep. 
What  if  he  stalks  the  Trentine-nass  ?  Ton  steep 
I  climbed  an  hour  ago  with  little  toil  : 
We  are  alike  there.    But  can  I,  too,  foil 
The  OueiTs  paid  stabber,  carelessly  afford 
Saint  Mark's  a  spectacle,  the  sleight  o'  the 

sword 
Baffling  the  treason  in  a  moment  ?  "    Here 
No  rescue  1    Poppy  he  is  none,  but  peer 
To  Eoelin,  assuredly :  his  hand. 
Fashioned  no  otherwise,  should  wield  a  brand 
With  Ecelin's  success  —  try,  now  !    He  soon 
Was  satisfied,  returned  as  to  the  moon 
From  earth:  left  each  abortive  boy's-attempt 
Hasquali-    For  feats,  from  failure  liappily  ex- 
tias  impoa-       empt, 

■ible  to  a      In  fancy  at  his  beck.     ^*  One  day  I 
boj,  will 

Accomplish  it  I    Are  they  not  older  still 
*—  Not  grown  up  men  and  women  ?    'T  is  be- 
side 
Only  a  dream ;  and  though  I  must  abide 
iVith  dreams  now,  I  niay  find  a  thorough  vent 
For  all  myself,  acquire  an  instrument 
For  acting  what  these  people  act ;  my  soul 
Hunting  a  bf>dy  out  may  gain  its  whole 
Desire  some  day  I  "    How  else  express  chagrin 
And  resignation,  show  the  hope  steal  in 
With  which  he  let  sink  from  an  aching  wrist 
Tlie  rough-hewn  ash-bow  ?     Straight,  a  gold 

shaft  hissed 
Into  the  Syrian  air,  struck  Malek  down 
Superbly  1      ^*  Crosses   to  the  breach  !    God's 

Town 
Is  gained  him  back  !  "    AYhy  bend  rough  ash- 
bows  more  ? 
Thus  lives  he :  if  not  careless  as  before, 
Comforted :  for  one  may  anticipate. 
Rehearse  the  future,  be  prepared  when  fate 


Shall  have  prepared  in  turn  real  men  whose 

names 
Stulle,  real  places  of  enormous  fames, 
Este  abroad  and  Ecelin  at  home 
To  worship  him,  —  Mantna,  Verona,  Rome 
To  witness  it.     Who  grudges  time  so  spent  ? 
Rather  test  qualities  to  heart's  content  — 
Summon  them,  thrice  selected,  near  and  far  — 
Compress  the  starriest  into  one  star, 
So,  only  to    And  grasp  the  whole  at  once  ! 
be  appro-  The  pageant  thiimed 

{»riated  in     Accordingly  :    from  rank  to  rank, 
«^<^y»     ,         like  wind 
His  spirit  passed  to  winnow  and  divide ; 
Back  f eU  the  simpler  phantasms ;  every  side 
The  strong  clave  to    the  wise ;    with    either 

classed 
The  beauteous ;  so,  till  two  or  three  amassed 
Mankind's  beseemingnesses,  and  reduced 
Themselves  eventually,  graces  loosed, 
Strengths    lavished,  all   to   he^hten  up  On« 

Shape 
Whose  potency  no  creature  should  escape. 
Can  it  be  Friedrich  of  the  bowmen's  talk  ? 
Surely  that  grape-iuice,  bubbling  at  the  stalk. 
Is  some  gray  Boorcning  Sarasenic  wine 
The  Kaiser  quaffs  with  the  Miramoline  — 
Those    swarthy    hazel-clusters,    seamed    and 

chapped. 
Or  filberts  russet-sheathed  and  velvet-capped. 
Are  dates  plucked  from  tlie  bough  John  Bri- 

enne  sent. 
To  keep  in  mind  his  sluggish  armament 
Of  Canaan :  —  Friedricn  s,  all  the  pomp  and 

fierce 
Demeanor !  But  harsh  sounds  and  sights  trans- 
pierce 
So  rarely  the  serene  cloud  where  he  dwells. 
And  prac-     Wliose  looks  enioin,  whose  lightest 
tiaed  on  words  are  spells 

till  the  real   On  the  obdurate  !  That  right  arm  in- 
co™**  deed 

Has  thunder  for  its  slave ;  but  where  ^s  the 

need 
Of  thunder  if  the  stricken  multitude 
Hearkens,  arrested  in  its  angriest  mood. 
While  son^  go  up  extdting,  then  dispread, 
Dispart,  disperse,  lingering  overhead 
Like  an  escape  of  angels  ?    'T  is  the  tune, 
Nor  much  unlike  the  words  his  women  croon 
Smilingly,  colorless  and  faint-designed 
Each,  as  a  worn-out  queen's  face  some  remind 
Of  her  extreme  youth's  love-tales.     *'  Eglamor 
Made  that  I  "   Half  minstrel  and  half  emperor. 
What  but  ill  objects  vexed  him?     Such  he 

slew. 
The  kinder  sort  were  easy  to  subdue 
By  those  ambrosial  glances,  dulcet  tones  ; 
And  tliese  a  gracious  hand  advanced  to  thrones 
Beneath  him.    W^herefore  twist    and  torture 

this. 
Striving  to  name  afresh  the  antique  bliss. 
Instead  of  saying,  neither  less  nor  more, 
He  meana     He  had  discovered,  as  our  world  be- 
to  be  per-         fore, 

feet— aay,    Apollo?     That  shall  be  the  name; 
ApoUo;  nor  bid 

Me  rag  by  rag  expose  how  patchwork  hid 
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The  youth — what  thefts  of  every  olime  and 

day 
Contributed  to  parfle  the  array 
He  cHxnfoed  with  (June  at  deep)  aome  close 

ravine 
'Mid  clatter  of  its  million  iiebbles  sheen. 
Over  which,  singings  soft,  tlie  rtuinel  slipped 
Elate  with  rains :  into  wh<Me  streamlet  dipped 
Ue  foot,  yet  trod,  you    thougrht,  with  nnwet 

sock  — 
Though  really  on  the  stubs  of  living^  rock 
A^iss  agro  it  crenelled ;  vines  for  roof, 
Lindens  for  wall ;  before  liini,  aye  aloof. 
Flittered  in  the  cool  some  azure  damsel-fly. 
Bom  of  tlie  sinmiering  aiiiet,  there  to  die. 
Emerfi^iug  whence,  Apollo  still,  he  spied 
MiK:hty  deeoents  of  forest ;  multiplied 
Tuft  on  tuft,  here,  the  frolic  myrtle-trees. 
There  gendered  the  grave  maple  stocks  at  ease, 
And,  proud  of  its  observer,  straight  the  wood 
Tried  old  surprises  on  him ;  black  it  stood 
A  sudden  barrier  ('t  was  a  cloud  jMissed  o'er) 
S>  dead  and  dense,  the  tiniest  brute  no  more 
Must  pass ;  yet  presently  (the  cloud  dispatched) 
£ach  clump,  behold,  was  glistening  detached 
A  shrub,  oak-boles  shnmk  into  ilex-stems  ! 
Yet  could  not  he  denounce  the  stratagems 
He  saw  thro\  till,  hours  thence,  aloft  would 

hang 
White   sunimer^lightniugs ;     as    it  sank    and 

sprang 
To  measure,  that  whole  palpitating  breast 
Of  heaven,  *t  was  Apollo,  natui-e  prest 
At  eve  to  worship. 

Time  stole :  by  degrees 
The  Pythons  iieri^h  oif ;  his  votaries 
Sink  to  respectful  distance  :  songs  redeent 
Their  pains,  but  briefer ;   tlieir  dismissals  seem 
£mphatic  ;  only  girls  are  very  slow 
To  disappear  —  his  Deliaiis  !    Some  that  glow 
O*  the  instant,  moi-e  with  earlier  loves  to  wrench 
Away,  reserves  to  ^uell,  disdains  to  quench ; 
Alike  in  one  material  circumstance  — 
All  soon  or  late  adore  Apollo  I    Glance 
The  bevy  through,  divine  Apollo's  choice, 
AndApol-    His  Daphne!    **We    secure  Count 
lomuatone       Richard's  voice 
day  find        In  Este's  counsels,  good  for  Este's 
Daphne.  ends 

As  onr  Tanrello,"  say  his  faded  friends, 

"By  granting  him  our  Palraa  !  " — the  sole 

child. 
They  mean,  of  Agnes  Este  who  beguiled 
EeeUn,  vears  before  this  Adelaide 
Wedded  and  turned  him  wicked  :  ^'  but  the 

maid 
Rejects  his  suit,"  those  sleepy  women  boast. 
She.  scorning  all  beside,  deserves  the  most 
bordello :  so,  conspicuous  in  his  world 
Of  dreams  sat  Palma.    How  the  tresses  curled 
Lito  a  sumptuous  swell  of  gold  and  wound 
About  her  like  a  glory  !  even  the  gi'oiind 
Was  bright  as  with  spilt  sunbeams;  breathe 

not,  breathe 
Not !  — ^poised,  see,  one  leg  doubled  underneath, 
Its  small  foot  buried  in  the  dimpling  snow, 
Rests,  but  the  other,  listlessly  below. 
O'er  the  couch-side  swings  feeling  for  cool  air, 


The  vein'Streaka  swollen  a  rioher  violet  where 

The  languid  blood  lies  heavily ;  yet  uahu 

(hi  her  slight  prop,  each  flat  and  outspread  palm, 

As  but  suspended  in  the  act  to  rise 

By  consciousness  of  beauty,  whence  her  eyes 

Bat  when     Turn  with  so  frank  a  triumph,  for 

will  thia  she  meets 

dreani  turn  Apollo's  gaze  in  the  pineglooms. 

'^""'^  Timetleets: 

That 's  worst  1    Because  tlie  prenippoiuted  age 

Approaches.    Fate  is  tardy  with  tiie  stage 

And  crowd  she  promised.    Lean  he  grows  and 

Though  restlessly  at  rest.    Hardly  avail 
Fancies  to  soothe  him.    Time  steals,  yet  alone 
He  tarries  here  I    The  eameut  smile  is  gone. 
How  long  this  might  continue  matters  not ; 
For  the        —  Forever,  possibly ;  since  to  the  spot 
time  la         None  come :  our  ungeriug  Taurello 
ripe,  and  quits 

he  ready.      Mantua  at  last,  and  light  our  lady  flits 
Back  to  her  place  disburdened  of  a  care. 
Strange  —  to  oe  constant  here  if  he  is  there  ! 
Is  it  custrust  ?    Oh^ever  1  for  they  both 
Goad  Eoelin  alike,  Komano's  growth 
Is  daily  manifest,  with  Azzo  dumb 
And  Richard  wavering :  let  but  Friedrich  come. 
Find  matter  for  the  minstrelsy's  report  !^ 
—  Lured  from  the  Isle  and  its  young  Kaiser's 

court 
To  sinsT  ns  a  Messina  morning  up, 
AndTdouble  riliet  of  a  drinking  cup, 
Sparkle  along  to  ease  the  land  of  drouth. 
Northward  to  Provence  that,  and  thus  far  south 
The  other.    What  a  method  to  apprise 
Neighbors  of  births,  espousals,  obsequies  I 
Which  in  their  very  tongue  the  Troubadour 
Records  ;  and  his  performance  makes  a  toiur. 
For  Trouveres  bear  the  miracle  about, 
£xi4ain  its  cunning  to  the  vulgar  rout. 
Until  the  Formidable  House  is  famed 
Over  the  country  —  as  Taurello  aimed, 
WHio  introduced,  although  the  rest  adopt. 
The  novelty.    Such  «uues,  her  absence  stopped. 
Begin  afresh  now  Adelaide,  recluse 
No  longer,  in  the  light  of  day  pursues 
Her  plwus  at  Msuitua :  whence  an  accident 
Which,  breaking  on  Sordello's  mixed  content. 
Opened,  like  any  flash  that  cures  the  blind. 
The  veritable  business  of  mankind. 


BOOK  THE  SECOND 


Thia  bub- 
ble of 
fancy. 


The  woods  were  long  austere  with  snow :  at  last 
Pink  leaflets  budded  on  tlie  beech, 

and  fast 
Larches,  scattered  through  pine-tree 
solitudes, 
Brightened,  **  as  in  the  slumbrous  heart  o'  the 

woods 
Our  buried  year,  a  witch,  crrew  young  again 
To  placid  incantations,  ana  that  stain 
About  were  from  her  caldron,  green  smoke  blent 
With  those  black  pines"  —  so  Eglamor  gave 

vent 
To  a  chance  fano]jr.    Wlience  a  just  rebuke 
From  his  companion  ;  brother  Naddo  shook 
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The  solemnest  of  brows  \  ^*'  Beware,''  he  said, 
^'  Of  setting  up  conceits  m  nature's  stead ! " 
Forth  wandered  our  &)ordello.    Naught  so  sure 
As  that  to-day's  adventure  will  secure 
Palma,  the  visioned  lady  —  only  pass 
O'er  yon  damp  mound  and  its  exhausted  erass. 
Under  that  brake  where  sundawn  feeos  the 

stalks 
Of  withered  fern  with  gold,  into  those  walks 
Of  pine  and  take  her  1    Buoyantly  he  went. 
Again  his  stooping  forehead  was  besprent 
With  dew-drope  trom  the  skirting  ferns.    Then 

wide 
Opened  the  great  morass,  shot  every  side 
\V  ith    iiashing    water  through   and    through ; 

a-shine, 
Thick  steaming,  all  alive.      Whose  shape  di- 
vine, 
Quivered  i'  the  farthest  rainbow-vapor,  glanced 
Athwart  the  flying  herons  ?    He  advanced, 
But  warily ;  though  Mincio  leaped  no  more, 
Each  footfall  burst  up  in  the  marish-iioor 
A  diamond  jet :  and  if  he  stopped  to  pick. 
liose-lichen,  or  molest  the  leeches  quick, 
And  circling  blood-worms,  minnow,  newt  or 

loach, 
A  sudden  pond  would  silently  encroach 
This  way  and  that.    On  Palma  passed.    The 

verge 
Of  a  new  wood  was  gained.    She  will  emerge 
Flushed,  now,  and  panting,  —  crowds  to  see,  — 

will  own 
She  loves  him  -^  Boniface  to  hear,  to  groan. 
To  leave  his  suit  I    One  screen  of  puie-trees  still 
Opposes :  but  —  the  startling  spectacle  — 
Mantua,  this  time  t    Under  the  walls  —  a  crowd 
Indeed,  real  men  and  women,  gav  and  loud 
Round  a  pavilion.    How  he  stooa  ! 

In  truth 
to  t       ^**  prophecy  had  come  to  jiass ;  his 

est,  bursts.    "^  i^  prime  now  —  and  where  was 

homage  poured 
Upon  Sordello  ?  — ^bom  to  be  adored, 
And  suddenly  discovered  weak,  scarce  made 
To  cope  with  an^,  cast  into  the  shade 
By  this  and  this.    Yet  something  seemed  to 

prick 
And  tingle  in  his  blood  ;  a  sleight  —  a  trick  — 
And  much  would  be  explained.    It  went  for 

naught — 
The  besfc  of  their  endowments  were  ill  bought 
With  his  identity  :  nay.  the  conceit, 
That  this  day's  roving  led  to  Palroa's  feet 
Was  not  so  vain— list  I    The  word, ''  Pabna  I  " 

Steal 
Aside,  and  die,  Sordello ;  this  is  real. 
And  this  —  abjure ! 

What  next?   The  curtains  see 
Dividing  I    She  is  there ;  and  presently 
He  will  be  there  —  the  proper  You,  at  length  — 
In  your  own   cherished   dress   of   grace   and 

strength : 
Most  like,  the  very  Boniface ! 

Not  so. 
It  was  a  showy  man  advsuiced  ;  but  though 
A  glad  cry  welcomed  him.  then  every  sound 
Sank  and  the  crowd  disposed  themselves  around, 


— ''  This  is  not  he,"  SordeUo  felt  ^  while, ''  Place 

For  the  best  Troubadour  of  Bomfaoe  I  " 

Hollaed  the  Jongleurs,  —  **  £glamor,  whose  Iht 

Concludes  his  patron's  Court  of  Love  to-day ! 

Obsequious  Naddo  strung  the  master's  lute 

With  the  new  lute-string,  "  £lySj"  named  to  suit 

At  a  Court    The  song :  he  stealthily  at  watch,  the 

of  Love  a  while,  ^ 

minsfcrel       Biting  his  lip  to  keep  down  a  great 

>iugs-  smile 

Of  pride :  tiien  up  he  struck.    Sordello's  brain 

Swam ;  for  he  knew  a  sometime  deed  again ; 

So,  could  supply  each  f ooUsh  gap  and  chasm 

The  minstrel  left  in  his  enthusiasm. 

Mistaking  its  true  version  —  was  the  tale 

Not  of  Apollo  ?    Only,  what  avail 

Luring  her  down,  tliat  Elys  an  he  pleased. 

If  the  man  dared  no  further  ?    Haui  he  ceased  ? 

And,  lo,  the  people's  frank  applause  half  done, 

Sordello  was  beside  liLiu,  had  begun 

(Spite  of  indignant  twitchings  from  his  friend 

The  Tronvere)  the  true  lay  with  the  true  end. 

Taking  the  other's  names  and  time  and  place 

For  his.    On  flew  the  song,  a  giddy  race. 

SordeUo,      After  the  flying  story;  word  made 

before  Pal-        leap 

ma,  con-      Out  word,  rbyme  —  rhyme ;  the  lay 

quers  him,       could  barel^  keep 

Pace  with  tlie  action  visibly  rushing  past : 

Both  ended.    Back  fell  Naddo  more  aghast 

Than  some  Eeyptian  from  the  harassea  bull 

That  wheeled  abrupt  and,  bellowing,  fronted 

full 
His  plague,  who  spied    a  scarab  'neath    the 

tongue. 
And  found  't  was  Apis'  flank  his  hasty  prong 
Insulted.    But  the  people  —  but  the  cries, 
The  crowding  round,  and  proffering  tiie  prize  ! 
—  For  he  had  gained  some  prize.    He  seemed 

toshrink 
Into  a  sleepy  cloud,  just  at  whose  brink 
One  sight  witliheld  him.    There  sat  Adeliude, 
Silent ;  but  at  her  knees  the  vei-y  maid 
Of  the  North  Chamber,  her  red  lips  as  rich, 
The  same  pure  fleecy  hair ;  one  weft  of  which. 
Golden  and  great,  quite  touched  his  cheek  as 

o'er 
She  leant,  speaking  some  six  words  and  no  more. 
He  answered  something,  anjrthing;  and  she 
Unbound  a  scarf  and  laid  it  heavuy 
Upon  him,  her  neck's  warmth  and  all.    Again 
Moved  the  arrested  magic ;  in  his  brain 
Noises  grew,  and  a  light  that  turned  to  glare, 
And  greater  glare,  until  the  intense  flare 
Engulfed  him,  shut  the  whole  scene  from  his 

sense. 
And  when  he  woke  't  was  many  a  furlong 

thence. 
At  home  ;  the  smi  shinini;  his  ruddpr  wont ; 
The  customary  birds'-chirp ;  but  his  front 
Receives      Was  crowned  —  was  crowned  !    Her 
the  prize,         Scented  scarf  around 
and  rami-     His  neck  I     Whose  gorgeous  vesture 
nates.  heaps  the  ground  r 

A  prize  ?    He  turned,  and  peeringly  on  him 
Brooded  the  women-faces,  kind  and  dim, 
Keady  to  t^dk  —  "  The  Jongleurs  in  a  troop 
Iliid  brought  him  back,  Naddo  and  Squai-cialupe 
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And  Tac^iafor ;  howatraDgvI  aohildhoodspent 
In  takinsr,  well  for  him,  ao  braye  a  bent ! 
8inee  £^Uinor,"  they  heard,  '*  was  dead  with 

apitCf 
And  Pakua  chose  him  for  her  minstrel." 

Light 
Sordello  rose  —  to  think,  now  ;  hitherto 
He  hnd  pecoeived.    2>nre.  a  diaoovery  grew 
Oatofitall!    Best  li^e  ^m  iirst  to  hiat 
The  tranaport  o'er  again.    A  week  he  passed, 
Snekins:  tne  sweet  out  of  each  oirounistanee, 
From  tne  bard's  outbreak  to  the  luscious  trance 
Boonding  liis  own  aohievement.    Strange !    A 


Reoonnted  an  adventure,  but  began 

Imperfectly ;  his  own  task  was  to  fill 

The  frame-work  up,  sii^  well  what  he  sung  iE, 

Supply  the  necessary  points,  set  loose 

As  man:f  incidents  of  little  use 

— More  imbecile  the  other,  not  to  see 

Their  relatire  importance  dear  as  he ! 

But,  for  a  special  pleasure  in  the  act 

Of  singiing — had  he  ever  tnined,  in  fact, 

From  Elys,  to  sing  Elys?  —  from  each  fit 

Of  raptnre  to  contrire  a  song  of  it  ? 

True,  this  snateh  or  the  other  seemed  to  wind 

Into  n  treasure,  helped  himself  to  find 

A  beauty  in  himself ;  for,  see,  he  soared 

Bt  means  of  that  mere  snatch,  to  many  a  hoard 

Of  fancies ;  as  some  f aUiag  cone  bean  soft 

The  ere  along  the  fir*tree  spire,  aloft 

To  a  dove's  nest.    Then,  how  divine  the  cause 

Why  such  peof  ormanoe  should  exact  appkiuse 

From  men,  if  they  had  fancies  too  ?    Did  fate 

Decree  they  found  a  beauty  separate 

In  the  poor  snateh  itself  ?  ~ ''  Take  Elys,  there, 

—  *Uer  head  that's  sharp  and  perfect  Hke  a 


So  dose  and  smooth  are  laid  the  few  fine  locks 
Colored  like  honey  oozed  from  topmost  rocks 
Sun-blanched  the  liTelong  summer '  —  if  they 

heard 
Just  those  two  rhymes,  assented  at  my  word. 
And  loved  them  as  I  love  them  who  have  run 
These  fingers  through  those  pale  locks,  let  the 

sun 
Into  the  white  cod  skin  — who  first  could  duteh. 
Thai  praise  —  I  needs  must  be  a  god  to  such. 
Or  what  if  some,  above  themselves,  and  yet 
How  had      Beneath    me,  tike   their   ESglamor, 
be  been  su-        have  set 

periOT  to      An  impress  on  our  gift  ?     So,  men 
^^MMoorl        betieve 

And  worship  what  they  know  not,  nor  receive 
Ddight  from.    Have  they  fancies  —  dow,  per- 
chance. 
Not  at  thdr  beck,  which  indistinctly  glance 
Until,  by  song,  each  floating  oart  be  linked 
To  each,  and  all  grow  palpable,  distinct  ?  " 
He  ponaered  this. 

Meanwhile,  sounds  low  and  drear 
Stole  on  him,  and  a  noise  of  footsteps,  near 
And  nearer,  while  the  underwood  was  pushed 
Aside,   the    larches   graxed,  the    dead  leaves 

crushed 
At  the  approach  of  men .  The  wind  seemed  laid ; 
Only,  the  trees  shrunk  slightly  and  a  shade 
Came  o'er  the  sky  dthongh  't  was  mid-day  yet : 


You  saw  each  half-shnt  downcast  floweret 

Flutter  —  **  a  Roman  bride,  when  they  'd  diapart 

Her  unbound  tresses  with  the  tSabine  dut. 

Holding  that  famoua  rape  in  memory  still, 

Fdt  creep  into  her  curia  the  iron  chul, 

And  looked  thus."  Eglamor  would  say  —  indeed 

This  it         ^'^  i*  iLglamor,  no  other,  these  preeede 

anafrered     Home  hither  in  the  woods.  **  T  were 

by  gffla-  surely  sweet 

uor  biiB-     Far  from  the  scene  ol  one's  forloin 

•^-  defeat 

To  deep ! "  judged  Naddo,  who  in  person  led 

Jongleurs  and  Trouveres,  chanting  at  their  head, 

A  scanty  company ;  for,  sooth  to  say. 

Our  beaten  Troubadour  had  seen  hu  day. 

Old  wonhippeis  were  something  shamed,  old 

friends 
Nigh  weary ;  still  the  death  proposed  amends. 
**  Let  us  but  get  them  safelv  through  my  song 
And  home  again  I "  quoth  Naddo. 

Alldong, 
This  man  (they  test  the  bier  upon  the  sand) 

—  This  calm  corpse  with  the  loose  flowers  in  his 

hand, 
Eglamor,  Uved  SordeUo's  oppodto. 
For  him  indeed  was  Naddo  s  notion  richt. 
And  verse  a  temple-woiahip  vague  and  vast, 
A  ceremony  that  withdrew  the  last 
Opposing  bolt,  looped  back  the  Ungering  veil 
Which  hid  the  holy  place :  should  one  so  frail 
Stand  there  without  such  effort  ?  or  repine 
If  much  was  blank,  uncertain  at  the  shrine 
He  knelt  before,  till,  soothed  by  many  a  rite. 
The  power  responded^  and  some  sound  or  sight 

-  .  Qrew  up,  his  own  forever,  to  be  fixed, 
SSo  ^^  ^°  rhyme,  the  beautiful,  forever  1  — 
to  what  mixed 

he  loved,      With  his  own  life,  unloosed  when  ha 

should  please. 
Having  it  safe  at  hand,  ready  to  ease^ 
All  pain,  remove  aU  trouble ;  everv  time 
He  looaed  that  fancy  from  ito  bmias  of  rhyme, 
(Like  Perseus  when  he  loosed  his  naked  love) 
Fdtering ;  so  distinct  and  far  above 
Himself,  these  fanciee  I    He,  no  ^nins  rare, 
Transfiguring  in  fire  or  wave  or  air 
At  will,  but  a  poor  gnome  that,  cloistered  up 
In  some  rock-chamber  with  his  agate  cap. 
His  topaz  rod,  his  seed-pearl,  in  these  few 
Aud  their  arrangement  finds  enough  to  do 
For  hiB  best  art.    Then,  how  he  loved  that  art! 
The  caJting  marking  him  a  man  apart 
From  men  —  one  not  to  care,  take  counsel  for 
Cold  hearts,  comfortless  faces —  (Eglamor 
Was  neediest  of  his  tribe)  —  ranee  verse,  the  cift, 
Was  his,  and  men,  the  whole  of  them,  mustdiift 
Without  it,  e'en  content  themsdves  with  wedth 
And  pomp  and  power,  snatdiing  a  tif e  by  stedth. 
So,  Eglamor  was  not  without  his  pride  I 
Lovinirhia    The    sorriest     bat^   which     coweit 
art  and  r»-        throughoat  noontide 
waided  hy    While  other  birds  are  jocund,  has  one 
**»  time 

When  moon  and  stars  are  blinded,  and  the  prime 
Of  earth  is  his  to  claim,  nor  find  a  peer ; 
And  E^^lamor  was  noblest  poet  here  — 
He  well  knew,  'mid  those  April  woods,  he  cast 
Conodto  npon  in  plenty  as  he  passed. 
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That  Naddo  might  suppom  him  not  to  think 

Entirely  on  the  coming  triumph  :  wink 

At  the  one  weakness !    'T  was  a  fervid  ohUd, 

That  song  of  his  ;  no  brother  of  the  guild 

Had  e'er  oonoeived  its  like.    The  rest  you  know. 

The  exaltation  and  the  overthrow : 

Our  poet  lost  his  purpose,  lost  his  rank, 

His  life  —  to  that  it  came.    Yet  envy  sank 

Within  him,  as  he  heard  Sordello  out, 

And,  for  the  first  time,  shouted  —  tried  to  shout 

Like  others,  not  from  any  zeal  to  show^ 

Pleasure  that  way :  the  common  sort  did  so. 

What  else  was  Et^lamor  ?  who,  bending  down 

As  thev,  placed  his  beneath  JSordello^s  crown, 

Printed  a  kiss  on  his  successor's  hand.  ^ 

Left  one  great  tear  on  it,  then  ioined  nis  band 

—  In  time ;  for  some  were  watcning  at  the  door : 
AVho  knows  what  envy  may  effect?      '*Give 

o'er. 
Nor  charm  his  lips,  nor  craze  him ! ''  (here  one 

spied 
And  disengaged  the  withered  crown)  —  ^*  Beside 
ills  crown  ?    How  prompt  and  clear  those  verses 

rang 
To  answer  yours !  nay,  sing  them !  "    And  he 

sang 
Them  calmly.    Home  he  went ;  friends  used  to 

wait 
His  coming,  zealous  to  congratulate ; 
Jiut,  to  a  man,  —  so  quickly  runs  report,  — 
Could  do  no  less  than  leave  him,  and  escort 
His  rival.  That  eve,  then,  bred  many  a  thought : 
What  must  his  future  life  be  ?  was  he  brought 
»So  low,  who  stood  so  lofty  this  Npring  mom  ? 
At  length  he  said,  '*  Best  sleep  now  witli  my 

scorn. 
And  b^  to-morrow  I  devise  some  plain 
Expedient !  '^    So,  be  slept,  nor  woke  again. 
Ending         They  found  as  much,  those  friends, 
with  what        when  they  returned 
had  po»-       Overflowing  with  the  marvels  they 
•eaied  him.       had  learned 
About  Sordello's  paradise,  his  roves 
Among  the  hills  and  vales  and  plains  and  groves, 
AVherein,  no  doubt,  this  lay  was  roughly  cast. 
Policed  by  slow  degrees,  completed  last 
To  Eglamor's  discomfiture  ana  death. 
Such  form  the  chanters  now,  and,  out  of 

breath, 
They  lay  the  beaten  man  in  his  abode, 
Naddo  reciting  that  same  luckless  ode. 
Doleful  to  hear.    Sordello  could  explore 
Hy  means  of  it,  however,  one  step  more 
In  joy ;  and,  mastering  the  roima  at  length. 
Learnt  how  to  live  in  weakness  as  in  strength, 
AVhen  from  his  covert  forth  he  stood,  addressed 
Eglamor,  bade  the  tender  ferns  invest, 
PmiisevaJ  pines  o'ercanopy  his  couch. 
And,  most  of  all,  his  fame  —  (shall  I  avouch 
Eglamor  heard  it,  dead  though  he  might  look, 
And  laughed  as  from  his  brow  Sordello  took 
The  crown,  and  laid  on  the  bard's  breast,  and 

said 
It  was  a  crown,  now,  fit  for  poet's  head  ?) 

—  Continue.    Nor  the  prayer  quite  fruitless  fell, 
A  plant  they  have,  vielding  a  three-leaved  bell 
Wnich  whitens  at  the  heart  ere  noon,  and  ails 
Till  evening;  evening  gives  it  to  her  gales 


To  clear  away  with  such  forgotten  things 

As  are  an  eyesore  to  the  morn :  this  brings 

Him  to  their  mind,  and  bears  his  ver>*  name. 

Eglamor       So    much    for    Eglamor.      My  owB 

done  with,        month  came  ; 

Sordello       'Twas  a  sunrise  of  blossoming  and 

»»«*»»»•  May. 

Beneath  a  flowering  laurel  thicket  lay 

SordeUo ;  each  new  sprinkle  of  white  stan 

That  smell  fainter  of  wine  than  Maadc  jars 

Dug  up  at  Baiie,  when  the  south  wind  shed 

The  ripest,  made  him  happier ;  filleted 

And  robed  the  same,  only  a  lute  beside 

Lay  on  the  tui-f .     Before  him  far  and  wide 

The  countrv  stretched :  Goito  slept  behind 

—  The  castle  and  its  covert,  which  confined 

Him  with  his  hopes  and  feats;  so  fain  of  old 

To  leave  the  story  of  his  bii'th  untold. 

At  intervals,  'spite  the  fantastic  glow 

Of  his  Apollo-lu e,  a  certain  low 

And  wretched  wh]si)er,  winding  thiough  the 

bliss, 
Admonished,  no  such  fortune  could  be  his. 
All  was  quite  false  and  sure  to  fade  one  day : 
The  closelier  drew  he  round  him  his  array 
Of  brilliance  to  expel  tlie  truth.    But  when 
A  reason  for  his  difference  from  men 
Surprised  him  at  the  grave,  he  took  no  rest 
Wlule  aupht  of  that  old  life,  superbly  dressed 
Down  to  its  meanest  incident,  remained 
A  mystery  :  alas,  they  soon  explained 
Away^  Apollo !  and  the  tale  amounts 
To  this :  when  at  Vicenza  both  her  counts 
Who  he        Banislied  the  Vivaresi  kith  and  kin, 
really  was,    Those  Maltraveroi  hung  on  Ecelin, 
and  why       Reviled  him  as  he  followed;  he  for 


s 


ijnte 


at  Ootto. 

Must  fire  thefr  quarter,  though  that  self-same 

night 
Among  the  flames  yonng  Ecelin  svbs  bom 
Of  Adelaide,  there  too,  and  barely  torn 
From  the  roused  populace  hard  on  the  rear, 
By  a  poor  archer  when  his  chieftain's  fear 
Grew  nigh ;  into  the  thick  Elcorte  leapt, 
Saved  her,  and  died  ;  no  creature  left  except 
His  child  to  thank.    And  when  the  full  escape 
Was  known  —  how  men  impaled  from  chine  to 

nape 
Unlucky  Prata,  all  to  nieces  spumed 
Bishop  Pistore's  concubines,  and  burned 
Tanrello's  entire  household,  flesh  and  fell. 
Missing  the  sweeter  pr^  —  such  courage  well 
Might  claim  reward.    Tlie  orphan,  ever  since, 
Sonlello,  had  been  nurtured  by  his  prince 
Within  a  blind  retreat  where  Adelaide  — 
(For,  once  this  notable  discovery  made. 
The  past  at  every  point  was  understood) 
—  Might  harbor  easily  when  times  were  rude. 
When  Azzo  schemed  for  Palma,  to  retrieve 
That  pledge  of  Agnes  Este  —  loth  to  leave 
Mantua  ui^uarded  with  a  vigilant  eye. 
While  there  Taurello  bode  ambiguously  -^ 
He  who  could  have  no  motive  now  to  moil 
For  his  own  fortunes  since  their  utter  spoil  — 
As  it  were  worth  while  yet  (went  the  report) 
To  disenga|re  himself  from  her.    In  short, 
Apollo  vamshed  ;  a  mean  youth,  just  named 
His  lady's  minstrel,  was  to  be  proclaimed 
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—How  shall  I  phnae  it  ?  —  Mooarah  of  the 

Be,  so  m-       World ! 

tk,  would    For,  on  the  day  when  that  array  waa 

iM  *»  «>       furled 

"""^  -  Forever,  and  in  place  of  one  a  fllave 

To  langinga,  wild  indeed,  but  lunKuigB  aaTe 

In  dn^Hna  aa  wild,  suppreaBcd  —  one  darinflr 

not 
Aasnme  the  mastery  such  dreams  allot. 
Until  a  magifal  equipment,  strength, 
Giaee,  wisdom,  decked  him  too,  —he  ehoae  at 

length. 
Content  with  nn^roved  wits  and  failing  frame. 
In  Tirtoe  of  his  simfJe  will,  to  claim 
That  mastery,  no  Imb  —  to  do  his  best 
With  means  so  limited,  and  let  the  rest 
Go  by,  —  the  seal  was  set :  never  again 
Sordello  eoold  in  his  own  sight  remain 

the   One  of  the  many,  one  with  hopea  and 


■>>ybe         And  intereats  nowise  distuiot  from 
■wnetlmig,       than, 

Onlr  peenliar  in  a  thriveless  store 

Of  faneiBB^  whieh  were  fancies  and  no  mote ; 

Nerer  again  for  him  and  for  the  crowd 

A  common  law  was  challenged  and  allowed 

If  calmly  roasoned  of,  howe  er  denied 

By  a  mad  impnlse  nothing  jnstified 

Short  of  ApoUo's  presence.    The  diyoroe 

Is  dear :  why  needs  Sordello  square  his  course 

By  any  known  examine  ?    Men  no  more 

Compete  with  him  than  tree  and  flower  before. 

Hinwelf,  inactiTe,  yet  is  greater  far  ^ 

Than  anch  as  act,  each  stooping  to  his  star, 

Acquiring  thence  his  function ;  he  has  gained 

Hie  same  resalt  with  meaner  mortals  trained 

To  strength  or  beanty,  moulded  to  ezpreas 

£adi  the  idea  that  rules  him ;  since  no  less 

He  comprehends  that  function,  but  can  still 

Embrace  the  others,  take  of  might  his  fill 

With  Richard  aa  of  grace  with  Palraa,  mix 

Their  qualities,  or  for  a  moment  fix 

On  one  ;  abiding  free  meantime,  micramped 

By  any  partial  organ,  never  stamped 

Strodg',  and  to  strength  turning  ail  energies  — 

Wise,  and  restricted  to  becoming  wise  — 

That  is,  he  Iotcs  not,  nor  possesses  One 

Idea  that,  8tar>]ike  over,  lures  him  on 

To  its  exelufflve  purpose.    **  Fortunate  ! 

Hiis  flesh  of  niine  ne'er  strove  to  emulate 

A  soul  so  Tarious —  took  no  casual  mould 

Of  the  first  fimcy  and,  contracted,  cold, 

dogged  her  forever — soul  averse  to  change 

As  fleah:  whereas  flesh  leaves  soul  free  to  range, 

Remains  itself  a  blank,  cast  into  shade, 

Eoenmbers  little,  if  it  cannot  aid. 

For  the         i^t  nui^,  free  soul !  —  who,  by  self- 

fMt  tlMt  consciousness, 

he  cm  do     The  last  drop  of  all  beauty  dost  ex- 


The  grace  of  seeing  grace,  a  quinteaaence 

For  thee :  while  for  the  world,  tliat  can  dispense 

Wonder  on  men  who,  themselveSf  wonder — 

make 
A  shift  to  love  at  second-hand,  and  take 
For  idols  those  who  do  but  idolize. 
Themselves,  —  the  world  that  counts  men  strong 

or 


Who,  themsttlves,  court  strength,  wisdom,  — it 

shall  bow 
Surely  in  unexampled  worship  now, 
Diaoerning  me  1  *'  — 

(Dear  monarch,  I  beseech. 
Notice  how  lamentablv  wide  a  breach 
Is  here :  discovering  tms,  discover  tuu 
What  our  poor  world  has  possibly  to  do 
With  it  I    As  ingmy  natures  as  you  pleaite  — 
So  much  the  better  for  you ;  take  votir  eMMe, 
Look  on,  and  laugh ;  style  youraell  ItiMl  h1uii«  ; 
Strangle  some  day  with  a  cross  olive-stone  ! 
All  that  is  right  enough :  but  whv  wiuit  us 
To  know  that  vou  yourself  know  thuH  aiwl  t  hu8 '?) 
**  The  world  shall  how  to  me  concei\  iug  all 
Han's  life,  who  see  its  bhases,  great  and  small. 
Afar  —  not  tasting  any ;  no  machine 
To  exeroise  my  utmost  will  is  mine : 
Be  mine  mere  conscionsneflB !    Let  men  perceive 
What  I  could  do,  a  mastery  believe. 
Asserted  and  established  to  the  throu^; 
By  their  selected  evidence  of  song 
Which  now  shall  prove,  whatever  they  are,  or 

seek 
To  be,  I  am  —  whose  words,  not  actions  speaki 
Who  change  no  standards  of  perfection,  vex    ■ 
With  no  strange  forms  created  to  perplex. 
But  just  perform  their  bidding  and  no  luorov 
At  their  own  satiating-point  give  o'er. 
While  each  shall  love  in  me  the  love  that  leads 
His  soul  to  power's  perfection."     Song,  not 

deeds, 
(For  we  get  tired)  was  chosen.    Fate  would 

brook 
Mankind  no  other  organ ;  he  would  look 
For  not  another  channel  to  dispense 
His  own  volition  by,  receive  men's  sense 
Of  its  supremacy  —  would  live  content. 
Obstructed  else,  with  merely  Terse  for  vent. 
Yet  Is  able    Nor  should,  for  instance,  strengtli  aa 
to  Imagine       outlet  seek 

every-  And,  striving,  be  admired ;  nor  grace 

"'*»«»  beepeak 

Wonder,  displayed  in  gracious  attitudes ; 
Nor  wisdom,  poured  forth,  change  unseemly 

moods: 
But  he  would  give  and  take  on  song's  one  point. 
Like  some  huge  throbbiug  stone  that,  i)oised 

a- joint. 
Sounds,  to  affect  on  its  basaltic  bed, 
Must  sue  ui  just  one  accent ;  tempests  shed 
Thunder,  and  raves  the  windstorm  :  only  let 
That  kev  b^  any  little  noise  be  set  — 
The  far  oenifi^ted  hunter's  halloo  pitch 
On  that,  the  hungry  curlew  chance  to  scritch 
Or  serpent  hiss  it,  rustling  through  the  rift. 
However  loud,  however  low  —  all  lift 
The  groaning  monster,  stricken  to  the  heart. 

Lo  ye,  the  world's  concernment,  for  its  iMirt, 
If  th«  And  this,  for  his,  will  hardly  inter* 

world  M-         fere  1 

teem  this     Its  businesses  in  blood  and  blaze  tills 
equiTaleat.       year 

But  while  the  hour  awav  —  a  pastime  Blielit 
Till  he  shall  step  upon  tne  platform :  right ! 
And,  now  thus  much  is  settled,  cast  in  n»n»rh. 
Proved    feasible,     be     counselled  1     tliuught 
enough,— 
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Slumber,  Sordello !  any  day  will  serve : 
Were  it  a  less  digested  plan !  how  swerre 
To-morrow  ?    Meanwhile  eat  these  snn-dried 

grapes, 
And  watch  the  soaring  hawk  there  I    Life  es- 
capes 
Merrily  thns. 

He  thoroi^hly  r^ul  o*er 
His  tmchman  Naddo^s  missiye  six  times  more, 
Praying  him  visit  Mantua  and  supply 
A  famished  world. 

The  evening  star  was  high 
When  he  reached  Mantua,  but  his  fame  ar^ 

rived 
Before  him :  friends  applauded,  foes  connived, 
And  Naddo  looked  an  angel,  and  the  rest 
Angels,  and  all  these  angels  would  be  blest 
Supremely  by  a  song — tne  thrice-renowned 
Goito-manufaoture.    Then  he  found 
(Casting  about  to  satisfy  the  crowd) 
He  has         That  happy  vehicle,  so  late  allowed, 
loTed  A  sore  annoyance ;  't  was  the  song's 

■oug't  re-         effect 

sultB,  not      He  cared  for,  scarce  the  song  itself : 
«>"KJ  reflect  I 

In  the  past  life,  what  might  be  singing's  use  ? 
Just  to  delight  his  Delians,  whose  jirofuse 
Praise,  not  the  toilsome  process  which  procured 
That  praise,  enticed  Apollo :  dreams  abjured, 
No  overleaping  means  for  ends — take  both 
For  granted  or  take  neither !     I  am  loth 
To  say  the  rhvmes  at  last  were  Eglamor^s ; 
But  Naddo,  chuckling,  bade  competitors 
*3o  pine  ;  ^^  the  master  certes  meant  to  waste 
No  effort,  cautiously  had  probed  the  taste 
He  'd  please  anon  :  true  bard,  in  short,  disturb 
His  title  if  they  could  ;  nor  spur  nor  curb, 
Fancy  nor  reason,  wanting  in  him  ;  whence 
The  staple  of  his  verses,  common  sense  : 
He  built  on  man's  broad  nature  —  gift  of  gifts. 
That  power  to  build!     The  world  contented 

shifts 
With  counterfeits  enough,  a  dreary  sort 
Of  warriors,  statesmen,  ere  it  can  extort 
Its  poet-soul  —  that 's,  after  all,  a  freak 
(The  having  eyes  to  see  and  tongue  to  speak) 
With  our  herd's  stupid  sterling  happiness 
So  plainly  incompatible  that  —  yes  — 
Yes —  should  a  son  of  his  improve  the  breed 
And  turn  out  poet,  he  were  cursed  indeed  I  " 
**  Well,  there  s  Goitoand  its  woods  anon. 
If  the  worst  happen  ;  best  go  stoutly  on 
Now  1 "  thought  Sordello. 
Bo,  most  Ay,  and  goes  on  yet  I 

effect  thia    Ton  pother  with  your  glossaries  to 
toobtsin  get 

tboae.  ^  notion  of  the  Troubadour's  intent 

In  rondel,  tenzoii,  virlai,  or  sirvent  — 
Mudb  as  you  study  arras  how  to  twirl 
His  angelot,  plaything  of  page  and  girl 
Once ;  but  you  surely  reach,  at  last,  —  or,  no ! 
Never  quite  reach  what  struck  the  people  so, 
As  from  the  welter  of  their  time  he  drew 
Its  elements  successively  to  view. 
Followed  all  actions  backward  on  their  course, 
And  catching  up,  unmingled  at  the  source. 
Such  a  strei^rth,  such  a  weakness,  added  then 
A  touch  or  two.  and  turned  them  into  men. 


Virtue  took  form,  nor  vice  refused  a  shape ; 
Here  heaven  opened,  there  was  hell  agi^, 
As  Saint  this  simpered  past  in  sanctity. 
Sinner  the  other  flared  portentous  by 
A  greedy  people.    Then  why  stop,  surprised 
At  his  success  ?    The  scheme  was  reauxed 
Too  suddenly  in  one  respect :  a  crowd 
Praising,  eyes  (^uick  to  see,  and  lips  as  loud 
To  speak,  delicious  homage  to  receive. 
The  woman's  breath  to  feel  upon  his  sleeve. 
Who  said,^ "  But  Anafest  —  why  asks  he  less 
Thau  Lucio,  in  your  verses  ?  how  confess, 
It  seemed  too  much    but   yestereve ! "  —  the 

youth. 
Who  bade  him  earnestly,  **  Avow  the  truth  ! 
You  love  Bianoa,  surely,  from  your  song ; 
I  knew  I  was  unworthy !  "  —  soft  or  strong. 
In  poured  such  tributes  ere  he  had  arranged 
Ethereal  wi^s  to  take  them,  sorted,  champed. 
Digested.    Courted  thus  at  unawares, 
In  spite  of  his  pretensions  and  his  car^, 
He  caught  himself  shamefully  hankering 
After  the  obvious  petty  joys  that  spring 
From  true  life,  fain  relinquish  pedestal 
He  BUG-        And   condescend   with    pleasures  — 
oeeds  «  one  and  all 

little,  but     To  be  renounced,  no  doubt ;  for,  thus 
fails  to  chain 

^^^  *  Himself  to  sinp-le  joys  and  so  refrain 

From   tasting   their  qumteasence,  frustrates, 

sure, 
His  prime  design  ;  each  joy  must  he  abjure 
Even  for  love  of  it. 

He  lauded  :  what  sage 
But  perishes  if  from  his  magic  page 
He  look  because,  at  the  first  line,  a  proof 
'T  was  heard  salutes  him  from  the  cavern  roof  ? 
**  On  !    Give  yourself,  excluding  aught  beside. 
To  the  day's  task ;  compel  your  slave  provide 
Its  utmost  at  the  soonest ;  turn  the  leaf 
Thoroughly  conned.     These  lays  of  yours,  in 

brief  — 
Cannot  men  bear,  now,  something  better?  — 

A  pitch  beyond  this  unreal  pageantry 

Of  essences  ?  the  period  sure  has  ceased 

For  such :  present  us  with  ourselves,  at  least. 

Not  portions  of  ourselves,  mere  loves  and  hates 

Made  flesh  :  wait  not ! " 

Tries  Awhile  the  poet  waits 

again,  is       However.       The     first    trial     was 

no  better         enough : 

Batiaded,       jj^  jgft  imagining,  to  try  the  stuff 

That  held  the  imaged  tning,  and,  let  it  writhe 

Never  so  fiercely,  scarce  allowed  a  tithe 

To  reach  the  lignt  —  his  Language.     How  he 

sought 
The   cause,    conceived   a  cure,  and  slow  re- 
wrought 
That  Language,  —  welding  words  into  the  crude 
Mass  from  the  new  speech  round  him,  till  a 

rude 
Armor  was  hammered  out,  in  time  to  be 
Approved  beyond  the  Roman  panoply 
Melted  to  make  it,  —  boots  not.    This  obtained 
With  some  ado,  no  obstacle  remained 
To  using  it ;  accordingly  he  took 
An  action  with  its  actors,  quite  forsook 
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Fond 


And 


Uiniself  to  live  in  eftoh,  returned  anon 
With  the  result — a  creature,  and,  by  one 
And  one,  proceeded  leisurely  to  equip 
Its  limbs  in  hameM  of  his  workmanship. 
"  Acoompliahed  I    Listen,  Mantuans  I  ^' 

essay  I 

Piece  after  piece  that  armor  broke  away, 
Because  perceptions  whole,  like  that  he  sought 
To  clothe,  reject  so  pure  a  work  of  tiioo^ht 
As  lamnage  :  thought  may  take  perception's 

place 
But  hardly  co-exist  in  any  case. 
Being  its  mere  presentment  —  of  the  whole 
By  parts,  the  simultaneous  and  the  sole 
Br  the  successive  and  the  many.    Lacks 
The  crowd  perception  ?  painfuUy  it  tacks 
Thought  to  thought,  wiuoh  SordeUo,  needing 

such. 
Has  rent  perception  into :  it  *8  to  dutch 
And  reconstruct  —  his  ofBce  to  diffuse. 
Destroy :  as  hard,  then,  to  obtain  a  Muse 
As  to^  become  Apollo.    ' '  For  the  rest. 
E'en  if  some  wondrous  vehicle  expressed 
Thus  whole  dream,  what  impertinenoe  in  me 
So  to  express  it,  who  myself  can  be 
The  dream  1  nor,  on  the  other  hand,  are  those 
I  sing  to,  over-likely  to  suppose 
And  de-       ^  higher  than  the  highest  I  present 
clioM  Now,  which  they  praise  already  :  be 

from  the  content  ^ 

id«sl  of        Both  parties,  rather  —  they  with  the 
old  vene, 
I   with   the   old  praise  —  far  go,  fare 
worse!*' 
A  few  adhering  rivets  loosed,  upsprxnn 
The  ansel,  sparkles  off  his  nuil,  which  rings 
Whirled  from  each  delicatest  limb  it  warps. 
So  might  Apollo  from  the  sudden  corpae 
Of  Hyaointh  have  cast  his  luckless  quoits. 
He  set  to  celebrating  the  exploits 
Of  Montfort  o'er  the  Mounttuneers. 

Hiencame 
The  woiid's  revenge :  their  pleasure,  now  his  aim 
Morelj.  —  what  was  it  ?    '^  Not  to  plav  the  fool 
So  mncn  as  learn  our  lesson  in  your  school  1  " 
Replied  the  world.    He  found  that,  every  time 
He  gained  applause  by  any  baUad-rnyme, 
His  auditory  recognized  no  jot 
As  he  intended,  and,  mistaking  not 
Him  for  his  meanest  hero,  ne'er  was  dunce 
Snffioieiit  to  believe  him  —  all,  at  once. 
His  will  .  .  .  conceive  it  caring  for  his  will  I 
'—Mantuans,  the  main  of  them,  admiring  stiU 
How  a  mere  singer,  ugly,  stunted,  weak. 
Had  Montfort  at  completely  (so  to  speak) 
His  fingers'  ends;   while  past  the  praise-tide 

swept 
To  Montfort,  either's  share  distinctly  kept : 
The  troe  meed  for  true  merit  I  —  his  abates 

Into  a  sort  he  most  repudiates. 

And  on  them  angrily  he  turns.  Who 
were 

The   Mantuans,  after  all,  that  he 
should  care 

About  their  recognition,  ay  or  no  ? 
In  spite  of  the  convention  months  ago, 
(Why  blink  the  truth?)  was  not  he  lorced  to 
help 


What  is 
the 

W)rld*s 
racogni* 

worth? 


This  same  nnjtniteful  andienoe,  everr  whelp 
Of  Naddo's  litter,  make  them  paas  tor  peen 
With  the  bright  band  of  old  Goito  years. 
As  erst  he  toiled  for  flower  or  tree?     Why, 

there 
Sat  Palma  1    Adelaide's  funereal  hair 
Ennobled  the  next  comer.    Ay,  he  strewed 
A  fairy  dust  upon  that  multitude. 
Although  he  feigned  to  take  them  by  them* 

selves ; 
His  ^;iaiits  dip;nified  those  puny  elves, 
Sublime  their  faint  applause.     In  short,  ha 

found 

Himself  still  footing  a  delusive  round. 

Remote  as  ever  from  the  self -display 

He  meant  to  compass,  hampered  every  way 

By  what  he  hoped  assistance.    Wherefore  then 

Ck>ntinue,  make  believe  to  find  in  men 

A  use  he  found  not  ? 

Weeks,  months,  years  went  by, 

And  lo,  SordeUo  vanished  utterly. 

Sundered  in  twain ;  each  spectral  part  at  strife 

With  each  ;  one  Jarred  against  another  life  ; 

How,  poet   The  Foet  thwarting  hopelessly  the 

iM>  longer         Man, 

in  uuity       Who,  fooled  no  longer,  free  in  faaoT 
with  man,        ^m, 

Here,  there,  —  let  slip  no  opportunities 
As  pitiful,  forsooth,  beside  the  prize 
To  drop  on  him  some  no-time  and  acquit 
His  constant  faith  (the  Poet-half's  to  wit— 
That  waiving  any  compromise  between 
No  joy  and  all  joy  kept  the  hunger  keen 
Beyond  most  methods)  — of  incurring  scoff 
From  the  Man-portion  —  not  to  be  put  off 
With  self-reflectingB  by  the  Poet's  scheme. 
Thon^  ne'er  so  bright.     Who  sauntMed  iortk 

in  dream. 
Dressed  anyhow^  nor  waited  mystic  frames, 
Tmmeaauraole  gifts,  astounding  claims. 
But  just  his  sorry  self  ?  —  who  yet  mig^t  be 
Sorner  for  aught  he  in  reality 
Achieved,  so  pinioned  Man's  the  Poet^part, 
Fondling,  in  turn  of  fancy,  verse  ;  the  Art 
Developing  his  soul  a  thousand  ways  — 
Potent,  b^  its  assistance,  to  amase 
The  multitude  with  majesties,  convince 
Each  sort  of  nature,  that  the  nature's  prince 
Accosted  it.    Language,  the  makeshift,  grew 
Into  a  bravest  of  expedients,  too ; 
Apollo,  seemed  it  now,  perverse  had  thrown 
Quiver  and  bow  away,  the  lyre  alone 
Sufficed.    While,  out  of  dream,  his  day's  work 

went 
To  tune  a  crazy  tenzon  or  sirvent  — 
So  hampered  him  the  Man-part,  thrust  to  judge 
Between  the  bard  and   toe  bard's  audience, 

grudge 
A  minute's  toil  that  missed  its  due  reward  I 
But  the  complete  Sordello,  Man  and  Bard, 

John's  cloud-girt  angel,  this  foot  on 

the  land. 
That  on  the  sea,  with,  open  in  his 

hand, 
A  bitter^weetling  of  a  book  —  waa 
gone. 
Then,  if  internal  struggles  to  be  one 
Whioh  frittered  him  incessantly  piecemeal. 
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Referred,  ne'er  so  obliquely,  to  the  real 
Intruding  Mantuans !  ever  with  some  oaU 
To  action  while  he  pondered,  once  for  all, 
Whioh  looked  the  easier  effort  —  to  pursue 
This  course,  still  leap  o*er  paltry  joys,  yearn 

through 
The  preaent  ill-appreciated  staiire 
Of  seJf-revealment,  and  compel  the  age 
Know  him ;  or  else,  forswearing  bard-craft,  wake 
From  out  his  lethargy  and  nobly  shake 
Off  timid  habits  of  denial,  mix 
With  men,  enjoy  like  men.    Ere  he  could  fix 
On  aught,  in  rushed  the  Mantuans ;  much  they 

cared 
For  his  j^erplexity !    Thus  unprepared, 
The  obvious  if  not  onlv  shelter  lay 
With  thooe  In  deeds,  the  dull  conventions  of  liis 
toohajrd  day 

for  half  of    Prescribed  the  like  of  him  :  why  not 
*»*"»*  be  glad 

'T  is  settled  Palma's  minstrel,  ppood  or  bad, 
Submits  to  this  and  that  established  rule  ? 
Let  Vidal  change,  or  any  other  fool. 
His  muTTcr^-colored  robe  for  filamot,  ^ 
And  crop  his  hair ;  too  skin-deep,  is  it  not. 
Such  vigor  ?    Then,  a  sorrow  to  the  heart. 
His  talk  1    Whatever  topics  they  might  start 
Had^  to  be  groped  for  in  nis  conscionsness 
Straight,  and  as  straight  delivered  them  by 


guess. 
Only  obliged  to  ask  himself,  *'''  What  was," 
A  speedy  answer  followed  ;  but,  alas. 
One  of  God's  large  ones,  tardy  to  condense 
Itself  into  a  period  |  answers  whence 
A  tangle  of  conclusions  must  be  stripped 
At  any  risk  ere,  trim  to  pattern  clipped, 
They  matched  rare  specimens  the  Aiiuitnan  flock 
RegiUed  him  with,  each  talker  from  his  stock 
Of  sorted-o'er  opinions,  every  stage, 
Juic^  in  youth  or  desiccate  with  age. 
Fruits  like  the  fig-tree's,  rathe-ripe,  rotten-rich, 
Sweet-sour,  all  tastes  to  take  :  a  practice  which 
He  too  had  not  impossibly  attained. 
Once  either  of  those  fancy-flights  restrained  ; 
(For,  at  conjecture  how  might  words  appear 
To  others,  playing  there  what  hap]>ened  here, 
And  occupied  abroad  by  what  he  spumed 
At  home,  t  was  slipped,  the  occasion  he  returned 
To  seixe  :)  he  *d  strike    that  lyre  adroitly  — 

speech. 
Would  but  a  twenty-cubit  plectre  reach  ; 
A  dever  hand,  consummate  instrument, 
Were  both  brought  close  ;  each  excellency  went 
For  nothingj  else.    The  question  Naddo  asked. 
Had  just  a  lifetime  moderately  tasked 
To  answer,  Naddo's  fwihion.    More  dii^rnst 
Of  whom      And  more  :  why  move  his  soul,  since 
he  is  alflo  move  it  must 

too  con-       At    minute's  notice    or  as  good  it 
teniptuouB.       failed 

To  move  at  all  ?    The  end  was,  he  retailed 
Some  ready-made  opinion,  put  to  use 
This  quip,  that  maxim,  ventured  reproduce 
Ga<itures  and  tones  —  at  any  folly  caught 
Serving  to  finish  with,  nor  too  much  sought 
If  false  or  true  't  was  spoken  ;  praise  ana  blame 
Of  what  he  said  grew  pretty  nigh  the  same 
—Meantime  awards  to  meantime  acts :  his  soul, 


Unequal  to  the  compassing  a  whole, 

Saw,  in  a  tenth  part,  less  and  less  to  strive 

About.    And  as  for  men  in  turn  .  •  .  coutriye 

Who  could  to  take  eternal  interest 

In  them,  so  hate  the  worst,  so  love  the  best  I 

Though,  in  purauance  of  his  passive  plan. 

He  hailed,  decried,  the  proper  way. 

As  Man 
So  figured  he  ;  and  how  as  Poet  ?    Verse 
Came  only  not  to  a  stand-still.    The  worse, 
That  his  poor  piece  of  daily  work  to  do 
Was,  not  sink  under  any  rivals ;  who 
He  pleases    Loudly  and    long  enoi^h,   without 
neither  tliese  qualms, 

himself        Turned,  from  Bocafoli's  stark-naked 
northern:        pgilms. 

To  Plant's  soiuiets  spoilt  by  toying  with, 

*^  As  knops  that  stud  some  abiiug  to  the  pith 

PrickM  for  gum,    wry  thence,  and  cnnklM 

worse 
Than  pursed  eyelids  of  a  river-horse 
Sunning  himself  o'  the  slime  when  whirrs  the 

breeze ' '  — 
Gad-fly,  that  is.    He  might  compete  with  tliese  I 
But  — but  — 

*' Observe  a  jwnipion-twine  afloat ; 
Pluck  me  one  cup  from  off  the  castle-moat ! 
Which  the    Along  with  cup  you  raise  leaf,  stalk 
best  judges      and  root, 

account        Tlie  entire  surface  of  the  pool  to 
'or-  boot. 

So  could  I  pluck  a  cup,  put  in  one  song 
A  single^  sight,  did  not  my  hand,  too  strong. 
Twitch  in  tne  least  the  root-strii^;s  of  the  whole. 
How  should  externals  satisfy  my  soul  ?  " 
"  Why  that 's  precise  the  error  Squarcialniie  " 
(Hazarded  Naddo)  '"  finds ;  ^  the  nu^n  can't  stoop 
To  sing  us  out,'  quoth  he,  *  a  mere  romance  ; 
He  'd  fain  do  better  than  the  best,  enhance 
The  subjects*  rarity,  work  problems  out 
Therewith.'    Now,  you  're  a  bard,  a  bard  past 

doubt, 
And  no  philosopher ;  why  introduce 
Crotchets  like  these  ?  fine,  surely,  but  no  use 
In  poetry  —  which  still  must  be,  to  strike. 
Based  upon  common  sense ;  there  's  nothing  like 
Appealing  to  our  nature  I  what  beside 
Was  your  first  poetry  ?    No  tricks  were  tried 
In  that,  no  hollow  thrills,  affected  throes ! 
'  The  man,'  said  we,  *"  tells  his  own  joys  and 

woes : 
We  *11  trust  him.'    Would  you  have  j'our  songs 

endure  ? 
Bnild  on  the  human  heaH !  —  whv,  to  be  sure 
Yours  is  one  sort  of  heart  —  bnt  I  mean  theirs. 
Ours,  every  one's,  the  healthy  heart  one  cares 
To  build  on  !    Central  peace,  mother  of  strength. 
That's  father  of  .  .  .  nay,  go  yourself  mat 

length. 
Ask  those  oalm-hearted  doers  what  they  do 
When  they  have  got  their  calm !    And  is  it 

true. 
Fire  rankles  at  the  heart  of  every  globe  ? 
Perhaps.    Bnt  these  are  matters  one  may  probe 
Too  deeply  for  poetic  purposes : 
Rather  select  a  theorr  that  .      .  yes. 
Laugh  I  what  does  that  prove  ?  --  stations  yov 

midway 
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And  saves  some  little  o*er-iefiniii|r.    Na]^* 
That  '8  nmk  injostice  done  me  !    I  Testriot 
The  poet  ?    Don't  I  hold  tlie  poet  picked 
Out  of  a  host  of  warrion,  Htateenieu  .  .  .  did 
I  tell  70Q  ?    Very  like  !    As  well  yon  hid 
Tliat  sense  of  power,  yuu  have  1    True  baids 

believe 
All  able  to  achieve  what  they  achieve  — 
That  is,  iust  nothinf;  —  in  one  point  abide 
Prolonnaer  simpletons  than  all  beside. 
Oh,  ay !    The  knowledf^  that  yuu  are  a  bard 
Must  constitute  your  prime,  nav  sole,  reward  I  *' 
So  prattled  Naddo,  busiest  of  the  tribe 
Of  genius-haunters  —  how  shall  I  describe 
Wluit  grubs  or  nips  or  rubs  or  rips  —  your  louse 
For  love,  your  flea  for  hate,  ma«oianimous. 
Their  Mali^rnant,  Papiiaooda,  Tagliafer, 

eritidsBw     Pickmg  a  sustenance  from  wear  and 
giTesnuiU         tear 

comfort :       Qy  implements  it  sedulous  employs 
To  undertake,  lay  down,  mete  out,  o^er-toise 
Sordello  ?    fifty  creepers  to  elude 
At  once  !    They  settled  stanchly :  sliame  ensued : 
Behold  the  monarch  ef  mankind  succumb 
To  the  last  fool  who  turned  him  round  his 

thumb. 
As  Naddo  styled  it !    'T  was  not  worth  oppose 
The  matter  of  a  moment,  gauisay  those 
He  aimed  at  getting  rid  of ;  better  think 
Tlieir  thoughts  and  speak  their  speech,  secure 

to  slink 
Back  expeditiously  to  his  safe  place. 
And  chew  the  cud  —  what  he  and  what  Ills  race 
Were  reaUy,  each  of  them.     Yet  even  this 
Conformity  was  partial.    He  would  miss 
8onie  point,  brought  into  contact  with  them  ere 
Assured  in  what  small  segment  of  the  sphere 
Of  his  existence  they  att^iuled  him  ; 
Whence  blunders,  falsehoods  rectified  —  a  grim 
List  —  slur  it  over  I    How  ?    If  di-eams  were 

tried. 
His  will  swayed  sicklilv  from  side  to  side, 
Nor  merely  neutralized  his  waking  act 
But  tendea  e*en  in  fancy  to  distract 
The  intermediate  will,  the  choice  of  means. 
He  lost  the  art  of  dreaming  :  Muiituan  scenes 
ijupplied  a  baron,  say,  he  sang  before, 
Handsomely  reckless,  full  to  running  o'er 
Of  gaUantnes ;  *'  abjure  the  soul,  content 
With  body,  therefore  ! "    Scarcely  had  he  bent 
Hbnaelf  in  dream  thus  low,  when  matter  fast 
Cried  out,  he  fouid.  for  spirit  to  contrast 
And  task  it  duW ;  by  advances  slight. 
The  cdmple  stuff  becoming  composite, 
C-ount  Lori  grew  Apollo  —  best  recall 
His  fancy  I    Then  would  some  rough  peasant- 
Paul, 
Like  those  old  Eoelin  confers  with,  glance 
His  gay  araarel  o'er ;  that  countenance 
Gathierod  his  shattered  fancies  into  one. 
And,  bodv  clean  abolished,  soul  alone 
Sufficed  the  gray  Paulician :  by  and  by. 
And  bis        To  balance  the  ethereidity, 
own  de-        Passions  were  needed :  foiled  he  sank 
gndatioo  again. 

W"         Meanwhile  the  world  rejoiced  ('tis 
piete.  ^^g  explain) 

Beeanse  a  sodden  sickness  set  it  free 


FVom  AdeUude.    Missing  the  mother-bee. 
Her  mountain-hive  Komano  swarmed ;  at  once 
A  mstle-f  orth  of  daughters  and  of  sons 
Blackened  the  valley.    ''  I  am  sick  too,  old. 
Half-crazed  I  think  ;  what  good 's  the  Kaiser's 

To  snoh  an  one  ?    God  help  me  I  for  I  oat«h 
My  children's  greedy  sparkling  eyes  at  watch  — 

*  He  beats  that  double  Dreastplate  on,'  they  say, 

*  So  many  minutes  less  than  yesterday  t ' 
Beside,  Monk  Hilary  is  on  hu  knees 

Now,  sworn  to  kneel  and  pray  till  Qod  shall 

please 
Exact  a  punishment  for  many  things 
You  know,  and  some  yon  never  knew ;  which 

brings 
To  memory,  Azxo's  sbter  Beatrix 
And  Richard's  Giglia  are  my  Alberic's 
And  £celin's  betrothed  :  the  Count  himself 
Must  get  my  Palma :  Gnibellin  and  Guelf 
Mean  to  embrace  each  other."    So  began 
Adelmide's    Romano's   missive    to   his   fighting 
dmth :  man 

what  bap-    Taurello  — on  the   Tuscan's  death, 
pens  <Mi  it :        away 

With  Friedrich  sworn  to  sail  frani  Naples*  bay 
Next  month  for  Syria.    Never  thundei^ap 
Out  of  Vesuvius'  throat,  like  this  mishap 
StMtled  him.    **  That  aocuised  Vicenza !    I 
Absent,  and  she  selects  this  time  to  die ! 
Ho.  fellows,  for  Vicenza  1 "    Half  a  score 
Of  notses  ridden  dead,  he  stood  before 
Romano  in  his  reeking  spurs :  too  Ute  - 
**  Boniface  urged  me,  Este  could  not  wiut," 
The   chieftain   stammered;   *'let   me   die  in 

peace  — 
Forget  me  !    Was  it  I  who  craved  increase 
Of  rule  ?    Do  you  and  Friedrich  plot  your  worst 
Against  the  Father :  as  ^ou  found  me  first 
So  leave  me  now.    For^^ve  me  1    Palma,  sure, 
Is  at  Goito  still.    Retain  that  lure  — 
Only  be  pacified  I  " 

The  country  rung 
With  such  a  piece  of  news  :  on  everv  tongue, 
How  £oelin's  great  servant,  congeed  off, 
Had  done  a  long  day's  service,  so,  might  doff 
The  green  and  yellow,  and  recover  breath 
At  Mantua,  whither,  — since  Retmde's  death, 
(The  girlish  slip  of  a  Sicilian  bride 
From  Otho's  house,  he  carried  to  reside 
At  Mantua  till  the  Ferrarese  should  pile 
A  structure  worthy  her  imperial  style, 
The  gardens  raise,  the  statues  there  enshrine. 
She  never  lived  to  see)  —  although  his  line 
Was  ancient  in  her  arehives  and  she  took 
A  pride  in  him,  that  city,  nor  forsook 
Her  child  when  he  forsook  himself  and  spent 
A  prowess  on  Romano  surely  meant 
For  his  own  f^rowth  —  whither  he  ne'er  resorts 
If  wholly  satisfied  (to  trust  reports) 
With  Ecelin.    So,  forward  in  a  trice 
Were  shows  to  greet  him.     *'  Take  a  friend's 

advice," 
Quoth  Naddo  to  Sordello,  **  nor  be  rash 
Because  your  rivals  (nothing  can  abash 
Some  folks)  demur  that  we  pronounced  you  best 
To  sound  the  great  man's  welcome  ;  't  is  a  test, 
Remember !     Strojavaoca  looks  asquint. 
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The  rop^h  fat  aloren ;  and  there 's  plentv  hint 
Your  pimoDs  have  reoeived  of  late  a  shock  — 
Outsoar  them,  cobewan  of  the  silver  Hook ! 
.   .  Hmg  well  I  "  A  signal  wonder,  song 's 

lrOUOl6  n      -i-.     .      1 

it  occa-         *  acmtated. 

•ioDB  8or-  Fast  the  minutes  flit : 

4ello.  AnoUier   day,  filordello    finds,    will 

bring 
The  soldier,  and  he  cannot  choose  but  sing  ; 
ftk>,  a  last  shift,  quits  Mantua  —  slow,  alone  : 
Oat  of  that  aching  brain,  a  very  stone, 
•Song  must  be  struck.      What  occupies   that 

front? 
Just  how  he  was  more  awkward  than  hiB  wont 
The  night  before,  when  Naddo,  who  had  seen 
Taurello  on  his  progress,  praised  the  mien 
For  dignity  no  crosses  oomd  affect  — 
iSnch  was  a  joy,  and  might  not  he  detect 
A  satisfaction  if  established  joys 
Were  proved  imposture  ?    Poetry  annoys 
Its  utmost :  wherefore  fret  ?    Verses  may  come 
Or  keep  away  I    And  tlius  he  wandered,  dumb 
Till  evenine'.  when  he  paused,  thoroughly  spent, 
On  a  blind  uill-top :  down  the  gorge  he  went. 
Yielding  himself  up  as  to  an  embrace. 
The  moon  came  out  j  like  features  of  a  face, 
A  querulous  fratermty  of  pines, 
■Sad  blackthorn  dumps,  leafless  and  grovelling 

vines 
Also  cAme  out,  made  gradually  up 
The  picture ;  *t  was  Goito^s  mountain-ssnp 
And  castle.    He  had  dropped  through  one  dfr- 

file 
He  never  dared  explore,  the  Chief  erewhile 

Had  vanished  by.    Back  rushed  the 
i^.w^.  dream,  enwrapped 

^;SfhL       Him  whoUy.     ^fwas  ApoUo   now 
oM  en.         ,J^«y  lapped, 

irironment.  Those  mountains,  not  a  pettish  min- 
strel meant 
To  wear  his  soul  away  in  discontent. 
Brooding  on  fortune^s  malice.    Heart  and  brain 
Swelled  ;  he  expanded  to  himself  again. 
As  some  thin  seedling  spice-tree  starved  and 

frail, 
Pushine  between  oat*8  head  and  ibis^  tail 
Crusted  into  the  porphyry  pavement  smooth, 
— Suffered  remain  just  as  it  sprung,  to  soothe 
The  Soldan^s  pining  daughter,  never  yet 
Well  in  her  chilly  green-glased  minaret,  — 
When  rooted  up.  the  sunny  day  she  diea. 
And  flnng  into  the  common  court  beside 
Its  parent  tree.    Come  home,  Sordello  I    Soon 
Was  he  low  muttering,  beneath  the  moon, 
Oi  sorrow  saved,  of  quiet  evermore,  — 
8ittoe  from  the  purpose,  he  maintained  before, 
Only  resulted  wailing  and  hot  tears. 
Beesbfot       Ah,  the  ^m  castle  I      dwindled  of 
faOure  in         late  years, 

•n  done        But  more  mysterious ;  gone  to  ruin 
"°^  —  trails 

Of  vine  through  every  loop-hole.    Naught  avails 
The  night  as,  torch  in  hand,  he  must  explore 
The  maple  chamber  :  did  I  say,  its  floor 
Was  made  of  intersecting  cedar  beams  ? 
Worn  now  with  gape  so  large,  there  blew  cold 

streams 


Of  air  quite  from  the  dungeon  ;  lay  your  ear 
Close  and  ^t  is  like,  one  after  one,  you  hear 
In  the  blind  darkness  water  drop,      llie  nests 
And  nooks  retain  their  long  ranged  vesture- 
chests 
Empty  and  smelling  of  the  iris  root 
The  Tuscan  grated  o'er  them  to  recruit 
Her  wasted  wits.    Palma  was  gone  that  day. 
Said  the  remaining  women.    I^t,  he  lay 
Beside  the  Carian  group  reserved  and  still. 
The  Body,  the  Machine  for  Acting  Will, 
Had  been  at  the  commencement  proved  unfit ; 
That  for  Demonstrating,  Refiecti^  it. 
Mankind  —  no  fitter  :  was  the  Will  Itself 
In  fault? 

His  forehead  pressed  the  moonlit  shelf 
Beside  the  youngest  marble  maid  awhile  ; 
Then,  raising  it,  he  thought,  with  a  long  smile, 
and  re-         **  I  shall  be  king  again  I  "    as    he 
solves  to  withdrew 

dense  The  envied  scarf :   into  the  font  he 

from  the  threw 

I'ke.  His  crown. 

Next  day,  no  poet  I     ''  Wherefore  ?  ''  asked 
Taurello,  when  the  dance  of  Jongleurs,  masked 
As  devils,  ended ;   '*  don't  a  song  come  next  ?  " 
The  master  of  the  pageant  looked  perplexed 
Till  Naddo's  wlusper  came  to  his  relief. 
"  His  Highness  knew  what  poets  were :  in  brief. 
Had  not  the  tetchy  race  prescriptive  right 
To  peevishness,  caprice  ?  or,  call  it  spite, 
One  must  receive  tneir  nature  in  its  length 
And  breadth,  expect  the  weakness  with  tlie 

stren^h  I " 
—  So  phrasing,  till,  his  stock  of  phrases  spent, 
The  easv-natured  soldier  smiled  assent. 
Settled  his  portly  person,  smoothed  his  ohin. 
And  nodded  that  the  bull-bait  might  begin. 


BOOK  THE  THIRD 

And  the  font  took  them :  let  our  laurels  lie ! 
Braid  moonfem  now  with  mystic  trifoly 
Because  once  more  Goito  gets,  onoe  more, 
Sordello  to  itself !    A  dream  is  o'er, 
And  the  suspended  life  begins  uiew ; 
Quiet  those  throbbinfif  temples,  then,  subdue 
Nature         That  cheeK*s  distortion  I      Nature's 
may  strict  embrace, 

triumph       Putting  aside  the  past,  shall  soon 
therefore ;        efface 

Its  print  as  well  —  factitious  humors  grown 
Over  the  true — loves,  hatreds  not  his  own  — 
And  turn  him  pure  as  some  forgotten  vest 
Woven  of  painted  byssus,  silkiest 
Tufting  the  Tyrrhene  whelk's  pearl-sheeted 

hp. 
Left  welter  where  a  trireme  let  it  slip 
I'  the  sea,  and  vexed  a  satrap  ;  so  the  stain 
O*  the  world  forsakes  S<nrdeuo,  with  its  pain. 
Its  pleasure:  how  the  tinot  loosening  esc^es. 
Cloud  after  cloud !    Mantua's  familiar  shapee 
Die,  fur  and  foul  die,  fading  as  they  flit, 
Men,  women,  and  the  pathos  and  the  wit. 
Wise  speech  and  foolish,  deeds  to  smile  or  sigh 
For,  good,  bad,  seemly  or  ignoble,  die. 
The  last  face  glanoes  through  the  eglantines. 
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The  last  tomm  mmmiiri,  ^twizt  the  bloMomed 

vines. 
Of  Men,  of  that  maohine  sappKed  by  thooffht 
To  oompaae  self-perception  with,  he  soa^ht 
By  foreuifr  half  himself  —  an  insane  pulse 
Of  a  8:od*8  bloodf  on  clay  it  ooold  ooDTulse, 
Never  transmute  —  on  human  si^ts  and  sounds, 
To  watch  the  other  half  with ;  irksome  bounds 
It  ebbs  from  to  its  souroe,  a  fountain  sealed 
Forever.    Better  sure  be  unrevealed 
Than  part  revealed :  Sordello  well  or  ill 
Is  fijuahed :  then  what  further  use  of  Will, 
Point  in  the  prime  idea  not  realised. 
An  oversight  ?  inordinatelv  prized. 
No  leas,  and  pampered  with  enongrn  of  each 
Delight  to  prove  the  whole  above  its  reach. 
""  To  need  become  all  natures,  yet  retain 
The  law  of  my  own  natars  -  to  remain 
MjTself ,  yet  yearn  ...  as  if  that  chestnut,  think, 
^onld  pream  for  this  first  laroh-bloom  crisp  and 

pink. 
Or  those  pale  fra|[Tant  tears  where  zephyrs 

stanch 
March    wounds   alonir   the    fretted    pine-tree 

branch  I 
Will  and  the  means  to  show  will,  great  and 

small, 
Material,  spiritual,  —  abjure  them  all 
Save  any  so  distinct,  they  mav  be  left 
To  amuse,  not  tempt  become  I  and,  thus  bereft. 
Just  as  I  first  was  fashioned  would  I  be  I 
Nor,  moon,  is  it  Apollo  now,  but  me 
For  her        Thou  visitest   to  comfort  and   be- 
■oo,  Utely       friend ! 

alive,  dies     Swim  thou  into  my  heart,  and  there 
■«»"»  au  end. 

Since  I  possess  thee  I  —  nay,  thus  shut  mine  eyes 
And  know,  quite  know,  1^  this  heart's  fall  and 

rise. 
When  thou  dost  bury  thee  in  donds,  and  when 
Ont«tandest :  wherefore  practise  upon  men 
To  make  that  plainer  to  myself  ?  " 

Slide  here 
Over  a  sweet  and  solituy  year 
Wasted ;  or  simply  notice  chamre  in  him  — 
How  eyes,  once  with  exploring  bright,  grew  dim 
And  satiate  with  reeeivmg.    Some  distress 
Was  caused,  too,  by  a  sort  of  consciousness 
Under  the  imberality,  — nanght  kept 
That  down ;  he  slept,  but  was  aware  he  slept. 
So,  frustrated :  as  who  brainsiok  made  pact 
&Bt  with  the  overhaiuriiup  cataract 
To  deafen  him,  yet  stm  cOstingnished  plain 
His  own  blood's  measured  clicking  at  nis  brain. 

To  finish.    One  declining  Autumn  day  — 
Few  Inrds  about  the  heaven  chill  and  gray, 
No  wind  that  cared  trouble  the  tacit  woods  — 
He  sanntered  home  complacently,  their  moods 
According,  his  and  nature's.    Everv  spark 
WMfoand    Of  Mantua  life  was  trodden  out :  so 
ttdisloet.       dark 

The  embers,  that  the  Troubadour,  who  sung 
Hundreds  of  songs,  forgot,  its  trick  lus  tongue. 
Its  craft  his  brain,  how  either  brought  to  pass 
Singing  at  all ;  that  faculty  might  class 
With  any  of  Apollo's  now.    The  year 
Began  to  find  its  early  promise  sere 
As  well.    Thus  beauty  vanishes ;  thus  stone 


OutKngers  flesh :  nature's  and  his  youth  gone. 
They  left  the  world  to  you,  and  wished  yon  joy, 
When,  stopping  his  benevolent  employ, 
A  presage  shuddered  through  the  welkin ;  Iiarsh 
The  earth's  remonstrance  niUowed.    'T  wm  the 

marsh 
Gone  of  a  sudden.    Minoio,  in  its  place. 
Laughed,  a  broad  water,  in  next  morning's  face, 
And,  where  the  mists  broke  up  immense  and 

white 
I'  the  steady  wind,  burned  like  a  spilth  of  light 
Out  of  the  crashing  of  a  myriad  stars. 
And  here  was  nature,  bound  by  the  same  bars 
Of  fate  with  him ! 

But  nature  *'  No  !  youth  once  gone  is  gone : 

b  oiie  Deeds  let  escape  are  never  to  be  done, 

thing,  man   Leaf'fall  and   grass-spring  for  the 
another  —        year ;  for  us  — 
Oh  forfeit  I  unalterably  thus 
My  chance  ?  nor  two  lives  wait  me,  this  to  spend. 
Learning  save  that?    Nature  has  time,  may 

mend 
Mistake,  she  knows  occaaon  will  recur ; 
Landslip  or  seabreach,  how  affects  it  her 
With  her  magnificent  resources  ?  —  I 
Must  perish  once  and  perish  utterly. 
Not  any  strollings  now  at  even-dose 
Down  the  field-path,  Sordello  I  by  thorn-rows 
Alive  with  lamp;>flies,  swimming  spots  of  fire 
And  dew,  outlining  the  black  cjrpress'  spire 
She  waits  you  at,  Elys,  who  heard  you  first 
Woo  her,  the  snow-month  through,  but  ere  she 

durst 
Answer  'twas  April.    Linden-flower-time-long 
Her  eyes  were  on  the  p^und ;  't  is  July,  strong 
Now ;  and  because  white  dustHslouds  overwhelm 
The  woodside,  here  or  by  the  village  elm 
That  holds  the  moon,  she  meets  you,  somewhat 

But  letting  yon  lift  up  her  eoaiae  flax  veil 
And  whisper  (the  damp  litUe  hand  in  yours) 
Of  love,  heart's  love,  your  heart's  love  that  en- 
dures 
Till  death.    Tush  I    No  mad  mixing  with  the 

rout 
Of  haggard  rilMdds  wandering  about 
The  hot  torehlit  wine-scented  island-bouse 
Where  Friedrich  holds  his  wickedest  carouse. 
Parading,^ —  to  the  gay  Palermitans, 
Soft  Measinese,  dusk  Saracenic  dans 
Having        Nnocera   holds,  —  those  tall   grave 
multifari-         dazzling  Norse, 
ousHym-      High-cheeked,  lank-haired,  toothed 
P«thiea,  whiter  than  the  morse, 

Queens  of  the  caves  of  jet  stalactites, 
He  sent  his  barks  to  fetch  through  icy  seas. 
The  blind  night  seas  without  a  saving  star. 
And  here  in  snowy  birdskin  robes  they  are, 
Sordello !  -—  here,  moUitions  alcoves  gilt 
Superb  as  Byzant  domes  that  devils  built ! 
—  Ah,  Byzant,  there  again  I  no  chance  to  go 
Ever  like  august  cheery  Dandolo, 
Worshipping  hearts  about  him  for  a  wall. 
Conducted,  olind  eyes,  hundred  years  and  all, 
ThroufHi  vanquished  Byzant  where  friends  note 

for  him 
What  pillar,  marble  massive,  sardius  slim, 
'T  were  fittest  he  transport  to  Venice'  Square  — 
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Flattered  and  promised  life  to  touch  them  there 

Soon,  by  those  fervid  sons  of  senators ! 

No  more  lifes,  deaths,  loves,  hatreds,  peaces, 

warsl 
Ah,  frcM^:ments  of  a  whole  ordained  to  be, 
Points  in  the  life  I  waited !  what  are  ye 
But  i-onndels  of  a  ladder  which  appeared 
Awhile  the  very  platform  it  was  reared 
To  lift  me  on  ?  —  that  happiness  I  find 
Proofs  of  my  faiUi  in,  even  in  the  blind 
Instinct  which  bade  forego  you  all  unless 
Ye  led  me  past  vonrselves.     Ay,  happiness 
He  nifty       A\i^aited  me  ;  tlie  way  liie  should  be 
neither  ra-        used 

nounoenor  Was  to  acquire,  and  deeds  like  you 
satiafy ;  conduced 

To  teach  it  by  a  self-revealment,  deemed 
Lifers  very  use,  so  loni^ !     Wliatever  seemed 
Progress  to  that,  was  pleasure  ;    aught   that 

stayed 
My  reaching  it  —  no  pleasure.    I  have  laid 
The  ladder  down  ;  I  climb  not ;  still,  aloft 
The  platform  stretches  I     Blisses  strong  and 

soft, 
I  dared  not  entertain,  elude  me ;  yet 
Never  of  what  they  promised  could  I  get 
A  gllmpee  till  now !    The  common  sort,  the 

crowd. 
Exist,  perceive ;  with  Being  are  endowed. 
However  slight,  distinct  from  what  tliey  See, 
However  bounded ;  Happiness  must  be. 
To  feed  the  first  by  gleanings  from  the  last, 
Attain  its  qualities,  and  slow  or  fast 
Become  what  they  behold  ;  such  peace-in-strife 
Bt  transmutation,  is  the  Use  of  Life, 
The  Alien  turning  Native  to  the  soid 
Or  body  —  which  mstructs  me  ;  1  am  whole 
There  and  demand  a  Palnia ;  had  the  world 
Been  from  my  soul  to  a  like  distance  hurled, 
'T  were  Happiness  to  make  it  one  with  me : 
Whereas  I  roust,  ere  I  begin  to  Be, 
Include  a  world,  in  fiesh,  I  comprehend 
In  spirit  now ;  and  this  done,  what  *s  to  blend 
With?    Naught  is  Alien  in  the  world  —  my 

Will 
Owns  all  already  ;  yet  can  turn  it  —  still 
Less  —  Native,  since  my  Means  to  correspond 
With  Will  are  so  unworthy,  't  was  my  bond 
In  the  To  tread  the  very  joys  that  tantalize 

process  to  Most  now,  into  a  grave,  never  to  rise, 
whicli  is  I  die  then  I  Will  the  rest  agree  to 
pleasure,  ^ie  ? 

Next  Age  or  no  ?    Shall  its  Sordello  try 
Clue  after  clue,  and  catch  at  last  the  clue 
I  miss  ?  —  that  ^s  underneath  my  finger  too. 
Twice,  thrice  a  day,  perhaps,  —  some  yearning 

traced 
Deeper,  some  petty  consequence  embraced 
Closer !    Why  fled  I  Mantua,  then  ?  —  com- 
plained 
So  much  my  Will  was  fettered,  yet  remained 
Content  within  a  tether  half  the  range 
I  could  assign  it  ?  —  able  to  exchange 
My  ignorance  (I  felt)  for  knowledge,  and 
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Idle  because  I  could  thus  understand  — 
Could  e'en  have  penetrated  to  its  core 
Our  mortal  mystery,  yet  — fool  —  forbore, 
Pi*eferred  elaborating  in  the  dark 


My  casual  stuff,  by  any  wretched  spark 
Bom  of  my  predecessors,  though  one  stroke 
Of  mine  had  brought  the  flame  forth  I  Mautua^s 

yoke. 
My  minstrel  Vtrade,  was  to  behold  mankind,  — 
My  own  concern  was  just  to  bring  my  mind 
Behold,  just  extricate,  for  my  acquist. 
Each  object  suffered  stifle  in  the  mist 
Which  hazard,  custom,  blindness  interpose 
Betwixt  things  and  myself." 

Whereat  he  rose. 
The  level  wind  carried  above  the  firs 
Clouds,  the  irrevocable  travellers, 
Onward. 

^^  Pushed  thus  into  a  drowsy  copse. 
Arms  twine  about  my  neck,  each  eyelid  drops 
Under  a  humid  finger ;  while  there  fleets. 
Outside  the  screen,  a  pageant  time  repeats 
Never  again  1     To  be  deposed,  immured 
While  re-     Clandestinely  —  still  petted,  still  as- 
uuuciation        sured 

ensures  de-  To  govern  were  fatiguing  work  — 
»l»'r-  the  Sight 

Fleeting  meanwhile  I    'Tis  noontide:    wreak 

ere  night 
Somehow  my  will  upon  it,  rather !    Slake 
This  thirst  somehow,  the  poorest  impress  take 
That   serves!     A  blasted  bud   displays  you, 

torn, 
Faint  rudinients  of  the  full  flower  unborn ; 
But  who  divines  what  glory  coats  oVrdasp 
Of  the  bulb  dormant  in  the  mummy's  grasp 
Taurellosent?"  .  .  . 

''  Taurello  ?    Palma  sent 
Tour  Tronvere,"  (Naddo  interposing  leant 
Over  the  lost  bard's  shoulder)  —  **  and,  believe. 
You  cannot  more  reluctantly  receive 
Tlian  I  pronounce  her  message :  we  depart 
Together.    What  avail  a  poet's  heart 
Verona's  pomps  and  gauds  ?  five  blades  of  grnas 
Suffice  him.    News  ?   Why,  where  your  nuuish 

was. 
On  its  mud-banks  smoke  rises  after  smoke 
I'  the  valley,  like  a  spout  of  hell  new-broke. 
Oh,  the  world's  tidings!  small  your  thanks,  I 

guess, 
For  them.    The  father  of  our  Patroness 
Has  played  Taurello  an  astounding  trick. 
Parts  between  Eoelin  and  Alberio 
His  wealth  and  goes  into  a  convent :  both 
Wed  Gnelfs  :  the  Count  and  Palma  plighted 

troth 
A  week  since  at  Verona :  and  they  want 
Yon  doubtless  to  contrive  the  marriage-chant 
Ere  RichMd  storms  Ferrara."    Then  was  told 
The  tale  from  the  beginning  —  how,  made  bold 
By  Salii^ruerra's  absence,  Guelfs  had  burned 
Aiiid  pillaged  till  he  unawares  returned^ 
To  take  revenge :  how  Azzo  and  his  friend 
Were  doing  their  endeavor,  how  the  end 
O'  the  siege  was  nigh,  and  how  the  Count,  re< 

leased 
From  further  care,  would  with  his  marriage* 
There  is  f©Mt 

yet  a  way      Inaugurate  a  new  and  better  rule, 
of  escaping    Absorbing  thus  Romano. 
tl>i«  ;  "  Shall  I  school 

My  master,"  added  Naddo,  *^  uid  suggest 
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How  yon  may  clothe  m  a  poetic  vest 

These  doiugs.  at  Verona  ?    Your  response 

To  Palma  I  Wherefore  jest  ?  *  Ueuart  at  once  ? ' 

A  good  resolve  I    In  truth,  I  hardly  hoped 

iio  prompt  an  acquiescence.    Have  yuu  groped 

Out  wisdom  in  the  wilds  here  ?  ~  llioughts 

nia^  he 
Over^poetical  for  poetiy. 
Pearl-white,  yon  ^oets  liken  Palma's  neck ; 
And  yet  what  spoils  an  orient  like  some  speck 
(H  genuine  white,  turning  ita  own  white  gray  ? 
Yon  take  me  ?    Cunie  the  cicala !  '^ 

One  more  day, 
One  ere  —  appears  Verona  I    Many  a  group, 
(You  mind)  metmoted  of  the  osprey's  swoop 
On  lynx  and  ounce,  was  gathering  —  Christen- 
dom 
Sare  to  reoeive,  whatever  the  end  was,  from 
The  evening^s  purpose  cheer  or  detriment, 
Since  Friedrich  only  waited  some  event 
Like  this,  of  Ghibellins  estahlishing 
Themaelyes  within  Ferrara,  ere,  as  King 
Of  Lombaidy,  he  'd  glad  descend  there,  wage 
Old  warfare  with  the  Pontiff,  disengage 
His  harons  from  the  burghers,  and  restore 
The  rule  of  Charlemagne,  broken  of  yore 
By  Hildehsand. 

Which  he  I*  the  palace,  each  by  each, 

now  tak«s  Sordello  sat  and  Palma :  little  speech 
bf  obeying  At  first  in  that  dim  closet,  face  with 
Pslma:  f^oe 

(Despite  the  tumult  in  the  market-place) 
Exchanging  quick  low  laughters :  now  would 

rush 
Word  upon  word  to  meet  a  sudden  flush, 
A  look  left  off,  a  shifting  lips'  sumuse  — 
But  for  the  most  part  their  two  histories 
Who  there-  Ban  best  through  the  looked  fingers 

«-  and  linked  arms. 

his     And  so  the  night  flew  on  with  its 
alarms 

Till  in  burst  one  of  Palmare  retinue ; 
**  Now,  Lady  1  '^  gasped  he.    Then  arose  tlie 

two 
And  leaned  into  Veronals  air,  dead-still. 
A  baloonv  lay  black  beneath  until 
Out,  ^mia  a  gush  of  torchfira,  gray-haired  men 
Came  on  it  and  harangued  the  people  :  then 
8ea4ike  that  people  surgiug  to  ana  fro 
Shouted,  **  Haleiorth  the  carroch  —  trumpets, 

ho, 
A  flourish  I    Run  it  in  the  ancient  grooves  I 
Back  from  the  bell  1    Hammer  —  that  whom 

behooves 
May  hear  the  League  is  up !    Peal  —  learn  who 

list, 
Verona  means  not  first  of  towns  break  tryst 
To-morrow  with  the  League  I '' 

£noup:h.    Now  turn  — 
Over  the  eastern  cypresses :  discern ! 
Is  any  beacon  set  arglimmer  ? 

Rang 
The  air  with  shouts  that  overpowered  the  clang 
Of  the  incessant  carroch,  even :  **  Haste  — 
The  candle  *s  at  the  gateway  I  ere  it  waste, 
Each  soldier  stand  beside  it,  armed  to  march 
With  Tiso  Sampler  through  the  eastern  arch  !  ** 
Ferrara  'h  succored.  Palma ! 


Once  again 
Tliey  sat  together ;  some  strangu  tiling  in  train 
To  say,  so  diiKcult  was  Palma's  place 
In  taking,  with  a  coy  fastidiuus  grace 
Like  the  bird's  flutter  ere  it  fix  and  feed. 
But  when  she  felt  she  held  her  friend  indeed 
Safe,  she  tlirew  bock  her  curls,  began  implant 
Her  lessons  :  telling  of  aiiotlier  want 
As  her  Goito's  quiet    nourished    than   his 

own  hiito>       own ; 

ry  wUl  ui'     Pidina  —  to  serve  him  —  to  be  served, 
eoont  for,         alone 

Importing ;  A(pies^  milk  so  neutralized 

The  blood  of  Lcelin.    Nor  be  surprised 

If,  while  iSoi*dello  fain  had  captive  led 

Nature,  in  dream  was  Palma  subjected 

To  some  out-soul,  which  dawned  not  though  she 

pined 
Delayins:  till  its  advent,  heart  and  mind, 
Their  life.   **  How  dared  I  let  expand  the  force 
Within  me,  till  some  out-Moul,  whose  resource 
It  grew  for,  should  direct  it  ?    Eveiy  law 
Of  life,  its  every  fitness,  every  flaw. 
Must  One  determine  whose  corporeal  shape 
W^ould  be  no  other  than  the  ^nme  escape 
And  revelation  to  me  of  a  W  ill 
Orb-like  o^eishrouded  and  inscrutable 
Above,  save  at  the  point  which,  I  should  know, 
Shone  that  myself,  my  powers,  might  overflow 
So  far,  so  much  ;  as  now  it  signifiea 
Which  earthly  shape  it  henceforth  chose  m^f 
_,      guide, 

Whose  mortal  lip  selected  to  declare 
Its  oracles,  what  fleshly  garb  would  wear 
—  The  first  of  intimations,  whom  to  love ; 
The  next,  how  love  him.    Seemed  that  orb, 

above 

The  cAStle^oovert  and  tlie  mountain-close. 

Slow  in  appearing,  —  if  beneath  it  rose 

Cravings,  aversions,  —  did  our  green  precinct 

Take  pride  in  me,  at  unawares  distinct 

With  this  or  that  endowment,  —  how,  repressed 

At  once,  such  jetting  power  shrank  to  the  rest  1 

Was  I  to  have  a  chance  touch  spoil  me,  leave 

Mv  spirit  thence  unfitted  to  receive 

The  consummating  spell  ?  —  that  spell  so  near 

Moreover  I     '  Waits  ne  not  the  waking  year  ? 

His  almond-blossoms  must  be  honey-ripe 

Bv  this ;  to  welcome  him,  fresh  nmnels  stripe 

The  thawed  ntvines  ;  because  of  him.  the  wind 

Walks  like  a  herald.     I  shall  surely  find 

Him  now  I ' 

'*  And  diief,  tliat  earnest  April  mom 

Of  Richard's  Love-court,  was  it  time,  so  worn 

A  reverse     And  white  my  cheek,  so  idly  my 

to,  and  blood  beat, 

comple-        Sitting  that  morn  beside  the  Lady*s 
tion  of,  his.       f g^jj 

And  saying  as  she  nrompted ;  till  outburst 
One  face  from  all  the  faces.    Not  then  first 
I  knew  it ;  where  in  maple  chimiber  glooms, 
Crowned  with  what  sanguine-heart  pomegran- 
ate blooms 
Advanced  it  ever  ?    Men's  acknowledgment 
Sanctioned    my  own:    'twas  taken,  Palma's 

bent,  — 
Sordello,  —  recognized,  accepted. 

"  Dumb 
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Sat  she  still  sohemini?.    Ecelin  would  oome 

G^unt,  scared,  '  Cesano  baiHes  me,'  he  'd  say : 

*  Better  I  foag^ht  it  out,  my  father's  way ! 

Strangle  Ferrara  in  its  drowninf^  flats, 

And  you  and  ^our  Taurello  yonder !  —  what 's 

Romano's  busmess  there  ?  '    An  hour's  oonoem 

To  cure  the  troward  Chief  1  —  induce  return 

As  heartened  &om  those  overmeaning*  eyes, 

Wound  up  to  persevere,  —  his  enterprise 

Harked  out  anew,  its  exigent  of  wit 

Apportioned,  —  she  at  liberty  to  sit 

And  scheme  against  the  next  emergence,  I  — 

To  covet  her  laurello-eprite,  made  fly 

Or  fold  the  wing  —  to  con  your  horoscope 

For  leave  command  those  steely  sharts  shoot 

ope, 
Or  straight  assuage  their  blinding  eagerness 
In  blank  smooth  snow.     What  semblance  of 

success 
To  any  of  my  plans  for  making  you 
Howahe       Mine  and  Romano  is?     Break   the 
ever  a»-  first  wall  through, 

pired  for      Tread  o'er  the  ruins  of  the  Chief, 
his  aake,  supphmt 

His  sons  beside,  still,  vainest  were  the  vaunt : 
There.  Salinguerra  would  obstruct  me  sheer, 
And  tne  insuperable  Tuscan,  here. 
Stay  me  !    But  one  wild  eve  that  Lady  died 
In  her  lone  chamber :  only  I  beside  : 
Taurello  far  at  Naples,  and  my  sire 
At  Padua,  Ecelin  away  in  ire 
With  Alberic.    She  held  me  thus  —  a  dutch 
Circum-       1*0  make  our  spirits  as  our  bodies 
stances  touch  — 

helpiuj  or    And  so  began  flinging  the  past  up, 
nmdenng.       neaps 

Of  uncouth  treasure  from  their  sunless  sleeps 
Within  her  soul ;  deeds  rose  along  with  dreams, 
Fragments  of  many  miserable  schemes. 
Secrets,  more  secrets,  then  —no,  not  the  last  — 
'Mongst  others,  like  a  casual  trick  o'  the  past, 
How  .  .  .  ay,  she  told  me,  gathering  up  her 

face, 
All  left  of  it,  into  one  arch-grimace 
To  die  with  ... 

*^  Friend,  'tis  gone  1  but  not  the  fear 
Of  that  fell  lanp:hing,  heard  as  now  I  hear. 
Nor  f ^tered  voice,  nor  seemed  her  heart  grow 

weak 
When  i'  the  midst  abrupt  she  ceased  to  speak 
—  Dead,  as  to  serve  a  purpose,  mark  !  —  for  in 
Rushed  o'  the  very  instant  Ecelin 
(How  summoned,  who  divines  P)  —  looking  as  if 
He  understood  why  Adelaide  lay  stiff 
Already  in  my  arms ;  for,  *  Girl,  how  must 
I  manage  Este  in  the  matter  thrust 
Upon  me,  how  unravel  your  bad  coil  ?  — 
Since '  (he  declared)  ^  't  is  on  your  brow  —  a  soil 
Like  hers  there ! '   thm  in  the  same  breath, 

*'  he  lacked 
No  counsel  after  all,  had  signed  no  pact 
With  devils,  nor  was  treason  here  or  there, 
Goito  or  Vicenza,  his  affair : 
He  buried  it  in  Adelaide's  deep  grave, 
Would  begin   life   afresh,  now,  —  would   not 

slave 
For  any  Friedrich's  nor  Taurello's  sake  I 
What  booted  him  to  meddle  or  to  make 


In  Lombtudy  ?  '    And  afterward  I  knew 
The  meaning  of  his  promise  to  undo 
All  she  had  done  —  why  marriages  were  made. 
New  friendships  entered  on,  old  followers  pud 
With  curses  for   their   pams,  —  new  friends' 

amaze 
At  height,  when,  passing  out  by  Gate  Saint 

Blaise, 
He  stopped  short  in  Vicenza,  bent  his  head 
Over  a  iriar's  neck,  —  *  had  vowed,'  he  said, 
*'  Long  since,  ni^  thirty  years,  because  his  wife 
And  child  were  saved  there,  to  bestow  his  life 
On  God,  his  gettings  on  the  Church.' 

''Enled 
Within  Goito,  still  one  dream  beguiled 
My  days  and  nights ;    't  was  fomid,  the  orb  I 

sought 
How  sue-     rf  ^  serve,  those  glimpses   eame  of 
seemed  '  omaittaut, 

DOflsibie.      No   other:    but   how   serve   it?  — 

authorize 
Ton  and  Romano  mingled  destinies  ? 
And  straight  Romano's  an^l  stood  beside 
Me  who  had  else  been  Boniface's  bride. 
For  Salinguerra  't  was,  with  neck  low  oent. 
And  voice  lightened  to  music,  (as  he  meant 
To  learn,  not  teach  me,)  who  withdrew  the  pall 
From  the  dead  past  and  straight  revived  it  all, 
Making  me  see  now  first  Romano  waxed, 
Wherefore  he  waned  now,  why,  if  I  relaxed 
My  grasp  (even  I !)  would  drop  a  thing  effete. 
Frayed  by  itself,  unequal  to  complete 
Its  course,  and  counting  every  step  astray 
By  the  in-    A  gain  so  much.     Romano,  every 
terventfon       way 

of  Salin-      Stable,  a  Lombard  House  now  —  why 
in»er»-  start  back 

Into  the  very  outset  of  its  track  ? 
This  patching  principle  which  late  allied 
Our  House  with  other  Houses  —  what  beside 
Concerned  the  apparition,  the^  first  Knight 
Who  followed  Conrad  hither  in  such  pbght 
His   utmost  wealth  was  summed  in  his  one 

steed? 
For  Ecelo,  that  prowler,  was  decreed 
A  task,  in  the  beginning  hazardous 
To  him  as  ever  task  can  be  to  us ; 
But  did  the  weather-beaten  thief  despair 
When  first  our  crystal  cincture  of  warm  air. 
That  binds  the  Trevisan,  —  as  its  spice-belt 
(Crusaders  say)  the  tract  where  Jesus  dwelt,  ~~ 
Furtive  he  pierced,  and  Este  was  to  face — 
Despaired    Sapoman    strength    of    Lombaxd 

grace? 
Tried  he  at  making  surer  aught  made  sure, 
Maturing  what  already  was  mature  ? 
No ;  his  heart  prompted  Ecelo,  *  Confront 
Este,  inspect  yourself.   What 's  nature  ?  Wont. 
Discard  three-parts  your  nature,  and  adopt 
Who  rem-   The  rest  as  an  advantage!'     Old 
edied  ill  strength  propped 

wrought       The  man  who  first   grew  Podestik 
by  Boelin,        among 
The  Vicentines,    no   less    than,  while    there 

sprung 
His  palace  up  in  Padua  like  a  threat. 
Their  noblest  spied  a  grace,  unnoticed  yet 
In  Conrad's  crew.    Thus  far  the  object  gained 
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Romano  wu  eetablished  —  has  reiuained  — 
'  For  are  yon  not  Italian,  tmly  peers 
With  Este  ?    '*  Azzo '  *  better  soothes  our  ears 
Than  "  Alberio  *^  ?  or  is  this  Uon^s-crine 
From  OYer-moonts  *  (this  yellow  hair  of  mine) 

*  So  weak  a  jpraft  on  Agnes  Este's  stock  ? ' 
(Thus  went  ne  on  with  soraetliing  of  a  moek) 
'  Wherefore  reooil,  then,  from  tlie  yery  fate 
Conceded  you,  refuse  to  imitate 

Your  model  farther  ?    Este  long  since  left 
Being  mere  Este :  as  a  blade  its  heft, 
Este  required  tht*  Pope  to  further  him  : 
And  yoQ,  the    Kaiser  —  whom   your  father's 

whim 
Foregoes  or,  better,  never  shall  forego 
If  Palma  dare  pursue  what  Ecelo 
Commenced,  but  Ecelin  desists  from  :  just 
As  Adelttde  of  Snsa  could  intrust 
Her  dooattye,  —  her  Piedmont  given  the  Pope, 
Her  Almne-pass  for  him  to  shut  or  ope 
*Twixt  France  and  Italy,  —  to  the  superb 
Matilda's  perfecting,  —  so,  lest  aught  curb 
Our  Adelaide's  great  counter-project  for 
Giving  her  Trentine  to  the  Emperor 
With  passage  here  from  Germany,  —  shall  yoa 
Take  it,  —  my  slender  plodding  talent,  too  ! ' 
—  Urged  me  Tanrello  with  his  naif-smile. 

"He 
As  Patron  of  the  scattered  family  ^ 
Conveyed  me  to  his  Mantua,  kept  in  bruit 
Azzo's  alliances  and  Richard's  sidt 
Until,  the  Kaiser  excommunicate, 

*  Nothing  remains,'  Tanrello  said,  *  but  wait 
Home  raah  procedure  :  Palma  was  the  link, 
As  Agnes'  child,  between  us,  and  they  shrink 
And  had  a    Pro™  losing  Palma :    judge  if   we 
project  advance, 

for  her         Tour  father's  method,  your  inherit- 
own  ance ! ' 

glory.  The  ^g^y  J  ^gg  betrothed  to  Boniface 

At  Padua  by  Taurello's  self,  took  ^laoe 
The  outrage  of  the  Ferrarese  :  agam,  ^ 
The  day  I  sought  Verona  with  the  train 
Agreed  for,  —  by  Taurello's  policy 
Convicting  Richard  of  the  fault,  since  we 
Were  present  to  annul  or  to  confirm,  — 
Richard,    whose   patience  had   outstayed   its 

term. 
Quitted  Verona  for  the  siege. 

**  And  now 
What  glory  may  engird  Sordello's  brow 
Throagh  this  ?    A  month  since  at  Oliero  slunk 
AU  that  was  Ec«lin  into  a  monk  ; 
But  how  could  Salinguerra  so  forget 
His  H^^  of  thirty  yean  as  grudge  even  yet 
One  eWart  to  recover  him  ?    He  sent 
Forthwith  the  tidings  of  this  Isst  event 
To  Ecelin  —  declared  that  he,  despite 
The  recent  folly,  recognized  his  right 
To  order  Salingnemi :  '  Should  he  wring 
Its  ntterroost  advantage  out,  or  fling 
This  chance  away?     Or  were  his  sons  now 

Head 
0'  the  House  ? '     Through  me  Taurello's  mis- 
sive sped  ; 
My  father's  answer  will  by  me  return. 
Behold  I    *  For  Um,'  he  writes,  *  no  more  con- 
oern 


With  strife  than,  for  his  children,  with  fresh 

plots 
Of  Friedrich.    Old  engagements  out  he  blots 
For  a^e :  Tanrello  shall  no  more  subserve. 
Nor  Ecelin  impose.'    Lest  this  unnerve 
Tanrello  at  thisjuncture,  slack  his  grip 
Of  Richard,  suffer  the  occasion  slip,  — 
L  in  his  sons'  default  (who,  mating  with 
Este,  forsake  Romano  as  the  frith 
Its  mainsea  for  that  firmland,  sea  makes  head 
Against)  I  stand,  Romano,  — in  their  stead 
Assume  the  station  they  desert,  and  give 
Still,  as  the  Kaiser's  representative, 
Taurello  license  he  demands.    Midiught  — 
Morning  —  by  noon  to-morrow,  making  light 
Whkh  she    ^  ^®  League's  issue,  we,  in  some 
would  gay  weed 

change         Luce  yours,  disguised  together,  may 
?.?*7*  precede 

deUo  a.         xhe  arbitrators  to  Ferrara :  reaoh 
Him,  let  Taurello's  noble  accents  teach 
The  rest !    Then  say  if  I  have  misconoeived 
Your  destiny,  too  readily  believed 
The  Kaiser's  cause  your  own !  " 

And  Palma 's  fled. 
Though  no  affirmative  disturbs  the  head, 
A  dying  lamp-flame  sinks  and  rises  o'er, 
Like  the  alighted  planet  Pollux  wore. 
Until,  mom  breaking,  he  resolves  to  be 
Gate-vein  of  this  heart's  blood  of  Ijombardy, 
Soul  of  this  body  —  to  wield  this  t^gregate 
Of  souls  and  bodies,  and  so  conquer  fate 
Though  he  should  live  —  a  centre  of  disgust 
Even  —  apart,  core  of  the  outward  crust 
He  vivifies,  assimilates.    For  thus 
I  bring  Sordello  to  the  rapturous 
Tbaa  then,   Exclaim  at  the  crowd's  cry,  because 
having  one  round 

completed    Of  life  was  quite  accomplished  ;  and 
a  circle,  he  found 

Not  only  that  a  soul,  whate'er  its  might, 
Is  insumcient  to  its  own  delight. 
Both  in  corporeal  organs  and  in  skill 
By  means  of  such  to  body  forth  its  Will  — 
And,  after,  insufficient  to  apprise 
Men  of  that  Will,  oblige  them  recognize 
The  Hid  by  the  Revetued  —  but  that,  the  last 
Nor  lightest  of  the  struggles  oyerpast. 
Will  he  bade  abdicate,  which  would  not  void 
The  throne,  mi^ht  sit  there,  suffer  he  enjoyed 
Mankind,  a  varied  and  divine  array 
Incapable  of  homage,  the  first  way, 
Nor  fit  to  render  incidentally 
Tribute  connived  at,  taken  oy  the  by^ 
In  jo^.    If  thus  with  warrant  to  rescind 
The  Ignominious  exile  of  mankind  — 
Whose  proper  service,  ascertained  intact 
As  yet,  (to  be  by  him  themselves  made  act, 
Not  watch  Sordello  acting  each  of  them) 
W^as  to  secure  —  if  the  true  diadem 
Seemed  imminent  while  our  Sordello  drank 
The  wisdom  of  that  golden  Palma, —  thank 
Verona's  Lady  in  her  citadel 
Founded  by  Gaulish  Brennus,  legends  tell : 
And  txvly  when  she  left  him,  the  smi  reared 
A  head  hke  the  first  clamberer's  who  peered 
A-top  the  Capitol,  his  face  on  flame 
With  triumph,  triumphing  till  Manlius  came. 
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Nor  slight  too  much  my  ^13^1168  —  that  spring, 

aispread. 
Dispart,  aisperse,  lingering  overhead 
Like  an  escape  of  angels  !    Rather  say, 
Tlie  poet      My  transcendental  platan  !  mounting 
may  pause        gay 

^'^  (An  arohimage  so  conrts  a  novice- 

breathe,  queen) 

With  tremulous  silvered  trunk,  whence  branches 

sheen 
Laugh  out,  thick  foliaged  next,  a-shiver  soon 
With  colored  buds,  then  glowing  like  the  moon 
One  mild  flame,  —  last  a  pause,  a  burst,  and 

all 
Her  ivor^  limbs  are  smothered  by  a  fall, 
Bloom-flmders  and  fruit-sparkles  and  leaf-dust, 
Endii^  the  weird  work  prosecuted  just 
For  her  amusement ;  he  decrepit,  stark. 
Dozes  ;  her  uncontrolled  delight  may  mark 
Apart  — 

Tet  not  so,  surely  never  so ! 
Only,  as  good  my  soul  were  su£Fered  go  ^ 
O^er  the  mgune :  forth  fare  thee,  put  aside  — 
Entrance  thy  svnod,  as  a  god  may  glide 
Out  of  the  world  he  fills,  and  leave  it  mute 
For  myriad  ages  as  we  men  compute. 
Returning  into  it  without  a  break 
Being  O^  the  consciousness!    They  sleep, 

realU'  m  and  I  awake 

the  fleBh       O'er  the  lagime,  being  at  Venice, 
at  Venice,  Note, 

In  just  such  songs  as  E^lamor  (say)  wrote 
With  heart  and  soul  and  strength,  for  he  be- 
lieved 
Himself  achieving  all  to  be  achieved 
By  singrer  —  in  such  songs  you  find  alone 
Completeness,  judge  the  song  and  singer  one, 
And  either  purpose  answered,  his  in  it 
Or  ita  in  him :  while  from  true  works  (to  wit 
Sordello^s  dream-performances  that  will 
Never  be  more  tiian  dreamed)  escapes  there 

still 
Some  proof,  the  singer ^s  proper  life  was  ^neath 
The  life  his  son^  exnibits,  this  a  sheath 
To  that ;  a  passion  and  a  knowledge  far 
Transcending  these,  majestic  as  thejy  are, 
Smouldered  ;  his  lay  was  but  an  episode 
In  the  bard^s  life :  which  evidence  you  owed 
To  some  slight  weariness,  some  lookingK)ff 
Or  start-away.    The  childish  skit  or  scoff 
In  ""  Charlemagne,'^  (his  poem,  dreamed  divine 
In  every  point  except  one  silly  line 
About  the  restiff  daughters)  —  what  may  lurk 
In  that?      **My  life  commenced  before  this 

work,'' 
(So  I  interpret  the  significance 
Of  the  bara's  start  aside  and  look  askance)  — 
""  My  life  continues  after:  on  I  fare 
With  no  more  stopping,  possibly,  no  care 

To  note  the  undercurrent,  the  why 
and  how 
JS^^!."^      Where,  wh'en,  o'  the  deeper  life,  as 

life  Boine-         *^"^**  j"**  now. 

times,  But.  silent,  shall  I  cease  to  live  ? 

Alas 
For  yon  I  who  sigh,  *  When  shall  it  come  to  pass 
W«  r^^nd  that  story  ?     How  will  he  compress 
Tlie  future  gains,  his  life's  true  business. 


Into  the  better  lay  which  —  that  one  flout. 
However  inopportune  it  be,  lets  out  — 
Engrosses  him  already,  though  professed 
To  meditate  with  us  eternal  rest. 
And  partnership  in  idl  his  life  haa  found  ?  '  " 
'T  is  out  a  sailor's  promise,  weather-bound : 
*  ^  Strike  sail,  slip  cable,  here  the  bark  be  moored 
For  once,  the  awning  stretched,  the  poles  as- 
sured! 
Noontide  above  ;  except  the  wave's  crisp  dash. 
Or  buzz  of  colibri,  or  tortoise'  sphish. 
The  margin 's  silent :  out  with  every  s])oil 
Made  in  our  tracking,  coil  by  mighty  coil, 
This  seri>ent  of  a  river  to  his  hea^ 
I'  the  midst !     Admire  each  treasure,  as  wa 

spread 
The  bank,^  to  help  us  teU  our  history 
Aright :  give  ear,  endeavor  to  descry 
The  groves  of  giant  rushes,  how  they  grew 
Like  demons'  endlong  tresses  we  sailed  through. 
What  mountains  yawned,  forests  to  give  us  vent 
Opened,  each  doleful  side,  yet  on  we  went 
Till  .  .  .  may  that  beetle  (shake  your  cap)  at- 
test 
The  springing  of  a  land-wind  from  the  West !" 

—  Wherefore  ?    Ah  yes,  you  frolic  it  to-day ! 
To-morrow,  and,  tlie  pageant  moved  away 
Down  to  the  poorest  tent-pole,  we  and  you 
Part  company :  no  other  may  puisne 
Eastwara  vour  vovage,  be  informed  what  fate 
Intends,  if  triumph  or  decline  await 
The  tempter  of  tne  everlasting  steppe. 

I  muse  this  on  a  mined  palace-st^p 
At  Venice :  why  should  I  nreak  off,  nor  sit 
Lonffer  upon  my  step,  exhaust  tbe  fit 
England  gave  birth  to  ?    Who 's  adorable 

Enough  reclaim  a no  Sordello's  Will 

Alack  !  —  be  queen  to  me  ?    That  Raasanese 

Busied  among  her  smoking  fruit-boats  ?  These 

Perhaps  from  our  delicious  Asolo 

Who  twinkle,  pigeons  o'er  the  portico 

Not  prettier,  bind  June  lilies  into  sheaves 

To  deck  the  bridge-side  chapel,  dropping  leaves 

Because  it    Soiled  by  their  own  loose  gold-meal  ? 

is  pleasant        Ah,  beneath 

to  be  The  cool  arch  stoops  she,  brownest 

yottngt  cheek !  Her  wreath 

Endures  a  month  —  a  half  month  —  if  I  make 

A  queen  of  her,  continue  for  her  sake 

SoiiieUo's  story  ?    Nay,  that  Paduan  girl 

Splashes  with  barer  legs  where  a  live  whirl 

In  the  dead  black  Giuaeoca  proves  sea-weed 

Drifting  has  sucked  down  three,  four,  all  indeed 

Save  one  pale-red  striped,  pale-blue  turbaned 

post 
For  gondolas. 

Ton  sad  dishevelled  ghost 
Tliat  pluck  at  me  and  point,  are  yon  advised 
I  breathe  ?    Let  stay  those  girls  (e'en  her  dis- 
guised 
—  Jewels  i'  the  locks  that  love  no  orownet  like 
Their  native  field-buds  and  the  green  wheat- 

^  spike, 
So  fair  I  —  who  left  this  end  of  June's  turmoil. 
Shook  off,  as  might  a  lily  its  gold  soil. 
Pomp,  save  a  foolish  gem  or  two,  and  free 
In  dream,  came  join  tne  peasants  o'er  the  sea). 
Look  they  too  happy,  too  tricked  out  ?  Confess 
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Tliere  is  such  niggard  stock  of  happiness 

To  share,  thai,  cfo  one's  uttermost,  dear  wretch, 

One  labors  ineffectually  to  stretch 

Would  but    It  o'er  you  so  tliat  mother  and  ehil- 

■afferiBg  dren,  both 

hiunanity     May  equitably  flaunt  the  siirapter- 

•Uow !  cloth ! 

Diride  the  robe  yet  farther :  be  content 

With  seeing  just  a  score  pre-eminent 

Throu|>:h    Mireds  of    it,  acknowledged  happy 

^kdghts. 
Engrossing  what  should  furnish  all,  bv  rights  I 
For,  these  in  evidence,  you  dearlier  ulaim 
A  like  garb  for  the  rest,  —  grace  all,  the  same 
As  these  my  peasants.   I  ask  youth  and  strength 
And  health  for  each  of  vou,  not  more  —  at  length 
Grown  wise,  who  askea  at  home  that  the  whole 

race 
Might  add  the  spirit's  to  the  body's  grace. 
And  all  be  dizened  out  as  chiefs  and  bards. 
But  in  this  ma^no  weather  one  discards 
Much  old  requirement.     Venice  seems  a  typte 
Of  Life  —  'twixt  blue  and  blue  extends,  a  stripe, 
As  Life,  the  somewhat,  hangs    'twixt  naught 

and  naught : 
'T  is  Venice,  and  't  is  Life  —  as  good  you 

sought 
To  spare  me  the  Piazza's  slippery  stone 
Or  keep  me  to  the  unchokea  canals  alone. 
As  hinaer  Life  the  evil  with  the  good 
Whieh  make  up  Living,  rightly  understood. 
Which         (hily,  do  finun  something  I   Peasants, 
iiutifcatoa         queens, 

to  uakft        Take  them,  made  happy  by  whatever 
like  this,  means. 

Parade  them  for  the  conunon  credit,  vouch 
That  a  luckless  residue,  we  send  to  crouch 
In  comers  out  of  sight,  was  ^t  as  framed 
For  hu»ptness,  its  portion  might  have  claimed 
As  well,  and  so,  obtaining  joy,  had  stalked 
Fastaous  as  any  !  — such  my  project,  balked 
Already ;  I  hardly  venture  to  adjust 
The  first  rags,  when  you  find  me.    To  mistrust 
Me !  —  nor  unreasonably.    You,  no  doubt. 
Have  the  tme^  knack  of  tiring  suitors  out 
With  those  thin  lips  on  tremble,  lashless  eyes 
Inveterately  toa^shot  —  there,  be  wise. 
Mistress  of  mine,  there,  there,  as  if  I  meant 
You  insult !  —  shall  your  friend  (not  slave)  be 

shent 
For  speaking  home  ?    Beside,  care-bit  erased 
Broken-np  beauties  ever  took  my  taste 
Supremely  ;  and  I  love  you  more,  far  more 
Tnan  her  I  looked  should  foot  Life's  temple- 
floor. 
Years  ago,  leagues  at  distance,  when  and  where 
A  whisper  came,  *'  Let  others  seek  I  —  thy  care 
And  doubt-  Is  found,  thy  life's  provision  ;  if  tby 
]«Hly  com-       race 

P"»»fcM       Should  be  thy  mistress,  and  into  one 
tiiem,  face 

The  many  faces  crowd  ?  "    Ah,  had  I,  judge. 
Or  no,  your  secret  ?    Rough  apparel  —  grudge 
AU  ornaments  save  tag  or  tassel  worn 
To  hint  we  are  not  thoroughly  forlorn  — 
Sloaek  bonnet,  unloop  mantle,  careless  go 
Alone  (that 's  saddest,  but  it  must  be  so) 
Throngh  Venice,  sing  now  and  now  gUuioe  aside. 


Aught  desultory  or  undignified,  — 

Then,  ravishingest  lady,  will  you  pass 

Or  not  each  formidable  group,  the  mam 

Before  the  Basilic  (that  feast  gone  by, 

Qod's  great  day  of  the  Corpus  Domini  > 

And,  wistfully  foregoing  proper  men. 

Come  timid  up  to  me  for  alms  ?    And  then 

The  luxury  to  hesitate,  feign  do 

ISome  unezainpled  grace  !  —  when,  whom  but 

you 
Dare  I  bestow  your  own  upon  ?    And  hear 
Further  before  you  sav,  it  is  to  sneer 
I  call  you  ravishing  ;  for  I  regret 
Little  that  she,  whose  early  foot  was  set 
Forth  as  she  'd  plant  it  on  a  pedtwtal. 
Now,  i'  the  silent  city,  seems  to  fall 
Toward  me  —  no  wreath,  only  a  lip's  unrest 
To  quiet,  surcliarged  eyelids  to  be  pressed 
I>ry  of  their  tears  upon  my  bosom.    Strange 
Such  sad  chance  should  produce  in  thee  such 

change. 
My  love  1    Warped  souls  and  bodies  !  yet  God 

spoke 
Of  right-hand,  foot  and  eye  —  selects  our  yoke, 
Sordelio,  as  your  poetship  mav  find  ! 
80,  sleep  upon  my  shoulder,  child,  nor  mind 
Their  foolish  talk  ;  we  '11  manage  reinstate 
Your  old  worth ;  ask  moreover,  when  they  prate 
Of  evil  men  past  hope,  ""  Don't  each  contrive. 
Despite  the  evil  you  abuse,  to  live  ?  — 
Keeping,  each  losel,  through  a  maze  of  lies. 
His  own  ccmoeit  of  truth  ?  to  which  he  hies 
By  obscure  winding,  tortuous,  if  you  will. 
But  to  himself  not  inaccessible  ; 
He  sees  truth,  and  his  lies  are  for  the  crowd 
Who  cannot  see  ;  some  fancied  right  allowed 
His  vilest  wrong,  empowered  the  loeel  clutch 
One  pleasure  from  a  multitude  of  such 
AsthoM       Denied  him."     Then  assert,   *^  All 
who  dealBt       men  appear 

should  To  think  all  better  than  themselves, 

remember.        by  here 

Trusting  a  crowd  they  wrong ;  but  reallv,"  say, 
*^  All  men  think  all  men  stupider  than  they, 
Since,  save  themselves,  no  other  comprehends 
The  complicated  scheme  to  make  amends 
—  Evil,  the  scheme  by  which,  through  Igno- 
rance, 
Good  labors  to  exist."    A  slight  advance,  — 
Merely  to  find  the  sickness  you  die  through. 
And  naught  beside !  but  if  one  can't  eschew 
One's  portion  in  the  common  lot,  at  least 
One  can  avoid  an  ignorance  increased 
Tenfold  by  dealing  out  hint  after  hint 
How  naught  were  like  dispensing  without  sUui 
The  water  of  life  —  so  easy  to  dispense 
Beside,  when  one  has  probed  the  centre  whenoo 
Commotion 's  bom  —  could  tell  you  of  it  all  I 
^*  —  Meantime,  just  meditate  my  madrigal 
O'  the  mugwort  that  conceals  a  dewdrop  safe  I ' 
What,  dullard  ?  we  and  you  in  smothery  chafe 
Babes,  baldheads,  stumbled  thus  far  into  Zin 
The  Horrid,  getting  neither  out  nor  in, 
A  hungry  sun  above  us,  sands  that  bung 
Our  throats,  —  each  dromedary  lolls  a  tongue. 
Each  camel  chums  a  sick  and  frothy  chap. 
And  you,  'twixt  tales  of  Potiphar's  mishap. 
And  sonnets  on  the  earliest  ass  that  spoke. 
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—  Remark,  yon  wonder  any  one  needs  ohoke 
With  founts  about!     Potsherd  him,  Gibeon* 

ites! 
While  awkwardly  enong^h  your  Moses  smites 
The  rock,  thong^n  he  forego  his  Promised  Land 
Thereby,  have  fciatan  claim  his  carcass,  and 
Figrnre  as  Metaphysio  Poet  .  .  .  ah,  ^ 
Mark  ye  the  dim  nrst  oozings  ?    Meribah  ! 
Then,  quaffii^  at  the  fount  my  courage  gained. 
Recall  —  not    that    I    prompt    ye  —  who    ex- 
plained .  .  . 
**  Presumptuous  !  "  interrupts  one.    Ton,  not  I 
^T  is,  brotner,  marvel  at  and  maenify 
Let  the        idttch  office  :  ^'office,    quotha?  can 
poet  take         we  get 

hia  own        To  the  beginning  of  the  office  yet  ? 
part,  then,    ^hat  do  wo  here  ?  simply  experiment 
Each  on  the  other's  power  and  its  intent 
When  elsewhere  taBKed,  —  if  this  of  mine  were 

trucked 
For  yours  to  ei therms  good, — we  watch  con- 
struct. 
In  short,  an  engine  :  with  a  finished  one, 
What  it  can  do,  is  all,  —  nau^t,  how  't  is  done. 
But  thiB  of  ours  yet  in  probation,  dusk 
A  kernel  of  strange  wheel  work  through  its  husk 
Grows  into  shape  bv  quarters  and  by  halves : 
Ebcmark  this  tooth  s  spring,  wonder  what  that 

valve's 
Fall  bodes,  presume  each  faculty's  device, 
Make  out  each  other  more  or  less  pi*eeise  — 
The  scope  of  the  whole  engine  's  to  be  proved : 
We  die :  which  means  to  say,  the  whole  's 

removed. 
Dismounted   wheel    by  wheel,    this    complex 

To  be  set  up  anew  elsewhere,  begin 

A  task  indeed,  but  with  a  clearer  clime 

Than  the  murk  lodgment  of  our  bnilding^time. 

And  then,  I  grant  vou,  it  behoves  forget 

How  't  is  done  —  all  that  must  amuse  us  yet 

So  long :  and,  while  you  turn  upon  3'our  heel, 

F^y  that  I  be  not  busy  slitting  steel 

Bhould  any  Or  shredding  brass,  camped  on  some 

ol^eotthat        virgin  shore 

he  was         Under  a  cluster  of  fresh  stars,  be- 

duU  fore 

I  name  a  tithe  o'  the  wheels  I  trust  to  do  ! 

So  occupied,  then,  are  we  :  hitherto. 
At  present,  and  a  weary  while  to  come, 
The  office  of  ourselves,  —  nor  blind  nor  dumb, 
And  seeing  somewhat  of  man's  state,  —  has  been, 
For  the  worst  of  us,  to  say  they  so  have  seen ; 
For  the  better,  what  it  was  they  saw  ;  the  best 
Impart  the  gift  of  seeing  to  t}te  rost : 
*^So  that  I  glance,"  says  such  an  one,  **  around, 
And  there  's  no  face  but  I  can  read  profound 
Disclosures  in ;  this  stands  for  hoi>e,  that  —  fear, 
And  for  a  speech,  a  deed  in  proof,  look  here  ! 
*  Stoop,  else  tlie  strings  of  blossom,  where  the 

nuts 
O'erarch,  will  blind  thee !    Said  I  not  ?    She 

shuts 
Both  eyes  this  time,  so  close  the  hazels  meet ! 
Thus,  prisonod  in  the  Piombi,  I  repeat 
Events  one  rove  occasioned,  o'er  and  o'er, 
Putting  'twixt  me  and  madness  evermore 
Thy  sweet  shape,  Zanze  !    Therefore  stoop  1 ' 


'That's  truth  I' 
(Adjudge  you)  *  the  incarcerated  youth 
Would  say  that ! ' 

Youth?    Plarathebard?    Setdown 
That  Plara  spent  his  vouth  in  a  grim  town 
Whose   cramped  ill-featured  streets    huddled 

about 
The  minster  for  protection,  never  out 
Of  its  black  belfry's  shade  and  its  b^ls'  roar, 
llie  brighter  shone  the  suburb,  —  all  the  more 
Ugly  and  absolute  that  shade's  reproof 
Of  any  chance  escape  of  joy,  —  some  roof. 
Taller  than  they,  allowed  the  rest  detect,  — 
Before  the  sole  permitted  laugh  (suspect 
Who  could,  H  was  meant  for  laughter,  that 

ploughed  cheek  ^s 
Repulsive  gleam  I)  when  the  sun  stopped  both 

peaks 
Of  the  cleft  belfry  like  a  fiery  wedge, 
Then  sank,  a  huge  flame  on  its  socket  edge, 
With  leavings  on  the  gray  glass  oriel-pane 
Ghastly  some  minutes  more.    No  fear  of  rain  — 
The  minster  minded  that  I  in  heaps  the  dust 
Lay  everywhere.    This  town,  the  minster's  trust, 
Befcide  his    HeM  Plara ;  who,  its  denizen,  bade 
•priffhtlier        hail 

preueces-      In  twice  twelve  sonnets.    Tempers 
*on,  dewy  vale." 

***  Exact    the    town,     the     minster   and    the 

street!'  " 
*^  As  all  mirth  triumphs,  sadness  means  defeat : 
Lust  triumphs  and  is  gay.  Love 's  triumphed 

o'er 
And  sad  :  but  Lucio  's  sad.     I  said  before. 
Love  's  sad,  not   Lucio  ;   one  who  loves  may 

be 
As  gay  his  love  has  leave  to  hope,  as  he 
Downcast  that  lusts'  desire  escapes  the  springe  : 
'  T  is  of  the  mood  itself  I  speak,  what  tinge 
Determines  it,  else  colorless,  —  or  mirth. 
Or  melancholy,  as  from  heaven  or  earth." 
*'  *  Ay,  that  *8  the  variation's  gist  I ' 

Indeed  ? 
Thus  far  advanced  in  safetv  then,  proceed  I 
And  having  seen  too  what  1  saw,  be  bold 
And  next  encounter  what  I  do  behold 
(That 's  sure)  but  bid  you  take  on  trust !  " 

Attack 
The  use  and  purpose  of  such  si€;hts  ?    Alack, 
Not  so  unwisely  does  the  crowd  dispense 
On  Salinguerras  pnuse  in  preference 
One  ought    To  the  ^iordelios  :    men  of  action, 
not  blame         these ! 

butpraiae     W'hn,  seeing  just  as  little  as   yon 
*""'■  •  please, 

Yet  turn  that  little  to  account,  —  engage 
Witli,  do  not  gaze  at.  —  carry  un.  a  stage. 
The  work  o'  the  world,  not  Tneraly  make  report 
The  work  existed  ere  their  day  I    In  short, 
When  at  some  future  no-time  a  brave  band 
Sees,  using  what  it  sees,  then  shake  my  hand 
In  heaven,  ray  brother !    Meanwhile  where 's 

the  hurt 
Of  keeping  the  Maker»4ee  on  the  alert. 
At  whose  defection  mortals  stare  aghast 
As  though  heaven's  bounteous  windows  were 

slammed  fast 
Incontinent  ?    Whereas  all  yon,  beneath. 
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Should  seowl  ftt,  bmiae  their  lips  and  break  their 

teeth 
Who  ply  the  pnllieSf  for  nesieotiiiff  you: 
And  therefore  have  I  monlded,  made  anew 
A  Man,  and  give  him  to  be  turned  and  tried, 
Be  angry  wiui  or  pleased  at.    On  your  side, 
Have  ye  times,  places,  acton  of  your  own  ? 

Try  them  upon  8ordello  when  full- 
^'*^   ^,         KTown, 

eveuU,hU    j^^  then— ah  then  I    If  Heronles 
riw:       fi«t  parched 

His  foot  in  iilgypt  only  to  be  marched 
A  sacrifice  for  Jove  with  pomp  to  suit, 
What  chance  have  I  ?    The  doiuigud  was  mute 
Till,  at  the  altar,  where  time  out  of  mind 
8uch  guests  became  obLations,  chaplets  twined 
His  forehead  long  enough,  and  he  began 
Slaying  the  slayeis,  nor  escaped  a  man. 
Take  not  affront,  my  gentle  audience  I  whom 
No  Hercules  shall  inake  his  hecatomb, 
Believe,  nor  from  his  brows  your  chaplet  rend  -^ 
That 's  ^our  kind  suffrage,  yours,  my  patron- 

fnend. 
Whose  great  verse  blares  nnintermittent  on 
Like  your  own  trumpeter  at  Marathon,  — 
You  who,  Platffia  and  Salamis  being  scant, 
Pat  up  with  w^tna  for  a  stimulant  — 
And  did  well,  I  acknowledged,  as  he  loomed 
Over  the  midland  sea  last  month,  presumed 
Long,  lay  demolished  in  the  blazing  West 
At  eve,  while  towards  him  tilting  cloudlets 

pressed 
Like  Peisian  ships  at  Salamis.    Friend,  wear 
A  crest  proud  as  desert  while  I  declare 
Had  I  a  flawless  ruby  fit  to  wring 
Tears  of  its  color  from  that  painted  king 
Who  lost  it,  I  would,  for  that  smile  which 

went 
To  my  heart,  fling  it  in  the  sea,  content, 
Wbat  if        Wearing  your  verse   in   place,   an 
thtngs  amulet 

brighten.      Sovereign  against  all  passion,  wear 
who  knowa?       und  {ret  I 
My  English  Eyebright,  if  you  are  not  glad 
That,  as  I  stopped  my  task  awhile,  the  sad 
Dishevelled  fmrm,  wherein  I  put  mankind 
To  oome  at  times  and  keep  ray  pact  in  mind, 
Rmewed  me,  —  hear  no  crickets  in  the  hedge. 
Nor  let  a  glowworm  spot  the  river's  edge 
At  home,  and  may  the  summer  showers  gush 
Without  a  warning  from  the  missel  thrush  1 
So,  to  our  business,  now  --the  fate  of  such 
As  find  our  common  nature  —  overmuch 
Despised  because  restricted  and  unfit 
To  bear  tlie  burden  they  impose  on  it  — 
Cling*  when  they  would   discard   it ;    craving 

strength 
To  leap  from  the  allotted  world,  at  length 
They  ao  leap,  —  flounder  on  without  a  term. 
Each  a  grod's  germ,  doomed  to  remain  a  germ 
In  unexpanded  infancy,  unless  .  .  . 
But  that 's  the  story  —  dull  enough,  confess ! 
There  might  be  fitter  subjects  to  allure ; 
Still,  neither  nuaoonceive  my  portraiture 
Nor  undervalue  its  adornments  quaint : 
What  seems  a  fiend  perchance  may  prove  a  saint. 
Ponder  a  story  ancient  pens  transmit^ 
Then  say  if  you  condemn  me  or  aoqmt. 


John  the  Beloved,  banished  Antiooh 
For  Patmos.  bade  collectively  his  flook 
Where-        Farewell,  but  set  apart  the  closing 

upou,  with        eve 

aBtoryto     To   comfort   those   his  exile  most 
the  pomt,         ^„^j  ^^^^^ 

He  knew :  a  touching  spectacle,  that  house 
In  motion  to  receive  him !     Xanthus*  spouse 
You  missed,  nuide   panther's  meat  a  mouth 

since;  but 
Xanthus  himself  (his  nephew  't  was,  they  shut 
'Twixt  boards  and  sawea  asunder/,  Pulycarp, 
Soft  Charicle,  next  year  no  wheel  could  warp 
To  swear  by  Casar  s  fortune,  with  the  rest 
Were  ranged ;  through  whom  the  gray  disciple 

pressed, 
Busily  blessiiw:  right  and  left,  just  stopped 
To  pat  one  infant  s  curls,  the  hangman  cropped 
Soon  after,  reached  the  portal.    On  its  hinge 
The  door  turns  and   he   enters:   what  quick 

twinge 
Ruins  the  smiling  mouth,  those  wide  eves  fix 
Whereon,  wh^  like  some  spectral  candlestick's 
Branch  the  disciple's  arms  ?    Dead  swooned  he, 

woke 
Anon,  heaved  sigh,  made  shift  to  gasp,  heart- 
broke, 
"  Get  thee  behind  me,  Satan  !    Have  I  toiled 
To  no  more  purpose  ?    Is  die  gospel  foiled 
Here  too,  luid  o'er  my  son's,  my    Xanthus* 

hearth. 
Portrayed     with     sooty    garb    and    features 

swarth  — 
Ah,  Xanthus,  am  I  to  thy  roof  beguiled 
To  see  the  —  the  —  the  Devil  domiciled  ?  " 
Whereto  sobbed  Xanthus,  **  Father,  'tis  your- 
self 
Installed,  a  limning  which  our  utmost  pelf 
Went  to  procure  against  to-morrow's  loss ; 
Ha  takes      And  that 's  no  twy-prong,  but  a  pas- 
np  the  toral  cross, 

thread  of      You  'le  painted  with  I  " 
diaoourae.  i^  puckered  brows  nnf <dd — 

And  yon  shall  hear  Sordello's  story  told. 


BOOK  THE  FOURTH 

Meantime  Ferrara  lay  in  rueful  case  ; 

The  lady-city,  for  whose  sole  embrace 

Her  pair  of  suitors  struggled,  felt  their  arms 

A  brawny  mischief  to  the  fragile  charms 

They   tugged   for  —  one  diMovering   that   to 

twist 
Her  tresses  twice  or  thrice  about  his  wrist 
Secured  a  point  of  vantage  —  one,  how  best 
He  'd  parry  that  by  planting  in  her  breast 
His  elbow  ^ike  —  each  party  too  intent 
Men  suf-         ^^  noticing, howe 'er  the  battle  went, 
fered  much  ^^^  conqueror  would   but  have  a 

corpse  to  kiss. 
'''  May  Boniface  be  duly  damned  for  this  I " 
—  Howled  some  old  GMbellin,  as  up  he  tamed. 
From  the  wet  heap  of  rubbish   where    they 

burned 
His  house,  a  little  skull  with  daxzling  teeth : 
^*  A  boon,  sweet  Christ  —  let  Salinguerra  seethe 
In  hell  forever,  Christ,  and  let  myself 
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Be  there  to  lan^h  at  him  P'  —  moaned  some 

young  Guelf 
Stumbling  upon  a  shrivelled  hand  nailed  fast 
To  the  charred  lintel  of  the  doorway,  last 
His  father  stood  within  to  bid  him  soeed. 
The  thoroughfares  were  overrun  with  weed 
—  Docks,  quitchgrass,  loathy  mallows  no  man 

plants. 
The  stranger,  none  of  its  inhabitants 
Whichever    Crept  out  of  doors  to  taste  fresh  air 
of  the  par-        again, 

ties  waa       And  ask  the  purpose  of  a  splendid 
victor.  train 

Admitted  on  a  mormiig ;  every  town 

Of  the  East  Leapie  wus  come  by  envoy  down 

To  treat  for  Ricnai'd's  ransom :  here  you  saw 

The  Vicentine,  here  snowy  oxen  draw 

The  Paduan  carroch,  its  vermilion  cross 

Chi  its  white  field.     A-tiptoe  o'er  the  fosse 

Looked  Legate  Montelungo  wistfully 

After  the  nock  of  steeples  he  might  spy 

In  Esters  time,  gone  (doubts  he)  long  ago 

To  mend  the  rampai'ts :  sure  the  laggards  know 

The  Pope  's  as  good  as  here  !    They  paced  Uie 

streets 
More  soberly.    At  last,  *'  Taurello  greets 
The  League,'*  announced  a  pursuivant,  —  **  will 

match 
Its  courtesy,  and  labors  to  dispatch 
At  earliest  Tito,  Friedrich's  Pretor,  sent 
Oil  pressing  matters  from  his  post  at  Trent, 
Witn  Mainard  Count  of  Tyrol,  —  simply  waits 
Their  going  to  receive  the  delegates.'^ 
*^  Tito  ! ''    Our  delegates  exchanged  a  glance. 
And,  keepiiif^  the  main  way,  admired  askance 
The  lazy  engines  of  outlandish  birth. 
Couched  like  a  king  each  on  its  bank  of  earth  — 
Arbalist,  manganerand  catapult ; 
While  stationed  by,  as  waiting  a  result. 
Lean  silent  gangs  of  mercenaries  ceased 
AVorking  to  watch  the  strangers.     *'  This,  at 

learit. 
Were  better  spared ;  he  scarce  presumes  gainsay 
The  League's  decision  I    Get  our  friend  away 
And  profit  for  the  future :  how  else  teach 
Fools  "t  is  not  safe  to  stray  within  claw*s  reach 
Ere  Salinguerra's  final  gasp  be  blown  ? 
Those  mere  convulsive  scratches  find  the  bone. 
Who  bade  him  bloody  the  spent  osprey's  iiare  ?  " 

The  carrochs  halted  in  the  pubuc  square. 
Pennons  of  every  blazon  once  a-flaunt. 
Men  prattled,  freelier  that  the  crestea  gaunt  ^ 
How  White  ostrich  with  a  horsch«hoe  in 

Guelfa  her  beak 

criticifle        Was   missing,  and    whoever   chose 
GhibeUiu  might  speak 

^^""^  "  EceUn  '^boldly  out :  so,  -  '*  Ecelin 

Needed  his  wife  to  swallow  half  the  sin 
And  sickens  by  himself :  the  devil's  whelp, 
He  styles  his  son,  dwindles  away,  no  help 
From  conserves,  your  fine  triple-curded  troth 
Of  virgin's  blood,  your  Venice  viper-broth  — 
Eh  ?  Jubilate  1"  — ''  Peace !  no  Uttle  word 
You  utt«r  here  that 's  not  distinctly  heard 
Up  at  Oliero:  he  was  absent  sick 
When  we  besieged  Bassano  —  who,  i'  the  thick 
O'  the  work,  perceived  the  progress  Azzo  made. 
Like  Ecelin,  through  his  witch  Adelaide  ? 


She  managed  it  so  well  that,  night  by  night, 
At  their  bed-foot  stood  up  a  solclier^prite. 
First  fresh,  pale  by-and-by  without  a  wound. 
And,  when  it  came  with  eyes  filmed  as  in  s  wound, 
lliey  knew  the  place  was  taken."  —  "  Ominous 
That  Qhibellins  should  get  what  cauteluus 
Old  Hedbeard  sought  from  Azzo's  sire  to  wrench 
Vainly ;  Saint  George  contrived  his   town    a 

trench 
O'  the  marshes,  an  impermeable  bar." 
""  —  Young  Ecelin  is  meant  the  tutelar 
Of  Padua,  rather  ;  veins  embrace  upon 
His  hand  like  Brenta  and  Bacchiglion." 
What  now  ?  —  ''  The  founts  1     God's  bread, 

touch  not  a  plank ! 
A  crawling  hell  of  carrion  — ever}'  tank 
As  iinosu-     Choke  full !  —  found  out  just  now  to 
ally  ener-  Ciuo's  cost  — 

getic  in        The  same  who  gave  Taurello  up  for 
thia  case.  lost. 

And,  making  no  account  of  fortune*s  freaks. 
Refused  to  bu<^  from  Padua  then,  but  sneakg 
Back  now  with  Concorezzi  —  'faith  !  tliey  drag 
Their  carroch  to  San  Vitale,  plant  the  flag 
On  his  own  palace,  so  adroitly  razed 
He  knew  it  not ;  a  sort  of  Guelf  folk  gazecl 
And  laughed  apait ;  Cino  disliked  their  air — 
Must  pluck  up  spirit,  show  he  does  not  care  — 
Seats  himself  on  the  tank's  edge  —  will  begin 
To  hum,  2a,  za,  Cavaler  Jicelin  -- 
A  silence  ;  he  gets  warmer,  clinks  to  chime. 
Now  botli  feet  plough  the  gi-ouud,  deei>er  each 

time. 
At  last,  za,  2a,  and  up  with  a  fierce  kick 
Comes  his  own  mother's  face  caught  by  tlie 

thick 
Gray  liair  about  his  spur !  " 

Which  means,  they  lift 
The  covering,  Salinguerra  made  a  shift 
To  stit$tch  ui)on  the  truth  ;  as  well  avoid 
Further  disclosures ;  leave  them  thus  employed. 
Our  dropping  Autumn  morning  clears  apace. 
And  poor  Ferrara  puts  a  softened  face 
On  her  misfortunes.    Let  us  scale  this  tall 
Huge  foursquare  line  of  red  brick  garden-wall 
„  Bastioned  within  by  trees  of  every 

How,paaa-        g^rt 


ing 

through 
the  rare 
garden, 


On  three  sides,  slender,  spreading, 

long  and  short ; 
Each  grew  as  it  contrived,  the  ixiplar 
ramped. 
The  fig-tree   roared   itself,  —  but   stark   and 

cramped. 
Made  fools  of,  like  tamed  lions :  whence,  on  tlie 

edge. 
Running  'twist  trunk  and  trunk  to  smooth  one 

ledge 
Of  shade,  were  slimbs  inserted,  warp  and  woof, 
Which  smothered  up  that  variance.    Scale  tlie 

roof 
Of  solid  tops,  and  o'er  the  slope  von  slide 
Down  to  a  grassy  space  level  ana  wide, 
Here  and  there  dotted  with  a  tree,  but  trees 
Of  rarer  leaf,  each  foreigner  at  ease. 
Set  by  itself :  and  in  tlie  centre  spreads. 
Borne  upon  three  uneasv  leopards'  heads, 
A  laver,  broad  and  shallow,  one  bright  spirt 
Of  water  bubbles  in.    The  walls  begirt 
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With  trees  leave  off  on  either  hand ;  panne 

Yoor  path  along  a  wondrous  avenue 

Those  walls  abut  on,  heaped  of  gleainy  stone, 

With  aloes  leering  everywhere,  gray-grown 

From  many  a  Moorish  summer :  how  they  wind 

Out  of  the  6s8ure8 1  likelier  to  bind 

The  building  than  tliose  rusted  cramps  which 

drop 
Already  in  the  eating  sunshine.    Stop, 
Yon  fleetiiig  shapes  a  bove  tliere !    Ah^  the  pride 
Or  else  despair  of  the  whole  oountryniide  I 
A  range  of  statues,  swarming  o^er  with  wasps, 
Salinguer-    ^od,    goddess,    wonum,    man,    the 
n  con-  Greek  roagh-rasiie 

trived  for  In  ornmblii:^  Naples  marble  —  meant 
apoipoM,        to  look 

Like  those  Messina  marbles  Constance  took 
Delight  in,  or  Taurello^s  self  conveyed 
To  Mantua  for  his  nustreas,  Adelaide, 
A  certain  font  with  caryatides 
inace  cloistered  at  Goito ;  only,  these 
Are  up  and  doing,  not  ahuhed,  a  troop 
Able  to  right  theniseh  es  —  who  see  von,  stoop 
Their  arms  o*  the  instant  after  you !    UuDluoked 
By  this  or  that,  von  pass ;  for  they  oonanct 
To  terrace  raised  on  terrace,  and,  between^ 
Creatures  of  brighter  mould  and  braver  mien 
Tlian  any  yet,  the  choicest  of  the  Isle 
No  doubt.    Here,  left  a  sullen  breathing-while. 
Up-gathered  on  himself  tlie  Fighter  stood 
For  his   last  fight,   and,   wiping  treacherous 

blood 
Out  of  the  eyelids  just  held  ope  beneath 
Those  shading  fingers  in  their  iron  sheath, 
Steadied  his  strengths  amid  the  buzs  and  stir 
Of  the  dusk  hideous  amphitheatre 
At  the  announcement  of  his  over-match 
To  wind  the  day^s  diversion  up,  dispatch 
The  pertinacious  Gaul :  while,  limbs  one  heap, 
'Die  Slave,  no  Iweath   in  her  round  mouth, 

watched  leap 
Diart  after  dart  forth,  as  her  heroes  car 
Clove  dizzily  the  solid  of  the  war 
—  Let  ecnl  about  his  knees  for  pride  in  him. 
We  reach  the  farthest  terrace,  and  the  grim 
San  Pietro  Palace  stops  us. 

Such  the  state 
Of  Salinguerra^s  plan  to  emulate 
Sicilian  marvels,  that  his  girlish  wife 
Retrade  atill  might  lead  her  ancient  life 
In  her  new  home :  whereat  enlarged  so  much 
Neighbors  upon  the  novel  princely  touch 
He  took,  —  who  here  imprisons  Boniface. 
Here  nrast  the  Envoys  come  to  sue  for  grace ; 
And  here,  emerging  from  the  labyrinth 
Below,  (Sordello  paused  beside  the  plinth 
Of  the  door-pillar. 

Botdello  He  had  really  left 

pondersall  Verona  for  the  cornfields  (a  poor  theft 
Men  and  From  the  morass)  where  Este's  camp 
'"•«'»  was  made. 

The  Envoys*  march,  the  Legatees  cavalcade  — 
All  had  been  seen  by  him,  but  scarce  as  when,  — 
Eager  for  cause  to  stand  aloof  from  men 
At  every  point  save  the  fantastic  tie 
Acknowledged  in  his  boyish  sophistry,  — 
He  made  account  of  sneh.  A  crowd,  —  he  meant 
To  task  the  whole  of  it ;  each  part's  intent 


Concerned  him  therefortt :  and,  the  mure  ho 

pried, 
The  less  became  Sordello  satisfied 
With  his  own  figure  at  the  moment.    Sought 
He  respite  from  his  task  ?    Descried  he  aught 
Novel  m  the  anticipated  sight 
Of  all  these  livers  uiion  all  delight  ? 
lliis  phalanx,  as  of  myriad  iMiiuts  combined, 
\Vhereby  he  still  had  muiged  the  mankind 
His  youth  was  passed  in  dreams  of  rivalling. 
His  age  —  in  plans  to  prove  at  least  such  thiiup 
Had  been  so  dreamed,  —  which  now  he  must 

impress 
With  his  own  will,  effect  a  happiness 
Bv  theirs,  —  supply  a  body  to  his  soul 
Thence,  and  become  eveiituidly  whole 
With  them  as  he  had  hoped  to  be  without  — 
Finds  In       Made  these   the  mankind  he  once 
men  no  raved  about  ? 

marhine  Because  a  few  of  them  were  notable, 
for  hit  Should  all  be  figured  worthy  note  Y 
■^•»  As  weU 

Expect  to  find  Taurello^s  triple  line 
Of  trees  a  single  and  prodigious  pine. 
Real  pines  rose  here  and  there ;  but,  close  among, 
Thrust  into  and  mixed  up  with  pmes,  a  throng 
Of  shrubs,  he  saw,  —  a  nameless  common  sort 
Overpast  in  dreams,  left  out  of  the  report 
And  hurried  into  oornersj  or  at  best 
Admitted  to  be  fancied  hke  the  rest. 
Reckon  that  morning's  proper  chiefs  —  how  few  I 
And  yet  the  people  grew,  the  people  grew. 
Grew  ever,  as  if  the  man)'  tliere  indeed, 
More   left  behind  and  most  who  should  suc- 
ceed,— 
Simply  in  virtue  of  their  mouths  and  eyes, 
Petty  enjo^nents  and  huge  miseries,  — 
Mingled  with,  and  made  veritably  ^•eat  ^ 
Those  chie& :  he  overlooked  not  Mainarda  state 
Nor  Concorezzi's  station,  but  instead 
Of  stopping  there,  each  dwuidled  to  be  head 
Of  infinite  and  absent  Tyrolese 
Or  Paduans  ;^  startling  all  the  more,  that  these 
Seemed  passive  and  disposed  of,  uncared  for. 
Yet  doubtless  on  the  whole  (like  Eglamor) 
Smiling ;  for  if  a  wealthy  man  decays 
And  out  of  store  of  robes  must  wear,  all  daj's, 
Oue  tattered  suit,  alike  in  sun  and  shade, 
'T  is  commonly  some  tarnished  gay  brocade 
Fit  for  a  feast-night's  flourish  and  no  more : 
Nor  otherwise  poor  Misery  from  her  store 
Of  looks  is  fain  upgather,  keep  unfurled 
For  common  wear  as  she  goes  through  the  world. 
The  fault  remainder  of  some  worn-out  smile 
Meant  for  a  f east^night  'a  service  merely.   AVhile 
Crowd  upon  crowd  rose  011  Sordello  thus,  — 
(Crowds  no  way  iuterferiiig  to  discuss. 
Much  1ms  dispute,  life's  jovs  with  one  employed 
In  envying  them,  —  or,  if  they  aught  enjoyed. 
Where  lingered  something  indefinable 
In  every  look  and  time,  the  iidrth  as  well 
As  woe,  that  fixed  at  once  his  estimate 
Of  the  result,  their  good  or  bad  estate)  — 
But  a  Old   memories   returned  with   new 

thing  with        effect : 

life  of  ita  And  the  new  body,  ere  he  could  sna- 
o^*»>»  pect. 

Cohered,  mankuid  and  he  were  really  fused, 
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The  new  self  seemed  impatient  to  be  used 

Bv  hiiu,  but  utterly  another  way 

Tnan  that  anticipated :  strange  to  say,^ 

They  were  too  much  below  him,  more  in  thrall 

Than  he,  the  adjunct  than  the  principal. 

What  booted  scattered  units  ?  —  here  a  mind 

And  there,  which  mifht  repay  his  own  to  find. 

And  stamp,  and  use  ?  —  a  few,  howeVr  august, 

If  all  the  rest  were  giovelling  in  the  dust  ? 

No :  first  a  mighty  equilibrium,  sure, 

{Should  he  establish,  privilege  procure 

For  all,  the  few  had  long  possessed !    He  felt 

An  error,  an  exceedin^r  error  melt  — 

While  he  was  oocupiea  with  Mantnan  chants. 

Behoved  him  think  of  men,  and  take  their 

wants. 
Such  as  he  now  distinguished  every  side. 
As  his  own  want  which  might  be  satisfied,  — 
And,  after  that,  think  of  rare  qualities 
Of  his  own  soul  demanding  exercise. 
It  followed  naturally,  through  no  claim 
On  their  part,  which  made  wtue  of  the  aim 
At  serving  them,  on  his,  —  that^  past  retricTe, 
He  felt  now  in  their  toils,  theirs,  —  nor  could 

leave 
Wonder  how,  in  the  eagerness  to  rule, 
Impress  his  will  on  mankind,  he  (the  fool  I) 
Had  never  even  entertained  the  thought 
That  this  his  last  arrangement  might  be  fraught 
With  incidental  good  to  them  as  well. 
And  right*    And  that  mankind^s  delight  would 
hitherto  help  to  swell 

ignored  by    His  own.     So,  if  he  sighed,  as  for- 
him.  merly 

Because  the  merry  time  of  life  must  fleet, 
'T  was  deepller  now,  —  for  could  the  crowds  re- 
peat 
Their  poor  experiences  ?    His  hand  that  shook 
Was  twice  to  be  deplored.    *^  The  Legate,  look  I 
With  eyes,  like  fresh-blown  thrush-eggs  on  a 

thread. 
Faint-blue  and  loosely  floating  in  his  head. 
Large  tongue,  moist  open  mouth ;  and  this  long 

while 
That  owner  of  the  idiotic  smile 
A  faalt  he    Serves  them  I  " 
is  now  He  f  ortnnatelv  saw  in  time 

anxioua  to    His  fault  however,  and  since  the  of- 
>*?»>'»  fioe  prime 

Includes  the  secondary  —  best  accept 
Both  offices :  Tanrello,  its  adept, 
Could  teach  him  the  preparatory  one, 
And  how  to  do  what  ne  had  fancied  done 
Long  previously,  ere  take  the  greater  task. 
How  render  first  these  people  happy  ?    Ask 
The  people^s  friends:  for  there  must  be  one 

good. 
One  way  to  it  —  the  Cause  I  —  he  understood 
The  meaning  now  of  Palma  ;  why  the  jar 
Else,  the  ado,  the  trouble  wide  and  far 
Of  Guelfs  and  Ghibellins,  the  Lombard  hope 
And  Homers  despair  ?  —  'twixt  Emperor  and 

Pope 
The  confused  shifting  sort  of  E^en  tale  — 
Hardihood  still  recurring,  still  to  fail  — 
That  foreign  interloping  fiend,  this  free 
And  native  overbrooding  deity  — 
Yet  a  dire  fascination  o'er  the  palms 
The  Kaiser  ruined,  ti-oubling  even  the  calms 


Of  paradise  —  or,  on  the  other  hand, 

Biucehe       The  Pontijff,  as  the  Kaisers  nnder- 

appre*  stand, 

henda  its      One  snake-like  cursed  of  Qod  to  love 

full  extent,       the  ground. 

Whose  heavy  length  bresJcs  in  the  noon  profound 

Some  saving  tree  —  which  needs  Uie  Kaiser, 

dressed  ^ 
As  the  dislodging  angel  of  that  pest. 
Yet  flames  that  pest  bedropped,  flat  head,  full 

fold, 
With  coruscating  dower  of  dyes.    **  Behold 
The  secret,  so  to  speak,  and  masteisipring 
O'  the  contest !  —  which  of  the  two  Powers  shall 

bring 
Men  good  —  perchance  the  most  good — ay,  it 

may 
Be  that !  —  the  question,  which  best  knows  the 


way 


?» 


And  hereupon  Connt  Mainard  strutted  pnst 
Out  of  San  Pietro ;  never  seemed  the  last 
Of  archers,  slingers :  and  our  friend  began 
To  recollect  strange  modes  of  serving  man, 
Arbalist,  catapult,  brake,  manganel. 
And  more.    *'  This  way  of  theirs  ma)',  — who 

can  tell?  — 
Need  perfecting,'*  said  he :  '*  let  all  be  solved 
At  once !    Taurello  'tis,  the  task  devolved 
On  late  —  confront  Taurello ! " 

And  at  last 
He  did  eonfront  him.    Scarce  an  hour  had  pnst 
When  forth  Sordello  came,  older  by  years 
Than  at  his  entry.    Unexampled  fean 
Oppressed  him,  and  he  staggered  off,  blind,  mute 
And  deaf,  like  some  fresh-mutilated  brute. 
Into  Ferrara  —  not  the  empty  town 
That  morning  witnessed  :  he  went  up  and  down 
Streets  whence  the  veil  had  been  stnppcNi  shied 

by  shred. 
So  that,  in  place  of  huddling  with  their  dead 
Indoors,  to  answer  Salinguerra's  ends. 
Townsfolk  make  shift  to  crawl  fortli,  sit  like 

friends 
With  any  one.    A  woman  ^ve  him  choice 
Of  her  two  daughters,  the  infantile  voice 
Or  the  dimpled  knee,  for  half  a  chain,  his  throAt 
Was  clasped  with ;  but  an  archer  knew  the 

coat  — 
Its  blue  cross  and  eight  lilies,  —  bade  beware 
One  dogging  him  in  concert  with  the  pair 
Though  thrumming  on  the  sleeve  that  hid  his 

knife. 
Night  set  in  early,  autumn  dews  were  rife. 
They  kindled  great  fires  while  the  Leaguers' 

mass 
Began  at  every  carrooh  —  he  must  paas 
Between  the  kneeling  people.    Presently 
The  carroch  of  Verona  caught  his  eve 
With  purple  trappings ;  silently  he  bent 
Over  its  nre,  when  voices  violent 
Began,  *'  Affirm  not  whom  the  youth  was  like 
That  struck  me  from  the  porch.  I  did  not  strike 
Again :  I  too  have  chestnut  hair ;  my  kin 
And  would    Hat^  Azzo  and  stand  up  for  £oe- 
fain  have  Un. 

helped         Here,  minstrel,  drive  bad  thoughts 
acme  way,        ^^^y  f     vji„jji     Xake 

My  glove  for  guerdon ! ''    And  for  that  niaii*s 
sake 
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He  tamed  :  *'  A  aoog  of  Eglamor't  I "  —  aoaroe 

naniedf 
When,    ^'Onr   Sordello's    Tstfaar ! '' —  all  ex- 

claimed ; 
"  Is  not  SordeUo  fainoiuest  lor  rh^me  ? '' 
He  had  been  happy  to  deny,  this  tam<*,  — 
Prof ew  as  heretofore  the  achinir  head 
And  failing  heart,  —  suspect  that  iu  his  stead 
Some  true  Apollo  liad  the  churf^e  of  them, 
Was  ehammon  to  reward  or  to  condemn, 
So  his  intolerable  risk  lui^ht  shift 
Or  share  itself ;  but  Naddo's  precious  gift 
Of  gifts,  he  owned,  be  certain !     At  the  close  — 
*'  I  made  that,"  said  he  to  a  youth  who  rose 
As  if  to  hear :  H  was  Palma  through  the  band 
Conducted  him  in  silence  by  her  hand. 

Back  now  for  iSalinguerra.    Tito  of  Trent 
GaTe  place  to  Palma  and  her  friend  ;  who  went 
In  turn  at  Montelango's  visit  —  one 
After  the  other  were  they  come  and  gone,  — 
These  spokesmen  for  the  Kaiser  and  the  Pope, 
This  inoamation  of  the  People's  hope, 
Sordello,  —  all  the  say  of  each  was  aaid ; 
And  i)alinguerra  sat,  himself  instead 
Of  these  to  talk  with,  lingered  musing  yet. 
*T  was  a  drear  vast  presence-chamber  roughly 

set 
In  order  for  the  morning's  use ;  full  face. 
The  Kaiser *s  ominous  sign-mark  had  first  place. 
The  crowned  grim  twy-uecked  eagle,  coarsely- 
blacked 
With  ochre  on  the  naked  wall :  nor  lacked 
Komano's  green  andyellow  eitner  side ; 
But  the  new  token  Tito  brooght  had  tried 
The  Legate's  patience  —  nay,  if  Palma  knew 
What  8alingaerra  almost  meant  to  do 
Until  the  sight  of  her  restored  his  lip 
A  certain  half-smile,  three  months'  chieftainship 
Had  banished  I    Afterward,  the  Legate  found 
No  change  in  him,  nor  asked  what  badge  he 

wound 
And  onwouiid  carelessly.    Now  sat  the  Chief 
But  SsUd-    bilent  as  when  our  couple  left,  whose 
guem  U  brief 

ako  pre-       Encounter  wrought  80  opportune  ef- 
oecapied ;         f ggt 

In  thoughts  he  summoned  not,  nor  would  reject. 
Though  time  't  was  now  if  ever,  to  pause  —  fix 
On  any  sort  of  ending :  wiles  and  tricks 
Exhausted,  judge  !  his  charge,  the  crazy  town. 
Just  managed  to  be  hindered  crashing  down  — 
Bis  last  sound  troops  ranged  —  care  observed  to 

post 
His  best  of  the  maimed  soldiers  innermost  — 
i!o  much  was  plain  enough,  but  somehow  struck 
Him  not  before.  And  now  with  this  strange  luck 
Of  Tito's  news,  rewarding  his  address 
So  veBt  what  thought  he  of  ?  —  how  the  success 
With  Friedrich's  rescript  there  would  eitiier 

hnsh 
Old  Ecelin's  scruples,  bring  the  manly  flush 
To  his  young  son  s  white  cheek,  or,  last,  exempt 
Himself  from  telling  what  there  was  to  tempt  ? 
No:  that  this  minstrel  was  Romano's  last 
ffimm  Servant  —  himself  the  first!    Could 

bttng  Sor-        he  contrast 

dsUolnno-    The  whole  I  —  that  minstrel's  thirty 
*Wng  eln.        years  just  spent 


In  doing  naughty  their  notablsat  event 
This  morning's  jourasy  hither,  as  I  told  — 
Who  yet  was  lean,  outworn  and  really  old, 
A  stammering  awkward  man  that  scarce  dared 


His  eye  before  the  magisterial  gaie  — 

And  8alingnerra  with  his  fears  and  hopes 

Of  sixty  years,  his  Emperors  and  Popes, 

Cares  and  contrivances,  yet,  von  would  say, 

'T  was  a  youth  nonchalantly  looked  away 

Through  the  embrasure  northward  o'er  the  sick 

Expostulating  trees  —  so  agile,  quick 

How  be        And  graceful  tnmeid  the  head  on  the 

wM  made         brcMid  chest 

in  body        Encased  in  pliant  steel,  his  constant 

and  eplrit,         yggt. 

Whence  split  the  sun  off  in  a  spray  of  fire 
Across  the  room  ;  and,  loosened  of  its  tire 
Of  steel,  that  head  let  breathe  the  comely  brown 
Lar^  massive  locks  discolored  as  if  a  crown 
Encircled  them,  so  f  ra^red  the  basnet  where 
A  sharp  white  line  divided  clean  the  hair ; 
Glossy  above,  glossy  below,  it  swept 
Curling  and  fine  about  a  brow  thus  kept 
Calm, laid  coat  upon  coat,  marble  and  sound : 
This  was  the  mystic  mark  the  Tuscan  found. 
Mused  of,  turned  over  books  about.    iSqiiare- 

faced. 
No  lion  more  ;  two  vivid  eyes,  enchased 
In  hollows  filled  with  many  a  shade  and  streak 
Settling  from  the  bold  nose  and  bearded  cheek. 
Nor  might  the  half-smile  reach  them  that  de- 
formed 
A  lip  supremely  perfect  else  —  nnwarmed, 
Unwidened,  less  or  more ;  indifferent 
Whether  on  trees  or  men  his  thoughts  were  bent, 
Thoughts  rarely,  after  all,  in  trim  and  train 
As  now  a  period  was  fulfilled  again : 
Of  such,  a  series  made  his  life,  compressed 
In  each,  one  story  serving  for  the  rest  — 
And  what     How  his  life-streams  rolling  arrived 
had  been         at  last 

hia  career     At  the  barrier,  whence,  "^are  it  once 
ol  old.  overpast, 

They  would  emerge,  a  river  to  the  end,  — 
Gathered  themselves  up,  paused,  bade  fate  be- 
friend. 
Took  the  leap,  hung  a  minute  at  the  height, 
Then  fell  back  to  oblivion  infinite  : 
Therefore  he  smiled.    Beyond  stretched  gar- 
den-grounds 
Where  late  the  adversary,  breaking  bounds. 
Had  gained  him  an  occasion.  That  above. 
That  eagle,  testified  he  could  improve 
Effectually.    The  Kaiser's  symbol  lay 
Beside  his  rescript,  a  new  badspe  by  way 
Of  baldric ;  while,  —  another  thing  that  marred 
Alike  emprise,  achievement  and  reward,  — 
Ecelin's  missive  was  conspicuous  too. 
What  past  life  did  those  flying  thoughts  pur- 
sue? 
As  his,  few  names  in  Mantua  half  so  old  ; 
But  at  Ferrara,  where  his  sires  enrolled 
It  latterly,  the  Adelardi  spared 
No  pains  to  rival  them :  both  factions  shared 
Ferrara,  so  that,  counted  out,  't  would  yield 
A  product  veiT  like  the  oitjr's  shield. 
Half  black  ana  white,  or  Grnibellin  and  Giielf 


io6 
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As  after  SaUngaerra  styled  himself 
And  Este,  who,  till  Marohesalla  died, 
(Last  of  the  Adelardi)  —  never  tried 
His  fortune  there :  with  Marchesalia^s  child 
Would  pass  —  could  Blacks  and  Whites  be  rec- 
onciled. 
And  young*  Taurello  wed  Lin^uetta  —  wealth 
And  sway  to  a  sole  finrasp.  Eacli  treats  by  stealth 
Already :  when  the  Guelfa,  the  liavennese 
Arrive,  assault  the  Pietru  miarter,  seize 
Liuguetta,  and  are  gone !    rden^s  first  dismay 
Abated  somewhat,  hurries  down,  to  lay 
The  after  indiprnatiun,  Boniface, 
This  Richard's  father.   '  *  Learn  the  full  disgrace 
Averted,  ere  yon  blame  us  Guelfs,  who  rate 
Your  Salin^ruerra,  your  sole  ]K>tentRte 
That  niighfe  have  been,  'moiigst  Este's  valvaa- 

sore  — 
Ay,  Azzo's  —  who,  not  privy  to,  abhors 
Our  step  ;  but  we  were  zealous."    Azzo  *s  then 
To  do  with  !    Straight  a  meetinj<  of  old  men : 
'"'  Old  Salingrnerra  dead,  his  heir  a  boy, 
What  if  we  diaiige  our  ruler  and  decoy 
The  Lombard  El^le  of  the  azure  sphere 
With  Italy  to  build  in,  fix  him  hen*. 
Settle  the  city's  troubles  in  a  trice  ? 
For  private  wrong:,  let  public  good  suffice !  '* 
Ihe  orifri-     ^  ^>^^^  youn^  Salingruerra's  stanch- 
ual  check         est  friends 

to  his  ior-    Talked  of  the  townsmen  making  him 
tunes,  amends. 

Gave  him  a  goshawk,  and  affirmed  there  was 
Rare  sport,  one  morning,  over  the  green  grass 
A  mile  or  so.     He  sauntered  through  the  plain, 
Was  restless,  fell  to  thinking,  turned  again 
Li  time  for  Azzo's  entry  with  the  bride  ^ 
Comit  Boniface  rode  smirking  at  their  side  ; 
'*  She  brings  him  half  Ferrara,"  whispers  new, 
**  And  all  Anoona !    If  the  stripling  knew ! " 

Anon  the  stripliiu:  was  in  Sicily 
Wliere  Heinrich  ruMd  in  right  of  Constance  ;  he 
Was  gracious  nor  his  guest  incapable ; 
Each  understood  the  other.    So  it  fell. 
One  Spring,  when  Azzo,  thoroughly  at  ease. 
Had  neai'  forgotten  by  wliat  precise  degrees 
He  crept  at  first  to  such  a  downy  seat. 
The  Count  trudged  over  in  a  special  he^t 
To  bid  him  of  God's  love  dislo<lg<*  frvnn  each 
Of  Salii^uerra's  pidaces,  —  a  Uit-acli 
Might  yawn  else,  not  so  readilv  to  shut. 
For  who  was  just  arrived  at  Mantua  but 
The  youngster,  sword  on  thigh  and  tuft  on  chin, 
Which  he     W^th  tokens  for  ('elano,  Eoelin, 
vna  in  the    Pistore,  and  the  like  !   Next  news,  — 
way  to  re-        no  whit 

trteve,  ^        Dq  any  of  Ferrara's  domes  befit 
His  wife  of  Heinrich's  very  blood  :  a  band 
Of  foreigners  assemble,  understand 
Garden-constructing,  level  and  surround. 
Build  up  and  bury  in.    A  hist  news  crowned 
The  consternation  :  since  his  infant's  birth, 
He  only  waits  they  end  his  wondrous  girth 
Of  trees  that  link  San  Pietro  with  Tomli, 
To  visit  Mantua.    When  the  Podestjt 
Eoelin,  at  Vioenza,  called  his  friend 
Taurello  thither,  what  could  be  their  end 
But  to  restore  the  Ghibellins'  late  Head, 
The  Kaiser  helping  ?    He  with  most  to  dread 


From  ven^reanoe  and  reprisal,  Azzo,  there 
With  Bomfaoe  beforehand,  as  aware 
Of  plots  in  progress,  gave  alarm,  expelled 
Both  plotters :  out  the  Guelfs  in  triumnh  yelled 
Too  hastily.    The  burning  and  the  fiignt, 
And  how  Taurello,  occupied  that  night 
Witii  Eoelin,  lost  wife  and  son,  I  told : 
When  a        — Not  how   he  bore  the  blow,  re- 
fresh ca-  taiiied  his  hold, 
lamity  de-    Got  friends  safe  through,  left  ene- 
stroyed  aU :       T^dea  the  worst 
O'  the  fray,  and  hardly  seemed  t«  cure  at  first : 
But  afterward  men  heard  not  consUmtly 
Of  Salingnerra's  House  so  sure  to  be ! 
Though  Azzo  simply  gained  by  the  event 
A  shifting  of  his  plagues  —  the  first,  content 
To  fall  behind  the  second  and  estrange 
So  far  his  nature,  suffer  such  a  change 
That  in  Romano  sought  he  wife  and  child 
And  for  Romano's  sake  seemed  reconciled 
To  losing  individual  life,  which  slimnk 
As  the  other  prospered  —  mortised  in  his  tmnk  ; 
Like  a  dwarf  palm  which  wanton  Arabs  foil 
Of  bearing  its  own  proper  wine  and  oil. 
By  grafting  into  it  the  stranger-viiie. 
Which  sucks  its  heart  out,  u\  and  serpentine, 
nil  forth  one  vine-palm  f eatners  to  the  root, 
And  red  drops  moisten  the  insipid  fruit. 
Once  Adelaide  set  on,  —  the  subtle  mate 
Of  the  weak  soldier,  urged  to  emiUate 
Tlie  Church's  valiant  women  deed  for  deed. 
And  paragon  her  namesake,  win  the  meed 
O'  tlie  great  Matilda,  —  soon  tliey  overbore 
The  rest  of  I»mbardy,  —  not  as  before 
Bv  an  instinctive  truculence,  but  patched 
Tne  Kaiser's  strategy  until  it  matched 
The  Pontiff's,  sought  old  ends  by  novel  means. 
^*  Only,  whv  is  it  SaUnguerra  screens 
Himself  beliind  Romano  ?  —  him  we  bade 
Enjoy  our  shiiie  i'  the  front,  not  seek  the  shade !  ** 
—  Asked  Heinrich,  somewhat  of  the  tardiest 
To  comprehend.    Nor  Philip  acquiesced 
At  once  in  the  arrangement ;  reasoned,  plied 
His  friend  witli  offers  of  another  bride, 
A  statelier  function  —  fruitlessly  :  't  was  nlain 
Heaank       Taurello    through    some    weakneaa 
into  a  sec-        must  remain 

ondary         Obscure.  And  Otho,  free  to  judge  of 
?enoa»ge,         both, 

— Eoelin  the  unready,  harsh  and  loth,  ^ 

And  this  more  plausible  and  facile  wight 

With  every  point  a-sparkle  —  chose  the  right. 

Admiring  how  his  predecessors  harped 

On  the  wrong  man:  ^'thus,"  quotn  he,  **witB 

are  warped 
By  outsides  I  "    Carelesslv,  meanwhile,  his  life 
Suffered  its  many  turns  of  peace  and  strife 
In  many  lands  —  you  hardly  could  surprise 
The  man ;  who  shamed  Sordello  (recognize  1) 
In  this  as  much  beside,  that,  unconcerned 
What  qualities  were  natural  or  earned. 
With  no  ideal  of  graces,  as  they  came 
He  took  them,  singularly  well  the  same  — 
Spealdng  the  Greek's  own  language,  just  be* 

cause 
Tour  Greek  eludes  you,  leave  the  leaRt  of  flaws 
In  contracts  with  bun ;  while,  since  Arab  lore 
Holds  the  stars'  secret — take  one  trouble  more 
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And  master  it  I    T  is  doue,  and  now  deter 
Who  may  the  Tuscan,  once  Jove  trined  fur  her, 
From  Fnedrich's  path  1  —  Friedrich,  whose  pil- 

fcrima^ 
The  same  man  puts  aside,  whom  he  *11  enfpiffe 
To  leave  next  year  John  Brienne  in  the  lurch, 
Come  to  Bassano,  see  iSaint  Francis*  church 
And  judge  of  Ouido  the  Bologniaii's  piece 
WliioiL,  lend  Taurello  credit,  rivab  Ui-eece  — 
Angela,  with  aureoles  Uke  gulden  quoits  ^ 
Pitchea  home,  applauding  Ecelin^s  exploits. 
For  elegance,  he  strung  the  angelot. 
With  tbe      Ma«le  rhymes  thereto  ;  for  prowess, 
appropri-         clove  he  not 

ate  gncea     Tiso,  last  siege,  from  crest  to  crup- 
ofMich.  per?    w^h^ 

Detail  you  thus  a  varied  mastery 

But  to  ahow  how  Taurello,  on  tne  wat^h 

For  men,  to  read  their  hearts  and  thereby  catch 

Their  capabilities  and  purposes. 

Displayed  himself  so  far  as  displaved  these : 

While  our  fcjordello  only  cared  to  know 

About  men  as  a  means  whereby  he  'd  show 

Himself,  and  meu  had  much  or  little  worth 

According  as  they  kept  in  or  drew  forth 

That  self ;  tlie  other's  choicest  instruments 

hamiised  hun  shallow. 

Meantime,  malcontents 
Dropped    off,  town   after   town   grew    wiser. 

"How 
Change  the  worUFs  face  ?  "  asked  people  ;  **  as 

^t  is  now 
It  has  been,  will  be  ever :  very  fine 
Subjecting  things  profane  to  tniiigs  divine. 
In  talk !    This  contuniAoy  will  fatigue 
The  vigilance  of  Este  ana  the  League  ! 
The  GhibelUns  gain  on  us !"  —  as  it  happed. 
Old  A2Z0  and  old  Boniface,  entrapped 
By  Ponto  Alto,  both  in  one  month^s  space 
Skpt  at  Verona :  either  left  a  brace 
Of  sons  —  but,  three  years  after,  either^s  pair 
Lost  Guglielm  and  Aidobrand  ito  heir : 
Azzo  remained  and  Richard  —  all  the  stay 
Of  Eato  and  Saint  Boniface,  at  bay 
Bat  Ece-      -^    't  were.      Then,   either   Ecelin 
Ua,lienit         grew  old 

in  front.       Or   his  brain  altered  —  not  o'  the 
falling,  proper  mould 

For  new  appliances  —  his  old  palm-^tock 
Endured  no  influx  of  strange  strengths.    He  *d 

rock 
As  in  a  drunkenneas,  or  chuckle  low 
As  proud  of  the  completeness  of  his  woe. 
Then  weep  real  tears ;  —  now  make  some  mad 

onauuight 
On  Este^  heedless  of  the  lesson  taught 
So  painfully,  —  now  cringe  for  peace,  sue  peace 
At  pxiee  of  past  gain,  bar  of  fresh  increase 
To  the  fortunes  of  Romano.    Up  at  last 
Rose  Este,  down  Romano  sank  as  fast. 
And  men  remarked  these  freaks  of  peace  and 

war 
Happened  while  Salinguerra  was  afar :  ^ 
Whence  every  friend  besought  him,  all  in  vain, 
To  use  his  old  adherent's  wits  again. 
Not  he !  —  "  who  had  advisers  in  his  sons, 
Could  plot  himself,  nor  needed  any  one's 
Advice."    'T  was  Adelaide's  remaining  stanch 


Prevented  his  destruction  root  and  branch 
Forthwith;  but  when  she  died,  doom  fell,  for 

RAy 
He  made  alliances,  gave  lands  away 
To  whom  it  pleased  accept  thim,  and  withdrew 
Forever  from  the  world.    Taurello,  who 
Was  summoned  to  the  convent,  then  refused 
A  word  at  the  wioket«  patience  thus  abused, 
Promptly  threw  oif  alike  his  imbecile 
Ally's  yoke,  and  his  own  frank,  fooUsh  smile. 
Soon  a  few  movements  of  the  happier  sort 
Changed  matters,  put  himself  in  men's  report 
As  heretofore :  he  nad  to  fight,  beside, 
_   .  Ana  tliat  became  him  ever.    So,  in 

^^-  pride 

muaTamin    ^^^  flushing  of  thb  kind  of  second 
come  for-  youth, 

ward,  He  dealt  a  good-will  blow.    Este  in 

truth 
Lay  prone — and  men  remembered «  somewhat 

late, 
A  laughing  old  outrageous  stifled  hate 
He  bore  to  Este  —  how  it  woidd  outbreak 
At  times  spite  of  disguise,  like  an  earthquake 
In  sunny  weather  —  as  tbat  noted  day 
When  with  his  hundred  friends  he  tned  to  slay 
Azzo  before  the  Kaiser's  face :  and  how. 
On  Azzo's  calm  refusal  to  allow 
A  liegeman's  challenge,  straight  he  too  was 

calmed: 
As  if  his  hate  could  bear  to  lie  embalmed. 
Bricked  up,  the  moody  Pharaoh,  and  survive 
All  intermediate  crumblings,  to  arrive 
At  earth's  catastrophe  —  't  was  Este's  crash. 
Not  Azzo's  he  demanded,  so,  no  rash 
Procedure  1    Este's  true  antagonist 
Rose  out  of  Ecelin :  all  voices  whist. 
All  eyes  were  sharpened,  wits  predicted.    He 
'T  was,  leaned  in  the  embrasure  absently. 
Why  and      Amused  with  his  own  efforts,  now, 
how,  la  let        to  trace 

out  In  With   his  steel-sheathed   forefinger 

■oUloquy.  Friedrich's  face 

P  the  diist:  but  as  the  trees  waved  sere,  his 

smile 
Deepened,   and  words   expressed   its  thought 

ere  while. 
^*  Ay,  fairly  housed  at  last,  my  old  compeer  ? 
That  we  should  stick  together,  all  the  yeiu 
I  kept  Vicenza !  —  How  old  Boniface, 
Old  Azzo  caught  us  in  its  market-place. 
He  by  that  pular,  I  at  this,  — caught  each 
In  raid  swing,  more  than  fury  of  his  speech, 
Eggiiig  the  rabble  on  to  disavow 
Allegiance  to  their  Marquis  —  Bacchus,  how 
They  boasted  !    Ecelin  must  turn  their  drudge. 
Nor,  if  released,  will  Salinguerra  grudge 
Paying  arrears  of  tribute  due  long  since  — 
Bacchus  1    My  man  could  promise  then,  nor 

wince. 
The  honeS'aud-miiscles !    Sound  of  wind  and 

limb. 
Spoke  he  the  set  excuse  I  framed  for  him : 
And  now  he  sits  me,  slavering  and  mute. 
Intent  on  chafing  each  starved  purple  foot 
Benumbed  past  achii^  with  the  altar  slab  — 
Will  no  vein  throb  there  when  some  monk  sliaJi 

Uab 


lo8 
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Spitefully  to  the  oinle  of  bald  aoalp*, 

Boelin,  IM     *  Friedrioh  *•  affirmed  to  be  oar  aide 

did  aU  for,       theAlpa* 

is  a  inook     —  Eh,    brother   Laotaaoe,    brother 

»»^.  Anadet? 

Sworn  to  abjure  the  worid,  its  fame  and  fret, 

God*8  own  now  ?    Drop  the  dormitory  bar. 

Enfold  the  scanty  gray  serge  scapular 

Twice  o*er  the  cowl  to  muffle  memories  oat  I 

So  I    But  the  midnight  whisoer  tarns  a  shout, 

Eyes  wink,  mouths  open,  pnues  circulate 

In  the  stone  walls :  the  past,  the  world  you  hate 

Is  with  you,  amboah,  open  field  —  or  see 

The  snieinirflame  —  we  fire  Vicenza — glee ! 

FoUow,  let  rilio  and  Bernardo  chafe  I 

Bring  up  the  Mantoans — throogh  San  Biagio  — 

sf^e! 
Ab,  the  mad  people  waken  ?    Ah,  they  writhe 
And  reach  us?    If  they  block  the  gate?    No 

tithe 
Can  pass  —  keep  back,  yon  Bassanesel    The 

edge. 
Use  the  odga  —  shear,  thrust,  hew,  melt  down 

the  wedge. 
Let  out  tL  3  black  of  those  black  upturned  eyes  I 
Hell  —  are  they  sprinkling  fire  too  ?    The  blood 

fries 
And  hisses  on  your  brass  gloves  as  they  tear 
Those  upturned  faces  choking  with  despair. 
Brave  1     Slidder   through  the   reeking  gate! 

*  How  now  ? 
Ton  six  had  charge  of  her  ? '   And  then  the  vow 
Comes,  and  the  foam  spirts,  hair 's  plucked,  till 

one  shriek 
(I  hear  it)  and  you  fling  —  you  cannot  speak  — 
Your  gold-flowered  baanet  to  a  man  who  haled 
The  Adelaide  he  dared  scarce  view  unveiled 
This  mom,  naked  across  the  fire :  how  crown 
The  archer  that  exhausted  lays  you  down 
Your  infant,  smiling  at  the  flame,  and  dies  ? 
While  one,  while  mme  .  .  . 

'*  Bacchus !    I  think  there  lies 
More  than  one  corpse  there  "  (and  he  paced  the 

room) 
*  ^  —  Another  cinder  somewhere : ' t  was  my  doom 
BcMude,  my  doom !    If  Adelaide  is  dead, 
I  live  the  same,  this  Azzo  lives  instead 
Of  that  to  me,  and  we  pull,  any  how, 
Este  into  a  heap :  the  matter  ^s  now 
Juct  when    At  the  true  juncture  slipping  us  so 
the  prize  oft. 

awaita  Ay,  Heinrich  died  and  Otho,  please 

somebody;       you,  doffed 
His  crown  at  such  a  juncture  !    Still,  if  holds 
Our  Friedrich^s  purpose,  if  this  chaiu  enfolds 
The  neck  of  .  .  .  who  but  this  same  Ecelin 
That  must  recoil  when  the  best  days  begin  \ 
Recoil  ?  that 's  naught ;  if  the  recoiler  leaves 
His  name  for  me  to  fight  with,  no  one  grieves : 
But  he  must  interfere,  forsooth,  unlock 
His  cloister  to  become  my  stumbling-block 
Just  as  of  old  !    Ay,  ay,  there  *t  is  again  — 
The  land^s  inevitable  Head  —  explain 
The  reverences  that  subject  us  I    Count 
These  Eoelins  now !    Not  to  say  as  fount, 
Originating  power  of  thought,  —from  twelve 
That  drop  r  the  trenches  they  joined  hands  to 

delve. 


why,  men  mamt 


Six  shall  sorpaas  him,  bat  .  . 

twine 

Somehow  with  something !    Eoelin  's  a  fine 
Himaelf,  if   Clear  name  I  ^T  were  aimplei,  donbfc- 
it  were  less,  twine  with  me 

onlv  worth    At  once    our  cloistered  friend's  oa- 
whlle,  parity 

Was  of  a  sort  I    I  had  to  share  mvself 

In  fifty  portions,  like  an  o'ertaskea  elf 

That  *s  forced  illume  in  fiftv  points  the  vast 

Rare  vi^xnr  he 's  environed  by.    At  last 

My  strengths,  though  sorely  frittered,  e'en  oon- 

verge 
And  crown  ...  no,  Bacchos,  they  have  yet  to 

urge 
The  man  be  crowned ! 

"  That  aloe,  an  he  doxat, 
Would  climb!    Just  such  a  bloated  sprawler 

first 
I  noted  in  Messina's  eastle-ooort 
The  day  I  came,  when  Heinrich  asked  in  nort 
If  I  would  pledge  my  faith  to  win  him  back 
His  right  in  Lombardy :  '  for,  once  bid  pack 
Marauders,'  he  continued,  ^inmystena 
You  rule,  Taurello  1 '  and  upon  this  head 
Laid  the  silk  glove  of  Constance — I  see  her 
Too,  mantled  nead  to  foot  in  miniver, 
Retrude  following  I 

^*  I  am  absolved 
From  further  toil :  the  emperv  devolved 
On  me,  'twas  Tito's  word  :  I  nave  to  lay 
For  once  my  oUn,  pursue  my  plan  my  way. 
Prompt  nobody,  and  render  an  account 
Taurello  to  Taurello !    Nay,  I  mount 
To  Friedrich  :  he  conceives  Uie  post  I  kept, 
—  Who  did  true  service,  able  or  inept, 
Who 's  worthv  guerdon,  Eoelin  or  I. 
Me  guerdoned,  counsel  follows :  would  he  vie 
With  the  Pope  really  ?    Azxo,  Bonifiioe 
Compose  a  nght-arro  Hohenstianffeu's  race 
Must  break  ere  govern  Lombardy.    I  point 
How  easy  't  were  to  twist,  once  out  of  joint. 
The  socket  from  the  bone :  my  Azzo's  stare 
Meanwhile  I  for  I,  this  idle  strap  to  wear, 
Shall  —  fret  vmeii  abundantly,  what  end 
To  serve  ?     Tnere  's  left  me  twenty  years  to 
As  It  may         spend 

be  —  but      —  How  better  than  my  old  way  f 
alao,  aa  it         Had  I  one 

may  not       yf}^^  labored  to  o'erthiow  mv  work 
**•—  — ason 

Hatching  with  Ano  superb  treachery, 
To  root  my  pines  up  and  then  poison  nie, 
Suppose — 'twere  worth  while  frustrate  that! 

Beside, 
Another  life 's  ordained  me :  tJie  world's  tide 
Rolls,  and  what  hope  of  parting  from  the  press 
Of  wavM,  a  sin^e  wave  through  weariness 
G^ntlv  lifted  aside,  laid  upon  shore  ? 
My  life  must  be  lived  out  in  foam  and  roar. 
No  question.    Fifty  y^ears  the  province  held 
Taurello  ;  troubles  raised,  and  troubles  quelled. 
He  in  the  midst  — who  leaves  this  quMnt  stone 

These  trees  ayear  or  two,  then  not  a  trace 
Of    him !      How   obtain   hold,    fetter  men*B 

tongues 
like  this  poor  minstrel  with  the  foolish  songs  -* 
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To  which,  deaiiite  our  bustle,  he  ia  linlced  ? 
—  Flowen  one  may  teaae,  that  never  grow  ex- 
tinct. 
Ay,  thjit  patch,  surely,  green  as  everj  where 
I  set  Her  Moorish  lentiak,  by  the  stair, 
To  oTerawe  the  ahies ;  and  we  trod 
Those  flowers,  how  eal\  you  such?  —  into  the 

aod; 
A  stately  f  oreicner — a  world  of  pain 
To  make  it  uiriTe,  arrest  ron^  winds  —  all 

Tainl 
It  woald   deeline;    these   woohl   not  be  de- 
stroyed: 
And  now,  where  is  it  ?  where  ean  yon  aroid 
The  flowers?    I  f lighten  children  twenty  yean 
Ixmser  !  —  which  way,  too,  Eoelin  aapears 
To  thwut  me,  for  his  son's  besotted  yonth 
GiTes  promise  of  the  proper  tiger-tooth  : 
ThcT  feel  it  at  Vicensa  I    Fate,  fate,  €ate, 
M^r  nne  Taorello  1    Go  yon,  prtjmiilgate 
Friedrich's  decree,  and  here  \  shall  aggrandise 
T<rang  Eoelin  —  your  Prefect^  badge  I   a  prise 
The  sappo-  Too  precioiis,  certainly, 
aitioa  be  "  How  now  ?    Conmeto 

OHM*  In-       With  my  old  oomrade  ?  shoffle  mm 
cUnes  to ;        their  seat 
His     ohUdrvnP       Paltry    dealing!    Don't   I 

know 
Eoelin  ?  now,  I  think,  and  years  ago  I 
What's  changed  —  the  weakness?   did  not  I 

oomponnd 
For  that,  and  undertake  to  keep  him  sound 
Despite  it  ?    Here 's  Taorello  hankerinjg 
After  a  boy's  prefermeot  —  this  plaything 
To  cany-,  Bacehns  I  "    And  he  laoghed. 

Remark 
Why  schemes  whereir  cokl-blooded  men  em» 

bark 
Ptaeper.  when  yoor  enthnsiastic  sort 
Fail :  while  these  last  are  ever  stopping  short  — 
(So  much  they  should — so  little  they  can  do  I) 
The  careless  tribe  see  nothing  to  pursue 
If  they  desiBt;    meantime  their  scheme  sue- 


Thoughts  were  caprices  in  the  course  of  deeds 

Methodic  with  TauKllo ;  so,  he  turned. 

Enough  amused  by  fancies  fairly  earned 

Of  Esters  horror-struck  submitted  neck. 

And  Richard,  the  cowed  braggart,  at  his  beck, 

Being  COD-  To  his  own   petty   but    immediate 

teotad  doubt 

witb  mere    If  fa«  could  pacify  the  League  with- 
Tengeaince.        q^^ 

Coocfldiii^  Richard  ;  just  to  this  was  brought 
That  interral  of  vain  discursive  thought  1 
As,  shall  I  say,  some  Ethiop,  past  pursuit 
Of  all  enslaveis,  dips  a  shackled  foot 
Burnt  to  the  blood,  into  the  drowsy  black 
Enormous  watercourse  which  guides  him  back 
To  his  own  tribe  again,  where  he  is  king ; 
And  laughs  because  he  guesses,  numbering 
The  yellower  poison-wattles  on  the  pouch 
Of  the  first  lizard  wrested  from  its  conch 
Under  the  slime  (whose  skin,  the  while  he  strips 
To  cure  his  nostril  with,  and  festered  lips, 
And  eveballs  bloodshot   through  the  desert- 

bbuit) 
rhat  he  has  reached  its  bonndary,  at  last 


May  breathe ;  —  thinks  o'er  enohantBwnts  of 

the  South 
Sovereign  to  plague  his  enemies,  their  mouth, 
Eyes,  nails,  and  nair ;  but,  these  enchantments 

tried 
In  fancy,  puts  them  soberly  aside 
For  truth,  projects  a  cool  return  with  friends. 
The  likelihood  of  winning  mere  amends 
Ere  long ;  thinks  that,  takes  comfort  silently. 
Then,  from  the  river's  brink,  his  wrm^fs  ana 

he, 
Huggins  revenge  dose  to  their  hearts,  are  soon 
Off-striding  for  the  Mountains  of  the  Moon. 

Midnight :  the  watcher  nodded  on  his  spear, 
Since  donds  dispersii^  left  a  passage  dear 
For  any  meagre  and  cusoolorad  moon 
To  venture  forth ;  and  such  was  peering  soon 
Above  the  harassed  city  *-  her  dose  lanes 
Closer,  not  half  so  tapering  her  fanes. 
As  though  ahe  shrank  into  herself  to  keep 
What  little  life  was  saved,  more  safely.     Heap 
B  V  heap  the  watoh-fires  mottldered,  wid  beside 
The  blackest  qwke  Sorddlo  and  repUed 
Palma  with  none  to  listen.    **  'T  is  your  cause : 
„  ^  „         What  makes  a  Qhibelfin  ?    There 
g^fS"*'         Btould  be  hiws  — 
^^^  (Remember  bow  my  yonth  escaped ! 

OkibSIHns        ^  trust 
•re,  To  you  for  manhood,  Palma;   teU 

me  just 
As  any  child)  —  there  must  be  laws  at  work 
Explaming  tliis.    Assure  me,  sood  may  lurk 
Under  the  bad,  —  m^  maltituae  has  part 
In  your  designs,  their  welfare  is  at  heart 
With  Salii^erra,  to  their  interest 
Refer  the  deeds  he  dwelt  on,  — so  divest 
Our  oonfereooe  of  much  that  scared  me.    Why 
Affect  that  heartless  tone  to  Tito  ?    I 
Esteemed  myself,  yes,  in  my  inmost  mind  ^ 
This  mom,  a  recreant  to  my  ra'.e  —  mankind 
O^eriooked  till  now ;    why  boast  my  spirit's 

force, 
—  Such  force  denied  its  object?  why  divorce 
These,  then  admire  my  spirit ^s  flight  the  same 
As  though  it  bore  up,  helped  some  half-orbed 

flame 
Else  quenched  in  the  dead  vdd,  to  living  ^wce  ? 
That  orb  oast  off  to  chaos  and  disgrace. 
Why  vaunt  so  much  my  unencumbered  dance. 
Making  a  f^at^s  facilities  enhanoe 
It-s  marvel  ?    But  1  front  Taurello,  one 
Of  happier  fate,  and  all  I  should  have  done, 
He  does  ;  the  people's  good  being  paramount 
With  him,  their  progress  may  perhaps  account 
For  his  abidingstill ;  whereas  you  heard 
The  talk^  with  xito  —  the  excuse  preferred 
For  burning  those  five  hostaees,  —  and  broached 
By  way  of  blind,  as  you  ana  I  approached, 
I  do  believe." 

She  spoke  :  then  he,  **  My  thought 
Plainlier   expressed!      All    to   your   pcofit  — 

naught 
Meantime  of  these,  of  conquests  to  achieve 
For  them,  of  wretchedness  he  might  relieve 
And  what     While  profiting  your  party.    Azzo, 

Ouelfa,  ^^^^ 

approTes      Supports  a  cause :  what  cause  ?    Do 

M  neitbar.       Gaelfs  pursue 


no 
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Their  ends  by  means  like  yours,  or  better  ?  '* 

When 
The  Guelfs  ivere  proved  alike,  men  weighed 

with  men, 
And  deed  with  deed,  blaze,  blood,  with  blood 

and  blaze, 
Mom  broke :    *"  Onoe  more,  Sordello,  meet  its 

Proad^  —  the  people's  charg:e  against  thee  fails 
In  every  point,  while  either  party  quails ! 
These  are  the  busy  ones :  be  silent  thou ! 
Two  parties  take  the  world  up,  and  allow 
No  third,  yet  have  one  principle,  subsist 
By  the  same  injustice  ;  whoso  shall  enlist 
\\  ith  either,  ranks  with  man's  inveterate  foes. 
So  there  is  one  less  quarrel  to  compose  : 
The  Guelf ,  the  Ghibellin  may  be  to  curse  — 
I  have  done  nothing,  but  both  sides  do  worse 
Than  nothing.    Nay,  to  me,  forgotten,  reft 
Of  insight,  lapped  by  trees  and  flowers,  was 

left 
The  notion  of  a  service  —  ha  ?    What  lured 
Me  here,  what  mighty  aim  was  I  assured 
Must  move  TaureUo  ?    What  if  there  remained 
_  A  cause,  intact,  distinct  from  these, 

?S;S»®°        ordained 
dirtiuot        ^^'  "*®'  ^^  *"*®  discoverer  ?  " 
from  Some  one  pressed 

both?  Before   them   here,  a    watcher,  to 

suggest 
The  subject  for  a  ballad :  **  They  must  know 
The  tale  of  the  dead  worthy,  long  ago 
Consul  of  Rome  —  that 's  long  ago  for  us. 
Minstrels  and  bowmen,  idly  squabbling  thus 
In  the  world's  comer  —  but  too  late  no  doubt, 
For  the  brave  time  he  sought  to  bring  about. 
_.  —Not    know    Crescentius    Nomen- 

thJfiS^        taims?"    Then 
Roman        ^^  *^^^  about  for  terms  to  tell  him, 
Creocen-  when 

tiuB?  Sordello   disavowed   it,    how    they 

used 
Whenever  their  Superior  introduced 
A  novice  to  the  Brotherhood  —  ("  for  I 
Was  just  a  brown-sleeve  brother,  merrily 
Appomted  too,''  quoth  he,  **till  Innocent 
Bade  me  relinquish,  to  my  small  content, 
My  wife  or  my  orown  sleeves  ")  —  some  brother 

spoke 
Ere  noctums  of  Crescentius,  to  revoke 
The  edict  issued,  after  his  demise. 
Which  blotted  fame  alike  and  efBgies, 
All  out  except  a  floating  power,  a  name 
Including,  tendii^  to  produce  the  same 
Great  act.  Rome,  dead,  forgotten,  lived  at  least 
Within  that  brain,  though  to  a  vulgar  priest 
And  a  vile  stranger,  —  two  not  worth  a  slave 
Of  Rome's,  Pope  John,  King  Otho,  —  fortune 

gave 
The  rule  there :  so,  Crescentius,  haply^  dressed 
In  white,  called  Roman  Consul  for  a  lest. 
Taking  the  people  at  their  word,  fortli  stepped 
As  upon  Brutus'  heel,  nor  ever  kept 
Rome  waiting,  —  stood  erect,  and  from  his  brain 
Gave  Rome  out  on  its  ancient  place  again. 
Ay,  bade  proceed  with  Brutus'  Rome,  Kings 

s^led 
Themselves  mere  citizens  of,  aiid,  beguiled 


Into  great  thoughts  thereby,  would  choose  the 

gem 
Out  of  a  lapfuU,  spoil  their  diadem 
—  The  Seiuite's  cypher  was  so  hard  to  scratch  I 
He  flashes  like  a  pnanal,  all  men  cat-ch 
The  flame.  Home 's  just  accomplished  I  when 

returned 
Otho,  with  John,  the  Consul's  step  had  spumed, 
And  Hugo  Lord  of  Este,  to  redress 
The  wrongs  of  each.    Crescentius  in  the  strew 
Of  adverse  fortune  bent.     **  They  crucified 
Their  Consul  in  the  Forum  ;  and  abide 
E'er  since  such  slaves  at  Rome,  that  I  —  (for  I 
Was  once  a  brown-sleeve  brother,  merrily 
Appointed)  —  I  had  option  to  keep  wife 
Or  keep  brown  sleeves,  and  managed  in  the  strife 
Lose  both.    A  song  or  Rome  !  " 

And  Rome,  indeed. 
Robed  at  Goito  in  fantastic  weed. 
The  Mother-City  of  his  Mantuan  days. 
Looked  an  established  point  of  light  whence  rays 
Traversed  the  world ;    for,  all  die  clustered 

homes 
Beside  of  men,  seemed  bent  on  being  Romes 
In  their  degree  ;  the  question  was,  how  each 
Should  most  resemble^ome,  clean  oi|t  of  reach. 
Nor,  of  tJie  Two,  did  either  principle 
Mow  if,  in     Struggle  to  cliaiige  —  but  to  possess 
the  reiiite-        —  Rome,  still, 
gration  of     Quelf  Rome  or  Ghibellin  Rome. 
5;^™*'  Let  Rome  advance  I 

Rome,  as  she  struck  Soidello's  igrnorance  — 
How  could  he  doubt  one  moment  ?    Rome 's  the 

Cause! 
Rome  of  the  Pandects,  all  the  world's  new 

laws  — 
Of  the  Capitol,  of  Castle  Angelo ; 
New  structures,  that  inordinately  glow. 
Subdued,  brought  back  to  harmony,  noade  ripo 
By  manv  a  relic  of  the  archet>i>e 
Extant  tor  wonder ;  every  upstart  church 
That  hoped  to  leave  old  temples  in  the  lurch, 
Ccrrected  by  the  Theatre  forlom 
That,  —  as  a    mundane  shell,  its  world  late 

bom,  — 
Lay  and  overshadowed  it.  These  hints  combined. 
Be  typified  Rome  typifies  the  scheme  to  put  man> 
the  tri-  kind 

umph  of       Once  more  in  full  possession  of  their 
mankind?         rights. 

**  Let  us  Lave  Rome  again !    On  me  it  lights 
To  build  up  Rome  —  on  me,  the  first  and  last : 
For  such  a  future  was  endured  the  past !  " 
And  thus,  in  the  gray  twilight,  forui  he  sprung 
To  give  his  thought  consistency  among 
The  verv  People  —  let  their  facts  avail 
Finish  the  dream  grown  from  the  archer's  tale. 


BOOK  THE  FIFTH 

Is  it  the  same  Sordello  in  the  dusk 
As  at  the  dawn  ?  —  merely  a  perished  husk 
Now,  that  arose  a  power  nt  to  build 
»r    u  J      Up  Rome  again?    The  proud  con- 
trilTrnph  of       c«Ption  chilled 
a  sudden?    '^    soon?      Ay,   watch  that  latest 
dream  of  thine 
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—  A  Banie  iudebted  to  no  Pulatiut;  — 
Drop  arch  by  arch.  ^Sordello  I    Art  possessed 
Of  tJiy  wish  now,  rewarded  for  thy  quest 
To-day  among  Femira's  squalid  sons  ? 
Are  this  and  this  and  this  the  shining  ones 
Meet  for  the  ^^hining  City  ?    Sooth  to  say, 
Your  favored  teiianti'y  pumue  their  way 
After  a  fashion  !    This  companion  slips 
(>n  the  smooth  causey,  t'  other  blinkafd  trips 
At  his  mooned  sanoal.     **  Leave  to  lead  the 

brawls 
Here  i*  the  atria?"  No,  friend!  He  that  sprawls 
On  aaght  but  a  stibaditun  .  .  .  what  his  dues 
Who  puts  the  Instnd  vase  to  such  an  use  ? 
Oh,  huddle  op  the  day^s  disasters  I    March, 
Ye  runagates,  and  drop  thou,  arch  by  arch, 
Rome! 

Yet  before  they  quite  disband  —  a  whim  — 
Study  mere  shelter,  now,  for  him,  and  him, 
Nay,  even  the  worst,  —  just  house  them  I    Any 

cave 
Suffices:  throw  out  earth  I  A  loophole?  Brave  I 
They  ask  to  feel  the  sun  shine,  see  the  grass 
Grow,  hear  the  larks  ang  ?   Dead  art  thou,  alas. 
And  I  am  dead  !    But  nere  ^s  our  son  excels 
At  hnrdle-weaving  any  Scythian,  fells 
(J^k  and  devises  rafters,  dreams  and  shapes 
His  dream  into  a  door-post^  just  escapes 
The  mystery  of  hinges.    Lie  we  both 
Perdue  aiioUier  age.    The  goodly  growth 
Of  brick  and  stone  I     Our  bmlding-pelt  was 

rousrh. 
But  that  descendant's  garb  suits  well  enough 
A  portico-contriver.    Speed  the  years  — 
Why,  tlie      What  *8  time  to  us  ?    At  last,  a  dty 
work  rears 

ahoaM  be     Itself !  nay,  enter — what 's  the  grave 
ooeofages,       tons? 

Lo,  our  forlorn  acquaintance  carry  thus 
The  head  I  Successively  sewer,  forum,  cirque  — 
Last  age,  an  aqueduct  was  counted  work. 
But  now  they  tire  the  artificer  upon 
Blank  alabaster,  black  obsidion, 
—  Careful,  Jove  s  face  be  duly  f ul^urant. 
And  mother  Venus'  kiai-creased  nipples  pant 
Back  into  pristine  pulpiness,  ere  fixed 
Above  the  oaths.     What  difference  betwixt 
This  Rcone  and  ours  —  resemblance  what,  be- 
tween 
That   scurvy  dumb  -  show  and   this  pageant 

sheen  — 
These  Romans  and  our  rabble  ?    Use  thy  wit  I 
The  work  marched  :  step  by  step,  —  a  workman 

fit 
Took  each,  nor  too  fit,  —  to  one  task,  one  time,  — 
No  leaping  o'er  the  petty  to  the  prime,  ^ 
If  poj..  When  just  the  substituting  osier  lithe 

formed         For  brittle  bulrush,  sound  wood  for 
eqnany  soft  withe. 

Old  thoT-     To  further  loam-and-roughcast-work 
«»fWy;  a  stage,— 

Exacts  an  architect,  exacts  an  age  : 
No  tables  of  the  Manritanian  tree 
For  men  whose  maple  log 's  their  luxury  I 
That  way  was  Rome  built.      "Better'^   (say 

you)  **  merge 
At  once  all  workmen  in  the  demiurge. 
All  epochs  in  a  lifetime,  every  task 


In  one  I  '*    iso  should  the  sudden  city  bask 

I*  the  day — while  those  we  'd  feast  there,  want 

tne  knack 
Of  keeping  f resli-chalked  gowns  from  speck  and 

brack, 
Distinguish  not  rare  peacock  from  vile  swan. 
Nor  Mareotic  iuice  from  Cwcuban. 
**  Enough  of  Rome  !    'T  was  happy  to  conceive 
Rome  on  a  sudden,  nor  shall  fate  bereave 
Me  of  that  credit :  for  the  rest,  her  spite 
Is  an  old  story  —  serves  my  folly  right 
B^  adding  yet  another  to  the  dull 
List  of  abortions  —  things  proved  beautiful 
Could  they  be  done,  SoraeUo  cannot  do." 

He  sat  upon  the  terrace,  plucked  and  threw 
The  powderv  aloe-cusps  away,  saw  shift 
Rome's  walls,  and  drop  arch  after  aroh,  and 

drift 
Mist-like  afar  those  pillars  of  all  stripe. 
Mounds  of  all  majesty.    *'  Thou  archetype. 
Last  of  my  dreams  and  loveliest,  denart  I  " 

And  then  a  low  voice  wound  into  nis  heart : 
**Sordello  I  "  (low  as  some  old  Pythoness 
Conceding  to  a  Lvdian  King's  distress 
The  cause  of  his  long  error — one  mistake 
Of  her  past  oracle)     Sordello,  wake  I 
God  has  conceded  two  sights  to  a  man  — 
Andsmsn    One,  of   mens  whole  work,  time's 
can  do  but       completed  plan, 
a  man's        Tlie  other,  of  the  minute's  work, 
portion.  ,nau's  first 

Step  to  the  plan's  completeness:  what's  dis* 

peised 
Save^  hope  of  that  supreme  step  which,  descried 
Earliest,  was  meant  still  to  remain  untried 
Only  to  give  you  heart  to  take  your  own 
Step,  and  there  stay  —  leaving  the  rest  alone  ? 
Where  is  the  vanity  ?    Why  count  as  one 
The  first  step,  with  the  last  step  ?  Wkat  is  gone 
Except  Rome's  aSrv  magnificence. 
That  last  step  yon  d  take  first  ?  —  an  evidence 
You  were  Qoa :  be  man  now !    Let  those  glances 

f  all ! 
The^  basis,  the  beginning  step  of  all. 
Which  proves  you  just  a  man  —  is  that  gone  too  ? 
Pitv  to  disconcert  one  versed  as  you 
In  fate's  ill-nature  1  but  its  full  extent 
Eludes  Sordello,  even :  the  veil  rent. 
Read  the  black  writing  —  that  collective  man 
Outstrips  the  individual  I    Who  began 
The  iMt  of    The  acknowledged  greatnesses  ?  Ay, 
eschaeriea       your  own  art 
of  work-      Shall  serve  us :  put  the  poet's  mimes 
men  apart  — 

Close  with  the  poet^s  self,  imd  lo,  a  dim^ 
Yet  too  plain  form  divides  itself  from  him ! 
Alcamo^s  song  enmeshes  the  lulled  Isle, 
Woven  into  the  echoes  left  erewhile 
By  Nina,  one  soft  web  of  song :  no  more 
Turning  his  name,  then,  flower-like  o'er  and 

o*er  I 
An  elder  poet  in  the  yonnger's  place : 
Nina 's  the  strength,  out  Alcamo  's  the  grace  : 
Eiach  neutralizes  each  then !    Search  your  fill ; 
Tou  set  no  whole  and  i>erfect  Poet  —  still 
New  Ninas,  Alcamos,  till  time's  mid-night 
Shrouds  all  — or  better  say,  the  shutting  light 
Of  a  foigotten  yesterday.    Dissect 
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Every  ideal  workman  —  (to  reject 

In  favor  of  your  f earfnl  igfnoranoe 

The  thousand  phantasms  ea^er  to  advance^ 

Sums  up  in    Ana  point  von  bat  to  those  within 

himself  all        jrour  reach)  — 

predeoes-      Were  yon  the  first  who  brought — 

■°"'  (in  modem  speech) 

The  Multitude  to  be  materialized  ? 

That  loose  eternal  unrest  —  who  devised 

An  apparition  i*  the  midst  ?    The  rout 

Was  checked,  a  breathless  ring  was  formed 

about 
That  sudden  flower :  get  round  at  any  risk 
The  gold-rough  pointel,  silver-blazing  disk 
O*  the  lily  I    Bwords  across  it !    Rei^  thy  reign 
We  just       And  serve  thy  frolic  service,  Char&- 
see  Char-         magne ! 

lemagne,      —  The  very  child  of  over-joyousnesSf 
Hilde-  Unfeeling  thence,  strong  therefore : 

brand,  Strength  by  stress 

Of  Strength  comes  of  that  forehead  confident, 
Those  widened  e^es  expecting  hearths  content, 
A  calm  as  out  of  just-quelled  noise ;  nor  swerves 
For  doubt,  the  ample  cheek  in  gracious  curves 
Abutting  on  the  upthmst  nether  lip : 
He  wills,  how  should  he  doubt  then  ?  Ages  slip : 
Was  it  iSordello  pried  into  the  work 
•So  far  aocomplisned,  and  discovered  lurk 
A  company  amid  the  other  clans. 
Onlv  distinct  in  priests  for  castellans 
And  popes  for  suzerains  (their  rule  confessed 
Its  nue,  their  interest  its  interest. 
Living  for  sake  of  living  —  there  an  end,  — 
Wrapt  in  itself,  no  energy  to  spend 
In  making  adversaries  or  allies),  — 
Dived  you  into  its  capabilities 
And  dared  create,  out  of  that  sect,  a  soul 
Should  turn  a  multitude,  already  whole. 
Into  its  body  ?    Speak  plainer  I    Is  H  so  sure 
God's  church  lives  by  a  King's  investiture  ? 
Look  to  last  step  I    A  staggering  —  a  shock  — 
What 's  mere  sand  is  demolished,  while  the  rock 
Endures :  a  column  of  black  fiery  dust  ' 

Blots  heaven  —  that  help  was  prematurely  thrust 
Aside,  perchance !  —  but  air  clears,  naught 's  j 

erased  I 

Of  the  true  outline !    Thus  much  being  firm  > 

based. 
The  other  was  a  scaffold.    See  him  stand 
Buttressed  upon  his  mattock,  Hiidebrand 
Of  the  huge  brain-mask  welded  ply  o'er  ply 
As  in  a  forge  ;  it  buries  either  eye 
White  and  extinct,   that  stupid  brow  ;  teeth 

clenched. 
The   neck    tignt-corded,  too,  the  chin   deep- 
trenched. 
As  if  a  cloud  enveloped  him  while  fought 
Under  its  shade,  grim  prizers,  thought  with 

thought 
At  dead-lock,  agonizing  he,  until 
The  victor  thoufifht  leap  radiant  up,  and  Will, 
The  slave  with  folded  arms  and  drooping  lids  ^ 
They  fought  for,  lean  forth  flame-like  as  it 

bids. 
Call  him  no  flower  —  a  mandrake  of  the  earth. 
Thwarted  and  dwarfed  and  blasted  in  its  birth, 
Rather,  —  a  fruit  of  suffering's  excess. 
Thence  f eeliiiflr.  therefore  stronirer :  still  hv  stress 


Of  Strength,  work  Knowledge  1  Full  three  hui»- 

drod  years 
Have  men  to  wear  away  in  smiles  and  tears 
Between  the  two  that  nearljf  seemed  to  touch. 
In  com-       Observe  yon  !  qmt  one  workman  and 
podte  yon  dutch 

work  they    Another,  letting  both  their  trains  go 
end  and  by  — 

"•"*••  The  actor»-out  of  cither's  policy, 

Heinrich,  on  this  hand,  Otho,  Barbaroes, 
Carry  the  three  Imperial  crowns  across, 
Aix'  Iron,  Milan's  Silver,  and  Rome's  Gold  — 
While  Alexander,  Innocent  uphold 
On  that^  each  Papal  key  —  but,  link  on  link, 
Why  is  It  neither  chain  betrays  a  chink  ? 
How  coalesce  the  small  and  great  ?    Alack, 
For  one  thrust  forward,  fifty  such  fall  back  ! 
Do  the  pones  coupled  there  nelp  Gregory 
Alone  ?    Hark  —  from  the  hermit  Peter's  cry 
At  Claremont,  down  to  the  first  serf  that  says 
Friedrich  's  no  liege  of  his  while  he  delays 
Getting  the  Popes  curse  off  him  I    The  Cm- 

sade  — 
Or  trick  of  breeding  Strenerth  by  other  aid 
Than  Strength,  is  safe.    Hark  —  from  the  wild 

harangue 
Of  Vimmercato,  to  the  carroch's  clang 
Yonder!     The  Lea^rne  —  or  trick  of  turning 

Strength 
Against  Pernicious  Strength,  is  safe  at  length. 
Yet  hark  —  from  Mantnan  Albert  making  cease 
The  fierce  ones,  to  Saint  Francis  preaching  peace 
Yonder !    God's  Truce  —  or  trick  to  superaede 
The  very  Use  of  Strength,  is  safe.    Indeed 
We  trench  upon  the  future.    Who  is  found 
To  take  next  step,  next  age  —  trail  o'er  the 

ground  — 
Shall  I  say,  gourd-like  ?  — not  the  flower's  dis- 
play 
Nor  the  root's  prowess,  but  the  plenteous  way 
O'  the  plant  —  produced  by  joy  and  sorrow, 

wnence 
Unfeeling  and  yet  feeling,  strongest  thence  ? 
Knowledge  by  stress  of  merely  Knowledge? 

No  — 
E'en  were  Sordello  ready  to  fore^ 
His  life  for  this,  't  were  overleapmg  work 
Some  one  has  first  to  do,  howe'er  it  irk. 
Nor  stray  a  foot's  breadth  from  the  bewten  road. 
Who  means  to  help  must  still  support  the  load 
Hildebrand    liftea  —  '  why   hast    Thon,'    he 

groaned, 
*  Impmed  on  me  a  burden,  Paul  had  moaned. 
And  Moses  dropped  beneath  ?  '    Much  done  — 

and  yet 
Doubtless  that  grandest  task  God  ever  set 
On  man,  left  much  to  do :  at  his  arm's  wrench, 
Charlem^nie^s  scaffold  fell ;  but  pUlars  blench 
Merely,  start  back  again — perchance  have  been 
Taken  for  buttresses :  crash  every  screen. 
Hammer  the  tenons  better,  and  engage 
A  gang  about  your  work,  tor  the  next  age 
Or  two,  of  Knowledge,  part  by  Strength  and  part 
By  Knowledge !    Then,  indeed,  perchance  may 

start 
Sordello  on  his  race  —  would  time  divulge 
Such  secrets  I    If  one  step 's  awry,  one  bulge 
Calls  for  correction  by  a  step  we  thought 
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Got  over  lone  nnoe,  why,  till  that  ifl  wronipht, 
So  profrreas !    And  the  seaffold  in  its  turn 
Becomes,  its  eerrioe  o*er,  a  thio^  to  apum. 
Meanwhile,  if  yonr  half-dozen  yean  of  life 
In  store  dispose  yon  to  forego  the  strif e. 
Who  takes  exception  ?    Onlv  hear  in  inmd, 
Ferrara  's  reached,  Goito  ^s  left  behind : 
U  wmotA-      As  you  Uien  were,  as  half  yoaraelf , 
Btoa  troo-         desist ! 

ble  yoa,       —  The  warrior-part  of  you  may,  an 
•Und  off  I         it  list, 

FindinGT  real  falchions  difficult  to  poise,  ^ 
Flinsr  uiem  afar  and  taste  the  oreain  of  jovs 
By  wielding  such  in  fancvj  —what  is  hard 
Or  yon  may  spurn  the  vehicle  that  marred 
El^  so  much,  and  in  free  fancy  glut 
His  sense,  yet  write  no  verses  —  you  have  but 
To  please  yonnelf  for  law,  and  once  could  please 
What  onoe  appeared  yourself,  by  dreaming  these 
Rather  than  aoinff  these,  in  oajrs  gone  by. 
But  all  is  changea  the  moment  yon  descry 
Mankind  as  hatf  yourself,  —  then,  fancy's  trade 
Ends  once  and  always :  how  mav  half  evade 
The  other  half  ?  men  are  found  naif  of  you. 
Out  of  a  thousand  helps,  just  one  or  two 
Can  be  aooomplished  presently  :  but  flinch 
From  these  (as  from  the  falchion,  raised  an  inch, 
Elya,  described  a  couplet)  and  make  proof 
Of  fancy,  —  then,  while  one  half  lolls  aloof 
I '  the  nnes,  completing  Rome  to  the  tip-top  — 
See  iff  for  that,  your  other  half  will  stop 
Shoald  the    A  tear,  begin  a  smile  I    The  rabble's 


qrm-         woes, 

KUes  si-    Ludicrous  in  their  patience  as  they 
yoo.  chose 

To  sit  about  their  town  and  quietly 
Be  sbmgliterBd,  —  the  poor  reckless  soldiery, 
With  their  ignoble  rhymes  on  Richard,  how 
*  Poit-foot,'  sang  they,  '  was  in  a  pitfall  now,* 
Cheering  etieh  other  from  the  engine-mounts,  — 
That  crippled  sprawling  idiot  who  recounts 
How,  lopped  of  hmbs,  ne  lay,  stupid  as  stone, 
TiU  the  pains  crept  from  out  him  one  by  one* 
And  wriggles  round  the  archers  on  his  head 
To  earn  a  morsel  of  their  chestnut  bread,  — 
And  Cino,  alwavs  in  the  self-same  place 
Weeding ;  besioe  that  other  wretches  cas^ 
Evepits  to  ear,  one  gangrene  since  he  plied 
Tne  engine  in  his  coat  of  raw  sheep's  hide 
A  doable  watch  in  the  noon  sun  ;  and  see 
Luoehino,  beauty,  with  the  favors  free. 
Trim  hwx^neton,  spruce  beard  and  scented  hair, 
Campaigning  it  for  the  first  time  —  cut  there 
In  two  already,  boy  enough  to  crawl 
For  latter  orpme  round  the  southern  wall, 
Toiult,   where  Richard's  kept,   because  that 

whore 
Marfisa,  the  fool  never  saw  before, 
Sickened  for  flowers  this  wearisomest  siege : 
And  Tlso's  wife  —  men  liked  their  pretty  liege. 
Cared  for  her  least  of  whims  onoe,  —  Berta,  wed 
A  twelvemonth  gone,  and,  now  poor  Tiso  's  dead. 
Delivering  herself  of  his  first  child 
On  that  chance  heap  of  wet  filth,  reconciled 
To  fifty  gaaers  I "  —  (Here  a  wind  below 
Made  moodjr  music  augural  of  woe 
From  the  pine  barrier)  — ^' What  if,  now  the 
scene 


Draws  to  a  dose,  yourself  have  really  been 

Time  hsTlng*    —  You,  plucking  purples  in  Goito's 

bemi  lost,  moss 

chooM  quick  1  Like  edges  of  a  trabea  (not  to  cross 

Your  consul-humor)  or  dry  aloe-shafts 

For  fasces,  at  Ferrara  —  he.  fate  wafts, 

This  very  age^  her  whole  inheritance 

Of  opportunities  ?    Yet  yon  advance 

Upon  the  last !    Since  talking  is  your  trade, 

There  's  Salinguerra  left  you  to  persuade  : 

Fail  I  then  "  — 

**  No  —  no  —  which  latest  chance  secure  I  " 
Leaped  up  and  cried  Sordello :  '*  this  made  sure. 
The  past  were  yet  redeemable  :  its  work  ^ 
Was  —  help  the  Guelfs,  whom  I,  howe'er  it  irk. 
Thus  help .' "  He  shook  the  foolish  aloo-haulm 
D  ^  1.  ui  Out  of  his  doublet,  paused,  pro- 
Sit^*;^^       ceededcalm  ^^ 

sGuelf;  '^^  ^^®  appointed  presence.    The 

large  head 
Turned  on  its  socket ;  *'  And  yonr  spokesman,'* 


The  large  voice,  **  is  Eloorte's  happy  sprout? 
Few  siidi "  —  (so  finishing  a  speeon  no  doubt 
Addressed  to  Palma,  silent  at  his  side) 
**  —  My  sober  councils  have  diversified. 
Elcorte's  son  I  good :  forward  as  you  may. 
Our  lady's  minstrel  with  so  much  to  say  f" 
The  hesitating  sunset  floated  back. 
Rosily  traversed  in  the  wonted  traok 
The  chamber,  from  the  lattice  o'er  the  girth 
Of  pines,  to  the  huge  eagle  blacked  in  earth 
^posite,  —  outlined  sudden,  spur  to  crest. 
That  solid  Salinguerra,  and  caressed 
Palma's  contour ;  't  was  day  looped  back  night's 


)llo  hai 


Sordello  had  a  chance  left  spite  of  all. 

And  much  he  made  of  the  convincing  speech 
Meant  to  compensate  for  the  past  and  reach 
Through  his  youth's  daybreak  of  nn]>rofit,  quite 
To  his  noon's  labor,  so  proceed  till  ni^ht 
Leisurely !    The  great  amiment  to  bmd 
Taurello  with  the  Guelf  Q&use,  body  and  mind, 
—  Came  the  consummate  rhetoric  to  tliat  ? 
Yet  most  Sordello's  argument  dropped  flat 
Through  his  accustomed  fault  of  breaking  yoke. 
Disjoining  him  who  felt  from  him  who  spoke. 
Was 't  not  a  touching  incident  —  so  prompt 
A  rendering  the  world  its  just  accompt, 
Once  provM  its  debtor  ?    Who  'd  suppose,  be* 

fore 
This  proof,  tliat  he,  Goito's  god  of  yore. 
At  duty's  instance  could  demean  himself 
So  memorably,  dwindle  to  a  Guelf  ? 
Be  sure,  in  such  delicious  flattery  steeped, 
His  inmost  self  at  the  out-portion  peeped. 
Thus  occupied ;  then  stole  a  glance  at  those 
Appealed  to,  curious  if  her  color  rose 
Or  nis  lip  moved,  while  he  discreetly  ursped 
The  need  of  Lombardy  becoming  piuqTea 
At  soonest  of  her  barons  ;  the  poor  part 
Abandoned  thus,  missing  the  blood  at  heart 
And  spirit  in  brain,  unseasonably  off 
ELsewhere !    But,  though  his  speech  was  worthy 

scoff, 
Good-humored  Salinguerra,  famed  for  tact 
And  tongue,  who,  careless  of  his  phrase,  ne'er 

lacked 
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The   right   phrase,  and  harangned    Honorius 

dumb  • 

At  his  accession.  -^  looked  as  all  fell  plamb 
To  purpose  and  nimself  found  interest 
In  every  point  his  new  instructor  pressed 

—  Left  playing  with  the  rescripts  white  wax 

seal^ 
To  scrutinize  Sordello  head  and  heel. 
He  means  to  yield  assent  sure  ?    No«  alas ! 
All  he  replied,  was,  "  What,  it  conies  to  pass 
That  poesy,  sooner  than  politics. 
Makes  fatde  young  hair?^'     To  think  such 

speech  could  fix 
Taurello ! 

Then  a  flash  of  bitter  truth  : 
So  fantasies  could  break  and  fritter  youth 
That  he  had  long  agt)  lost  earnestness, 
™  *.*.   —Ill      Lost  will  to  work,  lost  power  to 
Sdtod^lie        even  express 
different :        '^^^  need  of  workii^ !    Earth  was 

turned  a  grave : 
No  more  occasions  now,  though  he  should  crave 
Just  one,  in  right  of  superhuman  toil. 
To  do  what  was  midoue,  repair  such  spoil, 
Alter  the  past  —  nothing  would  give  the  chance ! 
Not  that  he  was  to  die  ;  he  saw  askance 
Protract  the  ignominious  years  beyond 
To  dream  in  —  time  to  hope  and  time  despond, 
Kemember  and  forget,  be  sad,  rejoice 
As  saved  a  trouble  ;  he  might,  at  his  choice. 
One  way  or  other,  idle  life  out,  drop 
He  may  No  few  smooth  vei-ses  by  the  way 

flleep  on  the         —  for  prop, 
bed  he  has       A  thyrsus,  these  sad  people,  all 
"»«'••  the  same. 

Should  pick  up,  and  set  store  by,  —  far  from 

blame, 
Plant  o^er  his  hearse,  convinced  his  better  part 
Survived  him .    ^ '  Rather  tear  men  out  the  heart 
O'  the  truth!"  —  Sordello  muttered,  and  re- 
newed 
His  propositions  for  the  Multitude. 

But  Salingnerra,  who  at  this  attack 
Had  thrown  great  breast  and  ruffting  corselet 

back 
To  hear  the  better,  smilingly  resumed 
His    task;    beneath,    the   carroch's    warning 

boomed; 
He  must  decide  with  Tito ;  courteously 
He  turned  then,  even  seeming  to  agree 
With  his  admonisher  —  "  Assist  the  Pope, 
Extend  Guelf  domination,  fill  the  scope 
O'  the  Church,  thus  based  on  All,  by  All,  for 

All- 
Chanfce  Secular  to  Evangelical  '*  — 
Echomg  his  very  sentence  :  all  seemed  lost. 
When  suddenly  he  looked  up,  laughingly  al- 
most, 
To  Palma :  **  This  opinion  of  your  friend ^s  — 
For  instance,  would  it  answer  Palma^s  ends  ? 
Best,   were    it   not,   turn   Ouelf,  submit   our 

Strength"  — 
(Here  he  drew  out  his  baldric  to  itii  length) 

—  *'  To  the  Pope's  Knowledge  —  let  our  captive 

slip. 
Wide  to  the  walls  throw  ope  our  gates,  equip 
Azzo  with  .  .  .  what  I  hold  here !      Who  '11 

subscribe 


To  a  trite  censure  of  the  minstrel  tribe 
Henceforward  ?  or  pronounce,  as  Heiurieh  used, 
"Spear-heads  for    oattle,   burr-heads  for  the 
joust ! ' 

—  When  Constance,  for  his   couplets,  would 

promote 
AlcamOj  from  a  parti-colored  coat. 
To  holding  her  lord's  stirrup  in  the  wars. 
Not  that  I  see  where  couplet-making  jars 
With  common  sense :  at  Mantua  I  mid  borne 
This  chanted,  better  than  their  most  forioni 
Of  bull-baits,  —  that 's  indisputable !  " 

Brave  I 
Whom  vanity  nigh  slew,  contempt  sliall  save  I 
All 's  at  an  end :  a  Troubadour  suppose 
Mankind  will  class  him  with  their  friends  or 

foes? 
cofdwater*  ^  P^"*^  uncouth  ailing  vassal  think 
in  hia  face    1^^  world  and  him  bound  in  some 

special  link .'' 
Abrupt  the  visionary  tether  burst. 
What  were  rewarded  here,  or  what  amerced 
If  a  poor  drudge,  solicitous  to  dream 
Deservingly,  got  taneled  by  his  theme 
So  far  as  to  conceit  the  knack  or  gift 
Or  whatsoe'er  it  be,  of  verse,  might  lift 
The  globe,  a  lever  like  the  hand  and  head 
Of  —  "  Men  of  Action,"  as  the  Jongleurs  said, 

—  "  The  Great  Men,"  in  the  people^s  dialect  ? 
And  not  a  moment  did  this  scorn  affect 

Arouaeahim  Sordello:   scorn  the  poet?     They, 

at  laat,  to         for  once, 

aome  pur-      Asking  **  what  was,"  obtained  a  full 

I*^»  response. 

Bid  Naddo  think  at  Mantua,  he  had  but 

To  look  into  his  promptuary,  put 

Finger  on  a  set  thought  in  a  set  speech : 

But  was  Sordello  fitted  thus  for  each 

Conjecture  ?    Nowise  ;  since  within  his  soul. 

Perception  brooded  unexpressed  and  whole. 

A  hesQthy  spirit  like  a  healthv  frame 

Craves  aliment  in  plenty  —  all  the  same, 

Chan^,  assimilates  its  aliment. 

Perceived  Sordello,  on  a  truth  intent  ? 

Next  day  no  formularies  more  you  saw 

Than  figs  or  olives  in  a  sated  maw. 

'T  is  Knowledge,  whither  such  perceptions  tend ; 

They  lose  themselves  in  that,  means  to  an  end. 

The  many  old  producing  some  one  new, 

A  last  uiuike  the  first.    If  lies  are  true. 

The  Caliph's  wheel- work  man  of  brai»  receives 

A  meal,   munched   millet  grains   and   lettuce 

leaves 
Together  in  his  stomach  rattle  loose ; 
You  find  them  perfect  next  day  to  produce : 
But  ne'er  expect  the  man,  on  strength  of  that, 
Can  roll  an  iron  camel-collar  flat 
Like  Haroun's  self !  I  tell  you.  what  was  stored 
And  thua         Bit  by  bit  througli  Sordello's  life, 
geta  the  at-         outpoured 

moat  out  of     Tliat  eve,  was,  for  that  age,  a  novel 
Wm.  thing: 

And  round  those  three  the  People  formed  a  ring, 
Of  visionary  judges  whose  award 
He  recognized  in  full  —faces  that  barred 
Henceforth  return  to  the  old  careless  life. 
In  whose  great  presence,  therefore,  his  first  Htrif  e 
For  their  sake  must  not  be  ignobly  foMirht : 
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AJl  Uieae,  for  once,  approved  of  him,  he  tlioaKht» 
Suspended  their  own  vengeance,  chose  await 
The  iafRie  of  this  strife  to  reinstate 
Them  in  the  right  of  taking  it  —  in  fact 
tie  must  be  proved  king  ere  they  coald  exact 
Vei^eance  for  such  king's  defalcation.    Last, 
A  reason  why  the  phrases  flowed  so  fast 
Was  in  his  quite  forgetting  for  a  time 
Himself  in  his  amazement  tliat  the  rhjrme 
Diaguised  the  royalty  so  much  :  he  there  — 
And  Salinguerra  vet  all  unaware 
Who  was  the  lord,  who  liegeman  ! 

"ThusIUiy 
On  thine  my  spirit  and  compel  obey 
Uja  lord,  —  my  liegeman.  —  impotent  to  build 
Another  Kome,  but  hardly  so  unskilled 
In  what  such  builder  should  have  been,  as  brook 
(hie  shame  beyond  the  charge  that  I  forsook 
Ills  function  I    Free  me  from  that  shame,  I  bend 
A  brow  before,  suppose  new  vears  to  spend,  — 
Allow  eacli  chance,  nor  fruitlessly,  recur  — 
Measore  thee  with  the  Minstrel,  then,  demur 
He  siserta    At  any  crowd  he  claims  I    That  I 
tlie  poet*s        must  cede 

nak  and      Shamed  now,  my  right  to  my  esiieoial 
"8**1  meed  — 

Confess  thee  fitter  help  the  world  than  I 
Ordained  its  champion  from  eternity, 
Is  much  :  but  to  behold  thee  scorn  the  post 
I  quit  in  thy  behalf  —  to  hear  thee  boast 
What  makes  my  own  despair  !  ^^    And  while  he 

rung 
The  changes  on  this  theme,  the  roof  up-sjprnug, 
The  sad  walls  of  the  presence-chamber  died 
Into  the  distance,  or  embowering^  vied 
With  far-away  Goito^s  vine-frontier ; 
And  crowds  of  faces  —  (only  keeping  clear 
The  rose-light  in  the  midst,  hb  vantage-ground 
To  6g:ht  meir  battle  from)  —  deep  clustered 

round 
Sordello,  with  good  wishes  no  mere  brealJi, 
Kiad  prayeis  lor  him  no  vapor,  since,  come 

death, 
Come  life,  he  was  fresh-sinewed  every  joint,  ^ 
Each  bone  new-marrowed  as  whom  gods  anoint 
Though  mortal  to  their  rescue.    Now  let  sprawl 
llie  snaky  volumes  hither !    Is  Typhon  all 
For  Hercules  to  trample  —  good  report 
From  Salinguerra  only  to  extort  ? 
**  So  was  I "  (closed  he  his  inculcating, 
A  poet  most  be  earth^s  essential  king) 
Bmioif  *^  So  was  I,  royal  so,  and  if  I  fail, 

thcMon       'T  is  not  the  royalty,  ye    w^itneas 
their  quail, 

vrcfptT         But   one   deposed  who,   caring   not 
•""*"*•  exert 

Its  proper  essence,  trifled  malapert 
Witn  accidents  instead  —  good  things  assigned 
As  heralds  of  a  better  thing  behind  — 
And,  worthy  through    display  of   these,  put 

forth 
Never  the  inmost  all-surpasnng  worth 
That  eonstitutes  him  king  precisely  since 
As  yet  no  other  spirit  may  evince 
Its  nke :  the  power  he  took  most  pride  to  test, 
Whereby  aU  forms  of  life  had  been  professed 
At  pleasore,  forms  already  on  the  earth. 
Was  but  a  means  to  power  beyond,  whose  birth 


Should,  in  its  novelty,  be  kingship's  proof. 
Now,  whether  he  came  near  or  ke[^t  aloof 
The  several  forms  he  longed  to  imitate. 
Not  there  the  kingship  lay,  he  sees  too  late. 
Those  forms.  unaUerable  first  as  last. 
Proved  him  her  copier,  not  the  protoplast 
Of  nature  :  wliat  would  come  of  being  free, 
hy  action  to  exhibit  tree  for  tree. 
Bird,  beast,  for  beast  and  bird,  or  prove  earth 

bore 
One  veritable  man  or  woman  more  ? 
Means  to  an  end,  such  proofs  are:  what  the 

end? 
Let  essence,  whatsoever  it  be,  extend  — 
Never  contract.    Already  you  include 
The  multitude :  then  let  the  multitude 
Include  yourself  ;  and  the  result  were  new  : 
Themselves  before,  the  multitude  turn  you. 
This  were  to  live  and  move  and  have,  in  them. 
Your  being,  and  secure  a  diadem 
You  should  transmit  (because  no  cycle  yearns 
Beyond  itself,  but  on  itself  returns) 
Wnen,  the  full  sphere  in  wane,  the  world  over- 
laid 
Long  since  with  yon,  shall  have  in  turn  obeyed 
Some  orb  still  prouder,  some  displayer,  still 
More  potent  than  the  last,  of  human  will, 
RecognU-    An<l  some  new  king  depose  the  old. 
ing  true  Of  such 

dignity  in     Am  I  —  whom  pride  of  this  elates 
•ervice,  too  much  ? 

Safe,  rather  say,  'mid  troops  of  peers  again ; 
I,  with  ray  woras,  hailed  brother  of  the  train 
Deeds  once  sufficed :  for,  let  the  world  roll  back. 
Who  fails,  through  deeds  however  diverse,  re- 
track 
M^  purpose  still,  my  task  ?    A  teeming  crust  — 
Air,  flame,  earth,    wave  at  conflictT     Then, 

needs  must 
Emerge  some  Calm  embodied,  these  refer 
The  brawl  to  —  yellow-bearded  Jupiter  ? 
No  !    Saturn  ;  some  existence  like  a  pact 
And  protest  against  Chaos,  some  first  fact 
I'  the  faint  of  time.    My  deep  of  life,  I  know. 
Is  unavailing  e'en  to  poorly  show  *'  .  .  . 
For  here  the  Chief  immeasurably  yawned) 
..."  Deeds  in  their  due  gradation  till  Song 

dawned  — 
The  fullest  efBuence  of  the  finest  mind, 
All  in  degree,  no  wa^  diverse  in  kind 
From  minds  about  it,  minds  which,  more  or 

less. 
Lofty  or  low,  move  seeking  to  impress 
Whether      Themselves  on  somewhat;  but  one 
■oeoe*-  mind  hasdimbed 

dvely  that    Step  after  step,  by  just  ascent  sub- 
ofepoiat,  limed. 

Thought  is  the  soid  of  act,  and,  stage  by  stage, 
Soul  is  from  bod^  still  to  disenga^ 
As  tending  to  a  needom  which  rejects 
Such  help  and  incorporeally  affects 
The  world,  producing  deeds  but  not  by  deeds. 
Swaying,  in  others,  irames  itself  exceeds. 
Assigning  them  the  simoler  tasks  it  used 
To  patiently  perform  till  Song  produced 
Acts,  by  liioughts  onlv,  for  the  mind :  divest 
Mind  of  e'en  Thought,  and,  lo,  God's  nnez* 
pressed 
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Will  draws  above  na  [    All  then  is  to  win 
Save  that.     How  much  for  me,  thenf  where 

begin 
My  work  ?     About  me,  faces  1  and  iJiev  flock, 
The  earnest  faoes.    What  shall  I  unlook 
By  son^  ?  behold  me  prompt,  whatever  it  be. 
To  minister  :  how  mnch  can  mortals  see 
Of  Life  ?     No  more  than  so  ?     I  take  the  task 
And  marshal  yon  Lifers  elemental  masque, 
bhow  Men,  on  evil  or  on  g^ood  lay  stress, 
DramatlBt,   This  light,  this  shade  make  promi- 
or.  so  to  nent,  suppress 

eaU  him,      All    ordinary    hues    that   softening 

Such  natures  with  the  level.    Aoprehend 
Which  sinner  is,  which  saint,  if  1  allot 
Hell,  Purgatory,  Heaven,  a  blaze  or  blot. 
To  those  you  doubt  concerning !    I  enwomb 
Some  wretched  Friedrich  with  his  red-hot  tomb ; 
Some  dubious  spirit,  Lombard  Agilulph 
With  the  black  chastening  river  1  engulf  I 
Some  unapproaohed  Matilda  I  enshrine 
With  lau^ors  of  the  planet  of  decline  — 
These,  fad  to  recognize,  to  arbiti-ate 
Between  henceforth,  to  rightly  estimate 
Thus  marshalled  in  the  masque  !     Myself,  the 

while. 
As  one  of  you,  am  witness,  shrink  or  smile 
At  my  own  showix^  I     Next  age  —  what  ^s  to 

do? 
The  men  and  women  stationed  hitherto 
Will  I  nustation,  good  and  bad,  conduct 
Kaeh  nature  to  its  farthest,  or  obstruct 
At   soonest,  in   ttie  world:    light,  thwarted, 

breaks 
A  limpid  purity  to  rainbow  flakes, 
Or  shadow,  massed,  freezes  to  gloom :  behold 
How  such,  with  fit  assistance  to  unfold. 
Or  obstacles  to  crush  them,  disengage 
Their   forms,   love,    hate,    hope,    fear,  peace 

make,  war  wage, 
In  presence  of  you  all  I    Myself,  hnplied 
Superior  now,  as,  by  the  platform^s  side, 
I  bade  them  do  and  suffer,  —  would  last  con- 
tent 
The  world  .  .  .  no  —  that's  too  far  I     I  cir- 
cumvent 
A  few,  my  masque  contented,  and  to  these 
Offer  unveil  the  last  of  mysteries  — 
Man's  inmost  life  shall  have  ^et  freer  play : 
Once  more  I  cast  external  things  away. 
And  natures  composite,  so  decompose 
That"  .  .  .  Why,  he  writes  Sordello! 

'*  How  I  rose, 
And  how  have  yon  advanced !  since  evermore 
Yourselves  effect  what  I  was  fain  before 
Effect,  what  I  supplied  yourselves  suggest. 
What  I  leave  bare  yourselves  can  now  invest. 
How  we  attain  to  talk  as  brothers  talk. 
In  half-words,  call  things  by  half-names,  no 

balk 
From  discontinuing  old  aids.    To-day 
Takes  in  account  the  work  of  Yesterday : 
Has  not  the  world  a  Past  now,  its  adept 
Consults  ere  he  dispense  with  or  accept 
New  aids  ?  a  single  touch  more  may  enhance, 
A  touch  less  turned  to  insignificance 
Those  structures'  symmeto'  the  past  has  strewed 


The  world  with,  once  so  htate.    Leave  the  mere 

_^   ^  rude 

Who  turns  Explicit  details!  'tis  but  brother's 

courso  spoecn 

syntbetist    ^®  need,  speech  where  an  accent's 

change  gives  each 
The  other's  soul  —  no  speech  to  understand 
By  former  audience :  need  wss  then  to  expand^ 
Expatiate  —  hardly  were  we  brothers  I    true  — 
Nor  I  lament  my  small  remove  from  yon. 
Nor  reconstruct  what  stands  already.    Ends 
Accomplished  turn  to  means :  my  art  intends 
New    structure   from   the    ancient  :    as    they 

changed 
The  spoils  of  every  clime  at  Venice,  ranged 
The  horned  and  snouted  Libyan  god,  upright 
As  in  his  desert,  by  some  simple  bright 
Clay  cinerary  pitcher  —  Thebes  as  Rome, 
Athens  as  Byzant  rifled,  till  their  Dome 
From  earth's  reputed  consummations  razed 
A  seal,  the  all-transmuting  Triad  blazed 
Above.     Ah,  whose  that  fortune  ?    Ne'erthe- 

less 

E'en  he  must  stoop  contented  to  express 

No  tithe  of  what 's  to  say  —  tlie  vehicle 

Never  sufficient :  but  his  work  is  still 

For  faces  like  the  faoes  that  select 

This  for       The    single    service    I   am    bonnd 

one  day  :  effect.  ~ 

now,  nerve  That  bid  me  cast  ande  such  fanoiea, 
as  Guelf  1         ^o^ 

Taurello  to  the  Guelf  cause,  disallow 

The  Kaiser's  coining  —  which  with  heart,  soul, 

strength, 
I  labor  for,  this  eve,  who  feel  at  length 
My  past  career's  outrageous  vanity. 
And  would,  as  it  amends,  die,  even  die 
Now  I  first  estimate  the  boon  of  life, 
K  death  might  win  compliance  —  sure,  this  strife 
Is  right  for  once  —  the  People  my  support." 

My  poor  Sordello  !  what  may  we  extort 
By  this,  I  wonder  ?    Palma's  lighted  eyes 
Turned  to  Taurello  who,  long  past  surprise. 
Began,  **  You  love  him  —  what  you  'd  say  at 

large 
Let  me  say  briefly.    First,  your  father's  charge 
To  me,  his  friend,  peruse :  I  guessed  indeed 
You  were  no  stranger  to  the  course  decreed. 
Saiin.  He  bids  me  leave  his  cliildren  to  the 

goerra,  saints : 

dislodffed  As  for  a  certain  project,  he  acquaints 
from  hia  The  Pope  with  that,  and  offers  hina 
P**^  the  best 

Of  your  possessions  to  permit  the  rest 
Go  peaceably  —  to  Eceiin,  a  strine 
Of  soil  the  cursed  Vicentines  will  gripe, 
—  To  Alberic,  a  ratch  the  Trevisan 
Clutches  already ;  extricate,  who  can, 
Treville,  Villarazsi,  Pnissolo, 
Loria  and  Cartiglione  I  —  all  mnst.  go. 
And  with  them  go  my  hopes.     'T  is  lost,  tlien  I 

Lost 
This  eve,  our  crisis,  and  some  pains  it  cost 
Procuring ;  thirty  years  —  as  good  I  'd  spent 
Like  our  admonisner !    But  each  his  bent 
Pursues  :  no  question,  one  might  live  absurd 
One's  self  this  while,  by  deed  as  he  by  word 
Persisting  to  obtrude  an  influence  where 
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T  is  made  aaoonnt  of,  mnob  m  .  .  .  niiy,  you 

fare 
With  twioe  the  f ortniw,  jonngBter  t  —  I  Bnbmit, 
Happy  to  parallel  my  waste  of  wit 
With  the  renowned  bordello^s  :  yon  decide 
A  oottiae  for  me.    Romano  may  abide 
Romano,  —  Baoohns  I     After  all,  what  dearth 
Of  Koelins  and  Albeiios  on  earth  r 
Say  there  *a  a  ^ze  in  proepeot,  must  disgrace 
Betide  oompetitorB,  onlees  they  style 
Themselves  Romano  ?    Were  it  worth  my  while 
To  try  my  own  luck  I    But  an  obeonre  plaou 
SoHs   roe  —  there  wants  a  yooth   to   bustle, 

stalk 
And  attitvdinixe  —  wme  ficht,  more  talk, 
Most  ilannting  badges — now,  I  might  make 

dear 
Sinee  Friedrich^s  very  purposes  lie  here 

—  Here,  pity  they  are  like  to  lie !    Fur  me, 
With  station  fixed  nnoeremoniously 
Lcng  since,  small  use  contesting ;  1  am  but 
The  liegeman  —  you  are  bom  the  lieges  -—  shut 
That  gentle  mouth  now  !  or  resume  your  kin 
In  your  sweet  self ;  were  Palma  £oelin 

For  me  to  work  with  I    Could  that  neck  en- 
dure 
This  bauble  for  a  cumbrous  garniture, 
iAtt  should  ...  or  might  one  bear  it  for  her  ? 

Stay  — 
I  have  not  been  so  flattered  many  a  day 
As  by  your  pale  friend  —  Baeohus !     The  least 

help 
Would  lick  the  hind^s  fawn  to  a  lion^s  whelp : 
His  neck  is  broad  enoo^  *-  a  ready  tongue 
Beside  —  too  writhled  —  but,  the  main  thing, 

▼otinfir  — 
I  could  .  .  •  why,  look  ye  1  ^^ 

And  the  badge  was  thrown 
l^^or.       j^^^g^    Sordello's     neck:      ''This 

gof^llo^      Makes   you   Romano  s   Head  — be- 
comes superb 
On  your  bare  neck,  which  would,  on  mine,  dis- 

tmrb 
The  panldron/^  said  Taurallo.    A  mad  act. 
Nor  even  dreamed  about  before  —  in  fact. 
Not  when  his  sportive  arm  rose  for  the  nonce  — 
But  he  had  dallied  overmuch,  this  once. 
With  power :  the  thing  was  done,  and  he,  aware 
The  tning  was  done,  proceeded  to  declare  — 
(So  like  a  nature  made  to  serve,  excel 
In  serving,  only  feel  by  service  well  !> 

—  That  he  wcmld  make  iSordello  that  and  more. 
''  As  good  a  Bcheme  as  any.    What 's  to  pore 
At  in  my  face  ?  "  he  asked  —  '^  ponder  instead 
This  piece  of  news ;  yon  are  Romano's  Head  I 
One  cannot  slacken  pace  so  near  the  goal, 
Suffer  my  Azzo  to  escape  heart-whole 

This     time  I       For    you    there  *s    Palma    to 

espouse  — 
Forme,  one  crowning  trouble  ere  I  house 
Like  my  compeer." 

On  which  ensued  a  strange 
And  solemn  visitation  ;  there  came  change 
0*er  every  one  of  them ;  each  looked  on  each : 
Up  in  the  midst  a  truth  grew,  without  speech. 
And  when  the  giddineas  sank  and  the  base 
Subsided,  they  were  sitting,  no  amaae^ 


SordeUo  with  the  baldric  on,  his  sire 

Who  ia  de-  Silent,  though  his  proportions  seemed 

oburedSsl-       aspire 

iuguens*!   Momently;     and,    interpretiug   the 

■on,  thrill 

Right  at  its  ebb,  Palma  was  found  there  still 

Relating  somewhat  Adelaide  oonf  esied 

A  year  ago,  while  dying  on  her  breast,  — 

Of  a  contrivance  that  Vioenza  night 

When  £oeUn  bad  birth.   ''  Their convoy^s  flight. 

Cut  off  a  moment,  ooiled  inside  the  flame 

That  wallowed  like  a  dragon  at  his  game 

The  toppling  city  through  —  San  Biano  rocks  1 

And  wounded  lies  in  her  delicious  <looks 

Retrude,  the  frail  mother,  on  her  face, 

None  of  her  wasted,  just  in  one  embrace 

Covering  her  child :  when,  as  thev  lifted  her^ 

Cleaving  the  tumult,  mighty,  mightier 

And  mightiest  Taurello^s  cry  outbroke. 

Leapt  uke  a  tongue  of  fire  that  cleaves  the 

smoke, 
Midmost    to    cheer  his   Mantnans   onward  — 

drown 
His  colleague  Ecelin^s  clamor,  up  and  down 
The  disarray :  failed  Adelaide  see  then 
Who  was  tM  natural  chief,  the  man  of  men  ? 
Outstripping   time,    her   infant    there    burst 

swathe, 
Stood  up  with  eyes  haggard  beyond  the  scathe 
From  wandering  after  his  heritage 
Lost  once  and  lost  for  aye — and  why  that  rage. 
That  deprecating  glance  ?    A  new  shape  leant 
On  a  familiar  shape  —  gloatingly  bent 
O'er  his  discomfiture  ;  'mid  wreaths  it  wore. 
Still  one  outflamed  the  rest  —  her  child's  be* 

fore 
'T  was  Salin^erra's  for  his  child :  scorn,  hate. 
Rage  now  might  startle  her  when  all  too  late  I 
Then   was   uie   moment !  —  rival's   foot   had 
Hidden  spumed 

bitkerto       Never  that  House    to   eartli   else! 
by  Ade-  Sense  returned  — 

lalde*a         Xhe  act  conceived,  adventured  and 
P«"«y-  complete, 

Thev  bore  away  to  an  obscure  retreat 
Mother  and  chud  —  Retrude's  i*elf  not  slain  ]' 
(Nor  even  here  Tanrello  moved)  *'''  though  pain 
Was  fled :  and  what  assured  them  most   t  was 

fled. 
All  pain,  was,  if  they  raised  the  pale  hushed 

head 
'T  would  turn  this  way  and  that,  waver  awhile. 
And  only  settle  into  its  old  «uile  — 
(Graceful  as  the  disquieted  water-flag 
Steadying  itself,  remarked  they,  in  uie  quag 
On  eiuier  side  their  path)  —  when  suffered  look 
Down  on  her  child.    They  marched :  no  sign 

once  shook 
The  company's  close  litter  of  crossed  spean 
Till,  as  tney  reached  Goito,  a  few  tears 
Slipped  in  the  sunset  from  her  lon^  black  lash. 
And  she  wasgone.    So  far  the  action  rash ; 
No  crime.    They  laid  Retrude  in  the  font, 
Taurello's  very  gift,  her  child  wss  wont 
To  sit  beneath  —  constant  as  eve  he  came 
To  sit  by  its  attendant  fprls  the  same 
As  one  of  them.    For  Palma,  she  would  blend 
With  this  magnifio  ^nrit  to  the  end. 
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That  ruled    lier  first ;   but  scarcely  had  she 

dared 
To  disobey  tlie  Adelaide  who  scared 
Her  into  vowinir  never  to  disclose 
A  secret  to  her  nnsbiuid,  which  so  froze 
His  blood  at  haJf-recital,  she  contrived 
To  hide  from  him  Taurello^s  infant  lived. 
Lest,  by  revealing:  that,  himself  should  mar 
Romano's  fortunes.    And,  a  crime  so  far, 
Palma  received  tluit  action :  she  was  told 
Of  Salingiierra's  nature,  of  his  cold 
(yalm  acquiescence  in  his  lot !    But  free 
To  impart  the  secret  to  Romano,  slie 
How  the       Enf^iged  to  repossess  8ordello  of 
diflcovery     His  heritage,  and  hers,  and  that  way 
moves  doff 

Saliu-  The  mask ,  but  after  years,  long  years : 

guerra,  while  now, 

Was  not  Romano's  sign-mark  on  tliat  brow  ?  '' 
Across  Taurello's  heart  his  arms  were  locked : 
And  when  he  did  speak  't  was  as  if  he  mocked 
The  minstrel,  ^*  who  had  not  to  move,"  he  said, 
**  Nor  stir  —  should  fate  defraud  him  of  a  shred 
Of  his  son's  infancy  ?  much  lees  his  youth  !  " 
(Lauf^hingly  all  this)  —  **  which  to  aid,  in  truth, 
Himself,  reserved  on  purnose,  had  not  grown 
Old,  not  too  old  —  't  was  oest  they  kept  alone 
Till  now,  and  never  idly  met  till  now  ;  " 

—  Then,  in  the  same  breath,  told  Sordello  how 
All  intimations  of  this  eve's  event 

Were  lies,  for  Friedrich  must  advance  to  Trent, 
llience  to  Verona,  then  to  Rome,  there  stop. 
Tumble  the  ("huroh  down,  institute  artop 
The  Alps  a  Prefecture  of  Lombardy : 

—  "  That 's  now  !  —  no  prophesying  what  may 

be 
Anon,  with  a  new  monarch  of  the  dime. 
Native  of  Oesi,  ]>aaHing  his  youth's  prime 
At  Naples.    Tito  bids  my  choice  decide 
On  whom"  .  .  . 

**  Embrace  him,  madman  !  "  Palma  cried. 
Who  through  the  laugh  saw  sweat-drops  burst 

apace. 
And  his  lips  blanching :  he  did  not  embrace 
^Sordello,  but  he  laid  iSordello's  hand 
On  his  own  eyes,  mouth,  forehead. 

Understand, 
This  while  Sordello  was  becoming  flushed 
And  8or-      Out    of    his    whiteness ;     thoughts 
dello  the  rushed,  fancies  rushed ; 

flnallv-de-    He  pr^«ed  his  hand  upon  his  head 
t^J™*™^!        and  sifpied 

Both  should  forbear  him.  **  Nay,  the  best 's  be- 
hind 1 " 
Taurello  laughed  —  not  quite  with  the  same 

lauffh : 
**  The  truth  is,  thus  we  scatter,  ay,  like  chaff 
These  Guelfs,  a  despicable  monk  recoils 
From :  nor  expect  a  fickle  Kaiser  spoils 
Our  triumph !  —  Friediioh  ?    Think  you,  I  in- 
tend 
Friedrich  shall  reap  the  fruits  of  blood  I  spend 
And  brain  I  waste  r  Think  you,  the  people  clap 
Their  hands  at  my  out-hewing  this  wild  gap 
For  any  Friedrich  to  fill  up  ?   'T  is  mine  — 
That 's  yours :   I  tell  you,  towards  some  such 

design 
Have  I  worked  blindly,  yes,  and  idly,  yes, 


And  for  another,  yes  —  but  worked  no  less 
W^ith  instinct  at  my  heart ;  I  else  had  swen^ed. 
While  now  —  look  round  !  My  cunning  has  pre- 
served 
Samminiato  —  that 's  a  oentnd  place 
Secures  us  Florence,  boy,  —  in  Pisa's  case, 
By  land  as  she  by  sea ;  with  Pisa  ours. 
And  Florence,  and  Pistoia,  one  devours 
The  land  at  leisure  I    Gloriously  dispersed  — 
Brescia,  observe,  Milan,  Piacenza  firat 
That  flanked  us  (ah,  yon  know  not !)  in  the 

March; 
On  these  we  pile,  as  keystone  of  our  arch, 
Romagna  and  Bologna,  whose  first  span 
Covered  the  Trentine  and  the  Valsugaii ; 
Sofia's  £gna  by  Bolgiano  's  sure !  "  .  .  . 
So  he  proceeded  :  half  of  all  this,  pure 
The  devil      Delusion,  doubtless,  nor  the  rest  too 
putting  true, 

forth  his       But  wnat  was  undone  he  felt  sure  to 
potency :  Jo, 

As  ring  bv  ring  he  wrung  off,  finite  away 

The  nanlaronrrings  togive  his  sword-arm  play  — 

Neea  of  the  swonl  now  !    That  would  soon'ad- 

just 
Aught  wrone  at  present :  to  the  sword  intrust 
Soraello's  whiteness,  nnaersize  :  't  was  plain 
He  hardly  rendered  right  to  his  own  brain  — 
Like  a  brave  hound,  men  educate  to  pride 
Himself  on  speed  or  scent  nor  anght  beside. 
As  though  he  oould  not,  gift  by  girt,  match  men  I 
Since  Sor-    Palma  had  ustened  patiently :   but 
dello,  who       when 

began  by      'Twas    time    expostulate,  attempt 
rhyming,         withdraw 
Taurello  from  his  child,  she,  without  awe 
Took  off  his  iron  arms  from,  one  by  one, 
Sordello's  shrinking  shoulders,  and,  that  done« 
Made  him  avert  his  visage  and  relieve 
Sordello  (you  mi^rht  see  his  oonelet  heave 
The  while)  who,  loose,  rose  — tried  to  speaks 

then  sank : 
They  left  him  in  the  chamber.     All  was  blank. 

And  even  reeling  down  the  narrow  stair 
Taurello  kept  up,  as  thouffh  unaware 
Palma  was  by  to  guide  him,  the  old  device 
—  Something    of    Milan  —  '*  how    we    muster 

thrice 
The  Torriani's  strength  there :  all  along 
Our  own  Visconti  cowed  them  '  —  thus  the  sop^ 
Continued  even  while  she  bade  him  stoop, 
Thrid  somehow,  by  some  glimpse  of  arrow4oop. 
The  tumiuKS  to  the  gallery  below, 
W^here    he  stopped  short   as  Palma  let  him 

When  ne  had  sat  in  silence  long  enough 
Splintering  the  stone  bench,  braving  a  rebuff 
Sne  stx>ppea  the  truncheon ;  only  to  commence 
One  of  Sordello's  poems,  a  pretence 
For  speaking,  some  poor  rhyme  of  *^  Elys'  hair 
And  nead  that 's  sharp  and  perfect  like  a  pe»r. 
So  smooth  and  close  are  laid  the  few  fine  looks 
Msy,  even    Stained  like  nale  honey  oozed  from 
from  the  topmost  rocKS 

depths  of     Sun-olanohed  the  livelong:  summer  " 
failure  _  f^jn  his  worst 

Performance,  the  Goito,  as  his  first : 
And  that  at  end,  conceiving  from  the  brow 
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And  open  inoath  no  Bilenoe  would  lerve  now, 
Went  on  to  say  the  whole  world  loved  that  man 
And,  for  that  matter,  thought  his  face,  thonsrh 

wan, 
Eelipaed    the    Count's — he  suokingr   in   each 

phrase 
As  if  an  angel  spoke.    The  foolish  praise 
Ended,  he  arew  her  on  his  maUed  knees,  made 
Her  face  a  framework  with  his  hands,  a  shade, 
A  crown,  an  aureole :  there  must  slie  remain 
(Her  little  month  compressed  with  snuling  pain 
As  in  his  gloves  she  felt  her  tresses  twiteh) 
To  get  the  hest  look  at,  in  fittest  niche 
llispose  liis  saint.    That  done,  he  kissed  her 

brow, 
—  "  Landed  her  father  for  his  treason  now,*' 
He  told  her,  ^*  only,  how  could  one  suspect 
llie  wit  in  him  ?  -  whose  chuuman,  recoUect, 
Was  ever  Salingnerra  —  she,  the  same, 
Romano  and  his  lady  —  so,  m^^ht  claim 
To  know  all.  as  she  should  " — and  thus  begun 
ijchemes  witn  a  vengsanoe,  schemes  on  schemes, 

^*  not  one 
Fit  to  be  told  that  foolish  boy,*'  he  said, 
**  But  only  let  ISordello  Palma  wed, 
-Then!" 

'T  was  a  dim  long  narrow  place  at  best : 
Yet  spring    Midway  a  sole  grate  showed  the  fiery 
to  the  aura-        West, 

mit  of  mie-    As  shows  its  corpse  the  world's  end 
•*■•»  s<Hne  split  tomb  — 

A  gloom,  a  rift  of  fire,  another  gloom, 
Faced  Palma  —  but  at  length  ^urello  set 
Her  free  ;  the  grating  held  one  ragjgred  jet 
Of  fierce  gold  nre :  he  lifted  her  within 
The  hoUow  underneath  —  how  else  b^n 
Fate^s  seeond  marvellous  cycle,  else  renew 
1^  ages  than  with  Palma  plain  in  view  ? 
Then  paced  the  passage,  hands  deuehed,  head 

ereetj 
Pursning  his  discourse ;  a  erand  unchecked 
Monotony  made  out  from  his  quick  talk 
And  tiie  recurring  noises  of  his  walk ; 
— borne  what  too  much  like  the  o'eroharged  as- 
sent 
Of  two  resolyed  friends  in  one  danger  blent. 
Who  hearten  each  the  other  against  heart ; 
Boasting  there's  naught    to  care  for,  when, 

apart 
The  boaster,  all 's  to  care  for.    He,  beside 
Some  shape  not  visible,  in  power  and  pride 
Approcushed,  out  of  the  dark,  ginglingiy  near, 
Nearer,  passed  dose  in  the  brcMul light,  his  ear 
Crimson,    eyeballs    suffused,    temples     full- 

frau^t. 
Just  a  snatch  of  the  rapid  speech  you  caught. 
And  on  he  strode  into  the  opposite  dark, 
Till  presently  the  harsh  heel  s  turn,  a  spark 
I'  the  stone,  and  whirl  of  some  loose  embossed 

thong 
That  crashed  against  the  angle  aye  so  long 
Ai^ter  the  last,  punctual  to  an  amount 
Of  mailed  great  paces  you  could  not  but  count,  — 
Prepared  you  for  the  pacinfj^  back  agiun. 
Ana  by  the  snatches  yon  might  ascertain 
That,  Friedrich's  Prefecture  surmounted,  left 
By  this  alone  in  Italy,  they  deft 
Asunder,  crushed  together,  at  command 


Of  none,  were  free  to  break  up  Hildebrand, 

1/  he  eon-     Rebuild,  he  and  liMrdelio,   Charle- 

•ent  to  op-       inagiie  — 

press  the      But  garnished.  Strength  with  Know- 
world.  1^^  *'  if  ^o  dei^, 

Accept  that  compromise  and  stoop  to  give 

Rome  law.  the  Cinsar^s  Representative." 

Enough,  tnat  the  illimitable  flood 

Of  triumphs  after  triumphs,  understood 

In  its  faint  reflux  (you  snail  hear)  sufficed 

Young  Eoelin  for  appaiuige,  enticed 

Him  on  till,  these  long  quiet  in  their  graves. 

He  found  't  was  looked  for  that  a  whole  life's 

braves 
Should  somehow  be  made  good  ;  so,  weak  and 

worn. 
Must  stagger  up  at  Milan,  one  gray  mom 
Of  the  to-come,  and  fight  his  latest  fight. 
But,  tSalinguerra^s  mophecv  at  height  — 
Just  this      He  voluble  witii  a  raised  arm  and 
decided,  as        stiff, 

it  MOW  may    A  blaring  voice,  a  blazing  eye,  as  if 
^*  He  had  our  very  Italy  to  keep 

Or  cast  away,  or  gather  io  a  heap 
To  garrison  the  better  —  a^,  his  word 
Was,  *^  run  the  cucumber  into  a  gourd. 
Drive  Trent  upon  Apulia ' '  —  at  their  pitch 
Who  spied  the  continents  and  idnuds  which 
Grew    mulbeny-leaves    and    sickles,    in    the 

map  — 
(Strange  that  three  such  confessions  so  should 

hap 
To  Palma,  Dante  spoke  with  in  the  clear 
Amorous  silence  of  the  Swooning^phere,  — 
Cunizxa^  as  he  called  her !    Never  ask 
Of  Palma  more !    She  sat,  knowing  her  task 
Was  done,  the  labor  of  it,  — for,  success 
Concerned  not  Palma,  paasion^s  votaress) 
Triumph  at  height,  and  thus  Sordello  crowned  — 
Above  the  passage  suddenly  a  sound  ^ 
Stops  speech,  stops  walk  :  back  shrinks  Tau- 

reUo,  bids 
With  large  inTduntary  asking  lids, 
PiUma  interpret.    "  'T  is  his  own  foot-stamp  — 
Your  hand !    His  summons  I    Nay,  this  idle 

damp 
Befits  not  I  '*    Out  thev  two  reeled  dizzily. 
"  Visconti's  stronsr  at  Milau,^*  resumed  he, 
In  the  old,  somewhat  insignificant  way  — 
(Was  Palma  wont,  years  afterward,  to  say) 
As  though  the  spirit's  flight,  sustained  thus 

far. 
Dropped  at  that  very  instant. 

Gone  they  are  — 
Palma,  Taurello ;  Eglamor  anon, 
£celin,  —  only  Naddo  's  never  gone ! 
—  Labors,  this    moonrise,  wmit   the    Master 

meant  — 
"  Is  Squarcialupo  speckled  ?  —  purulent, 
I  ^d  say,  but  when  was  Providence  put  out  ? 
He  carries  somehow  handily  about 
His  spite  nor  fouls  himself !  '^    Goito^s  vines 
Stand  like  a  cheat    detected  —  stark    rough 

lines, 
The  moon  breaks  through,  a  gray  mean  scale 

i^ainst 
The  vault  where,  this  eve^s  Maiden,  thou  re- 

main'st 


120 


SORDELLO 


And  we 

hftTe 

done. 


Like  some  fresh  nuutyr,  eyes  fixed  —  who  can 

teU? 
As  Heaven,  now  all 's  at  end,  did  not  so  well, 

8pite  of  the  faiUi  and  victory,  to 

leave 
Its  viii^n  quite  to  death  in  the  lone 
eve. 
While  the  penistiiig  hermit^bee  ...  ha  1  wait 
No  longer :  these  in  oompass,  forward  fate  I 

BOOK  THE  SIXTH 

The  thonght  of  Egbimor^s  least  like  a  thoogrht, 
At  the  And  yet  a  false  one,  was,   ''Man 

dote  of  s         shrinks  to  naught 
dsy  or  s       If  matohed  with  symbols  of  immens* 
life,  ity; 

Must  quail,  forsooth,  before  a  quiet  sky 

Or  sea,  too  little  for  their  quietude :  " 

And,  trulv,  Bomewhat  in  2Sordello's  mood 

Confirmed  its  speciousness,  while  eve  slow  sank 

Down  the  near  terraoe  to  the  farther  bank, 

And  only  one  spot  left  from  out  the  night 

Glimmered  upon  the  river  opposite  — 

A  breadth  of  watery  heaven  uke  a  bay, 

A  sky-like  space  of  water,  ray  for  ray. 

And  star  for  star,  one   richness  where  they 

mixed 
As  this  and  that  wing  of  an  angel,  fixed. 
Tumultuary  splendors  folded  in 
To  die.    Nor  turned  he  till  Ferrara^s  din 
(Say,  the  monotonous  speech  from  a  man's  lip 
Who  lets  some  first  ana  eager  purpose  slip 
In  a  new  fancy's  birth  ;  the  speech  keeps  on 
Though  elsewhere  its  informing  soul  be  gone) 
—  Aroused  him,  surely  offered  succor.    Fate 
Paused  with  this  eve ;  ere  she  precipitate 
Herself,  —  best  put  off  new  strange  thoughts 

awhile. 
That  voice,  those  large  hands,  that  portentous 

smile,  — 
What  help  to  pierce  die  future  as  the  past, 
Lay  in  the  plaining  city  ? 

And  at  last 
The  main  discovery  and  prime  concern. 
All  that  just  now  imported  him  to  learn. 
Truth's  self,  like  yonder  slow  moon  to  com- 
plete 
Heaven,  rose  again,  and,  naked  at  his  feet. 
Lighted  his  old  life's  every  shift  and  change, 
Put  pro-      £ff ort  with  counter-efFort ;  nor  the 
oediire  is         I'ange 

fltlieet  re-     Of  each  looked  wrong  except  wherein 
viewed,  jt  checked 

Some  other — which  of  these  could  he  suspect. 
Plying  into  them  by  the  sudden  blaze  ? 
Tlie  real  way  seemed  made  up  of  all  the  ways  — 
Mood  after  mood  of  the  one  mind  in  him ; 
Tokens  of  the  existence,  bright  or  dim, 
Of  a  transcendent  all-embracing  sense 
Demanding  only  outward  influence, 
A  soul,  in  Palma's  phrase,  above  his  soul. 
Power  to  uplift  his  power,  — such  moon's  con- 
trol 
Over  such  sea-depths,  —  and  their  mass  had 

swept 
Onward  from  the  beginning  and  still  kept 


Its  eoune :  but  Tsan  and  yean  the  sky  aboT« 
Held  none,  and  so,  nntasked  of  any  love, 
His  sensitiveness  idled,  now  amort. 
Alive  now,  and,  to  sullenness  or  sport 
Given  whoUy  up,  disposed  itself  anew 
At  every  passing  insti^tion,  grew 
And  dwindled  at  caprice,  in  foam-showen  spilt, 
Wedge4ike  insisting,  quivered  now  a  gilt 
Shield  in  the  sunshine,  now  a  blinding  race 
Of  whitest  ripples  o'er  the  reef — foand  ^aee 
For  much  display ;  not  gathered  up  and,  nurled 
Right  from  its  heart,  encompassing  the  world. 
So  had  Sordello  been,  bv  consequence. 
Without  a  function :  others  made  pretence 
To  strength  not  half  hisoi^'u,  yet  had  some  core 
Within,  submitted  to  some  moon,  before 
Them  still,  superior  still  whate*er  their  force,  *  - 
Were  able  therefore  to  fulfil  a  course. 
Nor  missed  life's  crown,  authentic  attribute. 
To  each  who  lives  must  be  a  certain  fruit 
Of  having  lived  in  his  degree,  —  a  stage, 
Eariier  or  later  in  men's  pilgrimage. 
To  stop  at ;  and  to  this  the  spirits  tend 
Who,  still  discovering  beauty  without  end. 
Amass  the  scintillations,  make  one  star 
— Something    unUke     them,     self*sustaiiied, 

afar,  — 
And  meanwhile  nurse  the  dream  of  being  blest 
Bv  winning  it  to  notice  and  invest 
Their  souls  with  alien  glory,  some  one  dav 
As  more       Whene'er    the    nucleus,    gathering 
spprecis-         shape  alway, 
bieinits       Round  to  the  perfect  circle  —  soon 
entirety.  orUite, 

According  as  themselves  are  formed  to  wait ; 
Whether  mere  haman  beauty  will  suffice 

—  The  yellow  hair  and  the  luxurious  eyes. 
Or  human  intellect  seem  best,  or  each 
Combine  in  some  ideal  form  past  reach 

On  earth,  or  else  some  shade  of  these,  some  turn. 
Some  love,  hate  even,  take  their  place,  die  same. 
So  to  be  served  —  all  this  they  do  not  lose, 
Waiting  for  death  to  live,  nor  idly  choose 
What  must  be  Hell  —  a  progress  thus  pursued 
Through  all  existence,  still  above  the  food 
That 's  offered  them,  still  fain  to  reach  bevoiid 
The  widened  range,  in  virtue  of  their  bond 
Of  sovereignty.    Not  that  a  Palma's  Love, 
A  Salingperra's  Hate,  would  eoual  prove 
To  swaying  all  Sordello :  but  why  doubt 
Stronir,  he    oome  love  meet  for  such  strength, 
needed  some  moon  without 

external       Would  match   his  sea  ?  —  or  fear, 
strength :         Good  manifest. 
Only  the  Best  breaks  faith  ?  —  Ah,  but  the  Best 
Somehow  eludes  us  ever,  still  might  be 
And  is  not !    Crave  we  gems  ?    No  penury 
Of  their  material  round  us !    Pliant  earth 
And  plastic  flame  —  what  balks  the  mage  hia 
birth 

—  Jacinth  in  balls  or  lodeetone  by  the  block  ? 
Flinders  enrich  the  strand,  veins  swell  the  rock  ; 
Naught  more !    Seek  creatures  ?    Ufe  's  i'  the 

tempest,  thouj^ht 
Clothes  the  keen  hill-top,  mid-day  woods  are 

fraught 
With  fervors :  human  forms  are  well  enough  ! 
But  we  had  hoped,  enconiaged  by  the  stuir 
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PioCtue  at  natnre^s  pleasure,  men  beyond 
These  aetnal  men !  —and  thus  are  over-fond 
In  anniini;,  from  Qood  —  the  Best,  from  foroe 
Divided  —  force  oombined,  an  ooeau^s  course 
From  this  our  sea  whose  mere  intestine  pants 
Might  seem  at  times  suificient  to  our  wants. 

iutenuil  ]>ower  ?    If  none  be  adequate. 
And  he  stand  forth  ordained  (a  pi>ouder  fate) 
Himself  a  law  to  his  own  sphere  ?  —  remove 
All  incompleteness,  for  that  law,  that  love  ? 
Nay,  if  all  other  laws  be  feints,  —  truth  veiled 
Helpfully  to  weak  vision  that  had  failed 
To  grasp  aug^ht  but  its  special  want,  —  for  lure, 
Embodied  ?^   Stronger  vision  could  endure 
The  unbodied  want:  no  part  —  the  whole  of 

truth! 
The  People  were  himself ;  nor,  by  tlie  ruth 
At  their  condition,  was  he  less  impelled 
£▼«!  DOW,    'I'o  <^ter  the  discrepancy  beheld, 
where  can    Than  if,  from  the  sound  whole,  a 
he  per-  sickly  part 

Subtracted  were  transformed,  decked 
out  with  art. 
Then  palmed  on  him  as  idien  woe  -^  the  Ouelf 
To  soooor,  proud  that  he  forsook  himself. 
Intemftl       All  is  himself ;  all  service,  therefore, 
atrength  rates 

miut  saf-     Alike,  nor  serving  one  part,  immo- 
fice  then,  lates 

The  rest:  but  all  m  timet    "That  lance  of 

yours 
Makea  havoc  soon  with  Malek  and  his  Moors, 
That  buckler  ^s  lined  with  many  a  giant's  beard, 
Ere  long,  our  champion,  be  the  lance  upreared. 
Hie  buckler  wielded  handsomeljjr  as  now  I 
But  view  your  escort,  bear  in  mmd  your  vow, 
Connt  the  i>ale  tracts  of  sand  to  pass  ere  that, 
And,  if  you  hope  we  struggle  through  the  flat, 
Put  huice  and  buckler  by  I    Next  half-month 

lacks 
Mere  sturdy  exercise  of  mace  and  axe 
To  deave  tuis  dismal  brake  of  nrickly-pear 
Which  bristling  holds  Cydippe  by  the  hair, 
I^unes  barefoot  Agathon:  this  felled,  we  '11 

try 
The  pictmresque  achievements  by  and  by  — 
NextUfer* 

Ajj  rally,  mock,  O  People,  urge 
Yonr  chums! — for  thus  he  ventured,  to  the 

verge. 
Posh  a  vain  mmnmery  which  perchance  dis- 
trust 
Of  his  fast-slipping  resolution  thrust 
Likewise :  aooordinely  the  Crowd  —  (as  yet 
He  had  unconsciously  contrived  forget, 
P  the  whole,  to  dwell  o'  the  points  .  .  .  one 

might  assuage 
The  signal  horrors  easier  than  engage 
With  a  dim  vulgar  vast  unobvious  grief 
Not  to  be  fancied  ofiF,  nor  gained  relief 
In  brilliMit  fits,  cured  by  a  hai^py  quirk, 
But  by  dim  vulgar  vast  unobvious  work 
To  corrrespond  .  .  .) — this  Crowd  then,  forth 

they  stood. 
**  And  now  content  thy  stronger  vision,  brood 
On  thy  bare  want ;  uncovered,  turf  by  turf. 
Study  the  corpae-noe  through  the  taint-worms' 

scurf!'" 


l>owu  sank  the  People's  Then ;  ap-rose  their 
Now 
These  sad  ones  render  service  to!    And  how 
His  Bym-      Piteously   little   must   that  service 
patby  prove 

with  the      —  Had  surely  proved  in  any  oaae ! 
l»op»e.  to        for,  move 

^'^  *  Each  other  obstacle  away,  let  youth 

Become  aware  it  had  surprised  a  truth 
'T  were  service  to  impart — can  truth  be  seized, 
Settled  forthwith,  and,  of  the  captive  eased, 
Its  captor  find  fresh  prey,  since  tnis  alit 
So  happily,  no  gesture  luring  it. 
The  earnest  of  a  flock  to  foUow  ?    Vain, 
Most  vain  I  a  life  to  spend  ere  this  he  chain 
To  the  poor  crowd's  complacence  :  ere  tlie  crowd 
Pronounce  it  captured,  he  descries  a  cloud 
Its  kin  of  twice  the  plume  ;  which  he,  in  turn, 
If  he  shall  live  as  many  lives,  may  learn 
How  to  secure :  not  else.    Then  Mantua  called 
Back   to  his  mind   how  certain  bards  were 
thralled 

—  Buds  blasted,  but  of  breath  more  like  peiv 

fume 
Than  Naddo*s  staring  nosegay's  carrion  bloom  ; 
Some  insane  i-ose  that  burnt  heart  out  in  sweets, 
A  spendthrift  in  the  spring,  no  snnuner  greets ; 
Some  Dularete,  drunk  wiui  truths  and  wine, 
Grown  bestial,  dreaming  how  become  divine. 
Yet  to  surmount  this  obstacle,  commence 
With   the   commencement,   merits   crowning  I 

Hence 
Must  truth  be  casual  truth,  elicited 
In  sparks  so  mean,  at  intervals  disi^read 
So  rarely,  that 't  is  like  at  no  one  tuBe 
Of  the  world's  story  has  not  truth,  the  prime 
Of  truth,  the  vevy  truth  which,  loosed,  had 

hurled 
The  world's  course  right,  been  really  in  the 

world 

—  Content  the  while  with  sonie  mean  spark  by 

dint 
Of  some  chance-blow,  the  solitary  hint 
Of  bmied  fire,  which,  rip  earth's  breast,  would 

stream 
Sky-ward ! 

Sordello's  miserable  gleam 
Was  looked  for  at  the  moment :  he  would  dash 
This  badge,  and  all  it  brought,  to  earth,  —  abash 
TaureUo  thus,  perhaps  persuade  him  wrest 
The  Kaiser  from  his  purpose,  —  would  attest 
His  own  belief,  in  any  case.    Before 
Of  which,     He  dashes  it  however,  think  once 
try  now  more ! 

the  inher-     For,  were  that  little,  truly  service  ? 
eut  foroe  1        *^  ^y 

I'  the  end,  no  doubt ;  but  meantime  ?    Plain 

you  spy 
Its  ultmiate  effect,  but  many  flaws 
Of  vision  blur  each  intervemng  cause. 
Were  the  day's  fraction  clear  as  the  life's  sum 
Of  service.  Now  as  filled  as  teems  To-eome 
With  evidence  of  good  —  nor  too  minute 
A  share  to  vie  with  evil  I    No  dispute, 
'T  were  fitliest  maintain  the  Guelis  in  rule : 
That  makes  your  life's  work :  but  you  have  to 

school 
Your  day's  work  on  these  natures  circumstanced 
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Thus  Tarioiuly,  whieh  jet,  a»  each  advanced 
Or  might  impede  the  Gnelf  rule,  must  be  moved 
Now,  for  the  Then'8  sake,  —  hating  what  yon 

loved. 
LoviiMT  old  hatredji !    Nor  if  one  man  hore 
Brand  upon  temples  while  his  fellow  wore 
The  aureole,  would  it  task  you  to  decide : 
But,  portioned  duly  out,  the  futore  vied 
Never  with  the  unpareelled  present !    Smite 
Or  wpare  so  much  on  warrant  all  to  alight  ? 
The  present *8  complete  sympathies  to  break. 
Aversions  bear  with^  for  a  future's  sake 
So  feeble  ?    Tito  rmned  through  one  sneck. 
The  Legate  saved  by  his  sole  lightish  neck  ? 
This  were  work,  true,  but  work  performed  at 

cost 
Of  other  work ;  aught  gained  here,  elsewhere 

lost. 
For  a  new  segment  spoil  an  orb  half'done  ? 
Rise  with  the  People  one  step)  and  sink  —  one  ? 
Were  it  but  one  step,  leas  than  the  whole  face 
Of  thii^,  your  novel  duty  bids  erase  ! 
Harms  to  abolish  I    What,  the  prophet  saith, 
Tl«e  minstrel  singeth  vainly  then  ?    Old  faith, 
Old  courage,  onlv  bom  because  of  harms. 
Were  not,  from  highest  to  the  lowest,  charms  ? 
Fkmie  may  persist ;  but  is  not  glare  as  stanch  ? 
Wliere    the    salt    marshes   stagnate,    crjrstals 

branch ; 
Blood  dries  to  crimson  ;  Evil  *s  beautified 
In  every  shape.    Thrust  Beauty  then  aside 
And  banish  Evil !    Wherefore?    After  all. 
Is  Evil  a  result  less  natural 
Than  Good  ?    For  overlook  the  seasons*  strife 
With  tree  and  flower,  —  the  hideous  animal  life, 
(Of  which  who  seeks  shall  find  a  grinning  taunt 
How  much  For  his  solution,  and  endure  the  vaunt 
ofiiuui*a       Of  nature  *s  angel,  as  a  child  that 
in  may  be         knows 

removed  7     Himself  befooled,  unable  to  propose 
Aught  better  than  the  fooling)  —  and  but  care 
For  men,  for  the  mere  People  then  and  there,  — 
In  these,  could  yon  but  see  that  Good  and  111 
Claimed  you  alike !    Whence  rose  their  claim 

but  still 
From  111,  as  fruit  of  HI  ?    What  else  could  knit 
You  theirs  but  Sorrow  ?    Any  free  from  it 
Were  also  free  frvnn  you !    Vvhose  hapnineas 
Could  be  distinguished  in  this  momiiig^s  press 
Of  miseries  ?  —  the  fooPs  who  passed  a  gibe 
*  On  thee,'^  jeered  he,  "  so  wedded  to  th^  tribe, 
Tliou  carriest  green  and  yellow  tokens  in 
Thy  very  face  that  thon  art  Ghibellin  ! ' 
Much  hold  on  you  that  fool  obtained  I     Nay 

mount 
Yet  higher  —  and  upon  men*8  own  account 
How  much    Must  evil  stay :  for,  what  is  joy  ?  — 
of  111  ought       to  heave 

to  be  re-       Up  one  obstruction  more,  and  coni- 
moved  ?  ^lon  leave 

What  was  peculiar,  by  such  act  destroy 
Itnelf ;  a  partial  death  is  every  joy  ; 
Tlie  sensiole  escape,  enfranchisement 
Of  a  Hphere^s  essence :  once  the  vexed  —  content, 
llie  cramped— -at  large,  the  growing  circle  — 

i-onndj 
All  *8  to  begin  again  —  some  novel  bound 
To  break,  some  new  enlargement  to  entreat ; 


The  mhere  though  laiiper  is  not  more  completa 
Now  for  Mankind^s  experience :  who  alone 
Might  style  the  unobstructed  world  his  own  ? 
Whom  palled  Goito  with  its  perfect  thii^  ? 
Sordello^s  self :  whereas  for  Mankind  springs 
Salvation  by  each  hindrance  interposed. 
They  climb ;  life's  view  is  not  at  once  disclosed 
To  creatures  caught  up«  on  the  summit  left. 
Heaven  plain  above  them,  yet  off  wings  bereft : 
But  lower  laid,  as  at  the  mountain's  foot. 
So,  range  on  range,  the  girdling  forests  shoot 
Twixt  your  plain  prospect  and  the  throngs  who 

scale 
Heifdit  after  height,  and  ^erce  mists,  veil  by 

▼eil. 
Heartenea  with  each  discovery ;  in  their  sonl. 
The  Whole  they  seek  by  Parts  —  but,  found  that 

Whole, 
Could  they  rerert,  enjoy  post  gains  ?  Thespaee 
Of  time  yon  judge  so  meagre  to  embrace 
The  Parts  were  more  than  plenty,  onoe  attained 
The  Whole,  to  quite  exhaust  it :  naught  wens 

gained 
But  leave  to  look  —  not  leave  to  do :  Beneath 
Soon  sates  the  looker  —  look  above,  and  1  )eath 
Tempts  ere  a  tithe  of  Life  be  tasted.    Live 
First,  and  die  soon  enough,  Sordello !    Give 
If  re-  Body  and  spirit  the  first  right  they 

moved,  st        claim, 

wbstoott     And  pasture  soul  on  a  voluptuous 
toSor-  shame 

deUo  ?  That  you,  a  pageant-city's  denizen. 

Are  neither  vilely  lodged  'midst  Lombard  men- 
Can  force  jov  out  of  sorrow,  seem  to  truck 
Bright  attributes  away  for  sordid  muck. 
Yet  manage  from  that  very  muck  educe 
Gk>]d  ;  then  subject  nor  scruple,  to  your  cmee 
The  world's  disoardingsl    Though  real  iugota 

Your  pains,  the  clods  that  yielded  them  are 

clay 
To  all  beside,  —  would  clay  remain,  though 

quenched 
Your  purgiiig>fire;  who's  robbed  then?    Had 

you  wrenched 
An  ampler  treasure  forth !  —  As  't  is,  they  crave 
A  sliare  that  ruins  yon  and  will  not  save 
Them.    Why  should  sympathy  command  you 

quit 
The  course  that  makes  your  joy,  nor  will  remit 
Their  woe  ?  Would  all  arrive  at  joy  ?    Reverse 
Mra  win       The  order  (time  instructs  yon)  nor 
little  coerce^ 

thereby;      Each  unit  till,  some  predetermined 
he  loaea  mode, 

^^  *  The  total  be  emancipate  ;  men's  road 

Is  one,  men's  times  of  travel  many ;  thwart 
No  enterprising  soul's  precocious  start 
Before  the  general  march !    If  slow  or  fast 
All  straggle  up  to  the  same  point  at  last. 
Why  grudge  your  having  gained,  a  month  ago. 
The  brakes  at  balm-shed,  asphodels  in  blow, 
While  they  were  landlocked  ?  Si>eed  their  Then, 

but  how 
This    badge  would  suffer  yon  improve  youi 
Now  I " 
His  time  of  action  for,  against,  or  with 
Our  world  (I  labor  to  extract  the  pith 
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Of  this  hiH  jyrubleiu)  grew,  that  eyen-tidef 

Oigautic  vnth  ita  power  of  joy,  beside 

The  world's  eternity  of  impotence 

To  profit  though  At  his  whole  joy's  expense. 

Forbeean    *^^Utke  nothinsT  of  my  day  beciuiM 

iDflnitoly  so  brief  ? 

enjoy  biin-    Rather  make  more :  instead  of  joy, 

••**»  use  ifrief 

Before  its  novelty  have  time  subside  1 

Wait  not  for  the  late  savor,  leave  untried 

Virtue,  the  creaminic  honey-wine,  quick  squeeze 

Vice  like  a  bitinsr  spirit  from  the  lees 

Of  life !    Together  let  wrath,  hatred,  lust, 

All  tyrannies  in  every  shape,  be  thrust 

Upon  this  Now,  which  time  may  reason  out 

As  mischiefs,  far  from  benefits,  no  doubt ; 

But  long  ere  then  Sortlello  will  have  slipped 

Away ;  you  teach  him  at  Ooito's  crypt, 

There  *s  a  blank  issue  to  that  fiery  thrill. 

Stirring,  the  few  cupe  with  the  many,  still : 

So  mnch  of  sand  as,  quiet,  makes  a  mass 

Unable  to  produce  three  tufts  of  grass. 

Shall,  tronoled  bv  the  whirlwind,  render  void 

The  whole  calm  glebe's  endeavor :  be  employed  I 

And  e*en  though  somewhat  smart  the  Crowd  for 

this. 
Contribute  each  his  pang  to  make  your  bliss, 
^  is  but  one  pang  —  one  blood-drop  to  the  bowl 
Which  brimful  tempts  the  sluggish  asp  uncowl 
At  last,  stains  ruddily  the  dull  red  cape. 
And,  kindling-  orbs  grav  as  the  unripe  grape 
Before,  avails  forthwith  to  disentrance 
The  portent,  soon  to  lead  a  mvstie  dance 
Among  yon !    For,  who  sits  alone  in  Rome  ? 
Ilave  tnose  great  hands  indeed  hewn  out  a  home. 
And  set  me  there  to  live  ?    Oh  life,  life-breath. 
Life-blood,  —  ere  sleep,  come  travail,  life  ere 

death  I 
This  life  stream  on  my  soul,  direct,  oblique. 
But  always  streaming!     Hindrances?     They 

pique : 
Helps  ?  such  .  .  .  but  why  repeat,  my  soul  over- 
tops 
Each   height,  then   every  depth   profouudlier 

drops? 
Enough  that  I  can  live,  and  would  live  !    Wait 
For  some  transcendent  life  reserved  by  Fate 
To  follow  this  ?    Oh,  never  I    Fate,  I  trust 
The  same,  my  soul  to ;  for,  as  who  flings  dust. 
Perchance  (so  facile  was  the  deed)  she  checked 
The  void  with  these  materials  to  affect 
My  soul  diversely :  these  consigned  anew 
To  min^ht  bv  death,  what  marvel  if  she  threw 
A  secoiul  and  snperber  spectacle 
Before  me  ?    What  may  serve  for  sun,  what  still 
Wander  a  moon  above  me  ?    What  else  wind 
About  me  like  the  pleasures  left  behind, 
And  how  shall  some  new  flesh  that  is  not  flesh 
Cling  to  me  ?    What 's  new  laughter  ?    Soothes 

the  fresh 
Sleep  like  sleep  ?  Fate 's  exhanstless  for  my  sake 
In  brave  resource  :  but  whether  bids  she  slake 
My  thirst  at  this  first  rivulet,  or  count 
No  drao^t  worth  lip  save  from  some  rooky 

fount 
Above  i'  the  clouds,  while  here  she  ^s  provident 
Of  pnre  Inqnacious  pearl,  the  soft  tree-tent 
Quards.  with  its  face  of  reate  and  sedge,  nor  fail 


The  silver  globules  and  gold-sparkling  grail 
At  bottom  ?    Oh,  ^t  were  too  absuid  to  sli^^ht 
For  the  hereafter  tlie  totlay^s  delight  I 
Quench  thirst  at  this,  then  seek  next  well-spring: 

wear 
Home-lilies  ere  strange  lotus  in  mv  liair  I 
Here  is  the  Crowd,  whom  1  with  freest  heart 
Offer  to  serve,  contented  for  luy  pai't 
Froed  from  To  give  life  up  in  service,  —  only 
a  problem-       grant 
mc  obli-      That  I  do  serve ;  if  otlierwise,  why 

g»tiOU,  yffuit 

Aught  further  of  me  ?    H  men  cannot  choose 

But  set  aside  life,  why  should  I  refuse 

The  gift  ?    I  take  it  —  I,  for  one,  euga:?e 

Never  to  falter  through  ray  pilifrima  ;^  — 

Nor  end  it  howling  that  the  stock  or  atone 

Were  enviable,  truly :  I,  for  one. 

Will  praise  the  world,  vou  style  mere  anteroom 

To  palace  —  be  it  so !  snail  I  assume 

—  My  foot  the  courtly  gmt,  my  tongue  the  trope, 

My  mouth  the  smirk,  before  the  cloors  fly  ope 

One  moment  ?    What  ?  with  ^uarders  row  on 

row, 
Gay  swarms  of  yarletry  that  come  and  go. 
Pages  to  dice  with,  waiting-girls  unlace 
The  plackets  of,  pert  claimants  help  displace, 
Heart-heavv  suiton  get  a  rank  for,  —  lauffh 
At  yon  sleek  parasite,  break  his  own  staff 
^Cross  Beetle-brows  the  Usher's  slioulder, — why, 
Admitted  to  the  presence  bv  and  by. 
Should  thought  of  having  lost  tlieee  make  me 

grieve  ^ 
Amon^  new  joys  I  reach,  for  joj's  I  leave  ? 
Cool  oitrine-erystalB,  fierce  psrropos-stone, 
Are  floor-work  there  !     But  do  I  let  alone 
That  black-eyed  peasant  in  the  vestibule 
Once  and  forever  ? —  Floor- work  ?  No  such  fool  I 
Rather,  were  heaven  to  forestall  earth,  I  'd  say 
I,  is  it,  must  be  blessed  ?    Then,  my  own  way 
And  so        Bless  me  I     Give  firmer  arm  and 
ceptiag  fleeter  foot, 

life  ou  its     I  '11  thank  you :  but  to  no  mad  wings 
own  term*,       transmute 
These  limbs  of  mine  —  our  greensward  was  so 

soft! 
Nor  camp  I  on  the  thunder-cloud  aloft : 
We  feel  the  bliss  distinctlier,  having  thus 
Engines  subservient,  not  mixed  up  with  us. 
Better  move  palpably  through  neaven:   nor, 

freed 
Of  fleshj  forsooth,  from  space  to  space  proceed 
*Mid  flying  synods  of  worlds !    No :  in  heaven's 

marge 
Show  Titan  still,  recumbent  o'er  his  targe 
Solid  with  stars  —  the  Centaur  at  his  game. 
Made  tremitlously  out  in  hoarv  flame ! 

**  Life  I   Yet  the  very  cup  whose  extreme  dull 
Dregs,  even,  I  would  ouaff,  was  dashed,  at  full. 
Aside  so  oft ;  the  deatli  I  fly,  revealed 
So  oft  a  better  life  this  life  concealed. 
And  which  sage,  champion,  martyr,  through 
Which,  yet,      each  path 

othen  Have  hunted  fearlessly  —  the  horrid 

hsve  re-  bath, 

notinced:     Tjjg   crippling  -  irons  and  the  fiery 
»'^''-  chair. 

'T  was  well  for  them ;  let  me  become  aware 
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As  they,  and  I  Telinguish  life,  too  I    Iiet 
What  masten  ]if e  duolose  itself  t    For^t 
Vain  ordinances,  I  haTe  one  appeal  — 
I  feel,  ani  what  I  feeL,  know  wnat  I  feel ; 
80  much  is  truth  to  roe.    What  Is,  then  ?    Since 
One  object,  viewed  diversely,  may  evince 
Beauty  and  ugliness  —  this  way  attract. 
That  way  repel,  —  why  gloze  upon  the  fact  ? 
Why  must  a  sing^le  of  the  sides  be  rifj^ht  ? 
What  bids  choose  this  and  leave  the  opposite  ? 
Where  's  abstract  Rig^ht  for  me  ?  —  in  youth  en- 
dued 
With  Ris^ht  still  present,  still  to  be  pursued, 
Through  all  the  interchange  of  circles,  rife 
Each  with  its  proper  law  and  mode  of  life. 
Each  to  be  dwelt  at  ease  in :  where,  to  sway 
Absolute  with  the  Kaiser,  or  obey 
Implicit  with  his  serf  of  fluttering  heart, 
Or,  like  a  sudden  thought  of  God's,  to  start 
Up,  Brutus  in  the  presence,  then  go  shout 
That  some  should  pick  the  unstrung  jewels  out — 
Each,  weUI" 

And,  as  in  moments  when  the  past 
Gave  partially  enfranchisement,  he  cast 
Himself  quite  through  mere  secondary  states 
Of  his  soul's  essence,  little  loves  and  hates, 
Because       Into  the  mid  deep  yearnings  overlaid 
there  is  s      By  these ;  as  who  should  pierce  hill, 
life  beyond       plain,  grove,  glade, 
^'^«  And  on  into  the  verpr  nucleus  probe 

That  first  determined  there  exist  a  globe. 
As  that  were  easiest,  half  the  globe  dissolved, 
80  seemed  Sordello's  closing^truth  evolved 
By  his  flesh-half's  break  up  ;  the  sudden  swell 
Or  his  expanding  soul  showed  111  and  Well, 
Sorrow  and  Joy,  Beauty  and  Ugliness, 
Virtue  and  Vice,  the  Larger  and  the  Leas, 
All  qualities,  in  fine,  recorded  here. 
Might  be  but  modes  of  Time  and  this  one  sphere. 
Urgent  on  these,  but  not  of  force  to  bind 
Eternitr^,  as  Time  —  as  Matter  —  Mind, 
If  Mind,  Eternity,  should  choose  assert 
Their  attributes  within  a  Life :  thus  girt 
With  circumstance,  next  change  beholds  them 

cinct 
Quite  otherwise  —  with  Good  and  111  distinct, 
Joys,  sorrows,  tending  to  a  like  result  — 
Contrived  to  render  easy,  difficult, 
This  or  the  other  course  of  .  .  .  what  new  bond 
In  place  of  flesh  may  stop  their  flight  beyond 
Its  new  sphere,  as  that  course  does  harm  or  good 
To  its  arrangements.    Once  this  understooa. 
As  suddenly  he  felt  himself  alone. 
Quite  out  of  Time  and  this  world :  all  was 

known. 
What  made  the  secret  of  his  past  despair  ? 
—  Most  imminent  when  he  seemed  most  aware 
Of  his  own  self-sufficiency  ;  made  mad 
By  craving  to  expand  the  power  he  had. 
And  not  new  power  to  be  expanded  ?  — -  just 
This  made  it :  Soul  on  Matter  being  thrust, 
Joy  comes  when  so  much  Soul  is  wreaked  in 

Time 
On  Matter,  —  let  the  Soul's  attempt  sublime 
Matter  beyond  the  scheme  and  so  prevent 
By  more  or  less  that  deed's  accomplishment. 
And  Sorrow  follows :  Sorrow  how  avoid  ? 
Let  the  employer  match  the  thing  employed. 


Fit  to  the  finite  his  infinity, 

And  thus  proceed  forever,  m  degree 

And  with     Chan|i:ed  but  in  kind  the  same,  stiU 

new  oondi-       limited 

tions  of        To  the  appointed  circumstance  and 
Bucceae,  ^^^ 

To  all  beyond.    A  sphere  is  but  a  sphere  ; 

Small,  Great,  are  merely  terms  we  bandy  here  ; 

Since  to  the  spirit's  absoluteness  all 

Are  like.    Now,  of  the  present  sphere  we  call 

Life,  are  conditions ;  take  but  tlus  among 

Many  ;  the  body  was  to  be  so  long 

Youthful,  no  longer :  but,  since  no  control 

Tied  to  that  body's  purposes  his  soul, 

She  chose  to  understand  the  body's  trade 

More  than  tlie  body*s  self —  had  fain  conveyed 

Her  boundless,  to  the  body's  bounded  lot. 

Hence,  the  poul  permanent,  the  body  not,  — 

Scarcely  its  minute  for  enjoying  here,  — 

The  soul  must  needs  instruct  her  weak  compeer, 

Run  o'er  its  cimabilities  and  wring 

A  joy  thence,  she  held  worth  experienoinsr : 

Whichj  far  from  half  discovered  even,  —To, 

The  minute  gone,  the  body's  power  let  go 

Apportioned  to  that  joy's  acquirement !    Broke 

Nor  such      Morning  o'er  eaith,  he  yearned  for 

as,  in  this,         all  it  woke  — 

produce       From  the  volcano's  vapor-flag,  winds 

failure.  h^Ut 

Black  o'er  the  spread  of  sea,  —  down  to  the  moist 
Dale's  silken  barley-spikes  sullied  with  rain. 
Swayed  earthwards,  heavilv  to  rise  again  — 
The  Small,  a  sphere  as  perfect  as  the  Great 
To  the  soul's  absoluteness.    Meditate 
Too  long  on  such  a  morning's  cluster-chord 
And  the  whole  music  it  was  framed  afford,  — 
The  chord's  might  half  discovered,  what  should 

pluck 
One  string,  his  finger,  was  found  palsy-stniok. 
And  then  no  marvel  if  the  spirit,  ^own 
A  saddest  sight  —  the  body  lost  alone 
Throngh  her  officious  pronered  help,  deprived 
Of  this  and  that  enjoyment  Fate  contrived,  — 
Virtue,  Gkx>d.  Beauty,  each  allowed  slip  henoe,  — 
Vaingloriously  were  tain,  for  recompense. 
To  stem  the  ruin  even  vet,  protract 
The  body's  terra,  supply  the  power  it  lacked 
From  her  infinity,  compel  it  learn 
These  qualities  were  only  Time's  concern, 
And  body  may,  with  spirit  helping,  barred  — 
Advance  the  same,  vanquished  —  ootain  reward. 
Reap  joy  where  sorrow  was  intended  grow. 
Of  Wrong  make  Right,  and  turn  111  Gwxl  below. 
And  the  result  is,  the  poor  body  soon 
Sinks  under  what  was  meant  a  wondrous  boon. 
Leaving  its  bright  accomplice  aU  aghast. 

So  much  was  plain  then,  proper  in  the  past ; 
To  be  complete  for,  satisfy  the  whole 
Series  of  spheres  —  Et«mitjr,  his  soul 
Needs  must  exceed,  prove  mcomplete  for,  each 
Single  sphere  —  Time.     But  does  our  know- 
ledge reach 
No  farther  ?    Is  the  cloud  of  hindrance  broke 
But,  even     But  by  the  failing  of  the  fleshly  yoke, 
here,  is        Its  loves  and  hates,  as  now  when 
failure  in-        death  lets  soar 
eviUble  ?     Sordello,  self-sufficient  as  before. 
Though  during  the  mere  space  that  shall  elapse 
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'Twizt  his  enthnJment  in  new  bonds,  MrhapB? 
Most  life  be  ever  jtut  escaped,  whioh  aMmld 
Have  been  enioyed?  —  nay,  miffht  have  been 

and  would. 
Each  purpose  ordered  right  —  the  soul 's  no  whit 
Beyond  tne  body's  purpose  under  it  — 
LdKe  yonder  breadth  ot  watery  heaven,  a  bay, 
And  that  sky-space  of  water,  rav  for  ray 
And  star  for  star,  one  richness  where  they  mixed 
As  this  and  that  wing  of  an  angel,  fixed, 
Tumultuary  splendors  folded  in 
To  die  —  would  soul,  proportioned  thus,  begin 
Exciting  discontent,  or  surelier  quell 
The  body  if,  aspiring,  it  rebel  ? 
But  how  so  order  life  ?    8till  brutalize 
The  soul,  the  sad  world^s  wav,  with  muffled  eyes 
To  all  that  was  before,  all  that  sluUl  be 
After  this  sphere  —  all  and  each  quality 
Save  some  sole  and  immutable  Oraat-Good 
And  Beauteous  whither  fate  has  loosed  its  hood 
_  To  follow?    Never  may  some  soul 

^.^7  see  All 

™^        —  The  Groat  Before  and  After,  and 
iJSaSl  the  Small 

atoo  Now,  yet  be  saved  by  this  the  sim- 

plest lore, 
And  take  the  single  course  prescribed  before. 
As  the  king-bird  with  i^:es  on  his  plumes 
Travels  to  die  in  his  ancestral  glooms  ? 
But  where  descry  the  Love  that  shall  select 
That  course  ?^  Here  is  a  soul  whom,  to  affect. 
Nature  has  plied  with  all  her  means,  from  trees 
And  flowers  e  W  to  the  Multitude  I  —  and  these, 
DcMsides  he  save  or  no  P    One  word  to  end  1 

All,  my  Sordello,  I  this  once  befriend 
And  speak  for  jrou.    Of  a  Power  above  you  still 
Which,  utterly  incomprehensible, 
Is  oat  of  rivalry,  which  thus  you  can 
_-      .        Love,  though  unloving  all  conceived 
r^^™:         by  man  — 
^1^^      What   need!     And  of —  none  the 

minutest  duct 
To  that  outruature,  naught  that  would  instruct 
And  so  let  riva^y  begin  to  live  — 
But  of  a  Power  its  representative 
Who,  behi^  for  authority  the  same. 
Communication  different,  shoidd  claim 
A  course,  the  first  chose  but  this  last  revealed  — 
This  Hmnan  dear,  as  that  IMvine  concealed  — 
What  utter  need  t 

What  has  Sordello  found  ? 
Or  can  his  spirit  go  the  mighty  round. 
End  where  poor  Eglamor  begun  ?    So,  says 
Old  fabla,  the  two  eagles  went  two  yrsys 
About  the  world :  where,  in  the  midst,  tiiey  met, 
Thoagh  on  a  shifting  waste  of  sand,  men  set 
Jove's  temple.  Quick,  what  has  Sordello  found  ? 
For  they  approach— approach — that 
SordeUo  foot's  reoound 

know* :        Palma  ?    No,  Salingnerra  though  in 

mail; 
They  mount,  have  reached  the  threshold,  dash 

the  veil 
Aside  —  and  you  divine  who  sat  there  dead. 
Under  his  foot  the  badge :  still,  Palma  said, 
A  triumph  lingering  in  the  vride  eyes. 
Wider  than  some  spent  swimmer's  if  he  spies 
Help  from  above  in  his  extreme  despair, 


And,  head  far  back  on  shoalder  thrust,  turns 

there 
With  short  quick  passionate  cry:  as  Palms- 

presaed 
In  one  great  kiss,  her  lips  upon  his  breast, 
It  beat. 

B^  this,  the  hermit>bee  has  stopped 
His  day's  toil  at  Goito :  the  new-cropped 
Dead  vine-leaf  answers,  now  'tis  eve,  he  bit. 
Twirled  so,  and  filed  all  day :  the  mansion  *s  fit, 
God  counselled  for.    As  easy  guess  the  word 
That  passed  betwixt  them,  and  become  the 

third 
To  the  mil  small  nnfrighted  bee,  as  tax 
Him    with   one    fault  — so,  no  remembrance 

racks 
But  too        Of  the  stone  maidens  and  the  font  of 

iu4ect  stone 

knows  He,  creeping  through  the   crevice, 

sooner.  leaves  alone. 

Alas,  my  friend,  alas  Sordello.  whom 
Anon  they  laid  within  that  old  font-tomo, 
And,  yet  again,  alas  1 

And  now  is  't  worth 
Our  while  bring  back  to  mind,  much  less  set 

forth 
Ebw  Salinguerra  extricates  himself 
Without  Sordello  ?     Ghibellin  and  Guelf 
May   fight   their  fiercest   out?     If   Richard 

smked 
In  durance  or  the  Marquis  paid  his  mulct, 
Who  cares,  Sordello  gone  ?    The  upshot,  sure, 
Onhisdis-   Was  peace;   our  chief  made  some 
appear-  frank  overture 

anoe  from    That    prospered ;    compliment  fell 
the  atage,         thick  and  fast 
On  its  disposer,  and  Taurello  passed 
With  foe  and  friend  for  an  outstripping  soul. 
Nine  days  at  least.    Then,  —  fairly  reached  the 

goal»~ 
He,  by  one  effort,  blotted  the  ^reat  hope 
Out  of  his  mind,  nor  further  tried  to  cope 
With  Este,  that  mad  evening's  style,  but  sent 
Away  the  Legate  and  the  League,  content 
No  blame  at  feast  the  brothers  had  incurred, 
—  Dispatched  a  message  to  the  Monk,  he  heard 
Patiently  first  to  last,  scarce  shivered  at, 
Then  curled  his  limbs  up  on  his  wolfskin  mat 
And  ne'er  spoke  more,  —  informed  the  Fer- 

rarese 
He  but  retained  their  rule  so  long  as  these 
Lingered  in  pupilage,  —and  last,  no  mode 
Apparent  else  of  keeping  safe  the  road 
From  Germany  direct  to  Lombardy 
For  Friedrich,  —  none,  that  is,  to  guarantee 
The  faith  and  promptitude  of  who  should  next 
Obtain  Sofia's  dowry,  — sore  perplexed-— 
(Sofia  being  youngest  of  the  tribe 
The  next      Of  daughters,  Ecelin  was  wont  to 
aspirant  bribe 

can  press     The  envious  magnates  with — nor, 
forward ;  ginoe  he  sent 

Henry  of  Egna  this  fair  child,  had  Trent 
Once  failed  the  Kaiser's  purposes  —  ^*  we  lost 
Egna  last  year,  and  who  takes  Egna's  post  — 
Opens  the  Lombard  gate  if  Friednch  knock  ?  ") 
Himself  espoused  the  Lady  of  the  Rock 
In  pure  necessity,  and,  so  destroyed 
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His  slender  last  of  chances,  quite  made  void 
( )ld  prophecy,  and  spite  of  all  the  schemes 
Overt  and  covert,  youth V  deeds,  a^'s  dreams, 
Was  sucked  into  Honiano.    Aiid  so  hushed 
He  up  this  evening's  -work,  that,  when  't  was 

brushed 
Somehow  against  by  a  blind  chionide 
Which,  chroniclinjK:  whatever  woe  befell 
Ferrara,  noted  tliis  the  obscure  woe 
Of  ''Salinguerra's  sole  son  Giacomo 
Deceased,  fatuous  and  doting,  ere  his  sire,'' 
The  townsfolk  rubbed  their  eyes,  could  but 

adiuii-e 
Which  of  Sotia's  five  was  meant. 

The  chaps 
Of  earth's  dead  hope  were  tardy  to  collapse, 
Obliterated  not  the  beautiful 
Distinctive  features  at  a  crash :  but  dull 
And  duller  these,  next  year,  as  Guelf s  withdrew 
Each  to  his  sti-onghold.    Then  (securely  too 
Kcelin  at  Campese  slept  j  close  by. 
Who  likes  may  see  him  in  iSolagna  lie, 
With  cushioned  head  and  gloved  hand  to  denote 
The  cavalier  he  was)  —  then  his  heart  smote 
Young  EceUn  at  last :  long  since  adult. 
And,  save  Vicenza^s  ousiness,  what  result 
In  bloc»d  and  blaze  ?    (So  hard  to  intercept 
•Sordello  till  his  i>lain  withdrawal  I)    Stepped 
Salin-  Then  its  new  lord  on  Lombardy.    V 

guerra's  the  nick 

part  lap*-     Of  time  when  Eeelin  and  Alberic 
JngJ?  Closed    with    Taurello,    come    pre- 

^'*"'  cisely  news 

Tliat  in  Verona  half  the  souls  refuse 
Allegiance  to  the  Marquis  and  the  Count  — 
Have  cast  them  from  a  throne  they  bid  him 

mount. 
Their  PodestA,  through  his  ancestral  worth. 
Eeelin  flew  there,  and  the  town  henceforth 
Was  wholly  his  —  Taurello  sinking  back 
From  temporary  station  to  a  track 
That  suited.    News  received  of  this  acquist, 
Friedrich  did  come  t4i  Lombardy  :  who  missed 
Taurello  then  ?    Another  year :  they  took 
Vicenza,  left  the  Marquis  scarce  a  nook 
For  refuge,  and,  when  hundreds  two  or  three 
Of  Guelf s  conspired  to  call  themselves  '*The 

Free,'' 
Ormosing  Alberic.  —  vile  Bassanese,  — 
(Without  SoTflello  I)  —  Eeelin  at  ease 
Slaughtered  them  so  observably,  that  oft 
A  little  Salinguerm  looked  with  soft 
Blue  eyes  up,  asked  his  sire  the  proper  age 
To  get  appomted  his  proud  uncle's  page. 
More  years  passed,  and  that  sire  had  dwindled 

down 
To  a  mere  showy  turbulent  soldier^  grown 
Better  tlirough  age,  his  parts  still  m  repute. 
Subtle  —  how  else  ?  —  but  hardly  so  astute 
As  his  cont«miM)raneou8  friends  professed ; 
I'^ndonbtedly  a  brawler  :  for  the  rest, 
Known  by  eacli  neighbor,  and  allowed  for,  let 
Keep  his  mcorrigible  wa^'s.  nor  fret 
Men  who  would  miss  tlieir  boyhood's  bugbear : 

"trap 
Tlie  ostrich,  suffer  our  bald  osprey  flap 
A  battered  pinion !  "  —  was  the  word.    In  fine, 
One  flap  too  nmch  and  V^enice's  marine 


Was  meddled  with ;  uo  overlooking  that ! 
She  ci^tured  him  in  his  Ferram,  fat 
And  florid  at  a  banquet,  more  by  f  rand 
llian  force,  to  speak  the  truth  ;  tliere  's  slander 

laud 
Ascribed  yon  for  assisting  eighty  years 
To  pull  his  death  on  such  a  man  ;  fate  shears 
The  life-oord  prompt  enough  whose  last  fine 

thread 
You  fritter  :  so,  presiding  his  board-head. 
The  old  smile,  your  assurance  all  went  well 
With  Friedrich  (as  if  he  were  like  to  tell !; 
In  rushed  (a  plan  contrived  before)  our  friends. 
Made  some  pretence  at  fighting,  some  amends 
For  the  shame  done  his  eighty  vears  —  (apail 
The  principle,  none  found  it  in  his  heart 
To  be  muc-n  anfpv  with  Taurello)  —  gained 
Their  galley  witn  the  prize,  and  what  remained 
But  cany  him  to  Venice  for  a  show  ? 
—  Set  him,  as  't  were,  down  gently  —  free  to  go 
His  gait,  inspect  our  squjve,  pretend  observe 
The  swallows  soarine  their  eternal  curve 
'Twixt  Theodore  and  Mark,  if  citizens 
Gathered  importunately,  fives  and  tens, 
To  point  their  children  the  Magnifico, 
Who,  with    All  but  a  monarch  onoe  in  finn-land, 
hia  go 

brother.       His   gait   among   them   now — '^it 
played  it  took,  indeed, 

o"^  Fully  this  Eeelin  to  supersede 

That  man,*'  remiurked  the  seniors.   Singular ! 
Sordello's  inability  to  bar 
Rivals  the  stage,  that  evening,  mainly  brought 
About  by  his  strange  disbelief  that  aught 
Was  ever  to  be  done,  —  this  thrust  the  Twain 
Under  Tanrdlo's  tutelage,  —  whom,  brain 
And  heart  and  hand,  he  forthwith  in  one  rod 
Indissolubly  bound  to  baffle  God 
Who  loves  the  world — and  thus  allowed  th« 

thin 
Grav  wizened  dwarfish  devil  Eeelin, 
Ana  massy-muscled  big-boned  Alberic 
(Mere  man,  alas  I)  to  put  his  problem  quick 
To  demonstration  —  prove  wherever 's  will 
To  do,  there  's  plenty  to  be  done,  or  ill 
C>r  good.    Anointed,  then,  to  rend  and  rip  — 
Kings  of  the  gag  and  flesh-hook,  screw  and 

whip. 
They  plagued  the  world :   a  touch  of  Hilde- 

brand 
(So  far  from  obsolete  !)  made  Lombards  band 
Together,  cross  their  coats  as  for  (^hrist's  cause. 
And  saving  Milan  win  the  world's  applause. 
Eeelin  perished :  and  I  think  grass  grew 
Never  so  pleasant  as  in  Valley  Rik 
And  went     By  San  Zenon  where  Alberic  in  turn 
home  didy    Saw  his  exasperated  cimtors  bum 
to  their        Seven  children  and  their  mother; 
reward.  then,  re^ed 

So  far,  tied  on  to  a  wild  horse,  was  trailed 
To  deatli  through  raunce  and  bramble-bush.    1 

take 
God's  part  and  testify  that  'mid  the  brake 
Wild  o'er  his  castle  on  the  pleasant  knoll. 
You  hear  its  one  tower  left,  a  belfry,  toll  — 
The  earthquake  spared  it  last  year,  Uying  flat 
The  modem   church    beneath,  —  no  harm  in 

that! 
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ChirmpB  the  contmnaoioiis  g^nMiBliopiMr, 
Rustles  the  lizard  and  the  cushats  ohirre 
Above  the  ravage  :  there,  at  deep  of  day 
A  week  sinoe.  heard  I  the  old  Canon  aay 
He  saw  with  nis  own  eyes  a  barrow  burst 
And  Alberie's  hnge  skeleton  unhearsed 
Only  five  vean  ngo.    He  added,  ''  June 's 
The  month  for  carding  off  our  first  cocoons 
The  silkworms  fabricate  "  —  a  double  news, 
Nor  he  nor  I  could  tell  the  worthier.      Choose  I 
And  Naddo  gone,  all 's  gone ;  not  Eglamor  I 
Believe,  I  knew  the  face  I  waited  for, 
A  guest  my  spirit  of  the  golden  courts  ! 
Oik  strange  to  see  how,  despite  ill-reports. 
Disuse,  some  wear  of  years,  that  face  retained 
Its  joyous    look  of   love !     Suns  waxed  and 

waned. 
And  still  xaj  snirit  held  an  upward  flight, 
Suiral  on  spiral,  gyres  of  life  and  light 
More  and  more  gorgeous  —  ever  that  face  there 
The  last  admitted  I  eroesed,  too,  with  some  care 
As  perfect  triumph  were  not  sure  for  all. 
Good  will     But,  on  a  few,  enduring  damp  must 
-  m  hick,       fall, 

(•t  laooud    —  A  transient  struggle,  haply  a  pain- 
!•"••  •  f  ul  sense 

Of  the  inferior  nature  ^s  clinging — whence 
Slight  starring  tears  easilv  wiped  away, 
Fine  jealousies  soon  stiflea  in  the  play 
Of  irrepreesible  admiration  —  not 
Asi^ng,  all  considered,  to  their  lot 
Who  ever,  just  as  they  prepare  ascend 
Soixal  on  spiral,  wish  thee  well,  impend 
loy  frank  delight  at  their  exclusive  track. 
That  upturned  fervid  face  and  hair  put  back ! 

Is  there  no  more  to  say  ?    He  of  the  rhymes  — 
Many  a  tale,  of  this  retreat  betimes. 
Was  bom :  Sordello  die  at  onoe  for  men  ? 
Tlie  Chioniders  of  Mantua  tired  their  pen 
Telling  how  Sordello  Prince  Viaconti  saved 
Mantua^  and  elsewhere  notably  behaved  — 
Who  thus,  by  fortune  ordering  events, 
Fused  with  posterity,  to  all  intents. 
For  just  the  god  he  never  could  be<$ome. 
As  Knight,  Bard,  Gallant,  men  were  never 

dumb 
In  praise  of  him  :  while  what  he  should  have 

been. 
Could  be,  and  was  not  —  the  one  step  too  mean 
For  him  to  take,  —  we  suffer  at  this  day 
Beeaoae  of :  Eoelin  had  pushed  away 
Its  chance  ere  Dante  could  arrive  and  take 
Whst  laaat   That  step  Sordello  spumed,  for  the 
one  may  I         world^s  sake : 
*ward  He  did  much  —  but  Sordello^s  chance 

SordeOo  ?         ^m  eone. 

llras,  had  Sordello  dared  that  step  alone, 
Apollo  had  been  compassed — 'twas  a  fit 


He  wished  should  go  to  him,  not  he  to  it 

—  As  one  content  to  merely  be  supixjsed 

Singing  or  fighting  elsewhere,  while  he  dosed 

Really  at  home  —  one  who  was  chiefiv  glad 

To  have  achieved  the  few  real  deeds  he  had, 

Becausa  that  way  assured  they  were  not  worth 

l>oing,  so  spared  from  doing  them  henceforth  — 

A  tree  that  covets  fruitaae  and  yet  tastes 

Never  itself,  itself.    Haa  he  embraced 

Their  cause  then,  men  had  plucked  Hesperian 

fruit 

And,  praising  that,  just  thrown  him  in  to  boot 

All  he  was  anxioiui  to  appear,  but  scarce 

Solicitous  to  be.    A  sorry  farce 

Such  life  is,  after  all !    i  aunot  I  say 

This— that  He  lived  for  some  one  better  thing  ? 

must  per-         this  wav.  — 

force  coo^     Lo,  on  a  heathy  brown  and  nameless 
tout  biui,         hiu 

By  si»arkllng  Auwlo^  in  mist  and  chill. 
Morning  just  up,  hisrher  and  higher  runs 
A  child  barefoot  ana  rosy.    See  I  tlie  sun  *s 
()n  the  square  castle ^s  inneiMKiurt's  low  wall 
Like  the  chine  of  some  extinct  animal 
Half  turned  to  earth  and  flowers ;  and  through 

the  hase 
(Save  where  some   slender   patches   of    gray 

maize 
Are  to  be  overleaped)  that  boy  has  crossed 
The  whole  hill-side  of  dew  and  powder-frost 
Mattiiur  the  balm  and  mountain  camomile. 
Up  and  up  goes  he,  singing  all  the  while 
Some  unintelligible  words  to  beat 
The  lark,  God^s  poet,  swootiiiur  at  his  feet. 
So  worsted  is  he  at  '^  the  few  fine  locks 
Stained  like  pale  honey  oozed    from  topmost 

rocks 
Son-blanched  the  livelong  summer, '  ^ — all  that  *s 

left 
Of  the  Goito  lay !    And  thus  bereft. 
Sleep  and  forget,  Sordello  I    In  effect 
He  ueepe,  the  feverish  poet  —  I  suspect 
As  no  prise  Not^    utterly     cumpanionless  ;    but, 
at  sU,  hu         friends, 

contented     Wake  up  !    The  ghost  *s  gone,  and 
^^  the  storv  ends 

I  'd  fain  hope,  sweet^;  seeing,^  peri  or  ghoul. 
That  spirits  are  conjectured  fair  or  foul. 
Evil  or  good,  judicious  authors  think, 
According  as  they  vanish  in  a  stink 
Or  in  a  perfume.    Friends,  be  frank !  ye  snuff 
Civet,  i  warrant.    Really  ?    Like  enough ! 
Merely  the  sayor^s  rareness  ;  any  nose 
Mav  ravage  with  impunity  a  rose : 
Kine  a  musk-pod  and  ^t  will  ache  like  yours ! 
I  'd  tell  you  that  same  pungency  ensures 
An  aftei^nst,  but  that  were  overbold. 
Who  woiud  has  heard  Sordello's  story  told. 
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Sordello  did  not  prove  commercially  suc- 
ceflsful,  and  Browning  was  reluctant  to  go  on 
publishing  his  poetry  at  his  father ^s  expense. 
'*  One  day,'*  Mr.  Goflse  saya,  ^^aa  the  poet  was 
diBCuaring  the  matter  with  Mr.  Edward  Moxon, 
the  publisher,  the  latter  remarked  that  at  that 
time  he  was  bringing  out  some  editions  of  the 
old  Elizabethan  dramatists  in  a  comparatively 
cheap  form,  and  that  if  Mr.  Browning  would 
consent  to  print  his  poems  as  pamphlets,  using 
this  cheap  tjrpe,  the  expense  would  be  very  in- 
considerable." Browning  accepted  the  sugges- 
tion at  once  and  began  the  issue  of  a  cheap  se- 
ries of  pamphlets,  each  sixteen  octavo  pages  in 
double  column,  pnuted  on  poor  paper  and  sold 
first  for  a  sixpence  each,  the  price  afterward  be- 
ing raised  to  a  shilling  and  then  to  half  a  crown. 
The  series  consisted  of  eight  numbers  under  the 
general  fanciful  title  BelU  and  Pomegranates. 
Apparently  the  passage  in  Exodus  xxviii.  'SA^ 
**  And  beneath  upon  the  hen\  of  it  [the  priest^s 
robe]  thou  shalt  nmke  pomegranates  of  blue, 
and  of  purple,  and  of  scarlet,  round  about  the 
hem  thereof ;  and  bells  of  gold  between  them 
round  about,'*  suggested  the  title,  but  as  all 
sorts  of  speculations  sprang  np  about  its  sig^ 
nificance.  Browning  appended  the  following 
note  to  the  eighth  and  final  number  of  the 
Heries:  — 

**  Here  ends  my  first  series  of  Bells  and  Pome- 
granates, and  I  take  the  opportunity  of  explain- 
ing, in  reply  to  inquiries,  that  I  only  meant  by 
that  title  to  indicate  an  endeavor  towards  some- 
thing like  an  alteration,  or  mixture,  of  music 
with  discoursing,  sound  with  sense,  poetry  with 
thought ;  which  looks  too  ambitious,  thus  ex- 
pressed, so  the  s3rrabol  was  preferred.  It  is 
little  to  the  purpose,  that  such  is  actually  one  of 
the  most  familiar  of  the  many  Rabbinical  (and 
Patristic)  acceptAtions  of  the  phrase  ;  because  I 
confess  that,  letting  authority  alone,  I  suppose 
the  bare  words,  in  such  juxtaposition.  Would 
sufficiently  convey  the  desired  meaning.    *  Faith 


and  good  works  *  is  another  fancy,  for  instance, 
and  perhaps  no  easier  to  arrive  at ;  yet  Gtiotto 
placed  a  pomegranate  fruit  in  the  hand  of  Dante« 
and  Raffaello  crowned  his  Theology  (in  the 
Camera  delta  SegncUura)  with  blossoms  of  the 
same  ;  as  if  the  Bellari  and  Vasari  would  be 
sure  to  come  after,  and  explain  that  it  was 
merely  *  stmbolo  delU  buone  opere  —  il  qual  Porno- 
granatofu  perb  uaato  nelle  veste  di  Pontejice 
appresso  gli  Ebrei.^ 

"  R.  B." 

Tlie  first  number  of  Bells  and  Pomegranates 
contained  Pippa  Passes,  It  was  published  in 
1841  and  was  introduced  by  the  following  dedi- 
catory preface  :  — 

ADVERTISEMENT 

Two  or  three  yean  ago  I  wrote  a  Play,  about 
which  the  chief  matter  I  much  care  to  recollect 
at  present  is,  that  a  Pitf  nil  of  good-natured 
people  applauded  it:  ever  since,  I  have  been 
desirous  of  doing  something  in  tlie  same  way 
that  should  better  reward  their  attentioii. 
What  follows,  I  mean  for  the  first  of  a  aeries  of 
Dramatical  Pieces,  to  come  out  at  intervaJa ; 
and  I  amuse  myself  by  fancying  that  the  cheap 
mode  in  which  they  appear,  will  for  once  help 
me  to  a  sort  of  Pitraudience  again.  Of  course 
such  a  work  must  go  on  no  longer  than  it  is 
liked ;  and  to  provide  against  a  too  certain  aiid 
but  too  possible  contingency,  let  me  hasten  to  say 
now  —  what,  if  I  were  sure  of  success,  I  would 
try  to  say  circumstantially  enough  at  the  close 
—  that  I  dedicate  my  best  intentions  most  ad- 
miringly to  the  Author  of  Ion  — most  aifectioii- 
ately  to  Sergeant  Talfonrd. 

Robert  Browkivq. 

The  phrases  in  the  closing  sentence  were  af- 
terward used  by  Browning  as  a  dedication  when 
he  discarded  the  advertisement  in  the  oolleettvo 
editions  of  his  poems. 
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INTRODUCTION 

Nbv  Ybak's  Day  at  Aiolo  in  thb  Tmbttsan 

A  large  mean  airy  chamber.     A  girl^TnrA^/romtke 
lUk-mtlUt  sprittffing  out  0/  bed. 

Day! 

Faster  mid  more  fast, 
0*er  niKht^s  brim,  day  boils  at  last : 
Boils,  pure  gold,  o'er  tho  clood-cnD's  brim 
Where  spartiner  and  suppressed  it  lay, 
For  not  a  froth-flake  tonohed  the  rim 
Of  yonder' gap  in  the  solid  fcray 
Of  the  eastern  dond,  an  hour  away  ; 
Bat  forth  one  wayelet,  then  another,  eurled, 
Till  the  whole  snnriae,  not  to  be  suppressed. 
Rose,  reddened,  and  its  seething  breast 
Fliokered  in  bounds,  grew  gold,  then  overflowed 
the  world. 

Oh  Day,  if  I  squander  a  wavelet  of  thee, 

A  mite  of  my  twelve*honrs'  treasure, 

The  least  of  thy  gazes  or  glanees, 

(Be  they  grants  thou  art  bound  to  or  gifts  above 

measure) 
One  of  thy  choices  or  one  of  thy  chances, 
(Be  they  tasks  Qod  imposed  thee  or  fieaks  at 

thy  pleasure) 
—  My  I>ay,  if  I  squander  such  labor  or  leisure, 
Then  shame  fall  on  Asolo,  mischief  on  me  I 

Thy  long  blue  solemn  hours  serenelv  flowing:. 
Whence  earth,  we  feel,  gets  steady  help  and 

good  — 
Thy  fitful  sunshine^rainutes,  coming,  going, 
As  if  eartli  turned  from   work  in  gamesome 

mood  — 
All  shall  be  mine  !    But  thou  must  treat  me  not 
As  prosperous  ones  are  treated,  those  who  live 
At  nana  here,  and  enjoy  the  higher  lot. 
In  readiness  to  take  what  thou  Mriit  give. 
And  free  to  let  alone  what  thou  ref usest ; 
For,  Day,  my  holiday,  if  thou  ill-usest 
Me,  who  am  only  Pippa,  —  old>year*s  sorrow, 
Cast  off  last  night,  will  come  again  to-morrow : 
Whereas,  if  thou  prove  gentle,  I  shall  borrow 
Sufficient  strength  of  thee  for  new-year*s  sorrow. 
All  other  men  and  women  that  this  earth 
Belongra  to,  who  lUl  days  alike  possess, 
Make  general  plenty  cure  particular  dearth, 
Get  more  joy  one  way,  if  another,  less  : 
Thoo  art  my  single  day,  God  lends  to  leaven 
What  were  all    earth    else,    with   a   feel    of 

heaven,  — 
Sole  hght  that  helps  me  throug^h  the  year,  thy 

sun's! 
Try  now !    Take  Asolo*s  Four  Happiest  Ones  — 
And  let  thy  morning  rain  on  that  superb 
Groat  haughty  Ottima ;  can  rain  disturb 
Her  Sebald's  homage  ?    All  the  while  thy  rain 
Beats  fiercest  <m  her  shrub-house  window-pane 
He  will  but  press  the  eloeer,  breathe  more  warm 
Agnjpft  her  dieek  ;  how  should  she  mind  the 

storm? 
And,  morning  past,  if  mid-day  shed  a  gloom 
O'er  Jules  and  Phene,  -*  what  care  bride  and 

gS?>T 


Save  for  their  dear  ttlTesf     'Tia  their  mar- 

riMe-day: 
And  while  they  leave  church  and  go  home  their 

way. 
Hand  daspinfr  hand, within  each  breast  would  be 
Sunbeams  and  pleasant  weather  spite  of  thee. 
Then,  for  another  trial^  obaoure  thy  eve 
With  mist,  —  wiU  Luigi  and  his  mother  grieve  ^ 
The  lady  and  her  ohild^  unmatched,  forsooth. 
She  in  her  age,  as  Lnisi  in  lus  youth, 
For  true  content  ?    Torn  oheenul  town,  warm, 

dose 
And  safe,  the  sooner  that  thou  art  morose. 
Receives  them.    And  vet  once  again,  outbreak 
In  storm  at  night  on  Monsignor,  they  make 
Such  stir   about,  —  whom  they  expect  from 

Rome 
To  visit  Asolo,  his  brothers'  home. 
And  say  here  mnsswi  proper  to  release 
A  soul  from  pain,  —  what  stovm  darss  hurt  his 

peace  r 
Calm  would  he  pray,  with  his  own  thonghtB  to 

ward 
Thy  thunder  off,  nor  want  the  angels*  guard. 
But  PipiMi  — just  one  such  mischance  would 

spoil 
Her  day  that  lightens  the  next  twelvemonth's 

toU 
At  wearisome  silk-winding,  coil  on  coil  I 

And  here  I  let  time  slip  for  naught  1 
Aha,  you  foolhardy  simbeam,  caught 
With  a  single  splash  from  my  ewer  1 
You  that  would  moek  the  best  pnxsuer, 
Was  my  basin  ovei^eep  ? 
One  splash  of  water  ruins  vou  asleep. 
And  up,  up,  fleet  your  brifiiant  bits 
Wheeling  aiid  oonnterwheeling. 
Reeling,  broken  beyond  healing: 
Now  grow  together  on  the  ceiling  I 
That  will  task  your  wits. 
Whoever  it  was  quenched  fire  first,  hoped  to  sea 
Morsel  after  morsel  flee 
As  merrily,  as  giddily  •  .  . 
Meantime,  what  lights  my  sunbeam  on, 
W^ere  settles  bv  degrees  the  radiant  cripple  ? 
Oh,  is  it  surely  blown,  my  martagon  ? 
New-blown  and  ruddy  as  St.  Agnes'  nipple. 
Plump  as  the  flesh-bunch  on  some  Turk  bird's 

poll  I 
Be  sure  if  corals,  branching  'neath  the  ripple 
Of  ocean,  bod  there,  —  fairies  watch  unroll 
Such  turban-flowers ;  I  say,  such  lamps  diqiene 
Thick  red  flame  through  that  dusk  green  nni* 

verse  I 
I  am  queen  of  thee,  floweret  I 
And  each  fleshy  blossom 
Preserve  I  not  —  (safer 
Than  leaves  that  embower  it. 
Or  shells  that  embosom) 

—  From  weevil  and  chafer  ? 

Laugh  through  my  pane  then ;  solicit  the  bee  1 
GKbe  him,  be  sure ;  and,  in  midst  of  thy  glee. 
Love  thy  queen,  worship  me  I 

—  Worship  whom  else  ?  For  am  I  not,  this  day. 
Whate'er  I  please  ?  What  shaU  I  please  to-day  f 
My  mom,  noon,  eve  and  night — how  spend  my 

day? 
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To-moRow  I  mtuit  be  Pippa  who  winds  silk. 
The  whole  year  round,  to  earn  jost  bread  and 

milk: 
But,  this  one  day,  I  have  leave  to  s^o. 
And  play  out  my  fancy's  fullest  games  ; 
I  may  fancy  all  day  —  and  it  shall  be  so  — 
'^That  I  taste  of  the  pleasures,  am  called  by  the 

names 
Of  the  Happiest  Four  in  our  Asolo  ! 

»See !  Up  the  hiUside  yonder,  through  iJie  mom- 

Some  one  shall  lore  me,  as  the  world  calls  love  : 
I  am  no  less  than  Ottima,  take  warning ! 
The  gardens,  and  the  great  stone  house  above, 
And  other  house  for  shrubs,  all  glass  in  front. 
Are  mine  ;  where  Sebald  steals,  as  he  is  wont. 
To  court  me,  while  old  Lnca  yet  reposes : 
And  therefore,  till  the  shrub-house  door  un- 
closes, 
I  .  .  .  what  now?  — give  abundant  cause  for 

prate 
About  me  —  Ottima,  I  mean  —  of  late. 
Too  bold,  too  confident  she  '11  still  face  down 
The  apitefullest  of  talkers  in  our  town. 
How  we  talk  in  the  little  town  below  ! 
But  Love,  love,  love  —  there 's  better  love,  I 
know ! 
This  foolish  love  was  only  day's  first  offer ; 
I  choose  my  next  love  to  defy  the  scoffer  : 
For  do  not  our  Bride  and  Bridegroom  sally 
Out  of  Possaguo  church  at  noon  ? 
Their  house  looks  over  Orcana  valley  : 
Why  should  not  I  be  the  bride  as  soon 
As  Ottima  ?  For  I  saw,  beside. 
Arrive  last  night  that  little  bride  -*- 
Saw,  if  you  call  it  seeing  her,  one  flash 
Of  the  pale  snow-pure  cheek  and  black  bright 

tresses. 
Blacker  than  all  except  the  black  eyelash ; 
I  wonder  she  contrives  those  lids  no  dresses  I 

—  So  strict  was  she,  the  veil 
Should  cover  close  her  pale 

Pure  cheeks  —  a  bride  to  look  at  and  scarce 

touch. 
Scarce  touch,  remember.  Jules !  For  are  not  such 
Used  to  be  tended,  flower-like,  every  feature, 
As  if  one*s  breath  would    fray  the  lily  of  a 

creature?  ^ 
A  soft  and  easy  life  these  ladies  lead : 
Whiteness  in  us  were  wonderful  indeed. 
Oh,  save  that  brow  its  virgin  dimness, 
Keep  that  foot  its  lady  primness, 
lyct  those  ankles  never  swerve 
From  their  exquisite  reserve. 
Yet  have  to  tnp  along  the  streets  like  me, 
All  but  naked  to  the  Icnee ! 
How  will  she  ever  grant  her  Jules  a  bliss 
So  startling  as  her  real  first  infant  kiss  ? 
Oh,  no  —  not  envy,  this ! 

—  Not  envy,  sure !  — for  if  yon  gave  me 
Leave  to  take  or  to  refuse,  ^ 

In  earnest,  do  you  think  I  'd  choose 

That  sort  of  new  love  to  enslave  me  ? 

Mine  should  have  lapped  me  round  from  the 

beginning: 
As  little  fear  of  losing  it  as  winning : 


Lovers  grow  cold,  men  learn  to  hate  their  wives, 
And  onlv  parents'  love  can  last  our  lives. 
At  eve  the  Son  and  Mother,  gentle  pair. 
Commune  inside  our  turret :  what  iMrevents 
My  being  Luigi  ?  While  that  mossy  lair 
Of  lizarouB  through  the  winter-time  is  stirred 
With  each  to  each  imparting  sweet  intents 
For  this  new-year,  as  brooding  bird  to  bird  — 
(For  I  observe  of  late,  the  evening  walk 
Of  Luigi  and  his  mother,  always  ends 
Inside  our  ruined  turret,  where  they  talk. 
Calmer  tlian  lovets,  yet  more  kind  thanfrienda) 
—  Let  me  be  cared  about,  kept  out  of  harm. 
And  schemed  for,  safe  in  love  as  with  a  charm; 
Let  me  be  Luigi  I    If  I  only  knew 
What  was  my  mother's  face  —  my  father,  too ! 

Nay,  if  you  come  to  that,  best  love  of  all 
Is  God's:  then  why  not  have" God's  love  be- 

fali 
Myself  as,  in  the  palace  bv  the  Dome, 
Monsignor  ? — who  to-night  will  bless  the  home 
Of  his  dead  brother ;  and  GUmI  bless  in  turn 
That    heart    which    beats,  those  eyes  which 

mildly  bum 
With  love  for  all  men !  I,  to-night  at  least. 
Would  be  that  holy  and  belovM  priest. 

Now  wait  I  — even  I  already  seem  to  slure 

In  (rod's  love :    what  does  New-year's  hymn 

declare? 
What  other  meaning  do  these  verses  bear  f 

All  service  ranks  the  same  with  God  : 

i/  now^  as  formerly  he  trod 

Paradise^  his  vresencejilh 

Our  earthy  each  only  as  God  wills 

Can  work  —  6W'«  puppets^  best  and  worsts 

Are  we  ;  there  is  no  last  iwrjirst. 


»» 


I 


Say  nxA^'a  small  event !  "     Why  ''small 
Costs  it  more  pain  that  this^  ye  call 
A  "  great  events  should  come  to  passj 
Than  that  f     Untwine  me.  from  the  mass 
Of  deeds  which  make  uj)  life^  one  deed 
Power  shall  fall  short  in  or  exceed  ! 


And  more  of  it,  and  more  of  it  1  —  oh  yes  — 

I  will  pass  each,  and  see  their  happinesS} 

And  envy  none  —  being  just  as  greats  no  doubt, 

Useful  to  men,  and  dear  to  Goa,  as  they  I 

A  pretty  thiuff  to  care  about 

So  mightily,  tnis  single  holiday  1 

But  let  the  sun  shine  !  Wherefore  repine  ? 

—  With  thee  to  lead  me,  O  Day  of  mme, 

Down  the  grass  path  gray  with  dew. 

Under  the  pine-wood,  blind  with  boughs, 

Where  the  swallow  never  flew 

Nor  vet  cicala  dared  carouse  — 

No,  aared  carouse  I  {.She  enters  the  street 

I.  MORNING 

Up  the  HiUside,  inside  the  Skrub-house.    Lvoa*s  Wife, 
Ottima,  and  her  Paramour ^  the  German  a»"*ir*^ 

Sebald,  [sings,]    Let  the  watchinq  lids  wink  ! 

Day's^ablaze  with  eyes^  think  ! 
Deep  into  the  night,  drink ! 
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Ottima.    Nvht  ?    Such  may  be  yonr  Rhine- 
land  nif^tii,  p«)rhap8 ; 
Bat  this  blood-red  beam  thiongh  the  ehatter't 

olunk 
—  We  call  each  light,  the  momin&r :  let  ns  see  ! 
Mind  how  you  grrope  yoor  way,  though  1    Uow 

theae  tall 
Naked  geraiiinma  8trag8;le  !  Push  the  lattice 
Behind  that  frame !  —Nay,  do  I  bid  you  ?  — 

Sebald, 
It  shakes  the  duat  down  on  me!    Wh}^  of 

ooorse 
The  slide-bolt  catches.    Well,  are  you  content. 
Or  most  I  find  you  something  else  to  spoil  ? 
Kiss  and  be  friends,  my  iSebald  1     Is 't  full 

momii^>ii' 
Oh,  don't  speak  then  I 

^6.  Ay,  thus  it  used  to  be  ! 

Ever  yonr  house  was,  I  remember,  shut 
Till  mid-day  ;  I  observed  that,  as  I  strolled 
On  mornings  through  the  vale  here;   country 

girls 
Were  noisy,  washing  garments  in  the  brook. 
Hinds  drove  the  slow  white  oxen  up  the  hills : 
Bat  noj  yonr  house  was  mute,  would  ope  no  eye  I 
And  wisely :  yon  were  plotting  one  thing  thei'e, 
Nature,  another  outside.    I  looked  up  — 
Kongli  white  wood  shutters,  rusty  iron  bars, 
Anient  as  death,  blind  in  a  flood  of  light. 
Oh,  1  remember  { —  and  the  peasants  laughed 
And  said,  "  The  old  man  sleeps  with  the  young 

wife." 
This  house  was  his,  this  chair,  this  window  — 

his. 
Oui.    Ah,  the  clear  morning  I   I  can  see  Saint 

Mark's ; 
That  black  streak  is  the  belfry.  Stop :  Viceuza 
iafaoold  lie  .  .  .  there's  Padua,  plam  enough, 

that  blue  I 
Look  o*er  my  shoulder,  follow  my  finzer  1 

Seb.  Morning? 

It  seems  to  me  a  night  with  a  snn  added. 
Where  *s  dew,  where 's  freshness  ?  That  bruised 

plant,  I  bruised 
In  getting  through  the  lattice  yestereve. 
Droops  as  it  did.    See,  here  's  my  elbow's  mark 
r  the  dust  o' the  sill. 
Otti,  Oh,  shut  the  lattice,  pray ! 

Seb.    Let  me  lean  out.    I  cannot  scent  blood 

here. 
Foul  as  the  morn  may  be. 

There,  ahnt  the  world  out ! 
How  do  von  feel  now,  Ottima  ?    There,  curse 
The  world  and  all  outside  I    Let  ns  throw  off 
This  mask :  how  do  yon  bear  yourself  ?    Let 's 

out 
With  all  of  it! 
Oui,  Best  never  speak  of  it. 

^6.    Best  speak  again  and  yet  again  of  it. 
Till  words  cease  to  be  more  than  words.    **  His 

blood,'' 
For  instance  —  let  those  two  words  mean,  **  His 

blood" 
And  nothing  more.    Notice,  I  'U  say  them  now, 
*•  His  bUwd." 

Otti.  Assuredly  if  I  repented 

The  deed  — 
Seb.    Repent  ?    AVho  should  repent,  or  why  ? 


What  puts  that  in  your  head  ?    l>id  I  once  say 
That  I  repented  ? 
Otti,  No ;  I  said  the  deed  .  .  . 

Seb.    '"  The  deed  '  and  **  the  event  '  —  jusl 

now  it  was 
**Ottr  passion's  fruit"  —  the  de\'il  take  such 

cant! 
Say,  once  and  always,  Luca  was  a  wittol, 
I  am  his  out-throat,  you  are  .  .  . 

Otti.       ^  Here 's  the  wine  j 

I  broiurht  it  when  we  left  the  house  above, 
And  giaases  too  —  wine  of  both  sorts.    Black  ? 

White  then  ? 
Seb.    But  am  not  I  his  cut-throat  ?    What 

areyou? 
Otti.    There  trudges  on  his  business  from  the 

Dnomo 
Benet  the  Capudiin,  with  his  brown  hood 
And  bare  feet ;  alwajrs  in  one  place  at  church, 
Close  under  the  stone  wall  by  the  south  entry. 
I  used  to  take  him  for  a  brown  cold  piece 
Of  the  wall's  self,  as  out  of  it  he  rose 
To  let  me  pass  —  at  first,  I  say,  I  used : 
Now,  so  has  that  dumb  ngure  fastened  on  me, 
I  rather  should  account  the  plastered  wall 
A  piece  of  him,  so  chilly  does  it  strike. 
This,  Sebald? 

Seb.    No,  the  white  wine  —  the  white  wiue ! 
Well.  Ottima,  I  promised  no  new  year 
Should  rise  on  us  the  ancient  shameful  way ; 
Nor  does  it  lise.     Pour  on!     To  your  bhiek 

eyes! 
Doyon  remember  last  danmed  New  Year's  day? 
Otti.    Yon  brought  those  foreign  prints.    We 

looked  at  them 
Over  the  wine  and  fruit.    I  had  to  scheme 
To  get  him  from  the  fire.    Nothii^  but  sannjf 
His  own  set  wants  the  proof-mark,  roused  him 

up 
To  hunt  them  out. 

Seb.  *Faith,  he  is  not  alive 

To  fondle  yon  before  my  face. 

Otti.  Do  roil 

Fondle  me  then  I    Who  means  to  take  your  lif<) 
For  tliat,  my  Sebald  ? 

Seb.  Hark  you,  Ottima  ! 

One  thing  to  guard  against.     We  '11  not  make 

much 
One  of  the  other  —  that  is,  not  make  more 
Parade  of  warmth,  childish  officious  coil. 
Than  yesterday :  as  if,  sweet,  I  supposed 
Proof  upon  proof  were  needed  now,  now  first, 
To  show  I  love  you  —  yes,  still  love  you  —  love 

you 
In  spite  of  Lnca  and  what 's  come  to  him 
—  Sure  sign  we  had  him  ever  in  our  thoughts, 
White  sneering  old  reproachful  face  and  all ! 
We  '11  even  quarrel,  love,  at  times,  as  if 
We  still  could  lose  each  other,  were  not  tied 
By  this :  oonoeive  you  ? 
Otti.  Love ! 

Seb.  Not  tied  so  sure ! 

Because   though   I  was  wrought  upon,  have 

struck 
His  insolence  back  into  him  —  am  I 
So  surely  yours  ?  —  therefore  forever  yours  ? 
Otti.    Love,  to  be  wise,  (one  counsel  pays 

another,) 
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Should  we  have  —  months  ago,  when  fintwe 

loved, 
For  instaiioe  that  May  nuMmiug  we  two  stole 
Under  the  green  ascent  of  sycamores  — 
If  we  had  come  upon  a  thing  like  that 
iSaddenly  .  .  . 

5«6.^  A  thW "— there  again— **  athing  I " 

Oui.    Then,  Venos^  body,  nad  we  come  upon 
My  husband  Luca  Gaddi's  murdered  corpse 
mthin  there,  at  his  couch-foot,  covered  close  — 
Would  yon  have  pored  upon  it  ?^    Why  persist 
In  poring  now  upon  it  ?    For  't  is  here 
As  much  as  there  in  the  deserted  house : 
Yon  cannot  rid  your  eyes  of  it.    For  me, 
Now  he  is  dead  I  hate  him  worse :  I  hate  .  .  . 
Dare  yon  stay  here  ?    I  would  go  back  and  hold 
His  two  dead  hands,  and  say,  ^^1  hate  you  worse, 
Luca,  than  '*  .  .  . 

6eb.    Off,  off  ~  take  your  hands  off  mine, 
*T  is  the  hot  evening  —  off  1  oh,  morning  is  it  ? 

Oui,    There  ^s  one  thing  must  be  done  ;  you 
know  what  thing. 
Come  in  and  help  to  carry.    We  may  sleep 
Aiurwhere  in  the  whole  wide  house  to-night. 

Seb,    What  would  come,  think  you,  if  we  let 
him  lie 
Just  as  he  is  ?    Let  him  lie  there  until 
The  angels  take  him  1    He  is  turned  by  this 
Off  from  his  face  beside,  as  ^ou  will  see. 

Ckti.    This  dusty  pane  might  serve  for  look- 
in6^glaBS. 
Three,  four— four  gray  hairs  I    Is  it  so  you  said 
A  plait  of  hair  should  wave  across  my  neck  ? 
No  —  this  way. 

Seb.  Ottima,  I  would  give  your  neck, 

Each,  splendid  shoulder,  both  those  breasts  of 

yours. 
That  this  were  undone!     Killing  I    Kill  the 

world. 
So  Luca  lives  again  I  —  ay,  lives  to  sputter 
His  fulsome  dotage  on  you  —  yes,  and  feign 
Sarpiise  that  I  return  at  eve  to  sup, 
When  all  the  morning  I  was  loitering  here  — 
Bid  me  dispatoh  my  DusineeB  and  b^:one. 
I  would  .  .  . 

Off  I.  See  1 

Seb.  No,  I '11  finish.    Do  yon  think 

I  fear  to  speak  the  bare  truth  once  for  all  ? 
All  we  have  talked  of,  is,  at  bottom,  fine 
To  suffer ;  there  *s  a  recompense  in  guilt ; 
One  must  be  venturous  and  fortunate  : 
What  is  one  voung  for,  else  ?    In  age  we  *ll  sigh 
O'er  the  wild  reckless  wicked  days  flown  over ; 
Still,  we  have  lived  :  the  vice  was  in  its  place. 
But  to  have  eaten  Lnca^s  bread,  have  worn 
Hii  clothes,  have  felt  his   money  swell   my 

purse  — 
Do  lovers  in  romances  sin  that  way  ? 
Why,  I  was  starving  when  I  used  to  call 
And    teach   you    music,    starving   while   you 

plucked  me 
These  flowers  to  smell ! 

Off  I.  My  poor  lost  friend  1 

Seb.  He  gave  me 

Life,  nothing  less :  what  if  he  did  reproach 
My  perAdy ,  and  threaten,  and  do  more  — 
Had  he  no  right  ?    What  was  to  wonder  at  ? 
He  !«at  by  us  at  table  qnietiv : 


Why  must  you   lean  across   tiU  our  cheeks 

touched? 
Could  he  do  less  than  make  pretenoe  to  strike  ? 
*Tis  not  the  crime's  sake  —  I'd  oommit  ten 

crimes 
Greater,  to  have  this  crime  wined  out,  nadoswt ! 
And  3rou — O  how  feel  you  ?    Feel  yoo  for  me  ? 

Off  I.    Well  then,  I  love  you  better  now  than 
ever. 
And  best  (look  at  me  while  I  speak  to  you)  — 
Best  for  the  crime  ;  nor  do  I  grieve,  in  tmth. 
This  mask,  this  simulated  ignorance, 
This  affectation  of  simplicitv, 
Falls  off  our  crime  ;  this  naKed  crime  of  oara 
May  not  now  be  looked  over :  look  it  down  t 
Great  ?  let  it  be  great ;  but  the  joys  it  brought. 
Pay  they  or  no  its  price  ?    Come :  they  or  it  1 
Speak  not  I    The  past,  would  you  give  up  tiie 

past 
Such  as  it  is,  pleasure  and  crime  together  ? 
GKve  up  that  noon  I  owned  my  love  for  you  ? 
The  garden's  silence  :  even  the  single  bee 
Persisting  in  his  toil,  suddenly  stopped. 
And  where  he  hid  you  only  could  surmise 
Bv  some  campanula  chalice  set  arswing. 
Who  stammered —  ''  Yts,  I  love  yon  ?  " 

Seb.  And  I  drew 

Back ;  put  far  back  your  face  with  both  my  hands 
Lest  you  should  grow  too  full  of  me  —  your  face 
So  seemed  athirst  for  my  whole  soul  and  body  1 

Oui.    And  when  I  ventured  to  receive  you 
here, 
Made  you  steal  hither  in  the  momings  — 

Seb.  Wlien 

I  used  to  look  up  'neath  the  shrnb-house  here. 
Till  the  red  fire  on  its  glazed  windows  spread 
To  a  yellow  haze  ? 

Off t.  Ah  —  my  sign  was,  the  Bon 

Inflamed  the  sere  side  of  yon  chestnut-tree 
Nipped  by  the  first  frost. 

Seb.  You  would  always  laagh 

At  my  wet  boots :  I  had  to  stride  through  grass 
Over  my  ankles. 

Off  I .  Then  our  crowning  night  I 

Seb.    The  July  night  ? 

Oui.  The  day  of  it  too,  Sebald  1 

When  heaven's  pillars  seemed  o'erbowed  with 

heat, 
Its  black-blue  canopy  suffered  descend 
Close  on  us  both,  to  weigh  down  each  to  each. 
And  smother  up  all  life  except  our  life. 
So  lay  we  till  the  storm  came. 

Sfb.  How  it  came  I 

Offf .    Buried  in  woods  we  lay,  you  recollect ; 
Swift  ran  the  searching  tempest  overhead  ; 
And  ever  and  anon  some  bright  white  shaft 
Burned  through  the  pine-tree  roof,  here  bnmecl 

and  there. 
As  if  God's  messenger  through  the  close  wood 

screen 
Plunged  and  replunt^d  his  weapon  at  a  venture. 
Feeling  for  guilty  thee  and  me :  then  broke 
The  thunder  like  a  whole  sea  overhead  — 

Seb.    Yen  ! 

Off  I .  —  While  I  stretched  myself  upon  yoo, 
hands 
To  hands,  my  mouth  to  your  hot  month,  and. 
shook 
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All  my  looks  loose,  and  oorsred   yoa   with 

them  — 
You,  8ebald,  the  same  you  I 
S€b.  Slower,  Ottimal 

(J^tti.    And  as  we  Uy  — 
Seb,  Leas  vehemently  I    Love  me ! 

Forgive  me !     Take  not  words,  mere  words,  to 

heurt ! 
Your  breath  is  worse  than  wine.    Breathe  slow, 

speak  slow  1 
Do  not  lean  on  me ! 

Out.  Sebald,  as  we  lay. 

Rising  and  falling  only  with  our  panto. 
Who  said,  *'  Let  death  oome  now  !    *T  is  right 

to  die  I 
Right  to  be  pnnished  !    Nanght  completes  sueh 

bliss 
But  woe  I'*    Who  said  that? 

Seb.  How  did  we  ever  rise  ? 

Was '  t  that  we  slept  ?    Why  did  it  end  ? 

OitL  I  felt  you 

Taper  into  a  point  the  ruffled  ends 
Of  my  loose  locks  *twixt  both  yonr  hnmid  lips. 
My  hair  is  fallen  now :  knot  it  again  ! 
Seb,    1  kiae  you  now,  dear  Ottima,  now  and 
now! 
This   way?     Will  you  forgive  me  —  be  once 

more 
My  great  queen  ? 

Otti.  Bind  it  thrice  about  m^  brow  ; 

Crown  me  your  queen,  your  spirit's  arbitress, 
^iagnifioent  in  sin.    8ay  that ! 

Seb.  I  crown  you 

My  great  white  queen,  my  spirit's  arbitress. 
Magnificent  .  .  . 

[*Vojn  without  U  heard  the  voice  qf  Pdta  singing  — 

The  year '«  at  the  spring 
And  day  *«  at  ike  mom  ; 
Momina  's  at  seven ; 
The  hillside  '«  dew'j^.arled  ; 
The  lark  '«  on  the  wing; 
The  snail  ^s  on  the  thorn : 
God '» i»  Aw  heaven  — 
All 's  right  with  the  world  I 

[PlPPApOMe*. 

&6.    God 's  in  his  heaven  I      Do  yon  hear 
that?    Who  spoke? 
You,  you  spoke  I 

Otti.  Oh  —  that  little  ragged  girl ! 

She  must  have  rested  on  the  step:    we  give 

them 
But  this  one  holiday  iJie  whole  year  round. 
Did  you  ever  see  our  silk-mills  —  their  inside  ? 
There  are  ten  silk-mills  now  belong  to  you. 
She  stoops  to  pick  my  double  heartsease  .  .  . 

Shi 
She  does  not  hear :  call  you  out  louder  1 

8eb.  Leave  me ! 

Qo,  get  your  clothes  ou  —  dress  those  shoulders  I 

Oai.  Sebald  ? 

Seb.    Wipe  off  tiiat  paint !    I  hate  vou. 

Otti.  Miserable ! 

iSe6.    My  God,  and  she  va  emptied  of  it  now  I 
Outright  now  I  —  how  miraculously  gone 
All  of  the  grace  — had  she  not  strange  grace 
mtoef 


Why,  the  blank  cheek  hangs  listless  as  it  likes. 
No  purpose  holds  the  features  up  together. 
Only  the  cloven  brow  and  nuokered  ehin 
Stay  in  their  places :  and  the  very  hair. 
That  seemed  to  have  a  sort  of  life  in  it. 
Drops,  a  dead  web  1 
Otti.  Speak  to  me  —  not  of  me  I 

Seb,  —  That    round   great   full'<irbed   face, 

where  not  an  angle 
Broke  the  delicious  indolence  —  all  broken  I 
Ottt .    To  me  —  not  of  me !    Ungrateful,  pei^ 

jured  cheat  I 
A  coward  too :  but  ingrate  's  worse  tlum  all  I 
Beggar  —  my  slave  —  a  fawning,  cringing  lie  ! 
Iieave  me  I     Betray  me  I     I  can  see  yuur  drift  1 
A  lie  that  walks  and  eats  and  driuks ! 

Seb.  My  God  1 

Those  morbid  olive  faultless  shoulder-blades — 
I  should  have  known  there  was  no  blood  be- 
neath ! 
Olti.    You  hate  me  then?     You  hate  me 

then? 
Seb.  To  thmk 

She  would  succeed  in  her  absurd  attenrnt. 
And  fascinate  by  sinning,  show  herself 
Superior  —  guilt  from  ito  excess  superior 
To  innocence !    That  little  peasants  voice 
Has  righted  all  arain.    Though  I  be  lost, 
I  know  which  is  the  better,  never  fear, 
Of  vice  or  virtue,  purity  or  lust. 
Nature  or  trick !    I  see  what  I  have  done. 
Entirely  now  1    Oh  I  am  proud  to  feel 
Such   tormento  —  let   the  world   take   credit 

thence  — 
I,  having  done  my  deed,  pay  too  its  price ! 
I  hate,  hate  —  curse  you  1    God 's  in  nis  heaven  I 
Qui.  .     -Mel 

Me  I  no,  no,  Sebald,  not  yourself  —  kill  me ! 
Mine  is  the  whole  crime.    Do  but  kill  me  — 

then 
Yourself  —  then  —  presently  —  first    hear     me 

speak ! 
I  always  meant  to  kill  myself  —  wait,  you  ! 
Lean  on  my  brsast  — not  as  a  breast;    don*t 

love  me 
The  more  because  you  lean  on  me,  my  own 
Heart's  Sebald!     There,  there,  both  deaths 

presently  1 
Seb,    My   brain    is    drowned    now  —  quite 

drowned :  all  I  feel 
Is  ...  is,  at  swift-recurring  intervals, 
A  hurry-down  within  me,  as  of  waters 
Loosened  to  smother  up  some  ghastly  pit : 
There  they  go  —  whirls  from  a  black  neiy  sea  I 
Not  me 


Otti. 


to  him,  O  God,  be  merciful  t 


Talk  by  the  troy,  while  Pirrx  is  patting  from  the  hill- 
tide  to  Orrnna.  Foreign  Students  oj  painting  and 
sculpture^  from  Venice ^  assembled  opposite  the  house 
o/JvtMSf  a  young  French  statuary,  at  Passagno. 

\st  Student.  Attention !  My  own  post  is  be- 
neath this  window,  but  the  pomegranate  clomp 
yonder  will  hide  three  or  four  of  you  with  a 
little  squeezing,  and  Schramm  and  his  pipe 
must  lie  flat  m  the  baloony.  Four,  five  — 
who 's  a  defaulter  ?  We  want  everybody,  for 
Jules  must  not  be  suffered  to  hurt  his  oride 
when  the  jest 's  found  out. 
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2d  Stud.  All  here !  Ouly  out  poet  *b  away 
—  never  having  much  meant  to  be  present, 
moonstrike  him  I  The  airs  of  that  fellow,  that 
Giovacchino !  He  was  in  violent  love  with 
himself,  and  had  a  fair  prospect  of  thriving  in 
his  suit,  so  unmolested  was  it,  —  when  suddenly 
a  woman  falls  in  love  with  him,  too ;  and  out 
of  pure  jealousy  he  takes  himself  off  to  Trieste, 
immortal  poem  and  all :  whereto  is  this  pro- 
phetical epitaph  appended  already,  as  Blu- 
Jihocks  ansures  me,  —  **  Here  a  mammothrpoem 
(M,  Fouled  to  death  bt/  butter  files. ^^  His  own 
fault,  the  simpleton  I  Instead  of  cramp  coup- 
lets, each^  like  a  knife  in  your  entrails,  he 
should  write,  says  Bluphocks,  both  classically 
and  intelligibly.  —  ^aculapius,  an  Epic.  Cat- 
alogue qftne  drugs :  Hebe^s  plaister  —  One  strip 
Cools  your  lip.  Phoebus*  emulsion  —  One  bottle 
CUars  your  tkrottle.  Mercury^ s  bolus  —  One  box 
Cttres  .  ,  . 

Sd  Stud.  Subside,  my  fine  fellow !  If  the 
marriaee  was  over  by  ten  o'clock,  Jules  will 
certiunly  be  here  in  a  minute  witli  his  bride. 

2d  Stud.  Good  !  —  only,  so  should  the  poet^s 
muse  have  been  universally  acceptable,  savs 
Bluphocks,  et  canibus  uostris  .  .  .  and  Dena 
not  better  known  to  our  literary  dogs  than  the 
boy  Giovacchino  I 

1st  Stiul.  To  the  point,  now.  Where 's  Gottr 
lieb,  the  new-comer?  Oh,^ — listen,  Gottlieb, 
to  wliat  has  called  down  tliis  piece  of  friendly 
vengeance  on  Jules,  of  which  we  now  assemble 
to  witness  the  winding-up.  We  are  all  agreed, 
all  in  a  tale,  observe,  when  Jules  shall  burst  out 
on  us  in  a  fury  by  and  by :  I  am  spokesman  — 
the  verses  that  are  to  undeceive  Jules  bear  my 
name  of  Lutwyche  —  but  each  professes  him- 
self alike  insulted  by  this  strutting  stone- 
sqiiarer,  who  came  along  from  Paris  to  Munich, 
and  thence  with  a  crowd  of  us  to  Venice  and 
Poesagno  here,  but  proceeds  in  a  day  or  two 
alone  again  —  oh,  alone  indubitably  1  —  to 
Rome  and  Florence.  He,  forsooth,  take  up  his 
portion  with  these  dissolute,  brutalized,  heart* 
less  bunglers !  —  so  he  was  heard  to  call  us  all. 
Now,  is  Schramm  brutalized,  I  should  like  to 
know  ?    Am  I  heartless  ? 

Gottlieb.  Why.  fumiewhat  heartless ;  for,  sup- 
pose Jules  a  coxcomb  as  much  as  you  choose, 
still,  for  this  mere  coxcombry,  you  will  have 
brushed  off  —  what  do  folks  style  it?  —  the 
bloom  of  his  life.  Is  it  too  late  to  alter? 
The«e  love-letters  now,  you  call  his  —  I  can't 
laugh  at  them. 

^h  Stud.  Because  >  ou  never  read  tlie  sliam 
letters  of  our  inditing  which  drew  forth  these. 

Gott.  His  discover}'  of  the  truth  will  be 
frightful. 

ith  Stud.  Tliat  's  the  joke.  But  yon  should 
have  joined  us  at  the^  beginning:  there's  no 
doubt  he  loves  the  girl  —  loves  a  model  he 
might  hire  by  tlie  hour ! 

Gott.  See  here !  ^'  He  has  been  accustomed," 
he  writes,  **to  have  Canova's  women  about 
him,  in  stone,  and  the  world's  women  beside 
him,  in  flesh ;  these  beinp:  as  much  below,  as 
those  above,  his  soul's  aspiration  :  but  now  he 
is  to  have   the    reality.*'      There   you  laugh 


again !    I  say,  you  wipe  off  the  very  dew  of  his 
youth. 

Ist  Stud.  Schramm !  (Take  tlie  pipe  out  of 
his  mouthj  somebody!)  Will  Jules  lose  the 
bloom  of  his  youth  ? 

Schramm,  Nothing  worth  keeping  is  ever 
lost  in  this  world  :  look  at  a  blossom  —  it  drops 
ptresently,  having  done  its  service  and  lasted  its 
time :  but  fruits  succeed,  and  where  would  be 
the  blowom's  place  could  it  continue  ?  As  well 
affirm  that  your  eye  is  no  longer  in  your  body, 
because  its  earliest  favorite,  whatever  it  may 
have  first  loved  to  look  on,  is  dead  and  done 
with  -J-  as  that  any  affection  is  lost  to  tlie  sonl 
when  its  first  object,  whatever  happened  first  to 
satisfy  it,  is  superseded  in  due  course.  Keep 
but  ever  looking,  whether  with  the  body's  eye 
or  the  mind's,  and  you  will  soon  find  somethii^ 
to  look  on!  Has  a  man  done  wondering  at 
women?  —  there  follow  men,  dead  and  alive, 
to  wonder  at.  Has  he  done  wondering  at  men  ? 
—  there 's  God  to  wonder  at :  and  the  faculty 
of  wonder  may  be,  at  the  same  time,  old  and 
tired  enough  with  resiiect  to  its  first  object,  and 
yet  young  and  fresh  sufficiently,  so  far  as  ooii- 
cems  its  novel  one.    Tlius  .  .  . 

1st  Stud.  Put  Schramm's  pipe  into  his 
mouth  again !  Tliere,  you  see  I  Well,  tliis 
Jules  .  .  .  a  wretched  fnbble  —  oh,  I  watched 
his  disportings  at  Poesagno,  the  other  day ! 
Canova^s  gallery  —  you  know  :  there  he  marches 
first  resolvedly  iMist  great  works  by  the  dozen 
without  vouchsafing  an  eye :  all  at  once  he  stops 
full  at  the  Psiche^anciulla  —  cannot  pass  that 
old  acquaintance  without  a  nod  of  encourage- 
ment—  ''In  your  new  place,  beautv?  Then 
behave  yourself  as  well  nere  as  at  Munich  —  I 
see  you  I  '*  Next  he  posts  himself  deliberately 
before  the  uufinishea  Pietii  for  half  an  hour 
without  moving,  till  up  he^  starts  of  a  sudden, 
and  thrusts  his  very  nose  into  —  I  say,  into  — 
the  group ;  by  which  gesture  you  are  informed 
that  precisely  the  sole  point  he  had  not  fully 
mastered  in  Canova^s  piactice  was  a  certain 
method  of  using  the  drill  in  the  articulation  ik 
the  knee-ioint  —  and  that,  likewise,  has  he  mas- 
tered at  leiigth  I  Good-by,  therefore,  to  poor 
Canova  —  whose  gallery  no  longer  needs  detun 
his  successor  Jules,  the  predestinated  novel 
thinker  in  marble ! 

ruh  Stud.  Tell  him  about  the  women  :  go  on 
to  the  women  I 

Ist  Stud.  Why,  on  that  matter  he  could  never 
be  supercilious  enough.  How  should  we  be  other 
(he  said)  than  the  poor  devils  vou  see,  with  those 
debasing  habits  we  cherish  ?  He  was  not  to 
wallow  in  that  mire,  at  least :  he  would  wait, 
and  love  only  at  the  proper  time,  and  meanwhile 
put  up  with  the  Psidie-fanciulla.  Now,  I  hap- 
pened to  hear  of  a  young  Greek  —  real  Greek 
girl  at  Malamoooo ;  a  true  Islander,  do  yoti 
see,  with  Alciphron's  **hair  like  sea-moes^*  — 
Schramm  knows  I  —  white  and  quiet  as  an  ap- 
parition, and  fourteen  years  old  at  farthest.  ~- 
a  dau|rhter  of  Natalia,  so  she  swears  —  tliat  hag 
Nataba,  who  helps  us  to  models  at  three  lire  an 
hour,  n  e  selected  this  girl  for  the  heroine  of 
our  jest.     So  first,  Jules  received  a  scented 
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letter  — somebody  had  Been  his  TTdens  at  the 
Aeademv,  and  my  picture  was  nothing  to  it :  a 
prof  oand  admirer  bade  him  persevere  —  wonld 
make  herself  known  to  him  ere  long.  (Paolins, 
my  little  friend  of  the  Fenice^  transcribes  di- 
Tinely.)  And  in  dne  time,  the  mysterious  oor- 
reqxmdent  gave  certain  liinte  of  her  peculiar 
charms — the  pale  cheeks,  the  black  hair  — 
whatever,  in  short,  had  struck  us  in  our  Mala- 
moeoo  model:  we  retained  her  name,  too  — 
Phene,  which  is,  by  interoretation,  sea-^agle. 
Now,  think  of  Jules  finding  himself  distin- 
giiiahed  from  the  herd  of  us  by  such  a  creature  I 
In  his  rerj  first  answer  he  proposed  marrying 
his  monitress  :  and  fancy  us  over  these  letters. 
two,  three  times  a  day,  to  receive  and  dispatch ! 
I  concocted  ihe  main  of  it :  relations  were  in 
the  way  —  secrecy  must  be  observed  —  in  fine, 
wonld  he  wed  her  on  trust,  and  only  speak  to 
her  when  they  were  indissolnbly  united  r  8t  — 
St  —  Here  they  come  t 

etk  Stud.  Both  of  theml  Heaven's  love, 
speak  softly,  speak  within  yourselves ! 

Sth  Stud.  Look  at  the  bridegroom  I  Half 
his  hair  in  storm  and  half  in  <»lm,  —  patted 
down  over  the  left  temple,  —  like  a  frothy  cup 
one  blows  on  to  cool  it :  and  the  same  old  blouse 
that  he  murders  the  marble  in. 

2d  Stud,  Not  a  rich  vest  like  yonrs,  Hanni- 
bal Scratchy !  —  rich,  that  your  face  may  the 
better  set  it  off. 

6cA  Stud.  And  the  bride !  Tes,  sure  enough, 
our  Phene !  Should  you  have  known  her  in  her 
clothes  ?    How  magnificently  pale  I 

GcU.  She  does  not  also  take  it  for  earnest,  I 
? 

iMt  Stud, ^  Oh,  Natalia's  concern,  that  is! 
We  settle  with  Natalia. 

tiCA  Stud.  She  does  not  speak  —  has  evidently 
let  out  no  word.  The  only  thing  is,  will  she 
equally  remember  the  rest  of  her  lesson,  and 
repeat  eorrectly  all  those  verses  which  are  to 
lM«ak  the  secret  to  Jules  ? 

Grctt,    How  he  gazes  on  her  I    Pity  —  pity ! 

Ist  Stud.  They  go  in :  now,  silence  I  You 
three,  —  not  nearer  the  window,  mind,  than  that 
pamegranate :  just  where  the  little  girl,  who  a 
few  minutes  ago  passed  us  singing,  is  seated  I 

11.  NOON 

Over  Orctata.  The  house  of  Jctlbb,  u*Ao  cros*e$  its 
threshold  vUh  Pmora :  she  is  sUentt  on  which  Julsb 
begins  — 

Do  not  die,  Phene !    I  am  yours  now,  you  ^ 
Are  mine  now ;  let  fate  reach  me  how  she  likes. 
If  yon  '11  not  die  :  so,  never  die  I    Sit  here  — 
Mjf  work-room's  single  seat.    I  over>lean 
This  length  of  luur  and  lustrous  front ;  they 

tarn 
like  an  entire  flower  upward :  eyes,  lips,  last  ^ 
Tour  chin  —  no,  last  your  throat  turns:  'tis 

their  scent 
Pulls  down  my  face  upon  yon.    Nay,  look  ever 
This  one  way  till  I  change,  grow  you  —  I  could 
Change  into  yon,  beloved  I 

You  by  roe. 
And  I  hy  yoo ;  this  is  yonr  hand  in  mine. 


And  side  by  side  we  sit :  all  *s  true.    Thank 

God! 
I  have  spoken :  speak  yon  1 

0  my  life  to  come  ! 
My  Tydeus  roust  be  carved  that 's  there  in  day  ; 
Yet  how  be  carved,  with  you  H()out  the  room  ? 
Where  must  1  place  you  ?    When  1  think  that 

once  \ 

This  room-full  of  rougl/block-worlrseemed  my 

heaven  ^^ — --  — 

Without  you !    Shall  I  ever  work  again, 
Get  fairly  into  m^  old  wavs  again. 
Bid  each  conception  stand  while,  trait  by  tniit, 
My  hand  transfers  its  lineaments  to  stone  ? 
Will  my  mere   fancies  live    near   you,   their 

truth  — 
The  Uve  truth,  passing  and  repassing  me. 
Sitting  beside  me  ? 

Now  speak  t 

Only  first. 
See,  all  yonr  letters!     Was't  not  well  con- 
trived? 
Their  hiding-place  is  Psyche's  robe  ;   she  keeiis 
Your  letters  next  her  skin  :  which  drops  out 

foremost  ? 
Ab,  —  this  that  swam  down  like  a  first  moon- 
beam 
Into  my  world  I 

Again  those  eyes  complete 
Their  melancholy  survey,  sweet  and  slow. 
Of  all  my  room  holds ;  to  return  and  rest 
On  me,  with  pity,  yet  some  wonder  too  : 
As  if  God  bade  some  spirit  pbigue  a  world, 
And  this  were  the  one  moment  of  surprise 
And  sorrov  while  she  took  her  station,  patisisg 
O'er  what  she  sees,  finds  good,  and  must  de 

stroy ! 
What  gaze  yon  at?    Those?    Books,   I  told 

you  of ; 
Let  your  first  word  to  me  rejoice  them,  too  : 
This  nunion,  a  Coluthus,  wnt  in  red. 
Bistre  and  azure  by  Bessariou's  scribe  — 
Read  this  line  .  .  .  no,  sluuue  —  Homer 's  be  the 

Greek 
First  breathed  me  from  the  lips  of  my  Greek 

girl! 
This  Odyssey  in  coarse  black  vivid  type 
Witli  faded  yellow  blossoms  'twixt  page  and 

paget 
To  mark  great  places  with  due  gratitude  ; 

"  He  said,  and  on  Antinoui(  directed 

A  bitter  sA<^  "  ...  a  flower  blots  out  the  rest  I 

Again  iipon  yonr  search  ?    My  statues,  then  ! 

—  Ah,  do  not  mind  that —  better  that  wiU  look 

When  cast  in  bronze  —  an  Alraaig^n  Kaiser,  that. 

Swart-green  and  gold,  with  truncheon  l>aMed  on 

hip. 
This,  rather,  turn  to  !    Wbat,  unrecognized  ?  ^ 
I  thought  von  would  have  seen  that  here  you  sit 
As  I  imagined  you,  —  Hippolyta, 
Naked  upon  her  bright  Nnmidian  horse. 
Recall  you  this  then  ?   *  *  Carve  in  bold  relief '  *  — 
So  you  commanded  —  *^  carve,  against  I  come, 
A  Greek,  in  Athens,  as  our  fashion  was. 
Feasting,  bay-filleted  and  thunder-free. 
Who  rises  'neath  the  lifted  myrtle-branch. 
*"  Praise  those  who  slew  Hipparchus !  ^  eiy  the 

guests, 
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*  While  o'er  thy  head  the  ainger's  msrrtle  waves 
As  eist  above  our  champion  :  stand  up,  all ! '  *' 
See,  I  have  labored  to  express  your  thongrht. 
Quite  round,  a  cluster  of  mere  hands  and  arms 
(Thrust  in  all  senses,  all  ways,  from  all  sides, 
Only  consenting  at  the  branches  end 
They  strain  toward)  serves  for  frame  to  a  sole 

face, 
The  Praiser's,  in  the  centre  :  who  with  eyes 
Si^htle^,  so  bend  they  back  to  light  inside 
His  brain  where  visiouaiy  forms  throng  up, 
Sings,  minding:  not  that  palpitating  ar^ 
Of  hands  and  arms,  nor  the  quick  drip  of  wine 
From  the  drenched  leaves  overhead,  nor  crowns 

cast  oif , 
Violet  and  parsley  crowns  to  trample  on  — 
Sings,  pausing  as  the  patron-ghosts  approve, 
Devoutly  their  unconquerable  hvmn. 
But  you  must   say  a  "well      to  that  —  say 

"  weU  I " 
Because  you  gaze  —  am  I  fantastic,  sweet  ? 
Gaze  like  my  very  life's-stuff,  marble  —  mar- 

bly 
Even  to  the  silence !    Why,  before  I  found 
The  real  flesh  Phene,  I  inured  myself 
To  see,  throughout  all  nature,  varied  stuff 
For  better  nature's  birth  by  means  of  art : 
With  me,  each  substance  tended  to  one  form 
Of  beauty  —  to  the  human  archetype. 
On  every  side  occurred  suggestive  germs 
Of  tliat — the  tree,  the  flower  —  or  take  the 

fruit,  — 
Some  rosy  shape,  oontinuing  the  peach. 
Curved  beewise  o'er  its  bough ;  as  rosy  limbs. 
Depending,  nestled  in  the  leaves ;  and  iust 
From  a  cleft  rose-peach  the  whole  Dryad  sprang-. 
But  of  the  stuffs  one  can  be  master  of, 
How  I  divined  their  capabilities  1 
From  the  soft-rinded  smootheiiing  facile  chalk 
That  yields  your  outline  to  the  air's  embrace. 
Half -softened  by  a  halo's  pearly  gloom  ; 
Down  to  the  crisp  imperious  steel,  so  sure 
To  cut  its  one  confided  thought  clean  out 
Of  all  the  world.    But  marble  I  —  'neath  my 

tools 
More  pliable  than  jelly  —  as  it  were 
Some  clear  primordial  creature  dug  from  depths 
In  tlie  earth's  heart,  where  itself  breeds  itself. 
And  whence  all  baser  substance  may  be  worked  ; 
Refine  it  off  to  air,  you  may,  — condense  it 
Down  to  the  diamond ;  —  is  not  metal  there, 
When  o'er  the  sudden  speck  my  chisel  trips  ? 
—  Not  flesh,  as  flake  off  flake  I  scale,  approach, 
Lay  bare  those  bluish  veins  of  blood  asleep  ? 
Lurks  flame  in  no  strange  windii^;8  where,  Sur^ 

prised 
Bv  the  swift  implement  sent  home  at  once. 
Flushes  and  glowings  radiate  and  hover 
About  its  track  ? 

Phene  ?  what  —  why  is  this  ? 
That  whitening  cheek,  those  still  dilatmg  eyes ! 
Ah,  you  will  die  —  I  knew  that  you  would  die  I 

PiacHB  begins  J  on  hu  hairing  long  remained  silent. 

Now  the  end 's  coming ;  to  be  sure,  it  must 
Have  ended  sometime  1  Tush,  why  need  I  speak 
Their  foolish  speech  ?    I  cannot  bring:  to  mind 
One  half  of  it,  heside  ;  and  do  not  care 


For  old  Natalia  now,  nor  anjr  of  them. 
Oh,  you — what  are  you  ?  —  if  I  do  not  try 
To  say  the  words  Natalia  made  me  learn. 
To  please  your  friends,  —  it  is  to  keep  mjrself 
Where  your  voice  lifted  me,  by  letting  that 
Proceed :  but  can  it  ?    Even  you,  perhaps. 
Cannot  take  up,  now  you  have  once  let  fall, 
Tlie  music's  life,  and  me  aloi^  with  that  — 
No,  or  you  would !   We  'U  stay,  then,  as  we  are : 
Above  the  world. 

Yon  creature  with  the  eyes  I 
If  I  could  look  forever  up  to  them. 
As  now  you  let  me,  —  I  believe,  all  sin, 
All  memory  of  wrong  done,  suffering  borne. 
Would  drop  down,  low  and  lower,  to  the  earth 
Whence  all  that 's  low  comes,  and  there  toueh 
and  stay 

—  Never  to  overtake  the  rest  of  me. 
All  that,  unspotted,  reaches  up  to  you. 
Drawn  by  those  eyes  1    What  rises  is  myself, 
Not  me  the  shame  and  suffering ;  but  they  sink. 
Are  left.  I  rise  above  them.    Keep  me  so. 
Above  the  world  I 

But  you  sink,  for  your  eyes 
Are  altering  — altered!    Stay  —  "I  love  yoQ, 

love '    .  .  . 
I  oould  prevent  it  if  I  understood : 
More  of  your  words  to  me :  was 't  in  the  tone 
Or  the  words,  your  power  ? 

Or  stay  —  I  will  repeat 
Their  speech,  if  that  contents  you !    Only  change 
No  more,  ana  I  shall  find  it  presently 
Far  back  here,  in  the  brain  yourself  filled  up. 
Natalia  threatened  me  that  harm  should  f  ouow 
Unless  I  spoke  their  lesson  to  the  end. 
But  harm  to  me,  I  thought  she  meant,  not  yott. 
Your  friends,  —  Natalia  said  they  were  your 

friends 
And  meant  you  well,  —  because,  I  doubted  it. 
Observing  (what  was  very  strange  to  tee) 
On  every  face,  so  different  in  alTelse, 
The  same  smile  grirls  like  me  are  used  to  hear. 
But  never  men,  men  cannot  stoop  so  low ; 
Yet  your  friends,  speaking  of  you,  used  that 

snule. 
That  hateful  smirk  of  boundless  self-conceit 
Which  seems  to  take  possession  of  the  world 
And  make  of  God  a  tame  confederate. 
Purveyor  to  their  appetites  .  .  .  you  know ! 
But  still  Natalia  said  they  were  your  f  riendis. 
And  they  assented  though  they  smiled  the  more. 
And  all  came  round  me,  —  that  thin  Englishman 
With  light  lank  hair  seemed  leader  of  the  rest ; 
He  heldf  a  paper —  *^  What  we  want,"  said  he. 
Ending  some  explanation  to  his  friends  — 
**  Is  something  slow,  involved  and  mystical. 
To  hold  Jules  long  in  doubt,  yet  take  his  tfute 
And  lure  him  on  until,  at  innermost 
Where  he  seeks  sweetness'  soul,  he  may  find 

—  this  I 

—  As  in  the  apple's  core,  the  noisome  fly : 
For  insects  on  the  rind  are  seen  at  once. 
And  brushed  aside  as  soon,  but  this  is  found 
Only  when  on  the  lips  or  kiathing  tongrue*" 
And  so  he  read  what  I  have  fiTOt  by  heart : 

I  '11  speak  it,  —  "  Do  not  die,  love  I     I  am 

yours"  .  .  . 
No — is  not  that,  or  like  that,  part  of  words 
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Yonnelf  begmi  by  speaking  ?    Strang«  to  Iom 
What  oost  saeh  nainB  to  learn  I    la  this  move 
right? 

lam  a  painter  who  cannot  paint  ;^ 

In  my  l^fe^  a  devil  rather  than  saint ; 

In  my  brain*  as  poor  a  creaiwro  too : 

No  end  to  aU  I  cannot  do  I 

Yet  do  one  thina  at  least  I  can  — 

Love  a  man  or  note  a  man 

Supremely :  thus  my  lore  began. 

Through  the  Valley  qf  Love  I  went^ 

In  the  lovingest  spot  to  abide^ 

And  Just  on  the  verge  where  I  pitched  my  tent^ 

1  found  Hate  dwelling  beside, 

{Let  the  Bridegroom  ask  what  the  painter  meant^ 

Of  his  Bride^  qf  the  peerless  Bride!) 

And  further^  I  traversed  HcUe^s  grovcy 

In  the  hat^fullest  nook  to  dwell  ; 

But  io,  where  I /lung  myself prone^  couched  Love 

Where  the  shadow  thretfoldfelL 

{The  meaning  —  those  black  bride'' s-eyes  above. 

Not  a  painter* s  lip  should  tell  I) 

^  And  here,"  said  he,  **  Jules  probably  will 

ask, 
*Toa  have  blaok  eyes,  Love,  — yon  are,  tore 

enoagh, 
l^r  peerless  bride,  —  then  do  you  tell  indeed 
what  needs  some  explanation  I    What  means 

this?'" 
—  And  I  am  to  go  on,  vithont  a  word  — 

80,  I  grew  mse  in  Love  and  Hate, 
From  simple  that  I  was  qflcUe, 
Onee^  when  I  loved ^  I  would  enlace 
Breast^  eyelids^  hands^  feet,  form  and  face 
Cfher  I  loved,  in  one  embrace  — 
As  if  by  mere  love  I  could  love  immensely  ! 
Once^  when  I  hated,  I  would  plunge 
My  sword,  and  wipe  with  the  first  lunge 
My/be^s  whole  life  out  like  a  sponge  — 
As  if  by  mere  hate  I  could  hate  intensely  I 
But  now  I  am  wiser,  know  better  the  fashion 
How  passion  seeks  aid  from  its  opposite  pas- 
sion : 
And  if  I  see  cause  to  love  more,  hate  more 
Than  ever  man  loved,  ever  hated  b^ore  ~* 
Ami  seek  in  the  Valley  of  Love 
The  nest,  or  the  nook  in  Hattys  Grove 
Where  my  soul  may  surely  reach 
The  essence,  naught  less,  of  each. 
Tie  Hate  of  all  Hates,  the  Love 
Of  all  Loves,  in  the  Valley  or  Grove,  — 
ffind  them  the  very  warders 
Each  qfthe  other'' s  borders. 
When  I  love  most.  Love  is  disguised 
In  Hate  ;  and  when  Hate  is  surprised 
In  Love,  then  I  hate  most :  ask 
How  Love  smiles  through  Hate'*s  iron  casque. 
Hate  grins  through  Lovers  rose-iraided  mask, — 
And  how,  having  hated  thee, 
I  sought  long  and  pait\fully 
To  reach  thy  heart,  norpnck 
The  skin  but  pierce  to  the  quick  — 
Ask  this,  my  Jules,  and  be  answered  straight 
By  thy  bride  —  how  the  painter  Lutwyche  can 
hate! 


JuLSi  interposes. 

Lutwyche!    MTho  eke?    But  all  of  them,  no 

doubt, 
Hated  me :  they  at  Venice — presently 
Their  turn,  however  I    You  I  shall  not  meet : 
If  I  dreamed,  saying  this  would  wake  me. 

Keep 
What 's  here,  the  gold  —  we  cannot  meet  again, 
Consider !  and  the  monev  was  but  meant 
For  two  years'  travel,  which  is  over  now. 
All  chance  or  hope  or  care  or  need  of  it. 
This  —  and  what  comes  from  selling  these,  my 

casts 
And  books  and  medals,  except ...  let  them  go 
Together,  so  the  produce  keeps  you  safe 
Out  of  Natalia's  dutches  I    If  by  chance 
(For  all  |s  chance  here)  I  should  survive  the  gang 
At  Venice,  root  out  all  fifteen  of  them, 
We  might  meet  somewhere,  since  the  world  is 

wide. 
IFrtfm  without  U  heard  the  voice  0/  Pitta,  singing  -^ 

Give  her  but  a  least  excuse  to  love  me  ! 

When  —  where  — 

How  — can  this  arm  establish  her  above  m«, 

If  fortune  fixed  her  as  my  lady  there, 

Tnere  alr^ouiy,  to  etemaUy  reprove  me  t 

(•*  Hist !  "   -  said  Kate  the  ^ueen ; 

But  **0h!**  cried  the  maiden^  binding  her 

tresses, 
''^Tis  only  a  patfe  that  carols  unMen, 
Crumbling  t/our  hounds  their  messes  !    ) 

Is  she  wronged  t —  To  the  rescue  qfher  fumor, 

My  heart ! 

Is  she  poor  f  —  What  costs  it  to  be  styled  a  do- 

norf 
Merely  an  earth  to  cleave,  a  sea  to  part. 
But  that  fortune  should  have  thrust  all  this  upon 

her! 
("  Nay,  list! "  —bade  Kate  the  i^ueen; 
And  still  cried  the  maiden,  binding  her  tresses, 
*'  'T  is  only  a  page  tliat  carols  unseen^ 
Fitting  your  hawks  their  jesses  !  ") 

[Pitta  paste*. 

JuLSB  resumes. 

What  luinie  was  that  the  little  girl  sang  forth  ? 
Kate  ?    The  Comaro,  doubtless,  who  renounced 
The  crown  of  Cyprus  to  be  lady  here 
At  Asolo,  where  still  her  memory  stays. 
And  peasants  sing  how  once  a  certain  page 
Pinea  for  the  grace  of  her  so  far  above 
His  power  of  doing  good  to,  *'  Kate  the  Queen  — 
She  never  could  be  wronged,  be  poor,"    he 

sighed, 
"  Need  him  to  help  her  I " 

Tes,  a  bitter  thing 
To  see  our  lady  above  all  need  of  us ; 
Yet  so  we  look  ere  we  will  love  ;  not  I, 
But  the  world  looks  so.    If  whoever  loves 
Must  be,  in  some  sort,  god  or  worshipper, 
The  biasing  or  the  blest  one,  queen  or  pige, 
Why  should  we  alwavs  choose  the  nage  s  part  ? 
Here  is  a  woman  witn  utter  need  of  me,  — 
I  find  myself  queen  here,  it  seems ! 

How  strange  I 
Look  at  the  woman  here  with  the  new  soul, 
Like  my  own  Psyche,  —  fresh  upon  her  lips 


/38 


PIPPA   PASSES 


Alit,  the  visionanr  butterfly, 

Waitingr  my  word  to  enter  and  make  bright, 

Or  flutter  off  and  leave  all  blank  as  first. 

This  bodv  had  no  sonl  before,  but  slept 

Or  stirred,  was  beauteous  or  un^iuly,  free 

From  taint    or  foul  with    stam,  as   outward 

thinfiis  ^ 
Fastened  their  image  on  its  passiveness  :  ^ 
Now,  it  will  wake,  feel,  live  —  or  die  again  I 
Shall  to  produce  form  out  of  unshaped  stuff 
Be  Art  —  and  further,  to  evoke  a  soul 
From  form    be    notliing?    lliis  new    soul   is 

mine ! 

Now,  to  kill  Lutwyche,  what  would  that  do?  — 

save 
A  wretched  dauber,  men  will  hoot  to  death 
Without  me,  from  their  hootuig.    Oh,  to  hear 
God's  voice  plain  as  I  heard  it  nrst,  before 
They  broke  in  with  their  laughter!    I  heard 

them 
Henceforth,  not  God. 

To  Ancona  —  Greece  —  some  isle  I 
I  wanted  silence  only ;  there  is  clay 
Everywhere.    One  may  do  whatever  one  likes 
In  Art  :  iJie  only  thing  is,  to  make  sure 
Tliat  one  does  like  it  —  which  takes  pains  to 

know. 
Scatter  all  this,  my  Phene  —  this  mad  dream  I 
Who,  what  is  Lutwyche,  what  Natalia^s  friends. 
What  the  whole  world  except  our  love  —  my 

own. 
Own  Phene  ?    But  I  told  yon,  did  I  not. 
Ere  night  we  trav«l  for  your  land — some  isle 
AVith  die  sea's  silence  on  it  ?    Stand  aside  — 
I  do  but  break  these  paltry  models  up 
To  begin  Art  afresh.    Meet  Lutwyche,  I  — 
And  save  him  from  my^  statue  meeting  him  ? 
Some  unsuspected  isle  in  the  far  seas  I 
Like   a  god    going  through  his  world,  there 

stands 
One  mountain  for  a  moment  in  the  dusk. 
Whole  brotherhoods  of  cedars  on  its  brow : 
And  you  are  ever  by  me  while  I  gaze 
—  Are  in  my  arms  as  now  —  as  now  —  as  now ! 
Some  unsuspected  isle  in  the  far  seas  ! 
Some  unsuspected  isle  in  faroff  seas ! 

Talk  by  the  teay^  irhUe  FrnKupaMing/rom  Orcana  to 
the  Turret.  Ttvo  or  three  of  the  Austrian  Police 
loitering  tn'th  Blcphocu,  an  English  vagabond^  Jtut 
in  ttcip  of  the  Turret. 

Bluphocks.^  So,  tbat  is  your  Pippa,  the  lit- 
tle girl  who  passed  us  singing?  Well,  your 
Bishop's  Litendant's  money  shall  be  honestly 
eamea :  —  now,  don't  make  me  that  sour  €ace 
because  I  bring  the  Bishop's  name  into  the  busi- 
ness ;  we  know  he  can  have  nothing  to  do  with 
such  horrors :  we  know  that  he  is  a  saint  and 
all  that  a  bishop  should  be,  who  is  a  great  man 
beside.  Oh  were  but  every  worm  a  maggoty 
Every  Jly  a  grig.  Every  bough  a  Christmas/agot^ 
Every  tune  a  jig  I  In  f  act^  1  have  abjured  all 
religions;  but  the  last  I  mdined  to  was  the 
Armenian  :  for  I  have  travelled,  do  you  see, 
and   at   Koenigsberg,    Prussia    Improper   (so 

1  **  He  maketh  his  aim  to  rise  on  th«  evfl  aad  on  the 
good,  and  Bondeth  rain  on  the  juat  and  on  the  unjuat." 


styled  because  there  's  a  sort  of  bleak  hungry 
sun  there),  you  might  remark,  over  a  venerable 
house-porch,  a  certain  Chaldee  inscription ;  and 
brief  as  it  is,  a  mere  glance  at  it  used  absolately 
to  change  tJie  mood  of  every  bearded  passenger. 
In  they  turned,  one  and  all ;  the  young  and 
lightsome,  with  no  iri'everent  pause,  the  aged 
and  decrepit,  with  a  sensible  alacrity  :  't  was 
the  Grand ^  Rabbi's  abode,  in  short.  Struck 
with  curiosity,  I  lost  no  time  in  learning  Syriao 
—  (these  are  vowels,  you  dogs.  —  follow  my 
stick's  end  in  the  mud  —  Celarent,  Darii^ 
Ferio!)  and  one  morning  presented  m^rself, 
spellinfi^book  in  hand,  a,  b,  c,  —  I  picked  it  out 
letter  by  letter,  and  what  was  the  pnrpoit  of 
this  miraculous  posy  ?  Some  cherished  legend 
of  the  past,  you  '11  say  —  **  How  Motes  hocus- 
pocussea  EgypCs  land  toith  fly  and locust^'*^  — 
or,  ^^  How  to  Jonah  sounded  harshish.  Get  thee 
up  and  go  to  Tarshish,  "  —  or  ""  How  the  angel 
meeting  Balaam,  Straight  his  ass  returned 
a  salaamy  In  no  wise  I  ^^  Shackabrack  — 
Boadi  —  somebody  or  other  —  IsacuJi,  Be-cei-ver, 
Pur-cha-ser  and  Ex-chan-ger  qf — Stolen 
Goods !  "  So,  talk  to  me  of  the  religion  of 
a  bishop  I  I  have  renounced  all  bishops  save 
Bishop  Beveridgel — mean  to  live  so  — and 
die  —  As  some  Greek  dog-sage,  dead  and  merry, 
Hellward  bound  in  Charon's  wherry.  With  food 
for  both  worlds,  under  and  upper.  Lupine-seed 
and  Hecate's  supper,  And  never  an  obelus 
.  .  .  (though  thanks  to  vou,  or  this  Intendant 
through  you,  or  this  Bishop  tlirough  his  Inten- 
dant -—  I  possess  a  burning  pocket-full  of  ^toaa- 
zigers)  .  .  ,To  pay  the  Stygian  Ferry  t 

\st  Policeman,  There  is  the  girl,  then ;  go 
and  deserve  them  the  moment  you  have  pointed 
out  to  us  Signer  Lnigi  and  his  mother.  [To  the 
rest,}  I  have  been  noticing  a  house  yonder,  this 
long  whUe :  not  a  shutter  unclosed  since  morn- 
ing! 

'id  Pol.  Old  Lnoa  Gaddi's,  that  owns  the 
ffilk-mills  here:  he  dozes  by  the  hour,  wakes 
up2  s^hs  deeply,  says  he  should  like  to  be 
l4inoe  Mettemich,  and  then  dozes  again,  after 
having  bidden  young  Sebald,  the  foreigner,  set 
his  wife  to  playing  draughts.  Never  molest 
such  a  household,  they  mean  well. 

Blup.  Only,  cannot  you  tell  me  somethiiur  oi 
this  little  Pippa,  I  must  have  to  do  with  ?  One 
could  make  something  of  that  name.  Pippa  — 
that  is,  fdiort  for  Felippa  —  rhyming  to  Pontirffe 
consults  Hertrippa  —  Believest  thou.  King  Agrip- 
pa  f  Something  might  be  done  wiUi  that  name. 

2d  Pol,  Put  into  rhjrme  that  your  head  and 
a  ripe  muskmelon  would  not  be  dear  at  half  a 
zwanziger  !  Leave  this  fooling,  and  look  ont ; 
the  afternoon  *s  over  or  nearly  so. 

3</  Pol,  Where  in  this  passport  of  Signer 
Lnigi  does  our  Prindpal  instruct  you  to  watch 
him  so  narrowly  ?  lliere  ?  W^hat  's  there  be- 
side a  simple  signature  ?  (That  English  fool 's 
busy  watehing.) 

2d  Pol,  Flourish  all  round  — ''  Put  all  possi- 
ble obstacles  in  his  wav ;  "  oblong  dot  at  the 
end  —  **  Detain  him  till  further  advices  reach 
you;"  scratch  at  bottom — **  Send  him  hHr\ 
on  pretence  of  some  informality  in  the  above  ;  ^ 


PIFPA   PASSES 


139 


ink-flpirt  on  rig^hthand  aide  (which  is  the  case 
here)  —  "Aweet  him  at  once."  Why  and 
wherefore,  I  don't  concern  myself,  bat  my  in- 
stractionB  amount  to  this :  if  ISiirnor  Loig;!  leaves 
home  to*night  for  Vienna  —  well  and  g'ood,  the 
masport  deposed  with  ns  for  our  visa  is  really 
tor  nia  own  use,  they  have  misinformed  the 
Office,  and  he  means  well ;  but  let  him  stay 
over  to-night  —  there  has  been  the  pretence  we 
suspect,  the  accounts  of  his  oorrespondiugr  and 
holding  intelligence  with  the  Carbonari  are  cor- 
rect, we  arrest  him  at  once,  to-morrow  comes 
Venice,  and  presently  Spielberg.  Bluphocks 
makes  the  signal,  sure  enough  I  That  is  he, 
entering  the  turret  with  his  mother,  no  doubt. 

III.  EVENING 

Inside  the  Turrti  on  the  H4U  obow  Atolo.    Loioi  and 
hit  Moraaa  entering. 

Mother,    If  there  blew  wind,  you  ^d  hear  a 
long  sigh,  easing 
The  utmost  heaviness  of  music^s  heart. 

XrttijR.    Here  in  the  archway  ? 

Mother.  Oh  no,  no  —  in  farther, 

Where  the  echo  is  made,  on  the  ridge. 

Luigi.  Here  surely,  then. 

How  plain  the  tap  of  my  heel  as  I  leaped  up  I 
Hark  —  **  Lucius  Junius !  "    The  very  ghost  of 

a  voice 
Whose  body  is  caught  and  kept  by  .  .  .  what 

are  those? 
Mere  withered  wallflowers,  waving  overhead  ? 
They  seem  an  elvish  group  with  thin  bleached 

hair 
That  lean  out  of  their  topmost  fortress  —  look 
And  listen,  mountain  men,  to  what  we  say. 
Hand  under  chin  of  each  grave  eartliv  face. 
Up  and  show  faces  all  of  you  I  —  "  All  of  you  !  ** 
Tiiat  ^s  the  king  dwarf  with  the  scarlet  comb ; 

old  Franz, 
Come  down  and   meet  your  fate?     Hark  — 
"  Meet  your  fate !  ''       . 

Mother,    Let  him  not  meet  it,  my  Luigi  —  do 
not 
Go  to  his  City  I    Putting  crime  aside. 
Half  of  these  ills  of  Italy  are  feigned : 
Ycmr  Pelliooe  and  writers  for  effect. 
Write  for  effect. 

huigi.  Hush  !    Say  A  writes,  luid  B. 

Mother,    These  A^s  and  B's  write  for  effect, 
I  say. 
Then,  evil  is  in  its  nature  loud,  while  good 
Is  ^ent  ;  yon  hear  each  petty  injury. 
None  of  his  virtues :  he  is  old  beside. 
Quiet  and  kind,  ana  densely  stupid.    Why 
Do  A  and  B  kill  not  him  themselves  ? 

Luigi.  They  teach 

Others  to  kill  him  —  me  —  and,  if  I  fail. 
Others  to  succeed ;  now,  if  A  tried  and  failed, 
1  could  not  teach  that :  miner's  the  lesser  task. 
Mother,  they  visit  night  by  night  .  .  . 

Mother,  —  You,  Luigi  ? 

Ah,  will  yon  let  me  tell  you  what  vou  are  ? 

Luigi,  Why  not  ?  Oh,  the  one  tning  you  fear 
to  hint. 
You  may  assure  yourself  I  say  and  say 
Ever  to  msrself !  At  times  —  nay,  even  as  now 


We  sit  —  I  think  my  mind  is  touched,  suspect 
All  is  not  sound :  but  is  nut  knowing  that, 
What  constitutes  one  sane  or  otherwise  ? 
I  know  I  am  thus  —  so,  all  is  right  agiiin. 
I  lang^  at  myself  as  tlirongh  the  town  I  walk. 
And  see  men  merry  as  if  no  Italy 
Were  suffering ;  then  I  ponder  —  "I  am  rich, 
Yuuug,  healthy;  whv  should  this  fact  troulilenie, 
More  than  it  troubles  these  ? "    But  it  does 

trouble. 
No.  tronble^s  a  bad  word :  for  as  I  walk 
There 's  springing  and  melody  and  giddiness, 
And  old  quaint  turns  and  passages  of  my  youth. 
Dreams  long  forgotten,  little  in  themselves. 
Return  to  me  —  whatever  may  amuse  me : 
And  earth  seems  ui  a  tnice  with  me,  and  heaven 
Accords  with  me,  all  tliiugH  suspend  their  strife. 
The  very  cicala  laughs  '*  There  goes  he,  and 

there ! 
Feast  him,  tlie  time  is  short ;  he  is  on  his  way 
For  the  workrs  sake  :  feast  him  this  once,  our 

friend !  " 
And  in  return  for  all  tlii.s,  I  can  trio 
(cheerfully  up  the  scaffold-steps.    I  go 
This  evening,  mother ! 

Mother.       ^  But  mistrtist  yourself — 

Mistrust  the  judgment  you  pronounce  on  him  I 
Luigi.  Oh,  there  I  feel  —  um  sure  tliat  I  am 

right  I^ 
Mother,  Mistrust  your  judgment  tlien,  of  the 

mere  means 
To  this  wild  enterprise :  say.  you  are  right,  — 
How  should  one  in  your  state  e*er  bring  to  pass 
What  would  require  a  cool  head,  a  cool  heart. 
And  a  calm  hand  ?    You  never  will  escape. 
Luigi,  Escape?    To  even  wish  that,  would 

spoil  all. 
The  dymg  is  best  part  of  it.    Too  much 
Have  I  enjoyed  these  fifteen  years  of  mine. 
To  leave  myself  excuse  for  longer  life : 
Was  not  life  pressed  down,  running  o^er  with 

joy. 
That  I  might  finish  with  it  ere  my  fellows 
Who,  sparelier  feasted,  make  a  longer  stay  ? 
I  was  put  at  the  board-4iead,  helped  to  all 
At  first ;  I  rise  up  hapny  and  content. 
God  must  be  glaa  one  loves  his  world  so  much. 
I  can  give  news  of  earth  to  all  the  dead 
Who  ask  me :  —  last  year's  sunsets,  and  great 

stars 
Which  had  a  right  to  come  first  and  see  ebb 
The  crimson  wave  that  drifts  the  sun  away  — 
Those  crescent  moons  with  notched  and  oum- 

ing  rims 
That  strengthened  into  sharp  fire,  and  there 

stood. 
Impatient  of  the  azure  —  and  that  day 
In  March,  a  double  rainbow  stopped  the  storm  — 
May's    warm    slow    yellow    moonlit   sunmier 

n^hts  — 
Gone  are  thev,  but  I  have  them  in  my  soul ! 
Mother,    (He  will  not  go  I) 
Luigi,  You  smile  at  me  ?    *T  is  true,  — 

Voluptuousness,  grotesquenees,  ghastliness, 
Environ  my  devotedness  as  quaintly 
As  round  about  some  antique  altar  wreathe 
Hie  rose  festoons,  goats     horns,   and   oxen's 

skulls. 
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Mother,  See  now :  yoa  reach  the  oity,  you  most 


His  threshold — how  ? 

Luigi.  Oh,  that  *s  if  we  conspired ! 

Then  would  oome  pains  in  plenty,  as  yon  guess  — 
But  gfuess  not  how  the  qualities  most  fit 
For  such  an  office,  qualities  I  have, 
Would  little  stead  me,  otherwise  employed. 
Yet  prove  of  rarest  merit  only  here. 
Eveiy  one  knows  for  what  his  excellence 
Will  serve,  hut  no  one  ever  will  consider 
For  what  bis  worst  defect  might  serve :  and  vet 
Have  you  not  seen  me  range  our  coppice  yonder 
In  search  of  a  distorted  aui  ?  —  I  find 
The  wry  spoilt  branch  a  natural  perfect  bow. 
FaMC^r  the  thrice-sage,  thrice-precantioned  man 
Arriving  at  the  palace  on  my  errand ! 
No,  no  I    I  have  a  handsome  dress  packed  up  — 
White  satin  here,  to  set  off  my  bhick  hair ; 
In  I  shall  march  —  for  you  may  watch  your  life 

out 
Behind  thick  walls,  make  friends  there  to  be- 
tray you ; 
More  than  one  man  spoils  everything.     March 

straight  — 
Only,  no  clumsy  knife  to  fumble  for, 
Take  the  great  gate,  and  walk  (not  saunter)  on 
Throagh   guardJs  and  guards  —     I  have  re- 
hearsed it  all 
Inside  the  turret  here  a  hundred  times. 
Don't  ask  the  wav  of  whom  you  meet,  observe ! 
But  where  they  clustei*  thickliest  is  the  door 
Of  doors :  they  Ul  let  you  pass  —  they  ^11  never 

Each  to  the  other,  he  knows  not  the  favorite. 
Whence  he  is  bound  and  what^s  his  business 

now. 
Walk  in  —  straight  up  to  him ;  yon  have  no 

knife : 
Be  prompt,  how  should  he  scream  ?    Then,  out 

with  you  I 
Italy,  Italy,  my  Italy  I 
Yon  *re  free,  yon  're  free  I    Oh  mother,  I  could 

dream 
They  got  about  me  —Andrea  from  his  exile. 
Pier  from  his  dungeon,  Gualtier  from  his  grave  ! 
Mother.  Well,  you  shall  go.    Yet  seems  thb 

patriotism 
The  easiest  virtue  for  a  selfish  man 
To  acquire  :  he  loves  himself  —  and  next,  the 

world — 
If  he  must  love  beyond,  —  but  naught  between : 
As  a  short-sighted  man  sees  naught  midway 
His  body  and  the  sun  above.    But  you 
Are  my  adored  Luigi,  ever  obedient 
To  my  least  wish,  and  muning  o^er  with  love : 
I  could  not  call  you  cruel  or  unkind. 
Once  more,  yonr  ground  for  killing  him !  —  then 
.JTo! 
Luigi.  Now  do  you  try  me,  or  make  sport  of 

me? 
How  first  the  Austrians  got  these  provinces  .  .  . 
(If  that  is  all,  I  '11  satisfy  yon  soon) 
—  Never  by  conquest  but  by  cunning,  for 
That  treaty  whereby  .  .  , 
Mother.  Well? 

Luigi,  (Sure,  he  *8  arrived, 

rhe  tell-tale  cuckoo :  spring 's  his  confidant. 
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And  he  lets  out  her  April  purposae  I) 
Or  .  .  .  better  go  at  once  to  modem  time. 
He  has  .  .  .  they  have  ...  in  fact,  I  under- 
stand 
But  can't  reatate  the  matter ;  that 's  my  boast : 
Others  could  reason  it  out  to  you,  and  prove 
Things  they  have  made  me  feel. 

Mother,  Why  go  to-night  ? 

Mom 's  for  adventure.    Jupiter  is  now 
A  morning^tar.    I  cannot  hear  you,  Luigi  I 

Luigi,    ''  I  am  the  bright  and  moraing-etar, 
saith  Qod  — 
And,  *'  to  such  an  one  I  give  the  morning-star.** 
The  gift  of  the  morning-star !  Have  I  Owl's  gift 
Of  the  moming^star  ? 

Mother,^  Chiara  will  love  to  see 

That  Jupiter  an  evening^tar  next  June. 

Luigi.    Trae,  mother.    Well  for  those  who 
live  through  June  I 
Great  noontides,  tiiunder-storms,  all   glaring 

pomps 
That  triumph  at  the  heels  of  June  the  god 
Leadixig  his  revel  through  our  leafy  world. 
Yes,  Chiara  will  be  here. 

Mother*  In  June :  remember. 

Yourself  appointed  that  month  for  her  coming. 

Luigi,    Was  that  low  noise  the  echo  ? 

Mother.  The  night-wind. 

She  must  be  grown  —  with  her  blue  eyes  up- 
turned 
As  if  life  were  one  long  and  sweet  surprise : 
In  June  she  comes. 

Xuiioi.  We  were  to  see  together 

The  Titian  at  Treviso.    There,  again  I 

{From  tcHhout  U  heard  the  voice  of  toppA,  singing  — 

A  king  lived  long  ago^ 

In  the  morning  qjfthe  world, 

When  earth  was  nightr  hiaven  than  now  i 

And  thejcing^s  locks  curled, 

Dispartina  o'^er  a  forehead  full 

As  the  miUc-white  space  Hwixt  horn  and  horn 

Of  some  sacrificial  bull  — 

Only  calm  as  a  babe  new-bom  : 

For  he  was  got  to  a  sleejiy  mood^ 

So  safe  from  all  decrepitude. 

Age  with  its  bane,  so  sure  gone  by, 

(The  gods  so  loved  him  while  he  dreamed) 

That,  having  lived  thus  long^  there  seemtd 

No  need  the  king  shotdd  ever  die, 

Luigi.    No  need    that  sort  of   king  should 
ever  die ! 

Among  the  rocks  his  city  was : 
Before  his  palace,  in  the  sun. 
He  sat  to  see  his  people  pass, 
A  nd  judge  them  every  one 
From  its  threshold  of  smooth  stone. 
They  haled  him  many  a  valley-thief 
Caught  in  the  sheep-vens.  roUper<ni^ 
Swarthy  and  shameless,  beggar-cheat. 
Spy-prowler,  or  rough  pirate  found 
On  the  sea-sand  left  aground  / 
And  sometimes  dung  about  his  feet. 
With  bleeding  lip  and  burning  cheek, 
A  woman,  bitterest  wrong  to  speak 
Of  one  with  sullen  thickset  Inrows  •* 
And  sometimes  from  the  prison-house 
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The  angrpprietii  a  ]paU  wretch  brought. 

Who  tmmtgh  wme,  chink  had  pushed  and  preued 

On  knees  and  dhow*,  belly  and  bretuU, 

Worm4ike  into  ihe  temple,  —  caught 

He  was  by  the  very  god. 

Who  ever  in  the  darkness  strode 

Badaoard  and  forward,  keeping  watch 

G*er  his  brazen  bowls,  such  rogues  to  catch  I 

These,  all  and  every  one. 

The  king  judged,  sitting  in  the  sun. 

Luigi,    That  king  ahoald  stiU  judge  sitting  in 
the  sun  I 

His  councillors,  on  l^and  right. 
Looked  anxious  up,  — but  no  surprise 
Disturbed  the  king^s  old  smiling  eyes 
Where  the  veryblue  had  turned  to  white, 
^T  is  said,  a  Pigthon  scared  one  day 
The  breathless  city,  till  he  came, 
Withforky  tonpue  and  eyes  on, flame. 
Where  the  old  king  sat  to  judae  alway ; 
But  when  he  saw  the  sweepy  hair 
Girt  with  a  crown  of  berries  rears 
Whidk  the  god  will  hardly  give  to  wear 
To  the  maiden  who  singeOi,  dancing  bare 
In  the  altar-smoke  by  Viejpine4orch  lights. 
At  his  wondrous /crest  rites,  — 
Seeing  this,  he  did  not  dare 
AppfWMch  that  threshold  in  the  sun, 
Assault  the  old  king  smiling  there. 
Such  grace  had  kings  when  the  world  begun  ! 

[PipTA  pa*»e». 

Luigi,    And  such  grace  have  they,  now  that 
the  world  ends ! 
The  Python  at  the  city,  on  the  throne, 
And  hnre  men,  God  would  crown  for  slaying 

hinx, 
Laik  in  by-^omers  lest  they  fall  his  prey. 
Are  cniwus  yet  to  be  won  in  this  late  time, 
Which  weakness  makes  me  hesitate  to  reach  ? 
'T  is   God^s  voice  calls:  how  could  I  stay? 

Farewell! 
Talk  by  the  umy,  vhiU  Park  U  parsing  from  the  Turret 
to  the  Bishop* 9  Brother^*  Jtlotue,  elo»e  to  the  Duomo 
S.  Maria.    Poor  GiSLt  eitting  on  the  steps. 

1st  Girl.    There  goes  a  swallow  to  Venice  — 
the  stout  seararer  I 
Seeing  those  birds  fly,  makep  /ne  wish  for  wings. 
Let  US  aU  wish ;  you,  wish  first ! 

2d  Girl.  1?    This  sunset 

To  finish. 

3d  Girl.    That  old  —  somebodv  I  know. 
Grayer  and  older  than  my  grandfather. 
To  give  me  the  same  treat  he  gave  last  week  — 
Feeding  me  on  his  knee  with  ^^peckers. 
Lampreys  and  red  Breganze-wine,  and  mum- 
bung 
The  while  some  folly  about  how  well  I  fare. 
Let  sit  and  eat  my  sapper  quietly : 
Sbiee  had  he  not  nimself  been  late  this  morning 
Detained    1^  —  never   mind   where, —  had    he 

not  •  •  . 
"Eh,  bmfage,  had  I  not !  ''  - 

2d  Girt.  How  she  can  lie ! 

ad  Girl.    Lookthere— by  the  nails! 

2d  Girl.  What  makes  your  fingers  red  ? 

l\d  Giri.    Dipping  them  into  wine  to  write  bad 
words  with 


On  the  blight  table :  how  he  laughed  ! 

Iti  Girl,  My  turn. 

Spring  *s  come  and  summer  *s  coming.    I  would 


A  long  loose  gown,  down  to  the  feet  and  hands. 
With  plaits  here,  eloee  about  the  throat,  all  day ; 
And  all  night  lie,  the  cool  long  nights,  in  bed  ; 
And  have  new  milk  to  drink,  apples  to  eat, 
Deuzans  and  jnnetings,  leather-coats  .  .  .  ah,  I 

should  say. 
This  is  away  in  the  fields  —  miles  I 

Zd  Girl,  Say  at  once 

Tou  'd  be  at  home :  she  *d  always  be  at  home ! 
Now  eomes  the  story  of  the  farm  among 
The  cherry  orchards,  and  how  April  snowed 
White  blossoms  on  her  as  she  ran.    Why,  foul 
They  *ve  rubbed  the  chalk-mark  out,  now  tall 

yon  were, 
Twisted  your  starling^s  neck,  broken  his  cage, 
Made  a  dung-hill  of  your  garden  I 

1st  Girl.  They  destroy 

My  garden  since  I  left  them  ?  well  —  perhaps 
I  would  have  done  so :  so  I  hope  they  nave  f 
A  fig-tree  curled  out  of  our  cottage  wall ; 
They  called  it  mine.  I  have  forgotten  why, 
It  must  have  been  there  long  ere  I  was  born  : 
Cric  —  eric  —  I  think  I  hear  the  wasps  over- 
head 
Pricking  the  papers  strung  to  flutter  there 
And  keep  oft  birds  in  fruit-time —  coarse  long 

papers. 
And  the  wasps  eat  them,  prick  them  through 

and  through. 
3d  Girl.    How  her  mouth  twitches  I    Where 

was  I  ?  -7  before 
She  broke  in  with  her  wishes  and  long  gowns 
And  wasps  —  would  I  be  such  a  fool !  —  Oh, 

here! 
This  is  ray  way :  I  answer  every  one 
Who  asks  me  why  I  make  so  much  of  him  — 
(If  you  say,  **  you  love  him  **  —  strught  *^  he  ^U 

not  be  gulled  I'') 
"  He  that  seduced  me  when  I  was  a  girl 
Thus  high  —  had  eyes  like  yours,  or  hair  like 

yours. 
Brown,  red,  white,"  —  as  the  case  may  be: 

that  pleases  ! 
See  how  that  beetle  burnishes  in  the  path  I 
There  sparkles  he  along  the  dust :  and,  there  — 
Your  journey  to  that  maize-tuft  spoiled  at  least  I 
Ist  Girl.    When  I  was  young,  they  said  if  yon 

killed  one 
Of  those  sunshiny  beetles,  that  his  friend 
Up  there,  would  shine  no  more  that  day  nor 

next. 
2d  Girl.    When  you  were  young  ?    Nor  are 

you  young,  that  ^s  true. 
How  your  plump  arms,  that  were,  have  dropped 

away  I 
Why,  I  can  span  them.    Cecco  beats  yon  still  ? 
No  matter,  so  you  keep  your  curious  hair. 
I  wish  they  *d  find  a  way  to  dye  our  hair 
Tour  color — any  lighter  tint,  indeed. 
Than  black :  the  men  say  they  are  sick  of  black, 
Black  eyes,  black  hair ! 

4th  Girl.  Sick  of  yours,  like  enough. 

Do  you  pretend  you  ever  tasted  lampreys 
Ana  ortolans  P    Giovita,  of  tlie  palace. 
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Engaged  (but  there 's  no  trosting  him)  to  Blice 

me 
Polenta  with  a  knife  that  had  cut  up 
An  ortolan. 

2d  Girl.    Whv,  there  I    Is  not  that  Pinpa 
We  are    to  talk    to,  under   the    winaov,  — 

quick !  — 
Where  the  lights  are  ? 

\9t  Girl.  That  she  ?  No,  or  she  would  sing. 
For  the  Intendimt  said  .  .  . 

3c/  Girl.  Oh,  yon  sing  first ! 

Then,  if  she  listens  and  comes  dose  ...  I  '11 

tell  you,  — 
Sing  that  song  the  young  English  noble  made. 
Who  took  you  for  the  purest  of  the  pure. 
And  meant  to  leave  the  worid  for  you  —  what 
fun  I 
2</Gir/.    [Sings.'] 

You  HI  love  me  yet  !  —  and  I  can  tarry 
Your  lovers  protracted  growing : 

June  reared  tluU  bunch  of  flowers  you  carry ^ 
From  seeds  qfApriVs  sowing. 

I  plant  a  heartfuU  now  :  some  seed 

At  least  is  sure  to  strike^ 
And  yield  —  wluU  you  ^U  not  pluck  indeed^ 

Not  love,  but,  may  be,  like. 

You  HI  look  at  least  on  lovers  remains, 

A  grave''s  one  violet  ; 
Your  look  f  —  that  pays  a  thousand  pains. 

What 's  death  f    You  'U  love  me  yet ! 

'^  Girl,  [ToFiPPA  who  approaches.]  Oh^ou 

lay  oome  doeer  —  we  shall  not  eat  you  1    Why, 

•rou  seem  the  very  person  that  the  ^:reat  rich 

nandsome  Englishman  has  fallen  so  violently  in 

love  with.    I  "11  tell  you  all  about  it. 

IV.  NIGHT 

Inside  the  Palace  by  the  Duomo.    Mokuokob,  di*- 
misting  his  Attendants. 

Monsignor,  Thanks,  friends,  many  thanks  I 
I  chiefly  desire  life  now,  that  I  may  recompense 
every  one  of  you.  Most  I  know  something  of 
already.  What,  a  repast  prepared  ?  Beneaicto 
benedicatw  .  .  .  ugh,  ugh  I  Where  was  I  ?  Oh, 
as  you  were  remarking,  IJgo,  the  weather  is  mild, 
very  unlike  winter-weather :  but  I  am  a  Sicilian, 
you  know,  and  shiver  in  your  Julys  here.  To 
be  sure,  when  *t  was  full  summer  at  Messina,  as 
we  priests  used  to  cross  in  procession  the  great 
square  on  Assumption  Day,  you  might  see  our 
thickest  3rellow  tapers  twist  suddenly  in  two, 
each  like  a  falling  star,  or  sink  down  on  them- 
selves in  a  gore  of  wax.  But  go,  my  friends,  but 
go!  [TotAelntendant.]  Not  you,  Ugo  1  [The 
others  leave  the  apartment.]  I  have  long  wanted 
to  converse  with  you,  Ugo. 

Intendant.    Ugncoio  — 

Mon.  .  .  .  'guccio  Stofani,  man !  of  Asooli, 
Fermo  and  Fossombmno ;  —  what  I  do  need  in- 
structing about,  are  these  aooounts  of  your  ad- 
rainistratioR  of  my  poor  brother's  affairs.  Ugh  I 
I  shall  never  get  throuprh  a  third  part  of  your 
accounts  ;  take  some  of  these  dainties  before  we 


attempt  it,  however.    Are  yon  bashful  to  that 
degree  ?    For  me,  a  crust  and  water  suffice. 

Inten,  Do  you  choose  this  esnecial  night  to 
question  me? 

Mon.  This  night,  Ugo.  You  have  managed 
my  late  brother's  affairs  since  the  death  of  our 
elaer  brother :  fourteen  years  and  a  month,  all 
but  three  days.  On  the  Third  of  December,  I 
find  him  .  .  . 

Inten.  If  you  have  so  intimate  an  acqiuuntaiice 
with  your  brother's  affairs,  you  will  be  teuder 
of  turning  so  far  back :  they  will  hardly  bear 
looking  into,  so  far  back. 

Mon.  Ay,  ay,  ugh,  ugh,  —  nothing  but  disap- 
pointments here  below  t  I  renuirk  a  consider- 
able payment  made  to  yourself  on  this  Third  of 
December,  Talk  of  disappointmento !  There 
was  a  young  fellow  here,  Jules,  a  f oreispi  sculptor 
I  did  my  utmost  to  advance,  that  uie  Church 
might  be  a  gainer  by  us  both :  he  was  going  on 
hopefully  enough,  and  of  a  sudden  he  notifies  to 
me  some  marvellous  change  that  has  happened  in 
his  notions  of  Art.  Here 's  his  letter,  —  *'''  He 
never  had  a  dearly  conceived  Ideal  within  his 
brain  till  to-day.  Yet  since  his  hand  could  man- 
age a  chisel,  he  has  practised  expressing  other 
men's  Ideals  ;  and,  in  the  very  perfection  he  has 
attained  to,  he  foresees  an  ultimate  failure :  his 
unconscious  hand  will  puisne  its  prescribed 
course  of  old  years,  and  will  reproduce  with  a 
fatal  expertnees  the  andent  types,  let  the  novd 
one  appear  never  so  palpably  to  lus  spirit. 
There  is  but  one  method  of  escape :  oonoding 
the  virgin  type  to  as  chaste  a  hand,  he  will  turn 
painter  instead  of  sculptor,  and  paint,  not  carve, 
ite  characteristics,"  —  strike  out,  I  aaxe  sur,  a 
school  like  Correggio :  how  think  you,  Ugo  r 

Inten.    Is  Correggio  a  painter  ? 

Mon.  Foolish  Jules  I  and  yet,  after  all,  why 
foolish  ?  He^  may  —  probably  will  —  fail  egre- 
giously  ;  but  if  there  should  arise  anew  painter, 
will  it  not  be  in  some  such  way,  by  a  |x>et  now, 
or  a  musician  (spirits  who  have  concdved  and 
perfected  an  Ideal  throi:^  some  other  channel), 
transferring  it  to  this,  and  escaping  our  conven- 
tional roads  bv  pure  ignorance  of  them :  eh, 
Ugro  ?  If  you  have  no  appetite,  talk  at  least, 
Ugo  I 

Inten.  Sir,  I  can  ^  submit  no  longer  to  this 
course  of  yours.  First,  you  sdect  the  gjoiip 
of  which  I  formed  one,  —  next  yon  thin  it 
gradually,  —  always  retaining  me  with  vour 
smile,  — and  so  do  ^ou  proceed  till  vou  nave 
fairly  got  me  alone  with  vou  between  tour  atone 
walls.  And  now  then  ?  Let  this  farce,  this 
chatter  end  now :  what  is  it  you  want  with  nae  ? 

Mon.    Ugo  I 

Inten.  From  the  instant  you  arrived,  I  felt 
your  smile  on  me  as  you  questioned  me  about 
this  and  the  other  article  in  those  papers -~ 
why  your  brother  should  have  given  me  this 
villa,  that  podere,  —and  your  nod  at  the  end 
meant,  —  what  ? 

Mon.  Possibly  that  I  wished  for  no  loud  talk 
here.    If  once  you  set  me  coughing,  Ugo  !— 

Inten.  I  have  your  brother's  hand  and  seal 
to  all  I  possess :  now  ask  me  what  for  I  what 
service  1  did  him  —  ask  me ! 
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Jfofi.  I  would  better  not:  I  fthould  rip  np 
old  diBgnces,  let  out  my  poor  brother**  weak- 
BciDDcn.  By  the  wa^,  Maneo  of  Furli,  (which.  I 
forgot  to  obeerre,  is  your  true  name,)  was  the 
interdict  ever  taken  off  you  for  ivbbing  that 
ehorch  at  Cesena? 

Inten.  No,  nor  needs  be :  for  when  I  mur- 
dered your  brother's  friend,  Pasquale,  for 
him  .  .  . 

MoH,  Ak,  he  employed  you  in  that  busi- 
nees,  did  he  ?  WelL  X  must  let  you  keep,  as 
yon  say,  this  villa  and  that  podert^  lot  fear  the 
world  should  find  out  my  relations  were  of  bo 
indiiffereBt  a  stamp  ?  Maff eo,  my  family  is  the 
oldest  in  Messina,  and  century  after  century 
have  ray  prog^enitors^  gone  on  polluting  them- 
eelree  with  every  wickedneas  under  heaven  : 
my  own  father  .  .  .  rest  his  soul !  —  I  have,  I 
know,  a  ehapel  to  support  that  it  may  rest : 
my  dear  two  dead  brothers  were,  —  what  yon 
know  tolerably  well ;  I,  the  youn^t,  might 
have  rivalled  them  in  vice,  if  not  m  wealth : 
but  from  my  boyhood  I  oame  out  from  among 
them,  and  so  am  not  partaker  of  their  plagues. 
My  glory  springs  from  another  sonroe ;  or  if 
from  this,  by  contrast  only,  —  for  I,  the  bishop, 
am  the  brother  of  your  employers,  Ugo.  I 
hope  to  repair  some  of  their  wrong,  however ; 
so  far  as  ray  brother's  ill-gotten  treasure  reverts 
to  me,  I  can  stop  the  consequences  of  his  crime : 
and  not  one  tolao  shall  escape  me.  Maffeo,  the 
sword  we  ouiet  men  spurn  away,  yon  shrewd 
knaves  picK  up  and  commit  muraers  with ; 
what  opportnmties  the  virtuous  forego,  the 
viDanous  seize.  Because^  to  pleasure  myself 
apart  from  other  considerations,  my  food 
would  be  millet-cake,  my  dress  sackcloth,  and 
my  oouoh  straw,  —  am  I  therefore  to  let  you, 
tlie  off-scouring  of  the  earth,  seduce  the  poor 
wnd  ignorant  by  appropriating  a  pomp  these 
will  be  sure  to  Uiink  lessens  the  abominations 
so  unaccountably  and  exclusively  associated 
with  it?  Must  I  let  villas  and  poderi  go  to 
von,  a  murderer  and  thief,  that  you  may  beget 
hj  means  of  them  other  murderers  and  thieves  ? 
No — if  myooi^h  would  but  allow  me  to  speak  I 

Inten,  What  am  I  to  expect  ?  Ton  are  go- 
ing to  pnnish  me  ? 


Inien,     ^*  For^ve  us  our  trespasses  *'  ? 

Man,  My  fnend,  it  is  because  I  avow 
myself  a  very  worm,  sinful  beyond  measure, 
that  I  reject  a  line  of  conduct  you  would' 
applaud  perhaps.  Shall  I  proceed,  as  it  were, 
a-pardoning  ?  —  I  ?  —  who  have  no  symptom  of 
reason  to  assume  that  aught  less  than  my  stren- 
nonsest  efforts  will  keep  myself  out  of  mortal 
sin,  much  less  keep  others  out.  No  :  I  do 
trespass,  but  will  not  double  that  by  allowing 
yon  to  trenMMB. 

InUn.    And  suppose  the  villas  are  not  your 
brother's  to  give,  nor  yours  to  take  ?     Oh,  you 


from  Rome  P  v  It  is  precisely  on  the  groni  _ 
there  mentioned,  of  the  suspicion  i  have 
that  a  certain  child  of  my  late  elder  brother, 
who  would  have  succeeded  to  his  estates,  was 
murdered  in  infancy  by  you,  Maffeo,  at  the  in- 
stigation of  ray  late  younger  brother  —  that  the 
Pontiff  enjoins  on  me  not  merely  the  bringing 
that  Maffeo  to  condign  punishment,  but  the 
taking  all  pains,  as  guardian  of  the  infant's 
heritage  for  the  Church,  to  recover  it  parcel 
by  pfl^oeL  howpoeyer,  whei^oArer^  and  wh< 


now 


lose 


are  hasty  enough  just  now  ! 

Jfon.    1,  2-~No3I  — ay,  can  v 
substance  of  a  letter.  N^  3«  I  Dj 


on  read  the 
ave  received 


soever,  t  vmne  you 

fingers,  me  police  are  engaged  m  seaung  up 
your  papers,  Maffeo,  and  the  mere  raising  my 
voice  Dnngs  my  people  from  the  next  room  to 
dispose  of  yourself.  But  I  want  yon  to  confess 
quietly,  and  save  me  raising  my  voice.  Why, 
man,  do  I  not  know  the  old  story  ?  llie  heir 
between  the  succeeding  heir,  and  this  heir's 
ruffianly  instrument,  and  their  complot's  ef- 
fect, and  the  life  of  fear  and  bribes  and  omi- 
nous smiling  silence  ?  Did  you  throttle  or  stab 
my  brother^  infant  ?    Come  now  1 

Inten,  So  old  a  story,  and  tell  it  no  better  ? 
When  did  such  an  iustrnment  ever  pvodnce 
such  an  effect  ?  Either  the  child  smiles  in  his 
faee;  or,  most  likely,  he  is  not  fool  enoi^ph 
to  pat  himself  in  the  emplo3rer^s  power  so 
thoronghly  :  the  child  is  always  reaay  to  pro- 
duce— as  you  say  —  howsoever,  wheresoever, 
and  whensoever. 

Mon.    Liar  I 

Inten,  Strike  me?  Ah,  so  might  a  father 
chastise!  I  shall  sleep  soundly  to-night  at 
least,  though  the  gallows  await  me  to-morrow  ; 
for  what  a  life  dia  I  lead !  Carlo  of  Cesena  re- 
minds me  of  his  connivance,  every  time  I  pay 
his  annuity ;  whieh  happens  oommonlv  thrice  a 
year.  If  I  remonstrate,  he  wiU  confess  all  to 
the  good  bishop  —  you  ! 

Jnon.  I  see  throngfa  the  trick,  caitiff  1  I 
would  you  spoke  tmtia  for  once.  All  shall  be 
sifted,  however  —  seven  times  sifted. 

Inten.  And  how  my  absurd  riches  encum- 
bered me !  I  dared  not  lay  chum  to  above  half 
my  possessions.  Let  me  bat  once  unbosom 
myself,  glorify  Heaven,  and  die  t  > 

Sir,  you  are  no  brutal  dastardly  idiot  like 
your  brother  I  frightened  to  death :  let  us 
understand  one  another.  Sir,  I  will  make 
away  with  her  for  you — the^  girl  — here  dose 
at  hand ;  not  the  stupid  obvious  kind  of  kill- 
ing ;  do  not  speak  —  Know  nothing  of  her  nor 
of  me  I  I  see  her  every  day  —  saw  her  this 
morning  :  of  course  there  is  to  be  no  kilting ; 
but  at  Rome  the  courtesans  perish  off  every 
three  years,  and  I  can  entice  her  thither — have 
indeed  begun  operations  already.  There's  a 
certain  lusty  blue-eyed  florid-complexioned 
English  knave,  I  and  the  Police  employ  occa- 
sionally. You  assent,  I  perceive  —  no,  that's 
not  it  —  assent  I  do  not  say  —  but  you  will  let 
me  convert  my  present  havings  and  holdings 
into  cash,  and  give  me  time  to  cross  the  Alps  ? 
'T  is  but  a  little  black-eyed  pretty  singing  Fe- 
Uppa,  gay  silk-winding  girl.  I  have  kept  her 
out  of  harm's  way  up  to  this  present;  for  I 
always  intended  to  make  your  hf e  a  pli^e  to 
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?'ou  with  her.  'T  is  as  well  settled  once  and 
orever.  Some  women  I  have  procured  will 
pass  Bluphocks,  mv  handsome  scomidreL  off 
for  someoody ;  ana  once  Pippa  entangfleci  I  — 
you  oonoeive  ?  Through  her  singing  ?  Is  it  a 
baigain? 

[From  without  U  heard  the  voice  ofBrnx,  ringing  — 

Overhead  the  tree-tops  meet. 
Flowers  and  grass  soring  ^neath  one'' s  feet; 
There  was  nauphi  ahove  me,  naught  beloic^ 
My  childhood  had  nU  learned  to  know : 
For.  what  are  the  voices  of  birds 
—  Ay,  and  qf  beasts,  —  but  words,  our  words, 
Only  so  much  more  sweet  f 
The  knowledge  qfthat  with  my  life  begun. 
But  I  had  so  near  made  out  the  sun. 
And  counted  your  stars,  the  seven  and  one, 
hike  the,finaer8  qf  my  hand : 
Nay,  I  could  cdl  but  understand 
Wher^ore  through  heaven  the  white  moon  ran- 
ges; 
And  just  when  ottt  qfher  softJUiy  changes 
No  unfamiliar  face  might  overlook  me  — 
Suddenly  God  took  me, 

[PiPFA  pastes. 

Mon.  [Sprinffing  up.]  My  people — one  and 
all  —  all  —  within  there!  Gag  this  yillain  — 
tie  him  hand  and  foot  I  He  dues  ...  I  know 
not  half  he  dares  ■;-  but  remove  him  —  qtiick  ! 
Miserere  mei,  Domine  I    Quick,  I  say ! 

Pippa's  Chamber  again.    She  enters  U. 

The  bee  with  his  comb, 

The  mouse  at  her  dray, 

The  grub  in  his  tomb, 

While  winter  away ; 

But  the  fire-fly  and  hedge-shrew  and  lob-worm, 

I  pray, 
How  fare  they  ? 

Ha.  ha,  thanks  for  your  counsel,  my  Zanze  I 
""  Feast  upon  lampreys,  quaff  Breganze  "  — 
The  summer  of  life  so  easy  to  8i>end, 
And  care  for  to-morrow  so  soon  put  away  ! 
But  winter  hastens  at  summer^s  end, 
And  fire-fly,  hedge-shrew,  lob-worm,  pray. 
How  fare  they  ? 

No  bidding  me  then  to  . . .  what  did  Zanze  say  ? 
^*  Pare  your  nails  pe{u>lwise,  get  your  small  feet 

shoes 
More  like  "...  (what  said  she  ?)  —  *^  and  less 

like  canoes  I  '^ 
How  pert  that  girl  was !  —  would  I  be  those  pert 
Impudent  staring  women  I  ^  It  had  done  me. 
However,  surely  no  such  mighty  hurt  ^ 
To  learn  his  name  who  passed  that  jest  upon 

me: 
No  foreigner,  that  I  can  recollect. 
Came,  as  she  says,  a  month  since,  to  inspect 
Our  silk-mills  —  none  with  blue  eyes  and  thick 

rings 
Of  raw-silk-colored  hair,  at  all  events. 
Well,  if  old  Luca  keep  his  good  intents, 
We  snail  do  better,  see  what  next  year  brings  I 
I  may  buy^  shoes,  my  Zanze,  not  appear 
More  destitute  than  you  perhaps  next  year  \ 
Bluph  .  .  .  something  I    I  had  caught  the  un- 
couth name 


But  for  Monsignor's  peoi>le*s  sudden  clatter 

Above  us  —  bound  to  spoil  such  idle  chatter 

As  ours  :  it  were  indeed  a  serious  matter 

If  sill^  talk  like  ours  should  i>ut  to  ^ame 

The  pious  man,  the  man  devoid  of  blame. 

The  ...  ah  but — ah  but,  all  the  same. 

No  mere  mortal  has  a  right 

To  carry  that  exalted  air ; 

Best  people  are  not  angels  quite : 

While  —  not  the  worst  of  people  *s  doings  scare 

The  devil^ ;  so  there  *s  that  proud  look  to  spare  I 

Which  is  mere  counsel  to  myself,  mind  f  for 
I  have  just  been  the  holy  Monsignor : 
And  I  was  you  too,  Luigi^s  gentle  mother, 
And  you  too,  Luigi  I  —  how  that  Luigi  started 
Out  of  the  turret  —  doubtlessly  departed 
On  some  good  errand  or  another, 
For  he  passed  just  now  in  a  traveller's  trim. 
And  the  sullen  company  that  prowled 
About  his  path,  I  noticed,  scowled 
As  if  they  had  lost  a  prey  in  him. 
And  I  was  Jules  the  sculptor's  bride. 
And  I  was  Ottima  beside. 
And  now  what  am  1  ?  —  tired  of  fooling. 
Day  for  folly,  ni^ht  for  schooling ! 
New  year 's  day  is  over  and  spent, 
111  or  well,  1  must  be  content. 

Even  my  lily 's  asleep,  I  vow : 
Wake  up  —  here  *s  a  fnend  I've  plucked  you  ! 
Call  this  flower  a  heart 's-ease  now ! 
Something  rare,  let  me  instruct  you. 
Is  this,  with  petals  tripl^r  swollen, 
Three  times  spotted,  tnrice  Uie  pollen  ; 
While  the  leaves  and  parts  that  witness 
Old  proportions  and  their  fitness, 
Here  remain  unchanged,  unmoved  now ; 
Call  this  pampered  thing  improved  now  I 
Suppose  there 's  a  kin^  of  the  flowers 
Ana  a  girl-show  held  in  his  bowers  — 
**  Look  ye,  buds,  this  growth  of  ours," 
Says  he,  *^  Zanze  from  the  Brenta, 
I  have  made  her  gorge  polenta 
Till  both  cheeks  are  near  as  bouncing 
As  her  .  .  .  name  there  s  no  pronouncing  I 
See  this  heightened  color  too. 
For  she  swilled  Breganze  wine 
Till  her  nose  turned  deep  carmine  ; 
'T  was  but  white  when  wild  she  grew. 
And  only  by  this  Zanze's  eyes 
Of  which  we  could  not  change  the  size. 
The  mi^rnitude  of  all  achieved 
Otherwise,  may  be  perceived." 

Oh  what  a  drear  dark  close  to  my  poor  dav  ! 
How  could  that  red  sun  drop  in  that  black 

cloud  ? 
Ah  Pippa,  morning's  rule  is  moved  away. 
Dispensed  with,  never  more  to  be  allowed  ! 
Day  's  turn  is  over,  now  arrives  the  night^s. 
Oh  lark,  be  dav's  apostle 
To  mavis,  merle  and  throstle. 
Bid  them  their  betters  jostle 
From  da^  and  its  delights ! 
But  at  night,  brother  owlet,  over  the  woods, 
Toll  the  world  to  thy  chantry  ; 
Sing  to  the  bats'  sleek  sisterhoods 
Full  complines  with  gallantry : 
Then,  owls  and  bats. 
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Cowls  and  twats, 

Monks  and  nuns,  in  a  cloister's  moods, 

Adjourn  to  the  oiak'Stmnp  iMuitry  I 

lAfter  she  hat  begun  to  undreu  hemlf. 
Now,  one  thing  I  should  like  to  really  know : 
How  near  I  ever  might  approach  all  these 
I  only  fancied  being,  this  long  day  : 
—Approach,  I  mean,  bo  as  to  touch  them,  so 
As  to  ...  in  some  way  .  .  .  move  Uiem  —  if 

yon  please. 
Do  good  or  evil  to  them  some  slight  way. 
For  instance,  if  I  wind 
Silk  to-morrow,  my  silk  may  bind 

[Sitting  on  the  bedeide. 


And  border  Ottiroa's  cloak's  hem. 
Ah  me,  and  niv  important  part  with  them, 
This  morning's  hymn  half  promised  when  I 
rose  I 

True  in  lome  sense  or  other,  I  suppose. 

[At  the  liet  doven* 

God  blesB  me  1    I  can  pray  no  more  to-night. 
No  doubt,  some   way   or   other,  hymns   say 
right. 

All  service  ranks  the  eame  with  God  — 
With  God,  whose  puppets,  beet  and  worst , 
Are  we  ;  there  is  no  last  nor  first, 

[She  sleeps. 
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This  was  No.  II.  of  Bells  and  Pomegranates 
sad  was  issued  in  1842,  though  it  appears  to 
have  been  written  before  the  publication  of 
Pippa  Passes.  The  following  is  the  advertise- 
ment prefixed  to  the  tragedy  when  first  pub- 
lished and  always  afterward  retained. 
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So  far  as  I  know,  this  tragedy  is  the  first  ar- 
tistic consequence  of  what  Voltaire  termed  '  a 
terrible  event  without  consequences ; '  and  al- 
though it  professes  to  be  historical,  I  have  taken 
more  pains  to  arrive  at  the  history  than  most 
readers  would  thank  me  for  particularizing: 
since  acquainted,  as  I  will  hope  them  to  be,  with 
the  chief  circumstances  of  Victor's  remarkable 
Korapean  career — nor  quite  ignorant  of  the  sad 
and  snprising  facts  I  am  about  to  reproduce  (a 
tolerable  account  of  which  is  to  be  found,  for 
instance,  in  Abbe  Roman's  R4cit,  or  even  the 
fifth  of  Lord  Orrery's  Letters  from  Italy)  —  I 
cannot  expect  them  to  be  versed,  nor  desirous 


of  becoming  so,  in  all  the  detail  of  the  memoirs, 
correspondence,  and  relations  of  the  time. 
From  these  only  may  be  obtained  a  knowledge 
of  the  fiery  and  audacious  temper,  unscrupu- 
lous selfishness,  profound  dissimulation,  and 
singular  fertility  in  resources,  of  Victor  —  the 
extreme  and  painful  sensibility,  prolonged  im- 
maturity of  powers,  earnest  good  purpose  and 
vacillating  will  of  Charles  —  the  noble  and  right 
woman's  manluiess  of  his  wife  —  and  the  ill- 
considered  rascality  and  subsequent  better^ 
advised  rectitude  of  D'Onnea.  When  I  say, 
therefore,  that  I  cannot  but  believe  my  state- 
ment (combining  as  it  does  what  appears  cor> 
rect  in  Voltaire  and  plausible  in  Condorcet) 
more  true  to  person  and  thing  than  any  it  has 
hitherto  been  my  fortune  to  meet  with,  no 
doubt  my  word  will  be  taken,  and  my  evidence 
spared  as  readily.  R.  B." 

LoKOOK,  1842. 


PERSONS 

VicTOK  Amadsub,  flrat  Kinff  of  Sardinia. 
Charxjb  Emaicukl,  hiB  son,  Priuce  of  Piedmont. 
Pdltxsva,  wife  of  Cliarles. 
D^Okjixa,  minister. 


FIRST  YEAR,   1730.  — KING  VICTOR 

PART  I 


—  The  Council  Chamber  of  Rivoli  Palace,  near 
Tjtrin,  communieating  trith  a  Hall  at  the  back,  an 
Apartment  to  the  l^i,  and  another  to  the  right  of  the 
stage. 

Tva,  1790-31. 

Cbabiss,  Poltxbsa. 

CharUs.    Yon  think  so?    Well,  I  do  not. 


Polyxena.  My  beloved, 

All  must  clear  up ;  we  shall  be  happv  yet : 
This  cannot  last  forever  —  oh,  may  change 
To-day  or  any  day ! 

Cha.  —  May  change  ?    Ah  yes  -^ 

May  change ! 

Pol.  Endure  it,  then. 

Cha.  No  doubt  a  life 

Like  this  drags  on,  now  better  and  now  worse. 
My  father  may  .  .  .  may  take  to  loving  me ; 
And  he  mav  take  D'Ormea  closer  yet 
To  counsel  him ;  —  may  even  cast  off  her 
—  That  bad  Sebastian ;  but  he  also  may 
...  Or  no,  Polyxena,  my  only  friend. 
He  may  not  force  you  from  me  ? 

Pol,  Now,  force  me 
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From  you! — me,  close   by  yoa  as  if   there 

gloomed 
No  SeoastiiuiB,  no  D^Ormeas  on  our  path  — 
At  Rivoli  or  Turin,  still  at  hand, 
Aroh-counsellor,     prime    confidant  .  .  .  force 

me  I 
Cha.    Because  I  felt  as  sure,  as  I  feel  sore 
We  clasp  hands  now,  of  beii^  happy  once. 
Young  was  I,  quite  neglecteo,  nor  concerned 
By  the  world's  business  that  eiipxMsed  so  much 
My  father  and  my  brother :  if  I  peered 
From  out  mv  privacy,  —  amid  the  crash 
And  blaze  of  nations,  domineered  those  two. 
'T  was  war,  peace  —  France    our  foe,  now  — 

England,  friend - 
In  love  with  Spain  —  at  feud  with  Austria ! 

WeU- 
I  wondered,  laughed  a  moment's  laugh  for  pride 
In  the  chivalrous  couple,  then  let  droo 
My  curtain  —  "I  am  out  of  it,"  I  saia  — 
When  .  .  . 
PU.  You  have  told  me,  Charles. 

Cha.  Polyxena — 

When  suddenly, — a  warm    March  day,  just 

that  I 
Just  so  much  sunshine  as  the  cottage  child 
Basks  in  delighted,  while  the  cottier 
Takes  off  his  bonnet,  as  he  ceases  work. 
To  catch  the  more  of  it  —  and  it  must  fall 
Heavily  on  mj  brother !    Had  you  seen 
Philip  — the  hon-featured !  not  like  me  ! 
Pol.    I  know  — 

Cha.      And  Philip's  mouth  vet  fast  to  mine. 
His  dead  cheek  on  my  cheek,  his  arm  still 

round 
My  neck, —  they  bade  me  rise,  "  for  I  was  heir 
To  the  Duke,"  they  said,  ""tne  right  hand  of 

the  Duke :  " 
Till  then  he  was  my  father,  not  the  Duke. 
80  ...  let  me  finish  .  .  .  the  whole  intricate 
World  Vbuflineas  their  dead  boy  was  bom  to,  I 
Must  conquer,  —  ay.  the  brilliant  thing  he  was 
I  of  a  sudden  must  oe  :  my  faults,  my  follies, 
—  All  bitter  truths  were  told  me,  all  at  once, 
To  end  the  sooner.    What  I  simply  styled 
Their  overlooking  me,  had  been  contempt : 
How  should  the  Duke  emplov  himself,  forsooth, 
With  such  an  one,  while  lordlv  Philip  rode 
By  him  their  Turin  through  ?    But  he  was 

punished, 
And  must  put  up  with  —  me  !      'T  was   sad 

enough 
To  learn  mv  future  portion  and  submit. 
And  then  the  wear  and  worry,  blame  on  blame ! 
For,  spring«ounds  in  my  ears,  firing-smells 

abouL 
How  could  I  but  grow  dizzy  in  their  pent 
Dim  palace-rooms  at  first  ?  ^  My  mother's  look 
As  they  discussed  my  insignificance, 
She  and  niy  father,  and  I  sitting  by,  — 
I  bore ;  I  knew  how  brave  a  son  they  missed  ; 
Philip  had  gayly  run  state-papers  through. 
While  Chanes  was  spelling  at  them  painfully  I 
But  Victor  was  my  father  spite  of  that. 
**  Duke  Victor's  entire  life  has  been,"  I  said, 
'^  Innumerable  efforts  to  one  end  ; 
And  on  the  point  now  of  that  end's  success, 
Our  Ducal  turning  to  a  Kingly  crown. 


Where 's  time  to  be  reminded  't  is  his  child 
He  spurns?"     And  so  I  suffered — scaioely 

suffered. 
Since  I  had  you  at  length ! 

Pol.  To  serve  in  place 

Of  monarch,  minister  and  mistress,  Charles  I 

Cha.    But,  once  that  crown  obtained,  then 
was't  not  lik<; 
Our  lot  would  alter  ?    "  When  he  rests,  takes 

breath, 
Glances  around,  sees  who  there 's  left  to  love  — 
Now  that  my  mother's  dead,  sees  I  am  left  — 
Is  it  not  like  he  '11  love  me  at  Uie  last  ?  " 
Well,  Savoy  turns  Sardinia ;  the  Duke 's  King : 
Conld  I   -  precisely  then  —  could  you  expect 
His  harshness  to  redouble  ?    These  few  months 
Have  been  .  .  .  have  been  .  .  .  Polyxena,  do  you 
And  God  conduct  me,  or  I  lose  myself  I 
What  vrould  he  have  ?    What  is 't  they  want 

with  me  ? 
Him  with  this  mistress  and  lliis  minister, 
—  You  see  me  and  you  hearliiro;  judge  as 

both  I 
Pronounce  what  I  should  do,  Polyxena  I 

Pol.     Endure,  endure,  beloved  I     Say  you 
not 
He  is  your  father  ?    All 's  so  incident 
To  novel  sway !    Beside,  our  life  must  change : 
Or  you  '11  acquire  his  kingcraft,  or  he  '11  fina 
HarshneaB  a  sorry  way  of  teaching  it. 
I  bear  this  —  not  that  there  's  so  much  to  bear. 

Cha.    You  bear?    Do  not  I  know  that  you, 
though  bound 
To  silence  for  my  sake,  are  perishing 
Piecemeal  beside  me  ?    Ana  how  omerwise 
When  every  creephole  from  the  hideous  Court 
Is  stopped  ;  the  Minister  to  dog  me,  here  — 
The  Mistress  posted  to  entrap  you.  there  I 
And  thus  shall  we  grow  old  m  suon  a  life  ; 
Not  careless,  never  estranged,  —  but  old :  to 

alter 
Our  life,  there  is  so  much  to  alter ! 

Pol.  Come  — 

Is  it  agreed  that  we  forero  complaint 
Even  at  Turin,  yet  complain  we  here 
At  Rivoli  ?    'T  were  wiser  you  announced 
Our  presence  to  the  King.    What 's  now  afoot 
I  wonder  ?    Not  that  any  more  's  to  dread 
Than  everv  day's  embarrassment :  but  pruesa 
For  me,  wny  train  so  fast  succeeded  train 
On  the  high-road,  each  gayer  still  tiian  each  ! 
I  noticed  your  Archbishop's  pursuivant. 
The  sable  cloak  and  silver  cross ;  such  pomp 
Bodes  .  .  .  what  now,  Charles  ?    Can  you  con- 
ceive ? 

Cha.  Not  I. 

Pol.    A  matter  of  some  moment  — 

Cha.  There 's  our  life  I 

Which  of  the  group  of  loiterers  that  stare 
From  the  lime-avenue,  divines  that  I — 
About  to  figure  presently,  he  thinks. 
In  face  of  all  assembled  —  am  the  one 
Who  knows  precisely  least  about  it  ? 

Pol.  Tush  I 

D'Ormea's  contrivance  I 

Cha.  Ay,  how  otherwise 

Should  the  young  Prince  serve  for  the  old  King's 
foa? 
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—  So  thai  the  nmplast  eooitier  ma^  ranurk 
'T  were  idle  Taiaiiff  parties  for  a  PHnce 
Content  to  lin^r  the  court's  laugrhing-etook. 
iwniething,  't  le  like,  about  that  weary  bumneee 
[PoinHitg  to  pap$r9  he  ktu  laid  down,  and   which 

PoLTZBHA  eaaminu, 

—  Not  that  I  ooinprehend  three  words,  of  oonrsef 
After  all  last  night's  study. 

Po/.  The  faint  heart! 

Why,  as  we  rode  and  yon  rehearsed  just  now 
Its  substance  .  .  .  (that 's  the  folded  speech  I 

mean, 
Coneeming'  the  Redvction  of  the  Fiefs) 
—What  would  you  haTe?  — I  fancied  while 

yon  spoke, 
Some  tonea  were  just  your  father's. 
Cka.  Flattery  I 

Pol.    I  faneied  so:  —  and  here  lurks,  sure 

enough. 
My  note  upon  the  Spanish  Claims !    You  \e 

mastered 
The  fief-apeech  thoroughly :  this  other,  mind, 
Is  an  opimon  von  deliver,  -^  stay, 
Best  read  it  slowly  over  once  to  me ;  ^ 
Read  —  there 's  bare  time ;  you  read  it  firmly — 

loud 

—  Rather  loud,  looking  in  his  face,  —  don't  sink 
Your  eye  once  —  ay,  thus  I    ^*  If  Spain  claims  " 

.  .  .  beein 
— Just  as  yon  look  at  me  I 

Cha,  At  yon  !    Oh  truly, 

Yon  have  I  seen,  say,  marshalling  your  troops, 
IMnninng  councils,  or,  through  doors  aiar. 
Head  sunk  on  hand,  devoured  bv  slow  chagrins 

—  Then  radiant,  for  a  crown  had  all  at  once 
Seemed  possihle  again !    I  can  behold 
Him,  whose  least  whisper  ties  my  spirit  fast, 

la  this  sweet  brow,  naught  oould  divert  me  from 
Save  objects  like  Sebastian's  shameless  lip. 
Or  worse,  the  clipped  gray  hair  and  dead  white 

face 
And  dwindling  eye  as  if  it  ached  with  guile, 
D^Ormea  wean  .  .  . 

[A$  Ae  kisses  her,  enter  front  the  Kno's  apartment 

D'Obmba.) 

I  said  he  would  divert 
My  kisBeB  from  your  brow  I 

D^Ormea.  lAgideJ]    Here  I    So,  King  Victor 
Spoke  tmth  tor  once  :   and  who 's  ordained, 

but  I 
To  make  that  memorable  P    Both  in  call, 
Ashe  declared  I  Were  't  better  gnash  the  teeth, 
Or  Ungh  outright  now  ? 
Cha.  [to  P0L.J  What 's  his  visit  for  ? 

1)'0,  \Aside.\    I  question  if  they  even  speak 

tome. 
Pol.  [to  Cba.1    Face  the  num !    He  '11  sup- 
nose  yon  fear  hira  else, 
[ii/oatf.]     The  Marquis  bears  the  King's  oom* 
mand,  no  doubt  ? 
h^O.  [Aside.']    Precisely  I  —  If  I  threatened 
him,  perhafie? 
Well,  this  at  least  is  punishment  enough  1 
Men  used  to  j>romise  punishment  wonm  come. 
Cka.    Dehver  the  Sling's  message.  Marquis  I 
/>'0.    [AMe.)  Ah- 

So  anxiona  for  his  fate  ?    [AUmd.l    A  word, 
mr  Prince, 


Before  yon  see  yonr  father— just  ona  woid 

Of  counsel  I 

Cha.       Oh,  your  counsel  certainly  I 
Polvxena,  the  Marquis  oounseU  us ! 
Well,  sir  ?    Be  brief,  however ! 

irO.  What?    Yon  know 

As  much  as  I  ?  —  preceded  me.  most  like, 
In  knowledge  I    So  I    ('T  is  in  his  eye,  beside  -^ 
His  voice :  he  knows  it,  and  his  heart  'son  flame 
Already  I)    Yon  surmise  why  you,  myself, 
Del  Borgo,  Spava,  fifty  nobles  more. 
Are  summoned  thus  ? 

Cha.  Is  the  Prinoe  used  to  know. 

At  any  time,  the  pleasure  of  the  King, 
Before  his  minister  ?  —  Polyzena, 
Stay  here  till  I  conclude  my  task  :  I  feel 
Your  presence  (smile  not)  through  the  walls, 

and  take 
Fresh  heart.  The  King 's  within  that  chamber  ? 

D^O.    [Passing  the  tabU  whereon  a  paper  lieg^ 
exclaims,  a$  he  glances  at  it]  ^*  Spain  I  " 

Pol.  [Aside  to  Cha.1    Tairy  awhile  :  what 
aus  the  minister  r 

D^O.^  Madam,  I  do  not  often  trouble  yon. 
The  Prince  loathes,  and  you  scorn  me  "•  let  that 

pass! 
But  since  it  touches  him  and  you,  not  me. 
Bid  the  Prinoe  listen  t 

Pd  [to  Cha  J  Surely  yon  will  listen  : 

~  Deceit  ?  —  Those  fingers  crumpling  up  his 
vest  ? 

Cha.    Deceitful  to  the  vexr  fingers'  ends  I 

D*0.    [who  has  approached  them,  overlooks  the 
other  paper  Ghabuss  continues  to  hold]. 
My  project  for  the  Fiefs !    As  I  supposed ! 
Sir,  1  must  pve  you  light  upon  those  measures 

—  For  this  IS  mine,  and  that  I  spied  of  Spain, 
Mine  too! 

Cha.  Release  roe  I    Do  von  gloze  on  me 

Who  bear  in  the  world's  face  (that  is,  the  world 
Yon  make  for  me  at  Turin)  your  contempt  ? 

—  Your  measures  ?  —  When  was  not  a  hatefn) 

task 
D'Ormea's  imposition  ?    Leave  my  robe  I 
What  post  can  I  bestow,  what  grant  concede  ? 
Or  do  you  take  me  for  the  King  ? 

DO.  Not  1 1 

Not  yet  for  King,  —  not  for,  as  yet,  thank  God* 
One  who  in  .  .  .  shall  I  say  a  year,  a  month  ? 
Ay  !  —  shall  be  wrt*tcheder  than  e'er  was  slave 
In  his  Sardinia,  —  Europe's  spectacle 
And  the  world's  by-word  !  What  ?  The  Prinor 

aggrieved 
That  I  excluded  him  our  counsels  ?    Here 

C  Touching  the  paper  in  Chablkb'b  hand' 

Accept  a  method  of  extorting  gold 

From  Savoy 's  nobles,  who  must  wring  its  wortL 

In  silver  first  from  tillers  of  the  soil. 

Whose  hinds  again  have  to  contribute  brass 

To  make  up  the  amount :  there 's  counsel,  sir. 

My  counsel,  one  year  old ;  and  the  fruit,  this  — 

Savoy 's  become  a  mass  of  misery 

And  wrath,  which  one  man  has  to  meet  —  the 

King: 
You  're  not  the  King  I    Another  counsel,  sir  I 
Spain  entertains  a  project  (here  it  lies) 
Which,  inxMBed,  makes  Austria  offer  that  same 

King 
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Thus  much  to  baffle  Spain :  he  promises ; 
Then  comes  Spain ,  breatliieas  lest  she  be  fore- 
stalled. 
Her  offer  follows ;  and  he  promises  .  .  . 

Cha.  —  Promises,  sir,  when  he  has  just  agreed 
To  Austria 's  offer? 

D^O,  That  *s  a  counsel,  Prince  ! 

But    past  our    foresight,  Spain  and  Austria 

(choosing 
To  make  their  quarrel  up  between  themselves 
Without  tlie  intervention  of  a  friend) 
Produce  both  treaties,  and  both  promises  .  .  . 

Cha,    How? 

D''0,    Prince,  a  counsel !    And  the  fruit  of 
that? 
Both  parties  covenant  afresh,  to  fall 
Together  on  their  friend,  blot  out  his  name. 
Abolish  him  from  Europe.    So,  take  note. 
Here 's    Austria    and    here  ^s  Spain  to  fight 

against, 
And  what  sustains  the  King  but  Savov  here, 
A  miserable  people  mad  with  wrongs  r 
Ton  ^re  not  the  King  1 

Cha.  Polyxena,  you  said 

All  would  clear  up :  all  does  clear  up  to  me. 

D^O,     Clear    up!     *T  is   no  sucn  thing  to 
envy,  then  ? 
You  see  the  King^s  state  in  its  length  and 

breadth  ? 
Tou  blame  me  now  for  keepiiw  you  aloof 
From  counsels  and  the  fruit  oi  counsels  ?   Wait 
Till  I  explaui  this  mormng  *s  business ! 

Cha.   \Aiide.]  No- 

Stoop  to  my  father,  yes,  —  D'Ormea,  no ; 

—  Tiie  King^s  son,  nut  to  the  King  ^s  counsel- 

lor! 
I  will  do  something,  but  at  least  retain 
The  credit  of  my  deed !    [/l/ou(/.]    Tlien  it  is 

this 
You  now  expressly  come  to  tell  me  ? 

D'O.  This 

To  tell  I    You  apprehend  me? 

Cha,  Perfectly. 

Further,  D  ^Onnea,  yon  have  shown  yourself. 
For  the    first    time    these   many  weeks  and 

months. 
Disposed  to  do  my  bidding  ? 
D'O.  From  the  heart  I 

Cha.    Acquaint  my  father,  first,  I  wait  his 
pleasure : 
Next  .^  .  .  or,  1 11  tell  yon  at  a  fitter  time. 
Acquaint  the  King ! 

D'O.    [Aside.]        If  I 'scape  Victor  yet  I 
First,  to  prevent  this  stroke  at  me :  if  not,  — 
Then,  to  avenge  it!    [To  Cha.]    Gracious  sir, 
I  go.  [Got*. 

Cha.    God,  I  forbore !    Which  more  offends, 
that  man 
Or  that  man's  master  ?    Is  it  come  to  this  ? 
Have  they  supposed  (the  sharpest  insult  yet) 
I  needed  e'en  his  intervention  ?    No ! 
No  —  dull  am  I,  conceded,  —  but  so  dull, 
Scarcely !    Their  step  decides  me. 
Pol.  How  decides  ? 

Cha.     You  would  be  freed  D'Ormea^s  eye 
and  hers  ? 

—  Could  fi^  the  court  with  me  and  live  content  ? 
So,  this  it  IS  for  which  the  knights  awAwble ! 


The  whispers  and  the  doaeting  of  late, 
Tlie  savaeeness  and  insolence  of  old, 
—  Forthw! 

Pol.     What  mean  yon  ? 

Cha.  How  ?    You  fail  to  catch 

Their  clever  plot  ?    I  missed  it,  but  could  you  ? 
These  last  two  months  of  care  to  inculcate 
How  dull  I  am,  —  D'Ormea's  present  visit 
To  prove  that,  being  dull,  I  might  be  worse 
Were  I  a  King —  as  wretched  as  now  dull  — 
You  recognize  in  it  no  winding  up 
Of  a  long  plot? 

Pol.  Why  should  there  be  a  plot  ? 

Cha.    The  crown's  secure  now;    I  should 
shame  the  crown  — 
An  old  complaint ;  the  jpoint  is,  how  to  gain 
M^  place  for  one  more  nt  in  Victor's  eyes. 
His  mistress  the  Sebastian's  child. 

Pol.  In  truth  ? 

Cha.  ^  They  dare  not  quite  dethrone  Sardi- 
nians Prince : 
But  the^  may  descant  on  my  dulness  till 
They  stmg  me  into  even  praying  them 
Grant  leave  to  hide  my  head,  resign  my  state. 
And  end  the  coil.    Not  see  now  ?    In  a  word. 
They  'd  have  me  tender  them  myself  my  rights 
As  one  incapable ;  —  some  cause  for  tliat. 
Since  I  delated  tluis  long  to  see  their  drift ! 
1  shall  apprise  tlie  King  ne  may  resume 
My  rights  this  moment. 

Pm.  Pause !  I  dare  not  think 

So  ill  of  Victor. 

Cha,  Think  no  ill  of  him ! 

Pol.  —  Nor  think  him,  then,  so  shallow  as  to 
suffer 
His  puriMwe  be  divined  thus  easily. 
And  yet  — you  are  the  last  of  a  great  line  ; 
There  's  a  great  heritage  at  stake ;  new  days 
Seemed  to  await  this  newest  of  the  realms 
Of  Europe  :  —  Charles,   you   must  witlistand 
this! 

Cha.  Ah ! 

You  dare  not  then  renounce  the  splendid  conrt 
For  one  whom  all  the  world  despises  ?    Speak  I 

Pol.    My  gentle  husband,  speak  I  will,  and 
truth. 
Were  this  as  you  believe,  and  I  once  sure 
Your  duty  lay  in  so  renouncing  rule, 
I    could  .  .  .  could?     Oh  what  happiness  it 

were 
To  live,  my  Charles,  and  die,  alone  with  you  1 

Cha,    I  grieve  I  asked  you.    To  the  pres- 
ence, then ! 
By  this,    D'Ormea   acquaints    the   King,  no 

doubt. 
He  fears  I  am  too  simple  for  mere  hints. 
And  tliat  no  less  will  serve  than  Victor's  month 
Demonstrating  in  council  what  I  am. 
I  have  not  breathed,  I  think,  these  many  years  ! 

Pol.    Why,  it  may  be !  —  if  he  desire  to  we<l 
That  woman,  call  legitimate  her  child. 

Cha.    You  see  as  much  ?    Oh,  let  lus  will 
have  way ! 
Yon  '11  not  repent  confiding  in  me,  love  ? 
There 's  many  a  brighter  spot  in  Piedmont,  ftu*, 
Than  Rivoli.    I  '11  seek  him  :  or,  suppose 
Yon  hear  first  how  I  mean  to  speak  my  mind  ? 
Loudly  and  firmly  both,  this  time,  be  sure ! 
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I  y«t  may  see  your  Rhine-Und,  who  can  tell  ? 
Once  away,  ever  then  away !    I  breathe. 

Pol.    And  I  too  breathe. 

Cha,  Come,  my  Polyzena  I 


KING  VICTOR 

PART  II 

Enter  Ksaa  Victor,  bearinff  the  regalia  on  a  evLsMon^ 
from  his  apartment.    He  call*  lowUy  — 

D'Ormea !  —  for  patienoe  fails  me,  treading  thus 
AmoQfiT  the  obeoure  trains  I  have  laid,  — my 

Knights 
Safe  in  the  hall  here  —  in  that  anteroom, 
My  son,  —  D^Ormea,    where?     (>f   this,  one 

touch  —  [Laying  down  the  crown. 

This  firebaJl  to  these  mute  black  cold  trains  — 

then 
Outbreak  enough  I 

IContempiating  it.]    To  lose  all,  after  all  I 
jliia, glancing  oW mv hoose  forages — shaped. 
Brave  meteor,  like  the  crown  of  Cyprus  now, 
Jerusalem,  Spain,  England,  every  change 
Hie  braver,  —  and  when  I  have  clutched  a 

prize 
My  ancestry  died  wan  with  watching  for. 
To  lose  it !  —  by  a  slip,  a  fault,  a  trick 
Learnt  to  advantage  once  and  not  unlearned 
When  past  the  use,  — "'  just  this  once  more  "  (I 

uionght) 
'*  Use  it  with  Spain  and  Austria  happily. 
And  then  away  with  trick  !  "    An  oversight 
I  'd  have  repaired  thrice  over,  any  time 
These  fifty  years,  must  happen  now  I    There  's 

peace 
At  length ;  and  Ij  to  make  the  most  of  peace, 
Ventured  my  project  on  our  people  here. 
As    needing   not    their    help :   which  Europe 

knows. 
And  means,  cold-blooded,  to  dispose  herself 
(Apart  from  plausibilities  of  war) 
To  cmah  the  new-made  King — who  ne^er  till 

now 
Feared  her.    As  Duke,  I  lost  each  foot  of  earth 
And  laughed  at  her:  my  name  was  left,  my 

sword 
Left,  all  was   left !    But  she  can  take,  she 

knows. 
This  Grown,  herself  conceded  .  .  . 

That 's  to  try. 
Kind   Europe!  —  My  career *s   not   closed  as 

This  boy  was  ever  subject  to  my  will. 
Timid  and  tame  —  the  fitter !  —  D'Ormea,  too 
What  if  the  sovereign  also  rid  himself 
Of  thee,  his  prime  of  parasites  ?      I  delay  ! 
irOrmea  I 

{A»  D'Obhsa  enters,  the  King  eeate  himself.) 

My  son,  the  Prince  —  attends  he  ? 
D'O.  Sir, 

He  does  attend.     The  crown  prepared  1 — it 

seems 
That  yon  persist  in  your  resolve. 

Vidor.  Who'soome? 

The  chancellor  and   the   chamberlain?     My 
knic^ts? 


D''0»    The  whole  Annnnsiata.    If,  my  liege. 
Your  fortune   had   not   tottered  worse  tmm 
now  .  .  . 
Vic.   Del  Borgo  has  drawn  up  the  schedules  ? 
mine  — 
Mv  son^s,  too  ?    Excellent !    Only,  beware 
Oi  the  least  blunder,  or  we  look  but  f 00b. 
First,  you  read  the  Annulment  of  the  Oaths ; 
Del  Boigo  follows  ...  no,  the  Prince  shall  sign ; 
Then  let  Del  Borgo  read  the  Lutrument : 
On  which,  I  enter. 

D^O.  Sir,  this  may  be  truth ; 

Ton,  sir,  may  do  as  you  affect  —  may  break 
Your  engine,  me,  to  pieces :  try  at  least 
If  not  a  spring  remam  worth  saving  I    Take 
My  counsel  as  I  Ve  counselled  many  times ! 
What  if  the  Spaniard  and  the  Austrian  threat  ? 
There 's  England,  Holland,  Venice  —  which  ally 
Select  you  ? 

Vic,         Aha  I   Come,  D'Onnea.  —  '*  truth" 
Was  on  your  lip^  a  minute  since.    Allies  ? 
I  Ve  broken  faith  with  Venice,  Holland,  Eng^ 

land 
—  As  who  knows  if  not  yon? 

D'  O.  But  why  with  me 

Break  faith  —  with  one  ally,  your  best,  break 
,  faith? 
Vic.    When  first  I  stumbled  on  you.  Marquis 
—  *twas 
At  Mondovi  —  a  little  lawyer's  clerk  .  .  . 
X)*0.     Therefore   your   soul's   ally  I  —  who 
brought  jrou  through 
Your  <}uarrel  with  the  Pope,  at  pains  enough  — 
Who  smiply  echoed  you  in  these  af^rs  — 
On  whom  you  cannot  therefore  visit  these 
Affairs'  ill  fortune  —  whom  you  trust  to  gnide 
You  safe  (yes,  on  my  soul)  through  these  affairs ! 

Vic.    I  was  about  to  notice,  had  you  not 
Prevented  me,  that  since  that  great  town  kept 
With  its  chicane  D'Ormea's  satchel  stuffed 
And  D'Ormea's  self  sufficiently  recluse. 
He  missed  a  sight,  —  my  naval  armament 
Wlien  I  burned  Toulon.    How  the  skiff  exults 
Upon  the  galliot's  wave  I  —  rises  its  height, 

0  ertops  it  even ;  but  the  great  wave  bursts. 
And  hell-deep  in  the  horrible  profound 
Buries  itself  the  galliot :  shall  the  skiff^ 
Think  to  escape  the  sea's  black  trough  in  turn  ? 
Apply  this :  you  have  been  my  minister 
--Next  me,  above  me  possibly  ;  — sad  post. 
Huge  care,  abundant  lack  of  fieace  of  mind ; 
Who  would  desiderate  the  eminence  ? 

You  gave  your  soul  to  get  it ;  you  'd  vet  give 
Your  soul  to  keep  it,  as  I  mean  you  shall, 
D'Ormea  1    What  if  the  wave  ebbed  with  me  ? 
Whereas  it  cants  you  to  another  crest : 

1  toss  yon  to  my  son ;  ride  out  your  ride  I 
D'O.    Ah,  you  so  much  despise  me  ? 

Vic.  You,  D'Otanea  ? 

Nowise :  and  I  'U  inform  you  wh^.    A  king 
Must  in  his  time  have  many  ministers. 
And  I  've  been  rash  enough  to  part  with  mine 
When  I  thou^t  proper.    Of  the  tribe,  not  one 
(  ...  Or  wait,  d[id  Pianesnse  ?  ...  ah,  just  the 

same !) 
Not  one  of  tibem,  ere  his  remonstrance  reached 
The  length  of  yours,  but  has  assured  me  (com 

monly 


ISO 
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StaudinsT  much  as  yon  stand,  —  or  nearer,  say, 
Tlie  door  to  make  his  exit  on  his  speech) 
—  I  should  repent  of  what  I  did.    D^Ormea, 
Be  candid,  you  approached  it  ivhen  I  hade  vou 
Prepare  the  schedules  I    But  you  stopped  in 

time, 
You  have  not  so  assured  me :  how  should  I 
Despise  you  then  ? 

{Enter  Chablbs.) 

^tc.  [Changing  kU  tone,]  Are  you  instructed  ? 
Do 
My  order,  polnx  by  pohit  I    About  it,  sir  I 
2)'0.   You  so  despise  me  I   [Aside,]  One  last 
stay  remains  — 
The  boy  ^s  discretion  there. 

[To  Cha.]  For  your  sake,  Prince, 
I  pleaded,  wholly  m  your  interest. 
To  save  you  from  tins  fate  J 

Cha.  [Aside,]  Must  I  be  told 

The  Prince  was  supplicated  for  —  by  him  ? 
Vic,    [To  D^O.J   Apprise  Del  Borg:o,  Spaya, 
and  the  rest. 
Our  son  attends  them ;  then  return. 
D'O,  One  word! 

Cha.  [Ande,]  A  mementos  pause  and  they 
would  driye  me  hence, 
I  do  believe  I 
D\0,  [Aside.]  Let  but  the  boy  be  firm  I 
Vic,  You  disobey  ? 

Cha,  [Toh'O,]  Youdonotdisobev 

Me.  at  least.    Did  you  promise  that  or  no  r 
V^O.  Sir,  I  am  yours:   what  would  you? 

Yours  am  1 1 
Cha,    When  I  have  said  what  I  shall  say, 
'tis  like 
Your  face  will  ne'er  again  disgfust  me.    Go  I 
Through  you,  as  through  a  breast  of  glass,  I  see. 
And  for  your  conduct,  from  mj  youui  till  now. 
Take  my  contempt  I    You  might  have  spared 

me  much. 
Secured  me  somewhat,  nor  so  harmed  yourself : 
That 's  over  now.    Oo,  ne'er  to  come  again  I 

D^O,  As  son,  the  father  —  father,  as  the  son  I 
MywitsI    My  wits!  [G^mv. 

Vic,  [Seated.]  And  yon,  what  meant  you, 
pray. 
Speaking  thus  to  D'Ormea? 

Cha,  Let  us  not 

Waste  words  upon  D'Ormea  I    Those  I  spent 
Have  half  unsettled  what  I  came  to  say. 
His  presence  vexes  to  my  very  soul. 

Vic.  One  called  to  manage  a  Kingdom,  Charles, 
needs  heart 
To  bear  up  under  worse  annoyances 
Than  seems  D'Ormea  — to  me,  at  least. 

Cha,  [Aside.]  Ah,  good  I 

He  keeps  me  to  the  point  I    Then  be  it  so. 
[AloudT]  Last  night,  sir,  brought  me  certain 

papers  —  these  — 
To  be  reported  on,  —  your  way  of  late. 
Is  it  last  night's  result  that  you  demand  ? 
Vic.  For  God's  sake,  what  has  night  brought 
forth  ?    Pronounce 
The  .  .  .  what 's  your  word  ?  —  result  I 

Cha.  Sir,  that  had  proved 

Quite  worthy  of  yonr  sneer,  no  doubt :  —  a  few 
Lame  thoughts,  regard  for  yon  alone  could 
wring, 


Lame  as  they  are,  from  brains  like  mine,  be* 

lieve  I 
As  't  is,  sir,  I  am  spared  both  toil  and  sneer. 
These  are  the  pi^Mrs. 

Vic,  Well,  sir?  I  suppose 

Yon  hardly  burned  them .    Now  for  your  result  I 

Cha,    I  never  should  have  done  great  things, 
of  course, 
But ...  oh  my  father,  had  you  loved  me  more ! 

Vic,  Loved  ?   [Aside.]  Has  D'Ormea  played 
me  false,  I  wonder  ? 
[Aloud,]  Why,  Charles,  a  king's  love  is  diffused 

—  yourself 
May  overlook,  perchance,  your  part  in  it. 
Om*  monarchy  is  absolutest  now 
In  Europe,  or  my  trouble 's  thrown  away. 
I  love,  my  mode,  that  subjects  each  and  all 
May  hare  the  power  of  loving,  all  and  each. 
Their  mode :  I  doubt  not,  many  have  their  sons 
To  trifle  with,  talk  soft  to,  all  day  long: 
I  have  that  crown,  this  chair,  D'Ormea,  Charies  I 

Cha,    'T  is  well  I  am  a  subject  then,  not  yon. 

Vic,  [Aside,]  D'Ormea  has  told  him  every- 
thing.   [Aloud,]    Aha, 
I  apprehend  you  :^  when  all 's  said,  yon  take 
Your  private  station  to  be  prized  beyond 
My  own,  for  instance  ? 

Cha,  —  Do  and  ever  did 

So  take  it :  'tis  the  method  you  pursue 
That  grieves  .  .  . 

Vic,    These  words!     Let  me  express,  my 
friend. 
Your  thoufriits.    You  penetrate  what  I  supposed 
Secret.    D  Oimea  plies  his  trade  betimes  I 
I  purpose  to  resign  my  crown  to  you. 

Cha,    Tome? 

Vic,  Now,  —  in  that  chamber. 

Cha,  You  resign 

The  crown  to  me  ? 

Vic,  And  time  enough,  Charles,  sure? 

Confess  with  me,  at  four-and-sixty  yean 
A  crown 's  a  load.    I  covet  quiet  once 
Before  I  die,  and  summoned  you  for  that. 

Cha.    'T  is  I  will  sneak :  you  ever  hated  mc, 
I  bore  it,  —  have  insulted  me.  borne  too  — 
Now  you  insult  Yourself  ;  and  I  remember 
What  I  believed  ^ou^hat  yon  really  are. 
And  cannot  bear  it.    What !    My  life  has  passed 
Under  your  eye,  tormented  as  yon  know,  — 
Yonr  whole  sagacities,  one  after  one. 
At  leisure  brought  to  play  on  me  —  to  prove  me 
A  fool,  I  thought  and  I  submitted ;  now 
You  'd  prove  .  .  .  what  would  you  prove  me? 

Vic.  This  to  me  ? 

I  hardly  know  you ! 

Cha.  Know  me  ?    Oh  indeed 

You  do  not  I    Wait  till  I  complain  next  time 
Of  my  simplicity  I  —  for  here  s  a  sage 
Knows  the  world  well,  is  not  to  be  deceived. 
And  his  experience  and  his  Macchiavels, 
D'Ormeas,  teach  him  —  what  ?  —  that  I  this 

while 
Have  envied  him  his  crown !    He  has  not  smiled, 
I  warrant,  —  has  not  eaten,  drunk,  nor  slept. 
For  I  was  plotting  with  my  Princess  yonder ! 
Who  knows  what  we  might  do  or  might  not  do  1 
Go  now,  be  pNolitic,  astound  the  world ! 
That  sentry  in  the  antechamber  —  nay. 
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The  yariet  who  disposed  this  preeious  trap 

iFcinting  to  the  eroum. 

That  was  to  take  me  —  ask  them  if  they  think 
Their  owii  sons  envy  them  their  posts  I  —  Know 
me  I 
Vic.    But  Yon  know  me,  it  seems  :  so,  learn, 
in  brief, 
My  ideasnre.      This  assembly  is  oonyened  .  .  . 
Cha,    Tell  me,  that  woman  pat  it  in  your 
head  I 
Ton  were  not  sole  oonttiver  of  the  scheme, 
My  father  I 

Vic.  Now  observe  me,  sir !  I  jest 

Seldom^ —  on  these  points,  never.      Here,  I  say, 
The  knights  assemble  to  see  me  ooncede, 
And  yon  aooept,  i^ardinia^s  orown. 

Cha.  FareweU ! 

*Twere  vain  to  hope  to  change  this:  I  can  end  it. 
N<»t  that  I  cease  from  being-  yours,  when  sunk 
Into  obeottrity :  I  'U  die  for  you, 
But  not  annoy  you  with  my  presenoe.    Sir, 
Farewell  1  Farewell! 

(BiUtr  D'Oaiau.) 

D^O.  [Aside A  Ha,  sore  he 's  changed  again — 
Means  not  to  fall  into  the  cunning  trap  I 
Then,  Vietor.  I  shall  ret  escape  you,  Victor ! 
Vic.     [Suddenly  placing  the  crown  upon  the 
head  <^  Charlbs.  ]    D^Ormea,  your  king ! 
[To  Cha.]  My  son,  obey  me  f    Charles, 

I  oar  father,  dearer-sighted  than  yourself, 
Deeides  it  must  be  so.    'Faith,  this  looks  real  I 
Mt  reasons  after ;  reason  upon  reason 
After :  but  now,  obey  me  1    Trust  in  me  I 
By  this,  you  save  Sardinia,  yoi  save  me  I 
Why,  the  boy  swoons  I     [To  D'O.]    Come  this 
side  I 
D^O,    [Ag  Chaslbs  turns  from  him  to  Vio- 

TOK.]  Yon  persist  ? 
Vic.    Y«s,  I  conceive  the  gesture^s  meaning. 
'Faith, 
He  almost  seems  to  hate  you :  how  is  that  ? 
Be  reassured,  my  Charles  I    Is  *t  over  now  ? 
Then,  Marquis,  tell  the  new  King  what  remains 
To  do  I    A  moment's  work.    Del  Borgo  reads 
The  Act  of  Abdication  out,  yon  sign  it. 
Then  I  sign  ;  after  that,  come  back  to  me. 
1>\0.    ^,  for  the  last  time,  pause  ! 
Vic.  Five  minutes  longer 

I  am  your  sovereign.  Marquis.    Hesitate  — 
And  I  *11  so  turn  tnoee  minutes  to  account 
That  .  .  .  Av,    ^ou   recollect   me  I      [Aside.] 

Could  I  brmg 
Jdy  foolish  mind  to  undergo  the  reading 
That  Aot  of  Abdication  ! 

lAt  CHAuas  moMMw  D*Ouau  to  precede  Mm. 
Thanks,  dear  Charles ! 

[Cbablsb  and  D'OansA  reHre. 
Vic.    A  novel  feature  in  the  boy,  —  indeed 
Just  what  I  feared  he  wanted  most.    Quite 

right. 
This  earnest  tone  :  your  truth,  now  for  effect  I 
It  answers  every  purpose :  with  that  look, 
That   voice,  —  1  hear    him  :    **  I  began   no 

treaty," 
(He  speaks  to  Spain,)  **noir  ever  dreamed  of 

this 
Ton  show  me  ;  this  I  from  mv  soul  regret ; 
But  if  my  fatiier  signed  it,  bid  not  me 


Dishonor  him  —  who  pve  me  aU,  beside :  " 
And,  ^*  true,'*  says  Spain,  **  't  were  luMsh  to 

visit  that 
Upon  the   Prince.'*    Then   come   the   nobles 

trooping: 
"  I  grieve  at  these  exactions  —  I  had  oat 
This  hand  off  ere  impose  them ;  but  shidl  I 
Undo  mv  father's  deed  ?  "  --  and  thev  confer  : 
**  Doubtless  he  was  no  party,  after  all ; 
Give  the  Prince  time  1 

Ay,  give  us  time,  but  time  I 
Only,  he  must  not,  when  the  dark  day  oomes^ 
Refer  our  friends  to  me  and  f matrate  all. 
We  '11  have  no  child's  play,  no  desponding  fits. 
No  Charles  at  each  cross  toni  entreating  Victor 
To  take  his  crown  again.    Guard  against  that  I 

(Enter  D^Oamu.) 
Long  live  King  Charles  i 

No  —  Charles's  counsellor  I 
Well,  is  it  over,  Blaiqois  ?    Did  I  jest  ? 

D'O.    '^  King  Charles  I"    What  then  may 
you  be? 

Vic.  Anything  I 

A  country  gentleman  that,  cured  of  bustle, 
Now  beats  a  quick  retreat  toward  Chamberv, 
Would  hunt  and  hawk  and  leave  you  noisy  folk 
To  drive  your  trade  without  him.    I  'm  Connt 

Remont  — 
Count  Tende  —  any  little  place's  Connt ! 

D'O.    Then  Victor,  Captain  against  Catinat 
At  Staffarde,  where  the  French  beat  you  ;  and 

Duke 
At  Turin,  where  you  beat  the  French;  King 

late 
Of  Savoy,  Piedmont,  Montferrat,  Sardinia, 
—  Now,  **  any  little  place's  Connt  "  — 

Vic.  F^vceed  I 

■D'O.    Breaker  of  vows  to  God,  who  crowned 
you  first ; 
Breaker  of  vows  to  man,  who  kept  you  since ; 
Most  profligate  to  me  who  outraged  God 
And  man  to  serve  you,  and  am  xnade  pay  crimes 
I  was  but  privy  to,  by  passing  thus 
To  your  imbecile  son  —  who,  well  you  know. 
Must — (when  the    people  here,    and  nations 

there. 
Clamor  for  you  the  main  delinquent,  slipped 
From  King  to — ""  Count  of  any  little  place )" 
Must  needs  surrender  me,  all  in  his  reach,  — 
I,  sir,  forgive  you  :  for  I  see  the  end  -* 
See  you  on  your  return  —  (you  will  return)  — 
To  him  yon  trust,  a  moment  .  .  . 

Vic.  Trust  him?    How? 

My  poor  man,  merely  a  prime-minister, 
Make  me  know  whrae  my  trust  errs ! 

P'O.  In  his  fear, 

His  love,  his  —  but  discover  for  yourself 
What  you  are  weakest,  trusting  in  I 

Vic.  Aha, 

D'Ormea,  not  a  shrewder  scheme  thsn  this 
In  jovLV  repertory  ?    You  know  old  Victor  — 
Vain,  choleric,  inconstant,  rash  —  (I  've  heard 
Talkers  who  little  thought  the  King  so  close)  — 
Felicitous  now,  were  't  not,  to  provoke  him 
To  clean  forget,  one  minute  afterward. 
His  solemn  act,  and  call  the  nobles  back 
And  pray  them  ^ve  again  the  very  power 
He  has  abjured  ?  —  for  the  dear  sake  of  what  ? 
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Vengeance  on  you,  D'Orraea  !    No :  such  am  I, 
Goont  Tende  or  Count  anything  3^ou  please, 

—  Only,  the  same  that  did  the  things  yon  say, 
And,  among  other  things  you  say  not,  used 
Tour  finest  fibre,  meanest  muscle,  —  jou 

I  used,  and  now,  since  yon  will  have  it  so. 
Leave  to  your  fate — mere  lumber  in  the  midst. 
You  and  your  works.    Why,  what  on  earth  be- 
side 
Are  you  made  for,  you  sort  of  ministers  ? 

D^O.    Not  left,  though,  to  my  fate  !    Your 
witless  son 
Has  more  wit  than  to  load  himself  with  lumber : 
He  foils  you  that  way,  and  I  follow  you. 

Fit.    Stay  with  my  son  —  protect  the  weaker 
side! 

D^O,    Ay,  to  be  tossed  the  people  like  a  rag, 
And  flung  by  them  for  Spam  and  Austria  s 

^  sport. 
Abolishing  the  record  of  your  part 
In  all  this  perfidy  I 

Vic,  Prevent,  beside. 

My  own  return  I 

D'  O.  That 's  half  prevented  now  I 

*T  will  go  hard  but  you  find  a  wondrous  charm 
In  exile,  to  discredit  me.    The  Al^, 
SiUc-miUs  to  watch,  vines  asking  vigilance  — 
Hounds    open   for    the   stag,   your    hawk  ^s 

arwing  — 
Brave  days  that  wait  the  Louis  of  the  South, 
Italy/s  Janus  1 

Vic,  So,  the  lawyer's  clerk 

Won't  tell  me  that  I  shall  repent  1 

D^O,  You  give  me 

Full  leave  to  ask  if  you  repent  ? 

Vic,        ^  Whene'er 

Sufficient  time 's  elapsed  for  that,  you  judge ! 

[Shoutt  inside,  *'  King  Chablbs  I  " 

D'  O.    Do  you  repent  ? 
Vic,    [After  a  sltaht  pause,]  .  .  .  I  Ve  kept 
them  waitii^f  ?        Yes  I 
Come  in,  complete  the  Abdication,  sir!    [They 

go  out. 

{Enter  Poltxbna.) 

Pci,    A  shout  I    The  sycophants  are  free  of 
Charles ! 
Oh,  is  not  this  like  Italy  ?    No  fruit 
Of  his  or  my  distempered  fancy,  this. 
But  just  an  ordinary  fact  I    Beside, 
Here  they  Ve  set  forms  for  such  proceedings ; 

Victor 
Imprisoned  his  own  mother :  he  should  know, 
If  any,  how  a  son 's  to  be  deprived 
Of  a  son's  right.    Our  duty  s  palpable. 
Ne'er  was  my  husband  for  the  wily  king 
And  the  unworthy  subjects :  be  it  so  I 
Come  you  safe  out  of  thera,  my  Charles  !    Our 

fefe 
Grows   not   the   broad    and    dazzling   life,    I 

dreamed 
Might  prove  your  lot ;  for  strength  was  shut  in 

you 
None  guessed  but  I — strength  which,  untram- 
melled once. 
Had  little  shamed  your  vaunted  ancestry  — 
Patience  and  self-devotion,  fortitude. 
Simplicity  and  utter  truthfulness 

—  All  which,  th^y  shout  to  lose  1 


So,  now  my  woric 
Begins  —  to   save    him   from    regret.      Save 

Charles 
Regret  ?  —  the  noble  nature !    He 's  not  made 
Like  these  Italians :  't  is  a  German  soul. 

(Chablbb  enter*  rrowned.) 
Oh,    where  's  the   King's  heir  ?    Gone :  —  the 

Crown-prince  ?    Gone :  — 
Where  's  Savoy  ?    Gone !  —  Sardinia  ?     Gone ! 

But  Charles 
Is  left  !^   And  when  my  Rhine-land  bowers  ar- 
rive. 
If  he^  looked  almost  handsome  yester^twilight 
As  his  gray  eyes  seemed  widening  into  bUu^ 
Because  I  praised  him,  then  how  will  he  look  ? 
Farewell,  you  stripped  and  whited  mulberry- 

trees 
Bound  each  to  each  by  lazy  ropes  of  vine ! 
Now  I  '11  teach  you  my  language :   I  'm  not 

forced 
To  speak  Italian  now,  Charles  ? 
[She  sees  the  croumA  What  is  this  ? 

Answer  me  —  who  tias  done  this  ?    Ajnswer ! 

Cha.  He ! 

I  am  King  now. 

Pol,  Oh  worst,  worst,  worst  of  all ! 

Tell  me!    What,  Victor?  He  has  made  you 

King? 
What 's  he  then  ?  What 's  to  follow  this  ?  You, 
King? 
Cha,  Have  I  done  wrong  ?  Yes,  for  you  were 

not  by  I 
Pd,  Tell  me  from  first  to  last. 
Cha,  Hush  —  a  new  world 

Brightens  before  me  ;  he  is  moved  away 
—  llie  dark  form  that  eclipsed  it,  he  subsides 
Into  a  shape  supporting  me  like  yon. 
And  I,  alone,  tend  upward,  more  and  more 
Tend  upward :  I  am  grown  Sardinia's  King. 
Pol,    Now  stop:  was  not  this  Victor,  Xhike 
of  Savoy 
At  ten  years  old  ? 
Cha.  He  was. 

Pol,  And  the  Duke  spent. 

Since  then,  just  four'aiid-fifty  years  in  toil 
To  be  — what? 

Cha.  ^'"^ 

Pol,  Then  why  unking  himself? 

Cha,  Those  years  are  cause  enough. 

Pol,  ^  ^    The  only  cause? 

Cha,    Some  new  perplexities. 

Pol.  Which  yon  can  solve 

Although  he  cannot  ? 

Cha.  He  assures  me  so. 

Pol.    And  this  he  means  shall  last  ~  how 
long? 

Cha.  How  long? 

Think  you  I  fear  the  perils  I  confront  ? 
He 's  praising  me  before  the  people's  face  — 
My  people ! 

Pol.    Then  he 's  changed  —  grown  kind,  the 
King? 
Where  can  the  trap  be  ? 

Cha.  Heart  and  sold  I  pledge  I 

My  father,  could  I  guard  the  crown  you  gained, 
Transmit  as  I  received  it,  —  all  good  else 
Would  I  surrender  I 

Pol,  Ah,  it  opens  then 
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Before  you^  all  you  dreaded  formerlv  ? 
Yon  are  rejoiced  to  be  a  kins,  my  Charles  ? 
Cha.  So  innoh  to  dare  ?  The  better,  —  much 
to  dread: 
The  better.    I  11  adyentiire  though  alone. 
Triumph  or  die,  there  'a  Victor  still  to  witneas 
Who  dSes  or  triumphs  —  either  way,  alone  1 
Pol,  Onoe  I  had  found  my  share  in  triumph, 
Charles, 
Or  death. 

Cha,       But  you  are  1 1    But  you  I  call 
To  take,    Heayen's  proxy,  tows  I    tendered 

Heaven 
A  moment  since.    I  will  desexre  the  crown  I 
Pol.  Ton  will.^  [Aside.]  No  doubt  it  were  a 
glorious  thing 
For  any  people,  if  a  heart  like  his 
Ruled  orer  it.    I  would  I  saw  the  trap. 
(J?ator  ViOTOB.) 

'T  is  he  must  show  me. 
Vic.  So,  the  mask  falls  off 

An  old  man's  foolish  love  at  last.  Spare  thanks  I 

I  know  you,  and  Polyxena  I  know. 

Here  *s  Charles  —  I  am  his  guest  now  —  does  he 
bid  me 

Be  seated?     And  my  light-haired  blue-eyed 
chUd 

Must  not  forget  the  old  man  far  away^ 

At  Chambery,  who  dozes  while  she  reigns. 
PU.    Most  grateful  shall  we  now  be,  talking 
least 

Of  gratitude  —  indeed  of  anything 

That  hiudera  what  yourself  must  need  to  say 

To  Charles. 
Cha.        Pray  speak,  sir  !^ 
Vic.  'Faith,  not  much  to  say : 

Only  what  shows  itself,  you  onoe  i'  the  point 

Of  sight.    You  're  now  the  King :  you  11  com- 
prehend 

Mooh  you  may  oft  have  wondered  at  —  the 


Dissimnlation.  wilinnss  I  showed. 

For  what 's  our  post  ?   Here 's  Savoy  and  here 's 

Piedmont, 
Here 's  Montferrat  —  a  breadth  here,  a  space 

there  — 
To  o'er-sweep  all    these,  what's  one  weapon 

worth? 
I  often  think  of  how  they  fought  in  Oreece 
(Or  Rome,  which  was  it  ?    You  're  the  scholar, 

Charles !) 
Yon  made  a  front-thrust  ?    But  if  your  shield 

too 
Were  not  adroitly  planted,  some  shrewd  knave 
Rravched  yon  bemud ;  and  him  foiled,  straight  if 

thong 
And  handle  of  that  shield  were  not  cast  loose. 
And  you  enabled  to  outstrip  the  wind, 
Fresh  foes  assailed  you,  either  side  ;  'scape  these, 
And  reach  your  place  of  refuge— e'en  then, 

odds 
If  the  gate  opened  unless  breath  enough 
Were  left  in  you  to  make  its  lord  a  speech. 
Dhjyou  will  see  I 

Cha.  No :  straight  on  shall  I  go, 

Truth  helping ;  win  with  it  or  die  with  it. 
Vic.    'Faith,    Charles,    you're    not    made 

Europe's  fighting*man  I 


The  barrieripiarder,  if  ]^ou  please.    You  olntoh 
Hold  and  consolidate,  with  envious  France 
This  side,  with  Austria  that,  the  territory 
I  held  —  ay,  and  will  hold  .  .  .  which  you  shall 

hold 
Despite  the  couple  I    But  I  've  surely  earned 
flxemption  from  these  weary  politics, 

—  The  privUege  to  prattle  with  my  son 

And  daughter  here,  though  Europe  wait  the 
whue. 

Pol,    Nay,  sir,  —  at  Chambery,  awav  forever, 
As  soon  you  will  be,  't  is  farewell  we  bid  you : 
Turn  these  few  fleeting  moments  to  account ! 
'T  is  just  as  thoufl^  it  were  a  death. 

Vic,  Indeed  I 

Pol.  [Atide,]   Is  the  trap  there  ? 

Cha ,  Ay,  call  this  parting — death  I 

The  saereder  ^our  memory  becomes. 
If  I  misrule  Sardinia,  how  bring  back 
My  father? 

Vic,  I  mean  ... 

Pol.     [who   watches   Victor   nairoiwip  this 
while] ,  Your  father  does  not  mean 

You  should  be  ruling  for  your  father's  sake : 
It  is  your  people  mtut  oonoern  you  wholly 
Instead  of  him.  Yon  mean  this,  sir  ?    (He  drops 
My  hand  I) 

Cha,  That  people  is  now  part  of  me. 

Vic.     About  the  people  I     1  took   certain 
measures 
Some  short  time  since  .  .  .  Oh,  I  know  well, 

you  know 
But  little  of  my  measures !    These  affect 
The  nobles;  we've  resumed  some  grants,  imr 

posed 
A  tax  or  two :  prepare  yourself,  in  short. 
For  clamor  on  that  score.    Mark  me :  you  yield 
Nqjot  of  aught  entrusted  you  I 

Pd.  No  jot 

You  yield  I 

Cha,  My  father,  when  I  took  the  oath. 

Although  my  eye  might  stray  in  search  of  yours, 
I  heard  it,  understood  it,  promised  God 
What  you  require.    Till  from  this  eminence 
He  move  me,  here  I  keep,  nor  shall  concede 
The  meanest  of  my  rights. 

Vic.  [Aside.]  The  boy 's  a  fool  I 

—  Or  rather,  I  m  a  fool :  for,  what 's  wrong 

here? 
To-day  the  sweets  of  reigrning :  let  to-morrow 
Be  ready  with  its  bitters. 

{Enter  D*Obvba.) 

There  's  beside 
Somewhat  to  press  upon  your  notice  first. 

Cha.    Then  why  delay  it  for  an  instant,  sir  ? 
That  Spanish  claim  perchance  ?    And,  now  you 
speak, 

—  This  morning,  my  opinion  was  mature,^ 
Which,  boy-like,  I  was  bashful  in  producing 
To  one  I  ne'er  am  like  to  fear  in  future ! 

My  thought  is  formed  upon  that  Spanish  claim. 

Vic.    Betimes  indeea.     Not  now,  Charles! 
You  require 
A  host  of  papers  on  it. 

D'O.  [Cominff  forward.]    Here  they  are. 
\To  Cha.]    I,  sir,  was  minister  and  much  beside 
Of  the  late  monarch  ;  to  say  little,  him 
I  served  :  on  you  I  have,  to  say  e'en  1< 
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No  olaim.     This  caae  oontains  those  papers: 

with  them 
I  tender  yon  my  office. 

Vic,  [Ucutify,]  Keep  him,  Charles  1 

There  's  reason  for  it  —  many  reasons :  you 
Distrnst  him,  nor  are  so  far  wrong  there,  —  bnt 
He 's  mixed  m>  in  this  matter —  he  '11  desire 
To  quit  you,  for  oooasions  known  to  me  : 
Do  not  accept  those  reasons  :  have  him  stay  I 

Pol.  [Aside.]    His  minister  thrust  on  us ! 

Cha,  [To  D'O.l  JSir,  beUeve, 

In  justice  to  myself,  you  do  not  need 
£^en  this  commendii^ :  howsoe'er  might  seem 
Mv  feelings  toward  you,  as  a  private  man, 
Tney  ^uit  me  in  the  vast  and  untried  field 
Of  action.    Though  I  shall  myself  (as  late 
In  your  own  heanng  I  engaged  to  do) 
Preside  o'er  my^ardinia,  yet  your  help 
Is  necessary.    Think  the  past  forgotten 
And  serve  me  now  I 

D'O.  I  did  not  offer  you 

My  service  —  would  that  I  could  serve  yon,  mr ! 
As  for  the  Spanish  matter  .  .  . 

Vic.  Bnt  dispatch 

At  least  the  dead,  in  my  good  daughter's  phn»e, 
Before  the  living  I    Help  to  house  me  sale 
Ere  with  D'Ormea  you  set  the  world  agape  ! 
Here  is  a  paper  —  will  you  overlook 
What  I  propose  reserving  for  my  needs  ? 
I  get  as  f itf  from  you  as  possible  : 
Here  's  what  I  reckon  mjr  expenditure. 

Cha.  [Reading,]    A  miserable  fifty  thousand 
crowns! 

Vic,    Oh,  quite  enough  for  country  gentle- 
men! 
Beside,  the  exchequer  happens  .  .  .  but  find 

out 
All  that,  vourself  I 

Cha.    (StiU  reading.]    "Count    Tende"  — 
what  means  Uiis  ? 

Vic.    Me  :   yon  were  but  an  infant  when  I 
burst 
Through  the  defile  of  Tende  upon  France. 
Had  only  my  allies  kept  true  to  me  ! 
No  matter.    Tende 's,  then,  a  name  I  take 
Just  as  .  .  . 

D^O,       —  The  Marchioness  Sebastian  takes 
The  name  of  Spigno. 

Cha.  How,  sir  ? 

Vic.    [ToD'O.]  Fool!    All  that 

Was  for  mv  own  detailing.    [To  Cha.]    That 
anon! 

Cha.    [To  D'O.]     Expbun  what  you  have 
said,  sir! 

D^O.  I  supposed 

The  marriage  of  the  bang  to  her  I  named. 
Profoundly  Kept  a  secret  these  few  weeks, 
Was  not  to  be  one,  now  he 's  Count. 

Pol.    [Aside.]  With  US 

The  minister  —  with  him  the  mistress  I 

Cha.    [To  Vic]  No— 

Tell  me  you  liave  not  taken  her  —  that  wo- 
man— 
To  live  with,  past  recall ! 

Vic.  And  where 's  the  crime  .  .  . 

Pol.    [To  Cha.]    True,  sir,  this  is  a  matter 
past  recall 
And  past  your  cognizance     A  day  before, 


And  you  had  been  compelled  to  note  this  — 

now 
Why  note  it  ?     The  King  saved  his  House 

from  shame : 
What  the  Count  did,  is  no  concern  of  ^ouis. 
Cha,    [AfUr  a  pause.]    The  Spanish  claim, 

D'CSiM    " 


! 


Vic. 


Whr,  my  son, 
I  took  some  ill-advised  .  .  .  one's  age,  in  fact. 
Spoils  everything :    though  I  was  overreached, 
A  younger  brain,  we  'U  trust,  may  extricate 
Sardinia  readily.    To-morrow,  D'Ormea, 
Inform  the  King  1 
D^O.     [Without    regarding    Victob,     and 
leisurelyA 

Thus  stands  the  case  with  Spain  : 
When  first  the  Infant  Carlos  claimed  his  proper 
Succession  to  the  throne  of  Tuscany  .  .  . 
Vic.    1  tell  yon,  that  stands  over  1    Let  that 
rest! 
There  is  the  policy ! 

Cha.    [Tol)'0.]    Thus  much  I  know. 
And  more  —  too  much.    The  remedy  ? 

D'O.  Of  course! 

Nu  elimpse  of  one. 

Vic,  No  remedy  at  all  1 

It  makes  tlie  remedy  itself  —  time  makes  it. 
D'O.    [roCHA.l    But  if  .  .  . 
Ftc.    [Utiii  more  hastily.]    In  fine,  I  shall 
take  care  of  that : 
And,  with  another  project  that  I  have  .  .  . 
D'O.    [Turning  on  him.]     Oh,  since  Count 
Tende  means  to  take  again 
King  Victor's  crown  !  — 
Pol.    [Throwing  herself  at   Victor's  feet.] 

£  en  now  retake  it,  sir ! 
Oh,  speak !     We  are  your  Bubjects  both,  cmoe 

more ! 
Say  it  —  a  word  effects  it !    Ton  meant  not. 
Nor  do  mean  now,  to  take  it :  bnt  yon  must ! 
'T  is  in  vou  —  in  your  nature — and  the  shame 's 
Not  halt  the  shame 't  would  grow  to  afterwards ! 
Cha.    Polyxena ! 

Pol.  A  word  recalls  the  knights  — 

Say  it  I  — What 's  promising  and  what 's  ths 

past? 
Say  you  are  still  King  Victor ! 

D^O.  Better  say 

The  Count  repents,  in  brief ! 

[VicToarifM. 

Cha.  With  such  a  crime 

I  have  not  charged  yon,  sir ! 
Pol.  Charles  turns  from  me  I 


SECOND  YEAR,  1731.  — KING  CHARLES 

PART  I 

Enter  Qusbh  Poltxira  and  D'Obxsa.  —  A  patue. 

Pol.    And  now,  sir,  what  have  you  to  say  f 
D'O.  Count  Tende  .  .  . 

Pol.    Affirm  not  I  betrayed  yon ;  yon  re 
solve 
On  uttering  this  stnuige  intelligence 
—  Nay,  post  vourself  to  find  me  ere  I  reach 
The  capital,  because  you  know  King  Charles 
Tarries  a  day  or  two  at  Enan  baths 
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Babiiid  me: — but  take  warnioff,  —  here  sod 
thus  [Seating  herte{fln  tks  ivyal  seal, 

I  fieteo,  if  I  listen  ~  not  your  frieud. 
Explicitly  the  statement,  if  yon  still 
Persist  to  uree  it  on  me,  must  proceed  : 
I  am  not  maoe  for  ausrht  else. 

D'O.  Good  I    Count  Tende  .  .  . 

Po/.    I,  who  mistrust  you,  shall  acquaint 
King  Charles, 
Who  even  more  mistrusts  yon. 

D'O,  Does  he  lo? 

Pol,    Why  should  he  not? 

D'O.  Ay,  why  not?    Motives,  seek 

Yon  virtuous  people,  motives !    Say,  I  serve 
God  at  the  devil's  bidding  —  will  that  do  ? 
I  'm  proud :  our  people  have  been  pacified, 
Really  I  know  not  how  — 

Foi,  By  truthfulness. 

D^O.    Elzaotly ;  that  shows  I  had  naught  to 
do 
With  paeif ving  them.    Our  foreign  perils 
Also  exoeea  my  means  to  stay :  bnt  here 
*T  is  otherwise,  and  my  pride  *s  piqued.    Count 

Tende 
Completes  a  full  year's  absenee  :  would  you, 

madam, 
Have  the  old  monarch  back,  his  mistress  back, 
His  measures  back  ?    I  pray  you,  aot  upon 
My  oonnseL,  or  they  will  be. 

Pol.  When? 

D'O.  Let 's  think. 

Home-matteis  settled — Victor  's  coming  now ; 
Let  foreign  matters  settle  —  Victor 's  here 
Unless  I  stop  him  ;  as  I  will,  this  way. 

Pol.    [  Heading  the  papers  he  presents.  1  If  this 
should  prove  a  plot  'twixt  you  and  Victor  ? 
Ton  seek  annoyances  to  give  the  pretext 
For  what  you  say  yon  fear  1 

D'O.  Oh,  possibly  I 

Igo  for  nothing.    Only  show  King  Charles 
That  thus  Count  Tende  purposes  return, 
And  style  me  his  inviter,  if  ^on  please  1 

Pol,    Half  of  your  tale  is  true ;    most  like, 
the  Count 
Seeks  to  return :  bnt  why  stay  you  with  us  ? 
To  aid  in  sneh  emergencies. 

D'O.  Keep  safe 

Those  M>er8 :   or,  to  serve  me,  leave  no  proof 
I  thus  nave  counselled  I    When  the  Count  re- 
turns^ 
And  the  King  abdicates,  't  will  stead  me  little 
To  have  thus  counselled. 

Pd.  The  King  abdicate ! 

D^O     He's  good,  we   knew   long   since  — 
wise,  we  aisoover  — 
Firm,  let  us  hope :  —  but  I  'd  have  gone  to  work 
With  him  away.    Well  I 

[Chablbs  without.]  In  the  Council  Chamber  ? 

n'O.    All's  lost  1 

Pol.    Gh,  surely  not  King  Charles  I     He 's 
changed  — 
That 's  not  this  year's  care-burdened  voice  and 

step: 
Tis  last  year's  step,  the  Prince's  voice  I 

V'O.  I  know. 

{Enter  Crablsb  —  D'Oskka  retiring  a  little.) 

Cha.    Now  wish  me  joy,  Polyxena  I    Wish  it 
me 


The  old 


I 
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There  was  too  much  canse  for  that  t 
But  I  have  found  myself  again.    What  news 
At  Turin  ?    Oh,  if  you  but  telt  the  UmuI 
I'm  free  of — free  I     I  said  this  year  would 

end 
Or  it,  or  me  —  but  I  am  free,  thank  God  1 
Pol.    How,  Charles  ? 

Cha.    You  do  not  guess  ?     The  day  I  found 
Sardinia's  hideous  oou,  at  home,  abroad, 
And  how  my  father  was  involved  in  it,  — 
Of  course,  I  vowed  to  rest  and  smile  no  more 
Until  I  cleared  his  name  from  obloquy. 
We  did  the  people  right  —  't  was   much  to 

gain 
That  point,  redress  our  nobles'  grievance,  too—' 
But  that  took  place  here,  was  no  orying  shsone : 
All  must  be  done  abroad,  —  if  I  abroad 
Appeased  the  justly-angered  Powers,  destroyed 
The  scandal,  took  oown  Victor's  name  at  last 
From  a  bad  eminence,  I  then  might  breathe 
And  rest  I    No  moment  was  to  lose.    Behold 
Tlie  proud  result — a  Treaty,  Austria,  Spain 

1)'0.  [Aside.]  I  shall  merely  stipuhUe 
For  an  experienced  headsman. 

Cha.  Not  a  soul 

Is  compromised :  the  blotted  puit  's  a  blank  : 
Even  O'Ormea  escapes  unquestioned.    Siee  I 
It  reached  me  from  v  ienna ;  I  remained 
At  £vian  to  dispatch  the  Count  his  news ; 
'T  is  Bone  to  Chambery  a  week  ago  — 
And  nere  am  I :  do  I  deeerve  to  roel 
Your  warm  white  arms  around  me  ? 

lyO.    [Comnp  forward.]      He  knows  that  ? 

Cha.    What,  m  Heaven's  name,  means  this  f 

D^O.  He  knows  that  matters 

Are  settled  at  Vienna?    NottooUtel 
Plainly,  unless  you  post  this  very  hour 
Some  man  you  trust  (say,  me)  to  Chambery 
And  take  precantioDS  I  acquaint  you  with. 
Your  father  will  return  here. 

Cha.  Are  you  crazed, 

D'Ormea?     Here  ?     For  what?    As  well  ze- 

tum 
To  take  his  crown  I 

D'O.  He  will  return  for  that. 

Cha.  [To  Pol.]     You  have  not  listened  to 
this  man? 

Pol.  He  spoke 

About  your  safety  —  ana  I  listened. 

[He  disengage*  himseljfrom  her  arms. 

Cha.  [To  D'O.l  What 

Apprised  you  of  uie  Count's  intentions  ? 

P'O.  Me? 

His  heart,  sir ;  you  may  not  be  used  to  read 
Such  evidence  however ;  therefore  read 

[Pointing  to  Polyxbii a*8  papers. 
My  evidence. 

Cha.  [  To  Pol.]  Oh,  worthy  this  of  yon  I 
And  of  your  speech  I  never  have  forgotten, 
Though  I  professed  f orgetfnlness ;  wmch  haunts 

me 
As  if  I  did  not  know  how  false  it  was ; 
Which  made  me  toil  unconsciously  thus  long 
That  there  might  be  no  least  occasion  left 
For  aught  of  its  prediction  coming  true  ! 
And  now,  when  there  is  left  no  least  occaHion 
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To  instigate  my  father  to  such  crime  — 
When  I  migrht  venture  to  forget  (I  hoped) 
That  speech  and  reoognize  Polvxeua  — 
Oh  worthy,  to  revive,  and  tenfold  worse^ 
That  phigue  I    D'Ormea  at  your  ear,  his  slan* 

ders 
Still  in  your  hand  I    Silent  ? 

Pol,  As  the  wronged  are. 

Cha.    And  you,  D'Ormea,  since  when  have 
you  presumed 
To  spy  upon  my  father  ?    I  conceive  ^ 
What  that  wise  paper  shows,  and  easily. 
Since  when  ? 

D^O.     The  when  and  where  and  how  belong 
To  me.    'T  is  sad  work,  but  I  deal  in  sudi. 
Ton  ofttimes  serve  yourself ;  I  'd  serve  you  here : 
Use  makes  me  not  so  squeamish.    In  a  word, 
Since  the  first  hour  he  went  to  Chambery, 
Of  his  seven  servants,  five  have  I  suborned. 

Cha,    You  hate  my  father  ? 

1)^0,  Oh,  jost  as  you  will  I 

[^Looking  at  PoLTxmrA. 
A  minute  since,  I  loved  him  —  hate  him,  now ! 
What  matter  ?  —  if  you  ponder  just  one  thing : 
Has  he  that  treaty  ?  ~  he  is  setting  forward 
Already.    Are  your  guards  here  ? 

Cha,  Well  for  you 

They  are  not !    [To  Pol.]    Him  I  knew  of  old, 

but  you  — 
To  hear  tluit  pickthank,  further  his  designs ! 

Guards  ?  —  were  they  here,  I  *d  bid  them,  for 

your  trouble, 
Arrest  you. 

D*0.        Guards  you  shall  not  want.    I  lived 
The  servant  of  your  choice,  not  of  your  need. 
You  never  greatly  needed  me  till  now 
That  you  discard  me.    This  is  my^  arrest. 
Again  I  tender  you  my  charge  —  its  duty 
Would  bid  me  press  you  read  those  documents. 
Here,  sir !  [Offering  hi*  badge  qf  Office. 

Cha.  [Taking  it,]    The  papers  also  1    Do  you 
think 
I  dare  not  read  them  ? 

Pol.  Read  them,  sir  I 

Cha,  They  prove. 

My  father,  still  a  month  within  the  year 
Since  he  so  solemnly  consigned  it  me, 
Means  to  resume  his  crown  ?    Tliey  shall  prove 

that, 
Or  mv  best  dungeon  .  .  . 

D'O.  Even  say,  Chambery  ! 

'T  is  vacant,  I  surmise,  by  this. 

Cha.  Youprove 

Your  words  or  pay  their  forfeit,  sir.  ^  Go  there  ! 
Polyxena,  one  chance  to  rend  the  veil 
Thickening  and  blackening  *twixt  us  two !    Do 

say. 
You  ^11  see  the  falsehood  of  the  charges  proved  ! 
Do  say.  at  least,  you  wish  to  see  them  proved 
False  cnarges  —  my  hearths  love  of  other  times ! 

Pol.    Ah,  Charles! 

Cha.  [  To  D' O.]  Precede  me,  sir ! 

D'O.  And  I  'm  at  length 

A  martyr  for  the  truth !    No  end,  thev  say, 
Of  miracles.    My  conscious  innocence  1 
{Am  they  go  out^  enter  —  by  thf  middle  door,  at  tchieh 
he  i^ausee  —  V  ktok.) 


Vic.       Sun  1  heard  Y<rioefl?    No.    Well,  I 

do  best 
To  make  at  once  for  this,  the  heart  o'  the  place. 
The  old  room !    Nothing  changed  I  So  near  my 

seat, 
D'Ormea  ?    [  Puthing  away  the  stool  which  is  by 

the  KiMO^s  chair, 

I  want  that  meeting  over  first, 
I  know  not  why.    Tush,  he,  D'Ormea,  dow 
To  hearten  me,  the  supple  knave  ?    That  burst 
Of  spite  so  eased  him  I    He  '11  inform  me  .  .  . 

Wiat? 
Why  come  I  hither  ?    All  *8  in  rough  :  let  all 
Remain  rough.  There 's  full  time  to  draw  back 

—  nay. 
There's  naught  to  draw  back  from,  as  yet; 

whereas. 
If  reason  should  be,  to  arrest  a  course 
Of  error —  reason  good,  to  interpose 
And  save,  as  I  have  saved  so  manv  times. 
Our  House,  admonish  my  son's  giddy  youth. 
Relieve  him  of  a  weight  that  proves  toomucn  — 
Now  is  the  time,  -~or  now,  or  never. 

'FaiUi, 
This  kind  of  step  is  pitiful,  not  due 
To  Charles,  this  stealing  back  —  hither,  be- 
cause 
He 's  from  his  capital  I    Oh  Victor  I   Victor ! 
But  thus  it  is.    The  age  of  crafty  men 
Is  loathsome  ;  youth  contrives  to  carry  off 
Dissimulation ;  we  may  intersperse 
Extenuating  jpassages  of  streng^. 
Ardor,  vivacity  and  wit  —  may  turn 
E'en  guile  into  a  voluntary  grace : 
But  one's  old  age,  when  graces  drop  away 
And  leave  guile  the  pure  staple  of  our  lives  — 
Ah,  loathsome  I 

Not  so  —  or  why  pause  I  ?    Turin 
Is  mine  to  have,  were  I  so  minded,  for 
The  asking :  all  the  army 's  mine  —  I  've  witr 

nessed 
Each  private  fight  beneath  me ;  all  the  Court 's 
Mine  too ;  and,  best  of  all,  D'Ormea's  still 
D'Ormea  and  mine.    There 's  some  grace  ding- 
ing yet. 
Had  I  decided  on  this  step,  ere  midnight 
I  'd  take  the  crown. 

No.    Just  this  step  to  rise 
Exhausts  me.    Here  am  I  arrived  :  the  rest 
Must  be  done  for  me.    Would  I  could  sit  here 
And  let  things  right  themselves,  the  masque 

unmasque 
Of  the  old  King,  crownless,  gray  hair  and  hot 

blood,  — 
The  young  King,  crowned,  but  calm  before  his 

time. 
They  say, —  the    eager    mistress    with     her 

taunts,  — 
And  the  sad  earnest  wife  who  motions  me 
Away  —  ay,  there  she  knelt  to  me  1    E'en  yet 
I  can  return  and  sleep  at  Chambery 
A  dream  out. 

Rather  shake  it  off  at  Turin, 
King  Victor !    Say  :  to  Turin  —  yes,  or  no  ? 

'Tis  this  relentless  noonday-lignted  chamber. 
Lighted  like  life  but  silent  as  the  grave, 
lliat  disconcerts  me,    Tliat  's  the  change  must 

strike. 
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No  silence  last  year!    8oiue  one  flang  doois 

wide 
(Those  two  great  doors  which  soratinixe  me  now) 
And  oat  I  went  'mid  crowds  of  men  —  men  talk- 

ingt  . 
Men  watching  if  my  lip  fell  or  brow  knit, 
Men  saw  me  safe  forth,  put  me  on  my  road  : 
That  makes  the  misery  of  tliis  return. 
Oh  had  a  battle  done  it  I    Had  I  dropped, 
Haling  some  battle,  three  entire  days  old, 
Hither  and  thither  by  the  forehead  — dropped 
In  Spain,  in  Austria,  best  of  all,  in  France  -~ 
Smmied  on  its  horns  or  underneath  its  hoofs. 
When  the  spent  monster  went  upon  its  knees 
To  pad  and  pash  the  prostrate  wretch  —  I,  Vic- 
tor, 
Sole  to  have  stood  up  against  France,   beat 

down 
By  inches,  brayed  to  pieces  finally 
In  some  vast  unimaginable  charge, 
A  flying  hell  of  horse  and  foot  and  guns 
Over  me,  and  all 's  lost,  forever  lost. 
There 's  no  more  Victor  when  the  world  wakes 

npl 
Then  silence,  as  of  a  raw  battlefield. 
Throughout  the  world.    Then  after  (as  whole 

days 
After,  you  catch  at  intervals  faint  noise 
Through  the  stiff  crust  of  frozen  blood)  —  there 

creeps 
A  mmor  forth,  so  faint,  no  noise  at  all. 
That  a  strange  old  man,  with  face  outworn  for 

wounds. 
Is  stumbling  on  from  frontier  town  to  town, 
Begsing  a  pittMice  that  may  help  him  find 
Hjs  Turin  out :  what  scorn  and  laughter  follow 
The  coin  you  mng  into  his  cap  !    And  last. 
Some  bright  mom,  how  men  crowd  about  the 

midBt 
O'  ihe  market-place,  where  takes  the  old  king 

breath 
Ere  with  his  crutch  he  strike  the  palace-gate 
Wide  ope! 

To  Turin,  yes  or  no  —  or  no  ? 
{Re-enter  Chaslis  with  paper*.) 
Cha.    Just  as  I  thought  I   A  miserable  false- 
hood 
Of  hireliii|gs  discontented  with  their  pay 
And  longing  for  enfranchisement !    A  few 
Testy  expressions  of  old  age  that  thinks 
To  keep  alive  its  dignity  o'er  slaves 
By  means  that  suit  their  natures  I 

^  [Tearing  them.]  Thus  they  shake 

lith  in  Victor  I 

[IHiminff,  he  discovers  Victob. 
Vic.  [After  a  pause.]    Not  at  Evian,  Charles  ? 
What's  this?     Why  do  you  run  to  close  the 

doors? 
No  welcome  for  your  father  ? 

Cha,  [Aside,]  Not  his  voice  I 

What  would  I  give  for  one  imperious  tone 
Of  the  old  BortT    That 's  gone  forever. 

Vic.  Must 

I  ask  once  more  .  .  . 

Cha.  No  —  I  concede  it,  sir  I 

You  are  returned  for  •  .  .  true,  your  health 

declines ; 
True,  ('hambeiy  's  a  bleak  unkindly  spot ; 


My  faith  in  Victor  I 


Yon  'd  choose  one  fitter  for  your  final  lodge  — 

Veneria,  or  MoncagUer  —  ay,  that  ^s  dose 

And  I  concede  it. 

Vic.  I  received  advices 

Of  the  conclusion  of  the  Spanish  matter. 

Dated  ^m  Evian  Baths  .  .  . 
Cha.  ^  ^  And  yofi  forbore 

To  visit  me  at  Evian,  satisfied 

The  work  I  had  to  do  would  fully  tasK 

The  little  wit  I  have,  and  that  your  presence 

Would  only  disconcert  me  •- 

Vic.  Charles? 

Cha.  —  Me,  set 

Forever  in  a  foreign  course  to  yours. 

And  .  .  .        ^ 

Sir,  this  way  of  wile  were  Kood  to  catch. 

But  I  have  not  the  sleight  of  it.    The  truth ! 

Though  I  sink  under  itl     Wliat  bringM  yuu 
here  ? 
Vic.    Not  hope  of  this  reception,  certaiidy. 

From  one  who  'a  scai'ce  assume  a  stranger  mode 

Of  speech,  did  I  return  to  bring  about 

Some  awf  ullest  calamity  I 

Cha,  —  You  mean. 

Did  yon  require  your  crown  again !    Oh  yfis. 

I  should  speak  otherwise !    But  turn  not  tliat 

To  jesting  I    Sir,  the  truth  1    Your  health  de- 
clines?^ 

Is  aught  deficient  in  your  equipage  ? 

Wisebr  vou  seek  myself  to  make  complaint. 

And  toil  the  malice  of  the  world  which  laughs 

At  petty  discontents  ;  but  I  shall  care 

That  not  a  soul  knows  of  this  visit.    Speak  ! 
Vic,  [Aside.]  Here  is  the  grateful  much-pro- 
fessing son 

Prepared  to  worship  me,  for  whose  sole  sake 

I  thmk  to  waive  my  plans  of  public  good ! 

[Aloud.]  Nay,  Charles,  if  I  did  seek  to  take 
once  more 

My  crown,  were  so  disposed  to  pla^e  mjrself , 

What  would  be  warrant  for  this  bitterness  ? 

I  gave  it  —  grant  I  would  resume  it  —  well  ? 
Cha.    I  would  say  simply  —  leaving  out  the 
why 

And  how  —  you  made  me  swear  to  keep  that 
crown: 

And  as  you  then  intended  .  .  . 

Vic.  Fool  I    What  way 

Could  I  intend  or  not  intend  ?    As  man. 

With  a  man's  will,  when  I  say  **"  I  intend,'* 

I  can  intend  up  to  a  certain  point. 

No  farther.    I  intended  to  preserve 

The  crown  of  Savoy  and  Sardinia  whole : 

And  if  events  arise  demonstrating 

The  way,  I  hoped  should  gpuird  it,  rather  like 

To  lose  it  .  .  . 
Cha.         Keep  within  your  sphere  and  mine ! 

It  is  God's  province  we  usurp  on,  else. 

Here,  blindfold  through  the  maze  of  things  we 
walk 

Bv  a  slight  clue  of  false,  true,  right  and  wrong : 

All  else  IS  rambling  and  presumption.    I 

Have  sworn  to  keep  this  kingdom :  there  ''a  my 
truth. 
Vic.    Truth,  boy,  is  here,  within  my  breast ; 
and  in 

Your  recognition  of  it.  truth  is,  too ; 

And  in  the  effect  of  all  this  tortuous  dealing 
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With  falaehood,  used  to  cany  out  the  truth, 
—  In  its  succeas,  this  falsehood  turns,  again, 
Truth  for  the  world  1  But  you  are  right :  these 

themes 
Are  over-flttbtle.    I  should  rather  say 
In  such  a  case,  frankly,  —  it  fiuls,  my  scheme : 
I  hoped  to  see  you  bring  about,  yourself. 
What  I  must  bring  about.    I  interpose 
On  your  behalf  —  with  my  son*s  good  in  s^ht  — 
To  hold  what  he  is  nearly  letting  go. 
Confirm  his  title,  add  a  grace  perhs^. 
There  ^s  ISicily,  for  instance,  — ^granted  me 
And  taken  back,  some  years  since :  till  I  give 
That  island  witn  the  rest,  my  work  *s   half 

done. 
For  his  sake,  therefore,  as  of  those  he  rules  .  .  . 
Cha,  Our  sakes  are  one ;  and  that,  you  oould 

not  say, 
Because  ray  answer  would  present  itself 
Forthwith :  —  a    year   has    wrought  an  age^s 

change. 
This  people 's  not  the  people  now,  yon  once 
Coula  benefit ;  nor  is  my  policy 
Your  poli<nr. 

Vic.  [iVith  an  outbunt.]  I  know  it!  You  undo 
All  I  have  done  —  my  life  of  toil  and  eare  ! 
I  left  yon  this  the  absolutest  rule 
In  Europe  :  do  you  think  I  sit  and  smile. 
Bid  you  throw  power  to  the  populace  — 
See  my  Sardinia,  that  has  kept  apart. 
Join  in  the  mad  and  democratic  whirl 
Whereto  I  see  all  Europe  haste  full  tide  ? 
England  casts  off  her  kings;  France  mimics 

England : 
This  realm  I  hoped  was  safe !    Yet  here  I  talk, 
Wlien  I  can  save  it,  not  hr  force  alone, 
But  bidding  plagues,  which  follow  sons  like  you. 
Fasten  upon  my  disobedient  .  .  . 

[Recollecting  himse^.]    Surely 
{  oould  say  this  —  if  minded  so  —  my  son  ? 
Cha.    You  could  not.    Bitterer  curses  than 

four  cnrse 
long  since  denounced  upon  mvself 
If  I  misusea  my  power.    In  fear  of  these 
I  entered  on  those  measures  —  will  abide 
By  them :  so,  I  should  say.  Count  Tende  .  .  . 

Vic.  No ! 

But  no  1  But  if,  my  Charles,  your  —  more  than 

old- 
Half-foolish  father  urged  these  arguments. 
And  then  confessed  them  futile,  bat  said  plainly 
That  he  f oi^ot  his  promise,  found  his  strength 
Fall  him,  had  thought  at  savaee  Chambery 
Too  much  of  brilliant  Turin,  Rivoli  here. 
And  Susa,  and  Veneria,  and  Superga  — 
Pined  for  the  pleasant  places  he  had  built 
When  he  was  fortunate  and  youi^  — 

Cha.  My  father ! 

Vic.  Stay  yet  I  —  and  if  he  said  he  could  not 
die 
Deprived  of  baubles  he  had  put  aside. 
He  deemed,  forever  —  of  the  Crown  that  binds 
Your  brain  up,  whole,  sound  and  impregnable. 
Creating  kingliness  —  tho  Sceptre  too, 
Whose  mere  wind,  should  you  wave  it,  back 

would  beat 
Invaders  —  and  the  golden  Ball  which  throbs 
A  A  if  you  grasped  the  palpitating  heart 


Indeed  o'  the  realm,  to  mould  as  choose  yon 
may  I 

—  If  I  must  totter  up  and  down  the  streets 
My  sires  built,  where  myself  have  introduced 
And  fostered  laws  and  letters,  sciences, 

The  civil  and  the  military  arts  1 

Stay,  Charles  I    I  see  you  letting  me  pretend 

I'o  live  my  former  self  onoe  more  —  King  Victor, 

The  venturous  yet  politic :  they  style  me 

Again,  the  Father  of  the  Prince  :  friends  wink 

Good-humoredly  at  the  delusion  yon 

So  sedulously  guard  from  all  rough  truths 

That  else  would  break  upon  my  doti^gel  — 

You  — 
Whom  now  I  see  preventinpr  my  old  shame  — 
I  tell  not,  point  by  cruel  pomt,  my  tale  — 
For  is  ^t  not  in  your  breast  my  brow  is  hid  ? 
Is  not  your  hand  extended  ?    Say  you  not  .  .  . 
{Rnter  D*Obmba,  Iwdinp  in  Folyxmma.) 
Pol.  [Advancing  and  withdrawing  Chaslbs 

—  to  VlOTOB.] 

In  this  conjuncture  even,  he  would  say 
(Though  with  a  moistened  eye  and  quivering  lip) 
The  suppliant  is  mv  father.    I  must  save 
A  great  man  from  himself,  nor  see  him  fling 
His  well-earned  fame  away:   there  must  not 

follow 
Ruin  so  utter,  a  break-down  of  worth 
So  absolute:^  no  enemy  shall  learn. 
He  thrust  his  child  ^twixt  danger  and  himself. 
And,  when  that  child  somehow  stood  danger 

out, 
Stole  back  with  serpent  wiles  to  ruin  Charles 

—  Body,  that  *s  much,  —  and  soul,  that 's  more 

—  and  realm. 

That  *s  most  of  all !    No  enemy  shall  say  .  .  . 

D*0.    Do  you  repent,  sir  ? 

Vic.  [Beauming  himself ,]  D^Onnea?   This  is 
well ! 
Worthily  done.  King  Charles,  craftily  done ! 
Judiciously  you  post  these,  to  overhear 
The  little  your  importunate  father  thrusts 
Himself  on  you  to  say  I  —  Ah,  they  *U  correct 
The  amiable  blind  facility 
You  show  in  answering  his  peevish  suit. 
What  can    he   need    to  sue   for?      Thanks, 

D'Orraea  I 
You  have  fulfilled  ^our  office :  but  for  yoa, 
The  <Ad  Count  might  have  drawn  some  few 

more  livres 
To  swell  his  income !  ^  Had  you,  lady,  missed 
The  moment,  a  permission  might  be  granted 
To  buttress  up  my  ruinous  old  pile  I 
Bat  you  remember  properly  the  list 
Of  wise  precautions  I  took  when  I  gave^ 
Nearly  as  much  awav  —  to  reap  the  fruits 
I  should  have  lookea  for  I 

Cha.  Thanks,  sir :  degrade  me. 

So  you  remain  yourself  1    Adieu  I 

Vic.  I  'U  not 

Forget  it  for  the  future,  nor  presume 
Next  time  to  slight  such  mediators  I    Nay  — 
Had  I  first  moved  them  both  to  intercede, 
I  might  secure  a  chamber  in  Moncaglier 

—  Who  knows? 

Cha.  Adieu ! 

Vic.  You  bid  me  this  adieu 

With  the  old  spirit  ? 
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Cha,  Adieu  t 

Vtc,  Charles  —  Charles ! 

Cka.  Adieu  I 

[VicToa  got*. 

Cha.    Ton  were  mistaken,  Marquis,  as  you 
heart 
T  was  for  another  purpose  the  Count  came. 
The  Count  desires  Monca^lier.  Give  the  order  I 
D*0,      [Leisurely.]    Your  minister  has  lost 
^onr  confidence, 
Asserbn^  late,  for  his  own  purposes, 
Count  Tende  would  .  .  . 
Cha.    [Flinging  hia  baa^bock,]    Be  still  the 
minister ' 
And  give  a  loose  to  your  insultinsr  joy ; 
It  irlu  me  more  thus  stifled  than  expressed  : 
Loose  it  I 

D^O.        There  *s  none  to  loose,  alas !     I  see 
I  never  am  to  die  a  martyr. 
Pel.  Chariest 

Cha,     No    praise,  at   least,  Polyxena — no 
uraiset 


KING  CHARLES 

PART  11 

D'OaasA  teated^  folding  papers  he  hat  been  examining. 

This  at  the  last  effects  it :  now,  Kingr  Charles 
Or  else  Kins^  Victor — that^s  a  balance:  but 

now, 
D'Ormea  the  arch-culprit,  either  turn 
O'  the  scale,  —  that  *8  sure  enougrh.    A  point  to 

solve. 
My  masters,  moraliirts,  whatever  your  style  I 
When  you  discover  why  I  push  myself 
Into  a  intfall  you  *d  pass  safely  by. 
Impart  to  me  among  the  rest  t    'So  matter. 
Prompt  are  the  righteous  ever  with  their  rede 
To  US  the  wrongful :  lesson  them  this  once  t 
For  flEife  among  the  wicked  are  you  set, 
D^Ormea  t     We  lament  lifers  brevity. 
Yet  quarter  e'en  the  threescore  years  and  ten, 
"Sot  stick  to  call  the  quarter  roundly  ^*  life.** 
D*Ormea  was  wicked,  say,  some  twenty  years ; 
A  tree  so  long  was  sttmted  ;  afterward. 
What  if  it  grew,  continued  growing,  till 
No  fellow  of  the  forest  equalled  it? 
'T  was  a  stump  then ;  a  stump  it  still  must  be : 
While  forward  saplings,  at  the  outset  checked, 
In  virtue  of  that  first  sprout  keep  their  style 
Amid  the  forest's  green  fraternity. 
Thus  I  shoot  up  to  surely  get  lopped  down^ 
And  bound  up  for  the  burning.    Now  for  it  t 
{Enter  Charlss  and  Polyzsha  tcith  Attendants.) 
X>'0.    [i{i«e5.1  Sir,  in  the  due  discharge  of 

this  my  office  — 
This  enforced  summons  of  yourself  from  Turin, 
And  the  disclosure  I  am  bound  to  make 
To-night,  —  there  must  already  be,  I  feel, 
bo  much  that  wounds  .  .  . 
Cha.  WeU,sir? 

lyO.  —  That  I,  perchance, 

May  utter  also  what,  another  time. 
Would  irk  much,  —  it  may  prove  leas  irksome 

now. 
Cha.    What  would  you  utter  f' 


D'O.  That  I  from  my  soul 

Grieve  at  to-night's  event :  for  you  I  grieve, 
E'en  grieve  for  .  .  . 

Cha.  Tush,  another  time  for  talk  t 

My  kingdom  is  in  imminent  danger  ? 

irO.  Let 

The    Connt   eonununicate    with    France  — its 

King, 
His  grandson,  will  have  Fleury's  aid  for  this, 
Though  for  no  other  war. 

Cha.  First  for  the  levies : 

What  forces  can  I  muster  presently  ? 

[D*OSMBA  delivers  paper*  which  CuAMim  inspeete, 

Cha.     Good  —  very    good.       Montorio  .  .  . 
how  is  this  ? 
—  Equips  me  double  the  old  complement 
Of  soldiers? 

Z>*  O.  Since  his  land  has  been  relieved 

From  doable  imposts,  this  he  manages  : 
But  under  the  late  monarch  .  .  . 

Cha.  Peaoe  t  I  know. 

Count  Spava  has  omitted  mentioning 
What  proxy  is  to  head  these  troops  of  his. 

D*0.     Count  Spava  means  to  head  his  troops 
himself. 
Something  to  fight  for  now ;  **  Whereas,"  says 

he, 
"  Under  the  sovereign's  father ''  .  .  . 

Cha.  It  would  seem 

That  all  my  people  love  me. 

D'O.  Yes. 

[7*0  PoLrxxsA  while  CnxxLEa  continue*  to  Inspect  the 

paper^ 

A  temper 
Like  Victor's  may  avau.   :  keep  a  state ; 
He  terrifies  men  and  thev  f  lUl  not  off ; 
Good  to  restrain :  best,  if  restraint  were  all. 
But,  with  the  silent  circle  round  him,  ends 
Such  sway :  our  King's  begins  precisely  there. 
For  to  suggest,  impel  and  set  at  work, 
Is  quite  another  function.    Men  may  slif^tt, 
In  time  of  peaoe,  the  King  who  brought  them 

peace: 
In  war,  —  his  voice,  his  eyes,  help  more  than 

fear. 
They  love  you,  sir  t 
Cha.     vTo  Attendants.]      Bring  the  regalia 
forth  I 
Quit  the  room  1    And  now.  Marquis,  answer 

me  t 
Why  should  the  King  of  France  invade  my 
realm? 
D'O.    Why?    Did  I  not  acquaint  your  Ma- 
jesty 
An  hour  ago  ? 

Cha.  I  choose  to  hear  again 

What  then  I  heard. 

D^O.  Because,  sir,  as  I  said. 

Your  father  is  resolved  to  have  hiB  crown 
At  any  risk ;  and,  as  I  judge,  calls  in 
The  foreigner  to  aid  him. 

Cha.  And  your  reason 

For  saying  this  ? 

D*0.    [Aside.]    Ay,  just  his  father's  way  I 
[To  Cha.  J    The  Count  wrote  yesterday  to  youi 

forces'  Chief, 
Rhebinder  —  made  denoaad  of  help  — 
Cha.  To  try 
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Hhebinder  —  he  ^s  of  alien  blood.    Aught  else  ? 

D''0.       Receiving    a  refusal,— some  hours 
after, 
The  Count  called  on  Del  Borgo  to  deliver 
The  Act  of  Abdication :  he  refusing, 
Or  hesitating,  rather  — 

Cha.  What  ensued? 

D'O.     At  midnight,  only  two  hours  since,  at 
Turin, 
He  rode  in  person  to  the  citadel 
With  one  attendant,  to  Soccorso  gate, 
And  bade  the  governor,  San  Remi,  open  — 
Admit  him. 

Cha,  For  a  purpose  I  divine. 

These  three  were  f aitluul,  then  ? 

1)0.  They  told  it  me : 

Andl- 

Cha.       Most  faithful  — 

D'O.  Tell  it  you  -  with  this 

Moreover  of  my  own :  if,  an  hour  hence. 
You  have  not  interposed,  the  Count  will  be 
O*  the  road  to  France  for  succor. 

Cha.  Very  good ! 

Ton  do  your  duty  now  to  me  your  monuch 
Fully,  I  warrant  ?  —  have,  that  is,  your  project 
For  saving  both  of  us  disgnice,  no  doubt? 

D^O.     I  give  my  counsel,  —  and  the  only 
one.^ 
A  month  since,  I  besought  you  to  employ 
Restraints  which  had  prevented  many  a  pang : 
But  now  the  harsher  course  must  be  pursued. 
These  papers,  made  for  the  emer^noy, 
Will  pain  you  to  subscribe :  this  is  a  fist 
Of  those  suspected  merely  —  men  to  watch  ; 
This  — of  the  few  of  the  Count's  veiy  house- 
hold 
Tou  must,  however  reluctantly,  arrest ; 
While  here 's  a  method  of  remonstrance  —  sure 
Not  stronger  than  the  case  demands  —  to  take 
With  the  Count's  self . 

Cha.  Deliver  those  three  papers. 

Pol.     [While  Charles    inspects   them —to 
D'Ormka.] 
Four  measures  are  not  over'harsh,  sir :  France 
Will  hardly  be  deterred  from  her  intents 
By  these. 

D^O.         If  who  proposes  might  dispose, 
I  could  soon  satisfy  you.     Even  these. 
Hear  what  he  '11  say  at  my  presenting  I 

Cha.    [who  has  signed  them].  There! 

About  the  warrants !  You  Ve  mv  signature. 
What  turns  you  pale  ?  I  do  my  duty  by  you 
In  acting  boldly  thus  on  your  advice. 

1>*0.    [Reading them  separately.]    Arrest  the 
people  I  suspected  merely  ? 

Cha.    Did  you  suspect  them  ? 

D^O.       ^    ^         Doubtless  :  but  —  but — sir. 
This  Forquieri  's  governor  of  Turin, 
And  Rivarol  and  ne  have  influence  over 
Half  of  the  ciH>ital  I    RabeUa,  too  ? 
Why.  sir  — 

Vna.    Oh,  leave  the  fear  to  me  I 

D'O.    [StiU  reading.]  You  bid  me 

Incarcerate  the  people  on  this  list  ? 
Sir — 

Cha.    But  you  never  bade  arrest  those  uen. 
So  close  related  to  my  father  too, 
On  trifling  grounds  ? 


D'O.  Oh,  as  for  that,  St.  Geoige, 

President  of  Chambery's  senators, 
Is  hatching  treason  I  still  — 

[More  trotdded.]    Sir,  Count  Cnmiaae 
Is  brother    to  your  father's  wifel     What'c 

here? 
Arrest  the  wife  herself  ? 

Cha.  Yon  seem  to  think 

A  venial  crime  this  plot  against  me.    Well  ? 

D^O.    [who  has  read  the  last  paper].    Where* 
fore  am  I  thus  ruined  ?     vVny  not  take 
My  life  at  once  ?    This  poor  formality 
Is,  let  me  say,  unworthy  you  \    Prevent  it 
You,  madam!     I  have  served  you,  am  pre- 
pared 
For  all  disgraces :  only,  let  disgrace 
Be  plain,  be  proper  —  proper  for  the  world 
To  pass  its  judgment  on  'twixt  you  and  me ! 
Take  back  your  warrant,  I  will  none  of  it ! 

Cha.    Here  is  a  man  to  talk  of  fickleness  I 
He  stakes  his  life  upon  my  father's  falsehood ; 
I  bid  him  .  .  . 

D'O.  Not  yon !    Were  he  trebly  false. 

You  do  not  bid  me  .  .  . 

Cha.  Is 't  not  written  there  ? 

I  thought  so :  give  —  I  '11  set  it  right. 

D'O.  Is  it  there? 

Oh  yes,  and  plain  —  arrest  him  now  —  drag 

here 
Your  father !    And  were  all  six  times  as  plain, 
Doyou  suppose  I  trust  it  ? 

(Jha.  Just  one  word ! 

You  bring  him,  taken  in  the  act  of  flight. 
Or  else  your  life  is  forfeit. 

D'O.  Ay,  to  Turin 

I  bring  him,  and  to-morrow  ? 

Cha.  ^       ^  Here  and  now ! 

The  whole  thing  is  a  lie,  a  hateful  lie, 
As  I  believed  and  as  my  father  said. 
I  knew  it  from  the  first,  but  was  compelled 
To  circumvent  you  ;  and  the  great  D'Ormea, 
That  baffled  Alberoni  and  tricked  Ciiscia, 
The  miserable  sower  of  such  discord 
'Tvrixt  sire  and  son,  is  in  the  toils  at  last. 
Oh  I  see  I  you  arrive  —  this  plan  of  yours. 
Weak  as  it  is,  torments  sufficiently 
A  sick  old  peevish  man  —  wrings  hasty  speech. 
An    ill-considered  threat  from   him;  that's 

noted; 
Then  out  you  ferret  papers,  his  amusement 
In  lonely  hours  of  lassitude  —  examine 
The  day-by-day  report  of  your  paid  spies  — 
And  back  you  come :  all  was  not  rii>e,  you  find. 
And,  as  you  hope,  may^  keep  from  ripening  yet. 
But  yon  were  in  bare  time  I    Only,  't  were  best 
I  never  saw  my  father  —  these  old  men 
Are  potent  in  excuses :  and  meanwhile, 
D'Onuea  's  the  man  I  cannot  do  without  I 

Pol.    Charles  — 

Cha.  Ah,  no  question  I    You  against  me  too  \ 
You  'd  have  me  eat  and  drink  and  sleep,  live, 

die. 
With  this  lie  coiled  about  me,  choking  me  ! 
No,  no,  D'Ormea  I    You  venture  life,  yon  say^ 
Upon  my  father's  perfid]r :  and  I^ 
Have,  on  the  whole,  no  right  to  disregard 
The  chains  of  testimony  you  thus  wind 
About  me ;  though  I  do — do  from  my  sou! 
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Diaervdit  them :  still  I  must  anthoriie 
These  measures,  and  I  will.    Perugia  I 

[Manu  Offioen  enter,]  Coont  ~ 

Yon  and  Solar,  with  all  the  force  yon  have, 
Stand  at  the  Marquis*  orders :  what  he  bidis, 
ImpliciUy  perform  !    You  are  to  brinfl: 
A  traitor  here  ;  the  mau  Uiat  *s  likest  one 
At  present,  fronts  me ;  you  are  at  his  beck 
For  a  full  hour  t  he  undertakes  to  show 
A  fouler  than  himself,  —  but,  failing  that, 
Retnm  with  him,  and,  as  my  father  lives. 
He  diies  this  night  I    The  clemency  you  blame 
80  oft,  shall  be  revoked  —  rights  exercised, 
Too  long  abjured. 

[  To  D'  O.  J  Now,  sir,  about  the  work  I 

To  save  your  king  and  country  I    Take  the 

warrant  I 
D^O.    You  hear   the  sovereign's  mandate, 

Count  Perugia  ? 
Obey  me  1    As  vour  diligence,  expect 
Reward !    All  follow  to  Montcaglier  I 

[D*Obiiba  goes. 

Cha,  [In  great  anguish*']  D'Ormeal 
He  SToes,  lit  up  with  that  apiMiUing  smile  I 

\To  PoLYXSNA  after  a  pause. 
At  least  you  understand  all  this  ? 

Pol.  These  means 

Of  our  defence  —  these  measures  of  precaution  ? 
Cha.    It  must  be  the  best  way:  I  should 
have  else 
Withered  beneath  his  scorn. 
Pol,  What  would  you  say  ? 

Cha.    Why,  do  you  think  I  mean  to  keep 

the  crown,  Polyxeua  ? 
Pol.  You  then  believe  the  story 

In  spite  of  all  —  that  Victor  comes  ? 

cha.  Believe  it? 

I  know  that  he  is  coming  —  feel  the  strength 
That  has  upheld  me  leave  me  at  his  coming  I 
"T  was  mine,  and  now  he  takes  his  own  again. 
Some  kinds  of  strength   are  well  enough  to 

have ; 
But  who's  to  have  that  strength?    Let  my 

crown  go! 
I  meant  to  keep  it ;  but  I  cannot  —  cannot  I 
Only,  he  shall  not  tount  me  —  he,  the  first  .  .  . 
See  if  he  would  not  be  the  first  to  taunt  me 
With  having  left  his  kingdom  at  a  word. 
With  letting  it  be  cononered  without  stroke. 
With  .  •  .  no  —  no —  t  is  no  worse  than  when 

he  left ! 
Pve  just  to  bid  him  take  it,  and,  that  over. 
We  'fl  fly  away  —fly.  for  I  loathe  this  Turin, 
This  Rivoli,  all  titles  loathe,  all  state. 
We  'd  best  go  to  your  country  —  unless  God 
Send  I  die  now  ! 
Pol.  Charles,  hear  me ! 

Cha.  And  again 

Shall  you  be  my  Polvxena  —  you  '11  take  me 
Oat  of  this  woe  I    Yes,  do  speak,  and  keep 

speaking ! 
I  woula  not  let  you  speak  just  now,  for  fear 
You  'd  counsel  me  against  nim :  but  talk,  now, 
A9  we  two  used  to  talk  in  blessed  times : 
Bid  me  endure  aU  his  caprices ;  take  me 
From  this  mad  post  above  him  I 

Pol.  I  believe 

We  are  undone,  but  from  a  different  cause. 


All  your  resources,  down  to  the  least  guard. 
Are  at  D'Ormea's  beck.    What  if,  the  while, 
He  act  in  concert  with  your  father  ?    We 
Indeed  were  lost.    This  lonely  Rivoli  — 
Where  find  a  better  place  for  them  ? 

Cha.  ^  [Pacing  the  room.]  And  why 

Does  Victor  come  ?    To  undo  all  that 's  done, 
Restore  the  iMst,  prevent  the  future  I    ^Seat 
His  mistress  in  your  seat,  and  place  in  mine 
.  .  .  Oh,  my  own  people,  whom  will  you  find 

there. 
To  ask  of,  to  consult  with,  to  care  for. 
To  hold  up  with  your  hands  ?    Whom  ?    One 

that 's  false  — 
False  —  from  the  head's  crown  to  tlie  foot's 

sole,  false  1 
The  best  is,  that  I  knew  it  in  my  heart 
From  the  begiiming,  and  expected  this, 
And  hated  you,  Polyxena,  because 
You  saw  through  him,  though  I  too  saw  through 

him. 
Saw  that  he  meant  this  wlule  he  crowned  me, 

while 
He  prayed  for  me,  —  nay,  while  he  kissed  my 

brow, 
I  saw  — 

Pol.  But  if  your  measures  take  effect, 

D'Ormea  true  to  yon  ? 

Cha.  Then  worst  of  all ! 

I  shall  have  loosed  that  callous  wretch  on  him  I 
Well  may  the  wonuui  taunt  him  with  lus  child  — 
I,  eating  here  his  bread,  clothed  in  his  clothes. 
Seated  upon  lus  seat,  let  slip  D'Ormea 
To    outrage    him!    We    talk  —  perchance   he 

tears 
My  father  from  his  bed ;  the  old  hands  feel 
For  one  who  is  not,  but  who  should  be  tliera : 
He  finds  D'Chrmea !    D'Ormea  too  finds  hini ! 
The  crowded   chamber  when    the  lights   go 

out  — 
Closed  doors  —  the  horrid  scuffle  in  the  dark  — 
The  accursed  prompting  of  the  minute  !    My 

guards ! 
To  horse  —  and  after,  with  me  —  and  prevent ! 
Pol.     [Seizing  his  hand.]     King    Cliarles! 

Pause  here  upon  this  strip  of  time 
Allotted  yon  out  or  eternity  ! 
Crowns  are  from  God:   you  in  his  name  hold 

yours. 
Your  life  's  no  least  thing,  were  it  fit  your  life 
Should  be  abjured  along  with  rule ;  but  now, 
Keep  both !     Your  duty  is  to  live  and  rule  — 
You,  who  would  vulgarly  look  fine  enough 
In    the    world's    eye,    deserting    your    soul's 

charge,  — 
Ay,  you  would  have  men's  praise,  tliis  Rivoli 
Would  be  illumined  !  While,  as  't  is,  no  doubt, 
Something  of  stain  will  ever  rest  on  yon  ; 
No  one  will  rightly  know  why  you  refused 
To  abdicate ;  they  '11  talk  of  deeds  you  could 
Have  done,^  no  doubt,  —  nor  do  I  much  exx>ect 
Future  achievement  will  blot  out  the  past, 
Envelope  it  in  haze  —  nor  shall  we  two 
Live  happy  any  more.    'T  will  be,  I  feel. 
Only  in  moments  that  the  duty  's  seen 
As  palpably  as  now :  the  months,  the  years 
Of  painful  indistinctness  are  to  come, 
Wmle  daily  must  we  tread  these  pala«e-rooms 
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Pregnant  with  memories  of  the  past :  your  eye 
May  turn  to  mine  and  find  no  comfort  there, 
Throagh  fancies  that  beset  me,  as  yoarself. 
Of  other  conrses,  with  far  other  iasaes. 
We  might  have  taken  this  great  night:  snoh 

bear. 
As  I  will  bear  I    What  matters  happiness  ? 
ihity !    There 's  man's  one  moment :  this  is 

yours  1 

[PuUing  the  eroum  on  JU*  head^  and  the  tceptre  in  hit 
hand^  the  places  him  an  hit  teat :  a  long  paute  and 
tilenee. 

{Enter  D^Ormha  and  Vioioa,  icith  GhiardA.) 

Vic.    At  last  I  speak  ;  but  once  —  that  onoe, 

to  you! 
^  is  you  I  ask.  not  these  your  varletry, 
Who  ^s  King  of  us? 
Cha.    [From  his  aefit,]    Count  Tende  .  .  . 
Vic.  What  your  spies 

Assert  I  ponder  in  my  soul,  I  say  — 
Here  to  your  face,  amid  your  guards !  I  choose 
To  take  again  the  crown  whose  shadow  I  gave  — 
For  still  its  potency  surrounds  the  weak 
White  looks  their  telon  hands  have  discomposed. 
Or  I  'U  not  ask  who 's  Kin^,  but  simply,  who 
Withholds  the  crown  I  claim  ?    Deliver  it ! 
I  have  no  friend  in  the  wide  world :  nor  France 
Nor  England  cares  for  me :  you  see  the  sum 
Of  what  I  can  avail.    Deliver  it ! 
Cha,    Take  it,  my  father ! 

And  now  say  in  turn, 
Was  it  done  well,  my  father  —  sure  not  well. 
To  try  me  thus !    I  might  have  seen  much  cause 
for  keeping  it  —  too  easily  seen  cause  I 
But.  from  that  moment,  e'en  more  woefully 
Mv  life  had  pined  away,  than  pine  it  will. 
Already  you  have  mucn  to  answer  for. 
My  life  to  pine  is  nothing,  —  her  sunk  eves 
Were  happy  once  I    No  doubt,  my  people  think 
I  am  their  King  still  .  .  .  but  I  cannot  strive  I 
Take  it ! 

Vic.   [One  hand  en  the  crown  Charlxs  Q/f«r<, 

the  other  on  his  neck,]  So  few  years  give  it 

quietly, 
My  son !     it  will  drop   from  me.     See  you 

not? 
A  crown 's  unlike  a  sword  to  give  away  — 
That,  let  a  strong  hand  to  a  weak  hana  give ! 
But  crowns  should  slip  from  palsied  brows  to 

heads ^ 
Tonng  as  this  head  :  yet  mine  is  weak  enough, 
E'en  weaker  than  I  knew.    I  seek  for  phrsMS 
To  vindicate  my  right.     'T  is  of  a  piece ! 
All  is  alike  gone  by  with  me  —  who  beat 
Once  D'Orleans  in  his  lines  —  his  very  lines  ! 
To  have  been  Eugene's  comrade,  Louis's  rival, 
And  now  .  .  . 

Cha.  \ Putting  the  crown  on  Aim,  to  the  rest,} 

The  King   q>eaks,  yet   none  kneels,  I 
,  think! 
Vic,    I  am  then  King !    As  I  became  a  King 


Despite  the  nations,  kept  myself  a  King, 
So  I  die  King,  with  Kingship  dying  too 
Around  me  I    I  have  lasted  Europe's  time ! 
What  wants  my  story  of  completion  ?    Wliere 
Must  needs  the  damning  break  show  ?    Who 

mistrusts 
Mv  children  here  —  tell  they  of  any  break 
'Twizt  my  day's  sunrise  ana  its  fiery  fall  ? 
And  who  were  by  me  when  I  died  but  they  ? 
D'Ormea  there  I 
Cha.  What  means  he  ? 

Vic,  Ever  there  I 

Charles — how  to  save  your  story !    Mine  must 

go! 
Say  —  say  that  yon  refused  the  crown  to  me ! 
Charles,  yours  shall  be  my  story!    You  im* 

mured 
Me,  say,  at  Rivoli.    A  single  year 
I  spend  without  a  sight  of  you,  then  die. 
That  will  serve  every  purpose  —  tell  that  tale 
The  world ! 
Cha,      Mistrust  me  ?    Help ! 
Vic.  Past  help,  past  reaok ! 

'T  is  in  the  heart  —  you  cannot  reach  the  heart : 
This   broke   mine,  that   I  did   believe,  you, 

Charles, 
Would  have  denied  me  and  disgraced  me. 

Pol.  ChariM 

Has  never  ceased  to  be  your  subject,  sir ! 
He  reigned  at  first  through  setting  up  yourself 
As  pattern :  if  he  e'er  seemed  harsh  to  you, 
'T  was  from  a  too  intense  appreciation 
Of  your  own  character :  he  acted  you  — 
Ne'er  for  an  instant  did  I  think  it  real, 
Nor  look  for  any  other  than  this  end. 
I  hold  him  worlds  the  worse  on  that  account ; 
But  so  it  was. 

Cha.  [To  Pol.]  I  love  yon  now  indeed ! 
[To  Vic]  You  never  knew  me  I 

Vic.  Hardly  till  this  moment. 

When  I  seem  learning  many  other  things 
Because  the  time  for  using  them  is  past. 
If  't  were  to  do  again !    That 's  idly  wished. 
Truthfulness  minit  prove  policy  as  good 
As  guile.     Is  this  my  daughter's  forehead? 

Yes: 
I  've  made  it  fitter  now  to  be  a  queen's 
Than  formerly:  I  've  ploughed  the  deep  lines 

there 
Which  keep  too  well  a  crown  from  slipping  off. 
No  matter.    Guile  has  made  me  King  agam. 
Zjoms—^ttoas  in  King  Victor's   time:  —  hng 

sincCf 
When  Louis  reigned  and^  also^  Vidor  reigned. 
How  the  world  talks  already  of  us  two  1 
Gk)d  of  eclipse  and  each  discolored  star. 
Why  do  I  linger  then  ? 

Ha!    Where  lurks  he? 
D'Ormea !   Nearer  to  your  King !   Now  stand ! 

[CeUe^ing  hit  ttretufih  at  D'Osmba  approaches. 
You  Ued,  D'Ormea !    I  do  not  repent.       [Dies 
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Thx  third  number  of  Bells  and  Pomegranates^ 
pnbfish.  d  in  1842,  contained  a  oollection  of  short 
poems  under  the  general  head  of  Dratnatic  Ljfr* 
id.  When  Browning:  made  his  first  collective 
edition,  he  rediatiibnted  all  his  groups  of  poems, 
retaining^  this  title  and  making  it  cover  some  of 
the  poems  ineluded  in  the  original  group,  but 
inanj  more  first  published  imder  other  headings. 
The  arrangement  here  given  is  that  adopted 
finally  by  Browning.  ^*  8ach  Poems,"  he  sajys, 
^*as  the  majority  in  this  volume  (Dramatic  Lyr- 


ics)  might  also  come  properly  enough,  I  sup- 
pose, under  the  head  of  Dramatic  Pieces ;  be- 
ing, though  often  Lyric  in  expression,  always 
Dramatic  in  principle,  and  so  many  utterances 
of  so  many  imaginary  persons,  not  mine.  Part 
of  the  Poems  were  inscribed  to  my  dear  friend, 
John  Kenyon ;  I  hope  the  whole  may  obtain  the 
honor  of  an  association  with  his  memory." 

The  third  of  the  Cavalier  7\<aef  was  originally 
entitled  My  Wtfs  Gertrude,  The  three  songs 
have  been  set  to  music  by  Dr.  Villiers  Stanford 


CAVALIER  TUNES 


I.  MARCHING  ALONG 

iCsMTiAH  Sir  Byng  stood  for  his  King, 
Bidding  the  crop-headed  Parliament  swing: 
And,  pressing  a  troop  unable  to  stoop 
And  see  the  rogues  flourish  and  honest  folk 


droop, 
~  them  along, 
Great-hearted  gentlemen,  singing  this  song. 


Marched  them  along,  fifty-score  strong, 


God  for  King  Charles !    Pym  and  such  carles 
To  the  Devil  that  prompts  ^em  their  treasonoos 

paries ! 
Cavaliers,  up !    Lips  from  the  cup, 
Hands  from  the  pasty,  nor  bite  take  nor  sup 
Till  you 're  — 
Chords.  —  Marching  along,  fifty-soore  strong, 
Great-hearted  gentlemen,  singing 
this  song. 

Hampden  to  hell^and his  obsequies'  knell. 
Serve  Haaelrig,  Fiennes,  and  young  Harry  as 

well! 
England,  good  cheer  I    Rupert  is  near ! 
Kentish  and  lovalists,  keep  we  not  here, 
Cho.  —  Marching  along,  fifty-score  strong, 

Greatrhearted  gentlemen,  singing  this 
song? 

Then,  God  for  King  Charles !     Pym  and  his 

snarls 
To  the  Devil  that   pricks  on  such  pestilent 

carles!^ 
Hold  by  the  ri^t,  you  double  your  might : 
So^^miward  to  Nottingham,  fresh  for  the  night, 
Cho.  —  March  we  along,  fifty-score  strong, 

Great-hearted  gentlemen,  singing  this 
song  I 


IL  GIVE  A   ROUSE 

King  Charles,  and  who  11  do  him  right  now  ? 
King  Charles,  and  who  ^s  ripe  for  fi^ht  now  ? 
Oive  a  rouse :  here  's,  in  hell's  despite  now, 
KmgChttlesI 


Who  gave  me  the  goods  that  went  since  ? 
Who  raised  me  the  house  that  sank  once  ? 
Who  helped  me  to  gold  I  spent  since  ? 
Who  f  oiuid  me  in  wine  yon  drank  once  ? 
Cho. — King  Charles,  and  who'll  do   him 
right  now  ? 
King  Charles,  and  who 's  ripe  for  fight 

now? 
Give  a  rouse:   here  's,  in  hell's  do 

spite  now. 
King  Charles ! 

To  whom  used  my  boy  George  quaff  else, 
By  the  old  fool's  side  that  begot  him  ? 
For  whom  did  he  cheer  and  laugh  else. 
While  Noll's  damned  troopers  snot  him  ? 
Cho.  —  King  Charies,  and  who'll   do  him 
right  now  ? 
King  Charles,  and  who 's  ripe  for  fight 

now? 
Give  a  rouse :  here 's,  in  hell's  de 

spite  now, 
King  Charles ! 


IIL   BOOT  AND   SADDLE 

Boot,  saddle,  to  horse,  and  away ! 
Rescue  my  castle  before  the  hot  day 
Brightens  to  blue  from  its  silvery  gray. 
Cho.  —  Boot,  saddle,  to  horse,  and  away ! 

Ride  past  the  suburbs,  asleep  as  you  'd  say ; 
Many 's  the  friend  tliere,  will  listen  and  pray 
"  God's  luck  to  gallants  that  strike  up  the  lay  — 
Cho.  —  Boot,  saddle,  to  horse,  and  away ! " 

Forty  miles  off,  like  a  roebuck  at  bay, 

Flouts   Castle    Brancepeth    the  RioundheacW 

array: 
Who  langlis, '''  Good  fellows  ere  this,  by  my  fay, 
Cho.  —  Boot,  saddle,  to  horse,  and  away !  " 

Who  ?     My  wife  Gertrude ;   that,  honest  and 

Laughs  when  you  talk  of  surrendering,  **  Nay  T 
I  've  better  counsellors ;  what  oounsel  they  ? 
Cho.  —  Boot,  saddle,  to  horse,  and  cway  1*' 
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THE  LOST   LEADER 

Browning  was  beeet  with  qnestious  by  peo- 
ple asking  if  he  referred  to  Wordsworth  in  this 
poem.  He  answered  the  qnestion  more  than 
once,  as  an  artist  would  :  the  following  letter 
to  Rev.  A.  B.  Grosart,  the  editor  of  Woi-ds- 
worth's  Prose  Worhty  sufficiently  states  his  po- 
sition. 

"  19  Warwick-Crescent,  W.,  Feb.  24,  *75. 

**  Deab  Mb.  Gbosabt,  —  I  have  been  asked 
the  question  you  now  address  me  with,  and  as 
duly  answered  it,  I  can't  remember  how  many 
times ;  there  is  no  sort  of  objection  to  one  more 
assurance  or  rather  confession,  on  my  part,  that 
I  did  in  my  hasty  youth  presume  to  use  the 
great  and  yenerated  personality  of  Wordsworth 
as  a  sort  of  painter's  model ;  one  from  which 
this  or  the  other  particular  feature  may  be 
selected  and  turned  to  account ;  had  I  intended 
more,  above  all,  snch  a  boldness  as  portraying 
the  entire  man,  I  should  not  have  talked  about 
*  handfuls  of  silver  and  bits  of  ribbon.'  These 
never  influenced  the  change  of  politics  in  the 
great  poet,  whose  defection,  nevertheless,  ao- 
oomi)anied  as  it  was  by  a  regular  face-about 
of  his  special  party,  was  to  my  juvenile  appre- 
hension, and  even  mature  consideration,  an 
event  to  deplore.  But  just  as  in  the  tapestry 
on  my  wall  I  can  recognize  figures  which  have 
struck  QtU  a  fancy,  on  occasion,  that  tliough 
truly  enough  thus  derived,  yet  would  be  pre- 
posterous as  a  copy,  so,  though  I  dare  not  deny 
the  original  of  my  little  poem,  I  alt-<^:ether  re- 
fuse to  have  it  considered  as  the  *  very  effigies ' 
of  such  a  moral  and  intellectual  superiority. 
"  Faithfully  yours, 

"  ROBEBT  BbOWXINO." 

Just  for  a  handful  of  silver  he  left  us. 

Just  for  a  riband  to  stick  in  his  coat  — 
Found  the  one  gift  of  which  fortune  bereft  us, 

Lost  all  the  others  she  lets  us  devote  ; 
They,  with  Uie  gold  to  give,  doled  him  out 
mlver. 
So  much  was  theirs  who  so  little  allowed  : 
How  all  our  copper  had  gone  for  his  service  ! 
Rags  —  were  they  purple,  his  heart  had  been 
proud ! 
We  that  had  loved  him  so,  followed  him,  hon- 
ore<l  him. 
Lived  in  his  mild  and  magnificent  eye, 
Learned  his  great  language,  caught  his  clear 
accents. 
Made  him  our  pattern  to  live  and  to  die  1 
Shakespeare  was  of  us,  Milton  was  for  us, 
Bums,  Shelley,  were  with  us,  — they  watch 
from  their  graves  I 
He  alone  breaks  from  the  van  and  the  freemen, 
—  He  alone  sinks  to  tlie  rear  and  the  slaves  I 


We  shall  march  prospering,  —  not  through  his 
presence  ; 
Songs  may  inspirit  us,  —  not  from  his  l3rre : 
Deeds  will    be  done, — while   he    boasts   lus 
quiescence. 
Still  bidding  crouch    whom   tlie  rest  bade 
aspire  : 
Blot  out  his  name,  then,  record  one  lost  soul 
more. 
One  task  more  declined,  one  more  footpath 
nntrod. 
One  more  devils'-triumph  and  sorrow  for  an- 
gels. 
One  wrong  more  to  man,  one  more  insult  to 
God  I 
Life's  night  begins  :  let  him  never  come  back 
to  us! 
There  would  be  doubt,  hesitation  and  pain, 
Forced  praise  on  our  part  —  the  glimmer  of 
twilight. 
Never  glad  confident  morning  again  ! 
Best  fight  on  well,  for  we  tau^t  him  —  strike 
gallantly. 
Menace  our  neart  ere  we  master  his  own ; 
Then  let  him  receive  tlie  new  knowledge  and 
wait  us. 
Pardoned  in  heaven,  the  first  by  the  throne ! 


"HOW  THEY  BROUGHT  THE  GOOD 
NEWS  FROM   GHENT  TO   AIX  •' 

Browning  wrote  to  an  American  inquirer 
about  this  poem  :  **  There  is  no  sort  of  histori- 
cal foundation  for  the  poem  about  *  Good  News 
from  Ghent.'  I  wrote  it  under  the  bidwark  of 
a  vessel,  off  the  African  coast,  after  I  had  been 
at  sea  long  enough  to  appreciate  even  the  fancy 
of  a  gallop  on  the  back  of  a  certain  good  horse 
*  York,'  then  in  my  stable  at  home.  It  was 
written  in  pencil  cm  the  fly-leaf  of  Bartoli'S 
Simboli,  I  remember." 

[16-] 

I  8PBANO  to  the  stirrup,  and  Joris,  and  he  ; 

I  galloped,  Dirck  galloped,  we  galloped  all  three ; 

**Gooa  speed ! "  cried  the  watch,  as  the  gate- 
bolts  undrew  ; 

**  Speed  I  "  echoed  the  wall  to  us  galloping 
through ; 

Behind  shut  the  postern,  the  lights  sank  to 
^  rest. 

And  into  the  midnight  we  galloped  abreast. 


Not  a  word  to  each  other ;  we  kept  the  great 

pace 
Neck  oy  neck,  stride  by  stride,  never  changing 

our  place ; 
I  turned  in  my  saddle  and  made  its  girths  tight, 
Then  shortened  each  stirrup,  and  set  the  pique 

right, 
Rebuokled  the  cheek-strap,  chained  slacker  the 

bit, 
Nor  galloped  less  steadily  Roland  a  whit. 


THROUGH   THE  METIDJA  TO  ABD-EL-KADR 


165 


T  was  mooDflet  at  startiiig  ;  but  while  we  drew 

near 
Lokeren,  the  oooks  crew  and  twiltgrht  dawned 

elear ; 
At  Boom,  a  great  yellow  star  came  ont  to  see  ; 
At  Diiffeld/t  was  nu 


be; 


morning  as  plain  as  could 


And  from  Meeheln  ohnrob'Steeple  we  heard  the 

half-chime,  ^ 
do  Jons  broke  silence  with,   *^  Yet  there   is 

timer' 

At  Aershot,  np  leaned  of  a  sodden  the  snn, 
And  against  him  the  cattle  stood  black  every 

one. 
To  stare  throogh  the  mist  at  os  galloping  post. 
And  I  saw  my  stent  galloper  Roland  at  last, 
With  resolute  shoulders,  each  butting  away 
Tlie  haze,  ss  some  bluff  rirer  headland  its  spray : 

And  his  low  head  and  crest,  just  one  sharp  ear 

bent  back 
For  my  Toice,  and  the  other  pricked  ont  on  his 


And  one  eye's  black  intelligence,  —  ever  that 


O'er  its  white  edge  at  me,  his  own  master, 

askance! 
And  the  thick  heavy  spnme-flakes  which  aye 

and  anon 
fieroe  lips  shook  upwards  in  galloping  on. 


By  Hasaelt,  Dirok  groaned ;  and  cried  Joiis, 

''  Stay  spur ! 
Yonr  Rocs  galloped  bravely,  the  fault 's  not  in 

her. 
We  'U  remember  at  Aix  "  —  for  one  heard  the 

quick  wheeze 
Of  her  chest,  saw  the  stretched  neck  and  stag^ 

gering  knees. 
And  sunk  taiL  and  horrible  heave  of  the  flank. 
As  down  on  her  haunches  she  shuddered  ana 

sank. 

So,  we  were  left  galloping,  Joris  and  I, 
Psst  Loos  and  past  Tongres,  no  cloud  in  the  sky ; 
The  broad  sun  above  laughed  a  pitiless  laugh, 
'Neath  our  feet  broke  the  brittle  bright  stnoble 

like  chaff : 
Till  over  by  Dalnem  a  dome-spire  spran||^  white 
And  **Gallop,''  gasped  Joris,  **for  Aix  is  ii 

sight!^' 


m 


**  How  they  '11  greet  us  I ''  —  and  all  in  a  moment 

his  roan 
RoUed  neck  and  croup  over,  lay  dead  as  a  stone ; 
And  there  was  my  Roland  to  bear  the  whole 

weight 
Of  the  news  which  alone  could  save  Aix  from 

her  fiite, 
Wiih  his  nostrils  like  i»ts  full  of  blood  to  the 

brinij 
And  with  drdes  of  red  for  his  eye-sockets'  rim. 

Then  I  cast  loose  my  bnffcoat,  each  holster  let 

faU, 
Sliook  off  both  my  jack*boots,  let  go  belt  and  all, 


Stood  up  in  the  stirrup,  leaned,  patted  his  ear. 
Called  my  Roland  his  petrname,  my  horse  witn- 

out  peer ; 
Clapped  my  hands,  laughed  and  aang,  any  noise, 

bad  or  good. 
Till  at  length  into  Aix  Roland  galloped  and 

stood. 

And  all  I  remember  is  —  friends  flocking  round 
As  I  sat  with  his  head  'twixt  my  knees  on  the 

ground; 
And  no  voice  but  was  praising  this  Roland  of 

mine, 
As  I  poured  down  his  throat  our  last  measure 

of  wine. 
Which  (the  burgotsoo  voted  by  common  consent) 
Was  no  more  than  his  due  who  brought  good 

new8  from  Ghent. 


THROUGH   THE  METIDJA  TO  ABD-EI^ 

KADK 

As  I  ride,  as  I  ride. 

With  a  full  heart  for  my  guide. 

So  its  tide  rooks  my  aide. 

As  I  ride,  as  I  ride, 

That,  as  I  were  double-eyed. 

He,  in  whom  our  Tribes  confide. 

Is  descried,  ways  untried, 

As  I  ride,  as  I  ride. 

As  I  ride,  as  I  ride 

To  our  Cliief  and  his  Allied, 

Who  dares  chide  mv  hearths  pride 

As  I  ride,  as  I  ride  r 

Or  are  witnesses  denied  — 

Throuffh  the  desert  waste  and  wide 

Do  I  gude  unes]>ied 

As  I  ride,  as  I  ride  ? 

As  I  ride,  as  I  ride, 

When  an  inner  voice  has  cried. 

The  sands  slide,  nor  abide 

(As  I  ride,  as  I  ride) 

O'er  each  visioned  homicide 

That  came  vaunting  (has  he  lied?> 

To  reside  —  where  he  died. 

As  I  ride,  as  I  ride. 

As  I  ride,  as  I  ride. 

Ne'er  has  spur  my  swift  horse  plied, 

Yet  his  hide,  streaked  and  pica. 

As  I  ride,  as  I  ride, 

Shows  where  sweat  has  sprung  and  dried, 

—  Zebra-footed,  ostrich-tnighed  — 

How  has  vied  stride  with  stride 

As  I  ride,  as  I  ride  I 

As  I  ride,  as  I  ride. 

Could  I  loose  what  Fate  has  tied, 

Ere  I  pried,  she  should  hide 

(As  I  ride,  as  I  ride) 

All  that 's  meant  me  —  satisfied 

When  the  Prophet  and  the  Bride 

Stop  veins  I  'd  have  subside 

As  1  ride,  as  I  ride ! 
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NATIONALITY  IN   DRINKS 

The  first  two  of  this  groap,  nnder  the  titles 
Claret  and  Tokay,  were  pnbKshed  in  Hood's 
Magazine,  Jnne,  1844,  at  the  request  of  Richard 
Monckton  Milnes,  who  was  editing;  the  magazine 
dnring  Hood's  illness.  The  third,  first  entitled 
Beer,  was  called  out  by  the  description  of  Nelr 
son's  coat  at  Greenwich,  given  by  die  captain  of 
the  Teasel  in  which  Browning  was  sailing  to  Italy. 


Mt  heart  sank  with  our  Claret-flaskf 
Just  now,  beneath  the  hea^  sedges 

That  senre  this  pond's  black  race  for  mask ; 
And  still  at  yonder  broken  edges 

O'  the  hole,  where  up  the  bubbles  glisten. 

After  my  heart  I  look  and  listen. 

Our  langhini'  little  flask,  oompeUed 

Through  depth  to  depth  more  bleak  and 
shady ; 
As  when,  both  arms  beside  her  held. 

Feet  straightened  out,  some  gay  French  lady 
Is  caufirht  up  from  life's  light  and  motion. 
And  dropped  into  death's  silent  ocean  t 

II 

—  Up  jumped  Tokay  on  our  table, 
Like  a  pygmy  castle>warder, 
Dwarfish  to  see,  but  stout  and  able. 
Arms  and  accoutrements  aU  in  order ; 

And  fierce  he  looked  North,  then,  wheeling 

Sonth,^ 
Blew  with  his  bugle  a  challenge  to  Drouth, 
Cooked  his  flap>hat  with  the  tosspot-feather, 
Twisted  his  thumb  in  his  red  moustache. 
Jingled  his  huge  brass  spurs  together. 
Tightened  his  waist  with  its  Buda  sash. 
And  then,  with  an  impudence  naught  could 

abash. 
Shrugged  his  hump-shoulder,  to  toll  the  be- 

nolder. 
For  twenty  such  knaves  he  should  laugh  but 

the  bolder: 
And  so,  with  his  sword-hilt  gallantly  jutting. 
And  dexter-hand  on  his  haimch  abutting-. 
Went  the  little  man,  Sir  Ansbmch,  strutting  ! 

iir 

—  Here  's  to  Nelson's  memory  I 
'Tis  the  second  time  that  I,  at  sea, 
Right  off  Cape  Trafalgar  here. 
Have  drunk  it  deep  in  British  Beer. 
Nelson  forever  —  any  time 

Am  I  liis  to  command  in  prose  or  rhyme  t 
Give  me  of  Nelson  only  a  touch. 
And  I  save  it,  be  it  little  or  much ; 
Here 's  one  our  Captain  sri^^i  and  so 
l>own  at  the  word,  by  George,  shall  it  go ! 
He  says  that  at  Greenwich  they  point  the  be- 
holder 
To  Nelson's  coat,  **  still  with  tar  on  the  shoulder : 


For  lie  used  to  lean  with  one  ahonlder  digging, 
Jigguig,  as  it  were,  and  zig|^zag^zigging 
Up  against  the  miaen-dgging  1 " 


GARDEN   FANCIES 

These  two  poems  also  appeared  in  Hood*9 
Magazine,  July,  1844. 

I.  THE  flower's  NAME 

Herb  's  the  garden  she  walked  aeroas. 

Arm  in  my  arm,  such  a  short  while  since: 
Hark,  now  1  push  its  wicket,  Uie  moss 

Hinders  the  hiniras  and  makes  tiiem  wince  I 
She  must  have  reached  this  shrub  ere  she  turned. 

As  back  with  that  murmur  the  wioket  swung ; 
For  she  laid  the  poor  snail,  my  ekanoe  foot 
spumed. 

To  feed  and  f oigot  it  the  leaTsa  among. 


Down  this  side  of  the  gravel-walk 

She  went  while  her  robe's  edge  bmahed  the 
box: 
And  here  she  paused  in  her  gracious  talk 

To  point  me  a  moth  on  the  milk-wliito  phknc 
Roses,  ranged  in  valiant  row, 

I  will  never  think  that  she  passed  you  by ! 
She  loves  you,  noble  roses,  I  know  ; 

But  yonder,  see,  where  the  rook-plants  lie ! 

This  flower  she  stopped  at,  finger  on  lip, 

Stooped  over,  in  doubt,  as  settling  its  daam ; 
Till  she  gave  me,  with  pride  to  make  no  alipi, 

Its  soft  meandering  Spanish  name : 
What  a  name  I    Was  it  love  or  nraise  ? 

Speech  half-asleep  or  song  halz-awake  ? 
I  must  learn  Spaaisn,  one  of  these  dava. 

Only  for  that  slow  sweet  name's  sake. 

Roses,  if  I  live  and  do  well, 

I  may  bring  her,  one  of  these  days. 
To  fix  you  fast  with  as  fine  a  spell. 

Fit  you  each  with  his  Spaniso  phrase ; 
But  do  not  detain  me  now ;  for  sne  lingara 

There,  like  sunshine  over  the  grocma. 
And  ever  I  see  her  soft  whito  fingers 

Searching  after  the  bud  she  found. 

Flower,  yon  Spaniard,  look  that  j%m.  grow  not, 

Sta^  as  you  are  and  be  loved  forever  1 
Bud,  if  I  kiss  you  't  is  that  you  blow  not. 

Mind,  the  shut  pink  mouth  opens  never  1 
For  while  it  pouts,  her  fingers  wrestle. 

Twinkling  the  audacious  leaves  betwem. 
Till  round  uiey  turn  and  down  they  nestle  — 

Is  not  the  dear  mark  still  to  be  seen  ? 

Where  I  find  her  not,  beauties  vanish ; 

Whither  I  follow  her,  beauties  flee ; 
Is  there  no  method  to  tell  her  in  Spanish 

June  's  twice  June  since  i^e  breathed  it  with 
me? 
Come,  bud,  show  me  the  least  of  her  traoea, 

Treasure  my  lady's  lightest  footfall  I 
— Ah,  you  may  flout  and  turn  ap  your  fafOes  — 

Roses,  you  are  not  so  fair  after  all ! 
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Plasrue  take  all  your  pedants,  say  I ! 

He  who  wrote  what  I  hold  in  my  hand, 
Centuries  back  was  so  good  as  to  die, 

Leavini?  this  robbish  to  euraber  the  land ; 
This,  that  was  a  book  in  its  time, 

Printed  on  paper  and  bound  in  leather, 
Last  month  in  tne  white  of  a  matin-prime, 

Just  when  the  birds  sang  all  together. 

Into  the  garden  I  brought  it  to  read. 

And  onder  the  arbnte  and  laumstine 
Read  it,  so  help  me  grace  in  ray  need, 

From  title-page  to  olosing  line. 
Chapter  on  chapter  did  I  oount. 

As  a  enrioos  traveller  counts  Stonehenge ; 
Added  up  the  mortal  amount ; 

And  then  proceeded  to  my  revenge. 

Yonder  *s  a  plum-tree  with  a  crevice 

An  owl  would  build  in,  were  he  but  sage ; 
For  a  lap  of  moss,  like  a  fine  pont-levis 

In  a  castle  of  the  Middle  Age, 
Joins  to  a  lip  of  gum,  pure  amber ; 

When  he  M  be  private,  there  nught  he  spend 
Hoars  alone  in  his  lady's  chamber : 

Into  this  crevice  I  dropped  our  friend. 

Splash,  went  he,  as  under  he  ducked, 

—  At   the   bottom,  I   knew,  rain-dripping 
stagnate* 
Next,  a  luuidf  ul  of  bloesoms  I  plucked 

To  bury  him  with,  my  bookshelf's  magnate ; 
Then  I  went  in-doors,  brought  out  a  loaf, 

Half  a  cheese,  and  a  bottle  of  ChabUs  ; 
Lav  on  the  grass  and  forgot  the  oaf 

Over  a  jouy  chapter  of  Rabelais. 

Now,  this  morning,  betwixt  the  moss 

And  gum  that  locked  our  friend  in  limbo, 
A  spider  had  spun  his  web  across. 

And  sat  in  the  midst  with  arms  akimbo  : 
So,  I  took  pity,  for  learning's  sake, 

And,  de  profundis.,  accentibua  ItetiSj 
Cantate  !  ouoth  I,  as  I  got  a  rake  ; 

And  up  1  fished  his  delectable  treatise. 

Here  you  have  it,  dry  in  the  sun. 

With  all  the  binding  all  of  a  buster. 
And  great  blue  spots  where  the  ink  has  run, 

And  reddish  streaks  that  wink  and  glister 
0*er  the  page  so  beautifully  jellovr  : 

Oh,  well  have  the   droppings  played  their 
tricks  I 
Did  he  guess  how  toadstools  grow,  this  fel- 
low? 

Here 's  one  stuck  in  his  chapter  six  I 

How  did  he  like  it  when  the  live  creatures 
Tickled  and  toused  and  browsed  him  all 
over, 
And  worm,  slue,  eft,  with  serious  features, 

Came  in,  each  one,  for  his  right  of  trover  ? 
—  When  the  water-beetle  with  great  blind  deaf 
face 
Made  of  her  eg^  the  stately  deporit, 


And  the  newt  borrowed  just  so  much  of  the 
preface 
As  tiled  in  the  top  of  his  black  wife's  closet  ? 

All  that  life  and  fun  and  romping. 

All  that  frisking  and  twisting  and  eoupling. 
While  slowly  our   poor  friend's   leaves  were 
swamping 

And  clasps  were  cracking  and  covers  suppling ! 
As  if  you  had  carried  sour  John  Knox 

To  the  play-house  at  Paris,  Vienna  or  Munich, 
Fastened  him  into  a  front-row  box. 

And  danced  off  the  ballet  with  trousers  and 
tunic. 

Come,  old  martyr  I  What,  torment  enough  ii  it  ? 

Back  to  my  room  shall  you  take  your  sweet 
self. 
Good-bve,  roother^beetle ;  husband-eft,  stMcit ! 

See  the  snus  niche  I  hare  made  on  my  shelf  I 
A's  book  shall  prop  you  up.  B's  shall  cover  you. 

Here 's  C  to  be  grave  witn,  or  D  to  be  gay. 
And  with  E  on  each  side,  and  F  rig^t  over  you, 

Dry-rot  at  ease  till  the  Jndgmei^-day ! 


SOLILOQUY  OF  THE  SPANISH 
CLOISTER 

When  first  printed  in  Belis  and  Pome- 
granates^  this  poem  was  the  second  of  a  group 
of  two  bearing  the  general  title  Camp  and 
Cloister^  the  first  of  the  two  being  Incident  of 
the  French  Camp. 

Gb-KtB  —  tJiere  go,  my  heart's  abhorrence ! 

Water  ^our  damned  flower-pots,  do ! 
If  hate  kiUed  men,  Brother  Lawrence, 

God's  blood,  would  not  mine  kill  yon  ! 
What  ?  your  myrtle-bush  wants  trimming  ? 

Oh,  that  rose  nas  prior  claims  — 
Needs  its  leaden  vase  filled  brimming  ? 

Hell  dry  you  up  with  its  flames  I 

At  the  meal  we  sit  together : 

iSalve  libi  !    I  must  hear 
Wise  talk  of  the  kind  of  weather, 

Sort  of  season,  time  of  year : 
Not  a  plenteous  corh-crot) :  scarcely 

Dare  we  hope  oak-gaUs^  I  doubt : 
What '«  the  Latin  name  for  ''''parsley  "  f 

What 's  the  Greek  name  for  Swme's  Snout  ? 

Whew  !    We  '11  have  our  platter  burnished. 

Laid  with  care  on  our  own  shelf  t 
With  a  fire-new  spoon  we  're  furmahed. 

And  a  goblet  for  ourself ,^ 
Rinsed  like  something  sacrificial 

Ere  't  is  fit  to  touch  our  chaps  — 
Marked  with  L  for  our  initial ! 

(He-he  1    There  his  lily  snaps  I) 

Saint,  forsooth  I    While  brown  Dolores 

Sonats  outside  the  Convent  bank 
Witn  Sfmchicha,  teUing  stories, 

Steepine  tresses  in  the  tank, 
Blue-blacK,  lustrous,  thick  like  horsehairs, 

—  Can't  I  see  his  dead  esre  glow, 
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Bright  as  *t  were  a  Barbary  corsair's  ? 
(That  is,  if  he  'd  let  it  show  I) 

When  he  finishes  refection. 

Knife  and  fork  he  never  lajrs 
Cross-wise,  to  my  recollection, 

As  do  I,  in  Jesu^s  praise. 
I  the  Trinity  illostrate. 

Drinking  watered  orange-pulp  — 
In  three  sips  the  Arian  frustrate ; 

While  he  drains  his  at  one  gulp. 

Oh,  those  melons  1    If  he  ^s  able 

We  're  to  have  a  feast !  so  nice  I 
One  goes  to  the  Abbot's  table. 

All  of  us  get  each  a  slice. 
How  go  on  yonr  flowers  ?    None  double  ? 

Not  one  miit^sort  can  you  spy  ? 
Strange  !  —  And  I,  too,  at  such  trouble 

Keep  them  dose-nipped  on  the  sly  I 

There 's  a  great  text  in  Galatians, 

Once  you  trip  on  it,  entails 
Twenty-nine  distinct  daninations. 

One  sure,  if  another  fails : 
If  I  trip  him  just  ardying, 

Sure  of  heaven  as  sure  can  be. 
Spin  him  round  and  send  him  flying 

Off  to  hell,  a  Manichee  ? 

Or,  my  scrofulous  French  novel 

On  grav  paper  with  blunt  type  ! 
Simply  guuice  at  it,  vou  grovel 

Hand  and  foot  in  Beliiu's  gripe : 
If  I  double  down  its  pages 

At  the  woeful  sixteenth  print. 
When  he  gathers  his  greengages. 

Ope  a  sieve  and  slip  it  in 't  ? 

Or,  there  's  Satan  I  —  one  might  venture 

Pledge  one's  soul  to  him,  yet  leave 
Such  a  flaw  in  the  indenture  ^ 

As  he  'd  miss  till,  past  retrieve, 
Blflsted  lay  that  rose-acacia 

We  're  so  proud  of  I     Uu,  Zy^  Him  .  . 
'St,  there  's  Vespers !    Plena  yratiti, 

Ave,  Virgo  !    Gr-r-r  —  you  swine ! 


THE  LABORATORY 

ANCIEN    REGIME 

Published  first  in  Hood'^s  Magazine,  June, 
1844.  In  Bells  and  Pomegranates  it  was  grouped 
with  The  Cof\fessional  under  the  title  France 
and  Spain, 

Now  that  I.  tying  thy  glass  mask  tightly, 
May  gaze  ttirougn  these  faint  smokes  curling 

whitely, 
As  thou  pliest  thy  trade  in  this  devil's-smithy  — 
Which  is  the  poison  to  poison  her,  prithee  ? 

He  is  with  her,  and  they  know  that  I  know^ 
\^^lere  they  are,  what  they  do  :   they  believe 
my  tears  flow 


While  thev  laugh,  laugh  at  me,  at  me  fled  to 

the  arear 
Empty  church,  to  pray  God  in,  for  them  I  —  I 

am  here. 

GMnd  away,  moisten  and  mash  up  thv  paste. 
Pound  at  thy  powder,  —  I  am  not  in  naste  ! 
Better  sit  thus,  and  observe  thy  strange  diings. 
Than  go  where  men  wait  me  and  dance  at  tne 
King's. 

That  in  the  mortar  —  you  call  it  a  gum  ? 

Ah,  the  brave  tree  whence  such  gold  oozings 

come! 
And  yonder  soft  phial,  the  exquisite  blae. 
Sure  to  taste  sweetly,  —  is  that  poison  too  ? 

Had  I  but  all  of  them,  thee  and  thy  treasures. 
What  a  wild  crowd  of  invisible  pleasures  ! 
To  carry  pure  death  in  an  earring,  a  casket, 
A  signet,  a  fan-mount,  a  filigree  basket ! 

Soon,  at  the  King's,  a  mere  lozenge  to  |!ive, 
And  Pauline  should  have  just  thirty  mmutes  to 

live  ! 
But  to  light  a  pastile,  and  Elise,  with  her  head 
And  her  breast  and  her  arms  and  her  hands, 

should  drop  dead  I 

Quick  —  is  it  finished  ?    The  color 's  too  grim  ! 
Why  not  soft  like  the   phial's,  enticing  and 

dim? 
Let  it  brighten  her  drink,  let  her  turn  it  and 

stir. 
And  try  it  and  taste,  ere  she  fix  and  prefer ! 

What  a  drop  I    She 's  not  little,  no  minion  like 

me ! 
That 's  why  she  ensnared  him :  this  never  will 

free 
The  sodl  from  those    masculine    eyes, —  say, 

"nol" 
To  that  pulse's  magnificent  oome-aud-go. 

For  only  last  night,  as  they  whispered,  I  brought 
My  own  eyes  to  bear  on  her  so,  that  I  thougnt 
Could  I  keep  them  one  half  minute  fixed,  she 

woidd  fall 
Shrivelled ;  she  fell  not ;  yet  this  does  it  all ! 

Not  ihat  I  bid  you  spare  her  tlie  pain ; 
Let  death  be  felt  and  the  proof  remain : 
Brand,  bum  up,  bite  into  its  grace  — 
He  is  sure  to  remember  her  dying  face  I 

Is  it  done  ?    Take  my  mask  off !    Nay,  be  not 

morose; 
It  kills  her,  and  tliis  prevents  seeing  it  dose  : 
The  delicate  droplet,  my  whole  fortune's  fee ! 
If  it  hurts  her,  beside,  can  it  ever  hurt  me  ? 

Now,  tAke  all  my  jewels,  gorge  gold  to  yonr 

fill. 
You  ma^  kiss  me,  old  man,  on  my  month  if  you 

Willi 

But  brush  this  dust  off  me,  lest  horror  it  brings 
Ere  I  know  it  —  next  moment  I  dance  at  the 
King's! 
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It  18  a  lie  —  their  Priests,  their  Pope, 
Their  Saints,  their  ...  all  they  fear  or  hope 
Are  lies,  and  lies  —there  I  throorh  my  door 
And  oeilinsr,  there  I  and  walls  and  floor, 
There,  lies,  they  lie — shall  stUl  he  hurled 
Till  spite  of  them  I  reach  the  world  ! 

You  think  Priests  just  and  holy  men  I 
Before  they  put  me  in  this  den 
I  was  a  human  ereature  too, 
With  flesh  and  hlood  like  one  of  you, 
A  m\  that  lani^ed  in  heauty's  pride 
Like  lilies  in  your  world  outside. 

I  had  a  lorer — shame  ayaunt  I 

This  poor  wrenched  bod^,  grim  and  gaunt, 

Was  loaBed  all  OTcr  till  it  burned. 

By  lips  the  truest^  love  eW  turned 

Hjs  heart's  own  tmt  :^  one  nigrht  they  kissed 

My  soul  out  in  a  burning  mist. 

So,  next  day  when  the  accustomed  train 
(H  things  grew  round  my  sense  again, 
'"  That  18  a  sin,"  I  said :  and  slow 
With  downcast  eyes  to  church  I  go. 
And  iMUH  to  the  confession-chair, 
And  tell  the  old  mild  father  there. 

But  when  I  falter  Beltran's  name, 

''  Ha  1"  quoth  the  father :  ''  much  I  blame 

The  sin  ;  yet  wherefore  idly  grieve  ? 

Despair  not  —  strenuously  retrieye  I 

Nay,  I  will  turn  this  love  of  thine 

To  lawful  loye,  almost  diyine  ; 

'*  For  he  is  young,  and  led  astray. 
This  Bdtran,  and  he  schemes,  men  aay. 
To  change  the  laws  of  church  and  state ; 
So.  thine  shall  be  an  angel's  fate. 
Who,  ere  the  thunder  breaks,  should  roll 
Its  cloud  away  and  saye  his  soul. 

"  For,  when  he  lies  upon  thy  breast, 
Hiou  mayest  demana  and  be  possessed 
Of  all  his  plans,  and  next  day  steal 
To  me,  and  all  those  plans  reveal. 
That  I  and  every  priest,  to  purge 
His  soul,  may  fast  and  use  the  scourge/' 

That  Other's  beard  was  long  and  white,^ 
With  love  and  truth  his  brow  seemed  bright ; 
I  went  back,  all  on  fire  with  joy. 
And,  that  same  evening,  bade  the  boy 
Tell  roe,  as  lovers  should,  heart-free, 
Somethmg  to  prove  his  love  of  me. 

He  told  me  what  he  would  not  tell 
For  hope  of  heaven  or  fear  of  hell ; 
And  I  lay  listening  in  such  pride  I 
And,  soon  as  he  had  left  my  side. 
Tripped  to  the  church  by  morning-light 
To  save  his  soul  in  his  despite. 


I  told  the  father  all  his  schemes. 
Who  were  his  comrades,  what  their  dreams ; 
**  And  now  make  haste,''  I  said,  ''  to  pray 
The  one  spot  from  his  soul  away  ; 
To-niffht  he  comes,  but  not  the  same 
WiU  look  1 "    At  night  he  never  came. 

Nor  next  night :  on  the  after-mom, 
I  went  forth  with  a  strength  new-bom. 
The  church  was  empty ;  something  drew 
My  steps  into  the  street ;  I  knew 
It  led  me  to  the  market-place: 
Where,  lo,  on  high,  the  father's  face  I 

That  horrible  black  scaffold  dressed. 
That  stapled  block  .  .  .  Qod  sink  the  rest  I 
That  head  strapped  back,  that  blinding  vest, 
Those  knotted  hands  and  naked  breast. 
Till  near  one  busy  hangman  pressed. 
And,  on  the  neck  these  aims  caressed  .  .  . 

No  part  in  aught  they  hope  or  fear  I 
No  neaven  with  them,  no  hell  I  —  and  here. 
No  earth,  not  so  much  qmoc  as  pens 
My  body  in  their  wont  of  dens 
But  shall  bear  Ood  and  man  my  cry. 
Lies  —  lies,  again  — and  still,  tney  lie  1 


CRISTINA 

In  Bella  and  Pomegranates^  this  poem  was 
the  second  of  a  group  headed  Qwen-  Worship^ 
the  first  being  Hudel  atid  the  Lady  qf  Tripoli. 

She  should  never  have  looked  at  me 

U  she  meant  I  should  not  love  her  ! 
There  are  plenty  .  .  .  men,  you  oill  such, 

I  suppose  .  .  .  she  may  discover 
All  her  soul  to,  if  she  pleases. 

And  yet  leave  much  as  she  found  them  : 
But  I  'm  not  so,  and  she  knew  it 

When  she  fixed  me,  glancing  round  them. 

What  ?    To  fix  me  thus  meant  nothing  ? 

But  I  can't  tell  (there 's  m^  weakness) 
What  her  look  said  I  —  no  vile  cant,  sure, 

About  *^  need  to  strew  the  bleakness 
Of  some  lone  shore  with  its  pearl-seed. 

That  the  sea  feels  "  — no     strange  yearning 
That  such  souls  have,  most  to  lavish 

Where  there  's  chance  of  least  returning." 

Oh,  we  're  sunk  enough  here.  God  knows  ! 

But  not  quite  so  sunk  that  moments, 
Sure  thoi^h  seldom,  are  denied  us. 

When  the  spirit ^s  true  endowments 
Stand  out  plainly  from  its  false  ones. 

And  apprise  it  if  pursuing 
Or  the  ngnt  wav  or  the  wrong  way. 

To  its  triumph  or  undoing. 

There  are  flashes  struck  from  midnights, 
There  are  fire-flames  noondays  kiiMle, 

Whereby  piled-up  honors  perish, 
Whereby  swollen  ambitions  dwindle. 
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While  just  this  or  that  poor  unpulse, 
Which  for  once  had  play  mumfled. 

Seems  the  sole  work  ox  a  uf  etime, 
That  away  the  rest  have  trifled. 

Doubt  yon  if,  in  some  such  moment, 

As  she  fixed  me,  she  felt  clearly. 
Ages  past  the  soul  existed. 

Here  an  aee  ^t  is  resting  merely, 
And  henoe  fleets  again  for  ages. 

While  the  true  end,  sole  and  single, 
It  stops  here  for  is,  this  love-wav. 

With  some  other  soul  to  mingle  ? 

Else  it  loses  what  it  liyed  for, 

And  eternally  must  lose  it ; 
Better  ends  may  be  in  prospMt, 

Deeper  blisses  (if  you  choose  it). 
But  this  lifers  end  and  this  loTe-blias 

Have  been  lost  here.    Doubt  you  whether 
This  she  felt  as,  looking  at  me, 

Mine  and  her  souls  rushed  together? 

Oh,  obserre  1    Of  course,  next  moment. 

The  world  *8  honors,  in  derision. 
Trampled  out  the  light  f oreyer : 

Never  fear  but  there  ^s  provision 
Of  the  deviPs  to  quench  knowledge 

Lest  we  walk  the  earth  in  rapture  I 
—  Making  those  who  catch  God^s  secret 

Just  BO  much  more  prize  their  capture  I 

Such  am  I :  the  secret  ^s  mine  now  ! 

She  has  lost  me,  I  have  gained  her ; 
Her  soul  ^s  mine :  and  thus,  grown  perfect, 

I  shall  pass  my  life's  remainder. 
Life  will  jast  hold  out  the  proving 

Both  our  powers,  alone  and  blended : 
And  then,  come  the  next  life  quickly  I 

This  world's  use  will  have  been  ended. 


THE  LOST   MISTRESS 

Ai.L  's  over,  then :  does  truth  sound  bitter 

As  one  at  first  believes  ? 
Hark,  'tis  the  sparrows'  good-night  twitter 

About  your  cottage  eaves  I 

And  the  leaf-buds  on  the  vine  are  woolly, 

I  noticed  that,  to-day ; 
One  day  more  bursts  them  open  fully 
—  Ton  know  the  red  turns  gray. 

To-morrow  we  meet  the  same  then,  dearest  ? 

May  I  take  your  hand  in  mine  ? 
Mere  friends  are  we,  —  well,  friends  the  merest 

Keep  much  that  I  resign : 

For  each  glance  of  the  eye  so  bright  and  black 
Though  I  keep  with  heart's  endeavor,  — 

Tour  voice,  when  jyou  wish  the  snowdrops  back, 
Though  it  stay  m  my  soul  forever  !  — 

Tet  I  will  but  say  what  mere  friends  say, 

Or  only  a  thought  stronger ; 
I  will  hold  your  hand  but  as  long  as  all  may, 

Or  so  very  little  longer  1 


EARTH'S   IMMORTALITIES 

FAME 

See,  as  the  prettiest  8[nfcVOT  will  do  in  time. 
Our  poet's  wants  the  treshness  of  its  prime ; 
Soite  of  the  sexton's  browsing  horse,  the  sods 
Have  struggled  through  its  binding  osier  rods ; 
Headstone  and  half-sunk  footstone  lean  awry. 
Wanting  the  brick-work  promised  by-and-by  ; 
How  the  minute  gray  lichens,  plate  o'er  plate. 
Have  softened    down  the  crisp^nt  name  and 
datel 

LOVE 

So,  Uie  year  *b  done  with  I 

{Love  me  forever  !) 
All  March  oegun  with, 

April's  endeavor ; 
May-wreaths  that  bound  me 

June  needs  must  sever ; 
Now  snows  fall  round  me, 

Quenching  June's  fever — 

(Jjive  me  forever  !) 


MEETING  AT   NIGHT 

This  and  its  companion  piece  were  published 
originally  simply  as  Night  and  Morning. 

The  gray  sea  and  the  long  black  land ; 
And  the  yellow  half -moon  large  and  low  ; 
And  the  startled  little  waves  that  leap 
In  fiery  ringlets  from  their  sleep. 
As  I  gain  the  cove  with  pushing  prow. 
And  quench  its  speed  i*  the  slushy  sand. 

Then  a  mile  of  warm  sea-soented  beach  ; 

Three  fields  to  cross  till  a  farm  appears ; 

A  tap  at  the  pane,  the  quick  sharp  scratch 

And  blue  spurt  of  a  lighted  match. 

And  a  voice  less  loud,  through  its  joys  and 

fears, 
Than  the  two  hearts  beating  each  to  each  ! 


PARTING   AT   MORNING 

Round  the  cape  of  a  sudden  came  the  sea^^ 
And  the  sun  looked  over  the  mountain's  nm  : 
And  straight  was  a  path  of  gold  for  him. 
And  the  need  of  a  world  of  men  for  me. 


SONG 

Nat  but  you,  who  do  not  love  her, 
Is  she  not  pure  gold,  my  mistress  ? 

Holds  earth  aught  —  speak  truth  —  above  her  ? 
Aught  like  this  tress,  see,  and  this  tress. 

And  uiis  last  fairest  tress  of  all. 

So  fair,  see,  ere  I  let  it  fall  ? 

Because  70U  spend  your  lives  in  pnusing  ; 
To  praise,  you  search  the  wide  world  over  : 
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llien  whj  not  witneM,  oalmly  raziiig:, 
If  earth  holds  smght — tpeaJc  truth — ahoye 
her? 
Aboye  this  tress,  and  this,  I  touch 
But  cannot  praise,  I  love  so  mneh  t 


A   WOMAN'S   LAST   WORD 

Lrt  *8  eontend  no  more,  Loye, 

Strive  nor  weep : 
All  be  as  before.  Love, 

—  Only  sleep  I 

What  BO  wild  as  words  are  ? 

I  and  thon 
In  debate,  as  birds  are, 

Hawk  on  bousrh ! 

See  the  csreatnre  stalking 

While  we  speak  I 
Hash  and  hide  the  talking, 

Cheek  on  cheek ! 

What  so  false  as  troth  is, 

False  to  thee? 
Where  the  serpent ^s  tooth  is 

Shun  the  tree  — 

^Vhere  the  apple  reddens 

Never  pry  — 
Lest  we  lose  onr  Edens, 

Eve  and  I. 

fie  a  god  and  hold  me 

With  a  charm  I 
fie  a  man  and  fold  me 

With  thine  arm  f 

Teach  me,  only  teach,  Love  I 

As  I  onght 
I  will  speak  thy  speech.  Love, 

Think  thy  thonght  — 

Meet,  if  thon  require  it. 

Both  demands. 
Laying  flesh  and  spirit 

In  thy  hands. 

That  ahaU  be  to-morrow. 

Not  to-night : 
I  must  bury  sorrow 

Out  of  sight : 

—  Must  a  Httle  weep,  Love, 

(Focdishmel) 
And  so  fall  asleep,  Love, 

Loved  by  thee. 


EVELYN    HOPE 

BsAUTiruL  Evelyn  Hoi>e  is  dead ! 

Sit  and  watch  by  her  side  an  hour. 
That  is  her  book-«helf  ,  this  her  bed  ; 

She  i>lncked  that  pieoe  of  geraninm-flower, 
B^nnning  to  die  too,  in  the  glass ; 

little  has  yet  been  changed,  I  think  : 


The  shutters  are  shut,  no  light  majr  pass 
Save  two  long  rays  througn  the  hinge's  chink. 

Sixteen  years  old  when  she  died ! 

Perhaps  she  had  scarcely  heard  my  name  ; 
It  was  not  her  time  to  love  ;  beside. 

Her  life  had  many  a  hope  and  aioL, 
Duties  enough  and  httle  cares. 

And  now  was  quiet,  now  astir. 
Till  God's  hand  beckoned  unawares^  — 

And  the  sweet  white  brow  is  all  ol  her. 

Is  it  too  late  then,  Eveljm  Hope  ? 

What,  your  soul  was  pure  and  true. 
The  good  stars  met  in  vour  horoscope. 

Made  you  of  spirit,  fire  and  dew  — 
And,  inst  because  I  was  thrice  as  old 

Ana  onr  paths  in  the  world  diverged  so  wide, 
Each  was  nauarht  to  each,  must  I  be  told  ? 

We  were  f euow  mortals,  naught  beside  ? 

No,  indeed  1  for  Qod  above 

Is  great  to  grant,  as  mighty  to  make. 
And  creates  uie  love  to  rewud  the  love : 

I  claim  you  still,  for  my  own  love's  sake  ! 
Delayed  it  may  be  for  more  lives  yet. 

Through  worlds  I  shall  traverse,  not  a  few : 
Much  is  to  learn,  much  to  forget 

Ere  the  time  be  come  for  taking  yon. 

fiut  the  time  will  come,  —  at  last  it  will. 

When,  Evelyn  Hope,  what  meant  (I  shall  say) 
In  the  lower  earth,  in  the  years  long  still. 

That  body  and  soul  so  pure  and  gay  ? 
Why  vour  hair  was  amber,  I  shall  divine. 

Ana  your  mouth  of  your  own  geranium's 
red  — 
And  what  you  would  do  with  me,  in  fine. 

In  the  new  life  come  in  the  old  one's  stead. 

I  have  Uved  (I  shall  say)  so  much  since  then. 

Given  up  myself  so  many  times. 
Gained  me  the  gains  of  various  men. 

Ransacked  the  ages,  spoiled  the  climes  ; 
Tet  one  thin^,  one,  in  my  soul's  full  scope, 

Either  I  missed  or  itself  missed  me : 
And  I  want  and  find  yon,  Evelsrn  Hope  I 

What  is  the  issue  ?  let  us  see  I 

I  loved  you,  Evelyn,  all  the  while  1 

My  heart  seemed  full  as  it  could  hold  ; 
There  was  place  and  to  spare  for  the  frank 
young  smile. 
And  the  red  young  mouth,  and  the  hair's 
yonnggold. 
So^  hush,  —  I  will  give  you  this  leaf  to  keep : 

See,  I  shut  it  inside  toe  sweet  cold  hand  1 
There,  that  is  our  secret :  go  to  sleep  I 
You  will  wake,  and  remember,  and  undei^ 
stand. 
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Whskb  the  quiet-colored  end  of  evening  smiles 
Miles  and  miles 


On  the  solitary  pastures  where  our  sheep 
Half-asleep 
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Tinkle  homeward  thxonsrli  the  twilight,  stray 
or  stop 
As  they  crop  — 
Was  the  site  once  of  a  city  great  and  gay, 

(ISo  they  say) 
Of  our  country's  very  capital,  its  prince 

^  Ages  since 
Held  his  oonrt  in,  gathered  councils,  wielding  far 
Peace  or  war. 

Now,  —  the  country  does  not  even  boast  a  tree. 

As  jjrou  see. 
To  distixmush  slopes  of  verdure,  certain  rills 

from  the  hills 
Intersect  and  give  a  name  to,  (else  they  run 

Into  one,) 
Where  the  domed  and  daring  palace  shot  its 
spires  ^ 

Up  like  fires 
O'er  the  hundred-gated  circuit  of  a  wall 

Bounding  all. 
Made  of  marble,  men  might  march  on  nor  be 
pressed. 

Twelve  abreast. 

And  such  plenty  and  p^eetion,  see,  of  graas 

Never  was ! 
Such  a  carpet  as,  this  summer-time,  o'erspreads 

And  embeds 
Every  vestige  of  the  city,  guessed  alone. 

Stock  or  stone  — 
Where  a  multitude  of  men  breathed  joy  and  woe 

Long  ago; 
Lust  of  glory  pricked  their  hearts  up,  dread  of 
shame 

Struck  them  tame ; 
And  that  gloiy  and  that  shame  alike,  the  gold 

Bongnt  and  sold. 

Now,  —  the  single  little  turret  that  remains 

On  the  plains, 
By  Uie  caper  overrooted,  by  the  gourd 

Overscored, 
While  the  patching  houseleek's  head  of  blos- 
som winks 
Through  the  chinks  — 
Marks  the  basement  whence  a  tower  in  ancient 
time 
Sprang  sublime. 
And  a  burning  ring,  all  round,  the  chariots 
traced 
As  they  raced. 
And    the  monarch  and  his   minions  and   his 
dames 
Viewed  the  games. 

And  I  know,  while  thus  the  quiet-colored  eve 

Smiles  to  leave 
To  their  folding,  all  our  many-tinkling  fleece 

In  such  peace, 
And  the  slopes  and    rills  in  undistinguished 
gray 

Melt  away  — 
That  a  nil  with  eager  eyes  and  yellow  hair 

iVaits  me  there 
In  the  turret  whence  the  charioteers  caught 
soul 

For  the  goal, 


When  the  king  looked,  where  she  looks  now, 
breathless,  dumb 
Till  I  come. 

But  he  looked  upon  the  city,  every  side, 

Far  and  wide. 
All  the  mountains  topped  with  temples,  all  the 
glades' 

ColonnadeflL 
All  the  causeys,  bridges,  aqueducts,  —  and  then. 

All  the  men ! 
When  I  do  come,  she  will  speak  not,  she  will 
stand, 

father  hand 
On  my  shoulder,  give  her  eyes  the  first  embrace 

Of  my  face. 
Ere  we  rush,  ere  we  extinguish  sight  and  speech 

Each  on  each. 

In  one  year  they  sent  a  million  fighters  forth 

South  and  North, 
And  Uiey  built  their  gods  a  brazen  pillar  high 

As  the  sky. 
Yet  reserved  a  thousand  chariots  in  full  force  — 

Gold,  of  course. 
Oh  heart !  on  blood  that  freezes,  blood  that 
bums  I 

Earth's  returns 
For  whole  centuries  of  folly,  noise  and  sin  I 

Shut  them  in. 
With  their  triumphs  and  their  glories  and  the 
rest  I 

Love  is  best. 


A  LOVERS'  QUARREL 

Oh,  what  a  dawn  of  day  1 

How  the  March  sun  feels  like  May  I 

All  is  blue  ajgain 

After  last  night's  rain, 
And  the  South  dries  the  hawthorn-spray. 

Only,  my  Love 's  away  I 
I  'd  as  lief  that  the  blue  were  gray. 

Runnels,  which  rillets  swell. 
Must  be  dancing  down  the  dell. 

With  a  foaming  head 

On  the  beryl  bei 
Paven  smooth  as  a  hermit's  cell ; 

Each  with  a  tale  to  tell, 
Gould  my  Love  but  attend  as  well. 

Dearest,  Uiree  months  ago  I 

When  we  Uved  blooked-up  with  snow,  — 

When  the  wind  would  edge 

In  and  in  his  wedge. 
In,  as  far  as  the  i>oint  could  go  — 

Not  to  our  ingle,  though. 
Where  we  lored  each  the  other  so  t 

Laughs  with  so  little  cause ! 
We  devised  games  out  of  straws. 

We  would  try  and  trace 

One  another's  face 
In  the  ash,  as  an  artist  draws ; 

Free  on  each  other's  flaws. 
How  we  chattered  like  two  church  daws  •' 


A  LOVERS'  QUARREL 
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What  '8  in  the  "  Times ''  ?  —  a  wold 
At  the  Emperor  deep  and  oold ; 

He  has  taken  a  bride 

To  his  gruesome  side. 
That  *s  as  fair  ss  himself  is  bold : 

There  they  sit  ermine-stoled. 
And  she  powders  her  hair  with  gold. 

Fancy  the  Pampas*  sheen  I 
Miles  and  miles  of  gr<)ld  and  green 

Where  the  sunflowers  blow 

In  a  solid  glow, 
And  —  to  break  now  and  then  the  screen  - 

Black  neck  and  eyeballs  keen. 
Up  a  wild  horse  leaps  between  I 

Try,  will  onr  table  turn  ? 

Lay  your  hands  there  light,  and  yearn 

Till  the  yearning  sli|>s 

Through  the  finger-tips 
In  a  fire  which  a  few  aiaoeru. 

And  a  Tery  few  feel  bum, 
And  the  rest,  they  may  live  and  learn  t 

Then  we  would  up  and  pace. 
For  a  change,  about  the  place. 

Each  with  arm  o*er  neck: 

'T  is  our  (|uarter-deck. 
We  are  seamen  m  woeful  case. 

Help  in  the  ocean-space  ! 
Or,  if  no  help,  we  *11  embrace. 

See,  how  she  looks  now,  dressed 
In  a  sled^ng^^i^)  and  vest ! 

*T  IS  a  hujpe  fur  cloak  — 

Like  a  remdeer^s  yoke 
Falls  the  lappet  along  the  breast : 

Sleeves  for  her  arms  to  rest, 
Or  to  hang,  as  my  Love  likes  best. 

Teach  me  to  flirt  a  fan 
As  the  iSpanish  ladies  can. 

Or  I  tint  your  lip 

Witli  a  burnt  stick's  tip 
And  you  turn  into  such  a  man ! 

Just  the  two  spots  that  span 
Half  the  bill  of  the  young  male  swan. 

Dearest,  three  months  ago 
^Vhen  the  mesmerizer  Snow 

With  his  hand^s  first  sweep 

Put  the  earth  to  sleep  : 
*T  was  a  time  when  the  heart  conld  show 

All  —  how  was  earth  to  know, 
'Neath  the  mute  hand's  to-and-f  ro  ? 

Dearest,  three  months  ago 
Wlien  we  loved  each  other  so. 

Lived  and  loved  the  same 

Till  an  evening  came 
Wlien  a  shaft  from  the  devil's  bow 

Pierced  to  our  ii^le-glow. 
And  the  friends  were  friend  ana  foe  I 

Not  from  the  heart  beneath  — 
'T  was  a  bubble  bom  of  breath. 

Neither  sneer  nor  vaunt, 

Nor  reproach  nor  taunt. 


See  a  word,  how  it  severeth  I 

Oh,  power  of  life  and  death 
In  the  tongue,  as  the  Preacher  saith  I 

Woman,  and  will  yon  cast 
For  a  word,  quite  off  at  last 

Me,  your  own,  ^our  You,  — 

Since,  as  truth  is  true, 
I  was  You  all  the  happy  past  — 

Me  do  you  leave  aghast 
With  the  memories  We  amassed  ? 

Love,  if  yon  knew  the  lifH^t 
That  your  soul  oasts  in  my  sight. 

How  I  look  to  you 

For  the  pure  and  true. 
And  the  beauteous  and  the  right,  — 

Bear  with  a  moment's  spite 
When  a  mere  mote  threats  the  white ! 

What  of  a  hasty  word  ? 

Is  the  fleshly  heart  not  stirred 
By  a  worm's  pin-prick 
Where  its  roots  are  quick  ? 

See  the  ejre,  by  a  fly's-foot  olnrred  — 
Ear,  when  a  straw  is  heard 

Scratch  the  brain's  coat  of  ciud  I 

Foul  be  the  world  or  fair 

More  or  less,  how  can  I  care  ? 
'T  is  tne  world  the  same 
For  my  praise  or  blame. 

And  endurance  is  easy  there. 

Wrong  in  the  one  thing  rare  — 

Oh,  it  is  hard  to  bear  I 

Here 's  the  spring  back  or  dose. 
When  the  almona-blossom  blows ; 

We  shall  have  the  word 

In  a  minor  third, 
There  is  none  but  the  cuckoo  knows : 

Heaps  of  the  gnelder-roae  1 
I  must  bear  with  it,  I  suppose. 

Could  bat  November  come. 
Were  the  noisy  birds  struck  dumb 

At  the  warning  slash 

Of  his  driver 's-lash  — 
I  would  laugh  like  the  valiant  Thumb 

Facing  the  castle  glum 
And  the  giant's  fee-faw-fum ! 

Then,  were  the  world  well  stripped 

Of  the  gear  wherein  equipped 
We  can  stand  apart. 
Heart  dispense  with  hearty 

In  the  sun,  with  the  flowers  unnipped,  - 
Oh,  the  world's  hangings  npped. 

We  were  both  in  a  bare-walled  crypt ! 


Each  in  the  ersrpt  would  cry 

*'  But  one  freezes  here  1  and  why  ? 
When  a  heart,  as  chill. 
At  my  own  would  thrill 

Back  to  life,  and  its  fires  out-fly  ? 
Heart,  shall  we  live  or  die  ? 

The  rest,  .  .  .  settle  by  and  by ! " 
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So,  she  'd  efface  the  aoore, 
And  forgive  me  as  before. 

It  is  twelve  o'clock : 

I  shall  hear  her  knock 
In  the  worst  of  a  storm^s  uproar, 

I  shall  puU  her  through  Uie  door« 
I  shall  have  her  for  evermore  I 


UP  AT  A  VILLA —  DOWN  IN  THE  CITY 

(as  distinguished  by  an  italian  person  of 

quality) 

Had  I  but  plenty  of  money,  money  enough  and 

to  spare. 
The  house  for  me,  no  doubt,  were  a  house  in  the 

city-fl<^uare ; 
Ah,  such  a  life,  such  a  life,  as  one  leads  at  the 

window  there  I 

Something  to  see,  by  Bacchus,  something  to 

hear,  at  least ! 
There,  the  whole  day  long,  one*s  life  is  a  perfect 

feast; 
While  up  at  a  villa  one  lives,  I  maintain  it,  no 

more  than  a  beast. 

Well  now,  look  at  our  villa !  stuck  like  the  horn 

of  a  bull 
Just  on  a  mountain-edge  as  bare  as  the  crea- 

ture^s  skull, 
Save  a  mere  shag  of  a  bush  with  hardly  a  leaf 

to  pull! 
—  I  scratch  my  own,  sometimes,  to  see  if  the 

hair  ^s  turned  wool. 

But  the  dty,  oh  the  city  —  the  square  with  the 
houses  1    Why  ? 

They  are  stone^aced,  white  as  a  curd,  there  *s 
something  to  take  the  eye  I 

Houses  in  four  straight  lines,  not  a  single  front 
awry; 

Ton  watch  who  crosses  and  gosaipe,  who  saun- 
ters, who  hurries  by ; 

Green  blinds,  as  a  matter  of  course,  to  draw 
when  the  sun  gets  h^h ; 

And  the  shops  with  fanciiul  signs  which  are 
painted  properly. 

What  of  a  villa  ?  Though  winter  be  over  in 
March  by  rights, 

*T  is  May  perhaps  ere  the  snow  shall  have  with- 
ered well  off  the  he^hts : 

Ton  Ve  the  brown  ploughs  land  before,  where 
the  oxen  steam  and  wheeze. 

And  the  hills  over-smoked  behind  by  the  faint 
gray  olive-tiees. 

Is  it  better  in  May,  I  ask  you  ?  Yon  *ve  sum- 
mer all  at  once ; 

In  a  day  he  leaps  complete  with  a  few  strong 
April  suns. 

'Mid  the  sharp  short  emerald  wheat,  scarce 
risen  three  fingers  well. 

The  wild  tulip,  at  end  of  its  tube,  blows  out  its 
great  red  bell 

Like  a  thin  clear  bubble  of  blood,  for  the 
children  to  pick  and  sell. 


Is  it  ever  hot  in  the  square  ?  There  's  a  foun- 
tain to  spout  and  splash ! 

In  the  shade  it  sings  ana  springs :  in  the  shine 
such  foambows  flash 

On  the  horses  with  curiing  fish-^ails,  that  prance 
and  paddle  and  pash 

Round  the  lad v  atop  in  her  conch — fifty  gazers 
do  not  abash. 

Though  all  that  she  wears  is  some  weeds  round 
her  waist  in  a  sort  of  sash. 

All  the  year  long  at  the  viUa,  nothing  to  see 

though  you  lineer, 
Except  yon  <m>re8s  tnat  points  like  death's  lean 

lirted  lorefinger. 
Some  think  fireflies  pretty,  when  they  mix  i'  the 

com  and  mingle. 
Or  thrid  the  stinking  hemp  till  the  stalks  of  it 

seem  a-tingle. 
Late  Augrust  or  early  September,  the  stunning 

cicala  is  shrill. 
And  the  bees  keep  their  tiresome  whine  round 

the  resinous  fin  on  the  hill. 
Enough    of    the    seasons,  —  I  spare  you  the 

months  of  the  fever  and  chul. 

Ere  you  open  your  eyes  in  the  city,  the  blessed 
church-bells  begin : 

No  sooner  the  bells  leave  off  than  the  diligence 
rattles  in  : 

Ton  get  the  pick  of  the  news,  and  it  costs  you 
never  a  pin. 

By  and  by  there  *s  the  travelling  doctor  gives 
pills,  lets  blood,  draws  teeth ; 

Or  the  PulcineUo-trumpet  breaks  up  the  mar- 
ket beneath. 

At  tiie  post-office  such  a  scene-picture  —  Uie 
new  i>lay,  piping  hot ! 

And  a^  notice  how,  only  this  morning,  three 
liberal  thieves  were  shot. 

Above  it,  behold  the  Arohbishop^s  most  fa- 
therly of  rebukes, 

And  beneam,  with  his  crown  and  his  lion,  some 
little  new  law  of  the  Duke's  I 

Or  a  sonnet  with  flowery  marge,  to  the  Rever- 
end Don  So-and-so, 

Who  is  Dante,  Boccaccio,  Petrarca,  Saint  Je- 
rome, and  Cicero, 

^*  And  moreover,"  (the  sonnet  goes  rhyming,) 
**  the  skirts  of  Saint  Paul  has  reached. 

Having  preached  us  those  six  Lent-lectures  more 
unctuous  than  ever  he  preached." 

Noon  strikes,  —  here  sweeps  the  procession  I 
our  Lady  borne  smiling  and  smart 

With  a  pink  gauze  gown  all  spangles,  and  seven 
swords  stuck  in  her  heart ! 

Banff-whan^whanff  goes  the  drum,  toaU&ie' 
tootle  the  fife ; 

No  keeping  one's  haunches  still :  it 's  the  great- 
est pleasure  in  life. 

But  bless  yon,  it's  dear— it's  dear!  fowls, 

wine,  at  double  the  rate. 
They  have  clapped  a  new  t^  upon  salt,  and 

what  oil  pajni  passing  die  gate 
It 's  a  horror  to  think  of.    And  so,  the  villa  fd 

me,  not  the  city  t 
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B«ggan  can  Bcaroely  be  ehooaen :  but  still  — 

ah,  the  pity,  the  pity ! 
Look,  two  and  two  eo  the  priests,  then  the 

monks  with  oowls  and  sandals, 
And  the    penitents    dressed   in  white  shirts, 

a-holding  the  yellow  candles ; 
One,  he  carries  a  flafp  up  straight,  and  another 

a  cross  with  huidles. 
And  the  Duke^s  guard  brings  up  the  rear,  for 

the  better  prevention  of  scandals : 
£as(^crAaii(^wAaii9  goes  the  drum,  tootl€-t&4ocd€ 

the  fife. 
Oh,  a  day  in  the  city-square,  there  is  no  such 

pleasure  in  life  I 


A  TOCCATA  OF  GALUPPI'S 

Published  in  Men  and  Women  in  1855.  An 
American  author,  visiting  Browning  and  his 
wile  at  Casa  Quidi  in  1847,  wrote  ci  their  ooeu« 
pations:  **  Mrs.  Browning,"  he  said,  *^was  still 
too  much  of  an  invalid  to  walk,  but  she  sat 
under  the  great  trees  upon  the  lawn-like  hill- 
■des  near  the  convent,  or  in  the  seats  of  the 
dosky  convent  chapel,  while  Robert  Browning 
it  the  oigaa  chased  a  fugue,  or  dreamed  out 
upon  the  twilight  keys  a  faint  throbbing  toccata 
of  Galnppi." 

Oh  Galnppi,  Baldassare,  this  is  very  sad  to 

I  can  hardly  misoonoeive  yon ;  it  would  prove 

me  d«if  and  blind ; 
But  although  I  take  your  meaning,  't  is  with 

such  a  heavy  mind ! 

Here  you  come  with  vonr  old  munc,  and  here 's 

all  tiie  good  it  brings. 
What,  they  uved  once  thus  at  Venice  where 

the  merchants  were  the  kings. 
Where  St.  3iark's  is,  where  the  Doges  used  to 

wed  the  sea  with  rings  P 

Ay,  because  the  sea  *s  the  street  there ;  and 
't  is  arched  bv  .  .  .  what  you  call 

<  .  .  Shylock's  bridge  with  houses  on  it,  where 
they  kept  the  carnival : 

I  was  never  out  of  England  —  it  *s  as  if  I  saw  it 
aU. 

Did  young  people  take  their  pleasure  when  the 

sea  was  warm  in  May  ? 
Bills  and  masks  begun  at  midnight,  burning 

ever  to  mid-day, 
WKen  they  made  up  fresh  adventures  for  the 

morrow,  do  you  say  ? 

Was  a  lady  such  a  lady,  cheeks  so  round  and 
lips  so  red,  — 

On  her  neck  the  small  face  buoyant,  like  a  bell- 
flower  on  its  bed, 

O'er  the  breast's  superb  abundance  where  a 
man  might  base  his  head  ? 

Wen,  and  it  was  graceful  of  them — they'd 
break  talk  offand  afford 


—  She,  to  bite  her  niask^s  black  velvet  —  he,  to 

finger  on  his  sword. 
While  you  sat  and  played  Toccatas,  stately  at 

the  clavichord  ? 

What?  Those  leoer  thirds  so  plaintive,  sixths 

diminished,  si^h  on  sigh, 
Told   them   something  ?     Those  suspensions, 

those  solutions  —  *'  Must  we  die  ?  " 
Those  commiserating  seventlis  —  *'  Life  might 

last  I  we  can  but  try ! '' 


"Were  you  happy?  " -"Yes." -"And  are 

yon   still   as   happy?''  —"Yes.     And 

you?" 
—  "  Then,  more  kines !  "  ~  "  Did  /stop  them, 

when  a  million  seemed  so  few  ?  " 
Hark,  the  dominant's  persistence  till  it  roust 

be  answered  to  I 


So,  an  octave  struck  the  answer.     Oh,  they 

pndaed  you,  I  dare  say  ! 
"  Brave  Oaluppi  1  that  was  musie  I  good  alike 

at  grave  and  gay  I 
I  can  always  leave  off  talking  when  I  hear  a 

master  play  I " 

Then  they  left  you  for  their  pleasure  :  till  in 

due  time,  one  by  one. 
Some  with  lives  that  came  to  notlung,  some 

with  deeds  as  well  undone. 
Death  stepped  taoitlv  and  took  them  where 

they  never  see  uie  sun. 

But  when  I  ait  down  to  reason,  think  to  take 
my  stand  nor  swerve. 

While  I  triumph  o'er  a  secret  wrung  from  na- 
ture's dose  reserve. 

In  you  come  with  your  cold  music  till  I  creep 
throng  every  nerve. 

Yes,  you,  like  a  ghostly  cricket,  creaking  where 

a  house  was  burned : 
"  Dust  and  ashes,  dead  and  done  with,  Venice 

spent  what  Venioe  earned. 
The  soul,  doubtless,  is  immortal  —  where  a  soul 

can  be  discemed. 

"  Yours  for  instance :  you  know  physics,  some- 
thing of  geology. 

Mathematics  are  your  pastime ;  souls  shall  rise 
in  their  degree : 

Butterflies  may  areaa  extinction, — you '11  not 
die,  it  cannot  be ! 

"  As  for  Venice  and  her  people,  merely  bom 
to  bloom  and  drop. 

Here  on  earth  they  bore  their  fruitage,  mirth 
and  folly  were  the  crop : 

What  of  soul  was  left,  I  wonder,  when  the  kiss- 
ing had  to  stop  ? 

"  Dust  and  ashes  !  "    So  von  creak  it,  and  I 

want  the  heart  to  soold. 
Dear  dead  women,  with  such  hair,  too  —  what 's 

become  of  all  the  gold^ 
Used  to  hang  and  brush  their  bosoms  ?    I  feel 

chilly  and  grown  old. 
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OLD  PICTURES  IN  FLORENCE 


The  mom  when  first  it  thunders  in  March, 

The  eel  in  the  pond  gives  a  leap,  they  say  : 
As  I  leaned  and  looked  over  the  aloed  arch 

Of  the  villa-gate  this  'warm  March  day. 
No  ilash  snapped,  no  dumb  thnnder  rolled 

In  the  vidley  beneath  where,  white  and  wide 
And  washed  by  the  morning  water-ffold, 

Florence  lay  out  on  the  mountain-side. 

River  and  bridge  and  street  and  square 

Lay  mine,  as  much  at  my  beck  and  call. 
Through  the  live  translucent  bath  of  air. 

As  the  sights  in  a  magic  crystal  ball. 
And  of  all  I  saw  and  of  all  I  praised, 

The  most  to  praise  and  the  best  to  see. 
Was  the  startling  bell-tower  Giotto  raised : 

But  why  did  it  more  than  startle  me  ? 

Giotto,  how,  with  that  soul  of  yours. 

Could  you  play  me  false  who  lovea  you  so  ? 
Some  slights  if  a  cert^n  heart  endures 

Yet  it  feels,  I  would  have  your  fellows  know  I 
I^  faith,  I  perceive  not  why  I  should  care 

To  break  a  silence  that  suits  them  best, 
But  the  thing  grows  somewhat  hard  to  bear 

When  I  find  a  Giotto  join  the  rest. 

On  the  arch  where  olives  overhead 

Print  the  blue  skv  with  twig  and  leaf, 
(That  sharp-curled  leaf  which  they  never  shed) 

^Twixt  the  aloes,  I  used  to  lean  in  chief, 
And  mark  through  the  winter  afternoons, 

Bv  a  gift  Qod  grants  me  now  and  then. 
In  the  nuld  decline  of  those  suns  like  moons, 

^Vho  walked  in  Florence,  besides  her  men. 

They  might  chirp  and  chaffer,  come  and  go 
For  pleasure  or  profit,  her  men  alive  — 

My  business  was  hardly  with  them,  I  trow. 
But  with  empty  cells  of  the  human  hive  ; 

—  With  the  chapter-room,  the  cloister-porch, 
Tlie  churches  apsis,  aisle  or  nave, 

Its  crypt,  one  fingers  along*  widi  a  torch. 
Its  face  set  full  for  the  sun  to  shave. 

Wherever  a  fresco  peels  and  drops, 
Wherever  an  outline  weakens  and  wanes 

Till  the  latest  life  in  the  painting  stops, 
Stands  One    whom    each  fainter  pulse-tick 
pains  : 

One,  wishful  each  scrap  should  dutch  the  brick. 
Each  tinge  not  wholly  escape  the  plaster, 

—  A  lion  wno  dies  of  an  ass's  kick. 

The  wronged  great  soul  of  an  ancient  Master. 

For  oh,  this  world  and  the  wrong  it  does ! 

They  are  safe  in  heaven  with  their  backs  to 
It, 
The  Michaels  and  Rafaels,  you  hum  and  buzz 

Round  the  works  of,  yon  of  the  little  wit  I 
Do  their  eyes  contract  to  the  earth's  old  scope, 

Now  that  they  see  God  face  to  face, 
And  have  idl  attained  to  be  poets,  I  hope  ? 

'T  is  their  holiday  now,  in  any  case. 


Much  they  reck  of  your  praise  and  you  I 

But  the  wronged  great  souls — can  they  be 
quit 
Of  a  world  where  their  work  is  all  to  do. 

Where  yon  style  them,  you  of  the  little  wit. 
Old  Master  This  and  Early  the  Other, 

Not  dreaming  that  Old  and  New  are  fellows : 
A  youn^r  succeeds  to  an  elder  brother. 

Da  Vmcis  derive  in  good  time  from  Dellos. 

And  here  where  your  praise  might  yield  returns. 

And  a  handsome  word  or  two  give  help. 
Here,  after  your  kind,  the  mastiff  gims 

And  the  puppy  pack  of  poodles  yelp. 
What,  not  a  word  for  Stefano  there. 

Of  brow  once  prominent  and  starry. 
Called  Nature's  ApCj  and  the  world's  despair 

For  his  peerless  painting  ?  (See  Vasari.) 

There  stands  the  Master.     Study,  my  friends. 
What  a  man's  work  comes  to  I     So  he  plans 

Performs  it,  perfects  it,  makes  amends 
For  the  toiling  and  moiling,  and  then,  sic 
transit ! 
Happier  the  thrifty  blind-folk  labor. 

With  upturned  eye  while  the  hand  is  bitav. 
Not   sidlmg   a   glance   at   the   coin  of  their 
^  neighbor ! 
'T  is  looking  downward  that  makes  one  dizzy. 

**  If  you  knew  their  work  you  would  deal  3'oiir 
dole." 

May  I  take  upon  me  to  instruct  you  ? 
When  Greek  Art  ran  and  reached  the  goal. 

Thus  much  had  the  world  to  boast  infructu  — 
The  Truth  of  Man,  as  by  God  first  spoken, 

Which  the  actual  ^nerations  garble. 
Was  re-uttered,  and  Soul  (which  Limbs  betoken) 

And    Limbs   (Soul   informs)   made   new  in 
marble. 

So  you  saw  yourself  as  you  wished  you  were. 

As  you  might  have  been,  as  yon  cannot  be  ; 
Earth  here,  rebuked  by  Olympus  there : 

And  grew  content  in  your  poor  degree 
With  vour  little  power,  by  those  statues'  god- 
head. 

And  your  little  scope,  by  their  eyes'  full  sway. 
And  your  little  grace,  by  their  grace  embodied. 

And  your  little  date,  by  their  forms  that  stay. 

Yon  would  fain  be  kinglier.  say,  than  I  am  ? 

Even  so,  you  will  not  sit  like  Theseus. 
You  would  prove  a  model  ?^    The  Son  of  Priam 

Has  yet  the  advant^:e  in  arms'  and  knees' 
use. 
You  're  wroth  — can  you  slay  your  snake  like 
Apollo  ? 

You  're  grieved  —  still  Niobe  's  the  grander  I 
You  live  —  there 's  the  Racers'  frieze  to  follow : 

You  die  — there 's  the  dying  Alexander. 

So,  testing  your  weakness  by  their  strength, 
Your  meagre  charms  by  their  roimded  beauty, 

Measured  by  Art  in  your  breadth  and  lengtli, 
You  learned  —  to  submit  is  a  mortal's  duty. 


OLD   PICTURES    IN    FLORENCE 


177 


—  When  1 8a^  ^*  you  *'  't  is  the  oomraon  soulf 
The  coUeotiTe,  I  mean  :  the  race  of  Man 

That  reoeiTes  life  in  parts  to  live  in  a  whole. 
And  grow  here  according  to  God's  clear  plan. 

Growth  came  when,  looking  yonr  last  on  them 
all, 

Ton  turned  your  eyes  inwardly  one  fine  day 
And  cried  with  a  start  —  What  if  we  so  small 

Be  greater  and  grander  the  while  than  they  ? 
Are  they  perfect  of  lineament,  perfect  of  stat- 
ure? 

In  both,  of  such  lower  types  are  we 
Precisely  because  of  our  wider  nature ; 

For  time,  theirs  —  ours,  for  eternity. 

ToHlay^s  brief  passion  limits  their  range ; 

It  seethes  with  the  morrow  for  us  and  more. 
They  are  perfect — how  else  ?  they  shall  never 
change  : 
We  are  faulty  —  why  not  ?  we  have  time  in 
store. 
The  Artificer's  hand  is  not  arrested 
With  us;  we  are  rough-hewn,  nowise  pol- 
ished: 
They  stand  for  our  copy,  and,  once  invested 
With  all  they  can  teach,  we  shall  see  them 
abolished. 

'T  is  a  life-long  toil  tUl  our  lump  be  leaven  — 

Tlie   better!      What's   come  to  perfection 
perishes. 
Things  learned  on  earth,  we  shall  practise  in 
heaven : 

Works  done  least  rapidly,  Art  most  cherishes. 
Thvself  shalt  aif ord  the  ezamplCf  Giotto  I  ^ 

Thy  one  work,  not  to  decrease  or  diminish, 
I>one  at  a  stroke,  was  just  (was  it  not  ?)  **  O !  '^ 

Thy  great  Campanile  is  still  to  finish. 

Is  it  true  that  we  are  now,  and  shall  be  here- 
after. 

But  what  and  where  depend  on  life's  minute  ? 
Hails  heavenly  cheer  or  infernal  laughter 

Our  first  step  out  of  the  gulf  or  in  it  ? 
Shall  Man,  such  step  within  his  endeavor, 

Manjs  facOj  have  no  more  play  and  action 
Than  joy  which  is  crystallized  forever, 

Or  grief,  an  eternal  petrifaction  ? 

On  which  I  conclude,  that  the  early  painters. 
To  cries  of  ""  Greek  Art  and  what  more  wish 
you?"- 
Replied,  "  To  become  now  self-aoquainters, 
And  paint  man,  man,  whatever  the  issue  ! 
Blake  new  hopes  shina  through  the  flesh  they 
fray. 
New  fears  ag^andize  the  rags  and  tatters : 
To  briug  the  invisible  full  into  play  ! 

Let  the  visible  go  to  tlie  dogs  —  what  mat- 
ters?" 

Give  these,  I  exhort  you,  their  guerdon  and 
glory 

For  daring  bo  much,  before  they  well  did  it. 
The  first  of  the  new,  in  our  race's  stoir. 

Beats  the  last  of  the  old  ;  't  is  no  idle  qniddit. 
The  worthies  began  a  revolution, 


Which  if  on  earth  you  intend  to  acknowledge. 
Why,  honor  them  now  I  (ends  my  allocution) 
Nor  confer  your  degree  when  the  folk  leave 
college. 

There 's  a  fancy  some  lean  to  and  others  hate  — 

That,  when  this  life  is  ended,  begiiM 
New  work  for  Uie  soul  in  another  state. 

Where  it  strives  and  gets  weary,  loses  and 
wins: 
Where  the  strong  and  the  weak,  this  world's 
con^ries. 

Repeat  in  large  what  they  practised  in  small, 
Through  life  after  life  in  uidimited  series  ; 

Only  the  scale 's  to  be  changed,  that 's  all. 

Tet  I  hardly  know.    When  a  soul  has  seen 

Bv  the  means  of  Evil  that  Good  is  best. 
Ana,   through   earth  and   its  noise,   what   is 
heaven's  serene,  — 

When  our  f nth  in  the  same  has  stood  the 
test  — 
Wliv,  the  child  grown  man,  yon  bum  the  rod, 

The  uses  of  labor  are  surely  done  ; 
There  remaineth  a  rest  for  the  people  of  God  : 

And  I  have  had  troubles  enough,  for  one. 

But  at  any  rate  I  have  loved  the  season 

Of  Art's  spring-birth  so  dim  and  dewy ; 
My  sculptor  is  Nicolo  the  Pisan, 

My  painter  —  who  but  Gimabue  ? 
Nor  ever  was  man  of  them  all  indeed. 

From  these  to  Ghiberti  and  Ghirlandajo, 
Coald  say  that  he  mined  my  critic-meed. 

So,  now  to  my  speeiid  grievance  —  heigh-ho ! 

Their  ghosts  still  stand,  as  I  said  before. 

Watching  each  fresco  flaked  and  rasped. 
Blocked  up,  knocked  out,  or  whitewashed  o'er : 

—  No  getting  again    what   the   church   has 
g^rasped  ! 
The  works  on  the  wall  must  take  their  chance  ; 

*^  Works  never  conceded  to  England's  thick 
clime !  " 
(I  hope  they  prefer  their  inheritance 

Of  a  bucketful  of  Italian  quick-lime.) 

When  they  go  at  length,  with  such  a  shaking 

Of  heads  o'er  the  old  delusion,  sadly 
Each  master  his  way  through  the  black  streets 
taking. 
Where   many  a  lost  work  breathes  though 
badly  — 
Why  don't  they  bethink  them  of  who  has  mer- 
ited? 
Why  not  reveal,  whUe  their  pictures  dree 
Such  doom,  how  a  captive  might  be  out-ferreted  ? 
Why  is  it  they  never  remember  me  ? 

Not  that  I  expect  iJie  great  Bigordi, 

Nor  Sandro  to  hear  me,  chivalric,  bellicose  ; 
Nor  the  wronged  Lippino  ;  and  not  a  word  I 

Say  of  a  scrap  of  rrk  Angelico's : 
But  are  yon  too  fine,  Taddeo  Gaddi, 

To  grant  me  a  taste  of  yonr  intonaoo, 
Some  Jerome  that  seeks  the  heaven  with  a  sad 
eye  ? 

Not  a  churlish  siunt,  Lorenzo  Monaco  ? 
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Could  not  the  ghost  with  the  dose  red  cap. 

My  PoUajolo,  the  twice  a  craftsman. 
Save  me  a  sample,  give  me  the  hap 

Of  a  muscumr  Christ  that  shows  the  draughts- 
man? 
No  Virjpi  by  him  the  somewhat  pettv, 

Of  finical  touch  and  tempera  crumbly  — 
Could  not  Alesso  Baldovinetti 

Contribute  so  much,  I  ask  him  humbly  ? 

Margheritone  of  Arezxo, 

With  the  grave-clothes  garb  and  swaddling 
barret, 
(Why  purse  up  month  and  beak  in  a  pet  so. 

You  nald  old  saturnine  poll-clawed  parrot  ?) 
Not  a  poor  glimmering  Crucifixion, 

Where  in  the  foreground  kneels  the  donor  ? 
If  such  remain,  as  is  my  conviction. 

The  hoarding  it  does  you  but  little  honor. 

They  pass ;  for  them  the  panels  may  thrill. 

The  tempera  grow  aUve  and  tin^lLsh  j 
Their  pictures  are  left  to  the  mercies  still 

Of  oealers  and  stealers,  Jews  and  the  Eng- 
lish, 
Who,  seeing  mere  money^s  worth  in  their  prize, 

Will  sell  it  to  somebody  calm  as  Zeno 
At  naked  High  Art,  and  in  ecstasies 

Before  some  day-cold  vile  Carlino  I 

No  matter  for  these !    But  Giotto,  yon. 
Have  yon  allowed,  as  the  town-tongues  babble 

Oh,  never  I  it  shall  not  be  counted  true  — 
That  a  certain  precious  little  tablet 

Which  Buonarroti  eyed  like  a  lover  — 
Was  buried  so  long  in  oblivion  ^s  womb 

And,  left  for  another  than  I  to  discover, 
Turns  up  at  last  t  and  to  whom  ?  —  to  whom  ? 

I,  that  have  haunted  the  dim  San  Spirito, 

(Or  was  it  rather  the  Ognissand  ?) 
Patient  on  altar-step  planting  a  weary  toe ! 

Nav,  I  shall  have  it  vet  I    Detur  amanti  ! 
My  Koh-i-noor  —  or  (if  that 's  a  platitude) 

Jewel  of  Giamsohid,  the  Persian  Sofi^s  eye ; 
So,  in  anticipative  gratitude. 

What  if  I  take  up  my  hope  and  prophesy  ? 

When  the  hour  grows  ripe,  and  a  certain  do- 
tard 

Is  pitched,  no  parcel  that  needs  invoicimir. 
To  the  worse  side  of  the  Mout  St.  Gothara, 

We  shall  begin  b^  way  of  rejoicing ; 
None  of  that  snooting  the  sky  (blank  cartridge). 

Nor  a  civic  guard,  all  plumes  and  lacquer, 
Hnnting  Radetzk^'s  soiu  like  a  partridge 

()ver  Morello  with  squib  and  cracker. 

This  time  we  *11  shoot  better  game  and  bag  *em 
hot  — 

No  mere  display  at  the  stone  of  Dante, 
But  a  kind  of  sober  Witanagemot 

(Ex  :  ''  Casa  Guidi,^*  quod  videos  ante) 
Shall  ponder,  once  Freedom  restored  to  Florence, 

How  Art  may  return  that  departed  with  her. 
Go.  hated  house,  go  each  trace  of  the  Loraine's, 

And  bring  us  the  days  of  Orgagna  hither  1 


How  we  shall  prolognize,  how  we  shall  peiomta. 

Utter  fit  things  upon  art  and  history, 
Feel  truth  at  blood-heat  and  falsehood  at  zero 
rate, 

Make  of  the  want  of  the  age  no  mystery  ; 
Contrast  the  fructuous  and  sterile  eras. 

Show  —  monarchy  ever  its  uncouth  cub  licks 
Out  of  the  bear's  shai>e  into  Chirasora's, 

While  Pure  Art's  birth  is  still  the  repnblio*8. 

Then  one  shall  propose  in  a  speech  (curt  Tu8«»ui, 

Expur^te    and     sober,    with    scarcely    an 
"iMiwo,"; 
To  end  now  our  half-told  tale  of  Cambusoan, 

And  turn  the  bell-tower ^s  ali  to  aUisnmo  : 
And  fine  ss  the  beak  of  a  young  beccaccia 

The  Campanile,  the  Duomo's  fit  ally. 
Shall  soar  up  in  gold  full  fifty  braccia, 

Completuiig  Florence,  as  Florence  Italy. 

Shall  I  be  alive  that  morning  the  scaffold 

Is  broken  away,  and  the  long-pent  fire. 
Like  the  golden  hope  of  the  world,  unbaiBed 

Springs  from  its  sleep,  and  up  goes  the  spire 
While   '*God  and  the  People '^  phiin   for  its 
motto. 

Thence  the  new  tricolor  flaps  at  the  sky  ? 
At  least  to  foresee  that  glory  of  Giotto 

And  Florence  together,  the  first  am  I ! 


"DE  GUSTIBUS  — " 

YoUB  ghost  will  walk,  you  lover  of  trees, 

rtf  our  loves  remain) 

In  an  English  lane, 
By  a  comfield-«ide  arflutter  with  poppies. 
Hark,  those  two  in  the  hazel  coppice  — 
A  boy  and  a  girl,  if  the  good  fates  please, 

Making  love,  say,  — 

The  happier  they  1 
Draw  yourself  up  from  the  li^ht  of  the  moon. 
And  let  them  pass,  as  they  will  too  soon. 

With  the  beanflowers*  boon, 

And  the  blackbird^s  tune. 

And  May,  and  June ! 

What  I  love  best  in  all  the  world 

Is  a  castle,  precipice-encurled, 

In  a  gash  of  the  wind-erieved  Apennine. 

Or  look  for  me,  old  fellow  of  mine, 

(If  I  get  my  head  from  out  the  mouth 

O'  the  grave,  and  loose  my  spirit's  bands. 

And  come  again  to  the  land  of  lands)  — 

In  a  sear-side  house  to  the  farther  ISotith, 

Where  the  baked  dcala  dies  of  drouth. 

And  one  sharp  tree  —  ^t  is  a  cypress  —  stands. 

By  the  many  nnndred  years  red-rusted, 

Rough  iron-spiked,  ripe  fruit-o'ercmsted, 

My  sentinel  to  guard  the  sands 

To  the  water's  edge.    For,  what  expands 

Before  the  house,  but  the  great  opaque 

Blue  breadth  of  sea  without  a  break  ? 

While,  in  the  house,  forever  crumbles 

Some  fragment  of  the  frescoed  walls. 

From  blisters  where  a  scorpion  sprawls. 

A  girl  bare-footed  brings,  and  tumbles 

Down  on  the  pavement,  green-flesh  melons. 
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And  lays  there  's  new*  to-day  — the  king 

Was  shot  atj  touohed  in  the  urer-wing. 

Goes  with  his  fioorboo  arm  in  a  sling : 

—  She  hopes  they  haye  not  oaught  the  felons. 

Italy,  mj  Italy  f 

Qneea  Mary^s  saying  serres  for  me  — 

(When  fortune's  malioe 

Lost  her,  Calais) 
Open  my  heart  and  you  will  see 
Graved  inside  of  it,  ^'  Italy/' 
8neh  lovers  old  are  I  and  she : 
80  it  always  was,  so  shall  ever  be  I 


HOME-THOUGHTS,  FROM   ABROAD 

This  and  the  following  poem  were  first  pub- 
lished along  with  Beer^  which  bore  the  name 
Here  *s  to  Nelton^s  Memory,  under  the  general 
hemding  Home-Tkoughts.Jrom  Abroad.  The  final 
member  of  the  group,  Home^ThomghU,  from  the 
Sea,  was  written  under  the  same  ciroumstanoes 
ss  the  poem,  How  They  brought  the  Good  New» 
from  Ghent  to  Aix, 

Oh,  to  be  in  England 

Now  that  April 's  there. 

And  whoever  wakes  in  England 

Sees,  some  morning,  unaware. 

That  the  lowest  boughs  and  the  bmsh-wood 

sheaf 
Ronnd  the  elm-tree  bole  are  in  tiny  leaf, 
While  the  chaffinch  sings  on  the  orohaxd  bough 
In  England  —  now ! 


And  after  April,  when  May  follows. 
And  the  wbitetnroat  builds,  and  all  the  swal- 
lows 1 
Hark,   where  my  blossomed  pear>tree  in  the 

hedge 
Leans  to  ue  field  and  scatters  on  the  clover 
Blossoms  and  dewdrops  —  at  the  bent  spray's 

edge-- 
That 's  the  wise  thrush ;  he  sings  each  song 

twice  over, 
Ijest  vou  should  think  he  never  c<rald  recapture 
The  first  fine  careless  rapture  1 
And  though  the  fields  look  rough  with  hoaay 

dew. 
All  will  be  gay  when  noontide  wakes  anew 
The  buttercups,  the  little  children's  dower 
~  Far  brighter  than  this  gaudy  melon-flower  ! 


HOME-THOUGHTS,  FROM   THE  SEA 

NoBLT,  nobly  Cape  Saint  Vincent  to  the  North- 
west died  away ; 
Sunset  ran,  one  glorious  blood-red,  reeking  into 

Cadis  Bay ; 
Bluish  'mid  the  burning  water,  fuU  in  face  Tra- 
in the^ommest   Northeast  distance   dawned 

Gibraltar  grand  and  gray  : 
**  Here  and  here  did  England  help  me  :  how  can 
I  help  Enghind  ?  ^  —  say, 


Whoao  tiuns  ss  L  this  evening,  tnm  to  God  to 

praise  and  pray, 
While  Jove's  planet  rises  yonder,  silent  over 

Africa. 

SAUL 

The  first  nine  sections  of  this  poem  were 
printed  under  the  same  title  in  No.  VII.  of  BMs 
and  Pomegranates^  in  184n.  The  poem  as  en- 
larged was  published  in  Men  and  H^om«n  in 

1855. 

I 

Said  Abner,  **  At  last  thou  art  oome  !  Ere  I 

tell,  ere  thou  speak. 
Kiss  my  eneek,  wish  me  well !  "  Then  I  wished 

it,  and  dsd  kiss  his  eheek. 
And  he :  '*  Since  the  King,  O  my  friend,  for  thy 

countenance  sent. 
Neither  drunken  nor  eaten  have  we ;  nor  until 

from  his  tent 
Hum  return  with  the  joyful  assurance  the  King 

liveth  yet. 
Shall  onr  lip  with  the  hooey  be  bright,  with  the 

water  be  wet. 
For  out  of  the  black  mid-tent's  silence,  a  space 

of  three  davs. 
Not  a  sound  hath  escaped  to  thy  servants,  of 

prayer  nor  of  praise. 
To  betoken  that  Saul  and  the  Spirit  have  ended 

their  strife, 
And  that,  faint  in  his  triumph,  the  monareb 

sinks  back  upon  life. 


II 


it 


Yet  now  m^  heart  leaps,  O  beloved  I    God'e 

child  with  his  dew 
On  thy  gracious  gold  hair,  and  those  lilies  still 

living  and  blue 
Just  broken  to  twine  round  thy  harp-strings,  as 

if  no  wild  heat 
Were  now  raging  to  torture  the  desert  I  " 

III 

Then  I,  as  was  meet. 
Knelt  down  to  the  God  of  my  fathers,  and  rose 

on  my  feet. 
And  ran  o'er  the  sand  burnt  to  powder.    The 

tent  was  unlooped ; 
I    pulled  up  the  spear  that    obstructed,  and 

under  I  stooped ; 
Hands  and^  knees  on  the  slippery  grass-patch, 

all  withered  and  gone, 
That  extends  to  Uie  second  enclosure,  I  groped 

my  way  on 
Till  I  felt  where  the  foldskirts  fly  open.    Then 

once  more  I  prayed, 
And  opened  the  foldskirts  and  entered,  and  was 

not  afraid 
But  spoke,  *'  Here  is  David,  thy  servant  I " 

And  no  voice  replied. 
At  the  first  I  saw  naught  but  the  blackness: 

but  soon  I  descried 
A  something  more  black  than  the  blackness — 

the  vast,  the  upright 
Main  prop  which  sustains  the  pavilion :  and  slow 

into  sight 
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Grrew  a  figure  against  it,  gigantio  and  blackest 
of  Hul. 

Then  a  sunbeam,  that  burst  through  the  tent- 
roof,  showed  iSaul. 

IV 

He  stood  as  erect  as  that  teut-prop,  both  arms 
stretched  out  wide 

On  the  great  cross-support  in  the  centre,  that 
goes  to  each  side  ; 

Me  remxed  not  a  muscle,  but  hung  there  as, 
caught  in  his  pangs 

And  waiting  his  change,  the  king-serpent  all 
heavily  hangs. 

Far  away  from  his  kind,  in  the  pine,  till  deliv- 
erance come 

With  the  spring-time,  —  so  agonized  Saul,  drear 
and  stark,  blind  and  dumb. 


Then  I  tuned  my  harp,  —  took  off  the  lilies  we 

twine  round  its  chords 
Lest  they  snap  ^neath  the  stress  of  the  noontide 

—  those  sunbeams  like  swords ! 

And  I  first  played  the  tune  all  our  sheep  know, 

as,  one  after  one, 
So  docile  they  come  to  the  pen-door  till  folding 

be  done. 
They  are  white  and  nntom  by  the  bushes,  for 

lo,  they  have  fed 
Where  the  long  grasses  stifle  the  water  within 

the  stream^s  bed ; 
And  now  one  after  one  seeks  its  lodging,  as  star 

follows  star 
Into  eve  and  the  blue  far  above  us,  —  so  blue 

and  so  far ! 

VI 

—  Then  the  tune  for  which  quails  on  the  corn- 
land  will  each  leave  his  mate 
To  fly  after  the  player ;  then,  what  makes  the 

crickets  elate 
Till  for  boldness  they  fight  one  another;  and 

then,  what  has  weight 
To  set  the  quick  jerboa  a-musing  outside  his 

sand  house  — 
There  are  none  such  as  he  for  a  wonder,  half 

bird  and  half  mouse  ! 
Qod  made  all  the  creatures  and  gave  them  our 

iove  and  our  fear, 
To  give  si^,  we  and  they  are  his  children,  one 

family  here. 

VII 

Then  I  played  the  help-tune  of  our  reapers, 
their  wine-song,  when  hand 

(Grasps  at  hand,  eye  lights  eye  in  good  friend- 
ship, and  great  hearts  expand 

And  grow  one  in  the  sense  of  this  world's  life. 

—  And  then,  the  last  song 

When  the  dead  man  is  praised  on  his  journey — 

^VBear,  bear  him  alon^, 
With  his  few  faults  shut  up  hkedead  flowerets  I 

Are  balm  seeds  not  nere 
To  oonsole  us  ?    The  land  has  none  left  such  as 

he  on  the  bier. 
Oh,  would  we  might  keep  thee,  my  brother  I  " 

—  And  then,  the  glad  chaunt 


Of  the  marriage,  —  first  go  the  young  maidens, 
next,  she  whom  we  vaunt 

As  the  beautv,  the  pride  of  our  dwelling.  —  And 
tlien,  tne  great  march 

Wherein  man  runs  to  man  to  assist  him  and 
buttress  an  arch 

Naught  can  break  ;  who  shall  harm  them,  our 
friends  ?    Then,  the  chorus  intoned 

As  the  Levites  go  up  to  the  altar  in  glory  en- 
throned. 

But  I  stopped  here:  for  here  in  the  darkness 
Saul  groaned. 

VIII 

And  I  paused,  held  my  breath  in  such  silence, 

and  listened  apart ; 
And  the  tent  shook,  tor  mighty  Saul  shuddered : 

and  sparkles  *gan  dart 
From  the  jewels  that  woke  in  his  turban,  at 

once  with  a  start, 
All  its  lordly  male-sapphires,  and  rubies  oonrar 

geous  at  heart. 
So  the  liead  :  but  the  body  still  moved  not,  still 

hung  tliere  erect. 
And  I  bent  once  again  to  my  playing,  pursued 

it  unchecked. 
As  I  sang :  — 

IX 

**  Oh,  our  manhood's  prime  vigor  I    No  spirit 

feels  waste, 
Not  a  muscle  is  stopped  in  its  playing  nor  sinew 

unbraced. 
Oh,  the  wild  jo3rs  of  living !  the  leaping  from 

rock  up  to  rock, 
The  strong  rending  of  bonglis  from  the  fir-tree, 

the  cool  silver  shock 
Of  the  plunge  in  a  pool's  living  water,  the  hunt 

oi  tlie  bear. 
And  the  sultriness  showii^  the  lion  is  couched 

in  his  lair. 
And  the  meal,  the  rich  dates  yellowed  over  with 

gold  dust  divine. 
And  uie  locust-flesh  steeped  in  the  pit4}her,  the 

full  draught  of  wine. 
And  the  sleep  in  the  dried  river-channel  where 

bulrushes  tell 
That  the  water  was  wont  to  go  warbling  so 

softJ^r  and  well.^ 
How  good  is  man's  life,  the  mere  living  I  how 

fit  to  emplov 
All  the  hearty  ana  the  soul  and  the  senses  for- 
ever in  joy  1 
Hast  thou  loved  the  white  locks  of  thy  father, 

whose  sword  thou  didst  guard 
When  he  trusted  thee  forth  with  the  armies, 

for  glorious  reward  ? 
Didst  thou  see  the  thin  hands  of  thy  mother, 

held  up  as  men  sung 
The  low  song  of  tlie  neany-departed,  and  hear 

her  faint  tongue 
Joining  in  while  it  could  to  the  witness,  ^  Let 

one  more  attest, 
I  have  lived,  seen  God's  hand  through  a  life- 
time, and  all  was  for  best '  ? 
Then  they  sung  through  their  tears  in  strong 

triumph,  not  much,  but  the  rest. 
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And  Uiy  brothera,  the  help  and  the  contest,  the 

workinfi^  whence  grew 
Snch  result  as,  from  seething  grape-bundles,  the 

spirit  strained  true : 
And  the  friends  of  thv  boyhood  —  that  boyhood 

of  wonder  and  nope. 
Present  promise  and  wealth  of  the  future  beyond 

the  eye's  scope,  — 
Till  lo,  thou  art  grown  to  a  monarch ;  a  people 

is  thine ; 
And  all  gifts,  which  the  world  offers  singly,  on 

one  head  combine ! 
On  one  head,  all  the  beauty  and  strength,  love 

and  Ru^  (like  the  throe 
That,  »-work  in  the  rock,  helps  its  labor  and 

lets  the  gold  go) 
High  ambition  and  cteeds  which  surpass  it,  fame 

crowning  them,  —  all 
Brought  to  bliuEe  on  the  head  of  one  creature  — 

King  Saul ! " 


And  lo,  with  that  leap  of  my  spirit, — heart, 

hand,  harp  and  voice. 
Each  lifting  SauFs  name  out  of  sorrow,  each 

biddii^  rejoice 
Saul's  fame  m  the  light  it  was  made  for— as 

when,  dare  I  say, 
The  Lord's  army,  in  rapture  of  service,  strains 

through  its  array. 
And  upsoareth  the  cherubim-chariot  — **  Saul  I " 

cried  I.  and  stopped, 
And  waited  the  thing  that  should  follow.    Then 

Saul,  who  hung  propped 
By  the  tent's  cross-support  in  the  centre,  was 

struck  by  his  name. 
Have  ye  seen  when  Spring's  arrowy  summons 

goes  right  to  the  aim. 
And  some  mountain,  the  last  to  withstand  her, 

that  held  (he  alone, 
'While  the  vale  laughed  in  freedom  and  flowers) 

on  a  broad  bast  of  stone 
A  year's  snow  bound  about  for  a  breastplate,  — 

leaves  grasp  of  the  sheet  ? 
Fold  on  fold  all  at  once  it  crowds  thunderously 

down  to  his  feet. 
And  there  fronts  you,  stark,  black,  but  alive 

vet,  your  mountain  of  old, 
With  his  rents,  the  successive  bequeathingB  of 

ages  untold  — 
Tea,  each  harm  got  in  fighting  your  battles, 

each  furrow  and  scar 
Of  his  head  thrust  'twixt  you  and  the  tempest 

— all  hail,  there  they  are  I 
—  Now  again  to  be  softened  with  verdure,  again 

hold  the  nest 
Of  the  dove,  tempt  the  goat  and  its  young  to 

the  green  on  his  crest 
For  their  food  in  the  ardors  of  summer.    One 

long  shudder  thrilled 
All  ihe  tent  till  the  very  air  tingled,  then  sank 

and  was  stilled 
At  the  King's  self  left  standing  before  me,  re- 
leased and  aware. 
What  was  gone,  what  remained  ?    All  to  tra- 
verse twixt  hope  and  despair, 
Dsath  was  vast,  life  not  come :  so  he  watted. 

Awhile  his  right  hand 


Held  the  brow,  helped  the  eyes  left  too  vacant 

forthwith  to  remand 
To  their  place  what  new  objects  should  enter : 

't  was  Saul  as  before. 
I  looked  up  and  dared  gaze  at  those  eyes,  nor 

was  hurt  any  more 
Than  by  slow  pallid  sunsets  in  autumn,  ye 

watch  from  the  shore. 
At  their  sad  level  gaze  o'er  the  ocean  —  a  sun's 

slow  decline 
Over  hills  which,  resolved  in  stem  silence,  o'er- 

lap  and  entwine 
Base  with  base  to  knit  strei^^  more  intensely ; 

sp,  arm  folded  arm 
O'er  the  chest  whose  slow  heavings  subsided. 

XI 

What  sDcU  or  what  chnrm, 
(For  awhile  there  was  trouble  within  me, )  what 

next  should  I  urge 
To  sustain  him  where  song  had  restored  him  ? 

—  Song  filled  to  the  verge 
His  cup  with  the  wine  of  this  life,  pressing  all 

that  it  yields 
Of  mere  fruitage,  the  strength  and  the  beauty : 

beyond,  on  what  fielos, 
Glean  a  vintage  more  putent  and  perfect  to 

brighten  the  eye 
And  bring  blood  to  the  lip,  and  commend  them 

the  cup  they  put  by  ? 
He  saith,  **  It  is  good  ; "  still  he  drinks  not :  he 

lets  me  praise  life, 
Gives  aaaent,  yet  would  die  for  his  own  part. 

XII 

Then  fancies  grew  rife 
Which  had  come  long  ago  on  the  pasture,  when 

round  me  the  sneep 
Fed  in  silence — above,  the  one  eagle  wheeled 

slow  as  in  sleep  ; 
And  I  lay  in  my  hollow  and  mused  on  the  world 

that  might  lie 
'Neath  his  ken,  though  I  saw  but  the  strip 

'twixt  the  hill  and  the  sky : 
And  I  laughed  —  ^^  Since  ray  days  are  ordmned 

to  be  passed  with  my  flocks. 
Let  me  ^ople  at  least,  with  my  fancies,  the 

plams  and  the  rocks. 
Dream  the  life  I  am  never  to  mix  with,  and 

image  the  show 
Of  mankind  as  they  live  in  those  faahions  I 

hardly  shall  know  I 
Schemes  of  life,  its  best  rules  and  right  uses, 

the  courage  that  gains, 
And  the  prudence  that  keeps  what  men  strive 

for."    And  now  these  old  trains 
Of  vague  thought  came  again ;  I  grew  surer ; 

so,  once  more  the  string 
Of  my  harp  made  response  to  my  ^irit,  as 

thus — 

XIII 

"Yea,  rayKinir/' 
I  began — *Hhou  dost  well  m  rejecting  mere 

comforts  that  spring 
From  the  mere  mortal  life  held  in  common  by 

man  and  by  brute : 
In  our  flesh  grows  the  branch  of  this  life,  in  our 

soul  it  bears  fruit. 
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Thou  hast  marked  the  slow  rise  of  the  tree,  — 

how  ^ts  stem  trembled  first 
Till  it  passed  the  kid's  lip,  the  stag's  antler ; 

then  safely  outburst 
The  fan-branohes  all  ronnd ;  and  thou  mindest 

when  these  too,  in  turn. 
Broke  a-bloom  and  the  palm-tree  seemed  per- 
fect: yet  more  was  to  leam. 
E'en  the  good  that  oomes  in  with  the  palm-fruit. 

Our  dates  shall  we  slight. 
When  their  jniee  brings  a  cure  for  all  sorrow  ? 

or  care  for  the  plight 
Of  the  palm's  self  whose  slow  growth  produced 

them  ?    Not  so  I  stem  and  branch 
Shall  decay,  nor  be  known  in  their  place,  while 

the  palm-wine  shall  stuich  ^ 
Every  wound  of  man's  spirit  in  winter.    I  pour 

thee  such  wine. 
Leaye  the  flesh  to  the  fate  it  was  fit  for !  the 

spirit  be  thine ! 
By  the  spirit,  when  ag^  shall  o'eroome  thee, 

thou  still  shalt  enjoy 
More  indeed,  than  at  first  when  inoonscions,  the 

life  of  a  boy. 
Crush  that  life,  and  behold  its  wine  running  1 

Each  deed  thou  hast  done 
Dies,  reviyes,  soes  to  work  in  the  world  ;  until 

e^en  as  the  sun 
Looking  down  on   the   earth,    though  clouds 

spoil  him,  though  tempests  efface, 
Can  find  nothing  his  own  deed  produced  not, 

must  eyerywhere  trace 
The  results  of   his  past  summer-prime, — so, 

each  ray  of  thy  will, 
Every  flash  of  thy  passion  and  prowess,  long 

over,  shall  thriu 
Thy  whole  people,  the  countless,  with  ardor, 

till  they  too  give  forth 
A  like  cheer  to  their  sons,  who  in  turn,  fill  the 

South  and  the  North 
With  the  radiance  thy  deed  was  the  germ  of. 

Carouse  in  the  past ! 
But  the  license  of  age  has  its  limit ;  thou  diest 

at  last : 
As  the  lion  when  age  dims  his  eyeball,  the  rose 

at  her  he^ht. 
So  with  man  —  so  his  power  and  his  beauty  for- 
ever take  flight. 
No  I    Again  a  long  draught  of  my  soul-wine  I 

Look  forth  o  er  the  years  1 
Thou  hast  done  now  with  eyes  for  the  actual ; 

begin  with  the  seer's ! 
Is  Saul  dead  ?    In  the  depth  of  the  Tale  make 

his  tomb  —  bid  arise 
A  gray  mountain  of  marble  heaped  foni>square, 

till,  built  to  the  skies. 
Let  it  mark  where  the  great  First  King  slum- 
bers :  whose  fame  would  ye  know  ? 
Up  above  see  the  rock's  naked  face,  where 

the  record  shidl  go 
In  great  characters  cut  by  the  scribe,  —  Such 

was  Saul,  so  he  did ; 
With  the  sages  directing  the  work,  by  the  popu- 
lace chid,  — 
For  not  half,  they  '11  affirm,  is  comprised  there  \ 

Which  fault  to  amend, 
In  the  srove  with  his  kind  grows  the  cedar, 

whereon  they  shall  spend 


(See,  in  tablets  't  is  level  before  them)  their 

praise,  and  record 
With  the  gold  of  the  graver,  SauPs  story,  — 

the  statesman's  great  word 
Side  by  side  with  the  poet's  sweet  comment. 

The  river  's  a-wave 
With  smooth  paper-reeds  grazing  each  other 

when  prophet-winds  rave : 
So  the  pen  gives  unborn  generations  their  due 

and  their  part 
In   thy  being!    Then,    first   of   the   mighty. 

thank  God  that  thou  art !  " 

XIV 

And  behold  while  I  sang  .  .  .  but  O  Thou  who 

didst  i^rant  me  that  day. 
And  before  it  not  seldom  hast  granted  thy  help 

to  essay. 
Carry  on    and  complete  an  adventure,  —  my 

shield  and  my  sword 
In  that  act  where  my  soul  was   thy  servant, 

thy  word  was  my  word,  — 
Still  be  with  me,  who  then  at  the  summit  of 

human  endeavor 
And  scaling  the  highest,  man's  thought  could, 

gazed  hopeless  as  ever 
On  the  new  streteh  of  heaven  above  me  —  till, 

mighty  to  save, 
Just  one  lift  of  thy  hand  cleared  that  distance 

—  God's  tlirone  from  man's  grave  I 
Let  me  tell  out  my  tale  to  its  ending  —  my 

voice  to  my  heart 
Which  can  scarce  dare  believe  in  what  marvels 

last  night  1  took  part. 
As  this  morning  I  gather  the  fragments,  alone 

with  my  sheep. 
And  still  fear  lest  the  terrible  glory  evanish 

like  sleep  I 
For  I  wake  in  the  gray  dewy  covert,  while 

Hebron  upheaves 
The  dawn  struggling  with  night  on  his  shouldex, 

and  Kidron  retrieves 
Slow  the  damage  of  yesterday's  sunshine. 

XV 

I  say  then,  — my  sons 
Wliile  I  sang  thus,  assuring  the  monarch,  ana 

ever  more  strong 
Made  a  proffer  of  good  to  console  him  —  he 

slowly  resumea 
His  old  motions  and  habitudes  kingly.    The 

right  hand  replnmed 
His  black  looks  to  their  wonted  composure,  ad- 
justed the  swathes 
Of  his  turban,  and  see — the  huge  sweat  that 

his  countenance  bathes. 
He  wipes  off  with  the  robe  ;  and  he  girds  now 

nis  loins  as  of  yore. 
And  feels  slow  for  the  armlets  of  price,  'with 

the  clasp  set  before. 
He  is  Saul,  ye  remember  in  glory,  —  ere  error 

had  bent 
The  broad  brow  from  the  daily  communion: 

and  still,  though  much  spent 
Be  the  life  and  the  bearing  that  front  you,  the 

same,  Gk>d  did  choose. 
To  receive  what  a  man  ma)'  waste,  desecrate 

never  quite  lose. 
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So  sank  h»  along  by  the  tent-prop  tall,  stayed 

^  by  the  pile 
Of  his  armor  and  war-oloak  aiid  garments,  he 

leaned  there  awliUe, 
And  sat  out  my  singing,  —  one  arm  round  the 

tent-prop,  to  raise 
His  bent  head,  and  the  other  hnng  slaek — till 

I  touched  cm  the  praise 
I  foresaw  from  all  men  in  all  time,  to  the  man 

patient  there ; 
And  tnos  ended,  the  harp   falling   forward. 

Then  first  I  was  Vare 
That  he  sat,  as  I  say,  with  my  head  just  above 

his  yast  knees 
Which  were  thrust  oat  on  each  side  around 

me.  like  oak  roots  which  please 
To  encircle  a  lamb  when  it  slunibers.    I  looked 

up  to  know 
If  the  best  I  could  do  had  brought  solace  :  he 

spoke  not,  but  slow 
lifted  up  the  hand  slack  at  his  side,  till  he  laid 

it  with  care 
Soft  and  grave,  but  in  mild  settled  will,  on  my 

brow  :  tnruugh  my  hair 
Tlie  large  fingers  were  pushed,  and  he  bent 

back  my  head,  with  kind  power  — 
All  my  face  back,  intent  to  peruse  it,  as  men  do 

a  flower. 
Thus  held  he  me  there  with  his  great  eyes  that 

scrutinized  mine  — 
And  oh.  all  my  heart  how  it  loved  him  I  bnt 

wnere  was  the  sign  ? 
I  yearned —Z*^  Could  I  help  thee,  my  father, 

inventing  a  bliss, 
I  wonld  add,  to  that  life  of  the  past,  both  the 

future  and  this ; 
I  would  give  thee  new  life  altogether,  as  good, 

ages  hence, 
As  this  moment,  —  had  love  but  the  warrant, 

lovers  heart  to  dispense  I '' 

XVI 

Then  the  truth  came  upon  me.    No  harp  more 
—  no  song  more  1  outbroke  — 

XVII 

**  I  have  gone  the  whole  round  of  creation :  I 

saw  and  I  spoke : 
I,  a  work  of  Qod  s  hand  for  that  purpose,  re- 
ceived in  my  brain 
And  pronounced  on  the  rest  of  his  handw(M*k  — 

returned  him  again 
£Bs  creation's  approval  or  censure :  I  spoke  as 

I  saw : 
I  report,  as  a  man  may  of  God's  work  —  all 's 

love,  yet  all 's  law. 
Now  I  lav  down  the  judgeship  he  lent  me. 

Eaeh  faculty  tasked 
To  perceive  him,  nas  gained  an  abyss,  where  a 

dewdnm  was  asked. 
Haye  I  knowled^  ?  confounded  it  shrivels  at 

Wisdom  laid  bare. 
Have  I  forethought  ?  how  purblind,  how  Uank, 

to  the  Infinite  Care ! 
Do  I  task  any  faculty  highest,  to  image  suc- 

eeas? 
I  but  open  my  eyes,  —  and  perfection,  no  more 

and  no  less. 


In  the  kind  I  imagined,  fnll-fronts  me,  and 

God  is  seen  Qod 
In  the  star,  in  the  stone,  in  the  flesh,  in  the 

soul  and  the  clod. 
And  thus  looking  within  and  around  me,  I  ever 

renew 
(With  that  stoop  of  the  soul  which  in  bending 

upraises  it  too) 
The  suonussion  of   man's   nothing-perfect  to 

God's  all-complete, 
As  by  each  new  obeisance  in  spirit,  I  climb  to 

his  feet. 
Yet  with  all  this  abounding  experience,  this 

deity  known, 
I  shall  dare  to  discover  some  province,  some 

gift  of  mv  own. 
Hiere  's  a  faculty  pleasant  to  exercise,  hard  to 

hoodwink, 
I  am  fain  to  keep  still  in  abeyance,  (I  langh  as 

I  think) 
Lest,  insisting  to  claim  and  parade  in  it,  wot  jre, 

I  worst 
E'en  the  Giver  in  one  gift.  —  Behold,  I  could 

love  if  I  durst  I 
But  I  sink  the  pretension  as  fearing  a  man  may 

o'ertake 
God's  own  speed  in  the  one  way  of  love  :  I  ab- 
stain tor  love's  sake. 
—  What,  my  soul  ?  see  thus  far  and  no  farther  ? 

when  doors  great  and  small, 
Nine-find-ninety  flew  ope  at  our  tonoh,  shonld 

the  hundredth  appall  ? 
In  the  least  things  have  faith,  yet  distrust  in 

tJie  greiM^st  of  all  ? 
Do  I  find  tove  so  full  in  my  nature,  God's  ulti- 
mate gift. 
That  I  doubt  his  own  love  can  compete  with 

it  ?    Here,  the  parts  shift  ? 
Here,  the  creature  surpass  the  Creator, — the 

end,  what  Began? 
Would  I  fain  in  my  impotent  yearning  do  all 

for  this  man, 
And  dare  doubt  he  alone  shall  not  help  him, 

who  yet  alone  can  ? 
Would  it  ever  have  entered  my  mind,  the  bare 

will,  much  less  power. 
To  bestow  on  this  IseuiI  what  I  sang  of,  the 

marvellous  dower 
Of  the  life  he  was  gifted  and  filled  with  ?  to 

make  such  a  soul. 
Such  a  body,  and  then  such  an  earth  for  inspher- 

ing  the  whole  ? 
And  dota  it  not  enter  my  mind  (as  my  warm 

tears  attest) 
These  ^:ood  things  being  given,  to  go  on,  and 

give  one  more,  the  best  ? 
Ay,  to  save  and  redeem  and  restore  him,  main* 

tain  at  the  height 
This    perfection,  —  succeed   with    life's   day- 
spring,  death's  minute  of  night  ? 
Interpose  at  the  difficult  minute,  snatch  Saul 

the  mistake, 
Saul  the  failure,  the  ruin  he  seems  now,  —  and 

bid  him  awake 
From  the  dream,  the  probation,  the  prelude,  to 

fimd  himself  set 
Clear  and  safe  in  new  light  and  new  life,  —  a 

new  harmony  yet 
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To  be  run,  and  oontinuedf  and  ended — who 
knows  ?  —  OP  endure ! 

The  man  taught  enough  by  life's  dreamy  of  the 
i-est  to  make  sure ; 

By  the  pain-throb,  triumphantly  winning  inten- 
sified bliss, 

And  the  next  world's  reward  and  repose,  by  the 
struggles  in  this. 

XVIII 

**I  believe  it!    'Tis  thou,  God,  that  givest, 

'tis  I  who  receive  : 
In  the  first  is  the  last,  in  thy  will  is  my  power 

to  believe. 
All 's  one  gift :  thou  canst  grant  it  moreover, 

as  prompt  to  m^  prayer 
As  I  breathe  out  this  breath,  as  I  open  these 

arms  to  the  air. 
From  thy  will  stream  the  worlds,  life  and  na- 
ture, thy  dread  Sabaoth : 
I  will  ?  —  the  mere  atoms  despise  me  !     Why 

am  I  not  loth 
To  look  that,  even  that  in  the  face  too  ?    Why 

is  it  I  dare 
Think  but  lightly  of  sneh  impniasance  ?    What 

stops  my  desnair  ? 
This ;  —  T  is  not  what  man  Does  which  exalts 

him,  but  what  man  Would  do  ! 
See  the  King — I  would  help  him  but  cannot, 

the  wishes  fall  through. 
Could  I  wrestle  to  raise  him  from  sorrow,  grow 

poor  to  enrich, 
To  fill  up  his  life,  starve  my  own  oat,  I  would  — 

knowing  whichj 
I  know  that  my  service  is  perfect.    Oh,  speak 

tlirough  me  now  ! 
Would  I  suffer  for  him  that  I  love  ?  So  wouldst 

thou  —  so  wilt  thou  I 
So  shall  crown  thee  the  topmost,  ineffablest, 

uttermost  crown  — 
And  thy  love  fill  infinitude  wholly,  nor  leave  up 

nor  down 
One  spot  for  the  creature  to  stand  in  I    It  is  by 

no  breath. 
Turn  of  eye,  wave  of  hand,  that  salvation  joins 

issue  with  death  ! 
As  thy  Love  is  discovered  almighty,  alm^ty 

be  proved 
Thy  power,  that  exists  with  and  for  it,  of  being 

Beloved ! 
He  who  did  most,  shall  bear  most :  the  strongs 

est  shall  stand  the  most  weak. 
'T  is  the  weakness  in  strength,  that  I  cry  for  I 

mv  flesh,  that  I  seek 
In  the  Godhead !  I  seek  and  I  find  it.    O  Saul, 

it  shall  be 
A  Face  like  my  face  that  receives  thee ;  a  Man 

like  to  me, 
Thon  shalt  love  and  be  loved  by,  forever:   a 

Hand  like  this  hand 
Shall  throw  open  the  gates  of  new  life  to  thee  I 

See  the  Christ  stand !  *' 

XIX 

I  know  not  too  well  how  I  found  my  way  home 

in  the  night. 
There  were  witnesses,  cohorts  about  me,  to  left 

and  to  right. 


Angels,  ^  powers,  the    nnuttered,  unseen,   the 

alive,  the  aware : 
1  repressed,  I  got  through  them  as  hardly,  as 

strugglingly  tliere. 
As  a  runner  beset  by  the  populace  famished 

for  news  — 
Life  or  death.  The  whole  earth  was  awakened, 

hell  loosed  with  her  crews ; 
And  the  stars  of  night  beat  with  emotion,  and 

tingled  and  shot 
Out  in  fire  the^  strong  pain  of  pent  knowledge : 

but  I  fainted  not, 
For  the  Hand  still  impelled  me  at  once  and 

supported,  suppressed 
All  the  tumult,  ana  quenched  it  with  quiet, 

and  holy  behest. 
Till  the  nature  was  shut  in  itself,  and  the 

earth  sank  to  rest. 
Anon  at  the  dawn,  all  that  trouble  had  with- 
ered from  earth  — 
Not  so  much,  but  I  saw  it  die  out  in  the  day*s 

tender  birth ; 
In  the  gathered  intensity  brought  to  the  gray 

of  the  hills ; 
In  the  shuddering  forests*  held  breath ;  in  the 

sudden  wind-thrills ; 
In  the  startled  wild  beasts  that  bore  off,  each 

with  eye  sidling  still 
Though  averted  with  wonder  and  dread ;  in  the 

birds  stiff  and  chill 
That  rose  heavilv,  as  I  approached  them,  made 

stupid  with  awe : 
E'en  the  serpent  that  slid  away  silent,  —  he  felt 

the  new  law. 
The  same  stared  in  the  white  humid  faces  up- 
turned by  the  fiowers ; 
The  same  worked  in  the  heart  of  the  cedar  and 

moved  the  vine-bowers : 
And  the  little  brooks  witnessing  murmured, 

persistent  and  low. 
With  their  obstinate,  all  but  hushed  voices  — 

''  E'en  so,  it  is  so ! " 


MY  STAR 

This  poem  has  been  held  to  refer  pointedly  to 
Mrs.  Browning.  An  inference  to  tliis  end  may 
be  drawn  from  the  fact  tliat  it  stands  first  in  a 
volume  of  Selections  from  the.  Poetical  Works  of 
Robert  Browning^  published  in  1872  and  dedi- 
cated to  Alfred  Tennyson.  "  In  Poetry  —  Il- 
lustrious and  consummate  :  In  Friendship  — 
Noble  and  sincere."  The  selection  was  made 
under  Browning's  supervision  and  contains  the 
following  preface :  — 

**  In  the  present  selection  from  my  poetry, 
there  is  an  attempt  to  escape  from  the  embar« 
rassment  of  appearing  to  pronounce  upon  what 
myself  may  consider  the  best  of  it.  I  adopt 
another  principle ;  and  by  simply  stringing  to- 
gether  certain  pieces  on  the  thread  of  an  ima- 
gined personality,  I  present  them  in  succession, 
rather  as  the  natural  development  of  a  particu- 


BY  THE  FIRESIDE 


I8S 


lor  ezperienoe  than  beoaofle  I  aooonnt  tliem  the 
most  noteworthy  portion  of  my  work.  Such  an 
attempt  was  made  in  the  volaiue  of  aelectiona 
from  the  poetry  of  Elizabeth  Barrett  Browning : 
to  which  —  in  outward  uniformity,  at  least  — 
my  own  would  venture  to  become  a  companion. 

^*  A  few  years  ago,  had  such  an  opportunity 
presented  itself,  I  might  have  been  tempted  to 
say  a  word  in  reply  to  the  objections  my  ix>etry 
was  used  to  encounter.  Time  has  kindly  coop- 
erated with  my  disinclination  to  write  the  poetry 
and  the  criticism  besides.  The  readers  I  am  at 
last  privilefped  to  expect,  meet  me  fully  half- 
way ;  and  if,  from  the  fitting  stand-point,  they 
must  still  *'  aensure  me  in  their  wisdom,^  they 
have  previously  *  awakened  their  senses  that 
they  may  the  better  judge.'  Nor  do  I  appre- 
hend any  more  charges  of  being  willfully  ob- 
scure, unconscientiously  careless,  or  perversely 
hanh.  Having  hitherto  done  my  utmost  in  the 
art  to  which  my  life  is  a  devotion,  I  cannot  en- 
gage to  increase  the  effort ;  but  I  conceive  that 
there  may  be  helpful  light,  as  well  as  reaasuring 
warmth,  in  the  attention  and  sympathy  I  grate- 
fully acknowledge.  R.  B.'* 

LosDov,  Jifay  14, 1872. 

All.  that  1  know 

Of  a  certain  star 
Is,  it  can  throw 

(Like  the  angled  spar) 
Now  a  dart  of  red. 

Now  a  dart  of  blue  ; 
Till  my  friends  have  said 
They  would  fain  see,  too, 
"^iy  star  that  dartles  the  red  and  the  blue  I 
Then  it  stops  like  a  bird ;  like  a  flower,  hangs 
furled : 
They  must  solace  themselves  with  the  Saturn 
above  it. 
What  matter  to  roe  if  their  star  is  a  world  ? 
Aline  has  opened  its  soul  to  me ;  therefore  I 
love  it. 
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The  scene  of  the  declaration  in  this  poem  is 
laid  in  a  little  mountain  gorge  adjacent  to  the 
Baths  of  Lucca,  where  the  Brownings  spent 
the  summer  of  1853. 

How  well  I  know  what  I  mean  to  do 
When  die  long  dark  autumn  evenings  come  ; 

And  where,  my  soul,  is  thy  pleasant  hue  ? 
With  the  music  of  all  thy  voices,  dumb 

In  life's  November  too ! 

I  shall  be  found  by  the  fire,  snppose, 

0*er  a  great  wise  book  as  beseemeth  age. 
While  the  shutters  flap  as  the  croas-wind  blows, 
^  And  I  turn  the  page,  and  I  turn  the  page, 
Not  verse  now,  amy  prose  1 


TIU  the  youn^  ones  whisper,  finger  on  lip, 
^*  There  he  is  at  it,  deep  in  Greek : 

Now  then,  or  never,  out  we  slip 
To  out  irom  the  hazels  by  the  creek 

A  mainmast  for  onr  ship  I  *^ 

1  shall  be  at  it  indeed,  ray  friends  I 
Greek  puts  already  on  either  side 

Such  a  branch-work  forth  as  soon  extends 
To  a  vista  opening  far  and  wide. 

And  I  pass  out  where  it  ends. 

The  ontside-frame,  like  your  hazel-trees  — 
But  the  inside-arohwav  widens  fast, 

And  a  rarer  sort  sncoeeos  to  these, 
And  we  slope  to  Italy  at  last 

And  youth,  by  green  degrees. 

I  follow  wherever  I  am  led. 
Knowing  so  well  the  leader*s  hand  : 

Otk  woman-country,  wooed  not  wed. 
Loved  all^  the  more  by  earth's  male-lands, 

Laid  to  their  hearts  instead ! 

Look  at  the  ruined  chapel  again 
Half-way  up  in  the  Alpine  gorge  I 

Is  that  a  tower,  I  point  you  plain. 
Or  is  it  a  niiU,  or  an  iron  forge 

Breaks  solitude  in  vain  ? 

A  turn,  and  we  stand  in  the  heart  of  things ; 

The  woods  are  round  us,  heaped  and  dim  ; 
From  slab  to  slab  how  it  slips  and  springs. 

The  thread  of  water  single  and  shm. 
Through  the  ravage  some  torrent  brings  I 

Does  it  feed  the  little  lake  below  ? 

That  speck  of  white  just  on  its  marge 
Is  Pella :  see,  in  the  evenin»low. 

How  sharp  the  silver  sf)ear-nead8  charge 
When  Alp  meets  heaven  in  snow  ! 

On  our  other  side  is  the  straight-np  rock ; 

And  a  path  is  kept  'twixt  tne  gorge  and  it 
Bybonldei^«tones  where  lichens  mock 

The  marks  on  a  moth,  and  small  ferns  fit 
Their  teeth  to  the  polished  block. 

Oh  the  sense  of  the  yellow  mountain-flowers, 
And  thorny  balls,  each  three  in  one. 

The  chestnuts  throw  on  onr  path  in  showers  1 
For  the  drop  of  the  woodland  fruit  'a  beguni 

These  early  November  hours. 

That  crimson  the  ereex)er's  leaf  across 
Like  a  splash  of  blood,  intense,  abrupt, 

O'er  a  shield  else  gold  from  rim  to  boss. 
And  lay  it  for  show  on  the  fairy-cupped 

Elf-needled  mat  of  moss. 

By  the  rose-^flesh  mushrooms,  nndivulged 
Last  evening  —  nay,  in  to-aay*s  first  dew 

Yon  sudden  coral  nipple  bnlgea, 
AVhere  a  freaked  tawn-colored  flaky  crew 

Of  toad-stools  peep  indulged. 

And  yonder,  at  foot  of  the  fronting  ridge 
That  takes  the  turn  to  a  range  beyond. 
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Is  the  chapel  reached  by  the  one-arched  bridge 
Where  tne  vrater  is  stopped  in  a  stagnant  pond 
Danced  over  by  the  midge. 

The  chapel  and  bridge  are  of  stone  alike, 

Blackish-gray  and  ineptly  -wet ; 
Cut  hemp-stalks  steep  in  the  narrow  dyke. 

See  here  again,  how  the  lichens  fret 
And  the  roots  of  the  ivy  strike  I 

Poor  little  place,  where  its  one  priest  comes 
On  a  f esta-day,  if  he  comes  at  all, 

To  the  dozen  folk  from  their  scattered  homes. 
Gathered  within  that  precinct  small 

By  the  dozen  ways  one  roams  — 

To  drop  from  the  charcoal-bumeis^  huts. 
Or  climb  from  the  hemp-dressers'  low  shed. 

Leave  the  grange  where  the  woodman  stores 
his  nuts. 
Or  the  wattled  cote  where  the  fowlers  spread 

Their  gear  on  the  rock's  bare  juts. 

It  has  some  pretension  too,  this  front. 
With  its  bit  of  fresco  half -moon-wise 

Set  over  the  porch.  Art's  early  wont : 
'T  is  John  m  the  Desert,  I  surmise, 

But  has  borne  the  weather's  brunt  — 

Not  from  the  fault  of  the  builder,  though. 
For  a  pent-house  properly  projects 

Where  three  carved  beams  make  a  certain  show, 
Datinjg:  —  |i:ood  thought  of  our  architect's  — 

'Five,  six,  mne,  he  lets  you  know. 

And  all  day  long  a  bird  sings  there. 

And  a  stray  sheep  drinks  at  the  pond  at  times ; 
The  place  is  silent  and  aware ; 

It  has  had  its  scenes,  its  joys  and  crimes, 
But  that  is  its  own  affair. 

My  perfect  wife,  my  Leonor, 
On  heart,  my  own.  oh  eyes,  mine  too. 

Whom  else  could  I  aare  look  backward  for. 
With  whom  beside  should  1  dare  pursue 

The  path  gray  heads  abhor  ? 

For  it  leads  to  a  crag's  sheer  edge  with  them  ; 

Youth,  flowerv  all  the  way,  there  stops  — 
Not  they ;  age  threatens  and  the^  contenm. 

Till  thev  reach  iJie  gulf  wherein  youth  drops. 
One  inch  from  life's  safe  hem  I 

With  me,  youth  led  ...  I  will  speak  now, 

No  longer  watch  you  as  you  sit 
Reading  by  fire-light,  that  great  brow 

And  the  spirit-small  hand  propping  it. 
Mutely,  my  heart  kuows  how  — 

When,  if  I  think  but  deep  enough. 
You  are  wont  to  answer,  prompt  as  rhyme ; 

And  you,  too,  find  without  rebuff 
Response  your  soul  seeks  many  a  time 

Piercing  its  fine  flesh-stuff. 

Mv  own,  confirm  me  I    If  I  tread 

This  nath  back,  is  it  not  in  pride 
To  think  hDw  little  I  dreamed  it  led 


To  an  age  so  blest  that,  by  its  side. 
Youth  seems  the  waste  instead  ? 

My  own,  see  where  the  years  conduct  \ 
At  firstj  't  was  something  our  two  souls 

Should  mix  as  mists  do  ;  each  is  sucked 
In  each  now  :  on,  the  new  stream  rolls. 

Whatever  rocks  obstruct. 

Think,  when  our  one  soul  understands 
The  great  Word  which  makes  all  things  new; 

When  earth  breaks  up  and  heaven  expands. 
How  will  the  change  strike  me  and  you 

In  the  house  not  made  with  hands  ? 

Oh,  I  must  feel  your  brain  prompt  mine, 

Your  heart  anticipate  my  heart. 
You  must  be  just  before,  in  fine, 

See  and  make  me  see.  for  your  part. 
New  depths  of  the  divine ! 

But  who  could  have  expected  this 

When  we  two  drew  together  first 
Just  for  the  obvious  human  bliss, 

To  satisfy  life's  daily  thirst 
With  a  thing  men  seldom  miss  ? 

Come  back  with  me  to  the  first  of  all, 
Let  us  lean  and  love  it  over  again. 

Let  us  now  forget  and  now  recall. 
Break  the  rosary  in  a  pearly  rain 

And  gather  what  we  let  fall  I 

What  did  I  say  ?  —  that  a  small  bird  sings 
All  day  long,  save  when  a  brown  pair 

Of  hawks  fi'om  the  wood  fioat  with  wide  wings 
Strained  to  a  bell :  'gainst  noon-day  glare 

You  count  the  streaks  and  rings. 

But  at  afternoon  or  almost  eve 
'T  is  better ;  then  the  silence  grows 

To  that  degree^  you  half  believe 
It  must  get  nd  of  what  it  knows, 

Its  bosom  does  so  heave. 

Hither  we  walked  then,  side  by  side, 

Arm  in  arm  and  cheek  to  cheek. 
And  still  I  questioned  or  replied, 

While  my  heart,  convulsed  to  really  speak. 
Lay  choking  in  its  pride. 

Silent  the  crumbling  bridge  we  cross. 
And  pity  and  praise  the  chapel  sweet. 

And  care  about  the  fresco's  loss, 
And  wish  for  our  souls  a  like  retreat, 

And  wonder  at  the  moss. 

Stoop  and  kneel  on  the  settle  under, 
Look  through  the  window's  grated  square : 

Nothing  to  see  I     For  fear  of  plunder. 
The  cross  is  down  and  the  altar  bare, 

As  if  thieves  don't  fear  thunder. 

We  stoop  and  look  in  through  the  grate. 
See  the  little  porch  and  rustic  door. 

Read  duly  the  dead  builder's  date ; 
Then  cross  the  bridge  that  we  crossed  before 

Take  the  path  again  —  but  wait  1 
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Oil  moment,  one  and  infinite  I 
The  wAter  slips  o^er  stock  and  stone ; 

The  West  is  tender,  hardly  bright : 
How  8:my  at  onoe  is  the  evemng  grown — 

One  star,  its  chrysolite  t 

We  two  stood  tliere  with  never  a  third. 
But  each  by  each,  as  each  knew  well  : 

The  siehts  we  saw  and  the  sounds  we  heard. 
The lififhts  and  the  shades  nuide  np  a  speU 

Till  the  trouble  grew  and  stirred. 

Oh,  the  little  more,  and  how  much  it  is  t 
And  the  little  less,  and  what  worlds  away  I 

How  a  sound  shall  quieken  content  to  bliss, 
Or  a  breath  suspend  the  blood's  best  play. 

And  life  be  a  proof  of  this  I 

Had  she  willed  it,  still  had  stood  the  screen 
80  slight,  so  sure,  'twizt  my  love  and  her  : 

I  could  fix  her  face  with  a  guard  between. 
And  find  her  soul  as  when  friends  confer, 

Friends  —  lovers  that  might  have  been. 

For  m^  heart  had  a  touch  of  the  woodland- 
time. 

Wanting  to  sleep  now  over  its  best. 
Shake  the  whole  tree  in  the  summer-prime. 

But  bring  to  the  last  leaf  no  such  test  1 
**  Hold  the  last  fast !  "  runs  the  rhyme. 

For  a  chance  to  make  vour  little  much, 

To  gain  a  lover  and  lose  a  friend. 
Venture  the  tree  and  a  myriad  such, 

When  nothing  you  mar  but  the  year  can 
mend: 
But  a  last  leaf  —  fear  to  touch ! 

Yet  should  it  unfasten  itself  and  fall 
Eddying  down  till  it  find  your  face 

At  some  slight  wind  —  best  chance  of  all ! 
Be  your  heart  henceforth  its  dweUing^plaoe 

Ton  trembled  to  forestall  I 

Worth  how  well,  those  dark  gray  eyes. 
That  hair  so  dark  and  dear,  how  worth 

That  a  man  should  strive  and  agonize, 
And  taste  a  veriest  hell  on  earth 

For  the  hope  of  such  a  prize ! 

Tou  might  have  turned  and  tried  a  man, 
Set  him  a  smuse  to  weary  and  wear, 

And  prove  which  suited  more  your  plan, 
His  best  of  hope  or  his  worst  despair, 

Tet  end  as  he  began. 

But  you  spared  me  this,  like  the  heart  you 
are. 

And  filled  my  empty  heart  at  a  word. 
If  two  lives  join,  there  is  oft  a  scar, 

They  are  one  and  one,  with  a  shadowy  third ; 
One  near  one  a  too  far. 

A  moment  after,  and  hands  unseen 
Were  hanging  the  night  around  us  fast ; 

But  we  knew  that  a  bar  was  broken  between 
Life  and  life :  we  were  mixed  at  last 

In  spite  of  the  mortal  screen. 


The  forests  had  done  it ;  thers  they  stood ; 

We  caught  for  a  moment  the  powers  at  play : 
Thev  had  mingled  us  so,  for  onoe  and  good, 

Their  work  was  done  —  we  might  go  or  stay, 
They  relapsed  to  their  ancient  mood. 

How  the  world  is  made  for  each  of  us  1 
How  all  we  perceive  and  know  in  it 

Tends  to  some  moment's  product  thus. 
When  a  soul  declares  itself  —  to  wit. 

By  its  fruit,  the  thing  it  does  1 

Be  hate  that  fruit  or  love  that  fruit. 
It  forwards  the  general  deed  of  man. 

And  each  of  the  Many  helps  to  recruit 
The  life  of  the  race  bv  a  general  plan  ; 

Each  living  his  own,  to  boot. 

I  am  named  and  known  by  that  moment's  feat ; 

There  took  my  station  and  degree ; 
So  grew  my  own  small  life  complete. 

As  nature  obtained  her  best  of  me  — 
One  bom  to  love  you,  sweet  I 

And  to  watch  you  sink  by  the  fireside  bow 

Back  again,  as  yon  mutely  sit 
Musing  by  fire-light,  that  great  brow 

And  the  spirit-small  hand  propping  it. 
Tender,  my  heart  knows  how  I 

So,  earth  has  gained  by  one  man  the  more. 
And  the  gain  of  earth  must  be  heaven's  gun 
too; 

And  the  whole  is  well  worth  thinking  o'er 
Wlien  autumn  comes :  which  I  mean  to  do 

One  day,  as  I  said  bef<»e. 
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Mt  love,  this  is  the  bitterest,  that  thou  — 
Who  art  all  truth,  and  who  dost  love  me  now 

As  thine  eyes  say,  as  thy  voice  breaks  to  say  — 
Shonldst  love  so  truly,  and  couldst  love  me  still 
A  whole  long  life  through,  had  but  love  its  will. 

Would  death  that  leads  me  from  thee  brook 
delay. 

I  have  but  to  be  by  thee,  and  thy  hand 
Will  never  let  mine  go,  nor  heart  withstand 

The  beatiiig  of  rav  heart  to  reach  its  place. 
When  shall  1  look  for  thee  and  feel  thee  gone  ? 
When  cry  for  the  old  comfort  and  find  none  ? 

Never,  I  know !    Thy  soul  is  in  thy  face. 

Oh,  I  should  fade  —  't  is  willed  so  1    Might  I 

save. 
Gladly  I  would,  whatever  beauty  gave 

Joy  to  thy  sense,  for  that  was  precious  too. 
It  is  not  to  be  }?ranted.     But  the  soul 
W^hence  the  love  comes,  all  ravage  leaves  that 
whole ; 
Vainly  the  fiesh  fades ;  soul  makes  all  things 
new. 

It  would  not  be  because  my  eye  grew  dim 
Thou  couldst  not  find  the  love  there,  thanks  to 
Him 
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Who  neyer  is  dishonored  in  the  spark 
He  gave  us  from  his  iire  of  fires,  and  bade 
Remember  whence  it  sprang,  nor  be  afraid 

While  that  bums  on,  tliough  all  the  rest  grow 
dark. 

So,  how  thou  wouldst  be  perfect,  white  and 

c*lean 
Outside  as  inside,  soul  and  sonPs  demesne 

Alike,  tliis  body  given  to  show  it  by ! 
Oil,   three-parts    tlurough   the  worst  of   lifers 

abyss. 
What  plaudits  from  the  next  world  after  this. 
Couldst  thou  repeat  a  stroke  and  gain  tne 
sky! 

And  is  it  not  the  bitterer  to  think 

That  disengage  our  hands  and  tlion  wilt  sink 

Although  thy  love  was  love  in  very  deed  ? 
I  know  that  nature !    Pass  a  festive  day, 
Thou  dost  not  throw  its  reli&-flower  away 

Nor  bid  its  music's  loitering  echo  speed. 

Thou  let^st  the  stranger^s  glove  lie  where  it  fell ; 
If  old  things  remain  old  things  all  is  well, 

For  thou  art  grateful  as  becomes  mui  best : 
And  hadst  thou  only  heard  me  play  one  tune. 
Or  viewed  me  from  a  window,  not  so  soon 

With  thee  would  such  things  fade  as  with  the 
rest. 

I  seem  to  see  !     We  meet  and  part ;  't  is  brief ; 
The  book  I  opened  keeps  a  f olaed  leaf. 

The  very  chair  I  sat  on,  breaks  the  rank  ; 
That  is  a  portrait  of  me  on  the  wall  — 
Three  lines,  my  face  comes  at  so  idight  a  call : 

And  for  all  this,  one  little  hour  to  thank ! 

But  now,  because  the  hour  through  years  was 

fixed. 
Because  our  inmost  beings  met  and  mixed. 
Because  thou  once  hast  loved  me  —  wilt  thou 
dare 
Say  to  thy  soul  and  Who  may  list  beside, 
**  Therefore  she  is  immortally  my  bride  ; 
Chance  cannot  change   ray  love,  nor   time 
im]>air. 
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So,  what  if  in  the  dusk  of  life  that's  left, 
I,  a  tired  traveller  of  my  sun  bereft, 
Look  from  my  path  when,  mimicking  the 
same, 
The  fire-fly  gUmiises  past  me,  come  and  gone  ? 
—  Wiere  WHS  it  till  the  sunset  ?    Where  anon 
It   will    be    at    the   sunrise!      What's   to 
blame?" 

Is  it  so  helpful  to  thee  ?    Canst  thou  take 
The  mimic  up,  nor,  for  the  tTue  thing's  sake. 

Put  gently  by  such  efforts  at  a  beam  ? 
Is  the  remamder  of  the  way  so  long. 
Thou  need'st  the  little  solace,  thou  the  strong  ? 

Watch  out  tJiy  watch,  let  weak  ones  doze  and 
dreami 

Ah,  but  the  fresher  faces  1    **  Is  it  true,'^ 
Thou  'It  ask,  *^  some  eyes  are  beautiful  and 
new? 


Some  hair,  —  how  can  one  choose  but  graa]i 
^  such  wealth  ? 
And  if  a  man  would  press  his  lips  to  lips 
Fresh  as  the  wilding  hedgfr-rose-cup  there  slips 

The  dewdrop  out  of,  must  it  be  by  stealth  ? 

**  It  cannot  change  the  love  still  kept  for  Her, 
More  than  if  such  a  pictui*e  I  prefer 

Passing  a  day  with,  t«  a  room's  bare  side  : 
Tlie  painted  form  takes  uoUiiiur  she  possessed, 
Yet,  while  the  Titian's  Venus  Ties  at  rest, 

A  man  looks.     Once  more,  what  is  there  to 
chide  ?  " 

So  must  I  see,  from  where  I  sit  and  watch, 
My  own  self  sell  myself,  mv  hand  attach 

Its  warrant  to  the  very  thefts  from  me  — 
Thy  singleness  of  soul  that  made  me  proud, 
Tlvv  purity  of  heart  I  loved  <Uoud, 

Thy  man's-truth  I  was  bold  to  bid  Grod  see  I 

Love  so,  tlien,  if  thou  wilt !  Give  all  thou  canst 
Away  to  the  new  faces  —  disentrauoed, 

(Say  it  and  think  it)  obdurate  no  more : 
Re-issue  looks  and  words  from  tlie  old  mint. 
Pass  them  afresh,  no  matter  whose  the  print 

Image  and  superscription  once  they  bore  I 

Re-coin  thyself  and  give  it  them  to  spend,  — 
It  all  comes  to  the  same  thin^  at  the  end. 
Since  mine  thou  wast,  mine  art  and  mine 
shalt  be, 
Faithful  or  faithless,  sealing  up  the  sum 
Or  lavish  of  my  treasure,  thou  must  come 
Back  to  the  heart's  place  here  I  keep  for 
thee! 

Only,  why  should  it  be  with  stain  at  all  ? 
Why  must  I,  'twixt  the  leaves  of  coronal. 

Put  any  kiss  of  luurdon  on  tiiy  brow  ? 
Whv  need  the  other  women  know  so  much. 
And  talk  together,  ''Such  the  look  and  such 

The  smile  he  used  to  love  with,  then  as  now  I  *' 

Might  I  die  last  and  show  thee !     Should  I  find 
Such  hardship  in  tlie  few  years  left  behind. 

If  free  to  take  and  light  my  lamp,  and  go 
Into  thy  tomb,  and  shut  the  aoor  and  sit, 
Seeing  thy  face  on  those  four  sides  of  it 

The  better  that  they  are  so  blank,  I  know  1 

Whv,  time  was  what  I  wanted,  to  turn  o'er 
Within  my  mind  each  look,  get  more  and  more 
By  heart  each  word,  too  much  to  learn  at 
first : 
And  join  thee  all  the  fitter  for  the  pause 
'Neath  tlie  low  doorway's  lintel.     That  wei^ 
cause 
For   lingering,    though    thou  calledst,  if    I 
durst! 

And  yet  thou  art  the  nobler  of  us  two : 

What  dure  I  dream  of,  that  thou  canst  not  do. 

Outstripping  my  ten  small  steps  with  one 
stride  V 
I  '11  say  then,  here 's  a  trial  and  a  task  — 
Is  it  to  bear  r  —  if  easy,  I  'U  not  ask  : 

Though  love  fail,  I  can  tmst  on  in  tliy  pride 
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Pride  ?  —  when  those  eyes  forestall  the  life  he- 
hind 
The  death  I  have  to  go  through !  —  when  I  find, 

Now  that  I  want  thy  help  most,  all  of  thee  I 
\Vhat  did  I  f ear  ?    Thj  love  shall  hold  me  fast 
Until  the  little  minute's  sleep  is  past 

And  I  wake  saved.  —  And  yet  it  will  not  he ! 


TWO   IN   THE  CAMPAGNA 

I  woiTDKB  do  yon  feel  to-da^r 
As  I  have  felt  since,  hand  in  hand, 

We  sat  down  on  the  grass,  to  stray 
lu  spirit  better  throueh  the  land. 

This  mom  of  Rome  ana  May  ? 

For  me,  I  touched  a  thought,  I  know, 

Has  tantalized  me  many  times, 
(Like  turns  of  thread  the  spiders  throw 

Mocking  across  onr  path)  for  rhymes 
To  catch  at  and  let  go. 

Hdb  me  to  hold  it !    First  it  left 
Tne  yellowing  fennel,  run  to  seed 

There,  branching  from  tlie  brickwork's  deft, 
Some  old  tomb's  ruin :  yonder  weed 

Took  up  the  floating  weft. 

Where  one  small  orange  cup  amassed 
Five  beetles,  —  blind  and  green  they  grope 

Among  the  honey-meal :  and  last. 
Everywhere  on  tlie  grassy  slope 

Itfscedit.    Hold  it  fast! 

The  champaign  with  its  endless  fleece 

Of  feathery  grasses  everjrwhere  1 
Silence  and  paasion,  joy  and  i>eace, 

An  everlasting  wash  of  air — 
Rome's  ghost  since  her  decease. 

Such  life  here,  through  such  lengths  of  hours. 
Such  miracles  performed  in  play, 

Sneh  primal  naked  forms  of  flowers, 
Suen  letting  nature  have  her  way 

While  heaven  looks  from  its  towers  t 

How  aay  you  ?    Let  us,  O  my  dove, 

Let  us  be  unashamed  of  sonl. 
As  earth  lies  bare  to  heaven  above  I 

How  is  it  under  our  control 
To  love  or  not  to  love  ? 

I  would  Uiat  you  were  all  to  me. 
Ton  that  are  just  so  much,  no  more. 

Nor  Yours  nor  mine,  nor  slave  nor  free  I 
Where  does  the  fault  lie  ?    What  the  core 

C  the  wound,  since  wound  must  be  ? 

I  would  I  ooold  adopt  your  will. 
See  with  your  eyes,  and  set  my  heart 

Beating  by  yours,  and  drink  my  fill 
At  your  soul's  sprincs,  —  your  part  my  part 

In  life,  for  good  and  ill. 

No^  I  jream  npward,  touch  you  close. 
"^  I  away.    I  kiss  your  cheek, 


10.    1  yearn  npwar 
Then  stand  away. 


Catch  your  soul's  warmth,  —  I  pluck  the  rose 
And  love  it  more  than  tongue  can  speak  — 
Then  the  good  minute  goes. 

Already  how  am  I  so  far 
Out  of  that  minute  ?    Must  I  go 

Still  like  the  thistle^ball,  no  bar. 
Onward,  whenever  light  winds  blow, 

Fixed  by  no  friendly  star  ? 

Just  when  I  seemed  about  to  learn  I 
AVhere  is  the  thread  now  ?    Off  again  I 

The  old  trick  1    Only  I  discern  — 
Infinite  passion,  and  tlie  pain 

Of  finite  hearts  that  yearn. 


MISCONCEPTIONS 

This  is  a  sprav  the  Bird  dung  to. 

Making  it  blossom  with  pleasure. 

Ere  the  high  tree-top  she  sprang  to, 

Fit  for  her  nest  and  her  treasure. 

Oh,  what  a  hope  beyond  measure 

Was  the  poor  spray's,  which  the  flying  feet 

hung  to,  — 
So  to  be  singled  out,  built  in,  and  sung  to  I 

This  is  a  heart  the  Queen  leant  on. 

Thrilled  in  a  minute  erratic, 
Ere  the  true  bosom  she  bent  on. 
Meet  for  love's  regal  dalmatic. 
Oh,  what  a  fancy  ecstatic 
Was  the  poor  heart's,  ere  the  wanderer  went 

on— 
Love  to  be  saved  for  it,  proffered  to,  spent  on  I 


A   SERENADE    AT  THE  VILLA 

That  was  I,  yon  heard  last  night. 
When  there  rose  no  moon  at  all, 

Nor,  to  pierce  the  strained  uid  tight 
Tent  of  heaven,  a  planet  small : 

Life  was  dead  and  so  was  light. 

Not  a  twinkle  from  the  fly, 
Not  a  glimmer  from  the  worm  ; 

When  the  crickets  stopped  their  cry, 
When  the  owls  f  orebore  a  term. 

Yon  heard  music ;  that  was  I. 

Earth  turned  in  her  sleep  with  pain. 

Sultrily  suspired  for  proof : 
In  at  heaven  and  out  again, 

Lightning  1  —  where  it  broke  the  roof, 
Bloodlike,  some  few  drops  of  rain. 

What  they  could  mv  words  expressed, 

O  my  love,  my  all,  my  one  I 
Singing  helped  the  verses  best, 

And  when  singing's  best  was  done, 
To  my  lute  I  left  the  rest. 

So  wore  night ;  the  East  was  gray. 

White  the  broad-faced  hemlock-flowers ; 
There  would  be  another  day  ; 
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Ere  its  first  of  heavy  houis 
Foimd  me,  I  had  passed  away. 

What  hecame  of  all  the  hopes. 
Words  and  song  and  lute  as  veil  ? 

Say,  this  struck  you  —  '*  When  life  gropes 
Feehly  for  the  path  where  fell 

Light  last  on  the  evening  slopes, 

One  friend  in  that  path  shall  he, 
To  secure  m^  step  from  wrong ; 

One  to  count  mght  day  for  me, 
Patient  through  the  watches  long, 

Serving  most  with  none  to  see/* 

Never  say  —  as  something  hodes  — 
**  So,  the  worst  has  yet  a  worse ! 

When  life  halts  'neath  douhle  IcMtds, 
Better  the  task-master^s  curse 

Than  such  mnsio  on  the  roada  1 


**  When  no  moon  succeeds  the  sun. 
Nor  can  pierce  the  midnight's  tent 
Anystar,  the  snoAllest  one, 

While  some  drops,  where  lightning  rent, 
Show  the  final  storm  begfun — 


It 


When  the  fire-fly  hides  its  spot. 
When  the  garden-voices  fail 

In  the  darkness  thick  and  hot,  — 
Shall  another  voice  avail. 

That  shape  be  where  these  are  not  ? 


**  Has  some  plague  a  longer  lease. 
Proffering  its  help  uncouth  ? 
Can't  one  even  die  m  peace  ? 

As  one  shuts  one's  eyes  on  youth. 
Is  that  face  the  last  one  sees  r  " 

Oh.  how  dark  your  villa  was, 
Windows  fast  and  obdurate  I 

How  the  garden  grudged  me  grass 
Where  I  stood  —  the  iron  gate 

Chround  its  teeth  to  let  me  pass  I 

ONE  WAY  OF  LOVE 

Aix.  June  I  bound  the  rose  in  sheaves. 
Now,  rose  bv  rose,  I  strip  the  leaves 
And  strew  tnem  where  Pauline  may  pass. 
She  will  not  turn  aside  ?    Alas  I 
Let  them  lie.    Suppose  they  die  ? 
The  chance  was  they  might  take  her  eye. 

How  many  a  month  I  strove  to  suit 
HieBe  stubborn  fingers  to  the  lute  I 
To-da^  I  venture  all  I  know. 
She  will  not  hear  my  music  ?    So  ! 
Break  the  string ;  fold  music's  wing : 
Suppose  Pauline  had  bade  me  sing  I 

My^  whole  life  long  I  learned  to  love. 
This  hour  my  utmost  art  I  prove 
And  speak  m^  passion  —  heaven  or  hell  ? 
She  will  not  give  me  heaven  ?    'T  is  well ! 
Lose  who  ma^  —  I  still  can  say, 
Those  who  wm  heaven,  blest  are  they  I 


ANOTHER  WAY   OF   LOVE 

Jtjkb  was  not  over 

Though  past  the  full. 
And  the  best  of  her  roses 
Had  yet  to  blow. 
When  a  man  I  know 
(But  shall  not  discover. 

Since  ears  are  dull, 
And  time  disoloses) 
Turned  him  and  said  with  a  man's  trae  air. 
Half  sighing  a  smile  in  a  ^rawn,  aa  't  were,  — 
*'  If  I  tire  of  your  June,  will  she  greatly  care  ?  '* 

Well,  dear,  in-doors  witli  you  I 

True !  serene  deadness 
Tries  a  man's  temper. 
What 's  in  the  blossom 
June  wean  on  her  bosom  ? 
Can  it  dear  scores  with  yon  ? 
Sweetness  and  redness, 
Eadem  semper  I 
Go,  let  me  care  for  it  greatly  or  slightly  I 
If  June  mend  her  bower  now,  your  hand  left 

unsightly 
By  plucking   the   roses, — my  June  will   do 
rightly. 

And  after,  for  pastime. 
If  June  be  refulgent 
With  flowers  in  completeness, 
All  ^tals,  no  prioRles, 
Dehcious  as  trickles 
Of  wine  poured  at  mass-time,  — 
And  choose  One  indulgent 
To  redness  and  sweetness: 
Or  if,  with  experience  of  man  and  of  spider, 
June  use  ray  June-lightning,  the  strong  insect- 

ridder. 
And  stop  the  fresh  film-work,  —  why,  June  will 
consider. 


A   PRETTY   WOMAN 

That  fawn-ekin-dappled  hair  of  hers. 

And  the  blue  eye 

Dear  and  dewy, 
And  that  infantine  fresh  air  of  hem  I 

To  think  men  cannot  take  you.  Sweet, 

And  enfold  yon, 

Ay,  and  hold  yon. 
And  so  keep  you  what  they  make  you,  Sweet  I 

You  like  us  for  a  glance,  you  know — 

For  a  word^s  sake 

Or  a  sword's  sake. 
All 's  the  same,  whate'er  the  chanoe,  you  know. 

And  in  turn  we  make  you  ours,  we  say  — 

You  and  youth  too. 

Eves  and  mouth  too, 
All  the  face  composed  of  flowers,  we  say. 

All 's  onr  own,  to  make  the  most  of,  Sweet  — 
Sing  and  say  for, 
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Watch  and  pray  for, 
Keep  a  a«crot  or  go  boast  of.  Sweet  1 

Bnt  for  loving^,  vhy,  you  would  not.  Sweet, 

Thoofirh  we  prayed  you, 

Paid  yoa,  brayed  you 
In  a  mortar  —  for  yon  oonld  not,  Sweet  I 

So,  we  leare  the  sweet  face  fondly  there : 

Be  its  beauty 

Its  sole  duty  I 
Let  all  hope  of  graoe  beyond,  lie  there  I 

And  while  the  face  lifs  quiet  there, 

Who  shall  wonder 

That  I  ponder 
A  oondnsion  r    I  will  try  it  there. 

As,  —  why  must  one,  for  the  love  foregone, 

Soout  mere  liking  ? 

ThundttiHitrik  ing 
Earth, — the  heaven,  we  looked  above  for,  gone  I 

Why,  with  beauty,  needs  there  money  be, 

Love  with  liking  ? 

Crush  the  fly-king 
In  his  gauze,  because  no  honey-bee  ? 

May  not  liking  be  so  simple-sweet. 

If  love  grew  there 

'T  would  undo  there 
All  that  breaks  the  cheek  to  dimples  sweet  ? 

Is  the  creature  too  imperfect,  say  ? 

Would  you  mend  it 

And  so  end  it  ? 
Since  not  all  addition  perfects  aye  I 

Or  is  it  of  its  kind,^  perhaps, 

Just  perfection  — 

Whence,  rejection 
Of  a  grace  not  to  its  mind,  perhaps  ? 

^lall  we  burn  up,  tread  that  face  at  Mice 

Into  tinder, 

And  so  hinder 
Sparks  from  kindling  all  the  place  at  once  ? 

Or  else  kiss  away  one^s  soul  on  her  ? 

Tour  love-fancies  I 

—  A  sick  man  sees 
Truer,  when  his  hot  eyes  roll  on  her ! 

Thus  the  craftsman  thinks  to  grace  the  rose,  — 

Plucks  a  mould-flower 

For  his  gold  flower. 
Uses  fine  things  that  efface  the  rose : 

Rosy  rubies  make  its  cup  more  rose. 

Precious  metals 

Ape  the  petals,  — 
Last,  some  old  king  locks  it  up,  morose  I 

Then  how  grace  a  rose  ?    I  know  a  way  I 

Leave  it,  rather. 

Must  you  gather  ? 
Smell,  kiss,  wear  it  —  at  last,  throw  away  I 


RESPECTABILITY 

Dbab,  had  the  world  in  its  oaprioe 
Deigned  to  proclaim  *'  I  know  yon  both, 
Have  reoognixed  your  pUghted  troth. 

Am  sponsor  for  ^ou :  live  in  peace !  *^  — 

How  manv  precious  months  and  yean 
Of  voutn  had  passed,  that  spera  so  fast. 
Before  we  found  it  out  at  last. 

The  world,  and  what  it  fears  1 


How  much  of  priceless  life  were  spent 
With  men  that  every  virtue  decks. 
And  women  models  of  their  sex. 

Society  ^s  true  ornament,  — 

Ere  we  dared  wander,  nights  like  tliis, 
Through  wind  and  rain,  and  watch  the 
And  f ^  the  Boulevard  break  again 

To  warmth  and  light  and  bliss  I 


I  know  I  the  world  proscribes  not  love ; 

Allows  mv  finger  to  caress 

Your  li^' contour  and  downiness, 
Provided  it  supply  a  glove. 
The  world^s  ^[ood  wonl  1  —  the  Institute  I 

Guizot  receives  Montalembert  I 

Eh  ?    Down  the  court  three  lampions  flare ; 
Put  forward  your  beat  foot ! 


LOVE  IN  A  LIFE 

Room  after  room, 

I  hunt  the  house  through 

We  inhabit  together. 

Heart,  fear  nothing,  for,  heart,  thou  shalt  find 

ner  — 
Next  time,  herself! — not  the  trouble  behind 

her 
Left  in  the  curtain,  the  conch's  perfume ! 
As  she  brushed  it,  the   cornice-wreath  hloa- 

Bomed  anew : 
Yon  looking-glass  gleamed  at  the  wave  of  her 

feather. 

Yet  the  day  wears. 

And  door  succeeds  door ; 

I  try  the  fresh  fortune  — 

Ranige  the  wide  house  from  the  wing  to  the 
centre. 

Still  the  same  chance !  she  goes  out  as  I  enter. 

Spend  my  whole  day  in  the  quest,  —  who  cares  f 

But  *t  is  twilight,  you  see,  —  with  such  suites  te 
explore. 

Such  closets  to  search,  such  alcoves  to  impor- 
tune ! 


LIFE  IN   A   LOVE 

Escape  me  ? 
Never  — 
Beloved  I 
While  I  am  I.  and  yon  are  you. 
So  long  as  the  world  contains  us  both, 
Me  the  loving  and  you  the  loth, 
WhUe  the  one  eludes,  must  the  other  pursua 
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My  life  is  a  fault  at  last,  I  fear :  ^ 

It  seems  too  much  like  a  fate,  indeed  ! 

Thoug^h  I  do  my  best  I  shall  scarce  succeed. 
But  what  if  I  fail  of  my  purpose  here  ? 
It  is  but  to  keep  the  nerves  at  strain. 

To  dry  one's  eyes  and  lau^h  at  a  fall. 
And  baffled,  get  up  and  begm  spun,  — 

hk)  the  chase  takes  up  one's  liie,  that 's  all. 
While,  look  but  once  from  your  farthest  bound 

At  me  so  deep  in  the  dust  and  dark, 
No  sooner  the  old  hope  eoes  to  ground 

Than  a  new  one,  straight  to  the  selfsame  mark, 
I  shape  me  — 
Ever 
Hemoved  1 


IN   THREE  DAYS 

So,  I  shall  see  her  in  three  days 
And  just  one  night,  but  nights  are  short, 
Then  two  long  hours,  and  that  is  mom. 
See  how  I  come,  unchanged,  unworn  I 
Feel,  where  my  life  broke  o£F  from  thine, 
How  ireeh  the  splinters  keep  and  fine,  — 
Only  a  touch  ana  we  combine  ! 

Too  long,  this  time  of  year,  the  days ! 
But  nights,  at  least  the  nignts  are  short. 
As  night  shows  where  her  one  moon  is, 
A  handVbreadth  of  pure  light  and  blLss, 
So  life's  night  gives  my  lady  birth 
And  my  eyes  hold  her !    ^\liat  is  worth 
The  rest  of  heaven,  the  rest  of  earth  ? 

O  loaded  curls,  release  your  st4)re 
Of  warmth  and  scent,  as  once  before 
The  tingling  hair  did,  lights  and  darks 
Ontbre^dng  into  fairy  sparks. 
When  under  curl  and  curl  I  ^ried 
After  the  warmth  and  scent  inside, 
Through  lights  and  darks  how  manifold  — 
The  dark  inspired,  the  light  controlled  I 
As  early  Art  embrowns  the  gold. 

What  great  fear,  should  one  say,  *'  Tliree  days 

That  change  the  world  might  change  as  well 

Your  fortune ;  and  if  joy  delays. 

Be  happy  that  no  worse  befell ! '' 

What  small  fear,  if  another  says, 

**  Three  days  and  one  short  night  beside 

May  throw  no  shadow  on  your  ways  ; 

But  years  must  teem  with  change  untried. 

With  chance  not  easily  defied. 

With  an  end  somewhere  undescried.'' 

No  fear !  —  or  if  a  fear  be  bom 

This  minute,  it  dies  out  in  scorn. 

Fear  ?    I  shall  see  her  in  three  days 

And  one  night,  now  the  nights  are  short, 

Then  just  two  hours,  and  that  is  mom. 


IN   A   YEAR 

Never  any  more, 

Wliile  I  live. 
Need  I  hope  to  see  his  face 

As  before. 


Once  his  love  grown  chill, 

Mine  may  strive : 
Bitterly  we  re-embraoe, 

Single  still. 

Was  it  something  said, 

Something  done, 
Vexed  him  ?    Was  it  touch  of  hand. 

Turn  of  head  ? 
Strange  I  that  very  way 

Love  begun : 
I  as  little  understand 

Love's  decay. 

W^hen  I  sewed  or  drew, 

I  recall 
How  he  looked  as  if  I  sung, 

—  Sweetly  too. 
If  I  spoke  a  word, 

Fint  of  aU 
Uphis  cheek  the  color  spmng, 
Then  he  heard. 

Sitting  by  my  side, 

At  my  feet. 
So  he  breathed  but  air  I  breathed, 

Satisfied! 
I,  too,  at  love's  brim 

Touched  the  sweet : 
I  would  die  if  death  bequeathed 

Sweet  to  him. 

"  Speak,  I  love  thee  best !  " 

He  exclaimed : 
"  Let  thy  love  my  own  foretell  I " 

I  confessed : 
**  Clasp  my  heart  on  thine 

Now  unblamed. 
Since  upon  th^  soul  as  well 

Hangeth  imne !  " 

Was  it  wrong  to  own. 

Being  trutn  ? 
Why  should  all  the  giving  prove 

His  alone  ? 
I  had  wealth  and  ease. 

Beauty,  youth : 
Since  my  lover  gave  me  love, 

I  gave  tliese. 

That  was  all  I  meant, 

—  To  be  just. 

And  the  passion  I  had  raised. 

To  content. 
Since  he  chose  to  change 

Gold  for  dust. 
If  I  gave  him  what  he  praised 

Was  it  strange  ? 

Would  he  loved  me  yet. 

On  and  on. 
While  I  found  some  way  midreamed 

—  Paid  my  debt ! 
Gave  more  life  and  more. 

Till,  all  gone, 
He  should  smile  **She  never  seemed 
Mine  before. 


BEFORE 


19.) 


*'  What,  she  felt  the  while, 
Must  I  think? 
Love  ^8  no  different  with  ns  men  I '' 
He  should  smile  : 
"  Dying  for  my  sake  — 
>Vhite  and  pink ! 
Can't  we  touoQ  these  bubbles  then 
But  they  break?*' 

Dear,  the  pang  is  brief, 

Do  thy  part, 
Have  thy  pleasure !    How  perplexed 

jGrrows  belief ! 
Well,  this  cold  clay  clod 

Was  man's  heart : 
Crumble  it,  and  what  comes  next  ? 

Is  it  God? 


WOMEN  AND  ROSES 

Written  on  the  suggestion  of  some  roses  sent 
Mrs.  Browning.  At  the  time  of  writing, 
Browning  was  carrying  out  a  resolve  to  write  a 
poem  a  day,  a  resolve  which  lasted  a  fortnight. 


I  DREAM  of  a  red-rose  tree. 
And  which  of  its  roses  three 
Is  the  dearest  rose  to  me  ? 

II 

Round  and  round,  like  a  dance  of  snow 
In  a  dazzling  drift,  as  its  guardians,  go 
Floadng  the  women  faded  for  ages. 
Sculptured  in  stone,  on  the  poet  s  pages. 
Tlien  follow  women  fresh  and  gav, 
living  and  loving  and  loved  to-day, 
Lest,  in  the  rear,  flee  the  multitude  of  maidens, 
Beauties  vet  unborn.    Aud  all,  to  one  cadence. 
They  circle  their  rose  on  my  rose  tree. 

Ill 

Dear  rose,  thy  term  is  reached. 
Thy  leaf  hangs  loose  and  bleached : 
Bees  pass  it  unimpeached. 

IV 

Stay  then,  stoop,  since  I  cannot  climb, 
You,  neat  shapes  of  the  antique  time  I 
How  shall  I  fix  you,  fire  you,  freeze  you. 
Break  my  heart  at  your  feet  to  please  yon  ? 
Oh,  to  possess  and  be  possessed  I 
Hearts  that  beat  'neath  each  pallid  breast  I 


Once  but  of  love,  the  poesy,  the  paadon 
Drink  but  once  and  die !  —  In  vain,  tl 


fashion, 
They  circle  their  rose  on  my  rose  tree. 

v 

Dear  rose,  thy  jojr  ^s  undimmed, 

^y  cup  is  ruby-rimmed. 

Thy  cup's  heart  nectar-brimmed. 

VI 

Deep,  as  drops  from  a  statue's  plinth 
The  bee  sucked  in  by  the  hyacinth, 


the  same 


80  will  I  bury  nie  while  burning, 

guenoh  like  him  at  a  plunge  my  yearning, 
yes  in  your  eyes,  lips  on  your  lips ! 
Fold  me  fast  where  the  cincture  slips. 
Prison  all  my  soul  in  eternities  of  pleasure, 
Girdle  me  for  once  1    But  no  —  the  old  measure^ 
They  circle  their  rose  on  my  rose  tree. 

vii 

Dear  rose  without  a  thorn, 
Thy  bud 's  the  babe  unborn : 
First  streak  of  a  new  mom. 

VIII 

WiiiRS,  lend  wings  for  the  cold,  the  clear ! 
Wliat  is  far  conquers  what  is  near. 
Roses  will  bloom  nor  want  beholders. 
Sprung  from  the  dust  where  our  flesh  moulders, 
What  sliall  arrive  with  the  cycle's  change  ? 
A  novel  grace  and  a  beauty  strange. 
I  will  nuike  an  Eve,  be  the  artist  that  began  her, 
Shaped  her  to  his  mind  I  —  Alas  I  in  like  man- 
ner 
They  cirale  their  rose  on  my  rose  tree. 


BEFORE 

Let  them  fight  it  out,  friend !  things  have  gone 

too  far. 
God  must  judge  the  couple :  leave  them  as  they 

are 
—  \Miichever  one 's  the  guiltless,  to  his  glory. 
And  whichever  one  the  guilt 's  with,  to  my 

story  I 

Why,  you  would  not  bid  men,  sunk  in  such  a 
slough, 

Strike  no  arm  out  further,  stick  and  stink  as 
now, 

Leavii^  right  and  wrong  to  settle  the  embroil- 
ment. 

Heaven  with  snaky  hell,  in  torture  and  entoil- 
ment  ? 

Who's  the  culprit  of  them?    How  must  he 

conceive 
God  — the  queen  he  caps  to,  laughing  in  his 

sleeve, 
"  'Tis  but  decent  to  profess  one's  self  beneath 

her: 
Still,  one  must  not  be  too  much  in  earnest, 

either!" 

Better  sin  the  whole  sin,  sure  that  God  ob- 
serves; 

Then  go  live  his  life  out!  Life  will  trj*  his 
nerves, 

When  the  sky,  which  noticed  all,  makes  no  dis- 
closure. 

And  the  earth  keeps  up  her  terrible  composure. 

Let  him  pace  at  pleasure,  past  the  walls  of  rose. 
Pluck  their  fruits  when  grape-trees  graze  him 

as  he  goes ! 
For  he  'gins  to  guess  the  purpose  of  the  garden, 
With  the  sly  nmte  thing,  beside  tliert^,  fur  a 

warden. 
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What  'b  the  leopard-dog^thizig,  constant  at  his 
side, 

A  leer  and  lie  in  every  eye  of  its  obsequious  hide? 

When  will  come  an  end  to  all  the  mook  obei- 
sance, 

And  the  price  appear  that  inys  for  the  misfea- 
sance? 

So  much  for  the  culprit.     Who 's  the  martyred 

man  ? 
Let  him  bear  one  stroke  more,  for  be  sure  he  oani 
He  that  strove  thus  evil^s  lump  with  good  to 

leaven. 
Let  him  give  his  blood  at  last  and  get  his 

heaven ! 

All  or  nothing,  stake  it !    Trusts  he  (rod  or  no  ? 
Thus  far  and  no  farther  ?  farther?  be  it  so  I 
Now,  enough  of  your  <^icaoe  of  prudent  pauses, 
tSage  provisos,  sub-intents  and  saving-clauses ! 

Ah,  "forgive'*  70U  bid  him?    WhUe  God's 

champion  Lves, 
Wrong  shall  be  resisted :  dead,  why,  he  forgives. 
But  you  must  not  end  my  friend  ere  you  oegin 

him; 
Evil  stands  not  crowned  on  earth,  while  breath 

is  in  him. 

Once  more  —  Will  the  wronger^  at  this  last  of  all, 
Date  to  say,  *^  I  did  wxongj    rising  in  his  fall  ? 
No  ?  —  Let  go,  then !    Both  the  fighters  to  their 

places! 
While  I  count  three,  step  you  back  as  many 


paces 


AFTER 


Takb  the  doak  from  his  face,  and  at  first 
Let  the  corpse  do  its  worst ! 

How  he  lies  in  his  rights  of  a  man ! 

Death  has  done  all  death  can. 
And,  absorbed  in  the  new  life  he  leads, 

He  recks  not,  he  heeds 
Nor  his  wrong  nor  my  vengeance ;  both  strike 

On  his  senses  alike. 
And  are  lost  in  the  solemn  and  strange 

Surprise  of  the  change. 

Ha,  what  avails  death  to  erase 

His  offence,  my  disgrace  ? 
I  would  we  were  boys  as  of  old 

In  the  field,  by  the  fold : 
His  outrage,  God's  patience,  man's  scorn 

Were  so  easily  borne  ! 

I  stand  here  now,  he  lies  in  his  place : 
Cover  the  face  t 


THE  GUARDIAN-ANGEL 

A   PICTURE  AT   FANO 

Dear  and  neat  Angel,  wouldst  thou  onlv  leave 
That  child,  when  thou  hast  done  with  him, 
for  m«^ '. 


Let  me  sit  all  tlie  day  here,  that  when  eve 

8hall  find  performed  thy  special  ministry. 
And  time  come  for  departure,  thou,  suspending, 
Thv  flight,  mav^st  see  another  child  for  tenc&ng, 
Another  still,  to  quiet  and  retrieve. 

Then  I  shall  feel  thee  step  one  step,  no  more, 
From  where  thou  standest  now,  to  where  I 
gaze, 
—  And  suddenly  my  head  is  covered  o'er 
With  those  wings,  white  above  the  child  who 
prays 
Now  on  that  tomb  —  and  I  shall  feel   thee 

guarding 
Me,  out  of  all  the  world ;  for  me,  discarding 
Yon  heaven  thy  home,  that  waits  and  opes  its 
door. 

I  would  not  look  up  thither  past  thy  head 

Because  the  door  opes,  like  that  child,  I  know. 
For  I  should  have  thv  gracious  face  instead. 
Thou  bird  of  God  f   And  wilt  thou  bend  me 
low 
Like  him,  and  Uy,  Uke  his,  my  hands  tosether. 
And  lift  Uiem  up  to  pray,  and  gently  tether 
Me,  as  thy  bunb  there,  with  thy  garment's 
spread? 

If  this  was  ever  granted^  I  would  rest 
My  head  beneath  thine,  while  thy  heiding 
hands 
Close-covered  both  my  eyes  beside  thv  breast. 
Pressing  the  brain,  which  too  much  thought 
expands, 
Back  to  its  proper  size  again,  and  smoothing 
Distortion  down  till  every  nerve  had  soothing. 
And  all  lay  quiet,  happy  and  suppressed. 

How  soon  all  worldly  wrong  would  be  repaired ! 

I  think  how  I  should  view  the  earth  and  skies 
And  sea,  when  once  again  my  brow  was  bared 

After  thy  healing,  with  such  different  eyes. 
O  world,  as  God  has  made  it !  All  is  beauty  : 
And  knowing  this,  is  love,  and  love  is  duty. 

What  further  may  be  sought  for  or  declared  ? 

Guercino  drew  this  angel  I  saw  teach 
(Alfred,  dear  friend  I>  — that  little  child  to 
pray. 
Holding  the  little  hands  ud,  each  to  each 
Pressed  gently,  — with  nis  own  head  tnmed 
away 
Over  the  earth  where  so  much  lay  before  hini 
Of  work  to  do,  though  heaven  was  opening  o*er 
him. 
And  he  was  left  at  Fano  by  the  beach. 

We  were  at  Fano,  and  three  times  we  went 
To  sit  and  see  him  in  his  chapel  there. 

And  drink  his  beauty  to  our  soul's  content 
—  My  angel  with  me  too :  and  since  I  care 

For  dear  Guercino's  fame  (to  which  in  power 

And  glory  comes  this  picture  for  a  dower, 
Fraught  with  a  pathos  so  magnificent)  — 

And  since  he  did  not  work  thus  earnestly 
At  all  times,  and   has  else  endurea  some 
vrrong  — 
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I  took  one  thouglit  his  picture  straek  from 
me, 
And  spread  it  ont^ranslattivr  it  to  sonip. 
My  love  is  here.    Where  are  you,  dear  old 

friend  ? 
How  rolls  the  Wairoa  at  your  world's  far  end  ? 
This  is  Anoona,  yonder  is  the  sea. 


MEMORABILIA 

Ah,  did  yon  once  see  Shelley  plain, 
And  did  he  stop  and  speak  to  yon, 

And  did  you  speak  to  him  again  ? 
How  strange  it  seems  and  new  ! 

But  you  were  IiTing  before  that. 
And  also  you  are  living  after ; 

And  the  memory  I  started  at  — 
My  starting  moves  your  laughter  ! 

I  crossed  a  moor,  with  a  name  of  its  own 
And  a  certain  use  in  the  world  no  doubt, 

Tet  a  hand's-breadth  of  it  shines  alone 
'Mid  the  blank  miles  round  about : 

For  there  I  picked  np  on  the  heather. 
And  there  I  put  inside  my  breast 

A  moulted  feather,  an  eagle-feather ! 
Well,  I  forget  the  rest. 


POPULARITY 

As  the  pireyious  poem  was  an  appreciation  of 
Shelley,  so  this,  of  Keats. 

^iTAIlD  still,  true  poet  that  yon  are ! 

I  know  you ;  let  me  try  and  draw  you. 
Some  nip;ht  you  11  fail  us :  when  afar 

Ton  rise,  remember  one  man  saw  you. 
Knew  you,  and  named  a  star ! 

Mystar,  God^s  glow-worm !    Why  extend 
That  loving  hand  of  his  which  leads  yon, 

Tet  locks  vou  safe  from  end  to  end 
Of  this  dark  world,  unless  he  needs  yon. 

Just  saves  your  light  to  spend  ? 

His  clenched  hand  shall  undoee  at  last, 
I  know,  and  let  out  all  the  beauty : 

My  poet  holds  the  future  fast. 
Accepts  the  coming  ages'  duty. 

Their  present  for  this  past. 

That  day,  the  earth's  feasts-master's  brow 
ShaU  clear,  to  Ood  the  chalice  raising ; 

**  Others  give  best  at  first,  but  thou 
Forever  set*8t  our  table  praising, 

Keep'st  the  good  wine  tUl  now  I  " 

Meantime,  I  '11  draw  you  as  you  stand. 

With  few  or  none  to  watch  and  wonder : 
1 11  say  —  a  fisher,  on  the  sand 

By  Tyre  the  old,  witli  ocean*plunder, 
A  netful,  brought  to  land. 


Who  has  not  heard  how  Tvrian  shefls 
Enclosed  the  blue,  that  aye  of  dyes 

Whereof  one  drop  worked  miracles. 
And  colored  like  Astarte's  eyes 

Raw  silk  the  merchant  sells  ? 

And  each  bystander  of  them  all 
(/oold  criuoise,  and  ouote  tradition 

How  depths  of  blue  sunlimed  some  pall 

—  To  get  which,  pricked  a  king's  ambidon ; 

Worth  sceptre,  crown  and  ball. 

Tet  there 's  the  dye,  in  that  rough  mesh. 
The  sea  has  only  jttst  o'er-whispered  I 

Live  whelks,  each  lip's  beard  dripping  freah« 
As  if  they  still  the  water's  lisp  neard 

Through  foam  the  rock-weeds  tnresh. 

Enough  to  furnish  Solomon 
Such  hangings  for  his  cedar-house, 

That,  when  gold-robed  he  took  the  throne 
In  that  abyss  of  blue,  the  Spouse 

Might  swear  his  presence  shone 

Most  like  the  centre-spike  of  gold 
Which  bums  deep  in  the  bluebell's  womb 

What  time,  with  ardors  manifold. 
The  bee  goes  singinfl"  to  her  groom. 

Drunken  and  overbola. 

Mere  conchs !  not  fit  for  wurp  or  woof ! 

Till  cuiming  come  to  pound  and  squeeze 
And  clarify,  —  refine  to  proof 

The  liquor  filtered  by  degrees. 
While  the  world  stands  aloof. 

And  there 's  the  extract,  flasked  and  fine, 

And  priced  and  salable  at  last ! 
And  Hobbs,  Nobbs,  Stokes  and  Nokes  combine 

To  uaint  the  future  from  the  past. 
Put  blue  into  their  line. 

Hobbs  hints  blue,  — stnught  he  turtle  eats  : 
Nobbs  prints  blue,  —  claret  crowns  his  cup  : 

Nokes  outdares  Stokes  in  azure  feats,  — 
Both  gorge.    Who  fished  the  raurex  up  f 

What  porridge  liad  John  Keats  ? 
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Whomever  Browning  may  have  had  in  mind, 
there  was  no  historical  figure  with  this  name 
and  place. 

HifiT,  but  a  word,  fair  and  soft ! 

Forth  and  be  judged,  Master  Hugnes  1 
Answer  the  question  I  've  put  you  so  oft : 

What  do   vou  mean  by  your  mountainous 
fugues? 
See,  we  're  alone  in  the  loft,  — 

I,  the  poor  organist  here, 

Hugnes,  the  composer  of  note. 
Dead  though,  and  done  with,  this  many  a  year : 

Let 's  have  a  colloquy,  something  to  quote. 
Make  the  world  prick  up  its  ear ! 
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See,  the  church  eiiii)ties  apace  : 

Fast  they  extmgrnish  the  lights. 
Hallo  there,  sacristan !    Five  minutes^  grace  ! 

Here 's  a  crank  jpedal  wauts  settii^  to  rights, 
Balks  one  of  holding  the  base. 

See,  our  hnppe  house  of  the  sonnds, 

Hnshing  its  hundreds  at  once 
Bids  the  last  loiterer  back  to  his  bounds  ! 

—  0  you  may  challenge  them,  not  a  response 
Get  the  churohnaaints  on  their  rounds ! 

(Saints  go  their  rounds,  who  sliall  doubt  ? 

—  March,  with  the  moon  to  admire. 

Up  nave,  down  chancel,  turn  transept  about, 
Supervise  all  betwixt  pavement  and  spire, 
Put  rats  and  mice  to  the  rout  — 

Aloys  and  Jurien  and  Just^ — 

Order  things  back  to  tlieir  place. 
Have  a  sharp  eye  lest  the  caudlestiuks  rust. 

Bub  the  church-plate,  darn  the  sacrament- 
laoe. 
Clear  the  desk-velvet  of  dust.) 

Here  *s  voiir  book,  younger  folks  shelve ! 

Playea  I  not  off-hand  and  ruimingly,  j 

Just    now,    your   masterpiece,    hard   number 
twelve  ?  ^  I 

Here 's  what  should  strike,  could  one  handle 
it  cunningly : 
Help  the  axe,  give  it  a  helve ! 

Page  after  page  as  I  played, 

Every  bar's  rest  where  one  wipes 
Sweat  from  one's  brow,  I  looked  up  and  sur- 
veyed, 

O'er  my  three  claviers,  yon  forest  of  pipes 
Whence  you  still  peeped  in  the  shade. 

Sure  you  were  wishful  to  speak  ? 

You,  with  brow  ruled  like  a  score. 
Yes,  and  eyes  buried  in  pits  on  each  cheek. 

Like  two  great  breves,  as  they  wrote  them 
of  yore. 
Each  aide  that  bar,  your  straight  beak ! 

Sure  you  said—  **  €}ood,  the  mere  notes ! 

Still,  oouldst  thou  take  my  intent. 
Know    what    procured    me    our    Company's 
votes  — 

A  master  were  landed  and  sciolists  shent. 
Parted  the  sheep  from  the  goats  ! " 

Well  then,  speak  up,  neyer  jBinoh ! 

Quick,  ere  my  candle  's  a  snuff 
—  Burnt,  do  you  see  ?  to  its  uttermost  inch  — 

I  believe  in  you,  but  that 's  not  enough  : 
Give  my  conviction  a  clinch ! 

First  you  deliver  your  phrase 

—  Nothine  propound,  that  I  see. 

Fit  in  itself  for  much  blame  or  much  praise  — 

Answered  no  less,  where  no  answer  needs  be ; 
Off  start  the  Two  on  their  ways. 

Straight  must  a  Third  interpose, 
Volunteer  needlessly  help ; 


In  strikes  a  Fourth,  a  Fifth  thrusts  in  his  nose. 

So  the  crv  's  open,  the  kennel  *s  a-yelp, 
Argument  s  hot  to  the  close. 

One  dissertates,  he  is  candid  | 

Two  must  disoept,  — has  distinguished  : 
Three  helps  the  couple,  if  ever  yet  man  did ; 

Four  protests  ;   Five  makes  a  dart  at  the 
thing  wished : 
Back  to  One,  goes  the  case  bandied. 

One  says  his  say  with  a  difference : 

More  of  expounding,  explaining  1 
All  now  is  yrrangle,  abuse  and  vocif  eranee : 

Now    there 's  a  truce,  all 's  subdued,  self-re- 
straining: 
Five,  though,  stands  out  all  the  stiffer  hence. 

One  is  incisive,  corrosive ; 

Two  retorts,  nettled,  curt,  crepitant ; 
Three  makes  rejoinder,  expansive,  explosive ; 

Four  overbears  them  all,  strident  and  strepi- 
tant: 
Five  .  .  .  O  Danaidee,  O  Sieve  I 

Now,  they  ply  axes  and  crowbars ; 

Now,  they  prick  pins  at  a  tissue 
Fine  as  a  skem  of  the  casuist  Escobar's 

Worked  on  the  bone  of  a  lie.    To  what  issue  ? 
Where  is  our  gain  at  the  Two-bars  ? 

Eatfaga^  volvitur  rota. 

On  we  drift :  where  looms  the  dim  port  ? 
One,  Two,  Three,  Four,  Five,  contribute  their 
quota ;  ^ 
Something  is  gained,  if  one  caught  but  the 
import  — 
Show  it  us,  Hugues  of  Saxe-Gotha ! 

What  with  ai&rmmg,  den^^ng. 

Holding,  rispostiiig,  subjoining. 
All 's  like  .  .  .  it 's  like  .  .  .  for  an  instance 
I  'm  trying  ... 
There !  ^  See  our  roof,  its  gilt  moulding  and 
groining^ 
Under  those  spider-webs  lying ! 

So  your  fugue  broadens  and  thickens, 

Greatens  and  deepens  and  lengthens. 
Tin  we^  exclaim  —  **  But  whera  's  mosic,  the 
dickens  ? 
Blot   ye   the   gold,   while   your  spider-web 
strengUiens 
—  Blacked  to  the  stoutest  of  tickeus  ?  *' 

I  for  man's  effort  am  zealous : 
Prove  me  such  censure  unfounded ! 

Seems  it  surprising  a  lover  ^rows  pealons  —  _ 
Hopes  'twas  for  something,  his  organ-pi 
sounded. 

Tiring  three  boys  at  the  bellows  ? 


pipes 


Is  it  your  moral  of  Life  ? 

Such  a  web,  simple  and  subtle. 
Weave  we  on  earth  here  in  impotent  strife. 

Backward  and  forward  each  throwing  his 
shuttle, 
Death  ending  all  with  a  knife  ? 
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Orer  <Nir  headi  tmth  and  iiatnre  — 
Still  our  life*s  ligiaigB  aiid  dodd^es. 

Ins  and  oats,  weayiiif?  a  new  leeislature  — > 
God's  gold  just  shining  its  last  where  that 
lodges. 

Palled  beneath  man^s  usnrpatare. 


So  we  o*enhrond  stars  and  roses, 

Chemb  and  trophy  and  garland  ; 
Nothings  n^w  somethiiijr  which  auietly  closes 

Heayen^  earnest  eye :  not  a  glimpse  of  th< 
far  land 
Gets  through  our  oomments  and  gloses. 


Ah,  bat  traditions,  invendons, 

(Say  we  and  make  up  a  visage) 
So  many  men  with  sncn  varioos  intentions, 
Down  tne  past  ages,  must  know  more  than  this 

agef 
Leaye  we  the  web  its  dimensions  I 

Who  tiliinks  Hngnes  wrote  for  the  deaf, 
Proyed  a  mere  mountain  in  labor  ? 

Better  submit ;  ti^  again ;  what  *s  the  clef  ? 
'Faith,  'tis  no  trifle  for  pipe  and  for  tabor-— 

Four  flats,  the  minor  in  F. 


Friend,  ^our  fugue  taxes  the  finger : 
Learning  it  once,  who  would  ItNie  it  ? 

T«t  all  the  while  a  misgiyiiig  will  linger, 
Tmth*s  golden  o'er  us  aUthuugh  w«  refuse 
it  — 

Nature,  through  cobwebs  we  string  her. 

Ungues !    I  advise  m^d  uorad 

(Uounterpciint  glares  like  a  Gorgon) 
Bid  One,  Two,  Three,  Four,  Five,  clear  the 
arena! 
Say  the  word,  straight  I  unstop  the  full  or- 
gan. 
Blare  out  the  mode  Palegtrina, 

While  in  the  roof,  if  I  'ni  right  there, 

.  .  .  Lo  you,  the  wick  in  the  socket  I 
Hallo,  you  sacristan,  show  us  a  light  there  I 

Down  it  dips,  gone  like  a  rocket. 
What,  yon  want,  do  you,  to  come  unawares. 
Sweeping   the  church  up   for  first  morning- 
prayers. 
And  find  a  poor  devil  has  ended  his  cares 
At  the  foot  of  your  rotten-runged  rat-riddled 
stairs? 
Do  I  carry  the  moon  in  my  pocket? 
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A  TRAGEDY 


Originally  published  as  No.  IV.  of  Bells  and 
Pomegranates  in  1843.  The  manuscript  was 
first  named  Mansoor  the  Hierophant. 


PERSONS 

The  Orand-llsater^s  Prefect. 
The  Patriarch*!  Nuncio. 
The  Repnblic'a  Admiral. 
Lots  db  Dbbux,  Knigkt-Xoviee, 


Initiated  Drtiaea  —  Djabal,  Khalil,  Ahabl,  Maasi, 

Kabsbook,  RAoms,  Avoos,  sad  othert. 
Uninitiated  Druaea,   Prefect'a  Ouard,  Nuncio*B  Attend- 

snU,  Admind'a  Force. 

Tntt,14— . 

Flacb,  An  Isiet  of  the  Southern  Sporadee^  colonized  bg 
Drtue*  of  Lrbanon^  and  gftrrisoned  by  ttie  Knightg- 
HotpHailera  o/  Rhodes. 

SoBifB,  A  Hall  in  the  PrefeePs  Palace. 


ACT   I 

Knier  atenlthHtf  Kabbhook,  Rasrib,  Atoob,  and  other 
tnltiated  Dmaea,  each  as  he  enters  casting  off  a  robe 
that  eameeals  his  distinetive  black  vest  attd  white  tur- 
ban ;  thMt,  as  giving  a  loose  to  extUtation^  — 

Karshook.  The  moon  is  carried  off  in  purple 
fire : 
Day  breaks  at  last  I    Break  glory,  with  the  day, 
On  DjabaPs  dread  ineamate  mystery 
Now  ready  to  resume  its  pristine  shape 
Of  Hakeem,  as  the  Khalif  vanished  erst 
In  what  seemed  death  to  nninstmcted  oyes. 
On  red  Sfokattam^s  verge — onr  Founder's  flesh, 
As  he  resumes  our  Fonnder^s  function  I 

JRaghib.  —  Death 

Sweep  to  the  Christian  Prefect  that  enslaved 
So  long  us  sad  Druse  exiles  o'er  the  sen ! 

Ayoob.  —  Most  joy  be  thine,  O  Mother-mount ! 
Thy  brood 


Retnms  to  thee,  no  ont4sasts  as  we  left. 

But  thus — but  thus!    Behind,  our  Prefect's 

corse ; 
Before,  a  presence  like  the  morning  —  thine. 
Absolute  Djabal  late,  —  Gk>d  Hakeem  now 
That  day  breaks ! 

Kar,  Off  then,  with  disguise  at  last  t 

As  from  our  forms  this  hateful  garb  we  strip. 
Lose  every  toncrne  its  glozing  accent  too, 
Discard  each  limb  the  ignoble  gesture  I    Cry, 
'Tis  the  Druse  Nation,  warders  on  our  Mount 
Of  the  world's  secret,  since  the  birth  of  time, 
—  No  kindred  slips,  no  offsets  from  thy  stock, 
No  spawn  of  Christians  are  we.  Prefect,  we 
Wlio  rise  .  .  . 

Ay.  Who  shout  .  .  . 

Bagh,  Who  seize,  a  first-fruits,  ha-^ 

Spoil  of  the  spoiler !    Brave  ! 
IThey  begin  to  tear  doien^  nnd  to  dispute /or^  the  decora^ 

tiOHS<^thehaiL 
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Hold! 


—  Mine,  I  say ; 


Kar, 
Ay. 
And  mine  shall  it  continue  I 

Kar,  Just  this  fringe  I 

Take  anything  beside !    Lo,  spire  on  spire, 
Curl  serpentwise  wreathed  columns  to  the  top 
O'  the  roof,  and  hide  thenoselves  mjrsteriously 
Amontr  tiie  twiuklii^  lights  and  darks  that 

naunt 
Yon  cornice  !   Where  the  huge  Teil,  they  suspend 
Before  the  Prefect's  chamber  of  delight. 
Floats  vide,  then  falls  again  as  if  its  slave, 
Tlie  scented  air,  took  heart  now,  and  anon 
Lost  heart  to  buoy  its  breadths  of  gorgeoua- 

nees 
Above  the  gloom  they  droop  in  —  all  the  porch 
Is  jewelled  o^er  with  frostwork  charaotei^ ; 
And,  see,  you  eight-point  cross  of  white  flame, 

winking 
Hoar-silveiy  like  some  fresh -broke  marble 

stone: 
Raze  out  the  Rhodiau  cross  there,  so  thou  leav^st 

me 
This  single  fringe ! 

Ap.  Ha,  wouldst  thou,  dog-fox  ?    Help  I 

—  Three  hand-breadths  of  gold  ninge,  my  sou 

was  set 
To  twist,  the  night  he  died  ! 

Kar.  Nay,  hear  the  knave ! 

And  I  could  witness  my  one  daughter  borne, 
A  week  since,  to  the  Prefect's  couch,  yet  fold 
These  arms,  be  mute,  lest  word  of  mine  should 

mar 
Our  Master's  work,  delay  the  Prefect  here 
A  day,  prevent  his  sailing  hence  for  Rhodes — 
How  know  I  else  ?  —  Hear  me  denied  my  right 
By  such  A  knave  I 
liagh.    [Inierpaaing.]    Each  ravage  for  him- 

selff 
Booty  enough !    On,  Druses  I    Be  there  found 
Blood  and  a  heap  behind  us ;  with  us,  Djabal 
Turned  Hakeem  :  and  before  us,  Lfcbanon  ! 
Yields  the  porch  r    Spare  not !    There  his  min- 
ions dragged 
Thy    daughter,    Karshook,    to  the    Prefect's 

couch  1 
Ayoob!     Thy  son,  to    soothe   the    Prefect's 

pride. 
Bent  o'er  tlutt  task,  the  death-sweat  on  his 

brow, 
Carvino'  the  spice-tree  *8  heart  in  scroll-work 

there ! 
Onward  in  Djabarit  name  ! 

{As  the  tumvU  U  at  height ^  writer  Khalil.    A  pause  and 

tUenee.) 

Khalil.  Was  it  for  this, 

Djabal  hath  summoned  you?      Deserve  you 

thus 
Aportion  in  to-day's  event  ?    What,  here  — 
Wnen  most  behoves  your  feet  fall  soft,  your 

eyes 
Sink  low,  your  tongues  lie  still,  —  at  Djabal's 

side, 
Close  in  his  very  hearing,  who,  perchance. 
Assumes   e'en   now  God    Hakeem's  dreaded 

sliape,  — 
Dispute  you  for  these  rauds  ? 
Ay.  How  say'st  thon,  Khalil  ? 


Doubtless  our  Master  prompts  thee  1    Take  the 

fringe. 
Old  Karshook  I    I  supposed  it  was  a  day  .  .  . 

Kha.    For  pillage? 

Kar.  Hearken,  Khalil !    Never  spoke 

A  bo^  so  like  a  song-bird  ;  we  avouch  thee 
Prettiest  of  all  our  Master's  instruments 
Except  thy  bright  twin-sister ;  tliou  and  Aiiael 
Challenge  nis  prime  regard :  but  we  may  crave 
(Such  nothings  as  we  be)  a  portion  too 
Of  Djabal's  tavor ;  in  him  we  believed, 
His    bound    ourselves,    him    moon   by   moon 

obeyed. 
Kept  silence  till  this  daybreak  —  so,  may  claim 
Reward :  who  grudges  me  my  claim  ? 

Ay.  To-day 

Is  not  as  yesterday ! 

Ragk.  Stand  off  I 

Kha.  Rebel  you? 

Mast  I,  the  delegate  of  Djabal,  draw 
His  wratb  on  you,  the  day  of  our  Return  ? 

Other  Druses.    Wrench  from  their  grasp  the 
fringe !    Hounds  I  must  the  eaith 
Vomit  her  plagues  on  us  through  thee  ?  —  and 

thee  ? 
Plague  me  not,  Khalil,  for  their  fault ! 

Kha.  Oh,  shame ! 

Thus  breaks  to-day  on  you,  the  mystic  tribe 
Who,  flying  the  approach  of  Osman,^  bore 
Our  faith,  a  merest  spark,  from  Syria's  ridge, 
Its  bii'thplace,  hither  I    **  Let  the  sea  divide^ 
These    huuters  from   their  prey,"  you  said  ; 

**  and  safe 
In  this  dim  islet's  virgin  solitude 
Tend  we  our  faith,  the  spark,  till  happier  time 
Fan  it  to  fire ;  till  Hakeem  rise  again, 
According  to  his  word  that,  in  the  flesh 
Which  faded  on  Mokattam  ages  since. 
He,  at  our  extreme  need,  would  interpose. 
And.  reinstatine  all  in  power  and  bliss. 
Lead  us  himself  to  Lebanon  once  more." 
W^as  't  not  thus  vou  departed  years  ago, 
Ere  I  was  bom  ? 

Druses.  'T  was  even  thns,  ^ears  ago. 

Kha.    And  did  you  call  —  (accordmg  to  old 
laws 
Which  bid  us,  lest  the  sacred  grow  profane. 
Assimilate  ourselves  in  outwaid  rites 
With  strangers  fortune  makes  our  lords,  and 

live 
As  Christian  with  the  Christian,  Jew  with  Jew 
Druse  only  with  the  Druses)  —  did  yon  call 
Or  no,  to  stand  'twixt  yon  and  Osman's  rage, 
(Mad  to  pursue  e'en  hither  through  the  sea 
The  remnant  of  our  tribe,)  a  race  self  vowed 
To  endless  warfare  with  his  hordes  and  him. 
The  White-cross  Knights  of  the  adjacent  Isle  ? 

Kar.    And  why  else  rend  we  down,  wrench 
up,  rase  out  ? 
These  Knights  of  Rhodes  we  thns  solicited 
For  help,  bestowed  on  us  a  fiercer  pest 
Than  aught  we  fled  —  their  Prefect ;  who  began 
His  promised  mere  paternal  governance, 
Bv  a  prompt  massacre  of  all  our  Sheikhs 
Able  to  thwart  the  Order  in  its  scheme 
Of  crushing,  with  onr  nation's  memory. 
Each  chance  of  our  return,  and  taming  us 
Bondslaves  to  Rhodes  forever  —  all,  he  thinks 
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To  end  by  this  day's  treaaou. 

Kha.  Say  I  not? 

Yon,  fitted  to  the  Order^a  purposes. 
Your  Sheikha  eut  o£f,  your  rights,  your  garb 

proscribed. 
Must  yet  receive  one  degradation  more ; 
The  knights  at  last  throw  off  the  mask  — 

transfer, 
As  tributary  now  and  appanage, 
This  ialet  they  are  but  protectors  ol, 
To  their  own  ever-craving  liege,  the  Church, 
Who  lioeases  all  crimes  that  pay  her  thus. 
You,  from  their  Prefect,  were  to  be  consigned 
(Pursuant  of  I  know  not  what  vile  pact) 
To  the  Knights'  Patriarch,  ardent  to  outvie 
His  predecessor  in  all  wickedness. 
When  suddenly  rose  Djabal  in  the  midsL 
Djabal,  the  man  in  semblanoe,  but  our  God 
Confessed  by  aigins  and  portents.     Ye  saw  fire 
Bicker  round  Djabal,  heard  strange  muaio  fiit 
Bird-like  about  his  brow  ? 

DruaeM.  We  saw  —  we  heard ! 

Diabal  is  Hakeem,  the  incarnate  Dread, 
The  phantasm  Khalif ,  King  of  Prodigies ! 
Kha.    And  as  he  said  has  not  our  Khalif 

done. 
And  so  disfNosed  events  (from  land  to  land 
Pusing  invisibly)  that  when,  this  mom, 
The  pact  of  villany  complete,  there  comes 
This   Patriarch's   Nunoio  with  this  Master's 

Prefect 
Their  treason  to  consummate,  — each  will  face 
For  a  crouching  handful,  an  uplifted  nation ; 
For  aimolated  Christians,  confessed  Druses ; 
And,  for  slaves  past  hope  of  the  Mother-mount, 
Freedmen  returning  there  'neath  Venice'  ^aig ; 
That  Venioe  which,  the  Hospitallers'  foe. 
Grants  us  from  Candia  escort  home  at  price 
Of  our  relinquished  isle,  Rhodes  oounta  her 

own  — 
Venice,  whose  promised  aivosies  should  stand 
Toward  harbor :  is  it  now  that  you,  and  you. 
And  yoQ.  selected  from  the  reat  to  bear 
The  buraen  of  the  Khalif 's  secret,  further 
To-day's  event,  entitled  by  your  wrongs. 
And  witness  in  the  Prefect's  hall  his  fate  — 
That  you  dare  clutch  these  gauds  ?    Ay,  drop 

them! 
Kar.  True, 

Moat  true,  all  this ;  and  yet,  may  one  dare  hint, 
Thon  art  the  youngest  of  us?  —  though  em- 
ployed 
Abunoantly  sa  Djabal's  confidant. 
Transmitter  of  his  mandates,  even  now. 
Much  less,  whene'er  beside  him  Anael  graces 
The  cedar  throne,  his  queen^bride,  art  thou  like 
To  occupy  its  lowest  step  that  day  I 
Now,  K nail  I,  wert  thou  checked  as  thou  sspir- 

est. 
Forbidden  such  or  smh.  an  honor,  —  say. 
Would  silence  serve  so  amply  ? 

Kha,  Karshook  thinks 

I  covet  honors  ?    Well,  nor  idW  thinks ! 
Honors  ?    I  have  demanded  of  them  all 
The  greatest! 
Kar.  I  supposed  so. 

Kha.  Judge,  yourselves ! 

Turn,  thus:  't  la  in  the  aloove  at  the  back 


Of  yonder  columned  porch,  whose  entrance  now 
The  veil  hides,  that  our  Prefect  holds  his  state, 
Receives    the    Nuncio,  when   the   one,  from 

Rhodes, 
The  other  lands  from  Syria ;  there  they  meet. 
Now,  I  have  sued  with  earnest  prayers  .  .  . 

Kar.  For  what 

Shall  the  Bride's  brother  vainly  sue  ? 

Kha,  That  mine — 

Avenging  in  one  blow  a  myriad  wroiMgs 

—  Might  be  the  hand  to  slay  the  Prefect  there  1 
Djabal  reserves  that  office  for  himself. 

lA  tiientt. 

Thus  far,  as  youngest  of  yon  all,  I  speak 

— Scarce  more    enlightened  than  yourselves; 

since,  near 
As  I  approach  him,  nearer  as  I  trust 
Soou  to  approach  our  Master,  he  reveals 
Only  the  God's  power,  not  the  glory  yet. 
Therefore  I  ressoned  with  you :  now,  as  servant 
To  Djabal,  bearing  his  authority, 
Hear  me  appoint  your  several  posts !    Till  noon 
None  see  him  save  myself  and  Anael :  once 
The  deed  achieved,  our  Khalif,  casting  off 
The  embodied  Awe*s  tremendous  mystery, 
The  weakness  of  the  fiesh  disguise,  resumes 
His  proper  glory,  ne'er  to  fade  again. 

{Enter  a  Dnwe.) 

The  Druee.    Our  Prefect  lands  from  Rhodes ' 
—  without  a  sign 
That  he  suspects  augnt  since  he  left  our  Isle  ; 
Nor  in  his  train  a  single  guard  beyond 
The  few  he  sailed  with  hence:  so  have  we 

learned 
From  Leys. 

Kar.  Loys  ?    Is  not  Loys  gone 

Forever  ? 

Ay.         Loys,  the  Frank  Knight,  returned  ? 

J%e  Dntte.    Loys,  the    boy,  stood  on  the 
leading  prow 
Gonspienous  in  his  gay  attire,  and  leapt 
Into  the  surf  the  foremost.    Since  daynlawn 
I  kept  watch  to  the  Northward  ;  take  but  note 
Of  my  poat  vigilance  to  Djabal ! 

Kha.  Peace ! 

Thou,  Karshook,  with  thy  company,  receive 

The  Prefect  as  appointed :  see,  all  keep 

The  wonted  show  of  servitude  :  announce 

His  entry  here  by  the  accustomed  peal 

Of  trumpets,  then  await  the  further  pleasure 

Of  Diabal !    (Loys  back,  whom  Djabal  sent 

To  Rhodes  that  we  might  spare  the  single  Kn^ht 

Worth  sparing !) 

\Bnler  a  eeeond  DniM.) 

The  Druse.         1  espied  it  first !    Say,  I 
First  spied  the  Nunciu^s  galley  from  the  South ! 
Said'st  thon  a  Crossed*keys'  flag  would  Bap  the 

mast  ? 
It  nears  apace  I    One  galley  and  no  more. 
If  Djabal  chance  to  a»  who  spied  the  flag. 
Forget  not,  I  it  was ! 

lUia.  Thou,  Ayoob,  bring 

The  Nuncio  and  his  followers  hither  !    Break 

One  rule  prescribed,  ye  wither  in  your  blood. 

Die  at  your  &inlt ! 

{Snier  a  third  DruM.) 

The  Drtue.  I  shall  see  home,  see  home ! 

—  Shall  banquet  in  the  sombre  groves  again  ! 
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Hail  to  thee,  Khalil  I    Venice  looms  afar  ; 
The  argosies  of  Venioe,  like  a  cload, 
Bear  up  from  Candia  in  the  distance ! 

Kha.  Joy  I 

Summon  our  people,  Rag-hib  !    Bid  all  forth  I 
Tell  them  the  long^kept  secret,  old  and  ^oung ! 
Set  free  the  captive,  let  the  trampled  raise 
Their  faces  from  the  dust,  because  at  length 
The  cycle  is  complete,  Cvod  Uakeem^s  reign 
Begins  anew  !    iiMiy,  Venice  for  our  guard. 
Ere  night  we  steer  for  Syria !    Hear  you.  Druses  ? 
Hear  you  this  crowning  witness  to  the  claims 
Of  Djabal  ?    Oh,  I  spoke  of  hope  and  fear, 
Reward  and  punishment,  because  he  bade 
Who  has  the  right :  for  me,  what  should  I  say 
But,  mar  not  those  imperial  lineaments, 
No  majesty  of  all  that  rapt  rcwrard 
Vex  by  die  least  omission  !    Let  him  rise 
Without  a  check  from  you  I 

Druses,  Let  Djabal  rise  I 

{Enter  Lots.  —  The  Druaes  are  Ment.) 

Loys.^  Who  speaks  of  Djabal  ?  — for  I  seek 

him,  friends  I 
[AsMe.]    Tu  Dieu  I    ^T  is  as  our  Isle  broke  out 

in  sonff 
For  ioy,  its  Prefectrincubus  drops  off 
To-day,  and  I  succeed  him  in  his  rule ! 
But  no  —  tliey  cannot  dream  of  their  good  for- 
tune! 
[Aloud.]    Peace  to  you.  Druses !    I  have  tidings 

for  yon. 
But  first    for  Djabal:    where  ^s  your  tall  be- 

witcher. 
With  that  sniall  Arab  thin-lipped  silver-mouth  ? 
Kha.    [Aside  to  Kab.]    Loys,  in  truth  1    Yet 

Djabal  cannot  err  I 
Kar.    [To  Kha.]    And  who  takes  charge  of 
^  Lovs  ?    That  ^s  forgotten. 
Despite  th^  wariness  !    Will  Loys  stand 
And  see  his  comrades  slaughtered  ? 

Loys.  ^  [Aside.}  ^    How  they  shrink 

And  whisper,  with  those  rapid  faces  I    What  ? 
The  s^^ht  of  me  in  their  opproissors'  garb 
Strikes    terror  to    the    simple   tribe?     God's 

sliame 
On  those  that  bring  oar  Order  ill  repute  ! 
But  all 's  at  end  now  ;  better  days  begin 
For  these  mild  mountaineers  from  over-sea : 
The  timidest  shall  have  in  me  no  Prefect 
To    cower    at   thus !    [Aloud.]    I    asked  for 

DiabaJ- 
Kar.  [Aside J]       Better 
One  lure<l  him,  ere  he  can  suspect,  inside 
The  corridor ;  't  were  easy  to  dispatch 
A  youngster.    \^To  Loys.]    Djabal  passed  some 

minutes  since 
Through  yonder  porch,  and  .  .  . 

Kha.    [Aside.]  Ho\d  I    \Miat,  him  dispatch  ? 
The  only  Christian  of  them  all  we  charge 
No  tyranny  upon  ?    Who,  — noblest  Knight 
Of  all  that  learned  from  time  to  time  their 

trade 
Of  lust  and  cruelty  among  us,  —  heir 
To  Europe^s  pomp,  a  truest  child  of  pride,  — 
Yet  stood  between  the  Prefect  and  ourselves 
From  the  beginning  ?    Loys,  Djabal  makes 
Account  of,  and  precisely  sent  to  Rhodes 
For  safety  r    I  take  chuge  of  him  ! 


[To  Loys.]  Sir  Loys, — 

Loys,    There,  cousins !    Does  Sir  Loys  strike 

you  dead  ? 
Kha.    [Advancing.]    Djabal  has  interoonrse 
with  few  or  none 
Till  noontide :  but,  your  pleasure  ? 

Loys.  "  Interconrae 

With  few  or  none  ?  "  —  (Ah,  Khalil,  when  you 

spoke 
I  saw  not  your  smooth  face  !    All  health  !  — 

and  health 
To  Anael !    How  fares  Anael  ?)  —  **  Intercourse 
With  few  or  none  ?  "    Forget  you,  1  've  been 

friendly 
With  Djabal  long  ere  you  or  any  Druse  ? 

—  Enough  of  him  at  Kennes,  I  think,  beneath 
The  Duke  my  father's  roof  I    He  'd  tell  by  the 

hour, 
With  fixed  white  eyes  beneath  his  swarthy  brow, 
Plansiblest  stories  .  .  . 

Kha.  Stories,  say  you  ?  —  Ah, 

The  quaint  attire  I 

Loys.  My  dreas  for  the  last  time  ! 

How  sad  1  cannot  make  you  understand. 
This  ermine,  o*er  a  shield,  betokens  me 
Of  Bretagne,  ancientest  ot  provinces 
And  nob^st ;  and,  what  *s  nest  and  oldest  there^ 
See,   Dreux\  our  house's  blazon,    which    tlie 

Nuncio 
Tacks  to  an  Hospitaller's  vest  to-dav ! 
Kha.    The  Nuncio  v;e  await  ?    What  brings 

you  back 
From  Rhodes,  Sir  Loys  ? 

Loys,  How  von  island-tribe 

Forget  the   world's  awake    wnile   here    you 

drowse  1 
What  brings  me  back  ?   What  should  not  bring 

me,  rather  1 
Our  Patriarch's  Nuncio  visits  you  to-day- 
Is  not  my  year's  probation  out  ?    I  come 
To  take  the  knightly  vows. 
Kha.  What 's  that  you  wear  ? 

Loys.    This  Rhodian  cross  ?    The  cross  your 

Prefect  wore. 
You  should  have  seen,  as  I  saw,  the  full  Chap- 
ter 
Rise,  to  a  man,  while  they  transferred  this  oroas 
From  that  unwortliy  Prefect's  neck    to  .  .  . 

(fool  — 
My  secret  will  escape  me  I)    In  a  word. 
My  year's  probation  nassed,  a  Knight  ere  eve 
Am  I  ;  bound,  like  tiie  rest,  ta  yield  my  wealth 
To  the  common  stock,  to  live  in  chastity, 
(We  Knights  espouse  alone  our  Order's  fame) 

—  Change  this  gay  weed  for  the  black  white- 

crossed  gown, 
And  fight  to  death  against  the  Infidel 

—  Not,  therefore,  against  you,  you  Christians 

with 
Such  pai  tial  difference  only  as  befits 
The  peacefullest  of  tribes.     But  Khalil,  pri- 
thee. 
Is  not  the  Isle  brighter  than  wont  to-day  ? 
Kha.    Ah,  the  new  sword ! 
Loys.  See  now  !    Yon  handle  sword 

As  't  were  a  camel-staff  1    Pull  t    That  *&  my 

motto, 
Annealed  ''  Projide^''^  on  the  Made  in  bine. 
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Kka,   No  onrre  in  it  ?   Surely  a  blade  should 

curve. 
Loys.    Straight  from  the  vriat !    Loom  —  it 

^onld  poise  itself ! 
Kka .    [  Waoiiuji  with  irrejpreMsible  exultation  the 

«K>ora .  ]   We  are  a  nation,  Loys.  of  old  fame 
Anumsr  the  mountains  1     Rigrhts   nave  we  to 

keep 
With  the  sword  too  I 
[Remembering  himuif,]    But  I  forget  —  you  bid 

me 
Seek  Djabal  ? 
Loye,    What  I     A  sword's  siirht  scares  you 

not? 
(The  People  I  will  make  of  him  and  them  1 
Oh  let  my  Prefect-sway  begrtn  at  once  !) 
Brins:  Djabal  —  say,  indeecH  that  come  he  must  I 
Kha,    At  noon  seek  Djabal  in  the  Prefect's 

Chamber, 
And  find  .  .  .  [Aside,]    Nay,  't  is  thy  cursed 

race's  token, 
Frank  pride,  no  special  insolence  of  thine ! 
[AUmd,]    Tarry,  and  I  will  do  your  bidding, 

Loys  1 
[To  the  rest  aside.}    Now,  forth  you  I    I  pro- 
ceed to  Djabal  straight. 
Leave  this  poor  boy,  who  knows  not  what  he 

says! 
Oh  will  it  not  add  joy  to  even  thy  joy, 
Djabal,  that  I  report  all  friends  were  true  ? 

[Khaul  gosSf/oliowed  by  the  Druaea. 

Loys.    Tu  Dieu  1    How  happy  I  shall  make 
these  Druses  I 
Was  't  not  surpassingly  contrived  of  me 
To  get  the  long  list  of  their  wrongs  b^  heart, 
Then  take  the  first  pretence  for  steahng  off 
From  these  poor  ishmders,  present  myself 
Sudden  at  Khodee  before  the  noble  Chapter, 
And  (as  best  proof  of  ardor  in  its  cause 
Which  ere  tonight  will  have  become,  too,  mine) 
Aecinaint  it  with  this  j^laguc'eore  in  its  body, 
This  Prefect  and  his  villanons  career  ? 
The  princely  Synod  1    All  I  dared  reouest 
Was  bis  dismtBsal ;  and  they  graciously 
CoDsigned  his  very  office,  to  myself  — 
Myseu  may  cure  the  Isle  diseased ! 

And  well 
For  them,  they  did  so  I    Since  I  never  felt 
How  lone  a  lot,  though  brilliantj  I  embrace, 
mi  now  that,  past  retrieval,  it  is  mine. 
To  live  thus,  and  thus  die  I    Yet,  as  I  leapt 
On  shore,  so  home  a  feeling  neeted  me 
That  I  could  half  believe  in  Djabal's  story. 
He  used  to  tempt  my  father  with,  at  Rennes  — 
And  me,  too,  since  uie  story  brought  me  here  — 
Of  some  Count  Dreux  and  ancestor  of  ours 
Who,  sick  of  wandering  from  Bouillon's  war, 
Left  his  old  name  in  Lebanon. 

Long  days 
At  least  to  spend  in  the  Isle !  and,  my  news 

known 
An  hour  hence,  what  if  Anael  turn  on  me 
The  great  black  eyes  I  must  forget  ? 

Why,  fool. 
Recall  them,  then  ?    My  business  is  with  Dja- 
bal, 
Not  Anael  I    Djabal  tarries :  if  I  seek  him  ?  — 
The  Isle  is  brighter  than  its  wont  to-day  ! 


ACT   11 
Enter  Djabal. 

DJa,    That  a  strong  man  should  think  him- 
self a  God  I 
I  —  Hakeem  ?    To  have  wandered  through  the 

world. 
Sown  falsehood,  and  thence  reaped  now  scorn, 

now  faith, 
For  my  one  chant  with  many  a  change,  my 

tale 
Of  outrage,  and  my  prayer  for  vengeance  —  this 
Required,  torsooth,  no  mere  man's  faculty. 
Naught  less  than  Hakeem's  ?    The  persuading 

Loys 
To  pass  probation  here :  the  getting  access 
Bv  Lo3rs  to  the  Prefect ;  worst  of  all. 
The  gainine  my  tribe's  confidence  by  fraud 
'^That  wonla  disgrace  the  very  Frank,  —  a  few 
Of  Europe's  secrets  which  subdue  the  flame, 
The  wave,  —  to  ply  a  simple  tribe  with  these. 
Took  Hakeem? 

And  I  feel  this  first  to-day  ! 
Does  the  day  break,  is  the  hour  imminent 
When  one  deed,  when  my  whole  life's  deed,  ray 

deed 
Must  be  accomplished  ?    Hakeem  ?    ^Vhy  the 

God? 
Shout,     rather,     '*  Djabal,    Youasof's     cliild, 

thought  slain 
With  his  whole  race,  the  Druses'  Sheikhs,  this 

Prefect 
Endeavored  to  extirpate  —  sayed,  a  child, 
Returns  f  i-om  traversuig  the  world,  a  man. 
Able  to  take  revenge,  lead  back  the  march 
To  Lebanon  "  —  so  shout,  and  who  gainsays  f 
But  now,  because  delusion  mixed  itMlf 
Insensibly  with  this  career,  all 's  changed  1 
Haye  I  brought  Venice  to  afford  us  convoy  ? 
'*Tme — but   my  jugglings  wrought   that!" 

Put  I  heart 
Into  onr  people  where  no  heart  lurked  ?  —  *^  Ah, 
What  cannot  an  impostor  do  !  " 

Not  this! 
Not  do  diis  which  I  do  I    Not  bid  avaunt 
Falsehood  !    Thou  shalt  not  keep  thy  hold  on 

me  I 
— Nor  even  get  a  hold  on  me  !    'T  is  now  — 
This  day — hour — minute  —  't  is  as  here  I  stand 
On  the  accursed  threshold  of  the  Prefect, 
That  I  am  found  deceiving  and  deceived  ! 
And  now  what  do  I  ?  ~  hayBten  to  the  few 
Deceived,  ere  they  deceive  the  many  —  shout, 
'*  As  I  professed,  I  did  believe  mvself ! 
Say,  Druse»,  had  you  seen  a  butcnery  — 

If  Ayoob,  Karshook  saw Maani  there 

Must  tell  yon  how  I  saw  m^  father  sink  ; 
My  mother's  arms  twine  still  about  my  neck  ; 
I  hear  my  brother  shriek,  here  's  yet  the  scar 
Of  what  was  meant  for  my  own  death-blow  - 

say. 
If  you  had  woke  like  me,  grown  year  by  year 
Out  of  the  tumult  in  a  f  ar-o£E  clime. 
Would  it  be  wondrous  such  delusion  grew  ? 
I  walked  the  world,  asked  help  at  every  hand  ; 
Came  help  or  no  ?    Not  this  and  this  ?    Wliich 

helns 
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When  I  returned  with,  found  the  Pi-efect  here, 
The  Druses  here,  all  here  but  Hakeem's  self, 
The  Khalif  of  the  thousimd  prophecies, 
Reserved  for  such  a  juncture,  —  could  I  call 
My  mission  aiig^ht  bnt  Uakeem^s?    Promised 

Hakeem 
More  than  performs  the  Djabal  —  you  absolve  ? 
—  Me,  you  will  never  shame  before  the  crowd 
Yet  happily  ig^norant  ? — Me,  both  throngs  sur^ 


Dja.  [i4siW«.]    To  yearn  to  tell  her,  and  yet 
have  no  one 
Great  hearths  word  that  will  tell  her  I    I  eoiild 


round. 


The  few  deceived,  the  many  unabnsed, 
—  Who,  thus  surrounded,  slay  for  yon  luid  them 
The  Prefect,  lead  to  Lebanon  ?    No  Khalif, 
But  Sheikh  once  more !  Mere  Djabal  —  not "... 
{Enter  ELuaul  hastily.) 

Kha.  —  God  Hakeem  ! 

'T  is  told  I  Tlie  whole  Dnme  nation  knows  thee, 

Hakeem, 
As  we  I  and  mothers  lift  on  high  their  babes 
A\lio  seem  aware,  so  glisten  their  great  eyes. 
Thou  hast  not  failed  us ;  ancient  brows  are 

proud; 
Our  elders  could  not  earlier  die,  it  seenia, 
Than  at  thy  coming  I  The  Druse  heart  is  thine  I 
Take  it !  my  lord  and  theirs,  be  thon  adored  I 

Dja,    [Aside.]     Adored!  —  but  I  reaonnoe 
it  utterly ! 

Kha.    Alreadv  are  thev  institnting  ohoira 
And  dances  to  the  Khalif,  as  of  old 
'T  is  ohronioled  thou  bad^st  them. 

Dja,    [Aside.]  I  abjure  it! 

'Tis  not  mine  —  not  for  me  I 

Kha.  Why  pour  they  wine 

Flavored  like  honey  and    bruised  mountain- 
herbs. 
Or  wear  those  strings  of  sunnlried  cedar-fruit  ? 
Oh,  let  me  tell  thee  —  Esaad,  we  supposed 
Doting,  is  earned  forth,  eager  to  see 
The  laist  sun  rise  on  the  Isle  :  he  can  see  now  I 
The  shamed  Druse  women  never  wept  before  : 
They  oan  look  up  when  we  reach  home,  they 

say. 
Smell  I  —  sweet  oane»  saved  in  Lilith^s  breast 

thus  long — 
Sweet  I  — it  grows  wild  in  Lebanon.    And  I 
Alone  do  nothing  for  thee !    'Tis  my  office 
Just  to  announoe  what  well  thou  know'st  —  but 

thus 
Thon  bidst  me.    At  this  self-same  moment  tend 
The  Prefeot,  Nuncio  and  the  Admiral 
Hither  by  their  three  sea>naths :  nor  foiget 
W^ho  were  the  trusty  watchers  !  —  thou  n>rget  ? 
Like  me,  who  do  forget  that  Anael  bade  .  .  . 

Dja.  \^  A  side].     Ay,  Anael,  Anael  —  is  that 
said  at  last  ? 
Louder  than  all,  that  would  be  said,  I  knew  ! 
W^hat  does  abjuring  mean,  confessing  mean. 
To  the  people  ?    Till  that  woman  crossed  my 

path. 
On  went  I,  solely  for  my  people ^s  sake : 
I  saw  her,  and  I  then  first  saw  myself. 
And  slackened  pace  :  **  If  I  should  prove  indeed 
Hakeem  —  with  Anael  by !  '* 

Kha.  [Aside.]  Ah,  he  is  rapt ! 

Dare  I  at  sneh  a  moment  break  on  him 
Even  to  do  my  sister^s  bidding  ?    Yes : 
The  eyes  are  Diabal's  and  not  Hakeem's  vet. 
Though  but  till  I  have  spoken  this,  perchance. 


Doubtless  one  such  word  out,  and  die. 

[Aloud.]  Yon  said 

That  Anael  .  .  . 
Kha.     .  .  .  Fain  would  see  thee,  speak  with 
thee. 
Before  thon  change,  discard  this  Djabal's  shape 
She  knows,  for  Hakeem^s  shape  she  is  to  know. 
Something  to  say  that  will  not  from  her  mind ! 
I  know  not  what  —  **  Let  him  but  oome !  **  she 
said. 
Dja.     [Ha(f  apart.]    My  nation  —  all    my 
Druses  —  how  fare  they  ? 
Those  I  must  save,  and  snif  er  thus  to  save. 
Hold  they  their  posts  ?    Wait  they  their  Khalif 
too? 
Kha.    All  at  the  signal  pant  to  flock  around 
That  banner  of  a  brow  ! 

Dja.     [Aside.)  And  when  tliey  flock. 

Confess  tnem  this:  and  after,  for  reward, 
Be  chased  with  bowlings  to  her  feet  perchance ! 
—  Have  the  poor  outraged  Druses,  deaf  and 

blind. 
Precede  me  there,  forestall  my  story  there, 
Tell  it  in  mocks  and  jeers ! 

I  lose  myself ! 
Who  needs  a  Hakeem  to  direct  him  now  ? 
I  need  the  veriest  child  —  why  not  this  child  ? 

[Turning  abrupUy  to  Kuahi. 

You  are  a  Druse  too,  Khalil ;  you  were  nourished 
Like  Anael  with  onr  mysteries :  if  she 
Could  vow,  so  nourished,  to  love  onlv  one 
Who  should  avenge  the  Druses,  whenoe  pro- 
ceeds 
Your  silence  ?    Wherefore  made  you  no  essay. 
Who  thus  implicitly  can  execute 
My  bidding  ?  What  have  I  done,  you  could  not  ? 
Who,  knowing  more  than  Anael  the  prostration 
Of  our  once  lofty  tribe,  the  daily  life  • 
Of  this  detested  .  .  . 

Does  he  oome,  you  say. 
This  Prefect?    All  *s  in  readiness  ? 

Kha.  The  sword. 

The  sacred  robe,  the  Khalif  s  mystic  tiar. 
Laid  up  so  long,  are  all  disposed  beside 
The  Prefect's  cnamber. 
Dja.  —  Why  did  you  despair  ? 

Kha,    I  know  our  nation's  state  r  Too  surely 

know. 
As  thou  who  speak^st  to  prove  me  I    Wrongs 

like  ours 
Should  wake  revenge :  but  when  I  sought  the 

wronged 
And  spoke,  —  "  The  Prefect  stabbed  your  son  — 

arise! 
Your  daughter,  while  you  starve,  eats  shameless 

bread 
In  his  pavilion  —  then  arise  !  '*  — my  speech 
Fell  idly  :  't  was,  ^*  Be  silent,  or  worse  fare  J 
Endure  till  time 's  slow  evde  prove  complete ! 
Who  may'st  thou  be  tnat  takest  on  thee  t« 

thrust 
Into  this  peril  —  art  thou  Hakeem  ?  '*     No  I 
Only  a  mission  like  thy  mission  renders 
All  these  obedient  at  a  bre«th,  subdues 
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Their  priTate  paMiom,  brings  their  wilis  to  one ! 
DJa.    Ton  think  80? 

Kha,  Even  now  —  when  they  have  witneeeed 
Thy  miracles  —  had  I  not  threatened  all 
With  Hakeem^e  veogeanee,  they  wonld  mar  the 

work. 
And  ooneh  ere  this,  eaeh  with  his  special  prize, 
Safe  in  his  dwelliiw,  leaviniT  our  main  hope 
To  perish.    No  I    When  these  have  kissed  thy 

feet 
At  Lebanon,  the  post  purged  off.  the  present 
Clear,  —  for  the  future,  even  Uakeem^s  misaon 
May  end,  and  I  perchance,  or  any  yonth. 
Shall  role  them  thus  renewed.  —  I  tutor  thee  I 
Dja.    And  wisely.    (He  is  Anaers  brother, 
pure 
As  Anael^s  self.)    Go  say,  I  come  to  her. 
Haste !    I  will  follow  yon.  [Khaux.  goes. 

Oh,  not  oMifesa 
To  these,  the  blinded  multitude  —  conf  eis. 
Before  at  least  the  fortune  of  my  deed 
Half  authorize  its  means  I    Only  to  her 
Let  me  confess  my  fault,  who  in  my  path 
Curled  up  like  incense   from   a  Mage-kinK's 

tomb 
When  he  wonld  have  the  wavf  arer  descend 
Through  the  earth's  rift  and  bear  hid  treasure 

forth! 
How    shonld    child's-carelessness  prove  man- 

hood^s  crime 
'nn  now  that  I,  whose  lone  Touth  hurried  post. 
Letting  each  joy  'scape  for  the  Druses'  sake, 
At  length  recover  in  one  Dmse  all  ^v  ? 
Were  tier  brow  brighter,  her  eves  ncner,  still 
Woidd  I  confess !    On  the  gnlrs  verge  I  pause. 
How  oould  I  slay  the  Prefect,  thus  and  thus  ? 
Anael,  be  mine  to  guard  me,  not  destroy  I    IGoet. 
{Snter  Ahabl,  tt$Ml  Haair  wka  i»  tutltHng  to  array  k&r 
In  Mtf  aneieni  dreu  of  the  Druses.) 
Amael.    Those  safEron  vestures  of  the  tabret- 
girls! 
Comes  Djabal,  think  yon  ? 
Maani,  Doubtless  Djabal  comes. 

An.    Dost  thou  snow>sw»the  thee  kinglier, 
Lebanon, 
Than  in  my  dreams? — Nay,  all  the  tresses  off 
My  forehead  I    Look  I  lovely  so  ?    He  says 
That  I  am  lovely. 

Maa,  Lovely :  nay,  that  hangs 

Awry. 

An.    You  toll  me  how  a  khandjar  hangs  ? 
The  sharp  side,  thus,  along   the  heart,  see, 

marks 
The  maiden  of  our  dass.    Are  you  cmitent 
For  Djabal  as  for  me  f 
Maa.  Content,  my  child. 

An,    Oh  mother,  tell  me  more  of  him  I    He 
comes 
Even  now  —  tell  more,  fill  up  my  soul  with  him  I 
Mao,    And  did  I  not  .  .  .  yes,  surely  .  .  • 

tegyouall? 
An,    What  will  be  changed  in  Djabal  when 
the  Change 
Arrives  ?    Which  feature  ?    Not  his  eyes  I 

Maa.  ^T  is  writ 

Onr  Hakeem's  eyes  rolled  fire  and  clove  Hie 

darik 
Superbly. 


A  tt.         Not  his  eyes  1    His  voice  perhaps  ? 
Tet  that 's  no  change  ;  for  a  grave  current  hved 

—  Grandly  beneath  the  surface  ever  lived. 
That,  soattorinsT,  broke  as  in  live  silver  spn^y 
While  .  .  .  ah,  the  bliss  ...  he  would   ai»> 

course  to  me^ 
In  that  enf oroed  still  fashion,  word  on  word  I 
'T  is  the  old  current  which  must  swell  through 

that. 
For  what  least  tone,  Maani.  oould  I  lose  ? 
'T  is  sorely  not  his  voice  will  change ! 

—  If  Hakeera 
Only  stood  by  I     If  Djabal,  somehow,  passed 
Out  of  the  radiance  as  from  oat  a  robe ; 
Possessed,  but  was  not  it  I 

He  lived  with  vou  f 
Well  —  and  that  morning  Djabal  saw  me  nrst 
And  heard  me  vow  never  to  wed  but  one 
Who  saved  my  People  —on  that  day  .  .  .  pro- 
ceed I 
Maa,    Once  more,  then :  from  the  time  of 
his  return 
In  secret,  changed  so  since  he  left  the  Isle 
That  I,  who  screened  onr  Emir's  last  of  sons. 
This  Djabal,  from  the  Prefect's  massacre 

—  Who  bade  him  ne'er  forget  the  child  he  was, 

—  Who  dreamed  so  long  the  youth  he  might  be- 

come— 
I  knew  not  in  the  man  that  child ;  the  man 
Who  spoke  alone  of  hope  to  save  our  tribe. 
How  he  had  gone  from  land  to  land  to  save 
Our  tribe — allies  were  sure,  nor  foes  to  dread ; 
And  much  he  mused,  days,  nights,  alone  he 

mused: 
But  never  till  that  day  when,  ^ale  and  worn 
As  by  a  persevering  woe,  he  cried 
"Is  there  not  one  Dmse  left  me?"  —  and  1 

showed 
The  way  to  Khalil's  and  vour  hiding-place 
From  the  abhorred  eye  of  the  Pk«f eot  here, 
80  that  he  saw  yon,  heard  you  speak  —  till  then, 
Never  did  he  announce  —  (how  the  moon  seemed 
To  ope  and  shut,  the  while,  above  us  both  I) 

—  His  mission  was  the  mission  promised  us ; 
The  cycle  had  revolved ;  all  things  renewing. 
He  was  lost  Hakeem  clothed  in  nesh  to  lead 
His  children  home  anon,  now  veiled  to  work 
Great  purposes :  the  Druses  now  would  change  I 

An.    And  they  have  changed !    And  obsta' 

des  did  sink. 
And  furtherances  rose  !    And  round  his  form 
Played  fire,  and  music  beat  her  angel  wings  \ 
My  people,  let  me  more  rejoice,  oh  more 
For  you  than  for  nmelf  I    Did  I  but  watch 
Afar  the  pageant,  reel  our  Khalif  pass. 
One  of  the  throng,  how  proud  were  I  —  though 

ne'er 
Singled  bv  Djabal's  glance !    But  to  be  chosen 
His  own  from  all,  the  most  his  own  of  all. 
To  be  exalted  with  lum,  side  by  side. 
Lead  the  exulting  Druses,  meet  .  .  .ah,  how 
Worthily  meet  the  mwdens  who  await 
Ever  beneath  the  cedars  —  how  deserve 
This  honor,  in  their  eyes  ?    80  bright  are  they 
Who  saffron-vested  sound  the  tabret  there. 
The  girls  who  tlurong  there  in  my  dream  1    One 

hour 
And  all  is  over :  how  shall  I  do  aught 
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That  may  deserve  next    hour^s    exaltinfir  ?  — 
How  ?  —  [Suddenly  to  Maakx. 

Mother,  I  am  not  worthy  him  !    I  read  it 
iStill  in  his  eyes  !    He  stands  as  if  to  tell  me 
I  am  not,  yet  forbears.    Why  else  ravert 
To  one  theme  ever  ?  —  how  mere  human  prifts 
Suffice  him  in  myself  —  whose  worship  fades, 
Whose  awe  goes  ever  off  at  his  approach, 
As  now,  who  when  he  comes  .  .  . 

(DjABAL  enters.) 

Oh  why  is  it 
1  cannot  kneel  to  you  ? 

Dja.  Rather,  'tis  I 

Should  kneel  to  yon,  my  Anael  I 

An.  Even  so  I 

For  never  seem  you  —  shall  I  speak  the  truth  ?  — 
Never  a  God  to  me  !    *T  is  the  Man's  hand. 
Eye,  voice  I  Oh,  do  you  veil  these  to  our  people, 
Or  but  to  me  ?  ^  To  them,  I  think,  to  them  f 
And  brightness  is  their  veil,  shadow — my  truth  I 
Vou  mean  that  I  should  never  kneel  to  you 

—  So,  thus  I  kneel ! 

Dja.  [Preventing  her.]  No  —  no  I 

IFeeting  the  khandjar  as  he  raises  her. 

Ha,  have  you  chosen  .  .  . 

An.    The  khandjar  with  our  ancient  garb. 

But,  Djabal, 
Change  not,  be  not  exalted  yet  I    Give  time 
That  I  may  plan  more,  perfect  more  I  My  blood 
Beats,  beats  I 
[Aside.']     Oh,  must  I  then  —  since  Loys  leaves 

us 
Never  to  come  again,  renew  in  me 
These  doubts  so  near  effaced  already — must 
I  needs  confess  them  now  to  Djabal  ?  —  own 
That  when  I  saw  that  stranger,  heard  his  voice. 
My  faith  fell,  and  the  woeful  thought  flashed 

first 
That  each  effect  of  Djabal^s  presence,  taken 
For  proof  of  more  than  human  attributes 
In  him,  by  me  whose  heart  at  his  approach 
Beat  fast,  whose  brain  while  he  was  by  swam 

round. 
Whose  soul  at  his  departure  died  away, 

—  That  every  such  effect  might    have  been 

wrought 
In  other  frames,  though  not  in  mine,  by  Ijoys 
Or  any  merely  mortal  presence  ?    Doubt 
Is  fading  fast :  shall  I  reveal  it  now  ? 
How  shtdl  I  meet  the  rapture  presently, 
With  doubt  unexpiated.  undisclosed  ? 
JJja.   [Aside.]    Avow  the  truth  ?    I  cannot  I 

In  what  words 
Avow  that  all  she  loved  in  me  was  false  ? 

—  AVhich  yet  has  served  that  flower-like  love  of 

hers 
To  climb  by,  like  the  clinging  gourd,  and  clasp 
With  its  divinest  wealth  of  leaf  and  bloom. 
Could  I  take  down  the  prop- work,  in  itself 
So  vile,  yet  interlaced  and  overlaid 
With  painted  cups  and  fruitage — might  these 

still 
Bask  in  the  sun,  unconscious  their  own  strengtii 
Of  matted  stalk  and  tendril  had  replaced 
The  old  support  thus  silentlj  withcmiwn  I 
But  no;  the  beauteous  fabric  crushes  too. 
'Tis  not  for  my  sake  but  for  AnaePs  sake 
I  leave  her  soul  this  Hakeem  where  it  leans. 


Oh  could  I  vanish  from  her,  quit  the  Isle  I 
And  yet  —  a  thought  comes :  here  my  work  is 

done 
At  every  point ;  the  Druses  must  return  — 
Have  convoy  to  their  birth-place  back,  whoever 
The  leader  be,  myself  or  any  Druse  — 
Venice  is  pledged  to  that :  't  is  for  mvself, 
For  my  own  vengeance  in  the  Pref ect  s  death, 
I  stay  now,  not  tor  them :  to  slay  or  spore 
The  Prefect,  whom  imports  it  save  myself  ^ 
He  cannot  bar  their  passage  from  the  Isle  ; 
What  would  his  death  be  but  my  own  reward  P 
Then,  mine  I  will  forego.    It  is  foregone  I 
Let  lum  escape  with  all  my  House's  blood ! 
Ere  he  can  reach  lancL  Djabal  disappears. 
And  Hakeem,  Anael  loved,  shall,  tresh  as  first. 
Live  in  her  memory,  keeping  her  sublime 
Above  the  world.  She  cannot  touch  that  world 
By  ever  knowing  what  I  truly  am. 
Since  Lop.  —  of  mankind  the  only  one 
Able  to  unk  my  present  with  my  past. 
My  life  in  Europe  with  my  Island  life. 
Thence,  able  to  unmask  me,  —  I  've  disposed 
Safely  at  last  at  Rhodes,  and  .  .  . 

{Enter  Khalil.) 

Kha,  Loys  greets  thee ! 

Dja.    Loys?    To  drag  me  back  ?    Itcaumt 
be ! 

An.   [Aside.]  Loys  I    Ah,  doubt  may  not  be 
stifled  so  1 

EJia.    Can  I  have  erred  that  thou  so  gazest  ? 
Yes, 
I  told  thee  not  in  the  glad  press  of  tidings 
Of  higher  import,  Loys  is  returned 
Before  the  Prefect,  with,  if  possible. 
Twice  the  light-heartedness  of  old.    As  though 
On  some  inauguration  he  expects. 
To-day,  the  world's  fate  hung  1 

Dja,  —  And  asks  for  me  ? 

Kha.     Thou  knowest  all  things.     Thee  in 
chief  he  greets. 
But  every^  Druse  of  us  is  to  be  happy 
At  his  arrival,  he  declaims :  were  JLoys 
Thou,  Master,  he  could  have  no  wider  soul 
To  take  us  in  with.    How  I  love  that  Lovb  ! 

Dja.    [Aside.]    Shame  winds  me  witn  her 
cether  round  and  round  I 

An.    [Aside.]    Loys?    I  take  the  trial  I  it 
is  meet. 
The  little  I  can  do,  be  done  :  that  faith. 
All  I  can  offer,  want  no  perfecting 
Which  my  own  act  may  compass.     Ay,  this 

way 
All  may  go  well,  nor  that  ignoble  doubt 
Be  chased  by  other  aid  than  mine.    Advanoe 
Close  to  mv  fear,  weigh  I^oys  with  my  Lord, 
The  mortal  with  the  more  than  mortal  gifts  I 

Dja.    [Aside.]    Before,  there  were  so  few 
deceived  I  and  now 
There's  doubtless  not  one  least  Druse  in  the 

Isle 
But,  having  learned  my  superhuman  claims. 
And  calling  me  his  Khalif-God,  will  clash 
The  whole  truth  out  from  Ijovs  at  first  word ! 
While  Loys,  for  his  part.,  wilf  hold  me  up. 
With  a  Frank's  unimaginable  scorn 
Of  such  imposture,  to  my  people's  eyes  I 
Could  I  but  keep  liim  longer  yet  awhile 
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PVom  them.  amiiM  Um  here  until  I  pUn 
How  he  ana  I  at  onoe  maj  leare  the  Isle  1 
Khalil  I  cannot  part  with  from  my  nde  — 
Mr  only  help  in  this  emergency : 
There 's  Anael ! 

An,  Pleaee  yon  ? 

Dja.  Anael —  none  hnt  she  I 

[  To  Av ABL.]    I  pass  Bome  minntes  in  the  cham- 
ber there. 
Ere  I  nee  Leys :  yon  shall  speak  with  him 
Until  1  join  yon.    Khalil  follows  me. 

An.    \ Aside.]    Am  I  divined :    he  bids  me 
aaTe  myself, 
Offers  me  a  probation  —  I  accept ! 
Let  me  see  Loys ! 

Lops,    [Witho^,]    Djaball 

An,    [Aside.]  *T  is  his  voice. 

The  smooth  Frank  trifler  with  our  people^s 

wrongs, 
The  self-eoraplaeent  boy-inqnirer,  lond 
On  this  and  that  inflicted  tyranny, 
—  Anght  servinfl^  to  parade  an  igrnorance 
Of  how  wTOnsT  feels,  inflicted !    Let  me  close 
With  what  I  viewed  at  distance :  let  myself 
IVobe  this  delusion  to  the  core  ! 

I>7a.  He  comes. 

KhjJil,  along  with  me  I    while  Anael  waits 
TOl  I  return  onoe  more  —  and  but  onoe  more  1 


ACT  III 
Amaml  and  Lots. 

An.    Here  leave  me  I     Here  I  wait  another. 

Twas 
For  no  mad  protestation  of  a  love 
Like  this  you  say  possesses  you,  I  came. 
Lovs.    Love  ?  how  protest  a  love  I  dare  not 

feel? 
Mad  words  may  doubtless  have  escaped  me : 

you 
Are  here  —  I  only  feel  you  here  I 
An.  No  more  I 

Loys.    But  once  again,  whom  could  you  love  ? 

I  dare, 
Alas,  sav  nothing  of  myself,  who  am 
A  Knight  now,  for  when  Knighthood  we  em- 

braccj 
Love  we  abjure:  so,  speak  on  safelv:  speak, 
Lest  I  speak,  and  betray  my  faith  I    And  yet 
To  say  your   breathing   passes  through   me, 

changes 
My  blood  to  spirit,  and  my  sjpirit  to  you, 
As  Heaven  the  sacrificer's  wine  to  it  — 
This  is  not  to  protest  my  love !    You  said 
Tou  could  love  one  .  .  . 

An,  One  onl^  I  We  are  bent 

To  earth  —  who  raises  up  my  tnbe,  I  love ; 
The  Prefect  bows  ns  —  who  removes  him ;  we 
Have  ancient  rights  —  who  gives  them  back  to 

us, 
I  love.    Forbear  me !    Let  my  hand  go  I 

Loys.  Him 

Tou  could  love   only?      Where   is   Djabal? 

Stay! 
[Aside.]    Tet  wherefore  stay  ?    Who  does  this 

but  myself  ? 
Had  I  apprised  her  that  I  come  to  do 


Just  this,  what  more  oould  she  aoknowledge  ? 

No, 
She  sees  into  my  heart's  core  I    What  is  it 
Feeds  either  cheek  with  red,  as  June  some 

rose? 
Whv  turns  she  from  me  ?    Ah  fool,  over-fond 
To  aream  I  could  call  up  .  •  . 

.  .  .  What  never  dream 
Tet  feigned  I     *T  is  love  I     Oh  Anael,  speak  to 

met 
Djabal  — 

An.      Seek  Djabal  by  the  Prefect's  chamber 

At  noon  I  [She  paces  the  room. 

Lays.    [Aside.]    And  am  I  not  the  Prefect 

now? 
Is  it  my  fate  to  be  the  only  one 
Able  to  win  her  love,  tho  onlyone 
Unable  to  accept  her  love  ?    The  past 
Breaks  up  beneath  my  footing :  came  I  here 
This  mom  as  to  a  slave,  to  set  her  free 
And  take  her  thanks,  and  then  spend  day  by 

dav 
Content  oeside  her  in  the  Isle  ?    What  works 
This  knowledge  in  me  now?      Her  eye  has 

broken 
The  faint  disguise  away :  for  Aaaers  sake 
I  left  the  Isle,  for  her  espoused  tlie  cause 
Of  the  Druses,  all  for  her  I  thought,  tUl  now, 
To  live  without  1 

—  As  I  must  live  I    To-day 
Ordains  me  Knight,  forbids  me  .  .  .  never  shaU 
Forbid  me  to  profess  myself,  heart,  arm. 
Thy  soldier  I 
An.  ^  Diabal  yon  demanded,  comes ! 

Loys.    \^Aside.]    What  wouldst  thou,  Loys  ? 

see  him  ?    Naught  beside 
Is  wanting:  I  have  felt  his  voice  a  snell 
From  first  to  last.    He  brought  me  nere,  made 

known 
The  Druses  to  me,  drove  me  hence  to  seek 
Redress  for  them ;  and  shall  I  meet  him  now. 
When  naught  is  wanting  but  a  word  of  his, 
To  —  what  ?  —  induce  me  to  spurn  hope,  faith, 

pride. 
Honor  away,  —  to  cast  my  lot  among 
His  tribe,  b«»come  a  proverb  in  men  s  mouths, 
Breaking  my  high  pact  of  companionship 
With  those  who  graciously  bestowed  on  me 
The  very  opportunities  I  turn 
Against  them  !    Let  me  not  see  Djabal  now  I 
An.    The  Prefect  also  comes  ! 
L0U8.    [Aside.]  Him  let  me  see, 

Not  Djabal !    Him,  degraded  at  a  word. 
To  soothe  me,  —  to  attest  belief  in  me  — 
And  after,  Diabal  I    Yes,  ere  I  return 
To  her,  the  Nuncio's  vow  shall  have  destroyed 
This  heart's  rebellion,  and  coerced  this  will 
Forever. 

AnaeU  not  before  the  vows 
Irrevocably  fix  me  .  .  . 

Let  me  fly  I 
The  Prefect,  or  I  lose  myself  forever  I        [Goes. 
An.    Yes,  I   am  calm  now;   just  one  way 

remains — 
One,  to  attest  my  faith  in  him :  for,  see, 
I  were  quite  lost  else  :  Loys^  Djabal,  stand 
On  either  ride  —  two  men  I   I  balance  looks 
And  words,  give  Djabal  a  man's  preference. 
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No  more.    In  Dmbal,  Hakeem  is  absorbed ! 
And  for  a  love  Hke  this,  the  God  who  saves 
My  race,  selects  me  for  his  bride  ?   (hie  way !  — 

{Enter  Djabau) 

Dja,    [Tohtmae^.]    No  moment  is  to  waste 

then  ;  *t  is  resolved. 
If  Khalil  may  be  trusted  to  lead  back 
My  Druses,  and  if  Loys  can  be  Inred 
Out  of  the  Isle  —  if  I  procure  his  silence, 
Or  promise  never  to  return  at  least,  — 
AH  s  over.    Even  now  my  bark  awaits : 
I  reach  the  next  wild  islet  and  the  next, 
And  lose  myself  beneath  the  sun  forever. 
And  now,  to  Anael  1 
An.  Diabal,  I  am  thine ! 

Dja.    Mine  ?      Djabal's  ?  —  As  if   Hakeem 

had  not  been  ? 
An,    Not  Djabal's?    Say  first,  do  you  read 

my  thought  ? 
AVhy  need  I  speak,  if  you  can  read  my  thoi^^ht  ? 
DJa,    I  do  not,  I  have  said  a  thousand  times. 
An.    (My  secret  *s  safe,  I  shall  surprise  him 

yet!) 
Djabal,  I  knew  your  secret  from  the  first : 
I  )jabal,  when  first  I  saw  von  .  .  .^  (by  our  porch 
You  leant,  and  pressed  the  tinkling  veil  away. 
And   one   fringe   fell    behind    your   neck  —  I 

seel) 
...  I  knew  you  were  not  human,  for  I  said 
**  Tliis  dim  secluded  house  where  the  sea  beats 
Is  heaven  to  me — my  people^s  huts  are  hell 
To  them  ;  this  august  form  will  follow  me, 
]!»Iix  with  the  waves  his  voice  will,  —  I  have 

him ; 
And  they,  the  Prefect !    Oh,  my  happiness 
Hounds  to  the  full  whether  I  choose  or  no  ! 
His  eyes  met  mine,  he  was  about  to  speak. 
His  hand '  grew  damp  —  surely  he  meant   to 

say 
He  let  me  love  him  :  in  that  moment's  bliss 
I  shall  forget  my  people  pine  for  home  — 
They  pass  and  they  repass  with  pallid  eyes  I  " 
I  rowed  at  once  a  certain  vow :  this  vow  — 
Not  to  embrace  you  till  my  trine  was  saved. 
Embrace  me ! 
Dja.    [Ap<xrt.]    And  she  loved  me !    Naught 

remained 
But  that !    Nay,  Anael,  is  the  Prefect  dead  ? 
An.    Ah,  you  reproach  me  I    True,  his  death 

crowns  all, 
I  know  —  or  should  know :  and  I  would  do 

much, 
Believe  !    but,    death  I    Oh,    you,    who   have 

known  death. 
Would  never  doom  the  Prefect,  were  deatli 

fearful 
As  we  report ! 

Death  !  —  a  fire  curls  within  us 
From  the  foot's  palm,  and  fills  up  to  the  brain, 
Up,  out,  then  shatters  the  whole  bubble-shell 
of  fiesh,  perchance ! 

Death !  —  witness,  I  would  die. 
Whatever  death  be,  would  venture  now  to  die 
For  Khalil,  for  Maani  —  what  for  thee  ? 
Nay,  but  embrace  me,  Djabal,  in  assurance 
My  vow  will  not  be  broken,  for  I  must 
Do  something  to  attest  my  faith  in  yon, 
Be  worthy  you  I 


Dja,    [Avoiding  her,]    I  come  for  that  —  to 
say 
Such  an  occasion  is  at  hand  :  't  is  like 
I  leave  you  —  that  we  i>art,  my  Anael,  —  part 
Forever ! 
An,     We     part  ?    Just   so !     I   have   suc- 
cumbed, — 
I  am,  he  thinks,  unworthy  —  and  naught  less 
Will  serve  than  such  approval  of  my  faith. 
Then,  we  part  not !    Kemains  there  no  m  ay 

short 
Of  that  ?    Oh,  not  tluit ! 

Death  !  —  yet  a  hurt  bird 
Died  in  my  hands  ;  its  eyes  filmed  —  '*  Nay,  it 

sleeps,'* 
I  said,  *'"  will  wake  to-morrow  weU :  **    H  was 
dead. 
Dja.    I  stand  here  and  time  fleets.    Anael 
^  —  I  come 
To  bid  a  last  farewell  to  you  :  perhaps 
We  never  meet  again.    But,  ere  the  Prefect 
Arrive  .  .  . 

{Enter  Khaul.  breathleNtly.) 

Kha,     He's  here  I    The  Prefect!    Twenty 
guards, 
No  more  —  no  sign  he  dreams  of  danger.     All 
Awaits  thee  only.    Ayoob,  Karshook,  keep 
Tlieir  posts  —  wait  but  the  deed's  accomplinh- 

ment 
To  join  us  with  thy  Druses  to  a  man. 
Still  holds  his  course  the  Nuncio  — near  and 

near 
The  fleet  from  Candia  steering. 

Dja,    [Aside.^  All  is  lost  1 

—  Chr  won  ? 

Kha.  And  I  have  laid  the  sacred  robe. 

The  sword,  the  head-tiar,  at  the  porch  —  Uie 

place 
Commanded.     Tliou  wilt  hear  the   Prefect's 
trumpet. 

Dja,    Then  I  keep  Anael,  —him  then,  past 
recall, 
I  slay  —  't  is  forced  on  me  I    As  I  began 
I  must  conclude  —  so  be  it ! 

Kha.  For  the  rest. 

Save  Loys,  our  foe's  solitary  sword, 
AH  b  so  safe  that  ...  I  will  ne'er  entreat 
Thy  post  agfun  of  thee  :  though  danger  none. 
There  must  be  glory  only  meet  for  thee 
In  slaying  the  Inrefect  I 

An.    [Aside,]         And  't  is  now  that  Diabal 
Would  leave  me  !  —  in  the  glory  meet  for  nim  ! 

Dja,    As  glory,  1  would  yield  the  deed  to 
you 
Or  any  Druse  ;  what  peril  there  ma^  be, 
I  keep.    [Aside,]    Au  things  conspire  to  hound 

me  on  I 
Not  now,  my  soul,  draw  back,  at  least  I    Not 

now ! 
The  course  is  plain,  howe'er  obscure  all  else. 
Once  offer  this  tremendous  sacrifice. 
Prevent  what  else  will  be  irreparable. 
Secure  these  transcendental  helps,  re{p.in 
The  Cedars  —  then  let  all  dark  clear  itself ! 
I  slav  him ! 

Kha,  Anael,  and  no  part  for  us ! 

[7^0  DjA.l    Hast  thou  possessed  her  with  .  .  . 

Dja,    [To  An.]  ^^llom  speak  you  to  ? 
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What  is  it  you  behold  there  ?    Nay,  this  smile 
Toms    stnui^.     Shudder  you'i*     The   man 

must  die, 
As  thousands  of  oar  race  have  died  through 

him. 
One  blow,  and  I  discharge  his  weary  soul 
From  the  flesh  that  pollutes  it !    Let  him  fill 
Straifirht  some  new  expiatory  f orm^  of  earth 
Or  sea^  the  reptile  or  some  aery  thmg  : 
What  18  there  in  his  deatii  ? 

An.  My  brotlier  said, 

Is  there  no  part  in  it  for  us  ? 

DJa.  ^  For  Khalil,  — 

The  trumpet  will  oimounce  the  Nuncio's  entry ; 
Here,  I  shall  find  the  Prefect  hastening: 
In  the  Pavilion  to  reoeive  him  —  here 
I  slav  the  Prefect ;  meanwhile  Ayoob  leads 
The  Nuncio  with  his  euards  within :  once  tliese 
Secured  in  the  outer  hall,  bid  Ayoob  bar 
Entry  or  ^T^ss  till  I  ^ve  the  sign 
Which  waits  the  landing  of  the  argosies^ 
You  will  announce  to  me  :  this  double  sign 
That  justice  is  performed  and  help  arrived. 
When  Ayoob  shall  receive,  but  not  before, 
Let  him  throw  ope  the  naliice  doors,  admit 
The  Druses  to  behold  tneir  tyrant,  ere 
We  leave  forever  this  detested  spot. 
60,  Khalil.  hurry  all !    No  pause,  no  pause  I 
Whirl  on  the  dream,  secure  to  wake  anon  I 

Kha.    What  sign  r  and  who  the  bearer? 

Dja,  Who  shall  show 

My  rimf,  admit  to  Ayoob.    How  she  stands  1 
Have  i  not  ...  I  must  have  some  task  for  her. 
Anael,   not   that  way!    'T  is   the   Prefect ^s 

chamber  I 
Anael,  keep  you  the  ring  —  give  you  the  sign  I 
(It  holds  her  safe  amid  the  stir.)    You  will 
Be  faithful  ? 

An,    [Taking  the  ring.]   I  would  fain  be  wor- 
thy.   Hark !  ITrumpet  without. 

Kha.    He  conies ! 

Dja.  And  I  too  oome. 

An.  One  word,  but  one  I 

Say,  shall  you  be  exalted  at  the  deed  ? 
Then?    On  the  instant? 

Dja.  I  exalted?    What? 

He,  there — we,  thus — our  wrongs  revenged, 

our  tribe 
Set  free  ?    Oh,  then  shall  I,  assure  yourself. 
Shall  you,  shall  each  of  us,  be  in  his  death 
Exalted! 

Kha.        He  is  here  I 

Dja.  -^^^y  •"  away !    C  Tht^  go. 

{Enter  the  Pbbfbct  vnih  uuarm,  and  Lots.) 

The  Pr^ect.    [To  Guards.!    Back,  I  say,  to 
the  galley  every  guard  I 
That  *s  my  sole  care  now  ;  see  each  bench  re- 
tains 
Its  complement  of  rowers ;  I  embark 
0'  the  instant,  since  Uiis  Knight  will  have  it 

so. 
Alas  me !    Could  you  have  the  heart,  my  Loys ! 
\Toa  Guard  irAo  whispers.]    Oh,  bring  the  holy 
Nuncio  here  forthwith  I       C  The  Guards  go. 
Loys,  a  rueful  sight,  confess,  to  see 
The  gray  discarded  Prefect  leave  his  post. 
With  tears  i^  the  eye!    So,  you  are  Prefect 
now? 


You  depose  me  —  you  succeed  me  ?    Ha,  ha ! 
Loya.    And  dare  you  laugh,  whom  laughter 
less  becomes 
Than   yesterday's   forced    meekness   we    be- 
held .  .  . 
Pr</.  — When   you   so   eloquently   pleaded, 
Loys,  ^ 
For  my  dismissal  from  the  post  ?    Ah,  meek 
With  cause  enough,  consult  the  Nuncio  else  ! 
And  wish  him  the  Uke  meekness :  for  so  stanch 
A  servant  of  the  church  can  scarce  have^  bought 
His  share  in  the  Isle,  and  paid  fur  it,  hard 

pieces! 
You  Ve  my  successor  to  condole  with,  Nuncio ! 
I  shall  be  safe  by  then  i'  the  gallev,  Loys ! 
Logs.  ^  You  make  as  yon  would  tell  me  you 
rejoice 
To  leave  your  scene  of  .  •  . 

Pr^,  Trade  in  the  dear  Druses  ? 

Blood  and  sweat  traffic  ?   Spare  what  yesterday 
We  heard  enough  of  !     Drove  I  in  the  Isle 
A  profitable  game  ?    Learn  wit,  m^  son. 
Which    you  ll   need    shortly  1    Did    it   never 

breed 
Suspicion  in  you,  all  was  not  pure  profit. 
When  I,  the  insatiate  .  .  .  aind  so  forth  —  was 

bent 
On  having  a  jMurtaker  in  ra^  rule  ? 
Why  did  I  yield  this  Nuncio  half  the  gain. 
If  not  that  I  might  also  shift  —  what  on  him  ? 
Half  of  the  peru,  Loys ! 
Logs.  Peril  ? 

Prff.  ^  ^  Hark  you ! 

I  *d  love  yon  if  yon  *d  let  me  — this  for  reason. 
You  save  my  life  at  price  of  .  .  .  well,  say  risk 
At  least,  of  yours.    I  came  a  long  time  since 
To  the  Isle  ;  our  Hospitallers  bade  me  tiune 
These  savaee  wizards,  and  reward  myself  — 
Logs.  ^  The  Knights  who  so  repudiate  your 

crime? 
Pr^.    Loys,  the  Knights  I  we  doubtless  un- 
derstood 
Each  other ;  as  for  trusting  to  reward 
From  any  friend  beside  myself  ...  no,  no ! 
I  clutched  mine  on  the  spot,  when  it  was  sweet. 
And  I  had  taste  for  it.    1  felt  these  wizards 
Alive  —  was  sure  they  were  not  on  me,  only 
When  I  was  on  them :  but  with  age  comes 

caution : 
And  stinging  pleasures  please  less  and   sting 

more. 
Year  by^  year,  fear  by  fear !     Ihe  girU  were 

brighter 
Than  ever  ('faith,  there  *s  yet  one  Anae?  left, 
I  set  my  heart  upon  —  Oh,  prithee,  let 
That  brave  new  sword  lie  still  I)  —  These  joys 

looked  brighter, 
Bnt  silenter  the  town,  too,  as  I  passed. 
With  this  alcove's  delicious  memories 
Began  to  mingle  visions  of  gaunt  fathers. 
Quick-eyed  sons,  fugitives  from  the  mine,  the 

oar. 
Stealing  to  catch  me.    Brief,  when  I  began 
To  quake  with  fear  —  (I  think  I  hear  the  Chap- 
ter 
Solicited  to  let  me  leave,  now  all 
Worth  staying  for  was  gained  and  gone  !  —  1 
say. 


2o8 
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Just  >»rheii,  for  the  remainder  of  my  life. 
All  methods  of  escape  seemed  lost  —  that  then 
Up  should  a  young  hot-headed  Leys  spring, 
Talk  very  long  and  loud,  —  in  fine,  compel 
The  Knights  to  break  their  whole  arrangement, 

have  me 
Home  for  pure  shame  —  from  this  saf ehold  of 

mine 
Where  but  ten  thousand  Druses  seek  my  life, 
To  ray  wild  place  of  banishment,  San  Gines 
By  Murcia,  where  my  three  fat  manors  lying. 
Purchased  by  gains  here  and  the  Nuncio^s  gold, 
Are  all  I  have  to  guard  me,  —  that  such  fortune 
Should  fall  to  me,  I  hardly  could  expect. 
Therefore  I  say,  I  'd  love  you. 

Loys,  Can  it  be  ? 

Iplav  into  your  hands  then  ?    Oh  no,  no  I 
The  Venerable  Chaj^ter,  the  Great  Order 
Sunk  o^  the  sudden  into  fiends  of  the  pit  ? 
But  I  will  back  —  will  yet  unveil  you  : 

Prfif.  Me? 

To  whom  ?  ~  perhaps  Sir  Galeae,  who  in  Chapter 
Shook  his  white  head  thrice  —  and  some  dozen 

times 
My  hand  next  morning  shook,  for  value  paid  ! 
To  that  Italian  saint.  Sir  Coeimo  ?  — 
Indignant  at  my  wringing  vear  by  year 
A  thousand  bezants  from  the  coral  divers. 
As  vou  recounted :  felt  the  saint  aggrieved 
Well  might  he  —  I  allowed  for  his  naif-share 
Merely  one  hundred  I    To  Sir  .  .  . 

Loys,  See  I  you  dare 

Inculpate  the  whole  Order  ;  yet  should  I, 
A  youth,  a  sole  voice,  have  the  power  to  chiuige 
Their  evil  way,  had  tiiey  been  nrm  in  it  ? 
Answer  me  I 

Pr^,  Oh,  the  son  of  Bretagne's  Duke, 

And  that  son^s  wealth,  the  father^s  influence, 

too. 
And  the  young  arm,  we  ^11  even  sav,  my  Loys, 
—  The  fear  of  losing  or  diverting  these 
Into  another  channel,  by  gainsaying 
A  novice  too  abruptly,  could  not  inflnenoe 
The  Order!    You  might  join,  for  aught  they 

cared. 
Their  red-cross  rivals  of  the  Temple !    Well, 
I  thank  you  for  my  part,  at  all  events. 
Stay  here  till  they  withdraw  you  !    You  *11  in- 
habit 
My  palace  —  sleep,  perchance,  in  the  alcove 
Whither  I  go  to  meet  our  holy  friend. 
Good !  and  now  disbelieve  me  if  yon  can,  — 
This  is  the  first  time  for  long  years  I  enter 
Thus  Uifts  the  arras]  without  feeling  just  as  if 

Ilifted 
rhe  lid  up  of  my  tomb. 

Loys,  Thev  share  his  crime  I 

Ood^B  punishment  will  overtake  you  yet. 
Pr^.    Thank  yon  it  does  not !    Pardon  this 

last  flash : 
I  bear  a  sober  visage  presently 
With  the  disinterested  Nuncio  here  — 
His  purchase-money  safe  at  Mnrcia,  too  I 
Let  me  repeat — for  the  first  time,  no  draught 
Coming  as  from  a  sepulchre  salutes  me. 
When  we  next  meet,  this  folly  may  have  passed, 
We  *11  hope.    Ha,  ha  I        iGow  through  the  arrtu. 
Loys.  AjBsure  me  but  .  .  .  he  *8  gone  1 


He  oould  not  lie.    Then  what  have  I  escaped, 
I,  who  had  so  nigh  given  up  happiness 
Forever,  to  be  linked  with  nim  and  them ! 
Oh,  opportunest  of  discoveries  1    I 
Their  Knight  ?    I  utterly  renounce  them  all ! 
Hark !    What,  he  meets  by  this  the  Nimoio  f 

Yes, 
The  same  nysana  groan-like  laughter !  Qniok  — 
To  Djabal !    I  am  one  of  them  at  last. 
These  simple-hearted  Druses  —  Anael^s  tribe  ! 
Djabal !    She  *8  mine  at  last.    Djabal,  I  say ! 

IGoes, 

ACT  IV 

Enter  J>tAMUM 

Dja.    Let  me  but  day  the  Prefect,   The  wid 
now! 
To-morrow  will  be  time  enough  to  pry 
Into  the  means  I  took :  suffice,  they  served. 
Ignoble  as  they  were,  to  hurl  revenge 
IVue  to  its  object.      ISeeiHg  the  rob«,  etc,  ditftoeetl. 

Mine  should  never  so 
Have    hurried    to     accomplishment!      Thee, 

Djabal, 
Far  other  mood  befitted !    Calm  the  Robe 
Should  clothe  this  doom's  awarder  ! 

[TeJeing  the  robe.]  ^  Shall  I  dare 

Assume  my  nation^s  Rofaie  ?    I  am  at  least 
A  Druse  again,  chill  Europe ^s  policy 
Drops  from  me :  I  dare  take  the  Robe.    Why 

not 
The  Tiar  ?    I  rule  the  Druses,  and  what  more 
Betokens  it  than  rule  ?  —  yet  —  yet  — 

[l^*  down  the  tinr, 
[Footsteps  in  the  aicoveJ]        He  comes ! 

[  Taking  the  nronL 
If  the  Sword  serve,  let  the  Tiar  lie !    So,  feet 
Cl(^ged  with  the  blood  of  twenty  years  can 

fall 
Thus  lightly !    Round  me,  all  ye  ghosts !   He  'U 

lif  t  .  .  . 
Which  arm  to  push  the  arras  wide  ?  — or  both  ? 
Stab  from  the  neck  down  to  the  heart  —  there 

stay! 
Near  he  comes ~ nearer  —  the  next  footstep! 
Now! 
[At  he  dtuhet  aeide  the  arras,  Ahabl  U  discoreretL 

Ha !    Anael !    Nay,  my  AnaeL,  can  it  be  ? 
Heard  you  the  trumpet  ?     I  must  slay  liim 

here, 
And  here  you  ruin  all.    Why  speak  you  not  ? 
Anael,  the  Prefect  comes!     [Anael  screams,^ 

So  slow  to  feel 
^T  is  not  a  sight  for  you  to  look  upon  ? 
A  mementos  work  —  but  such  work !    Till  yam 

go, 
I  must  be  idle  —  idle,  I  risk  all ! 

IPointing  to  her  A«rir. 
Those  locks  are  well,  and  you  are  beauteous 

thus. 
But  with  tne  dagger  *t  is,  I  have  to  do ! 
An.    With  mine! 
Dja.  Blood -Anael? 

An,  Djabal^  't  is  thj  deed! 

It  must  be !    I  had  hoped  to  claim  it  imne  — 
Be  worthy  thee  —  but  i  must  needs  confess 
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'T  was  not  I,  but  thyself  .  .  .  nol  I  li»ye  .  .  . 

Djabal! 
Speak  to  me ! 
J)ja,  Oh  my  poniehment ! 

An.  Speak  to  me 

While  I  oao  speak !  touch  me,  despite  the  blood ! 
When  the  oommand  passed  fn>m  thy  soul  to 

mine, 
I  went,  fire  leadinpr  me,  muttering  of  thee. 
And  the  approaching  exaltation,  —  '*  make 
One  sacrifice !  *'  I  said,  —  and  he  sat  there, 
fiade  me  approach ;  and,  as  I  did  approach, 
Thy  fiire  with  muflio  burst  into  my  bniin. 
*T  was  but  a  moment's  work,  thou  saidst  —  per- 
chance 
It  may  hare  been  so !    Well,  it  ia  thy  deed  I 
Dja,    It  is  my  deed  ! 

An.         His  blood  all  this !  —  this !  and  .  .  . 
And  more!    Sustain  me,  Djabal !    Wait  not *- 

now 
Let  flash  thy  glory !    Change  thyself  and  rae ! 
It  most  be !    Ere  the  Druses  flock  to  us ! 
At  least  confirm  me  1     Djabal,  blood  gushed 

forth  — 
He  was  our  tyrant  —but  I  looked  he  'd  fall 
Prone  as  asleep  —  why  else  is  death  called  sleep  ? 
Sleep?    He  bent  o*er  his  breast !    'Tis  sin,  I 

know,  — 
Punish  me,  Djabal,  but  wilt  thou  let  him  ? 
Be  it  thou  that  pumshest,  not  he  —  who  oreepe 
On  his  red  breast  —  is  here  !    'T  is  the  small 

groan 
Of  a  diild  —  no  worse!    Bestow  the  new  life, 

then! 
Too  swift  it  cannot  be,  too  strange,  surpassing! 

IFottowinff  him  up  <u  he  retreats. 
Now!     Change   us   both!      Change   me   and 
change  thon! 
Dja.    [Sinkt  on  his  knees.]    Thus ! 
Behold  my  change!     You  have  done  nobly. 
11- 
An.    Can  Hakeem  kneel  ? 
Dja.  No  Hakeem  J  and  searce  Djabal ! 

I  have  dealt  falsely,  and  this  woe  is  come. 
No — hear  me  ere  scorn  blast  me  !    Onoe  and 

erer. 
The  deed  is  mine !    Oh  think  upon  the  past ! 
An.  [To  herse^.]  Did  I  strike  once,  or  twiee, 

or  many  times  V 
Dja.    I  came  to  lead  my  tribe  where,  bathed 
in  glooms, 
Doth  Bahuroid  the  Renovator  sleep : 
Anael,  I  saw  my  tribe  :  I  said,  **  Without 
A  miracle  this  cannot  be  "  —  I  said 
^'  Be  there  a  miracle !  "  — for  I  saw  you ! 
An.    His  head  lies  south  the  portal ! 
Dja.  —  Weighed  with  this 

The   general   good,  how  could  i  choose   my 


What  matter  was  my  purity  of  soul  ? 
little  by  little  I  engaged  myself  — 
Heayen  would  accept  me  for  its  instrument, 
I  hoped :  I  said  Heaven  had  accepted  rae  ! 
An.    Is  it  this  blood  breeds  dreams  in  me  ? 
—  Who  said 
Ton  were  not  Hakeem  V    And  your  miracles  — 
I^  fire  that  plays  innocuous  roupd  your  form  ? 
lAffoin  changing  her  whole  manner. 


Ah,  thon  wonldst  try  me  —  thon  sort  Haktitin 

stiUI 
Dja.    Woe— woe!    As  if  the  Droaesof  the 

Mount 
^caroe  Arabs,  even  there,  but  here,  in  the  Isle, 
Beneath  their  former  selves)  should  eompzehend 
The  subtle  lore  of  Europe !    A  few  secrets 
That  would  not  easily  affeot  the  meanest 
Of  the  crowd  there,  could  wholly  subjugate 
llie  best  of  our  poor  tribe.    Again  that  eye  V 
An.  [After  a  pause  springs  to  his  neck.]  Djabal, 

in  this  there  can  be  no  deceit ! 
Why,  Djabal.  were  you  human  only, —  think, 
Maani  is  but  human,  Khalil  human, 
Loys  is  human  even  —  did  their  words 
Haunt  me,  their  looks  pursue  me  V    iShame  on 

you 
So  to  have  tried  me  !    Rather,  shame  on  me 
So  to  need  trying  1    Could  I,  with  the  Prefeet 
And  the  blood,  there  —  could  1  see  onlv  vou  ? 

—  Hang  by  your  neck  over  this  ^ulf  el  blood  ? 
iSpeak,  1  am  saved !    Speak,  Djabal !     Am  I 

saved? 
lAs  Djabal  tUncly  unclatpM  her  arm*,  and  ptUe  her 
tUentijf  from  him. 

Hakeem  would  save  me  I     Thou  art  Djabal  I 

Crouch ! 
Bow  to  the  dust,  thon  basest  of  our  kind  I 
The  pile  of  thee,  I  reared  up  to  the  cloud  — 
Full,  midway,  of  our  fathers*  trophied  tombs, 
Based  on  the  living  rock,  devoured  not  by 
The  anstable   deswrt^s   jaws  of   sand,  —  falls 

prone ! 
Fire,  music,  quenched :  and  now  thou  lieet  there 
A  ruin,  obscene  creatures  will  moui  through  I 

—  Let  us  come,  Djabal ! 

Dja.  Whither  oome  f 

An.  At  once  — 

Lest  so  it  grow  intolerable.    Come  I 
Will  I  not  share  it  with  thee  ?    Best  at  once ! 
So,  feel  less  pain  1  Let  them  deride,  —  thy  tribe 
Now  trusting  in  thee,  —  Ijoys  shall  deride  I 
Come  to  them,  hand  in  hand,  with  me  I 
Dja.  Where  oome  ? 

An.     Where?  —  to  the    Druses    thou   hast 

wronged!    Confess, 
Now  that  the  end  is  gained  —  (I  love  thee  now  — ) 
That  thou  hast  so  deeeived  them  —  (perchance 

love  thee 
Better  than  ever  I)    Come,  receive  their  doonc 
Of  infamy !    Oh,  best  of  all  I  love  thee ! 
Shame  with  the  man,  no  triumph  with  the  God, 
Be  mine  !    Come  ! 

Dja.      Never  I    More  shame  yet  ?  and  why  ? 
Why  ?    Ton  have  called  this  deed  mine  —  it  is 

mine! 
And  with  it  I  accept  its  circumstance. 
How  can  I  longer  strive  with  fate  ?    The  past 
Is  past:  my  false  life  shall  henceforth  show 

true. 
Hear  me  I   The  aigosies  touch  land  by  this  ;^ 
They  bear  us  to  fresh  scenes  and  happier  sluea 
What  if  we  reign  together  ?  —  if  we  keep 
Our  secret  for  the  I>ruses'  good  ?  —  by  means 
Of  even  their  superstition,  plant  in  them 
New  life  ?  I  learn  from  Europe :  all  who  seek 
Man's  good  must  awe  man,  by  sneh  means  as 

these. 
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We  two  -will  be  divine  to  them  —  we  are ! 

All  great  works  in  this  world  spring  from  the 

ruins 
Of  greater  projects  —  ever,  on  our  earth, 
Babels  men  block  out,  Babyloiis  they  build. 
I  wrest  the  weapon  from  your  hand  !  I  claim 
The  deed  !  Retire !  You  have  ray  ring  —  you  bar 
All  access  to  the  Nuncio  till  the  forces 
From  Venice  land  I 
An.  ^   Tliou  wilt  feign  Hakeem  then  ? 

Dja.   [Putting  the  Tiara  of  Hakeem  on  his 

head,]     And  from  this  moment  that  I 

dare  ope  wide 
Eves  that  till  now  refused  to  see,  begins 
My  true  dominion :  for  I  know  myself, 
And  what  am  I  to  persoiuite.    No  word  ? 

[Amail  gees. 
'Tis  come  on  me  at  last !     His  blood  on  her  — 
What  memories  will  follow  that !    Her  eye. 
Her  fierce  distorted  lip  and  ploughed  black 

brow  I 
Ah,  fool  I    Has  Europe  then  so  poorly  tamed 
The  Syrian  blood  from  out  tliee  ?    Thou,  pre- 
sume 
To  work  in  this  foul  earth  by  means  not  foul  ? 
Scheme,  as  for  heaven,  —  but,  on  the  earth,  be 

glad 
If  a  least  ray  like  heaven  ^s  be  left  thee  ! 

Thus 
I  shall  be  oahn  —  in  readiness  —  no  way 
Surprised.  l-^  *m>«m  urUhaut, 

This  should  be  Khalil  and  my  l>ruses. 
Venice  is  come  then !  Thus  I  grasp  thee,  sword ! 
Druses,  *t  is  Hakeem  saves  you  I  In  !  Behold 
Your  Prefect ! 

{Enter  Lots.    Djabal  hute*  the  khandjar  in  his  rol>e.) 
Loys.  Oh,  well  found,  Djabal !  —  but  no  time 

for  words. 
You  know  who  wuts  there  ? 

IPoiating  to  the  alcove. 
Well  I  —  and  that 't  is  there 
He  meets  the  Nuncio?  Well?  Now,  a  surprise  — 
He  there  — 
Dja,       I  know  — 

Loys.  —  is  now  no  mortal^s  lord, 

Is  absolutely  powerless  —  call  him,  dead  — 
He  is  no  longer  Prefect  —  vou  are  Prefect  I 
Oh,  shrink  not  I    I  do  nothing  in  the  dark. 
Nothing  unworthy  Breton  blood,  believe  I 
I  understood  at  once  your  urgency 
That  I  should  leave  tiiis  isle  for  Khodes ;  I  felt 
What  you  were  loath  to  speak — your  need  of 

liielp. 
I  have  fulfilled  the  task,  that  earnestness 
Imposed  on  me :  have,  face  to  face,  confronted 
The  Prefect  in  full  Chapter,  charged  on  him 
The  enormities  of  his  long  rule  ^  he  stood 
Mute,  offered  no  defence,  no  crime  denied. 
On  wnich,  I  spoke  of  you,  and  of  your  tribe. 
Your  faith  so  like  our  own,  and  all  yon  urged 
Of  old  to  me  —  I  spoke,  t^x),  of  your  goodness, 
Your  patience  —  brief,  I  hold  henceforth  the 

me 

In  oiharge,  am  nominally  lord,  —  but  you. 

You  are  associated  in  my  rule  — 

Are  the  true  Prefect !  Av,  such  faith  had  they 

In  my  assurance  of  ^our  loyalty 

(For  who  insults  an  imbecile  old  man  ?) 


That  we  assume  the  Prefecture  this  hour  I 
You  gaze  at  me  ?    Hear  greater  wonders  yet  — 
I  cast  down  all  the  fabric  I  have  built ! 
These  Knights,  I  was  prepared  to  worship  .  .  . 

but 
Of  that  another  time  ;  what  *s  now  to  say. 
Is  —  I  shall  never  be  a  Knight  1    Oh,  Djabal, 
Here  first  I  throw  all  prejudice  aside. 
And  call  you  brother  f  I  am  Druse  like  you  : 
My  wealth,  my  friends,  my  power,  are  wholly 

yours. 
Your  pMBople^Si  which  is  now  my  people :  for 
There  is  a  maiden  of  your  tribe,  1  love  — 
She  loves  me  —  Khalu's  sister  — 

Dja,  Anael  ? 

lioys.  Start  yon  ? 

Seems  what  I  say,  unknightly  ?  Thus  it  chanced : 
When  first  I  came,  a  novice,  to  the  isle  .  .  . 
{Enter  one  of  the  Nuncio's  OusnU/rom  the  alevre.) 

Guard.  Oh  horrible  I  Sir  Loys !  Here  is  Loys ! 
And  here—  [Others  enter  from  the  alvore, 

[Pointing  to  Djabal.]  Secure  him,  bind  him  — 
this  is  he  !  [They  surround  Djabal. 

Loys.    Madmen  —  what  is  *t  you  do  ?    Stand 
from  my  friend. 
And  tell  me ! 

Guard.       Thou  canst  have  no  part  in  this  — 
Surely  no  part !  But  slay  him  not !  The  Nuncio 
Commanded,  slay  him  not ! 
lMy»,  Speak,  or  .  .  . 

Guard.  The  Prefect 

Lies  murdered  there  by  him  thou  dost  embrace. 
Loya.  By  Djabal?   Miserable  fools!     How 
Djabal? 
[A  Guard  lifts  Djabal*8  rolte  ;  Djabal  flings  down  ike 

khandjar. 

Loytt.  [After  a  pause.]  Thou  hast  received 
some  insult  worse  tlian  all. 
Some  outrage  not  to  be  endured  — 

[7oM«  Guards.]  Stond  back ! 
He  is  my  friend  ~  more  than  my  friend !  Thou 

hast 
Slain  him  upon  that  provocation ! 

Guard.  No ! 

No  provocation !    *T  is  a  lon8[  devised 
Conspiracy  :  the  whole  tribe  is  involved. 
He  is  their  Khalif  —  *t  is  on  that  pretence  — 
Their  mighty  Khalif  who  died  long  ago. 
And  now  comes  back  to  life  and  light  again ! 
All  is  just  now  revealed,  I  know  not  how. 
By  one  of  his  confederates  —  who,  struck 
With  horror  at  this  murder,  first  anprised 
The  Nuncio.  As  ^t  was  said,  we  find  this  Djabal 
Here  where  we  take  him. 

Dja.    [Aside.]     Who  broke  faith  with  me  ? 

Lays.  [To  Djabal.]  Hear^st  thou  ?    Speak  I 
Till  thou  speak  I  keep  off  these, 
(h*  die  with  thee.    Deny  this  story  I    Thon 
A  Khalif,  an  impostor  ?    Thou,  my  friend. 
Whose  tale  was  of  an  inoffensive  tribe. 
With  .  .  .  but  thon  know^st  —  on  that  tale's 

truth  I  pledged 
My  faith  before  the  Chapter :  what  art  thou  ? 

Dja.    Loys,  I  am  as  thou  hast  heard.    All 's 
true  I 
No  more  concealment !    As  these  tell  thee,  all 
Was  long  since  planned.  Our  l>ru8es  are  enough 
To  crush  this  handful :  the  Venetians  land 
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Even  now  in  oar  behalf.    Loys,  we  nut  I 
ThoiL,  MrviniT  much,  wonlcUt  fain  nave  lerved 

me  more ; 
It  mifi^t  not  be.    I  thank  thee.    As  thou  hear- 

eet. 
We  are  a  eeparated  tribe :  furewell ! 
Lo^M,  Oh,  where  will  truth  be  found  now  ? 

Canst  tliou  so 
Belie  the  Druses  ?  Do  they  sharu  thy  crime  ? 
Those  thou  professest  of  our  Bretuu  stock. 
Are  partners  with  thee  ?     Why,  I  saw  but 

now 
Khali],   mv  friend  —  he  spoke  with  me — no 

word 
Of  this  I  and  Anael  —  whom  I  love,  and  who 
Loves  me  —  she  spoke  no  word  of  this  ! 

DJa.  Poor  boy  I 

Anael,  who  loves  thee  ?  Khalil,  fast  tliv  friend  ? 
We,  onsets  from  a  wandering*^  Count  ot  Dreux  ? 
No :  older  than  the  oldest,  princelier 
Than   Eurooe's   prinoeliest    race,    our    tribe: 

enouffii 
For  thine,  that  on  our  simple  faith  we  found 
A  monarchy  to  shame  your  monarchies 
At  their  own  trick  and  secret  of  success. 
Hie  ehild  of  this  our  tribe  shall  laug:h  upon 
The  palaoe-«tep  of  him  whose  life  ere  nig^ht 
Is  forfeit,  as  that  child  shall  know,  and  yet 
Shall  laugh  there !  Wliat,  we  Druses  wait  for- 
sooth 
The  kind  interposition  of  a^  bov 

—  Can  only  save  ourselves  if  tnon  concede  ? 

—  Khalil  admire  thee  ?    He  is  my  right  hand, 
My  delegate !  —  Anael  accept  thy  love  ? 

5he  is  my  bride ! 

Loys,  Thy  bride  ?    She  one  of  tliem  ? 

Dja.  My  bride ! 

Ixtyg.  And  she  retains  her  glorious  eyes  ! 

She,  with  those  eyes,  has  shiured  this  miscreant's 

guUt! 
Ah  —  who  but  she  directe<l  me  to  find 
Djabal  within  the  Prefect *s  duuuber  ?    Khalil 
Bade  me  seek  Djabal  there,  too !    All  is  truth ! 
What  spoke  the  Prefect  worse  of  them  than 

this? 
Did  the  Church  ill  to  institute  long  since 
Perpetual  warfare  with  such  serpentry  ? 
And  I  —  have  I  desired  to  shift  my  part, 
Evade  my  share  in  her  design  ?    *T  is  well  I 

Dja.  Loys,  I  wronged  thee  —  but  unwittingly : 
I  never  thought  there  was  in  thee  a  virtue 
That  could  attach  itself  to  what  thou  deem- 

est 
A  race  below  thine  own.   I  wronged  thee,  Loys, 
But  that  is  over:  aU  is  over  now. 
Save  the  protection  I  ensure  against 
My  people^s  anger.    By  their  Khalif 's  side, 
Tliou  art  secure  and  may^st  depart :  so,  come  I 

Loys.  Thy  side?    I  take  protection  at  thy 
hand? 

(Enter  other  Ouank.) 

Guards.  Fly  witli  him !    Fly,  Sir  Loys !    T  Lb 
too  true! 
And  only  by  his  side  thou  may'st  escape ! 
The  whole  tribe  is  in  full  revolt :  they  flock 
About  the  pala4se  —  will  be  here  — on  thee  — 
And  there  are  twenty  of  us.  we  the  Guards 
0*  the  Nnncio,  to  withstand  them !    Even  we 


Had  stayed  to  meet  our  death  in  ignorance, 
But  that  one  Druse,  a  single  faithful  Druse, 
Made  known  the  horror  to  the  Nunoio.    Fly  I 
The  Nuncio  stands  aghast.    At  least  let  us 
Escape  tli^r  wrath,  O  Hakeem !    We  are  naught 
In  thy  tribe's  persecution!  [To  L0Y8.]  Keep 

oy  him ! 
They  hail  him  Hakeem,  their  dead  Prince  re- 
turned : 
He  is  their  God,  they  sliout,  and  at  his  beck 
Are  life  and  death ! 

[Lots,  springing  at  the  khandiar  Djabal  had  thrown 
rfotm,  teizet  him  ay  the  throat. 

Thus  by  his  side  am  I ! 
Thus  I  resume  my  knightnood  and  its  war* 

fare, 
Thus  end  thee,  miscreant,  ir.  thy  pride  of  place  I 
Thus  art  thou  caught.    Without,  thy  dupes  may 

cluster. 
Friends  aid  thee,  foes  avoid  thee,  —  thou  art 

Hakeem, 
How  say  they  ?  —  God  art  thou !  but  also  here 
Is  the  least,  youngest,  meanest  the  Church 

Her  servant,  and  lus  sin^e  arm  avails 

To  aid  her  as  she  lists.    I  rise,  and  thou 

Art  crushed !    Hordes  of  thy  Druses  flock  witli* 

out: 
Here  thou  hast  me,  who  represent  the  Cross, 
Honor  and  Faith,  'gainst  xiell,  Mahound  and 

thee. 
Die  !    [Djabal  remains  calm,]    Implore  my 

mercy.  Hakeem,  that  my  scorn 
May  helpme !    Nay,  I  cannot  ply  thy  trade ; 
I  am  no  Druse,  no  stabber :  and  thine  eye. 
Thy  fonii,  are  too  much  as  they  were  —  my 

friend 
Had  such !   Speak !    Beg  for  mercy  at  my  foot ! 

[Djabal  tiHl  sUent. 
Heaven  could  not  ask  so  much  of  me  —  not, 

sure. 
So  much !    I  cannot  kill  him  so ! 

[After  a  pause.]    Thon  art 
Strong  in  thy  cause,  then  —  dost  outbrave  us, 

then. 
Heardst  thou  that  one  of  thine  accomplices. 
Thy  very  people,  has  accused  thee  ?    Meet 
His  charge !    Thon  hast  not  even  slain  the  Pre- 
fect 
As  thy  own  vile  creed  warrants.    Meet  that 

Druse! 
Come  with  me  and  disprove  him  -y  be  thou  tried 
By  him,  nor  seek  appeal !    Pronuse  me  tliis 
Or  I  will  do  God's  office !    What,  shalt  thou 
Boast  of  assassins  at  thy  beck,  yet  truth 
Want  even  an  executioner  ?    Consent. 
Or  I  will  strike  —  look  in  my  face  ~  I  will ! 
Dja.    Give  me  again  my  khandiar,  if  thon 

darest !  LLo"  gives  it. 

Let  but  one  Druse  accuse  mo,  and  I  plunge 
This  home.    A  Druse  betray  me  ?    Let  us  go  ! 
[Aside.]  Who  has  betrayed  me  ? 

[Shouts  without. 

Hearest  thou  ?    I  hear 
No  plainer  than  long  years  ago  I  heard 
That  shout  —  but  in  no  dream  now  !    They  re- 
turn! 
Wilt  thou  be  leader  with  me,  Loys  ?    Well ! 
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ACT  V 

The  unifMiated  Dnues,  filling  the  haU  tumtUtuously, 
and  tpeahing  together. 

Here  flook  we,  obeyin^r  the  summons.  Lo, 
Hakeem  hath  appeared,  and  the  Prefect  is 
dead,  and  we  return  to  Lebanon  I  My  manu- 
facture of  gloats*  fleece  must,  I  doubt,  soon  fall 
away  there.  Come,  old  Nasif  -  -  link  thine  arm 
in  mine  —  we  fi^ht,  if  needs  be.  Come,  what 
18  a  erreat  fifpht-v^ord  ?  — ''Lebanon?'^  (My 
daughter  — my  daughter!)  —  But  is  Khalil  to 
have  the  offic<3  of  Hamza  ?  —  Nay,  rather,  if  he 
be  wise,  the  monopoly  of  heuna  and  cloves. 
Where  is  Hakeem  ?  —  The  only  prophet  I  ever 
saw,  prophesied  at  Cairo  once,  in  my  youth :  a 
little  black  Copht,  dressed  all  in  black  too, 
with  a  great  stiipe  of  yellow  cloth  flapping 
down  behind  him  like  the  back-fin  of  a  water- 
serpent.    Is  this  he  ?    Biamrallah  !    Biamreh ! 

Haksem  ! 

{Enter  the  Nmioio,  teiih  Goards.) 

Nuncio.  [To  his  Attendants.]  Hold  both,  the 

sorcerer  and  this  aooomplioe 
Te  talk  of,  that  accnseth  him !    And  tell 
Sir  Loys  he  is  mine,  the  Churches  hope : 
Bid  him  approve  himself  our  Knight  indeed ! 
Lo,  this  black  disembogruing  of  the  Isle ! 
[To  the  Druses.]  Ah,  children,  what  a  sight  for 

these  old  eyes 
That  kept  themselves  alive  this  voyage  through 
To  smile  their  very  last  on  you  !    I  came 
To  gather  one  and  all  you  wandering  sheep 
Into  my  fold,  as  though  a  father  came  .  .  . 
As  though,  in  oomine^  a  father  should  .  .  . 

\To  ni8  Guards.]     (Ten,  twelve 
—  Twelve  gnaros  of  you,  and  not  ao  outlet? 

None? 
The  wizards  stop  each  avenue  ?    Keep  close !) 
[To  the  Druses.]  As  if  one  came  to  a son^s  house, 

I  say. 
So  did  I  come  —  no  guard  with  me  —  to  find  .  .  . 
AJas  — alasl 
A  Druse.  Who  is  the  old  man  ? 
Another,  Oh,  ye  are  to  shout ! 

Children,  he  styles  you. 

Druaes.  Ay,  the  Prefect  *8  slain ! 

Glory  to  the  E^ialif ,  our  Father  I 

Nuncio.  Even  so ! 

I  find  (ye  prompt  aright)  your  father  slain ! 
While  most  he  plotted  for  your  good,  that  father 
(Alas,  how  kind,  ye  never  knew)  —  lies  slain  I 
[Aside.]  (And  helPs  worm  gnaw  the  glozing 

knave  —  with  me. 
For  being  duped  by  his  cajoleries  I 
Are  these  the  Christians?    These  the  docile 

crew 
Mv  bezants  went  to  make  me  Bishop  o*er  ?) 
[To  his  Attendants,  who  whiswr.]  What  say  ye 

does  this  wizard  style  himself  ? 
Hakeem?    Biamrallah?    The  third  Fatemite ? 
What  is  this  jargon  ?    He  —  the  insane  Khalif, 
Dead  near  three  hundred  years  ago,  come  back 
In  flesh  and  blood  again  ? 

Druses.  He  mutters !    Hear  ye  ? 

He  is  blaspheming  Hakeem.    The  old  man 
Is  our  dead  Prefect^^  friend.     Tear  him  1 


Nuncio,  Ye  due  not ! 

I  stand  here  with  my  five-and-sevanty  vears. 

The  Patriarch^s  power  behind  me,  God's  above! 
Those  years  have  witnessed  sin  enough :  ere  now 
MuMTuided  men  arose  against  their  loroa. 
And  found  excuse ;  but  ye,  to  be  enslaved 
By  sorceries,  cheats  —  alasl  the  same  tricks, 

tried 
On  my  poor  children  in  this  nook  o'  t&e  earth, 
Could  triumph,  that  have  been  successively 
Exploded,  laughed  to  scorn,  all  nations  through : 
**  Romaioi.  loudaioitekai  proseiutoi, 
Cretes  and  Arabians,"  —  you  are  duped  the 

last. 
Said  I,  refrain  from  tearing  me  ?    I  pray  ye 
Tear  me !    Shall  I  return  to  tell  the  Patriazeh 
That  so  much  love  was  wasted  —every  gift 
Rejected,  from  his  benison  I  brought, 
Down  to  the  galley-full  of  bezants,  sunk 
An  hour  since  at  the  harbor^s  mouth,  by  that  •  .  • 
That  .  .  .  never  will  I  speak  his  hated  name ! 
[To  his  Servants.]    What  was  the  name  his  fed- 
low  slip-fetter 
Called  their  arch-wizard  by?    [Iftev  whisper.] 
Oh,  Djabalwas't? 
Druses.  But  how  a  soitserer  ?  false  wherein  ? 
Nuncio.  (Ay,  Djabal!) 

How  false?    Te  know  not,  Djabal  has  con* 

*  vSDVCL     •     •     • 

Nay,  that  by  tokens  found  on  him  we  learn .  .  . 
What  I  sailed  hither  solely  to  divulge  — 
How  by  his  spells  the  demons  were  allured 
To  seize  yon :  not  that  these  be  aught  save  lies 
And  mere  illusions.    Is  this  clear  ?    I  say. 
By  measures  such  as  these,  he  would  have  led 

you 
Into  a  monstrous  ruin :  follow  ye  ? 
Say,  shall  ye  perish  for  his  sake,  my  sons  ? 
Ihuses.    Hark  ye  I 

Nuncio.  —  Be  of  one  privile^re  ameroed  ? 

No  I    Infinite  ^e  Patriarch's  mercies  are  ! 
No  I    With  the  Patriarch's  license,  still  I  bid 
Tear  him  to  pieces  who  misled  you !    Haste  I 

Druses.  The  old  man's  beard  shakes,  and 
his  eyes  are  white  fire  I  After  all,  I  know  no- 
thing of  Diabal  beyond  «hat  Karshook  says; 
he  knows  bnt  what  Khalil  says,  who  knows 
just  what  Diabal  says  himself.  Now,  the  little 
Copht  Prophet,  I  saw  at  Cairo  in  my  youth, 
began  by  promising  each  bystander  three  fall 
measures  of  wheat  .  .  . 

{Enter  Rbaul  and  the  initiated  Drnaea.) 
Kha.    Venice  and  her  deliverance  are  at  hand: 
Their  fleet  stands  through  the  harbor!    Hath 

he  slain 
The  Prefect  vet  ?    Is  Djabal^s  change  come  yet  f 
Nuncio.    [To  Attendants.]    What's  this  of 
Venicf-?    Who 's  this  boy  ? 

[Attendants  whisper.]    One  Khalil  ? 
Diabal^s  accomplice,  Loprs  called,  but  now. 
The  only  Druse,  save  Djabal's  self,  to  fear  ? 
[To  Me  Druses.]    I  cannot  hear  ye  with  these 

aged  ears; 
Is  it  so  ?    Te  would  have  my  troops  assist  ? 
Doth  he  abet  him  in  his  sorceries  r 
Down  with  the  cheat,  gnards,  as  my  childrea 
bidi 
IThep  ^rring  at  Khaul  ;  as  he  beats  them  baet^ 
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Stay  I     No  more  bloodshed  I    Spue  delnded 

youth  I 
Whom  Beek'st    thou  ?    (I  will  te««h  him)  — 

whom,  my  child  ? 
Thou  know*8t  not  what  theee  know,  what  these 

dechtfe. 
I  am  an  old  man,  as  thou  seest  —  have  done 
With  life ;  and  what  should  more  me  but  the 

truth? 
Art  thou  the  only  fond  one  of  thy  tnbe  ? 
'T  is  I  interpret  for  thy  tribe  I 

Kka.  Oh,  this 

Is  the  expected  Nuncio !    Druses,  hear  — 
Endure  ye  this  ?    Unworthy  to  partake 
The  glory  Hakeem  gains  you !     While  I  speak. 
Hie  ships  touch  land :  who  makes  f  <Nr  Lebanon  ? 
They  plant  the  winK|&d  lion  in  these  halls  I 
inuieio.    [AMid€7\    If  it  be  true  I    Venice  t 

Oh,  ncYer  true  I 
Yet  Venice  would  so  g:ladly  thwart  our  Knights. 
So  fain  get  footing  here,  stand  dose  by  Rhodes  I 
Oh,  to  be  duped  this  way  I 

Kka,  Ere  he  appear 

And  lead  you  glorionsly,  repeat,  I  say  I 
Nuncio,    [Aside,]    Nor  any  way  to  stretch 

the  aroh-wizaid  stark 
Ere  the  Venetians  come  ?    Cut  off  the  head, 
The  trunk  were  easily  stilled.     [To  ^  Druses.] 

He?    Bring  him  forth ! 
Sinee  so  ^on  needs  will  have  it,  I  assent  I 
Ton  'd  jndge  him,  say  you,  on  the  spot  ?  — 

confound 
The  sorcerer  in  his  yery  circle  ?    Where  's 
Our  short  black-bearded  sallow  friend  who  swore 
He  'd  earn  the  Patriarch  *s  guerdon  by  one  stab  ? 
firing  Djabal  forth  at  once  1 

Druses,  Ay,  bring  hini  forth ! 

Hie  Patriarch  drives  a  trade  in  oil  and  silk. 
And    we  ^re    the   Patriaroh^s   children  -—  true 

men,  we  1 


Where  is  the  glory  ?    Show  us  all  the  glory  I 
-  -  Wl 

not  see 


Kka.    Ton  dare  not  so  insult  him  I    What, 


(I  tell  thee,  Nuncio,  these  are  uninstmcted, 
Untmsted—  they  know  nothing  of  our  Khalif  I) 
— Not  see  that  if  he  lets  a  doubt  arise 
'T  is  but^  to  give  yourselves  the  chance  of 

seeming 
To  have  some  influence  in  your  own  return ! 
That  all  may  say  ye  would  have  trusted  him 
Without  the  all-K»nvincing  glory  —  ay, 
And  did  I    Embrace  the  occasion,  friends  I    For, 

think  — 
What  wonder  when  his  change  takes  place  ? 

But  now 
For  your  sakes,  he  should  not  reveal  himself. 
No  —  could  I  ask  and  have,  I  would  not  ask 

The  change  jret ! 

{Enter  Djabal  and  Lots.) 

8pite  of  all,  reveal  thyself  ! 
I  had  said,  pardon  them  for  me  —  for  Anael  — 
For  our  sakes  pardon  these  besotted  men  — 
Ay,  for  thine  own  —  they  hurt  not  thee  I    Tet 

now 
One  thought  swells  in  me  and  keeps  down  all 

else. 
This  Nnncio  couples  shame  with  thee,  has  called 
Imposture  thy  wnole  course,  all  bitter  things 


Has  said:  ha  is  but  an  old  fretful  man  ! 
Hakeem  —  nay,  I  must  call  thee  Hakesn  now  -  - 
Reveal  thyself!    Seel    Where  is  Anael  ?    S^l 

Loys.  \jl^o  Dja.]  Here  are  thy  people  1   Kse|) 
thy  word  to  me  ! 

Dja,    Who  of  my  people  halh  aeonaed  me  ? 

Ifuncio,  So  i 

So  this  is  Diabal,  Hakeem,  and  what  not  ? 
A  fit  deed,  Loys,  for  thy  first  Knight's  day  1 
May  it  be  augury  of  thy  after-life  1 
Ever  prove  trnaeheon  of  the  Church  as  now 
That,  Nuncio  of  the  Patriarch,  having  charge 
Of  the  Isle  hercj  I  claim  thee  [turning  to  IXia.] 

as  these  bid  me, 
Forfeit  for  murder  done  thy  lawful  prinee. 
Thou  conjurer  that  peep'st  and  mutterest  I 
Why  should  I  hold  tnee  from  their  hands? 

(Spells,  children  ? 
But  hear  how  I  dispose  of  all  his  spells !) 
Thou    art   a   prophet  ?  —  wooldst   entice   thy 

tribe 
From  me  ?  —  thou  workest  miracles  ?  (Attend  ! 
Let  him  but  move  me  with    his  spells !)    I, 
Nuncio  .  .  . 

Dja.  .  «  .  Which  how  thou  earnest  to  be,  I 
say  not  now. 
Though  1  have  also  been  at  Stambonl,  Luke ! 
Ply  thee  with  spells,  forsooth !     What  need  off 

spells? 
If  Vemce,  in  her  Admiral's  person,  stoop 
To  ratify  thy  compact  with  her  foe. 
The  Hospitallers,  for  this  Isle  —  withdraw 
Her  warrant  of  the  deed  which  reinstates 
My  people  in  their  freedom,  tricked  away 
By  him  I  slew,  —  refuse  to  convoy  us 
To  Lebanon  and  keep  the  Isle  we  leave  "^ 
Then  will  be  time  to  trr  what  sneUs  can  do  I 
Dost  thou  dispute  the  Republic  s  power  ? 

Nuncio,  Loyel 

He  tempts  roe  too,  the  wilv  exorcist  1 
No  I    Tne  renowned  Republic  was  and  is 
The  Patriarch's  friend:   'tis  not  for  courting 

Venice 
That  I  —  that  these  implore  thyblood  of  me ! 
Lo  ye,  the  subtle  miscreant !     Ha,  so  subtle  ? 
Te  Druses,  hear  him !      Will  ye  be  deceived  ? 
How  he  evades  me  I    Where 's  the  miracle 
He  works  ?    I  bid  him  to  the  proof —fish  up 
Tour  galley  full  of  bezants  that  he  sank  ! 
That  were  a  miracle  I    One  miracle ! 
Enough  of  trifling^or  it  chafes  my  years. 
I  am  the  Nnncio,  Druses !    I  stand  forth 
To  save  you  from  the  good  Republic's  rage 
When  she  shall  find  her  fleet  was  sumnuMMdkere 
To  aid  the  mummeries  of  a  knave  Uke  this  ! 

iA*  the  Druses  heaitnte^  hU  AttendwKts  wAmmt. 

Ah,  well  suggested  I    Why,  we  hold  the  whue 
One  who,  his  close  confederate  till  aow^ 
Confesses  Djabal  at  the  last  a  cheat, 
And  everv  miracle  a  cheat !    Who  thivwB  me 
His  head  ?    I  make  three  offers,  onoe  I  offer,  - 
And  twice  .  .  . 
Dja,  Let  who  moves  perish  at  my  foot  1 

Kha.    Thanks,  Hakeem,  thanks !  Oh,  Anael, 
Maani, 
Why  tarry  they? 
Druses,    VTo  each  other.]    He  can  1    He  can  I 
Live  nre  — 


214 


THE  RETURN  OF  THE  DRUSES 


[To  the  Nuncio.  1    I  say  he  can,  old   man  ! 

llion  know  at  him  not. 
LdYe  fire  like  that  thon  Beest  now  in  his  eyes. 
Flays  fawning  round  him.     See  !     The  change 

begins! 
All  the  brow  lightens  as  he  lifts  his  ann  ! 
Look  not  at  me !    It  was  not  I ! 

Dja,  What  Druse 

Accused  me,  as  he  saith  ?    I  bid  each  bone 
Crumble  within  that  Druse  !    None,  Leys,  none 
iH  my  own  people,  as  thou  said^st,  have  raised 
A  voice  against  me. 

Nuncio,    [AsideA    Venice  to  come !    Death! 

Dja.  [CoTUinuing.j  Confess  and  go  unscathed, 
however  false ! 
Seest  thou  my  Druses,  Luke  ?    I  would  submit 
To  thy  pure  malice  did  one  Druse  confess ! 
Uow  said  I,  Lovs? 

Nuncio,  [To his  Attendanis  who  whisper.^  Ah, 

Je  counsel  so  ? 
.1    Bring  in  the  witness,  tlien,  who,  first 
of  all. 
Disclosed  the  treason!      Now   I   have   thee, 

wizard! 
Ye  hear  that  ?    If  one  speaks,  he  bids  you  tear 

him 
Joint  after  joint:  well  then,  one  does  speak ! 

One, 
Befooled  by  Djabal,  even  as  yourselves. 
But  who  hath  voluntarily  proposed 
To  expiate,  by  confessing  tnus,  the  fault 
Of  having  trusted  him. 

IThey  bring  in  a  veiled  Druie. 
X>02/s.  Now,  Diabal,  now  1 

Nuncio.    Friend,  Djabal  fronts  thee  I  Make 
a  ring,  sons.    Speak  I 
Expose  this  Djabal  —  what  he  was,  and  how ; 
The  wiles  he  used,  the  aims  he  cherished ;  all. 
Explicitly  as  late  ^t  was  spoken  to  these 
My  servants :  I  absolve  and  pardon  thee. 
Jjoyt.    Thou  hast  the  dagger  ready,  Djabal  ? 
Dja,  Speak, 

Recreant  I 
Druse*,    Stand  back,  fool  I    farther !     Sud- 
denly 
You  shall  see  some  huge  serpent  glide  from 

under 
The  empty  vest,  or  down  will  thunder  crash  I 
Back,  Kbalil  I 

Kha,  I  go  back  ?    Thus  go  I  back  ! 

\To  An.]    Unveil!    Nay,  thou  shalt  face  the 
Khalifl    Thus! 

[He  tears  away  Ahabl^b  veil  ;  Djabal  Mds  hi*  arm* 
and  bow*  hi*  head ;  the  Druaes  fnll  back ;  Lots 
springs  from  the  tide  of  Di  am  aj,  and  the  Nuncio. 

Loua,    Then  she  was  true  —  she  only  of  them 

all! 
True  to  her  eyes — may  keep  those  glorious 

eyes, 
And  now  be  mine,  once  again  mine!      Oh, 

Anael! 
Dared  I  think  thee  a  partner  in  his  crime  — 
That  blood  could  soil  that  hand  ?   nay,  't  is 

mine  —  Anael, 
—  Not  mine  ?  —  Who  offer  thee  before  all  these 
My  heart,  my  sword,  my  name  —  so  thou  wilt 

say 
rhftt  Djabal,  who  affirms  thon  art  his  bride. 


Lies  —  say  but  that  he  lies ! 
Dja.  Thou,  Anael  ? 

Ijoys,    Nay,  Djabal,  nay,  one  chance  for  ma 
—  the  last ! 

Thou  hast  had  every  other ;  thou  hast  spokea 

Days,  nights,  what  falsehood  listed  thee  —  let 
me 

Speak  first  now  ;  I  will  speak  now ! 
Nuncio,  Lovs,  pause  I 

Thou  art  the  Duke^s  son,  Bretagne  s  cnoioest 
stock, 

Loys  of  Dreux,  God^s  sepulchre^s  first  sword  : 

This  wilt  thou  spit  on,  this  degrade,  this  tram- 
ple 

To  earth? 
Loys,    [To  An.]    ^Vho  had  foreseen  that  one 
day,  Lovs 

Would  stake  these  gifts  agrainst  some  other  good 

In  the  whole  world  ?    I  give  them  thee  !      I 
would 

My  strong  will  might  besto^  real  shape  on  them. 


Djabalc         

We  do  stand,  see,  two  men !     Djabal,  stand 

forth! 
Who's  worth  her,  I   or  thou?    I  —  who  for 

Anael 
Uprightly,  purely  kept  my  way,  the  long 
True  way  —  left  thee  each  by-path,  boldly  lived 
Without  the  lies  and  blood,  —  or  thon,  or  thon  ? 
Me !    love  me,  Anael !      Leave  the  blood  and 

him ! 
[To  Dja.]    Now  speak  — now,  quick  on  this 

that  I  have  said,  — 
Thou  with  the  blood,  speak  if  thou  art  a  man  ! 
Dja,    [To  An.]    And  was  it  thou  betrayedst 

me?    Tiswell! 
I  have  deserved  this  of  thee,  and  submit. 
Nor  't  is  much  evil  thou  inflictest :  life 
Ends  here.    The  cedars  shall  not  wave  for  its : 
For  there  was  crime,  and  must  be  punisliment. 
See  fate  I    By  thee  I  was  seduced,  oy  thee 
I  perish :  yet  do  I  —  can  I  repent  ? 
I  with  my  Arab  instinct,  thwarted  ever 
By  my  Frank  policy,  —  and  with,  in  turn, 
my  Frank  bram,  thwarted  b^  my  Arab  heart  — 
Wnile  these  remained  in  equipoise,  I  lived 
—  Nothing ;  had  either  been  predominant, 
As  a  Frank  schemer  or  an  Arab  mystic, 
I  had  been  something ;  —  now,  each  has  de* 

stroyed 
The  other  —  and  behold,  from  out  their  crash, 
A  third  and  better  nature  rises  np  — 
My  mere  man Vnature  !    And  I  yield  to  it : 
I  love  thee,  I  who  did  not  love  before ! 
An,    Djabal ! 

Dja,         It  seemed  love,  but  it  was  not  lore : 
How  could  I  love  while  thou  adoredst  lue  ? 
Now  thou  despisest,  art  above  me  so 
Immeasurably !    Thou,  no  other,  doomest 
My  death  now  ;  this  my  steel  shall  execute 
Thy  judgment ;  I  shall  feel  thy  hand  in  it  I 
Oh,  Inxurv  to  worship,  to  submit. 
Transcended,  doomed  to  death  by  thee  I 
An,  My  Djabal' 

Dja,    Dost  hesitate?     I  force    thee  then\ 

Approach, 
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I)nia68 1  for  I  am  oat  of  iMoh  of  fate; 

No  farther  evil  waits  me.    Speak  the  doom  I 

Hear,  Droees,  and   hear,  Naneio,  and  hear, 

An.    ixKBKMl  [She/atUiUad. 

IThe  Druaet  seream,  groreUing  b^^re  him, 
JDmaefl.    Ah,  Hakeem  1  —  not    on   me    thy 
wrath! 
Biamrallah,  pardon  I  never  doubted  1 1 
Eta,  dofiTi  how  aayent  thou  ? 

ITkey  surround  and  seize  the  Nuncio  and  his  Onardi. 
LoTi  /lings  himself  upon  the  body  of  Ahasl,  on 
wAtfcA  Djab^l  eontinuM  to  gaze  as  stupefied, 

Nundo.  Caitiffs !    Haveye  eyes ? 

Whips,  racks  should  teaoh  you  I     What,  his 

fools  ?  his  dupes  ? 
Leave  me !  unhand  me ! 
Kha,    [Approadiing  Djabal  timidly,]    Save 

her  for  my  sake ! 
She  was  akisady  thine ;  she  would  have  shared 
Tonlay  thine  exaltation :  think,  this  day 
Her  hair  was  lUaited  thus  because  of  thee ! 
Tea.  feel  the  soft  bright  hair  —  feel ! 
Nuncio,  [Strugglina  with  those  who  have  seized 

him,]     What,  because 
His  lenum  dies  for  him  ?     You  think  it  hard 
To  die  ?    Oh,  would  you  were  at  Rhodes,  and 

choice 
Of  deaths  should  suit  you  I 
Kha.    [Bending  over  Anael^s  bodg,]    Just 

restore  her  life ! 
So  little  does  it  I   there  —  the  eyelids  tremble  I 
'T  was  not  my  breath  that  made  them :  and  the 

Ups 
Move  ot  themselves.    I  could  restore  her  life ! 
Hakeem,  we  have  f oigotteu  —  have  presumed 
On  our  free  converse :  we  are  better  taught. 
See,  I  kiss  —  how  I  kiss  tliy  garment^s  hem 
For  her  1    She  kisses  it  —  Oh,  take  her  deed 
In  mine!    Thou  dost  believe  now,  Anael?  — 

See, 
She  smiles !    Were  her  lips  open  o^er  the  teeth 
Thus,  when  I  spoke  first?    She  believes  in 

thee! 
Go  not  without  her  to  the  cedars,  lord ! 
Or  leave  us  both  —  I  cannot  go  alone ! 
I  have  obeyed  thee,  if  I  dare  so  speak : 
Hath  Hakeem  thus  forgot  all  Djabal  knew  ? 
'Tboti  f eelest  then  my  tears  fall  hot  and  fast 
Upon  thy  hand,  and  yet  thou  speakest  not  ? 
Ere  the  Venetian  trumpet  sound  —  ere  thou 
Exalt  Uiyself ,  0  Hakeem !  save  thou  her  I 
Nuncio,     And  the  accursed  Republic  will 

arrive  ^ 
And  find  me  in  their  toils  —  dead,  very  like, 
Under  their  feet  I 

What  way  —  not  one  way  yet 
To  foil  them  ?     None  ?     lObserving  Djabal's 

/aee,^    What  ails  the  Khalif  ?    Ah, 
That  ghastly  face  I    A  way  to  foil  them  yet  I 
[To  the  Drnses.]  Look  to  your  Khalif,  Druses ! 

Is  that  face 
God  Hakeem^s?    Where  is  triumph, —  where 

is  .  .  .  what 
Said  he  of  exaltation  —  hath  he  promised 
80  much  to-day  ?    Why  then,  exalt  thyself  I 
Cast  off  that  husk,  thy  form,  set  free  thy  soul 


In  qdendor!     Now,    bear    witnewl     here  I 

stand  — 
I  ehallenge  him  exalt  himself,  and  I 
Beoome,  tor  that,  a  Druse  like  all  of  you ! 
The  Druses,    Exalt  thyself!    Exalt  thyself, 

O  Hakeem ! 
Dja,     [Advances,]     I  ean  confess  now  all 
from  first  to  last. 
There  is  no  longer  shame  for  me.    I  am  .  .  . 

[Hev^  the  VeneUan  trumps  sounds:  the  DruMs  shoui, 
Djabal*s  ego  oatehes  the  expression  qf  those  about 
him,  and,  as  the  old  dream  comes  baelc,  he  is  again 
confident  attd  inspired. 

—  Am  I  not  Hakeem?    And  ye  would  have 

crawled 
But  yesterday  within  these  impure  courts 
Where  now  ye  stand  erect !   Not  grand  enough  ? 

—  What  more  could  be  conceded  to  such  beasU 
As  all  of  you,  so  sunk  and  base  as  you. 

Than  a  mere  man  ?    A  man  among  such  beasts 
Was  miracle  enough :  yet  him  you  doubt. 
Him  you  forsake,  him  fain  would  yoa  destroy  — 
With  the  Venetians  at  your  gate,  the  Nuncio 
Thus  —  (see  the  baffled  hypocrite ! )  and,  best, 
The  Prefect  there ! 
Druses,  No,  Hakeem,  ever  thine  f 

Nuncio,    He  lies  —  and  twice  he  lies— and 
thrice  he  lies ! 
Exalt  thyself,  Mahound  !    Exalt  thyself ! 
Dja,    Druses!   we  shall  henceforth  be  far 
away  — 
Out  of  mere  mortal  ken  —  above  the  cedars — 
But  we  shall  see  ye  go^  hear  ye  return, 
Repeopliug  the  old  solitudes,  — through  thee, 
MyKhaJir!    Thou  art  full  of  me :  I  fill 
Thee  full — my  hands  thus  fill  thee!    Yester- 
eve, 

—  Nay,  but  this  mom,  I  deemed  thee  igno- 

rant 
Of  all  to  do,  requiring  word  of  mine  ^ 
To  teach  it :  now,  thou  hast  all  gifts  in  one. 
With  truth  and  purit^r  go  other  gifts. 
All  gifts  come  clustering  to  that.    Go,  lead 
My  people  home  whatever  betide  ! 

[  Turning  to  the  Druses.]   Ye  take 
This  Khalil  for  my  delegate?    To  him 
Bow  as  to  me  ?    He  leads  to  Lebanon  — 
Ye  follow  ? 
Druses.    We  follow !    Now  exalt  thjrself ! 
Dja.    [Raises  Lots.]    Then  to  thee.  Leys  I 

How  I  wronged  thee,  Loys  ! 
Yet,  wronged,  no  less  thou  shalt  have  full  re- 

venge. 
Fit  for  thy  noble  self,  revenge  —  and  thus. 
Thou,  loaded  with  such  wrongs,  the  princely 

soul. 
The  first  sword  of  Christ's  sepulchre  —  thoa 

shalt 
Ghuud  Khalil  and  my  Druses  home  again ! 
Justice,  no  less,  God  s  justice  and  no  more. 
For  those  I  leave  !  —  to  seekixig  this,  devote 
Some  few  days  out  of  thy  Knight's  brilliant 

life  : 
And,  this  obtuned  them,  leave  their  Lebanon, 
Mv  Druses'  blessing  in  thine  ears  —  (they  shall 
Bless  thee  with  blessing  sure  to  have  its  way) 

—  One  cedar-blossom  in  thy  ducal  cap. 

One  thought  of  Anael  in  thy  heart,  —  perohaaoii^ 
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One  thoug'ht  of  him  who  thus,  to  bid  thee 

speed, 
Hie  hist  word  to  the  livinfi^  speaks  1    This  done. 
Resume  thy  couraef  and,  nrst  amidst  the  first 
hk  Europe,  take  my  heart  along  with  thee  I 
Gk>  boldly,  go  seronely,  go  augnstly — 
What  shall  withstand  thee  then  ? 

[He  bends  over  Anael.]    And  last  to  thee  I 
Ah,  did  I  dream  I  was  to  have,  this  dair, 
Exalted  thee  ?     A  vain  dream :  hast  tnoa  not 
Won  greater  exaltation  ?    What  remains 
Bat  press  to  thee,  exalt  myself  to  thee  V 


Thus  I  exalt  myself,  set  free  my  soul  I 

life  atab*  kinue{f.    At  he  faUt^  ntpporUd  by  itwat-w. 

and  loTB,  the  Vsmrujn  eit/er;  the  AmnxAii  ad- 

vances. 

Admiral.  God   and  St.  Mark  for  Venice! 
Plant  the  Lion ! 
[At  the  eiaeh  ej  the  planted  Mtandard^  the  Dmaea  aktU^ 
and  move  tumuUwnuly  forward,  Lon  drawing  hie 
twordm 

Dja,    [Leadiiw  them  a  few  steps  between  Kha- 
LiL  and  LoYB.j    On  to  the  Mountain  I 


At  the  Mountam,  Druses  1 


IDiSM. 
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A  TRAGEDY 


Trib  play  was  written  in  1843  at  the  request 
of  Macready,  and  very  rapidly,  in  four  or  ^ye 
daya.  A  misunderstanding  with  Macready, 
fully  related  in  Mrs.  Orr's  Ltfe  and  Letters  of 
Robert  Browning,  1. 1<J8-184,  and  in  Mr.  Goese^s 
Personalia,  led  to  a  breach  between  the  two 
friends. 

The  play  was  received  with  great  applause, 

PERSONS 
MlU>ftK]>  Tbbsham. 

GUKVDOLIN  TKSSHAM. 

Tbobold,  Earl  TrMham. 

AvsTiK  Tbksham. 

HsHRY,  Earl  MertouiL 

GSRA.RD,  and  other  Retainers  of  Lord  Tyeaham. 

Tma,  IT- 
ACT   I 

Beaini  I.  The  interior  of  a  lodoe  in  Loan  Tbbbbam^ 
park.  Many  Retainers  erovded  at  the  window,  sup- 
poted  to  command  n  view  of  the  entrrmce  to  hi*  man- 
sion. GsBABD,  the  Warrener,  his  back  to  a  table  on 
which  are  flagons,  etc. 

Ist  Retainer,     Ay,  do!  push,  friends,  and 
then  yon  'U  push  down  me  I 
—  What  for  ?    Does  any  hear  a  runner's  foot 
Or  a  steed^s  trample  or  a  coaoh-wheePs  cry  ? 
b  the  Eari  come  or  his  least  ponrsnivant  ? 
But  there 's  no  breeding  in  a  man  of  vou 
8ave  Gerard  yonder :  here 's  a  half -place  yet. 
Old  Gerard  I 

Gerard.  Save  your  courtesies,  my  friend. 
Here  is  my  place. 

2d  Ret.  Now,  Gerard,  out  with  it ! 

What  makes  you  sullen,  this  of  all  the  days 
I'  the  year  ?    To-dav  that  young  rich  bountiful 
Handsome  Earl    Mertoun,  whom  alone  they 

match 
With  our  Lord  Tresham  through  the  country- 
side. 
Is  coming  here  in  utmost  bravery 


but  circumstances  prevented  it  from  being  kept 
on  the  boards.  It  has,  however,  been  repro- 
duced both  in  England  and  in  America,  near  Um 
dose  of  Browning's  life  and  after  his  death. 
Helen  Faucit,  afterward  Lady  Martin,  took  the 
part  of  Mildred.  The  play  was  printed  shortly 
after  it  first  appeared,  as  No.  V.  of  Betis  and 
Pomegranates. 

To  ask  our  master's  sister's  hand  ? 
Ger.  What  then? 

2d  Ret.    What  then  ?  Why,  you,  she  speaks 
to,  if  she  meets 

Tour  worship,  smiles  on  as  you  hold  apart 

The  boughs  to  let  her  through  her  forest  walks. 

You,  always  favorite  for  your  no-deserts, 

You  've  heard,  these  three  days,  how  Earl  Mer- 
toun sues 

To  lay  his  heart  and  house  and  broad  lands  too 

At  Lady  Mildred's  feet :  and  while  we  squeeze 

Ourselves  into  a  mousehole  lest  we  miss 

One  congee  of  the  least  page  in  his  train. 

You  sit  o'  one  side  —  "  there 's  the  EarL"  say 
I- 

"  What  then  ?  "  say  you  ! 
dd  Ret.  I  '11  wa(^r  he  has  let 

Both  swans  he  tamed  for  Lady  Mildred  swim 

Over  the  falls  and  gain  the  river  I 
Ger.  Ralph, 

Is  not  to-morrow  my  inspecting^day 

For  yon  and  for  your  hawks  ? 
4th  Ret.  Let  Gerard  be ! 

He's   coarse-grained,    like    his  carved  black 
cross-bow  stock. 

Ha,  look  now,  while  we  squabble  with  him. 
look  I 

Well  done,  now  —  is  not  this  beginning,  now. 

To  purpose  ? 
Ist  Ret.  Our  retainers  look  as  fine  '— 

That 's  comfort.    Lord,  how   Richard    holds 
himself 

With  his  white  staff  I  Will  not  a  knave  behind 

FMck  him  upright  ? 
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4th  Ret.  He  '•  only  bowinff,  fool  I 

The  £arl'fl  niaii  bent  us  lower  by  this  much. 
Igt  Bet,  That 's  oomlort.   Here 's  a  very  oav- 

alcade  I 
3d  Ret,    I  don't  see  wherefore  Richard,  and 
his  troop 
Of  silk  and  silTer  varlets  there,  should  find 
Their  nerf  umed  selves  so  indispensable 
On  hign  days,  holiday !    Would  it  so  diegraoe 
Our  familv,  it  I,  for  instance,  stood  — 
In  my  rigrnt  hand  a  oast  of  Swedish  hawks, 
A  leaah  of  greyhounds  in  my  left  ?  -- 

Ger.  ^  —With  Hugh 

The  loeman  for  supporter,  in  his  right 
The  biU-hook,  in  his  left  the  broshwood'sheaitt ! 
3cf  Ret.     Out    on   yoa,  orab  I    What  next, 

what  next?     The  Earll 
Ist  Ret.    Oh  Walter,  groom,  oat  hones,  do 
they  match 
TheEarrs?    Alas,  that  first  rair  of  the  six — 
They  paw  the  ground  —  Ah,  Walter  1  and  that 

orate 
Just  on  his  haunches  by  the  wheel  1 

^tkRet.  Ay  —  Ayl 

Tou,  Philip,  are  a  special  hand,  I  hear. 
At  soups  and  sauces :  what  *8  a  horse  to  yon  ? 
D'  ye  mark  that  beast  they  We  slid  into  the 

midst 
So  cunningly?  —  then,  Philip,  mark  tiiis  fur- 
ther: 
No  leg  has  he  to  stand  on  ! 
\8tlUt,  No?     That 's  comfort. 

2d  Ret.    Peace,  Cook  I    The  Earl  descends. 
—  Well,  Gerard,  see 
The  Earl  at  least  I    Come,  there  *s  a  proper 


I   hope  I    Why,   Ralph,   no  falcon,   Pole  or 

Swede, 
Has  got  a  starrier  eye. 

Bd  Ret.  His  eyes  are  blue  — 

But  leave  my  hawks  alone  ! 

4tA  Ret.  So  young,  and  yet 

80  tall  and  shapely  1 

M  Ret.  Here 's  Lord  Tresham's  self  I 

There  now  —  there's  what  a  nobleman  ^louM 

bel 
He 's  older,  graver,  loftier,  he 's  more  like 
A  House's  head  1 

2d  Ret.  But  you  'd  not  have  a  boy 

—  And  what 's  the  Edkri  beside  ?  — possess  too 

soon 
That  stateliness? 

let  Ret.  Our  master  takes  his  hand  — 

Ridiard  and  his  white  staff  are  on  the  move  — 
Back  fall  our  people  —  (tsh  I  —  there  's  Timo- 
thy 
Sure  to  get  tangled  in  his  ribbon-ties, 
And  Peter's  eursed  rosette 's  a-ooming  off !) 

—  At  last  I  see  our  lord's  back  and  his  friend's ; 
And  fhe  whole  beautiful  bright  company 
Close  round  them :  in  they  go  I    {Jumjnng  down 

from  the  window-hencht  ana  making  for  the 

tabie  and  iteJuasA  Good  health,  long  life 

Great  ioy  to  our  Lord  Tresham  and  his  House  I 

(kh  Ret.    My  father  drove  his  father  first  to 

court, 

A.fter  his  marriage-day  —  ay,  did  he  I 

2d  Ret.  God  bless 


Lord  Tresham,  Lady  MUdred,  and  the  EariJ 
Here,  Gerard,  reach  your  beaker ! 

G«r.  Drink,  my  koye ! 

Don't  mind  me  •-  all 's  not  right  abont  me  — 
drink! 

2d  Ret.    [Aeide.]    He 's  vexed,  now,  that  he 
let  the  show  escape ! 
[To  Gbr.]    Remember  that  the  Earl  retoms 
this  way. 

Ger.    That  way? 

2d  Ret.  Just  so. 

Ger.  Then  my  way 's  here.  iO^e*. 

2d  Ret.  Old  Gerard 

Will  die  soon  —  mind,  I  said  it  I    He  was  used 
To  care  about  the  pitif  idlest  thing 
That  touched  the  House's  honor,  not  an  eye 
But  his  could  see  wherein  :  and  on  a  cause 
Of  scarce  a  quarter  this  importance,  Gerard 
Fairly  had  fretted  flesh  ana  bone  away 
In   cares  that    this  was  right,  nor  that  was 

wrong. 
Such  point  decorous,  and  such  square  by  rule  — 
He  knew  such  niceties,  no  herald  more  : 
And  now  —  you  see  his  humor :  die  he  will  I 

2d  Ret.    God   help   himl    Who's   for   the 
great  servantsMiall 
To  hear  what 's  going  on  inside  ?    They  'd  fol- 
low 
Lord  Tresham  into  the  saloon. 

Sd  Ret.  I !  - 

iih  Ret.  II- 

Leave  Frank  alone  for  catching,  at  the  door, 
Some  hint  of  how  the  parley  goes  inade  1 
Proeperity  to  the  great  House  once  more  I 
Here 's  the  last  drop  I 

Ist  Ret.  HJftve  at  yon  I    Boys,  hnnahl 

Bon  II.    A  tidoon  la  the  ManMicm. 

Enter  Lobo  Tbmham,  Loso  Mibtovh,  Aumir,  and 

GvBWDount. 

Dresham.    I  welcome  you.  Lord  Mertoon,  yet 
once  more, 
To  this  ancestral  rod  of  mine.    Tour  name 
—  Noble  among  the  noblest  in  itself, 
Tet  taking  in  your  person,  fame  avers, 
New  price  and  lustre,  —  (as  that  gem  yon  wear. 
Transmitted  from  a  hundred  knightly  breasts. 
Fresh  diased  and  set  and  fixed  by  its  last  lord. 
Seems  to  rekindle  at  the  core)  —  your  name 
Would  win  you  weloome  I 

Mertoun.  Thanks ! 

Tresh.  —  But  add  to  that, 

The  worthiness  and  grace  and  dignity 
Of  your  proposal  for  uniting  both 
Oar  Houses  even  doeer  thui  respect 
Unites  them  now  — add  these,  and  you  must 

grant 
One  favor  more,  nor  that  the  least,  —  to  think 
The  weloome  I  should  give  ;  —  't  is  giyen  I    My 

lord, 
My  only  brother,  Austin  —  he 's  the  king's. 
Our  cousin,  Lady  Guendolen  —  betrothed 
To  Acastin :  all  are  years. 

Mer.  ^  I  thank  yon  —  leiB 

For  the  expressed  commendings  which  your  seal. 
And  onlj  that,  authentieates  ~  forbids 
My  putting  from  me  ...  to  my  heart  I  take 
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Toar  praise  .  .  .  but   praise   lees   claiuis  my 

eratitude, 
Than  uie  indulgent  insight  it  implies 
Of  -what  must  needs  be  uppermost  with  one 
Who  comes,  like  me,  with  the  bare  leave  to 

ask. 
In  weighed  and  measured  nnimpassioned  words, 
A  gift,  which,  if  as  calmly  ^t  is  denied. 
He  must  withdraw,  content  upon  his  cheek, 
Despair  within  his  soul.    That  I  dare  ask 
Firmly,  near  boldly,  near  with  confidence 
That  Rift,  I  have  to  thank  you.    Yes,  Lord 

Tresham, 
I  love  your  sister  —  as  you  'd  have  one  love 
That   lady  ...  oh   more,  more  I  love   her  I 

Wealth, 
Rank,  all  the  world  thinks  me,  they  ^re  yours, 

you  know. 
To  hold  or  part  with,  at  your  choice  —  but  grant 
Hy  true  self,  me  wilJiout  a  rood  of  land, 
A  piece  of  gold,  a  name  of  yesterday. 
Grant  me  that  lady,  and  you  .  .  .  Death  or 

Ufe? 
GuendoUn.    [AjMrt  to  Au8.]    Why,  this  is 

loving,  Austin  J 
A  ustin.  He  's  so  young ! 

Gtien.    Toung  ?   Old  enough,  I  think,  to  half 

surmise 
He  never  had  obtained  an  entrance  here, 
Were  all  this  fear  and  trembling  needed. 

Alts.  Hush ! 

He  reddens. 

Guen,    Mark  him,  Austin  ;  that 's  true  love  I 
Ours  must  begin  again. 

Tresh.  We  '11  sit,  my  lord. 

Ever  with  best  desert  goes  diffidence. 
I  may  speak  plainly  nor  be  misconceived. 
That  I  am  wholly  satisfied  with  you 
On  this  occasion,  when  a  falcon's  eye 
Were  dull  compared  with  mine  to  search  out 

faults. 
Is  somewhat.    Mildred's  hand  is  hers  to  give 
Or  to  refuse. 

Mer,  But  von,  you  girant  my  suit  ? 

I  have  your  word  if  hers  ? 

Trem,  My  best  of  words 

If  hers  encourage  yon.    I  trust  it  will. 
Have  you  seen  Lady  Mildred,  by  the  way  ? 
Mer,    I  .  .  .  I  .  .  .  our   two  demesnes,  re- 
member, touch ; 
I  have  been  used  to  wander  carelessly 
After  my  stricken  game  :  the  heron  roused 
Deep  in  my  woods,  has  trailed  its  broken  wing 
Through  thicks  and  glades  a  mile  in  yours,  — 

or  else 
Some  eyass  ill-reolaimed  has  taken  flight 
And  lured  me  after  her  from  tree  to  tree, 
I  marked  not  whither.    I  have  come  upon 
The  lady's  wondrous  beauty  unaware. 
And  —  and  then  ...  I  have  seen  her. 

Guen,    [Aside  to  Aus.]  Note  that  mode 

Of  faltering  out  that,  when  a  lady  passed. 
He,  having  eyes,  did  see  her  !     i  ou  had  said  — 
"  On  such  a  day  I  scanned  her,  head  to  foot ; 
Observed  a  red,  where  red  should  not  have 

been. 
Outside  her  elbow  ;  but  was  pleased  enough 
Upon  the  whole."    Let  such  irreverent  talk 


Be  lessoned  for  the  future ! 

Tresh,  What's  to  say 

May  be  said  briefly.    She  has  never  known 
A  mother's  care ;  1  stand  for  father  too. 
Her  beauty  is  not  strange  to  you,  it  seems  — 
You  cannot  know  the  good  and  tender  heart, 
Its  girl's  trust  and  its  woman's  constancy. 
How  pure  yet  passionate,  how  calm  yet  kind. 
How  grave  yet  joyous,  how  reserved  yet  free 
As  light  where  friends  are  —  how  imbued  witJi 

lore 
The  world  most  prizes,  yet  the  simplest,  yet 
The  .  .  .  one  might  know  I  talkea  of  Mildred 

—  thus 
We  brothers  talk ! 

Mer,  I  thank  yoo. 

Tresh.  In  a  word. 

Control 's  not  for  this  ladjr ;  but  her  wish 
To  please  me  outstrips  in  its  subtlety 
My  power  of  being  pleased  :  herself  creates 
The  want  she  means  to  satisfy.    My  heart 
Prefers  your  suit  to  her  as  't  were  its  own. 
Can  I  say  more  ? 

Mer.    No  more  ~  thanks,  thanks —  no  more  I 

Tresh,    TliiB  matter  then  discussed  .  .  . 

Mer,  —  We  '11  waste  no  breatli 

On  aught  less  precious.    I  'm  beneath  the  roof 
Which  holds  her  :  while  I  thought  of  that,  my 

speech 
To  you  would  wander  —  as  it  must  not  do. 
Since  as  you  favor  me  I  stand  or  fall. 
I  pray  you  suffer  that  I  take  my  leave  ! 

Tresn,    With  less  regret  't  is  suffered,  that 
f^^ain 
We  meet,  I  hope,  so  shortly. 

Mer,  We?  again?  — 

Ah  yes,  forgive  me  —  when  shall  .  .  .  you  will 

crown 
Your  goodness  by  forthwith  apprising  me 
When  ...  if   ...  the  lady  will  appoint  a  day 
For  me  to  wait  on  you  —  and  her. 

7V«M.  So  soon 

As  I  am  made  acquainted  with  her  thoughts 
On  your  proposal  —  howsoe'er  they  lean  — 
A  messenger  shall  brin^  you  the  result. 

Mer,    You  cannot  bind  me  more  to  yon,  my 
lord. 
Farewell  till  we  renew  .  •,  .  I  trust,  renew 
A  converse  ne'er  t-o  disunite  again. 

Tresh.    So  may  it  prove  ! 

Mer.  Yon,  lady,  yon,  sir,  take 

My  humble  salutation  ! 

Guen.  and  Aus,        Tlianks ! 

Tresh.  Within  there ! 

(S«rvant8  enter.     Trbsham   conduct*  Mbrtoun  to  the 
door.     Meantime  Austik  renmrks) 

Well, 
Here  I  have  an  advantage  of  the  Eai'l, 
Confess  now  !    I  'd  not  think  that  all  was  safe 
Because  my  lady's  brother  stood  my  friend  ! 
Why,  he  makes  sure  of  her — "do   you  say, 

yes  — 
She  '11  not  say,  no,"  —  what  comes  it  to  beside  ? 
I  should  have  prayed  the  brother,  *' speak  tliis 

speech. 
For  Heaven's  sake  urge  this  on  her  —  put  in 

this  — 
Forget  not,  as  you  'd  save  me,  t'  other  thing,  — 
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Then  wi  down  what  the  aa^,  and  how  the  looks, 
And  if  she  nnilee,  and  *^  (in  an  under  breath) 
**  Only  let  her  accept  me,  and  do  yon 
And  all  the  world  refuiie  roe,  if  yon  dare  I  ^' 

Guen,   That  way  you'd  take,  friend  Austin  ? 
What  a  flhame 
I  was  yoor  cousin,  tanielj  from  the  first 
Your  bride,  and  all  this  fervor  *s  run  to  waste ! 
Do  you  know  yon  speak  sensibly  to-day  ? 
The  Earl's  a  fool. 

A UH.  Here  *8  Thorold.    Tell  him  so ! 

Tnsh.  [Returning.]  Now,  voices,  voices !  *h)t! 
the  lady 's  first  I 
How  seems    he  ?  —  seems  he  not  .  .  .  come, 

faith  pve  fraud 
The  mercy-stroke  whenever  they  engage  ! 
Down  with  fraud,  up  with  faith  I    How  seems 

the  Earl? 
A  name !  a  blazon !  if  you  knew  their  worth, 
Asyon  will  never !  come  —  the  Earl ? 

Guen.  ^  He 's  youiicr. 

TrfsA.    What 's  she  ?  an  infant  save  in  heart 
and  brain. 
Young!    Mildred  is  fourteen,  remark  !    And 

you  .  .  •    , 
Austin,  how  old  is  she  ? 

Guen.  There 's  tact  for  you ! 

I  meant  that  beine  younsT  was  good  excuse 
If  one  should  tax  mm  .  .  . 

Treth.  WeU  ? 

Guen,  —  With  lacking  wit. 

Tresk.    He  lacked  wit?    Where  might  he 
lack  wit,  so  please  you  ? 

Guen.    In  standmg  straighter  than  the  stew- 
ard's rod 
And  making  yon  the  tiresomest  harangue, 
Instead  of  supping  over  to  my  side 
And  softljr  wn]sperin|[  in  my  ear, )'  Sweet  lady. 
Your  cousin  there  will  do  me  detriment 
He  little  dreams  of :  he 's  absorbed,  I  see. 
In  my  old  name  and  fame  ^  be  sure  he  *11  leave 
My  Mildred,  when  his  best  account  of  me 
Is  ended,  in  full  confidence  I  wear 
My  granosire's  periwig  down  either  cheek. 
I  ^  lost  unless  your  gentleness  vouchsafes  "... 

Tresh.  ...      To  give  a  best  of  best  accounts, 
yourself. 
Of  me  and  my  demerits.*'    You  are  right  I 
He  should  have  said  what  now  I  say  for  him. 
You  golden  creature,  will  you  help  us  all  ? 
Here 's  Austin  means  to  vouch  for  much,but  yon 

—  You  are   .  .   .   what  Austin  only  knows  t 

Come  up. 
All  three  of  us :  she  *s  in  the  library 
No  doubt,  fbr  the  day 's  wearing  fast.  Precede  I 

Guen.    Austin,  how  we  must  —  I 

TVesA.  Must  what  ?    Must  speak  truth. 

Malignant  tongue  I    Detect  one  fault  in  him  I 
I  challenge  you ! 

Guen,  Witchcraft 's  a  fault  in  him. 

For  yon  *re  bewitched. 

Treih.  ^  What 's  uigent  we  obtain 

Is,  that  she  soon  receive  him  —  say,  to-morrow  — 
Next  day  at  furthest. 

Guen,  Ne'er  instruct  me  I 

Tresh.  ^  Come  I 

—  He 's  out  of  your  rood  graces,  since  forsooth, 
He  stood  not  as  he  M  carry  us  by  storm 


With  his  nerfeotionsi    You're  for  the  com- 
posed 
Manly  assured  becoming  confidence ! 

—  Get  her  to  say,*'  To-morrow,"  and  I  'U  give 

you  ... 
I  ^11  give  you  black  Urganda,  to  be  snoUed 
With    petting    and    snail-paees.     Will  you? 

Come ! 

BcsKB  ni.    Mn.DBBD*s  Chamber.    A  paU^Ud  window 
overiooks  the  Park.    Hudsbd  ami  OusirDouni. 

Guen.    Now,  Mildred,  spare  those  pains.    I 
have  not  left 
Our  talkers  in  the  library,  and  climbed 
The  wearisome  ascent  to  this  your  bower 
In  company  with  you,  —  I  have  not  dared  .  .  . 
Nay.  worked  such  nrodigies  as  sparing  you 
Lord  Mertoun's  peaigree  before  the  flood. 
Which  Thorold  seemed  in  very  act  to  tell 

—  Or  bringing  Austin  to  pluck  up  that  most 
Firm-rooted  nei'esy  —  your  suitor's  eyes. 

He  would  maintain,  were  gray  instead  of  blue  — 
I  think  I  brought  him  to  contrition  I  —  Well, 
I  have  not  done  such  things,  (all  to  deserve 
A  minute's  quiet  cousins'  talk  with  you,) 
To  be  dismissed  so  coolly ! 

Mildred.  Guendolen ! 

What  have  I  done  ?  what  could  suggest  .  .  . 

Guen.  There,  there  1 

Do  I  not  comprehend  you  'd  be  alone 
To  throw  those  testimonies  in  a  heap^ 
Thorold's  enlarginss.  Austin's  brevities. 
With  that  i>oor  sillv  neartless  Quendolen's 
Ill-timed  misplaced  attempted  smartnesses  — 
And  sift  their  sense  out  ?  now,  I  come  to  spare 

you 
Nearly  a  whole  night's  labor.    Ask  and  have ! 
Demand,  be  answered  !    Lack  I  ears  and  eves  ? 
Am  I  perplexed  which  side  of  the  rock-table 
The  Conqueror  dined  on  when  he  landed  first. 
Lord  Mertouu's  ancestor  was  bidden  take  — 
The  bow-hand  or  the  arrow-hand's  great  meed  ? 
Mildred,  the  Earl  has  soft  blue  eyes  I 

Mil.  My  brothc?  — 

Did  he  .  .  .  you  said  that  he  receivea  him  well? 

Guen.    If  1  said  only  *'  well "  I  said  not  much. 
Oh,  stay —  which  brother? 

Mil.  Thorold  !  who — who  else  ? 

Guen.    Thorold  (a  secret)  is  too  proud  by 
half,  — 
Nay,  hear  me  out  —  with  us  he 's  even  ^ntler 
Than  we  are  with  our  birds.    Of  this  great 

House 
The  least  retainer  that  e'er  caught  his  glance 
Would  die  for  him,  real  dyin^  — *no  mere  talk  : 
And  in  the  world,  the  court,  if  men  would  cite 
The  perfect  spirit  of  honor,  Thorold's  name 
Rises  of  its  dear  nature  to  their  lips. 
But  he  should  take  men's  homage,  trust  in  it. 
And  care  no  more  about  what  drew  it  down. 
He  has  desert,  and  that,  acknowledgment ; 
Is  he  content  ? 

MU.  You  wrong  him,  Guendolen. 

Guen.    He  's  proud,  confess;  so  proud  with 
brooding  o'er 
The  light  of  his  interminable  line. 
An  ancestry  with  men  all  paladins. 
And  women  all  .  .  . 
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Mil,  Dear  Gaendolen,  *t  is  late  I 

When  yonder  purple  pane  the  climbing  moon 
Pieroes,  I  kiu>w  't  is  midnight. 

Guen.  Well,  that  Thorold 

Should  rise  up  from  such  musings,  and  receive 
One  eome  auaadously  to  graft  himself 
Into  this  peerless  stock,  yet  find  no  flaw, 
No  slightest  spot  in  sucn  an  one  .  .  . 

Mil.  Who  finds 

A  spot  in  Mertoun  ? 

Guen.  Not  your  brother ;  therefore, 

Not  the  whole  world. 

Mil.  I  am  weaary,  Quendolen. 

Bear  with  me  I 

Guen.  I  am  foolish. 

Mil.  Oh  no,  kind  1 

But  I  would  rest. 

Guen.  Good  night  and  rest  to  you  I 

I  said  how  gracefully  his  mantle  lav 
Beneath  the  rings  of  his  light  hair  r 

Mil.  Brown  hair. 

Guen.    Brown  ?  why,  it  is  brown :  how  could 
you  know  that  ? 

Mil,    How  ?  did  not  yon  —  Oh,  Austin  't  wns 
declared 
His  hair  was  light,  not  brown  —  my  head  1  — 

and  look, 
The  moou*beam  purpling  the  dark  chamber! 

•Sweet, 
Good  night ! 

Guen.    Forgive  me  —  sleep  the  soundlier  for 
me  !  IGoingt  she  turn*  suddenly. 

Mildred  I 
Perditioh !  all 's  discovered !    Thorold  finds 
— That  the  Earl's  greatest  of  all  mndmothets 
Was  grander  daughter  still  —  to  tnat  fair  dame 
Whose  garter  slipped  down  at  the  f  amoos  dance  I 

{Goe*. 

Mil.    Is  she  —  can  she  be  really  gone  at  last  ? 

My  heart  1   I   shall  not   reach   the   window. 

Needs 
Must  I  have  sinned  much,  so  to  suffer ! 
She  lifU  the  small  Intnp  which  is  suspended  before  the 
Virffin^s  image  in  the  window^  and  places  ii  by  the 
purple  pane. 

There  I 

[She  returns  to  the  seat  in  front. 

Mildred  and  Mertoun  t    Mildred,  with  consent 

Of  all  the  world  and  Thorold,  Mertonn's  bride  I 

Too  late !     *T  is  sweet  to  think  of,  sweeter 

stiU 
To  hope  for,  that  this  blessed  end  soothes  up 
The  curse  of  the  be^nning ;  but  I  know 
It  comes  too  late :  't  will  sweetest  be  of  all 
To  dream  my  soul  away  and  die  upon. 

(A  noise  without. 
The  voice !  Oh  why,  why  glided  sin  the  snake 
Into  the  paradise  Heaven  meant  us  both  ? 

iThe  iffindow  opens  softly.    A  low  voice  singe. 

There '«  a  woman  like  a  dew-drop^  she  ^s  so  purer 

than  the  purest ; 
And  her  noble  hearths  the  noUest^  y<»,  and  her 

sure  faith  ^s  the  surest : 
And  her  eye^  are  dark  and  humid^  like  the  depth 

on  depth  of  lustre 
Mid  V  the  harebell^  while  her  tresses^  sunnier  than 

the  wild-grape  clustet\ 


Gush  in  goldenrtinted  plenty  down  her  tieck*s  rosf- 
misted  marble  : 

Thenhervoice^s  music  .  .  .  call  it  the  well^s  bub- 
bling, the  bird^s  warble  ! 

[A  figure  wrapped  in  a  mantle  appears  at  the  window. 

And  this  woman  says,  ^*  My  days  were  swdess 

and  my  nights  were  moonless. 
Parched  the  pleasant  April   herbage^  and  the 

lark^s  hearths  outbreak  tuneless. 
If  you  loved  me  notf^    And  I  who —  (oA,  for 

words  of  ^fiame  I)  adore  her. 
Who  am  mad  to  lay  my  spirit  prostrate  palpahiy 

before  her  — 

[Us  enters,  approaches  her  seat,  and  bends  over  her. 

I  may  enter  at  her  ported  soon,  as  now  her  lattice 

takes  me. 
And  by  noontide  as  by  midnight  make  her  mine, 

as  hers  she  makes  me  ! 

\The  Eabl  thrones  off  his  slouched  hat  and  long  etoak. 
My  very  heart  sings,  so  I  sing,  Beloved ! 

Mil.    Sit,  Henry  —  do  not  take  my  hand  1 

Mer.  'T  is  mine. 

The  meeting  that  appalled  us  both  so  much 
Is  ended. 

Mil,       What  begins  now  ? 

Mer.  Happiness 

Such  as  the  world  contains  not. 

Mil.  That  is  it. 

Our  happiness  would,  as  you  say,  exceed 
The  whole  world's  best  of  blisses :  we  —  do  we 
Deserve  that  ?    Utter  to  your  soul,  what  mine 
Long  since.  Beloved,  has  grown  used  to  hear. 
Like  a  death-knell,  so  much  r^^arded  once, 
And  so  familiar  now  ;  this  will  not  be  I 

Mer.    Oh,  Mildred,  have  I  met  your  brother's 
face? 
Compelled  myself  —  if  not  to  speak  untmth. 
Yet  to  disguise,  to  shun,  to  put  aside 
The  truth,  as  —  what  ha^l  e'er  prevailed  on  me 
Save  you,  to  venture  ?    Have  1  gained  at  last 
Your  brother,  the  one  scarer  of  your  dreams. 
And  waking  thoughts'  sole  apprehension  too  ? 
Does  a  new  life,  like  a  young  sunrise,  break 
On  the  strange  unrest  of  our  night,  confused 
With  rain  and  stormy  flaw  —  and  will  you  see 
No  dripping  bloraoms.  no  fire-tinted  dK>p8 
On  each  live  spray,  no  vapor  steaming  up, 
And  no  expressless  glory  m  the  East  r 
When  I  am  by  you,  to  be  ever  by  you,^ 
When  I  have  won  you  and  may  worship  you. 
Oh.  Mildred,  can  you  sav  *"*  this  will  not  be  "  ? 

Mil.    Sin  has  surprised  us,  so  will  punishment. 

Mer.    No  —  me  alone,  who  sinned  alone  I 

Mil,  The  night 

You  likened  our  past  life  to  —  was  it  storm 
Throughout  to  you  then,  Henry  ? 

Met.  Of  your  life 

I  spoke  —  what  am  I,  what  my  life,  to  waste 
A  thought  about  when  yon  are  by  me  ?  —  yon 
It  was,  I  said  my  folly  called  the  storm 
And  pulled  the  night  upon.     'T  was  day  with 

me  — 
PervMBtnal  dawn  with  me. 

Mil.  Come  what  come  will. 

You  have  been  happy :  take  my  hand ! 
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Jlcr.  [^ter  apauK.]  How  i^ood 

Tout  biotlier  is  f   I  tiKiured  him  a  cold  — 
ShaU.  I  say,  hauiphty  man  ? 

Mil.  Thej  told  me  all. 

1  know  all. 
Mfr,  It  will  soon  be  over. 

MU.  Oirer? 

Oh,  what  is  over  ?  what  most  I  live  through 
And  say,  ^^  't  is  over  "  ?    Ib  our  meeting  over  ? 
Have  I  reeeived  in  pfttsenoe  of  them  all 
The  partner  of  my  f^uilty  love  —  with  brow 
TxrinfiT  to  seem  a  maiden's  brow  —  with  Upe 
Which  make  believe  that  when  they  strive  to 

fotm 
Replies  tc  yon  and  tremble  as  they  strive, 
It  IS  the  nearest  ever  they  approached 
A  strsnger's  .  .  .  Henry,  yours  that  stranger's 

...  lip  — 
With  cheek  that  looks  a  virffin's,  and  that  is  .  .  . 
Ah  (jk>d,  some  prodigy  of  tnine  will  ston 
This  planned  inece  ot  deliberate  wiokeoness 
In  its  birth  even  I  some  fierce  leproos  spot 
Will  mar  the  brow's  dissimulating  I    I 
Shall  murmur  no  smooth  speeches  got  by  heart, 
But,  frensied,  pour  forth  sil  our  woeful  story. 
The  love,  the  shame,  and  the  despab — with 

them 
Round  me  ^hast  ss  round  some  cursed  fount 
That  ahould  spirt  water,  and  spouts  blood.    I  '11 

not 
.  .  •  Henry,  you  do  not  wish  that  I  should 

draw 
This  vengeance  down  ?     I  '11  not  affect  a  grace 
lliat's  gone  from  me  —  gone  once,  and  gone 

forever! 
Mer.    Mildred,  my  honor  is  your  own.     I  '11 

share 
Disgnioe  I  cannot  suffer  by  myself. 
A  word  informs  your  brother  I  retrsct^ 
This  momii^'s  offer ;  time  will  yet  bring  forth 
Some  better  way  of  saving  both  of  us. 
Mil.    I  '11  meet  their  faces,  Henry  I 
M,r.  When?  to-motrowl 

Oet  done  with  it  I 

Mil.  Oh,  Henry,  not  to-morrow  I 

Next  day !    I  nerer  shall  prepare  my  words 
And  looks  and   gcstm'cs  sooner. -'How  you 

must 
Demise  met 

Jfsr.  Mildred,  break  it  if  you  choose, 

A  heart  the  lore  of  you  uplifted  —  still 
UpUf  ts,  through  this  protracted  agony. 
To  heaven  I     but,  Mildred,  answer  me,  —  first 

pace 
The  chamber  with  me  —  once  again — now,  say 
Calmly  the  part,  the  .  .  .  what  it  is  of  me 
Toa  see  cofntempt  (for  von  did  say  contempt) 
—  Contempt  for  you  in  I    I  would  pluck  it  off 
And  cast  it  from  me  I  —  but  no — no.  you  '11  not 
Repeat  ihat  ? — will  vou,  Mildred,  repeat  that  ? 
Mil.    Dear  Henry  I 

Mer.  I  was  scarce  a  boy  —  e'en  now 

What  am  I  move  ?    And  yon  were  infantine 
When  first  I  met  you  ;  why,  your  hair  fell  loose 
On  either  side  I     My  fool's-cheek  reddens  now 
Only  in  the  reesUing  how  it  burned 
That  mom  to  see  the  shape  of  many  a  dream 
~-  You  know  we  boys  axe  prodigal  of  charms 


To  her  we  dream  of —  I  had  heard  of  one, 
Had  dreamed  of  her.  and  I  was  close  to  her. 
Might  speak  to  her,  might  live  and  die  her  own. 
Who  knew  ?     I  spoke.     Oh,  Mildred,  feel  you 

not 
That  now,  while  I  remember  every  glance 
Of  yours,  each  word  of  youis,  wUh  power  to  test 
And  weigh  them  in  the  diamond  scales  of  pride, 
Hdsolved  the  treasure  of  a  first  and  last 
Heart's  love  shall  have  been  bartered  at  its 

worth, 
—  That  now  I  think  upon  ^our  purity 
And  utter  ignorance  oi  pfuilt  —  your  own 
Or  other's  guilt  —  the  girlish  undisguised 
Delight  at  a  strange  novel  prize  —  (i  talk 
A  siUy  language,  but  interpret,  you  t) 
If  I,  with  mncy  at  its  full,  and  reason 
Scarce  in  its  germ,  enjoined  you  secrecy. 
If  you  had  pity  on  my  passion,  pity 
On  my  protested  sickness  of  the  soul 
To  sit  beside  you,  hear  you  breathe,  and  watch 
Tour  eyelids  and  the  eyes  beneath  —  if  you 
Accorded  gifts  and  knew  not  they  were  gifts  — 
If  I  grew  mad  at  last  with  enterprise 
And  must  behold  my  beauty  in  her  bower 
Or  perish  —  (I  was  iniorant  of  even 
My  own  desires  —  what  then  were  you  ?)  if  sor- 
row — 
Sin  —  if  the  end  came  —  must  I  now  renounce 
My  reason,  blind  myself  to  light,  say  truth 
Is  false  and  he  to  God  and  my  own  soul  ? 
Contempt  were  all  of  this  1 

Mil.  Do  you  believe  .  .  . 

Or,  Henry,  I  '11  not  wrong  you  —  you  believe 
That  I  was  iflmorant.    I  scarce  grieve  o'er 
The  past  I    We  'U  love  on ;  you  will  love  me 

stun 

Mer.    Oh,  to  love  less  what  one  has  injured  t 
Dove, 
Whose  pinion  I  hare  rashly  hurt,  my  breast — 
Shall  my  heart's  warmth  not  nune  thee  into 

strength  r 
Flower  I  have  crushed,  shall  I  not  care  for 

thee? 
Bloom  o'er  my  crest,  mTfig^t-mark  and  device  I 
Mildred,  I  love  you  and  yon  love  me  t 

Mil.  Go ! 

Be  that  your  last  word.    I  shall  sleep  to-night. 
Mer.    This  is  not  our  last  meeling  ? 
Mil.  One  night  more. 

Mer,    And  then  —  think,  then ! 
Mil.  Then,  no  sweet  courtship-days. 

No  dawning  consciousness  of  love  for  us. 
No  strange  and  nalpitating  births  of  sense 
From  words  and  looks,  no  innocent  fears  and 

hopes. 
Reserves  and  confidences  :  morning's  over ! 
Mer.    How  else  should  love's  penected  noon- 
tide follow  ? 
All  the  dawn  promised  shall  the  day  perform. 
Mil.    So  may  it  be !  but  — 

You  are  cautions.  Love  ? 
Are  sure  that  unobserved  you  scaled  the  walls  f 
Mer.    Oh,  trust  me  I     Then  our  final  meet- 
ing 's  fixed 
To-morrow  night  ? 
MU.    Farewell!      Stay,  Henry  .  .  .  where- 
fore? 
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His  foot  is  on  the  yew-tree  bouffh :  the  turf 
Reoeives  him :  now  the  moonlifirht  as  he  nms 
Embraces  him  —  but  he  must  go  —  is  gone. 
Ah,  once  i^ain  he  turns  —  thanks,  thanks,  my 

I<oTeI 
He  ^s  gone.    Oh,  I  ^11  believe  him  every  word  ! 
I  was  so  young,  I  loved  him  so,  I  had 
No  mother,  Qod  fox^t  me,  and  I  fell. 
There  may  be  pardon  vet :  all 's  doubt  beyond. 
Solely  the  bitterness  of  death  is  past  I 


ACT  II 

Son.     The  Library. 
Enter  Lord  TassHAM,  tuutity, 

Tresh,    This  way !    In,  Gerard,  quick ! 

{_A»  QwsBjLXb  enteric  Trsbham  secure  the  tloor. 

Now  speak  I  or,  wait  — 

I  '11  bid  you  speak  directly.  [SeaU  hinue{f. 

Now  repeat 
Firmly  and  oirourastantiHlly  the  tale 
You  just  now  told  me  ;  it  eludes  me  ;  either 
I  did  not  listen,  or  the  lialf  is  gone 
Away  from  me.     How  long  have  you  lived 

here? 
Here  in  my  house,  your  father  kept  our  woods 
Before  you  ? 

Get,  —  As  his  father  did,  my  lord. 

I  have  been  eating,  sixty  years  almost, 
Your  bread. 

Tresh,        ^  Yes,  yes.    You  ever  were  of  all 
The  servant  in  my  lather^s  house.  I  know, 
The  trusted  one.    You  ^11  speak  the  truth. 

Ger,  1 11  speak 

God's  truth.    Night  after  night  .  .  . 

Tresk,  Since  when  ? 

Gtr.  At  least 

A  month  —  each  midnight  has  some  man  access 
To  Lady  Mildred's  chamber. 

Trtsh,  Tush,  "access"  — 

\o  wide  words  like  "  access  "  to  me  I 

Cr€r.  He  runs 

Along  the  woodside,  crosses  to  the  south. 
Takes  the  left  tree  that  ends  the  avenue  .  .  • 

Trtah,    The  last  great  yew-tree  ? 

Ger,  You  might  stand  upon 

The   main   boughs   like   a   platform.      Then 
he  •  .  • 

Tresh.  Quick ! 

Ger,    Climbs  up,  and,  where  they  lessen  at 
the  top, 
—  I  cannot  see  distinctly,  but  he  throws, 
I  think  —  for  this  I  do  not  vouch  —  a  line 
That  reaches  to  the  lady's  casement  — 

Tresh.  —Which 

He  enters  not !    Gerard,  some  wretched  fool 
Du«s  pry  into  my  sister's  privacy ! 
When  such  are  young,  it  seems  a  precioiis  thing 
To  have   approached,  —  to   merely   have   ap- 

^  proacned, 
Got  sight  of,  the  abode  of  her  they  set 
Their  frantic  thoughts  upon  I     He  does  not 

enter? 
Gerald? 

Ger.    There  is  a  lamp  that  ^s  full  i*  the  midst, 
Under  a  red  square  in  the  painted  glass 


Of  Lady  MUdred's  .  .  . 

Tresh.  Leave  that  name  out !    Wellf 

That  lamp? 

Ger.  —  Is  moved  at  midnight  higher  up 

To  one  pane  —  a  small  dark-blue  pane :  he  waite 
For  that  among  the  boughs :  at  sight  of  that, 
I  see  him,  plain  as  I  see  you,  ray  lord. 
Open  the  lady^s  casement,  enter  there  .  .  . 

rrf«A.  — And  stay? 

Ger.  An  hour,  two  hours. 

Tresh.  And  this  yon  saw 

Once ?  —  twice ?  —quick  ! 

Ger,  Tw^enty  times. 

Tresh.  And  what  brings  you 

Under  the  yew-trees  ? 

Ger.  The  first  night  I  left 

My  range  so  far,  to  track  the  stranger  stair 
That  broke  the  pale,  I  saw  the  man. 

Tresh.  Yet  sent 

No  cross-bow  shaft  through  the  marauder  ? 

Ger.  But 

He  came,  my  lord,  the  first  time  he  was  seen. 
In  a  great  moonlight,  light  as  any  day, 
From  Lady  Mildred's  chamber. 

Tresh.    lAfier  a  pause.]    You  have  no  cause 
—  Who  could  have  cause  to  do  my  sister  wrong  ? 

Ger.    Oh,  my  lord,  only  once  —  let  me  this 
once 
Speak  what  is  on  my  mind  I    Since  first  I  noted 
All  this,  I  've  Epx>aned  as  if  a  fiery  net 
Plucked  me  this  way  and  that  — fire  if  I  turned 
To  her,  fire  if  I  turned  to  vou,  and  fire 
If  down  I  flung  myself  ana  strove  to  die. 
The  lady  could  not  have  been  seven  years  old 
When  I  was  trusted  to  conduct  her  safe 
Through  the  deer-herd  to  stroke  the  snow-w^hite 

lawn 
I  brought  to  eat  bread  from  her  tiny  hand 
Within  a  month.    She  ever  had  a  smile 
To  greet  me  with  —  slie  ...  if  it  could  undo 
What  ^s  done,  to  lop  each  limb  from  off  this 

tnmk  .  .  . 
All  that  is  foolish  talk,  not  fit  for  you  — 
I  mean,  I  could  not  speak  and  bring  her  hurt 
For  Heaven's  compelling.     But  when  I  was 

fixed 
To  hold  my  peace,  each  morsel  of  your  food 
E^ten  beneath  your  roof,  my  birth-place  too. 
Choked  me.  I  wish  I  had  8^wn  mad  in  donbfs 
What  it  behoved  me  do.    This  mom  it  seemed 
Either  I  must  confess  to  you.  or  die : 
Now  it  is  done,  I  seem  the  vilest  wonn 
That  crawls,  to  have  betiayed  my  lady ! 

Tresh.  No  — 

No,  Gerard  I 

Ger.  Let  me  go ! 

Tresh.  A  man,  you  say  : 

What  man  ?    Young  ?     Not  a  vulgar  hind  ? 
What  dress  ? 

Ger.  A  slouched  hat  and  a  large  dark  foreign 
cloak 
Wraps  his  whole  form  ^  even  his  face  is  hid ; 
But  I  should  judge  hrni  yoimg:    no  hind,  be 
sure  I 

Tresfi.  Why? 

Ger.       He  is  ever  armed :  his  sword  projeets 
Beneath  the  cloak. 

Tresfi,  Gerard,  —  I  will  not  say 
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No  word,  no  breath  of  this  I 
6rer.  Thanks,  thanks,  my  lord  I    IGoes, 

Tbmhax  pares  the  room.    After  a  paute^ 
Oh,  thoaght  's    absurd  I  —  as  with  some  mon- 
strous fact 
Which,  when  ill  thoughts  beset  us,  seems  to 

give 
3{eroini]  God  that  made  the  sun  and  stars. 
The  waters  and  the  fp!>een  delights  of  earth, 
The  lie  I    I  apprehend  the  monstrous  fact  — 
Yet  know  the  maker  of  all  worlds  is  good. 
And  jield  my  reason  up  inadequate 
To  reconcile  what  vet  I  do  behold  — 
Blasting  my  sense  I  There  *s  cheerful  day  out- 
side: 
This  is  ray  library,  and  this  the  chair 
Mv  Either  used  to  sit  in  oarelenly 
Alter  his  soldier^faahion,  while  I  stood 
Between  his  knees  to  question  him :  and  here 
Gerard  our  gray  retainer,  —  as  he  says. 
Fed  with  our  food,  from  sire  to  son,  an  age  — 
Has  told  a  story —  I  am  to  believe ! 
That  Mildred  ...  oh,  no,  no!  both  tales  are 

true. 
Her  oure  eheek^s  story  and  the  forester^s  I 
Would  die.  or  could  she,  err  —  much  less,  oon- 

fonna 
AU  guilts  of  treachery,  of  craft,  of  .  .  .  Heaven 
Keep  me  within  its  hand  I  —  I  will  sit  here 
Untu  thowht  settle  and  I  see  my  course. 
Avert,  O  Ood,  only  this  woe  from  me ! 
lAs  he  sinks  his  head  between  his  arms  on  the  tablet 

OvsMDOuni's  vdee  is  heard  at  the  door. 
Lord  Tresham !  ISht  knocks,]  Is  Lord  Tresham 

there? 
[TSauAii,  hasiilu  turning^  pulls  doim  the  first  book 
aiore  him  and  opens  it. 

Tresk.  Come  in  I  iShe  enters. 

Ha,  Quendolen  I  —  good  morning. 

Quen.  I^othing  more  ? 

Tresh,     What  should  I  say  more  ? 

Guen.  Pleasant  question !    more  ? 

This  more.    Did  I  besiege  poor  Mildred^s  brain 
Last  night  till  dose  on  monung  with  **  the  Elarl,^* 
**  The  Earl  *'  —  whose  worth  did  1  asseverate 
Till  I  am  very  fain  to  hope  that  .  .  .  Thorold, 
What  is  all  this?    Yon  are  not  well ! 
^  Tresk.  Who,  I  ? 

You  laugh  at  me. 

Guen.  Has  what  I  *m  fain  to  hope, 

Arrived  then  ?  Does  that  huge  tome  show  some 

blot 
In  the  EArFs  ^scutcheon  come  no  longer  back 
Than  Arthur's  time  ? 

TresA,       When  left  j'ou  Mildred's  chamber  ? 

Guen,  Oh,  late  enouo'h,  I  told  you !  The  main 
thinff 
To  ask  is,  now  I  left  her  chamber,  —  sure, 
Content  yourself,  she  'U  grant  this  paragon 
Of  Earla  no  such  ungracious  .  .  . 

Tresk.  Send  her  here  I 

Guen.    Thorold  ? 

Treeh.        I  mean  —  acquaint  her,  Gueiidolen, 
—  But  mildly  I 

Guen,  Mildly  ? 

Tresh.  Ah,  you  guessed  aright  l 

I  am  not  well :  there  is  no  hidiiig  it. 
But  teU  her  I  would  see  her  at  her  leisure  — 


That  is,  at  once  t  here  in  the  library  ! 
The  passage  in  that  old  Italian  book 
We  hunted  for  so  long  is  found,  say,  fovnd  — 
And  if  I  let  it  slip  again  .  .  .  you  see, 
That  she  must  come  —  and  instantly  I 

Guen,  I  'U  die 

Piecemeal,    record    that,    if   there   have   not 

gloomed 
Some  blot  i'  the  'scutcheon ! 

Tresh,  Go  !  or,  Gnendolen, 

Be  you  at  call,  —  with  Austin,  if  you  choose,  — 
In  the  adjoining  gallery  !    There,  go : 

[GmniDOLBK  goes. 

Another  lesson  to  me !    Yon  might  bid 

A  child  disguise  his  heart's  sore,  and  conduct 

Some  sly  investigation  point  by  point 

With  a  smooth  brow,  as  well  as  nid  me  catch 

The  inouisitorial  cleverness  some  praise ! 

If  you  had  told  roe  yesterday,  "  There 's  one 

You  needs  must  circumvent  and  practise  with. 

Entrap  bv  policies,  if  you  would  worm 

The  truth  out:  and  that  one  is — Mildred!" 

There, 
There  —  reasoning  is  thrown  away  on  it ! 
Prove  she 's  unchaste  .  .  .  why,  you  may  after 

urove 
That  she  's  a  poisoner,  traitress,  what  you  will ! 
\Vhere  I  can  comprehend  naught,  naught 's  to 

say, 
Or  do,  or  think  !  Force  on  me  but  the  first 
Abomination,  —  then  outpour  all  olagues, 
Ajid  I  shall  ne'er  make  count  of  tnem ! 

{Enter  "HiLDttMD.) 
Mil,  What  book 

Is  it  I  wanted,  Thorold  ?    Gnendolen 
Thous^  you  were  pale;    yon  are  not  pale. 

lliatbook? 
That 's  Latin  surely. 

TVesh,  Mildred,  here 's  a  line, 

(Don't  lean  on  me :  I  'II  English  it  for  voa) 
''  Love  conquers  all  things."    What  love  con- 

quers  them  ? 
What  love  should  you  esteem  —  best  love  ? 
Mil.  True  love. 

Tresh,    I  mean,  and  should  have  said,  whose 

love  is  best 
Of  all  that  love  or  that  profess  to  love  ? 
Mil,     The  list 's  so  long :  there 's  father's, 

mother's,  husband's  .  .  . 
TVmA.  Mildred,  I  do  believe  a  brother'^  love 
For  a  sole  sister  must  exceed  them  all. 
For  see  now,  only  see^ !  there  's  no  alloy 
Of  earth  that  creeps  into  the  perfect'st  gold 
Of  other  loves  —  no  gratitude  to  claim ; 
You  never  gave  her  life,  not  even  anprht 
That  keeps  life  —  never  tended  her,  instructed. 
Enriched  her  —  so,  vonr  love  can  claim  no  right 
O'er  her  save  pure  love's  claim  :  that 's  what  I 

call 
Freedom  from  earthliness.    You  '11  never  hope 
To  be  such  friends,  for  instance,  she  and  you. 
As  when  you  hunted  cowslips  in  the  woods 
Or  played  t<Hrether  in  the  meadow  hay. 
Oh  yes  —  with  age,  respect  comes,  and  your 

worth 
Is  felt,  there  's  growing  sjmipathy  of  tastes. 
There  's  ripened  friendship,  there  's  confinui*d 

esteem : 
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—  Mnoh  hend  theM  make  againsfe   the 

comer  I 
The  starUing  apparition,  the  Btninge  voath  — 
Whom  one  hAu-bonr^s  oonversinsr  with,  or,  tay. 
Mere  eazing  at,  shall  change  (heyond  all  change 
This  Qyid  ever  eanfi  about;  yonr  soul 
. . .  Her  eouL,  that  is,  —  the  sister^s  sool !  With 

her 
'T  was  winter  yesterday ;  now,  all  is  warmth, 
The  ^reen  leai  s  springing  and  the  turtle^s  voice, 
"  Arise  and  come  away  I "  Come  whither  ?  — 

far 
Enough  from  the  esteem,  respect,  and  all 
The  bruther^s  somewhat  insignificant 
Array  of  rights  I    All  which  he  knows  before, 
Has  calculated  on  so  long  ago  I 
I  think  such  love,  (apart  from  yours  and  mine,) 
Contented  with  its  little  term  of  life, 
Intending  to  retire  betimes,  aware 
How  soon  the  background  must  be  place  for  it, 

—  I  think,  am  sure,  a  brother^s  love  exceeds 
All  the  world's  love  in  its  unworldliness. 

Mil,    What  is  this  for  ? 

Tresh.  This,  MUdied,  is  it  for  t 

Or,  no,  I  cannot  go  to  it  so  soon  I 
That  *s  one  of  many  points  npr  haste  left  out  — 
Each  day,  each  hour  throws  forth  its  silk-slight 

fOm 
Between  the  being  tied  to  yon  by  birth. 
And  yon,  until  those  slender  throads  oompose 
A  weD  that  shrouds  her  daily  life  of  hopes 
And  fears  and  fancies,  all  her  life,  from  youn : 
So  cdose  you  live  and  yet  so  far  apart ! 
And  must  I  rend  this  web,  tear  up,  break  down 
The  sweet  and  palpitating  mystery 
That  makes  her  sacred  ?  You  —  for  yon  I  mean, 
Shall  I  speak,  shall  I  not  speak  ? 

Mil.  Speak! 

Tresh.  I  will. 

Is  there  a  story  men  could  -*■  any  man 
Could  tell  of  >on,  you  would  conceal  from  me  ? 
I  'n  never  think  there  *s  falsehood  on  that  lip. 
Say  ''  There  is  no  such  story  men  could  tell, 
And  I  *11  believe  you,  though  I  disbelieve 
The  world  —  the  world  of  better  men  than  I, 
And  women  such  as  I  suppose  yon.    Speak  ! 
[AJter  a  pauae,]    Not  SMak  ?    Explain  then ! 

Clear  it  up  then  I    Move 
Some  of  the  miserable  weight  away 
Tliat  presses  lower  than  the  grave !    Not  apeak  ? 
Some  of  the  dead  weight,  Mildred  !    Ah,  if  I 
Could  bring  myself  to  plainly  make  their  chaiire 
Against  you  I    Must  I.  Mildred  ?    Silent  still  ? 
[After  a  pause,]    Is  there  a  gallant  that  has 

night  by  night 
Admittance  t«  your  chamber  ? 

[After  a  pause,]  Tlien,  his  name  ! 

Till  now,  I  only  had  a  tliought  for  you : 
But  now,  —  his  name ! 

Mil.  Thorold,  do  you  devise 

Fit  expiation  for  my  guilt,  if  fit 
Tliere  be  !    *T  is  naught  to  say  that  I  '11  endure 
And  bless  you,  —  that  my  spirit  yearns  to  puige 
Her  stains  off  in  the  fierce  renewinf^  fire : 
But  do  not  plunge  me  into  other  giult ! 
Oil.  guilt  enough  I    I  cannot  tell  his  name. 

Tretth.    Then  judge  yourself !    How  should  I 
act  ?    Pronounce ! 
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MiL    Oh,  Thorold,  yon  mnst  never  tempt  ma 
thus! 
To  die  here  in  this  chamber  by  that  sword 
Would  seem  like  punishment :  so  diould  I  glide. 
Like  an  arch-cheat,  into  extremest  bliss  I 
'T  were  easily  arranged  for  me :  but  yon  — 
What  would  become  of  you  ? 

Tresh.  And  what  will  now 

Become  of  me  ?   I  '11  hide  your  shame  and  mine 
From  every  eye  ;  the  dead  must  heave  their 

hearts 
Under  the  marble  of  our  chapel-floor; 
They  cannot  rise  and  blast  yon.    You  may  wed 
Your  paramour  above  our  mother's  tomb ; 
Our  mother  cannot  move  from  'neath  your  foot. 
We  too  will  somehow  wear  this  one  day  out : 
But  with  to-morrow  hastens  here — the  Earl ! 
The  youth  without  snmucion  face  can  come 
From    heaven,  and    heart   frono  .  .  .  whence 

proceed  such  hearts? 
I  have  dispatched  last  night  at  yvvr  oommand 
A  missive  bidding  him  present  himself 
To-morrow  —  here  —  thus  much  is  said  ;   the 

rest 
Is  understood  as  if  't  were  written  down  — 
^^His  suit  finds  favor  in   year  eyes."     Now 

dictate 
This  morning's  letter  that  shall  conutermand 
Last  night's  —  do  dictate  that ! 

Mil,  But,  Thorold  —  if 

I  will  receiye  him  as  I  said  ? 

Tresh.  The  Earl  f* 

Mil.    I  will  receive  him. 

Tresh.  [Starting  up,]  Ho  there  I  Ghtendolen  ! 
(GusHDOLSN  and  Aurmr  enter.) 

And,  Austin,  yon   are  welcome,  too!     Look 

there! 

The  woman  there  I 

Aus.  and  Guen.      How?    Mildred? 

Tresh,  Mildred  oMe ! 

Now  the  receiver  night  by  night,  when  sleep 
Blesses  the  inmates  of  her  father's  house, 
—  I  say^  the  soft  sly  wanton  that  receives 
Her  guilt's  aooomplioe  'neath  this  roof  wlneh 

holds 
You,  Guendolen,  yon,  Austin,  and  has  held 
A  thousand  Treshams  —  never  one  like  her  I 
No  lighter  of  the  signal-lamp  her  quick 
Foul  breath  near  quenches  in  hot  eagemeas 
To  mix  with  breath  as  foul  I  no  loosener 
O'  the  lattice,  practised  in  the  stealthy  tread, 
The  low  voice  and  the  noiseless  oome-and*go  I 
Not  one  composer  of  the  bacchant's  mien 
Into  —  what  you  thought  Mildred's,  in  a  word  ! 
Know  her ! 

Guen.       Oh.  Mildred,  look  to  me,  at  least  I 
Thorold — she  s  dead,  I'd  say,  but  that  she 

stands 
Rigid  as  stone  and  whiter ! 

Tresh,  Yon  hare  heard  .  .  . 

Guen.    Too  much  !     You  must  proceed  no 
further. 

Mil,  Yea- 

Proceed !    All 's  truth.    Go  from  me ! 

Tresh,  All  is  truth. 

She  tells  yon  I    Well,  yon  know,  or  ought  to 

know, 
All  this  I  would  forgive  in  her.    I  'd  con 
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Each  preoept  the  harsh  world  enjoins,  I  *d  take 

Onr  ancestors'  stem  verdiots  one  by  one, 

I  ^d  bind  m^rself  before  them  to  exaot 

The  prescribed  yengeanoe  —  and  one  word  of 

hers, 
The  neht  of  her,  the  bare  least  memory 
Of  Mimred,  my  one  sister,  my  heart's  pride 
Above  all  prides,  my  all  in  aU  so  long. 
Would  scatter  eveiY  trace  of  my  resoWe. 
What  were  it  silently  to  waste  away 
And  see  her  waste  away  from  this  day  forth. 
Two  scathe  things  with  leisui'e  to  repent, 
And  now  acquainted  with  the  grave,  and  die 
Tired  out  if  not  at  peace,  and  be  forgotten  ? 
It  were  not  so  impossible  to  bear. 
Bat  this  —  that,  fresh  from  last  night's  pledge 

renewed 
Of  loye  with  the  sncoesBf ol  gallant  there. 
She  ealndy  bids  me  help  her  to  entice. 
Inveigle  an  unconscious  trusting  youth 
Who  thinks  her  all  that 's  chaste  and  good  and 

pore, 

—  Invites  me  to  betray  him  .  .  .  who  so  fit 
As  honor's  self  to  cover  shame's  arch-deed  ? 

—  That  she  '11  receive  Lord  Mertoun  —  (her  own 

phrase)  — 
Hus,  who  oonld  bear  ?    Why,  you  have  heard 

of  thieves, 
Stabbexs,  the  earth's  disgrace,  who  yet  have 

laughed, 
''Talk  not  to  me  of  torture  —  I  'U  betray 
No  comrade  I  've  pledged  faith  to  I     —  yon 

have  heard 
Of  wretched  women — all  but  Mildreds  —  tied 
By  wild  illicit  ties  to  losels  vile 
Yon  'd  tempt  them   to  forsake ;  and  they  '11 

"  Gold,  mends,  repute,  I  left  for  him,  I  find 
la  him,  whv  should  I  leave  him  then  for  gold, 
Bepnte  or  iriends  ?  "  —  and  you  have  felt  your 

heart 
Bespond  to  such  poor  outcasts  of  the  world 
As  to  so  many  friends ;  bad  as  yon  please, 
You've  felt  they  were  Qod's  men  and  women 

stiU. 
So,  not  to  be  disowned  by  you.    But  she 
That  stands  there,  calmly  gives  her  lover  up 
As  means  to  wed  the  Earl  that  she  may  hiae 
Their  intercourse  the  surelier :  and,  for  this, 
I  enise  her  to  her  face  before  von  ail. 
Shame  hunt  her  from  the  earth  1    Then  Heayen 

do  right 
To  both  1    It  hears  me  now — shall  judge  her 

then  I 
lA*  MiLDBMDfainti  and/all*^  TsiSHAii  rushes  out. 
Aus.    Stay,  Tresham,  we  '11  accompany  you  ! 
GueH.  We? 

What,     and     leave     MUdred?     We?     Why, 

where 's  my  place 
But  by  her  side,  and  where  yours  but  by  mine  ? 
Ifildred  —  one  word  I    Only  look  at  me,  then  1 
Aus.    No,    GuendolenI     I    echo    Thorold's 

yoioe. 
She  is  unworthy  to  behold  .  .  . 

Guen.  ,   Us  two? 

If  yon  spoke  on  reflection^  and  if  I 
Approved  yoor  speech  —  if  you  (to  put  the  thing 
At  lowest)  yon  the  soldier,  boaiid  to  make 


The  king's  cause  yonrsand  fight  for  it,  and 

throw 
Regard  to  others  of  its  rig^t  or  wrong, 

—  If  with  a  death-white  woman  you  can  help. 
Let  alone  sister,  let  alone  a  Mildred, 

Yon  left  her  —  or  if  I.  her  cousin,  fnend 
This  morning,  playfellow  but  yesterday, 
Who  said,  or  thought  at  least  a  thousand  times, 
*'I'd  serve  yon  3  I  could,"  should  now  face 

round 
And  say,  '*  Ah,  that 's  to  only  signify 
I  'd  serve  jrou  while  you  're  fit  to  serve  yourself 
JSo  long  as  fifty  eyes  await  the  turn 
Of  yours  to  forestall  its  yet  half -formed  wish, 
I  'ii  proffer  my  assistaiice  prou  '11  not  need  — 
When  every  tonsrne  is  praising  you,  I  '11  join 
The  praisers'  cnoms  --  when  yon  're  hemmed 

about 
With  lives  between  you  and  detraction  —  lives 
To  be  laid  down  if  a  rude  voice,  rash  eye, 
Rou^h  hand  should  violate  the  sacred  ring 
Their  worship  throws  about  you,  —  then  indeed, 
Who  '11  stand  up  for  ^ou  stout  as  I  ?  "    If  so 
We  said,  and  so  we  did,  —  not  Mildred  there 
Would  be  unworthy  to  behold  us  both. 
But  we  should  be  unworthy,  both  of  us. 
To  be  beheld  by  -~  by  —  your  meanest  dog. 
Which,  if  that  sword  were  broken  in  your 

lace 
Before  a  crowd,  that  badge  torn  off  your  breast. 
And  you  east  out  with  hooting  and  contempt, 

—  Would  push  his  way  through  all  the  hooters. 

gain 
Your  side,  go  off  with  you  and  all  your  shame 
To  the  next  ditch  you  choose  to  die  in  1   Austin 
Do  you  love  me  ?    Here 's  Austin,  Mildred,  •^ 

here  's 
Your  brother  says  he  does  not  believe  half  — 
No,  nor  half  that  —  of  all  he  heard  I    He  says. 
Look  up  and  take  his  hand ! 

A  H*.  Look  up  and  take 

My  hand,  dear  Mildred  1 

Mil.  I  —  I  was  so  young  I 

Beside,  I  loved  him,  Thorold  — and  I  had 
No  mother :  God  forgot  me :  so,  I  fell. 

Grtten.    Mildred  I 

Mil.  Re<^uire  no  further  I    Did  I  dream 

That  I  could  palliate  what  is  done  ?   All 's  true. 
Now,  punish  me  1    A  woman  takes  mv  hand  ? 
Let  go  my  hand  I    You  do  not  know,  I  see. 
I  thought  that  Thorold  told  you. 

Guen.  What  is  this  ? 

Where  start  you  to  ? 

Mil.  Oh,  Austin,  loosen  me  I 

You  heard  the  whole  of  it  —  your  eyes  were 

worse. 
In  their  surprise,  than  Thorold's  I    Oh,  unless 
You  stay  to  execute  his  sentence,  loose 
My  hand  I    Has  Thorold  gone,  and  are  yon  here  ? 

Guen,  Here,  Mildred,  we  two  friends  of  yours 
will  wait 
Your  bidding  ;  be  you  silent,  sleep  or  muse  I 
Only,  when  you  shall  want  your  bidding  done. 
How  can  we  do  it  if  we  are  not  by  ? 
Here 's  Austin  waiting  patiently  your  will  I 
One  spirit  to  command,  and  one  to  love 
And  to  believe  in  it  and  do  its  best. 
Poor  as  that  is,  to  help  it  —  why,  the  world 
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Has  been  won  many  a  time,  its  length  and 

breadth, 
By  just  such  a  beginning ! 

Mil.  I  believe 

If  once  I  threw  my  arms  about  your  neck 
And  sunk  my  heaa  upon  your  breast,  that  I 
Should  weep  again. 

Guen.  Let  go  her  hand  now,  Austin ! 

Wait  for  me.    Pace  the  gallery  and  think 
On  the  world  ^s  seemiugs  and  realities, 
Until  I  call  you.       ^  [Aottih  goe*. 

Mil»  No  —  I  cannot  weep. 

No  more  tears  from  this  brain  —  no  sleep  —  no 
tears! 

0  Guendolen,  I  love  yon ! 

Guen.  Yes :  and  **  love  " 

Is  a  short  word  that  says  so  very  much  ! 
It  says  that  you  confide  in  me. 

Mil.  Confide ! 

Gtten.    Your  lover's  name,  then  1    I  \e  so 
much  to  learn, 
Ere  I  can  work  in  your  behalf  I 

Mil.  My  friend, 

You  know  I  cannot  tell  his  name. 

Guen,  At  least 

He  is  your  lover  ?  aud  von  love  him  too  ? 

Mil.    Ah,  do  you  ask  me  that  ?  —  but  I  am 
fallen 
So  low  1 

Guen.  Yon  love  him  still,  then  ? 

Mil.  My  sole  prop 

Against  the  guilt  that  crushes  me  I    I  say. 
Each  night  ere  I  lie  down,  **  I  was  so  young  — 

1  had  no  mother,  and  I  loved  him  so  I '' 
And  then  God  seems  indulgent,  and  I  dare 
Trust  him  my  soul  in  sleep. 

Guen.  How  could  you  let  us 

£*en  talk  to  you  about  Lord  Mertoun  then  ? 

Mil.  There  is  a  cloud  around  me. 

Guen.  ^   ^       ^    But  yon  said 

Ton  would  receive  his  suit  in  spite  of  this  ? 

Mil.  I  say  there  is  a  cloud  .  .  . 

Guen.  No  cloud  to  me ! 

Lord  Mertoun  and  your  lover  are  the  same ! 

Mil.  What  maddest  fancy  .  .  . 

Guen.   [Calling  cdoud.]  Austin !  (spare  your 
pains  — 
When  1  have  got  a  truth,  that  truth  I  keep)  — 

Mil.    By  all  you  love,  sweet  Guendolen,  for- 
bearl 
Have  I  confided  in  you  ... 

Guen.  Just  for  this  ! 

Austin !  —  Oh,  not  to  guess  it  at  the  first ! 
But  I  did  ^ess  it  —  tnat  is,  I  divined. 
Felt  bv  an  instinct  how  it  was :  why  else 
Should  I  pronounce  you  free  from  all  that  heap 
Of  sins  wnich  had  been  irredeemable  ? 
I  felt  they  were  not  yours  —  what  other  way 
Than  this,  not  yours?    The  secret's  wholly 
mine ! 

Mil.  If  von  would  see  me  die  before  his  face . . . 

Guen.  I M  hold  my  peace  I    And  if  the  Earl 
returns 
To-night  ? 

Mil.         Ah  Heaven,  he 's  lost ! 

Guen.  I  thought  so.    Austin  I 

{Enter  Ausmr.) 
Oh,  where  have  you  been  hiding  ? 


Aus.  Thorold  's  gone, 

I  know  not  how,  across  the  meadow-land. 
I  watched  him  till  I  lost  him  in  the  skirts 
O'  the  beeoh-wood. 

Guen.  Grone  ?    All  tliwarts  us. 

Mil.  Thorold  too  ? 

Guen.    I  have  thought.    First  lead  thb  Mil- 
dred to  her  room. 
Go  on  the  other  side ;  and  then  we  11  seek 
Your  brother :  and  I '11  tell  you,  by  the  wa^^. 
The  greatest  comfort  in  the  world.    You  said 
There^  was  a  clue  to  all.    Remember,  Sweet, 
He  said  there  was  a  due  !    I  hold  it.    Come  ! 


ACT  III 

ScKXX  I.     The  end  of  the  Yetr-tree  Arenve  under 
OBED*8  tnndow.    A  light  seen  through  a  central  red 
peine. 

Enter  Trsbbam  through  the  trees. 

Tresh.    Again  here  !    But  I  cannot  lose  my- 
self. 
The  heath  —  the  orchard  —  I  have  traversed 

glades 
And  dells  and  bosky  paths  which  used  to  lead 
Into  green  wild-wood  depths,  bewildering 
M^  boy's  adventurous  step.    And  now  they  tend 
Hither  or  soon  or  late ;  the  blackest  sliade 
Breaks  up,  the  thronged  trunks  of  the  trees  ope 

wide, 
And  the  dim  turret  I  have  fled  from,  fronts 
Again  my  step ;  the  very  river  put 
Its  wan  about  me  and  conducted  me 
To  this  detested  spot.    Why  then,  I  '11  shun 
Their  will  no  longer :  do  your  will  with  me ! 
Oh,  bitter !    To  have  reared  a  towering  scheme 
Of  happiness,  and  to  behold  it  raxed, 
Were  nothii^ :  all  men  ho])e,  and  see  their  bopefl 
Frustrate,  and  grieve  awhile,  and  hope  anew. 
But  I  ...  to  hope  that  from  a  line  Uke  ours 
No  horrid  prodigy  like  this  would  spring. 
Were  just  as  though  I  hoped  that  from  Uiese  old 
Confederates  against  the  severely  day. 
Children  of  older  and  yet  older  sires. 
Whose  living  coral  berries  dropped,  as  now 
On  me,  on  many  a  baron's  surooat  once. 
On  many  a  beauty's  wimple  —  would  proceed 
No  poison-tree,  to  thrust,  from  hell  its  root, 
Hitner  and  thither  its  strange  snaky  amis. 
Why  came  I  here  ?    What  must  I  do?   [A  bell 

strikes.]  A  bell  ? 
Midnight !  and  'tis  at  midnight  .  .  .  Ah,  I  catcli 
—  Woods,  river,  plains,  I  catch  your  meauinfir 

now. 
And  I  obey  yon !    Hist  I    This  tree  will  serve. 
life  retire*  behind  one  of  the  trees.     After  a  pause, 
enter  Hkbtouh  looked  as  before. 
Mer.  Not  time !    Beat  out  thy  last  voluptuous 

beat 
Of  hope  and  fear,  my  heart!    I  thought  the 

clock 
I'  the  chapel  struck  as  I  was  pushing  through 
The  ferns.    And  so  I  shall  no  more  see  rise 
My  love-star  t    Oh,  no  matter  for  the  past  I 
So  much  the  more  delicious  task  to  watch 
Mildred  revive  :  to  pluck  out,  thorn  by  thorn, 
AU  traces  of  the  rough  forbidden  path 
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My  rash  love  lured  her  to !    Each  day  most  see 
ixnne  fear  of  hers  effaced,  some  hope  renewed : 
Then  there  will  he  saipriseSf  nnforeseen 
Delights  in  store.    I  Ul  not  regrret  the  past. 

£  Tke  light  is  placed  above  in  the  purple  pane. 
And  see,  my  sipial  rises,  Mildred's  star  I 
I  nerer  saw  it  lovelier  than  now 
It  rises  for  the  last  time.    If  it  sets, 
T  IB  that  the  reassuring  sun  may  dawn. 
[.-!«  he  prepare*  to  ancend  the  laH  tree  0/  the  avenue ^ 

TsauiAX  arreet*  hi*  arm. 
Unhand  me  —  peasuit,  by  your  grasp !    Here 's 

gold. 
'T  was  a  mad  freak  of  mine.    I  said  I  'd  plnok 
A  branch  from  the  white-blossomed  shrub  be- 
neath 
The  easement  there.    Take  this,  and  hold  your 
peace. 

Tresh.  Into  the  moonlight  yonder,  come  with 
me ! 
Oat  of  the  shadow. 

Mer.  I  am  armed,  fool  I 

Trtth.  Yes, 

Or  no  ?    You  ^11  come  into  the  light,  or  no  ? 
My  hand  is  on  your  throat  —  refuse  1  — 

Mer.  Tliat  voice  I 

Where  have  I  heard  .  .  .  no  —  that  was  mild 

and  slow. 
I  '11  oome  with  you.  IThey  advance. 

Tresk.    You  re  armed :  that 's  well.    Declare 
Your  name :  who  are  you  ? 

Mer.  (Tresham  I  —  she  is  lost  I) 

Treth.  Oh,  silent?    Do  you  know,  you  bear 
yourself 
Eacaetly  as,  in  curious  dreams  I  Ve  had 
How  felons,  this  wild  earth  is  full  of,  look 
When  they're  detected,  still  your  kind  has 

looked ! 
The  bravo  holds  an  assured  countenance, 
The  thief  is  voluble  and  plausible, 
But  silently  the  slave  of  lust  has  crouched 
When  I  have  fancied  it  before  a  man. 
Your  name ! 

Mer.  1  do  conjure  Lord  Tresham  —  ay, 

Ktssing  his  foot,  if  so  I  might  prevail  — 
That  he  for  his  own  sake  forbear  to  ask 
My  name !    As  heaven 's  above,  his  future  weal 
Or  woe  depends  uj^  my  silence  I    Vain  I 
I  read  your  white  inexorable  face. 
Know  me,  Lord  Tresham ! 

[He  throw*  off  hi*  disguite*. 

Tresh.  Mertoun  1 

{After  a  pause,^  Draw  now  1 

Mer.  Hear  me 

But  speak  first ! 

Treih.  Not  one  least  word  on  your  life ! 

Be  sore  that  I  will  strangle  in  your  throat 
The  least  word  that  informs  me  how  you  live 
And  yet  seem  what  you  seem !  No  doubt  'twas 

you 
Taught  Mildred  still  to  keep  that  face  and  sin. 
We  should  join  hands  in  frantic  sympathy 
If  you  once  taught  me  the  unteactiable,^ 
£bq>lained  how  you  can  live  so,  and  so  lie. 
With  God^s  help  I  retain,  despite  my  sense, 
The  old  belief  —  a  life  like  yours  is  still 
Imponible.    Now  draw  I 

Met,  Not  for  my  sake. 


Do  I  entreat  a  heariiur  —  for  your  sake. 
And  most,  for  her  sake  I 

Trtih.  Ha  ha,  what  should  I 

Know  of  your  ways  ?  A  miscreant  like  yourself. 
How  most  one  rouse  his  ire  ?  A  blow  ?  —  that 's 

pride 
No  doubt,  to  him !    One  spurns  him,  does  one 

not? 
Or  sets  the  foot  upon  his  mouth,  or  spits 
Into  his  face  1   Come !    Which,  or  all  of  these  ? 

Mer.    'Twist   him   and   me   and   Mildred. 
Heaven  be  jndffe ! 
Can  I  avoid  this  ?    Have  your  will,  my  lord  1 

\_He  dratr*  and^  after  0  few  pa**e*^  fail*. 

Tresh.    Yon  are  not  hurt  ? 

Mer.  You  '11  hear  me  now ! 

Tresh.  But  rise  t 

Mer.    Ah,  Tresham,  say  I  not  *^  you '11  hear 
me  now !  " 
And  what  proeuree  a  man  the  right  to  speak 
In  his  defence  before  hvs  fellow  man, 
But  —  I  suppose  —  the  thought  that  presently 
He  may  have  leave  to  speak  before  his  God 
His  whole  defence  ? 

Tresh,  Not  hurt  ?    It  cannot  be  ! 

You  made  no  effort  to  rueist  me.    Where 
Did  my  sword  reach  yon  ?    Why  not  have  re« 

turned 
My  thrusts  ?    Hurt  where  ? 

Mer.  My  lord  — 

JVesh.  How  young  he  Ls  I 

Mer.    Lord  Tresham,  I  am  very  young,  and 
yet 
I  have  entangled  other  lives  with  mine. 
Do  let  me  speak,  and  do  believe  my  speech  I 
That  when  I  die  before  you  presently,  — 

Tresh.    Can  you  stay  here  till  I  return  with 
help? 

Mer.    Oh,  stay  by  me  !    AVhen  I  was  less 
than  boy 
I  did  you  grievous  wrong  and  knew  it  not  — 
Upon  my  honor,  knew  it  not  I    Once  known, 
I  could  not  find  what  seemed  a  better  way 
To  right  you  than  I  took :  my  life  —  you  feel 
How  less  than  nothing  were  the  giving  you 
The  life  you  've  taken !    But  I  thought  my  way 
The  better  —  only  for  vour  sake  and  hers : 
And  as  you  have  decided  otherwise, 
Would  1  had  an  infinity  of  lives 
To  offer  you !    Now  say  —  instruct  me — think  I 
Can  you,  from  the  brief  minutes  I  have  left. 
Eke  out  my  reparation  ?    Oh  think  --  think  ! 
For  I  must  wnng  a  partial  —  dare  I  say, 
For^veness  from  you,  ere  I  die  ? 

Tresh,  I  do 

Forgive  you. 

Mer.  Wait  and  ponder  that  great  word ! 

Because,  if  you  forgive  me,  I  shall  hope 
To  speak  to  you  of  —  Mildred ! 

Tresh.  Mertoun,  haste 

And  anger  have  undone  us.   'T  is  not  you 
Should  tell  me  for  a  novelty  you  're  young, 
Thoughtless,  unable  to  recall  the  past. 
Be  but  your  pardon  ample  as  my  own ! 

Mer.    Ah, Tresham,  that  a  sword-stroke  and 
a  drop 
Of  blood  or  two,  should  bring  all  this  about  I 
Why,  't  was  my  very  fear  of  you,  my  love 
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Of  yoa  —  (what  pafldoii  like  a  boy's  for  one 
Like  yon  ?)  —  that  mined  me  1    I  dreamed  of 

yon  — 
Ton,  lul  aoeomoliBhed,  courted  everywhere. 
The  scholar  and  the  gentleman.    I  bumed 
To  knit  myself  to  you  :  but  I  was  young. 
And  your  surpassing  reputation  kept  me 
80  far  aloof !    Oh,  wherefore  all  tluit  love  ? 
With  less  of  love,  my  glorious  yesterday 
Of  praise  and  gentlest  words  and  kindest  looks. 
Had  taken  place  perchance  tax  months  ago. 
Even  now,  how  happy  we  had  been  I      And  yet 
I  know   the    thought    of   this   escaped   yon, 

Treshaml 
Let  me  look  up  into  your  face ;  I  feel 
*T  is  changed  above  me :  yet  my  eyes  axe  glased. 
Where?  where? 

lAt  he  endeavor*  to  raUe  /dmte{f  hit  eye  eatehet  the 

lamp. 

Ah,  Mildred  I    What  will  MUdred  do  ? 
Tresham,  her  life  is  bound  up  in  the  life 
That's  bleeding  fast  away  I    I'll  live  —  must 

live, 
There,  if  you  '11  onlv  turn  me  I  shall  live 
And  save  her  I    Tresham  —  oh,  had  you  but 

heard! 
Had  you  but  heard  I    What  right  was  yours  to 

set 
The  thoughtless  foot  upon  her  Hfe  and  mine. 
And  then  say,  as  we  perish,  '^  Had  I  thought, 
All  had  gone  otherwise  "  ?    We  've  sinned  and 

die  : 
Never  you  sin.  Lord  Tresham !  for  you  '11  die, 
And  God  will  judge  you. 

TVetA.  Yes,  be  satisfied ! 

That  process  is  begun. 

Mer.  And  she  sits  there 

Waiting  for  me  !    Now,  say  you  this  to  her  — 
You,  not  another  —  sav.  I  saw  him  die 
As  he  breathed  this,     t  love  her  "  —  yon  don't 

know 
What  those  three  small  words  mean !  Say,  lov- 
ing her 
Lowers  me  down  the  bloody  slope  to  death 
With  memories  ...  I  speak  to  her,  not  you, 
Who  had  no  pity,  will  have  no  remorse,^ 
Perchance  intend  her  .  .  .  Die  along  with  me« 
Dear  Mildred  1    't  is  so  easy,  and  yon  '11  'scape 
So  much  nnkindness  !    Can  I  lie  at  rest. 
With  rude  speech  spoken  to  you,  ruder  deeds 
Done  to  yon  ?  —  heartless  men  shall  have  my 

heart, 
And  I  tied  down  with  grave-clothes  and  the 

worm, 
Aware,  perhaps,  of  every  blow  —  oh  God  !  — 
Upon  those  lips  —  yet  of  no  power  to  tear 
The  felon   stripe  by  utripe !      Die,  Mildred ! 

Leave 
Their  honorable  world  to  them  I    For  God 
We  *re  good  enough,  though  the  world  easts  us 

ont.  [^  wkutle  U  htard, 

Tresh.    Ho,  Gerard  I 
{Enter  Gbbibd,  Ausiim  and  Ovbmdolbn,  teiih  lighte.) 

No  one  speak  !    You  see  what 's  done. 
I  cannot  bear  another  voice. 

Mer.  There 'slight — 

Light  aU  about  me,  and  I  move  to  it. 
Tresham,  did  I  not  tell  you  —  did  yon  not 


Just  promise  to  deliver  words  of  mine 
To  Mildred  ? 
Treth,  I  will  bear  those  words  to  her. 

Mer.    Now? 

Tresk,    Now.    Lift  jron  the  body,  and  leave 
me 
The  head. 

[il«  they  /tare  half  raUed  MasToim,  he  iumt  *udde»ly. 
Mer.    I  knew  they  turned  me :  turn  me  not 
from  her ! 
There !  stay  vou  !  there  I  t^>»«* 

Chien.    [After  a  pause.]    Austin,  remain  yon 
here 
With  Thorold  until  Gerard  eomes  with  help : 
Then  lead  him  to  his  chamber.    I  must  gt> 
To  MUdred. 

Tmk.  Guendolen,  I  hear  each  word 

You  utter.    Did  you  hear  him  bid  me  ^ve 
His  message  ?     Did  you  hear  my  promise  ?    I, 
And  only  I,  see  Mildred. 
Guen.  She  will  die. 

Tresh.    Oh  no,  she  will  not  die  I    I  dare  not 
hope 
Shell  die.    What  ground  have  yon  to  think 

she  'U  die  ? 
Why,  Austin 's  with  you  I 

Aus.  Had  we  but  arrived 

Before  you  fought ! 

Tresh.  There  was  no  fight  at  all. 

He  let  me  slaughter  him  —  the  bov  I    I  '11  truat 
The  body  there  to  you  and  Gerara  —  thus  I 
Now  bear  him  on  before  me. 
A  us.  Whither  bear  him  f 

Tresh.  Oh,  to  my  chamber  !    When  we  meet 
there  next, 
We  shall  be  friends. 

IThey  bear  out  the  body  o/Msnouv. 

Will  she  die,  Guendolen  ? 

Guen.    Where  are  you  taking  me  ? 

Tresh.  He  fell  iust  here. 

Now  answer  me.    Shall  you  in  your  whole  life 

—  You  who  have  naught  to  do  with  Mertoun*s 

fate. 
Now  you  have  seen  his  breast  npon  the  turf, 
Shall  you  e'er  walk  this  way  if  you  can  help  ? 
When  you  and  Austin  wanaer  arm-in-arm 
Through  our  ancestral  grounds,  will  not  a  shade 
Be  ever  on  the  meadow  and  the  waste  — 
Another  kind  of  shade  than  when  the  night 
•Shuts  the  woodside  with  all  its  whispers  up  ? 
But  will  you  ever  so  forget  his  breast 
As  carelessly  to  cross  this  bloody  turf 
Under  the  black  yew  avenue  ?    That 's  well  I 
Yon  turn  your  head  :  and  I  then  ?  — 

Guen.  ^  ^    What  is  done 

Is  done.    My  care  is  for  the  living.    Thorold, 
Hear  up  against  this  burden :  more  remains 
To  set  the  neck  to ! 

Tresh.  Dear  and  ancient  trees 

My  fathers  planted,  and  I  loved  so  well ! 
What  have  1  done  that,  like  some  fabled  crime 
Of  yore,  lets  loose  a  Fury  leading  thus 
Her  miserable  dance  amidst  you  idl  ? 
Oh,  never  more  for  me  shall  winds  intone 
With  all  your  tops  a  vast  antiphony. 
Demanding  and  responding  in  God  s  praise ! 
Hers  ye  are  now,  not  mine  !    Farewell  —  fare* 
weUI 
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Bonn  n.    MiLOBBO^s  Chamber.    Miloud  alone. 

Mil.    He  ooiues  not  t    I  haye  heard  of  thote 
who  seeeined 
Retoorcelen  in  prasperitj,  — yon  thonirht 
SooTOW  miflrht  amy  them  when  she  listed ;  yet 
Did  thev  so  gather  up  their  diffused  straoKth 
At  her  niet  menace,  that  they  bade  her  stiike. 
And  stood  and  lauff hed  her  subtlest  skill  to 

seom. 
Oh,  H  is  not  so  with  nie  I    The  first  woe  fell, 
And  the  rest  fall  upon  it,  nut  on  nie  : 
Else  sbofild  I  bear  that  Henry  oomes  not  ?  ~ 

fails 
Just  this  first  niirht  out  of  so  many  niglits  ? 
liOTine  is  done  with.    Were  he  sitting  now, 
As  BO  lew  hours  since,  on  that  seat,  we  M  lore 
No  more  — contrive  no  thousand  happy  ways 
To  hide  love  from  the  loveless,  any  more. 
I  think  I  might  have  urged  some  little  point 
In  mv  defence,  to  Thorold ;  he  was  breathless 
For  tne  least  hint  of  a  def  enoe :  but  no, 
The  first  shame  over,  all  that  would  mi^ht  fall. 
No  Henry  \    Yet  i  merely  nt  and  think 
The  mom's  deed  o^er  and  o^er.    I  must  have 

crept 
Out  of  myself.    A  Mildred  that  has  lost 
Her  lover  —  oh,  I  dare  not  look  upon 
Such  woe  1    I  crouch  away  from  it !    'T  is  she, 
Mildred,   will  break  her  heart,  not  I!    The 

world 
Fmsakes  me  :  only  Henry  *s  left  me  —  left  ? 
When  I  have  lost  him,  for  he  does  not  come, 
And  I  sit  stupidly  .  .  .  Oh  Heaven,  break  up 
This  worse  than  anguish,  this  noad  apathy. 
By  any  means  or  any  messenger  1 

Tresk,    [WithoHt.]    Mildred! 

MU,  Come  in  1  Heaven  hears  me  t 

[EtOer  Tresham.]    You  ?  alone  ? 
Oh,  no  more  oursinfr  I 

Tresk.  Mildred,  I  must  sit. 

There  —  yon  sit  I 

MiL  Say  it,  Thorold  —  do  not  look 

The  curse  !  deliver  all  vou  come  to  say  I 
What  must  become  of  me?    Oh,  speak  that 

thong^ht 
Which  makes  your  brow  and  cheeks  so  pale  ! 

Tresk.  Mythouicht? 

MU.    AllofitI 

Tresk.  How  we  waded  —  years  ago  — 

After  those  water  lilies,  till  the  pkuu, 
I  know  not  how,  surprised  us ;  and  you  dared 
Neither  advance  nor  turn  back  :  so,  we  stood 
Laug^hingr  And  crvinfi:  until  Gerard  came  — 
Once  safe  upon  the  turf,  the  loudest  too. 
For  once  more  reaching  the  reliuquishea  prize  ! 
How  idle    thoughts   are,  some   men's,  dying 

men's ! 
Mildred,  — 

MU.  Yon  call  me  kindlier  by  my  name 

Thau  even  yesterday  :  what  is  in  that  ? 

Tresk.    It  weighs  so  much  upon  my  mind 
that  I 
This  morning  took  an  office  not  my  own  I 
I  might  ...  of   oonrBe,  I  must  be  glad  or 

grieved. 
Content  or  not,  at  every  little  thing 
That  touches  you.    I  may  with  a  wrung  heart 


Even  reprove  yon,  Mildred ;  I  did  mote : 
Will  von  forgive  me  ? 

Mil.  Thorold  f  do  yon  mock  ? 

Or  no  .  .  .  and  yet  yon  bid  me  .  .  .  say  that 
word ! 
Tresk.    Forgive  me,  Mildred !  —  are  you  si- 
lent, Sweet  ? 
MiL    [Starting  up.]    Why  does  not  Henry 
Mertoun  come  to-night? 
Are  you,  too,  silent  ? 

IDashing  hii  mantle  aHde^  and  painting  to  kit  scab- 
bardf  which  i*  etnptif. 

Ah,  this  speaks  for  you ! 
You  've  murdered  Henxy  Mertoun  1    Now  pro- 
ceed 1 
What  is  it  I  must  pardon  ?    Thisandall? 
Well,  I  do  pardon  you  —  I  think  I  do. 
Thorold,  how  very  wretched  you  must  be ! 
Tresk.    He  bade  me  tell  you  .  .  . 
If 47.  What  I  do  forbid 

Your  utteranoe  of  I    So  much  that  you  may  tell 
And  will  not --how  you  murdered  htm  .  .  . 

but,  no  I 
You  '11  tell  me  that  he  loved  me,  never  more 
Than  bleeding  out  his  life  there  :  must  I  say 
**  Indeed,"  to  that  ?    Enough !  I  pardon  you. 
Tresk.    Yon  cannot,  Mildred  I  for  the  harsh 
words,  yes : 
Of  this  last  deed  Another 's  jndge  :  whose  doom 
I  wait  in  doubt,  despondency  and  fear. 
MU.    Oh,  true  I    There 's  naught  for  me  to 
pardon !    True ! 
You  loose  my  soul  of  all  its  cares  at  once. 
Death  makes  me  sure  of  him  forever  I    You 
Tell  me  his  last  words  ?  He  shall  tell  me  tiiem, 
And  take  my  answer  —  not  in  words,  but  read- 
ing 
Himself  the  heart  I  had  to  read  him  late. 
Which  death  .  .  . 
Tresk.    Death?    Yon  are  dying  too?    Well 
said 
Of  Gnendolen  !    I  dared  not  hope  you  'd  die : 
But  she  was  sure  of  it. 

Mil.  Tell  Guendolen 

I  loved  her,  and  tell  Austin  .  .  . 

Tresk.  Him  yon  loved : 

And  ine  ? 

MU.      Ah,  Thorold!  Was 't  not  rashly  done 
To  quench  that  blood,  on  fire  with  youth  and 

hope 
And  love  of  me  —  whoni  you  loved  too,  and  yet 
Suffered  to  sit  here  waiting  his  approach 
While  yon  were  slaying  him  ?    On,  doubtlessly 
You  let  him  speak  his  poor  confused  boy's- 

speeoh 
—  Do  his  poor  utmost  to  disarm  your  wrath 
And  respite  me !  —  you  let  him  try  to  give 
The  story  of  our  love  and  ignorance, 
And  the  brief  madness  and  the  long  despair  — 
Yon  let  him  plead  all  this,  because  your  code 
Of  honor  bids  yon  hear  before  you  strike : 
But  at  the  end,  as  he  looked  up  for  hfe 
Into  your  eyes  —  you  struck  him  down  ! 

Tresk.  ^  .    No!  Nol 

Had  I  but  heard  him  —  had  I  let  him  speak 
Half  the  truth  —  less  —  had  I  looked  long  oil 

him 
I  had  desisted !    Why,  as  he  lay  there, 
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The  moon  on  his  flashed  cheek,  I  gathered  all 
The  story  ere  he  told  it  :  I  saw  thioiu^ 
The  troubled  snrfaoe  of  his  crime  ana  yonrs 
A  depth  of  parity  immovable ; 
Had  1  bat  glanced,  where  all  seemed  turbidest 
Had  gleamed  some  inlet  to  the  calm  beneath  ; 
I  womd  not  glance  :  my  punishment  ^s  at  hand. 
There,  Mildred,  is  the  truth!  and  you  —  say 

on  — 
Yon  curse  me  ? 

Mil,  As  I  dare  approach  that  Heaven 

Which  has  not  bade  a  living  thing  despur, 
Which  needs  no  code  to  keep  its  grace  from 

stain. 
But  bids  the  vilest  wonn  that  turns  on  it 
Desist  and  be  forgiven,  —  I  —  forgive  not. 
But  bless  you,  Thorold,  from  my  soul  of  souls ! 

\^FtdU  on  hit  ntek. 
There  !  Do  not  think  too  much  upon  the  past ! 
The  cloud  that  *s  broke  was  all  the  same  a  cloud 
While  it  stood  up  between  my  friend  and  you  ; 
You  hurt  him  'neath  its  shadow  :  but  is  that 
So  past  retrieve  ?  I  have  his  heart,  you  know  ; 
I  may  dispose  of  it :  I  give  it  you ! 
It  loves  you  as  mine  loves!  Confirm  roe, 
Henry !  IDie*. 

Treah.    I  wish  thee  joy,  Beloved  !  I  am  glad 
In  tiiy  full  gladness  ! 

Guen,    [WithmU.]    Mildred !  Treaham ! 
[Entering  with  Austin.  1  Thorold, 

I  could  desist  no  longer.    An,  she  swoons ! 
That 's  well. 

Tresh.       Oh,  better  far  tlmn  that ! 

Guen,  She  's  dead ! 

Let  me  unlock  her  aiins  I 

Tresh.  She  threw  them  thus 

About  niy  neck,  and  blessed  me,  and  then  died : 
Yon  ^11  let  them  stay  now,  Guendolen  I 

Au8,  ^  Leave  her 

And  look  to  him  I    Wliat  ails  yon,  Thorold  ? 

Guen.  White 

As    she,    and    whiter  1    Austin  I  quick  — this 
side ! 


Aus,    A  froth  is  oosdug  through  his  clenchM 
teeth  ; 
Both  lips,  where  they  ^re  not  bitten  through, 

are  black : 
Speak,  dearest  Thorold ! 

Tresh,  Something  does  weigh  down 

My  neck  beside  her  weight  :  thanks  :  1  should 
fall 

But  for  you,  Austin,  I  believe  !  —  there,  there, 
'T  will    pass  away  soon !  —  ah,  —  I    had    for- 
gotten : 
I  am  dying. 
Guen .      Thorold  —  Thorold  —  why  was  tliis  ? 
Tresh.    I  said,  just  as  I  drank  the  poison  off. 
The  earth  would  be  no  longer  earth  to  me. 
The  life  out  of  all  life  was  gone  from  me. 
There  are  blind  ways  provided,  the  foredoue 
Heart-weary  player  in  this  pageant-world 
Drops  out  byj  letting  the  main  masque  defile 
By  the  conspicuous  portal :  I  am  through  — 
Just  through ! 

Guen.    Don't  leave  him,  Austin  !    Deatli  is 

dose. 
Tresh.  Already  Mildred's  face  is  peaoefnller. 
I  see  you,  Austin  —  feel  you :  here 's  my  hand. 
Put  yours  in  it — you,  Guendolen.  yonn  too ! 
You^re  lord  and  lady  now  —  you  're  Treshajus ; 

name 
And  fame  are  yours:  you  hold  our  'scutcheon 

up. 
Austin,  no  blot  on  it !     You  see  how  blood 
Must  wash  one  blot  away :  the  first  blot  came^ 
And  the  first  blood  came.    To  the  vain  world's 

eye 
All 's  gules  again  :  no  care  to  the  vain  world, 
From  whence  the  red  was  drawn ! 
Au8.  No  blot  shall  come  ! 

Tresk.    I  said  tliat :  yet  it  did  come.  Should 
it  come. 
Vengeance  is  God's,  not  man's.  Remember  nie ! 

[ZHW. 

Gtten.    [Letting  fail  the  puUeless  arm.]    Ah, 
Thorold,  we  can  bnt  —  remember  yon ! 


COLOMBFS  BIRTHDAY 


A  PLAY 


"Ivy  and  violet,  what  do  ye  here 

With  blcsaom  and  shoot  in  the  wami  spring-weather, 

Hiding  the  anna  of  Monchenci  and  Vere  ?  *' 

Hanmbr. 

NO  ONE  LOVES  AND   HONORS  BARRY  CORNWALL  MORE  THAN    DOES 

ROBERT   browning; 
WHO,  HAVING   NOTHING   BETTER   THAN   THIS  PLAY 
TO  GIVE  HIM  IN  PROOF  OK  IT,  MUST  SAY  SO. 


Bkownimo  was  stimulated  by  the  enthusiastic 
reception  of  A  Blot  in  the  ^Scutcheon  to  write 
another  play  for  the  stage,  but  for  some  reason 
it  was  not  performed  for  ten  years  or  so.     It 


was  printed  in  1844  as  No.  VI.  of  Beii8  and 
Pomegranates.     Mr.  Qoase   in   his  Personalia 
says:  — 
**I  have  liefore  me  at  the  present  moment  a 
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eopy  of  the  fint  edition,  nmrked  for  acting^  by 
the  author,  ^ho  has  written :  '  I  made  the 
alterations  in  this  copy  to  suit  some  —  I  for- 
gfit  what  —  projected  stagre  representation ;  not 
that  of  Miss  Fancit,  which  was  carried  into 
effect  long  afterward.'  The  stage  directions 
are  numerous  and  minute,  showinff  the  science 
which  the  dramatist  had  grained  since  he  first 
essayed  to  put  his  creations  on  the    boards. 

PERSONS 

CoLOHBB  or  RAVwrais,  Duehen  of  Juiiers  and  Cfeve*. 

Sabthb,  AfiOLT,  ber  Atteudanta. 

OuzBBBT,  Oaugblmb,  Mavfbot,  Clughst,  Courtiers. 

Valbscb,  Advocate  0/  Cleve*. 

Prxscb  BssniOLD,  Claimant  o/lhe  Duchy, 

MiLcsios,  his  Confidaat. 

Plack,  The  Palace  at  Jailers, 

TOfS,  16~. 


ACT  I 

Morning,    ScBxrs.   A  corridor  leading  to  the  Audience 

chamber. 

GAiKnun,  CLVomr,  Maufbot  and  other  Goartiers, 
round  Outbbbt  tcho  U  silently  reading  a  paper:  as 
he  drops  Uaithe  end  — 

Guibert.    That  this  should  be  her  birthday ; 

and  the  day 
We  all  invested  her,  twelve  months  agfo,  ^ 
As  the  late  Duke's  true  heiress  and  our  liegre ; 
And  that  this  also  must  become  the  day  .  .  . 
Oh,  miserable  lady  I 
1st  Courtier.  Ay,  indeed  ? 

2d  Court,    Well,  Guibert? 
3d  Court,    But  your  news,  my  friend,  your 

news! 
The  sooner,  friend,  one  learns  Prince  Berthold's 

pleasure, 
The  better  for  us  all :    how  writes  the  Prince  ? 
Give  me !    I  '11  read  it  for  the  common  good. 
Gui,    In  time,  sir,  —  but  till  time  comes,  par- 

don  me  I     ^ 
Our  old   Duke  just  disclosed  his  child's  re-^ 

treat. 
Declared  her  true  succession  to  his  rule. 
And  died :  this  birthday  was  the  day,  last  year, 
We  convoyed  her  from  Castle  Ravestein  — 
That  sleeps  out  trustfully  its  extreme  age 
On  the  Meuse'  quiet  bank,   where  she  lived 

queen 
Orer  the  water-buds,  —  to  Juiiers'  court 
WiUi  joy  and  bustle.    Here  again  we  stand  ; 
Sir  Ganoehne's  buckle 's  constant  to  his  cap : 
To-day  's  much  such  another  sunny  day  I 
Gaucelme.    Come,  Guibert,  this  outgrows  a 

jest,  I  think  I 
Tou  *re  hflvdly  such  a  novice  as  to  need 
The  lesson,  you  pretend. 

Gui,  What  lesson,  sir  ? 

That  everybody,  if  he  'd  thrive  at  court, 
^ould,  first  and  last  of  all,  look  to  himself  ? 
Why,  no:    and  therefore  with  your  good  ez- 

ample. 


Some  of  the  suggestions  are  characteristic 
enough.  For  instance:  *  Unless  a  very  good 
Valence  is  found,  tliis  extremely  fine  speech, 
[in  Act  IV'.  where  Valence  describes  Berthold 
to  Colombe],  perhaps  tlie  jewel  of  the  play,  is 
to  be  left  out.'  In  the  present  editions  the 
verses  run  otherwise." 

The  play  has  recently  [ISHR]  been  rearranged 
in  three  acts  and  brought  again  on  the  stage. 

(—Ho,  Master  Adolf !)  ~  to  myself  I  'U  look. 

{Enter  Aootr.) 
Gut,    The  Prince's  letter ;  why,  of  all  men 

else. 
Comes  it  to  me  ? 

Adolf,  By  virtue  of  ^our  place, 

Sir   Guibert !     'T  was   the    Prince's   express 

charge. 
His  envoy  told  ns,  that  the  missive  there 
Should  only  reach  our  ladv  by  the  hand 
Of  whosoever  held  your  place. 
Gut.  Enough ! 

[Adolf  retires. 
Then,  gentles,  who  '11  accept  a  certain  poor 
Indifferently  honorable  plaice. 
My  friends,  I  make  no  doubt,  have  gnashed 

their  teeth 
At  leisure  minutes  these  half-<lozen  years, 
To  find  me  never  in  the  mood  to  quit  ? 
Who  asks  may  have  it,  with  my  bieasing,  and  — 
This  to  present  our  ladv.    Who  '11  accept  ? 
You,  —  you,  —  you?     There  it  lies,  and  may, 

for  me  I 
Mai{froy.  [A  youths  picking  up  the  paper,  reads 

aloud  A    ^'Prince  Berthold,  proved   by 

titles  following 
Undoubted  Lord  of  Juiiers,  comes  this  day 
To  claim  his  own,  with  license  from  the  Pope, 
The     Emperor,    the     Slings    of    Spain    and 

France"  .  .  . 
Gau,    Sufficient "'  titles  following,"  I  judge  I 
Don't  read  another  1     Well,  —  '*to  claim  his 

own?" 
Mau,    ""  —  And  take  possession  of  the  Duchy 

held 
Since  twelve  montlis,  to  the  true  heir's  preju- 
dice, 
By"  .  .  .  Colombe,  Juiiers'  mistress,  so  she 

thinks. 
And  Ravestein's  mere  lady,  as  we  find  I 
Who  wants  the  place  and  paper?    Guibert 's 

right. 
I  hope  to  climb  a  little  in  the  world,  — 
I'd  push  my  fortunes,  —  but,   no  more  than 

he. 
Could  tell  her  on  this  happy  day  of  days. 
That,  save  the  nosegay  in  her  hand,  perhaps.  ^ 
There  's  nothing  left  to  call  her  own.      Sir 

Clugnet, 
Ton  famish  for  promotion  ;  what  say  vou  ? 
Clugnet.    [An  old  man.'\    To  give  this  letter 

were  a  sort,  I  take  it. 
Of  service :  services  ask  recompense : 
What  kind  of  comer  may  be  Ravestein  ? 
Gui,    The   castle?     Oh,  you'd   share   her 

fortunes  ?    Good  I 
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Three  walk  stand  npri^ht.  full  aa  good  aa  four, 
With  no  such  bad  remamder  of  a  roof. 

Cltta.    Oh,  —  but  the  town  ? 

Gui.  Five  houses,  fifteen  huts ; 

A  church  whereto  was  onoe  a  spire,  H'is  judged ; 
And  half  a  dvke,  except  in  time  of  thaw. 

Cluff,    Still  there  ^s  some  levenne  ? 

Gui.  Else  Heaven  forfend  I 

You  hang  a  beacon  out,  should  f  o^  increase ; 
So,  when  the  Autumn  floats  of  pme-wood  steer 
Safe  *mid  the  white  confusion,  thanks  to  you, 
Their  grateftd  raftsman  flings  a  guilder  in  ; 

—  That  *8  if  he  mean  to  pass  your  way  next 

time. 

Clufi.    If  not? 

Gui.        Hang  guilders,  then  !  he  blesses  you. 

Clug.    What  man  do  you  suppose  me  ?  Keep 
yourpi4>erI 
And,  let  me  say,  it  shows  no  handsome  spirit 
To  dally  with  misfortune :  keep  your  plaoe  I 

Gau.    Some  one  must  tell  her. 

Gui.  iSome  one  may :  yon  may ! 

Gau.    SirGuibert,  His  no  trifle  turns  me  siek 
Of  court-hypocrisy  at  years  like  mine. 
But  this  goes  near  it.     Where  's  there  news  at 

aU? 
AVho  'U  have  the  face,  for  instance,  to  affirm 
He  nsTer  heard,  e^en  while  we  crowned  the 

That  julient'  tenure  was  by  Salic  law ; 

That  one,  confessed  her  father's  cousin's  child. 

And,  she  away,  indisputable  heir. 

Against  our  choice  protesting  and  the  Dnke's, 

Cuiimed  Jnliers  P  —  nor,  as  he  preferred   Iub 

claim. 
That  first  this,  then  another  potentate, 
Inclined  to  its  allowance  ?  —  I  or  yon. 
Or  any  one  except  the  lady's  self  7 
Oh,  it  had  been  the  direst  cruelty 
To  break  tiie  business  to  herl    Things  might 

change : 
At  all  events,  we  'd  see  next  masque  at  end. 
Next  mummery  over  first:  and  so  the  edge 
Was  taken  off  sharp  tidings  as  they  came. 
Till  here  's  the  Prince  upon  us,  and  there  's 

she 

—  Wreathing  her  hair,  a  song  between  her  lips, 
With  just  the  faintest  notion  possible 

That  some  such  claimant  earns  a  liyelihood 
About  the  world,  by  feigning  grievanoes  — 
Few  pay  the  story  of,  but  grudge  its  price, 
And  fewer  listen  to,  a  second  time. 
Your  method  proves  a  failure ;  now  try  mine  ! 
And,  since  this  niust  be  carried  ... 
Gui.    [Snatching  the  paper  from  him.']    By 

your  leave  I 
Your  zeal  transports  you  I      'TwiU  not  serve 

the  Prince 
So  much  as  you  enect,  this  course  yon  'd  take. 
If  she  leaves  quietly  her  palace,  —  well  ; 
But  if  she  di^  upon  its  threshold,  —  no : 
He  'd  have  the  trouble  of  removing  her. 
Come,   gentles,    we  're   all  —  what   the   devil 

knows! 
Yon,  Ghtuoelme,  won't  lose  character,  beside  — 
You  broke  ^onr  father's  heart  superiorly 
To  gather  ms  succession  —  never  blush  I 
You  're  from  my  province,  and,  be  comforted, 


They  tell  of  it  with  wonder  to  this  day. 
You  can  afford  to  let  your  talent  sleep. 
We  '11  take  the  very  worst  supposed,  as  true : 
There,  the  old  Duke  knew,  when  he  hid 

chUd 

Among  the  river-flowers  at  Ravestein, 
With  whom  the  right  lay  I    Call  the  Prince  oor 

Duke! 
There,  she 's  no  Duchess,  she  's  no  anything 
More  than  a  young  maid  with  the  bluest  eyes  : 
And   now,  sirs,  we  'U  not  break  this  yonn^ 

maid's  heart 
Coolly  as  Gaucelme  oonld  and  would !      No 

haste! 
His  talent 's  full-blown,  ours  but  in  the  bud : 
We  '11  not  advance  to  his  perfection  yet  — 
Will  we.  Sir  Biaufroy  ?    See,  I  've  mined  Man- 

froy 
Forever  as  a  courtier ! 

Gau.  Here 's  a  ooil ! 

And,  count  us,  will  yon  ?    Count  its  residue. 
This  boasted  convoy,  this  day  last  year's  crowd ! 
A  birthday,  too,  a  gratulation  day ! 
I  'm  dumb :  bid  that  keep  silence  ! 

Mau.  and  others.  £h.  Sir  Gnibert  ? 

He 's  right :  that  does  say  something :   that  'a 

bare  truth. 
Ten  —  twelve,  I  make :  a  i>erilous  droppmg  off ! 
Gui.    Pooh  —  is  it  audience  hour  ?    llie  ves- 
tibule 
Swarms  too,  I  waprer,  with  the  common  sort 
That  want  our  pnvilege  of  entry  here. 
Gau.     Adolf!    [Re-enter  Adolf.]    Who's 

ontaide  f 
Crwi.  Oh,  your  looks  snffioe  t 

Nobody  waiting  ? 
Mau.  [Looking  through  the  door^folds.]  Soavee 

our  number  I 
Gui.  'Sdeath  I 

Nothing  to  beg  for,  to  complain  about? 
It  can't  be  !    Ill  news  spreads,  but  not  ao  fast 
As  thus  to  frighten  all  the  world  1 

Gau.  The  world 

Lives  ont  of  doors,  sir  —  not  with  you  and  me 
By  presenoe^hamber  porches,  state-room  stiun. 
Wherever  warmth  's  perpetual :  outside 's  free 
To  every  wind  from  every  compass-point 
And  who  may  get  nipped  needs  be  weathetr- 

wise. 
The  Prince  comes  and  the  lady's  People  go ; 
The   snow-goose   settles   down,  the   swallows 

flee  — 
Why  should  they  wait  for  winter-time  ?    *T  ia 

instinct : 
Don't  you  feel  somewhat  chilly  ? 

Gui.  That 's  their  craft  ? 

And  last  year's  crowders-round  and  criers-f ortJi 
That   strvwed   the   garlands,  overarched    the 

roads. 
Lighted  the  bonfires,  sang  the  loyal  songs  I 
Well  't  is  ray  comfort,  yon  oonld  never  call  me 
The  People^B  Friend  !    The  People  keep  their 

word  — 
I  keep  my  place :  don't  doubt  I  '11  entertain 
The  People  when  the  Prince  comes,  and  the 

People 
Are  talked  of !    Then,  their  speeehes—  no  one 

tongue 
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Found  respite,  not  a  pen  had  holiday 

—For  ihej  wrote,  too,  as  well  as  spoke,  these 

knaves! 
Now  see  :  we  tax  and  tithe  them,  piU  and  poll, 
The;  wince  and  fret  enough,  but  pay  they  mnst 

—  We  manage  that,  —  so,  pay  with  a  good  grace 
They  might  as  well,  it  costs  so  little  more. 
But  whiui  we  Ve  done  with  taxes,  meet  folk 

next 
Outside  the  toll-booth  and  the  rating-place. 
In  pnbiio  —  there  they  have  us  if  they  will. 
We  *re  at  their  mercy  alter  that,  you  see  I 
For  one  tax  not  ten  devils  could  extort  — 
Over  and  above  necessity,  a  grace ; 
This  prompt  disbosoming  of  love,  to  wit  — 
Their  vine-leaf  ¥rrappage  of  our  tribute  penny, 
▲nd  crowning  attestation,  all  works  well. 
Yet  this  precisely  do  they  thrust  on  us  I 
These  eappings  quick,  these  orook-and-eringings 

low. 
Hand  to  the  heart,  and  forehead  to  the  knee, 
With  grin  that  shuts  the  eyes  and  opes  the 

mouth  — 
So  tender  they  their  love ;  and,  tender  made, 
Qo  home  to  curse  us,  the  first  doit  we  ask. 
As  if  their  souls  were  any  loneer  theirs  I 
As  if  they  had  not  given  ample  warrant 
To  who  should  clap  a  coDar  on  their  neck, 
Rings  in  their  nose,  a  goad  to  either  flank, 
And  take  them  for  the  brute  they  boast  them- 
selves I 
Stay  —  there  ^s  a  bustle  at  the  outer  door — 
And  somebody  entreating  .  .  .  that  ^s  my  name  I 
Adolf,  —  I  heard  my  name ! 

AdoU".  'T  was  proliably 

The  suitor. 

Gtn.  Oh,  there  is  one  ? 

Adolf.  With  a  suit 

He  'd  tain  enforce  in  person. 

Gut.  The  good  heart 

'-  And  the  great  fool  I    Just  ope  the  midnloor's 

fold! 
Is  that  a  lappet  of  his  cloak,  I  see  ? 

Adtif,    11  it  bear  plenteous  sign  of  travel 

•  •  •  *yj 

Hie  very  cloak  my  comrades  tore ! 

Qui.  Why  tore? 

Adolf.    He  seeks  the  Duchess*  presence  in 
that  trim: 
Since  daybreak,  was  he  posted  hereabouts 
Lest  he  should  miss  the  moment. 

Gm.  Where 's  he  now  ? 

Adoif.    Gone  for  a  minute  possibly,  not  more  : 
They  have  ado  enough  to  thrust  him  back. 

Gtti.    Ay  —  but  my  name,  I  caught  ? 

Adolf.  Oh,  sir  —  he  said 

—  What  was  it  ?  —  You  had  known  him  for- 

merly. 
And,  he  believed,  would   help  him  did  you 

^ueaB 
He  waited  now ;  yon  promised  him  as  much : 
The  old  plea !    ^Faith,  he 's  back,  —  renews  the 

charge! 
\8peakifM  at  the  door.]    So  long  aa  the  man 

parleys,  peace  outside  — 
Nor  be  too  ready  with  your  halberts,  there  I 
Gau.    My  horse  bespattered,  as  he  blocked 

the  path 


A  thin  sour  man,  not  nnlike  somebody. 
Adolf.    He   holds  a   paper   in   his   breast, 

whereon 
He  glances  when  his  cheeks  flush  and  his  brow 
At  each  repulse  — 
Gau.  I  noticed  he  M  a  brow. 

Adolf.    ^  glancing,  he  grows  calmer,  leans 

awhile 
Over  the  balustrade,  adjusts  his  dress, 
And  presently  turns  round,  quiet  again. 
With   some   new   pretext    for   admittance. — 

Back! 
[To  GuiBBRT.]  ~Sir,  he  has  seen  you !    Now 

cross  halberts  I    Ha  — 
Pascal  is  prostrate  —  there  lies  Fabisn  too  ! 
No    passage !    Whither   would   the   madman 

press? 
Close  the  doors  quick  on  me ! 

Gui.  Too  late  t    He  *s  here. 

{Enter ^  ha»Hly  and  with  dUtom^osed  drets^  YALSKca) 

Valence.    Sir  Gkubert,  will  yon  help  me  ?  — 

Me,  that  come 
Charged  by  your  townsmen,  all  who  starve  at 

Cleves, 
To  represent  their  heights  and  depths  of  woe 
Before  our  Duchess  and  obtain  relief ! 
Such  errands  barricade  such  doors,  it  seems : 
But  not  a  common  hindrance  drives  me  back 
On  all  the  sad  yet  hopeful  faces,  lit 
With  hope  for  the  first  time,  which  sent  me 

forai. 
Cleves,  speak  for  me!    Cleves*  men  and  wo- 
men, speak  I 
Who  followed  me  —  your  strongest  —  many  a 

mile 
That  I  might  go  the  fresher  from  their  ranks, 

—  Who  sit  —  your  weakest  —  by  the  city  gates, 
To  take  me  fuller  of  what  news  I  bring 

As  I  return  ~  for  I  must  needs  return  I 

—  Can  I  ?    'T  were  hard,  no  listener  for  their 

wrongs. 
To  turn  them  back  upon  the  old  despair  — 
Harder,  Sir  Quibert,  than  imploring  thus  — 
So,  I  do  —  any  way  you  please  -^  implore  1 
If   you  .  .  .  but  how    should  you   remember 

Cleves? 
Yet  they  of  Cleves  remember  you  so  well  I 
Ay,  comment  on  each  trait  of  you  they  keep. 
Your  words  and  deeds  caught  up  at  second 

hand,  — 
Proud,  I  believe,  at  bottom  of  their  hearts, 
O*  the  very  levity  and  recklessness 
Which  only  prove  that  you  forget  their  wrongs, 
Cleves,  the  gnmd  town,  whose  men  and  women 

starve, 
Is  Cleves  forgotten  ?    Then,  remember  me ! 
You  promised  me  that  you  would  help  me  once 
For  other  purpose  :  will  you  keep  your  word  ? 
Gut.    And  who  may  you  be,  fnend  ? 
Val.  Valence  of  Cleves. 

Gui.    Valence  of  .  .  .  not  the  advocate  of 

Cleves, 
I  owed  my  whole  estate  to,  three  years  back  ? 
Ay,   well  may  you  keep  silence!    Why,  my 

lords. 
You  've  heard,  I  'm  sure,  how,  Pentecost  three 

years, 
I  was  so  nearly  ousted  of  my  land 
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By  some  kiiave  Vpretext  —  (eh  ?  when  yon  re- 
fused me 

Your  ugly  daughter,  Cluguet!)  —  and  you've 
heard 

How  I  recovered  it  by  miracle 

—  (Wlien  I    refused  her  \)    Hero 's    the    very 

friend, 

—  Valence    of   Cleves,    all    parties    have   to 

thank ! 
Nay,  Valence,  this  procedure  ^s  vile  in  you ! 
I  'm  no  more  grateful  than  a  courtier  should, 
But  politic  am  I  —  I  bear  a  brain. 
Can  cast  about  a  little,  might  i-equire 
Your  services  a  second  time.    I  tried 
To  tempt  you  with  advancement  here  to  court 

—  **  No ! "  —  well,  for  curioeitv  at  least 

To  view  our  life  here  —  **  No !     —  our  Duchess, 

then,  — 
A  pretty  woman  's  worth  some  pains  to  see. 
Nor  is  sne  spoiled,  I  take  it,  if  a  crown 
Complete     the     forehead    pale     and     tresses 
pure  .  .  . 

Val.    Our  city  trusted  me  its  miseries. 
And  I  am  come. 

Gut,       So  mnoh  for  taste  !    But  "'  come,"  — 
So  may  you  be,  for  anything  I  know. 
To   hee  the    Pope^s   cross,  or  Sir   Clugnet's 

daughter. 
And  with  an  equal  chance  yon  get  all  three  I 
If  it  was  ever  worth  your  while  to  oome. 
Was  not  the  i>roper  way  worth  finding  too  ? 

Vol.     Straight  tp  the  imlaee-portal,  sir,  I 
came  — 

Gut,  —  And  said  ?  — 

Vol-  —  That  I  had  brought  the  miseries 

Of  a  whole  city  to  relieve. 

Gut,  —  Which  saying 

Won  your  admittance  ?    You  saw  me,  indeed. 
And  here,  no  doubt,  you  stand :  as  certainly. 
My  intervention,  I  shall  not  di8|>ute. 
Procures  you  audience ;  which,  if  I  procure,  — 
That  paper  *s  closely  written  —  by  Saint  Paul, 
Here  nock  the  Wrongs,  follow  the  Remedies, 
Chapter  and  verse,  Cme,  Two,  A,  B  and  C  I 
Perhaps  you  'd  enter,  make  a  reverence. 
And   launch  these  *^ miseries'^  from  first  to 
last? 

Vol,    How  should  they  let  me  pause  or  turn 
aside? 

Gau,    [To  VajLiENCB.]    My  worthy  sir,  one 

gnestion  !    You  We  oome  straignt 
leves,  you  tell  us :  heard  you  any  talk 
At  Cleves  about  our  lady  ? 

Val,  Much. 

Gau.  And  what? 

Val.    Her  wish  was  to  redress  all  wi'ongs  she 

knew. 
Gau.    That,  you  believed  ? 
Val.  You  see  me,  sir  I 

Gau,  —  Nor  stopped 

Upon  the  road  from  Cleves  to  Juliers  here. 
For  any  —  rumors  you  might  find  afloat  ? 
Val,    I  had  my  townsmen's  wrongs  to  busy 

me. 
Gau,    This  is  the  lady's  birthday,  do  you 
know? 
^  Her  day  of  pleasure  ? 
Val.  —  That  the  great,  I  know. 


For  pleasure  bom,  should  still  be  on  the  watch 
To  exclude  pleasure  when  a  duty  offers  : 
Even  as,  for  duty  bom,  the  lowly  too 
May  ever  snatch  a  pleasure  if  in  reach  : 
Both  will  have  plenty  of  their  birthright,  sir ! 
Gau.     [Aaide  to  Guibebt.]     Sir  Gnibert, 
here  's  your  man  1    No  soruples  now  — 
Yon  '11  never  find  his  like  1    Time  presses  hard. 
I  've  seen  your  drift  and  Adolf's  too,  this  while, 
But  you  can't  keep  the  hour  of  audience  back 
Much  longer,  and  at  noon  the  Prince  arrives. 
[Pointing  to  Valence.]    Entrust  him  with  it  — 
fool  no  chance  away  I 
Gut,    Him? 
Gau.   —  With  the  missive  I   What 's  tlie  man 

to  her? 
Gui,    No  bad  thought  I  —  Yet,   't  is  yours, 
who  ever  played 
The  tempting   serpent:  else  't  were   no   bad 

thought ! 
I  should  —  and  do  —  mistmst  it  for  your  sake. 
Or  else  .  .  . 

(Enter  an  OiBciii  who  eommtmieaUs  with  Adolf.) 

Adoif.      The  Duchess  will  receive  the  court ! 

Gui,    Give  us  a  moment,  Adolf/    Videnoe, 
friend, 
I  '11  help  you.    We  of  the  service,  you  're  to 

mark. 
Have  special  entry,  while  the  herd  .  .  .  the  folk 
Outside,  ^t  access  through  our  help  alone  ; 
—  Well,  It  is  so,  was  so,  and  I  suppose 
So  ever  will  be  :  your  natural  lot  is,  therefore. 
To  wait  your  turn  and  opportunity. 
And  probably  miss  both.    Now,  I  engage 
To  set  you,  here  and  in  a  minute *s  space. 
Before  the  lady,  with  full  leave  to  plead 
Chapter  and  verse,  and  A,  and  B,  and  C, 
To  heart's  content. 

Val.  I  ffrieve  that  I  must  ask,  — 

This  being,  yourself  acbnit,  the  custom  here,  — 
To  what  uie  price  of  such  a  favor  mounts  ? 

Crtit.  Just  so  I    You 're  not  witbout  a  courtier's 
tact. 
Little  at  court,  as  vour  quick  instinct  prompts. 
Do  such  as  we  without  a  recompense. 

Val.    Youreis? 

Gui,  A  trifle  :  here 's  a  document 

'T  is  some  one's  duty  to  present  her  Grace  — 
I  say,  not  mine  —  tnese  say,  not  theirs — such 

points 
Have  weight  at  court.    Will  you  relieve  nn  all 
And  take  it  ?    Just  say,  **  1  am  bidden  lay 
This  paper  at  the  Ducheas'  feet !  " 

Vol.  No  more  ? 

I  thank  you,  sir  I 

Adoff.  Her  Grace  receives  the  eonrt  ! 

Gui.     [Aside.'\     Now,  «tfr«tim  corda^  quoth 
the  mass-priest  I    Do  — 
Whoever 's  iny  kind  saint,  do  let  alone 
These  pushings  to  and  fro,  and  pullings  back ; 
Peaceably  let  me  han^  o'  the  devil's  arm 
The  dovmward  path,  if  you  can't  pluck  me  off 
Completely  I    Let  me  live  quite  his,  or  yours  ! 
[The  CkHirtlen  begin  to  range  Ihenuelve*,  and  more 

toward  the  door. 
After  me.  Valence  !    So,  our  famous  Cleves 
Lacks  bread  ?    Yet  don't  we  gallants  buy  tlieir 
hioe? 
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And  dear  enoiifcii  —  it  hemati  me,  I  know, 
To  keen  my  yery  ^lovee  mnged  properly. 
This,  Y  alenoe,  ia  oar  Qreait  5tate  Hul  you  croea ; 
Yon  gray  nm's  veritable  marcaeite. 
The  rope's  gift :  and  those  salrem  testify 
The  Emperor.    Presently  yon  *U  set  vonr  foot 
.  .  .  But  you  don't  speak,  friend  Valenoe  1 
Vol,  I  shall  speak. 

Gau.    [Aside  to  Guibbrt.]]  Chubert  —  it  were 

no  such  niupaoefal  thmff 
If  ^*ou  and  I,  at  mst,  seemed  horror-struck 
With  the  bad  news.    Look  here,  what  you  shall 

do! 
SuppoBe  yon,  first,  olap  hand  to  swoi*d  and  cry 
'* Yield  strangers  oar  allegiance?     J^Hrst  I'll 

perish 
Beside  your  Grace ! ''  —  and  so  give  me  the  JTie 
To  .  .  . 
Gui,  —  Clap  your  hand  to  note-book  and  jot 

down 
That  to  regale  the  Prince  with  ?    I  conceive. 
[To  Valbncb.]    Do,  Valence,  speak,  or  I  shall 

half  suspect 
You  're  plotting  to  aapplant  us,  me  the  first, 
r  the  lady's  favor  I    Is 't  the  grand  harangue 
Yon  mean  to  make,  that  thus  engrosses  you  ? 
—  Which  of  her  virtues  you  '11  apostrophize  ? 
Or  is  't  the  fashion  you  aspire  to  start. 
Of  that  olose-cnrled,  not  unbecoming  hair  ? 
Or  what  else  ponder  you  ? 

Val.  My  townsmen's  wrongs. 


ACT  II 

iVooit.    Scaan.    The  Pretence-chamber. 
The  DvcHSss  and  SAsrinB. 

Duchess,    Announce  that  I  am  ready  for  the 
court  I 

Sabyne.   'T  is  scarcely  audience-hour,  I  think ; 
your  Grace 
May  best  consult  your  own  relief,  no  doubt. 
And  flAmn  the  crowd  :  but  few  can  have  arrived. 

Duck,    Let  those  not  yet  arrived,  then,  keep 
away  I 
T  was  me,  this  day  last  year  at  Ravestein, 
You  hurried.    It  haa  been  fuU  time,  beside, 
This  half-hour.    Do  yon  hesitate  ? 

Sab,  Forgive  me  I 

DucA.    Stay,  Sabyne ;  let  me  hasten  to  make 
sure 
Of  one  true  thanker :  here  with  you  begina 
My  audience,  claim  you  first  its  privilege  I 
It  is  my  birth's  event  they  celebrate  : 
You  need  not  wiah  me  more  such  happy  days. 
But  —  aak  some  favor  I   Have  you  none  to  ask  ? 
Has  Adolf  none,  then  ?  this  was  far  from  least 
Of  much  I  waited  for  impatiently, 
Assure  yourself !    It  seemed  so  natural 
Your  gift,  beside  this  bunch  of  river-bells. 
Should  be  the  power  and  leave  of  doine  good 
To  you,  and  fi^eater  pleasure  to  myself. 
You  ask  my  leave  to-day  to  marry  Adolf  ? 
The  rest  is  my  oonoem. 

Sah,  Your  Grace  is  ever 

Our     lady    of    dear     Ravestein,  —  but,     for 
Adolf .  .  . 


Duch,  "  Bat  *'  ?  You  have  not,  sure,  changed 
in  your  regard 
And  purpose  towards  him  ? 
Sah,  We  change  ? 

Duch,  Well  then?    W^eU? 

Sab,    How  could  we  two  be  liappv,  and,  most 
like. 
Leave      Juliers,    when — when  .  .  .  but  't  ia 
audience-time  ! 
Dw^,    '*  When,  if  you  left  me,  I  were  left 
indeed  I " 
Would    you  subjoin    that  ?     Bid   the   court 
approach  I 

—  Why  should  we  play  thus  with  each  other, 

Sabyne?  _ 
Do  I  not  know,  if  courtiers  prove  remisH, 
If  friends  detain  me.  and  get  blame  ftir  it. 
There  is  a  cause  ?    Of  last  year's  fervid  throng 
Scarce  one  half  comes  now. 
Sab.    [Aside.]  One  half?    No,  alas! 

Duch.    So  can  the  mere  suspicion  of  a  cloud 
Over  my  fortunes,  strike  each  loyal  heart. 
They  've  heard  of  this  Prince  Berthold ;  and, 

forsooth. 
Some  foolish  arrc^rant  pretence  he  makes, 
May  grow  more  foolish  and  more  arrofnint, 
They  please  to  apprehend  I    I  thank  their  love. 
Admit  them  1 
Sab,     [Aside,]     How  much  has  she  really 

learned? 
Duch,      Surely,  whoever 's   absent,   Tristan 

waits? 
-*-  Or  at  least  Komuald,  whom  m^  father  raised 
From  nothing  —  come,    he  's   faithful    to  uie, 

come  I 
(Sabjme,  I  should  but  be  the  prouder  —  yes. 
The  fitter  to  comport  myself  aright) 
Not  Romuald  ?   Xavier  —  what  said  he  to  that  ? 
For  Xavier  hates  a  parasite,  I  know ! 

[Babths  goes  out. 
Duch,     Well,  sunshine  's   everywhere,  and 

summer  too. 
Next  year  't  is  the  old  place  again,  perhaps  — 
The  water-breeze  again,  the  birds  again. 

—  It  oannot  be !    It  is  too  lato  to  be ! 
What  part  had  I,  or  choice  in  all  of  it  ? 
Hither  they  brought  me ;  I  had  not  to  think 
Nor  care,  concern  m^^self  with  doing  good 
Or  ill,  my  task  was  just  —  to  live,  —  to  live. 
And,  answering  ends  there  was  no  need  explain, 
To  render  Juliers  happy  —  so  they  said. 

All  could  not  have  oeen  falsehood :  some  was 

love. 
And  wonder  and  obedience.    I  did  all 
They  looked  for :  why  then  cease  to  do  it  now  ? 
Yet  this  is  to  be  calmly  pet  aside, 
And  —ere  next  birthday's  dawn,  for  aught  I 

know. 
Things  change,  a  claimant   may   arrive,  and 

A  •  .  . 
It  cannot  nor  it  shall  not  be !    His  right  ? 
Well  then,  he  has  the  right,  and  I  have  not, 

—  But  who  bade  lUl  of  you  surround  my  life 
And  close  its  growth  up  with  your  ducal  crown 
Which,  plucked  off  rudely,  leaves  me  perilling  ? 
I  could  have  been  like  one  of  you,  — loved,  hop^. 
Feared,  lived  and  died  like  one  of  you  — but 

you 
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Would  take  that  life  aw«y  and  giYe  me  this. 
And  I  will  keep  this  I    I  will  face  yon  1    Come  ! 
{Enter  the  Conrtlen  and  Vauucb.) 
The  Courtiers,    Many  such  happy  mornings 

to  your  Qrace ! 
DticA.   [Aside^  as  they  pay  their  devoir.]    The 

same  words,  the  same  faces,  —  the  same 

loTe! 
I  have  been  overfearf nl.    These  are  few ; 
But  these,  at  least,  stand  firmly:  these  are 

mine. 
As  many  come  as  may ;  and  if  no  more, 
'T  is  that  these  few  suffice  —  they  do  suffice ! 
What  succor  may  not  next  year  bring  me? 

Plainly, 
I  feared  too  soon.    [To  the  Courtiers.]  I  thank 

you,  sirs :  all  thanks  I 
Fa/.  [Aside,  as  the  DucHBse  passtsfrom  one 

group  to  another,  conversing,]    'Tis  she  — 

the  vision  this  day  last  year  brought. 
When,  for  a  golden  moment  at  our  Cleves, 
She  tarried  in  her  progress  hither.  Cleves 
Chose  me  to  speak  its  weloon&e,  and  I  spoke 

—  Not  that  she  could  have  noted  the  recluse 

—  Unduly,  old  before  his  time  —  who  gazed. 
WelVHeaven^s  gifts  are  not  wasted,  and  that 

gaze 
Kept,  and  shall  keep  me  to  the  end,  her  own  I 
She  was  above  it  —  out  so  would  not  sink 
My  gaze  to  earth !  The  People  caught  it,  hers  — 
Thenceforward,  mine ;  but  thus  entirely  mine. 
Who  shall  affirm,  had  she  not  raised  my  soul 
Ere  she  retired  and   left  me  —  them?     She 

turns  — 
There  ^s  all  her  wondrous  face  at  once !    The 

ground 
Reels  and  .  .  . 

[Suddenly  occupying  himte^f  teith  hit  paper,] 

These  wrongs  of  theirs  I  have  to  plead  I 

jDiicA.  [To  (A«  Courtiers.]     Nav,  compliment 

enough  I  and  kindness*  self 

Should  pause  before  it  wish  me  more  such  years. 

*T  was  fortunate  that  thus,  ere  youth  esci^ied, 

I  tasted  life's  pure  pleasure — one  such,  pure. 

Is  worth  a  thousand,  mixed  —  and  yontn  's  for 

pleasure: 

Mine  is  received ;  let  my  age  pay  for  it. 

Gau,  So,  pay,  and  pleasure  paid  for,  thinks 

vonr  Grace, 

Should  never  go  together  ? 

Gui,  How,  Sir  Gkinoelme  ? 

Hurry  one's  feast  down  unenjoyingly 

At  the  snatched  breathing^intervals  of  work  ? 

As  good  ^ou  saved  it  till  the  dull  day*s-end 

When,  stiff  and  sleepy,  appetite  is  gone. 

Eat  first,  then  work  upon  the  strength  of  food  I 

Duch,    True:   you  enable  me   to  risk   my 

future. 

By  giving  me  a  past  beyond  recall. 

I  uved,  a  girl,  one  happy  leisure  year : 

Let  me  endeavor  to  be  the  Duchess  now  I 

And  so,  —  what  news.  Sir  Guibert,  spoke  yon 

of? 
[As  they  advance  a  little,  and  Gcibbbt  epeakt— 

—  That  gentleman? 

Vol.  [Aside],         I  feel  her  eyes  on  me. 
Gilt.     [To   Yalbkoe.]     llie    Duohess,  sir, 
inclines  to  hear  your  suit. 


Advance  1    He  is  from  Cleves. 

VaL    [Coming  forward.]     [Aside.]     Their 
wrongs  —  their  wrongs  1 

Duch,   And  yon,  sir,  are  from  Cleree  ?    How 
fresh  in  mind. 
The  hour  or  two  I  passed  at  queenly  Cleves  I 
She  entertained  me  bravely,  but  the  beat 
Of  her  good  pageant  seemed  its  standen-by 
With  insuppressive  joy  on  everv  face  t 
What  says  my  ancient  famous  hi4>py  Cleves  ? 

Vol.    Take  the  truth,  lady  —  yon  are  made 
for  truth  I 
So  think  my  friends :  nor  do  thev  less  deserve 
The  having  you  to  take  it,  you  snail  think. 
When  you  Know  all  —  nay,  when  you  only  know 
How,  on  that  day  you  recollect  at  Cleves, 
When  the  poor  acquiescing  multitude 
Who  thrust  themselves  with  all  their  woes  apart 
Into  unnoticed  comers,  that  the  few. 
Their  means  sufficed  to  muster  trappini^  for, 
Mijsfht  fill  the  foreground,  occupy  your  nght 
With  joyous  faees  fit  to  bear  away 
And  boast  of  as  a  sample  of  all  Cleves 

—  How,  when  to  daylight  these  crept  out  onoe 

more, 
Clutching,  unconscious,  each  his  empty  rags 
Whence  the  scant  coin,  which  had  not  half 

bought  bread. 
That  mom  he  shook  forth,  counted  piece  by 

piece. 
And,  well-advisedly,  on  perfumes  spent  them 
To  bum,  or  flowers  to  strew,  before  your  path 

—  How,  when  the  golden  flood  of  music  ana  bliss 
Ebbed,  as  their  moon  retreated,  and  again 
Left  the  sharp  black-point  rocks  of  misery  bare 

—  Then  I,  their  friend,  had  only  to  suggest 
**  Saw  she  the  honor  as  she  saw  the  pomp  I  '* 
And  as  one  man  they  cried,  **He  speaks  the 

truth: 
Show  her  the  horror!    Take  from  our  own 

mouths 
Our  wrongs  and  show  them,  she  will  see  them 

too!" 
This  they  cried,  lady!    I  have  brought  the 
wrongs. 
Duch.    Wrongs  ?    Cleves   has  wrongs  —  ap- 
parent now  and  thus  ? 
I  thank  yon  I  In  that  paper  ?    Give  it  me  1 
Val,    (There,  Cleves !)    In  this)    (What  did 
I  promise,  Cleves  ?) 
Our  weavers,  clothiers,  spinners  are  redueed 
Since  .  .  .  Oh,  I  crave  your  pardon !  I  forget 
I  buy  the  privilege  of  this  approach. 
And  promptly  would  discharge  my  debt.  I  lay 

This  paper  humbly  at  the  Duchess*  feet. 

[Presenting  QunssT's  paper. 

Gui,  Stay  I  for  the  present  .  .  . 

Duch,  Stay,  sir  ?  I  take  aught 

That  teaches  me  their  wrongs  with  greater  pride 
Than  this  your  ducal  circlet.    Thank  you,  sir  I 
[The  DucHBU  reade  hastily  ;  then^  fuming  to  the  Cour- 

tiers — 

What  have  I  done  to  you  ?    Tour  deed  or  mine 
Was  it,  this  crowning  me  ?  I  gave  myself 
No  more  a  title  to  your  homage,  no. 
Than  church-flowers,  bom  this  season,  wrote 

the  words 
In  the  saintVbook  that  sanctified  them  first. 
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For  Boeh  a  Bower,  you  plooked  me ;  well,  yoo 

erred  — 
Well,    'twas   a  weed;    remove  the  eye-eore 

quiok  I 
But  should  you  not  remember  it  has  lain 
Steeped  in  the  candles'  fflory,  palely  shrined. 
Nearer  God's  Mother  than  most  earthly  things  f 

—  That  if  't  be  £aded  'tis  with  prayer's  sole 

breath  — 
That  the  one  day  it  boasted  was  God's  day  ? 
Still,  I  do  thank  ^ou  I    Had  you  used  respect, 
Here  mi{;ht  I  dwmdle  to  my  last  white  leaf, 
Here  lose  life's  latest  froshneas,  which  even  yet 
May  yield  some  wanderinsr  insect  rest  and  food : 
So,  Bmg  me  forth,  and  —  all  is  beat  for  all ! 
[A/ler  a  pause,]      Prince  Berthold,   who  art 

Juliers'  Duke  it  seems  — 
Tlie  King's  choice,  and  the  Emperor's,  and  the 

Pope's  — 
Be  mine,  too  t   Take  this  People  I  Tell  not  me 
Of  rescripts,  precedents,  authorities, 

—  But  take  them,  from  a  heart  that  yearns  to 

give  I 
Fuid  out  their  love,  — I  could  not ;  find  their 

fear, — 
I  would  not :  find  their  like, —  I  never  shall, 
Among  the  floweis !  ITaMng  off  her  eoronet. 

ColcMnbe  of  Ravestein 
Thanks  God  she  is  no  longer  Duchess  here ! 
Vol,  [Advancing  to  GxTiBBXLT.']   SirGuibert, 

knight,  they  call  you  —  this  of  mine 
Is  the  first  step  I  ever  set  at  court. 
Tou  dared  make  me  your  instrument,  I  find ; 
For  that,  so  sure  as  you  and  I  are  men, 
We  reckon  to  the  utmost  presently : 
But  as  you  are  a  courtier  and  I  none, 
Your  knowledge  may  instruct  me.    I,  already, 
Have  too  far  outraged,  bv  my  ignorance 
Of  courtier-ways,  this  lady,  to  proceed 
A  second  step  and  risk  addressing  her : 

—  I  am  d^;raded  — yon  let  me  address  I 
Out  of  her  presence,  all  is  plain  enough 
What  I  shall  do  —  but  in  her  presence,  too, 
Snrelv  there 's  something  proper  to  be  done. 
[To  the  oUiers.]  You,  gentles,  teU  me  if  I  guess 

aright  — 
May  I  not  strike  this  man  to  earth  ? 
The  Courtiers.  [As  Guibert  springs  forward^ 

withholding  Aim.]        Let  go  I 
— Hie  clothiers'  spokesman,  Guibert  ?   Crrace  a 

churl? 
Duch.     [To  Valbnce.]    Oh,  be  acquainted 

with  your  party,  sir  I 
He  's  of  the  oldest  lineage  Juliers  boasts ; 
A  lion  crests  him  for  a  cognizance ; 
*' Scorning  to  waver  "  — that 's  his  'scutcheon's 

woraj 
His  office  with  the  new  Duke  —  probably 
The  same  in  honor  as  with  me  ;  or  more, 
By  so  much  as  this  gallant  turn  deserves, 
lie  's  now,  I  dare  say,  of  a  thousand  times 
The  rank  and  influence  that  remain  with  her 
Whoee  part  you  take  I    So,  lest  for  taking  it 
You  suffer  .  .  . 
Vol.  I  may  strike  him  then  to  earth  ? 

Grttt.   [Falling  on  his  knee,]  Great  and  dear 

lady,  pardon  me  I    Hear  once  I 
BeiBeve  me  and  be  merciful — be  just  I 


I  could  not  bring  myself  to  give  that  paper 
Without  a  keener  pang  than  I  dared  meet 

—  And  so  felt  Clugnet  here,  and  Manf rov  here 

—  No  one  dared  meet  it.  Protestation's  oneap,  — 
But,  if  to  die  for  yon  did  any  good, 

[To  Qavckimr.]    Would  not  I  die,  sir?  Say 

your  worst  of  me  1 
But  it  does  no  good,  that 's  the  mournful  truth. 
And  since  the  hint  of  a  resistance,  even, 
Would  just  precipitate,  on  you  the  first, 
A  speeoier  ruin  —  I  shall  not  deny, 
Savmg  myself  indubitable  paia, 
I  thought  to  sive  you  pleasure  (who  might  say  ?) 
By  showing  that  your  only  subject  found 
To  cany  liie  sad  notice  was  the  man 
Preciselv  ignorant  of  its  contents ; 
A  nameless,  mere  provincial  advocate ; 
One  whom  t  was  hke  you  never  saw  before, 
Never  would  see  again.    All  has  gone  wrong : 
But  I  meant  right,  God  knows,  and  you,  I  trust ! 
Duch,  A  nameless  advocate,  this  gentleman  ? 

—  (I  ^rdou  you,  Sir  Guibert !) 

Gut,  [Ristn^^  to  Valkngb.j    Sir,  and  vou? 
Fai.  —  Rejoice  that  you  are  lightened  of  a 
load. 
Now,  you  have  only  me  to  reckon  with. 
Duoi.      One  I  have  never  seen,  much  less 

obliged? 
Vol,    Dare  I  speak,  bidy  ? 
Duch,  Dare  you  !    Heard  you  not 

I  rule  no  longer  ? 

Vol,  Lady,  if  your  rule 

Were  based  alone  on  such  a  ground  as  these 

[Pomting  to  the  Courtiers. 
Could  furnish  you,  —  abjure  itl     They  have 

hidden 
A  source  of  true  dominion  from  your  sight. 
Duch,     You  hear  them — no  such  source  is 

left  .  .  . 
Vol.  HearCleves! 

Whose  haggard  craftsmen  rose  to  starve  this 

day. 
Starve  now,  and  will  lie  down  at  night  to  starve, 
Sure  of  a  like  to-morrow  —  but  as  sure 
Of  a  most  unlike  morrow-af tex^that. 
Since  end  things  must,  end  howsoe'er  things 

may. 
What  curbs  the  brute-force  instinct  in  its  hour  ? 
What  makes  — instead  of  rising,  all  as  one. 
And  teaching  fingers,  so  expert  to  wield 
Their  tool,  uie  broaasword's  play  or  carbine's 
trick, 

—  What  makes  that  there 's  an  easier  help,  they 

think. 
For  you,  whoee  name  sri  few  of  them  can  spell. 
Whose  face  scarce  one  in  every  hundred  saw,  — 
You  simply  have  to  understand  their  wrongs, 
And  wroi^  will  vanish — so,  still  trades  are 

plied. 
And  swords  lie  rusting,  and  myself  stand  here  ? 
There  is  a  vision  in  the  heart  of  each 
Of  justice,  mercy,  wisdom,  tenderness  ^ 
To  wrong  and  pain,  and  knowledge  of  its  cure  r 
And  these  embodied  in  a  woman's  form 
That  b^t  transmits  them,  pure  as  fijst  received. 
From  God  above  her,  to  mankind  below. 
Will  you  derive  your  rule  from  such  a  ground. 
Or  rather  hold  it  by  the  suffrage,  say. 
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Of  this  man  —  this  —  and  this  ? 

Duck,  [After  a  pause.  ]  Yon  oome  from  CleveB : 
How  many  are  at  Cleves  of  such  a  mind  ? 
Val,  [From  his  paper.]  *'  We,  all  the  mana- 

facturers  of  Cleves  —  " 
Duch.     Or  stay,  air  —  lest  I  seem  too  cov- 
etous— 
Are  you  my  subject  ?  such  as  you  describe, 
Am  I  to  yuu,  thouirh  to  no  other  man  ? 

Val.  [From  fas  paper.]  —  "  Valehoe,  ordained 

your  Advocate  at  Cleves  "  — 
Duch.     [Beplacing  the  coronet.]    Then  I  re- 
main Cleves^  Duchess  I    Take  yon  note. 
While  Cleves  but  yields  one  subject  of  this 

stamp, 
I  stand  her  lady  till  she  waves  me  off  I  ^ 
For  her  sake,  all  the  Prince  claims  I  withhold  : 
Laugrh  at  each  menace ;  and,  his  power  defy- 

inPi 
Return  his  missive  with  its  due  contempt  I 

^Casting  U  away. 

Gut.  [Picking  it  up.]  —  Which  to  the  Prince 
I  will  deuver,  laay, 
(Note  it  down,  Gauoelme)  —  with  your  message 
too! 
Duch.    I  think  the  office  is  a  subject's,  sir  I 
—  Either  .  .  .  how  style  you  him  ? — my  special 

£uarder 
iishal's  —  for  who  knows  but  violence 
May  follow  the  deliverv  ?  —  Or,  perhaps. 
My  Chancellor's  —  for  law  may  be  to  uive 
On  its  recei]>t !  —  Or,  even  my  Chamberlain's  — 
For  1  may  violate  established  form  I 
[  To  Valence.  ]  8ir,  —  for  the  half -hour  till  this 

service  ends. 
Will  you  become  all  these  to  me  ? 

Val.    [Falling  on  his  knee.]         My  liege  ! 
Duch.    Give  me  I 

[  The  Courtien  vresent  the  ir  badofs  of  ojflee. 
[Putting  them  by.]    Whatever  was  their  virtue 

once. 
They  need  new  consecration.    [Raising  Va- 
lence.]   Are  you  mine  ? 
I  will  be  DnchesB  yet !  [She  retires. 

The  Courtiers.  Our  Duchess  yet ! 

A  srlorious  lady !    Worthy  love  and  dread  1 
I  'fl  stand  by  her,  —  and  1,  whatever  betide ! 
Qui.  [To  Valence.}    Well  done,  well  done, 

sir  I    I  care  not  who  knows. 
Yon  have  done  nobly  and  I  envy  yon  — 
Thouffh  I  am  but  unfairly  used,  i  think : 
For  wnen  one  gets  a  place  like  this  I  hold. 
One  gets  too  the  remark  that  its  mere  wa^es. 
The  pav  and  the  preferment,  make  our  prize. 
Talk  aoout  zeal  and  faith  apourt  from  these,  _ 
We  're  laughed  at  —  much  would  zeal  and  faith 

subsist 
Without  these  also !    Yet,  let  these  be  stopped, 
Our  waffes  discontinue,  —  then,  indeed. 
Our  ze<d  and  faith,  (we  hear  on  every  side,) 
Are  not  released  —  having  been  iiledged  away 
I  wonder,  for  what  zeal  and  faith  in  turn  ? 
Hard  money  purchased  me  my  place  I      No, 

no  — 
I  'm  right,  sir  —  but  ^onr  wrong  is  better  still. 
If  I  had  time  and  skill  to  ait^e  it. 
Therefore,   I  say,  I  '11  serve   you,    how  you 

please  — 


Ifyou  like,  —  figrht  yon,  as  yon  seem  to  wish  — 
(The  kinder  of  me  that,  in  sober  truth, 
I  never  dreamed  1  did  you  any  harm)  .  .  . 

Gau.  —  Or,  kinder  still,  you  'U  iutroduoe,  no 
doubt. 
His  merits  to  the  Prince  who 's  just  at  hand. 
And  let  no  hint  drop  he  's  made  Chancellor 
And  Chamberlain  and  Heaven  knows  what  be- 
side! 

Clug.   [To  Valence.]   You  stare,  young  sir, 
ana  threaten  1    Let  me  say. 
That  at  your  age,  when  first  I  came  to  court, 
I  was  not  much  above  a  gentleman ; 
While  now  .  .  . 

Val.    —  You  are  Head-Lackey  ?   With  yonr 
office 
I  have  not  yet  been  graced,  sir ! 

Other  Courtiers,  [To  Clugnet.]  Let  him  talk  I 
Fidelity,  disinterestedness. 
Excuse  so  much !    Men  claim  my  worship  ever 
Who  stanchly  and  steadfastly  .  .  . 

(Enter  AdolpO 

Ado(f.  Tne  Prince  arrives. 

Courtiers.    Ha?    How? 

Adolf.        He  leaves  his  euard  a  stage  behind 
At  Aix,  and  enters  almost  oy  himself. 

Ist  Court.    The  Prince!    This  foolish  busi- 
ness puts  all  out. 

2d  Cowt.    Let  Gaucelme  speak  first ! 

'Ad  Court.  ^  Better  I  began 

About  the  stat«  of  Juliers :  should  one  say 
All 's  prosperous  and  inviting  him  V 

Ath  Court.  —  Or  rather. 

All 's  prostrate  and  imploring  him  ? 

rith  Court.  That 's  best. 

Where 's  the  Cleves'  paper,  by  the  way  ? 

4th  Court.  [To  Valence.]  Sir  — sir  — 

If  you  '11  but  lend  that  paper —  trust  it  me, 
I  'II  warrant  .  .  . 

nth  Court.     8oftly,  sir  —  the  Marshal's  duty  I 

Clug.    Has  not  the  Chamberlain  a  hearing: 

By  virtue  of  his  patent  ? 

Gau.  Patents  ?  —  Duties  ? 

All  that,  my  masters,  must  begin  again ! 
One  word  composers  tne  whole  controversy : 
We  're  simply  now  —  the  Prince's ! 

The  OthfrS'  Ay  —  the  Prince's ! 

{Enter  Sabtkb.) 

Sab.      Adolf!      Bid  .  .  .  Oh,  no  time  for 
ceremony ! 
Where  's  whom  our  lady  calls  her  only  subject? 
She  needs  him.    Who  is  here  the  Duchess^  ? 
Val.   [Startinafrom  his  r«iwne.]  Most  grate- 
fully I  follow  to  her  feet. 


ACT  III 

Afternoon.    Scshb.    The  VeHibvie. 
Enter  Pbimcx  Behtbold  and  Mblchior. 

Berthold,    A  thriving  little  burgh  this  Juliers 
looks. 
[Half-apartj]  Keep  Juliers,  and  as  good  you 

kept  Cologne : 
Bett«r  try  Aix,  though  !  — 
Mtlchior.         Please  't  yonr  Highness  speak  f 
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Berth,  [As  btforeA  Aix,  Cologne,  Frankfort, 

—  Milan ;  —  Rome  I  — 
MeL  The  Grave. 

More  weary  seenui  your  Highness,  I  remark, 
Than    sundry    conquerors   whose    path 

watchea 

Throuffh  fire  and  hlood  to  any  prize  they  gain. 
I  coula  well  wish  you,  for  your  proper  sake, 
Had  met  some  shade  of  opposition  here 

—  Found  a  hlunt  seneeohtQ  refuse  unlock. 
Or  a  soared  usher  lead  your  steps  astray. 

You  must  not  look  for  next  achievement's  palm 
So  easily :  this  will  hurt  your  conquering. 
BerOi,    My  next  ?    Ay,  as  you  say,  my  next 

and  next  I 
Well,  I  am  tired,  that 's  truth,  and  raoodv  too, 
This  ciuiet  entranee^moming :  listen  why! 
Our  little  hnrgh,  now,  Jnliers  —  't  is  indeed 
Chie  fink,  however  insignificant. 
Of  the  great  chain  hy  which  I  reach  my  hope, 
-^  A  fink  I  must  secure ;  hut  otherwise, 
You  'd  wonder  I  esteem  it  worth  my  grasp. 
Just  see  what  fife  is,  with  its  shifts  and  turns  I 
It  happens  now  —  this  verj'  nook  —  to  he 
A  place  that  once  .  .  .  not  a  long  whild  since, 

neither  — 
When  I  fived  an  amhiguous  hanger-on 
Of  foreign  courts,  and  hore  my  olaiius  ahout, 
Disourded  by  one  kinsman,  and  the  other 
A  poor  priest  merely,  —  then,  I  say,  this  place 
Shone  my  ambition's  object ;  to  be  Duke  — 
Seemed  then,  what  to  be  Emperor  seems  now. 
My  rights  were  far  from  judged  as  plain  and 

sure 
In  those  days  as  of  late,  I  promise  yon  : 
And  *t  was  my  day-dream.  Lady  Colombo  here 
Might  e'en  compound  the  matter,  pity  me. 
Be  struck,  say,  with  my  chivalry  and  grace 
(I  was  a  boy !;  —  bestow  her  hand  at  length, 
And  make  me  Duke,  in  her  right  if  not  mine. 
Here  am  I,  Duke  confessed,  at  Jufiers  now. 
Hearken :  if  ever  I  be  Emoeror, 
Remind  me  what  I  felt  and  said  to-day  I 
Mel.  All  this  consoles  a  bookish  man  Uke 

me. 

—  And  so  will  weariness  cling  to  you.    Wrong, 
Wrong !    Had  you  sought  the  lady's  court  your- 

setf,- 
Faoed  the  redoubtables  composing  it. 
Flattered  this,  threatened  that  man,  bribed  the 

other,  — 
Pleaded   by  writ  and  word   and  deed,  your 

cause, — 
Conquered  a  footing  inch  by  painful  inch,  — 
And,  after  long  years'  struggle,  pounced  at  last 
(hi  her  for  prize,  —  the  right  life  had  been  fived. 
And  justice  done  to  divers  faculties 
Shut  in  that  brow.    Yourself  were  visible 
As  you  stood  victor,  then  ;  whom  now  —  (your 

pardon!) 
I  am  forced  narrowly  to  search  and  see. 
So  are  you  hid   by  helps  —  this   Pope,  your 

uncle  — 
Your  cousin,  the  other  King  I  You  are  a  mind, — 
They,  body :  too  much  of  mere  legs-and-arms  ^ 
Obstructs  tiie  mind  so !   Match  these  with  their 

like: 
Match  mind  with  mind  ! 


Berth.        And  where 's  your  mind  to  match  ? 
They  show  me  le^^s-and-arms  to  cope  withal ! 
I  'd  subjugate  this  city  —  where 's  its  mind  f 
{The  Coiutlera  enter  slowly.) 

Mel.  Got  out  of  sight  when  you  came  troops 
andaUI 
And  in  its  stead,  here  greets  you  fiesh-and-blood : 
A  smug  economy  of  both,  this  first  I 

lAs  CLoeNCT  bote*  obeequioudy. 

WeU  done,  gout,  all  considered  I  —  I  may  go  ? 
Berth.  Help  me  receive  them  I 
Mel.  Oh,  they  just  will  say 

What  yesterday  at  Aix  their  feUows  said,  — 
At  Treves,  the  day  before!    Sir  Prince,  my 

friend. 
Why  do  you  let  your  life  sfip  thus  ?  —  Meantime, 
I  have  my  little  Jufiers  to  achieve  — 
The  understanding  this  tough  Flatonist, 
Your  holy  uncle  disinterred,  Amelius : 
Lend  me  a  company  of  horse  and  foot, 
To  help  me  through  his  tractate  —  gain  my 
Duchy! 
Berth.  And  Empire,  after  that  is  gained,  will 

be-? 
Mel.  To  help  me  through  your  nude's  com- 
ment, Prince !  [Ooe*. 
Berth,  Ah  ?  Well :  he  o'er-refines — the  schol- 
ar's fault  I 
How  do  I  let  my  fife  slip  ?    Say,  this  life, 
I  lead  now,  differs  from  the  common  fife 
Of  other  men  in  mere  degree,  not  kind. 
Of  joys  and  griefs,  —  still  there  is  such  degree 
Mere  largeness  in  a  fife  is  something,  sure,  — 
Enouprh  to  care  about  and  struggle  for, 
In  this  world :  for  this  world,  the  mze  of  things ; 
The  sort  of  things,  for  that  to  come,  no  doubt. 
A  great  is  bettor  than  a  fitUe  aim : 
And  when  I  wooed  Priscilla's  rosy  month 
And  failed  so,  under  that  gray  convent^waU, 
Was  I  more  happy  than  I  should  be  now 

[^v  thU  time,  the  Gourtien  are  ranged  before  him. 
If  failing  of  my  Empire  ?  ^  Not  a  whit. 
—  Here  oomes  the  mind,  it  once  had  tasked  me 

sore 
To  baffle,  but  for  my  advantages ! 

AU  's  best  as 't  is :  these  schoutfs  talk  and  talk. 

[Seats  himself. 

The  Courtiers.  Welcome  our  Prince  to  Jufiers ! 
—  to  his  heritage ! 
Our  dntifuUest  service  proffer  we ! 
Clug.  I,  please  your  Highness,  having  exer- 
cised 
The  function  of  Grand  Chamberlain  at  court. 
With  much  acceptance,  as  men  testify  .  .  . 
Berth.    I  cannot  greatly  thank  yon,  gentle- 
men! 
The   Pope  declares  my  claim  to  the    Duchy 

founded 
On  strictest  justice  —  you  concede  it,  therefore, 
I  do  not  wonder :  and  the  kings  niy  friends 
Protest  they  mean  to  see  such  claim  enforced,  — 
You  easily  may  offer  to  assist. 
But  Uiere  's  a  slight  discretionary  power 
To  serve  me  in  the  matter,  yon  've  had  long. 
Though  late  you  use  it.    This  is  weU  to  say  — 
But  could  you  not  have  said  it  months  1^0  ? 
I'm  not  denied  my  own  Duke's  truncheon, 
true  — 
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^Tis  flunc:  me  —  I  stoop  down,  and  from  the 

ground 
Pick  itf  ¥rith  all  ^on  pliicid  standers-by : 
And  now  I  have  it,  grems  and  mire  at  once, 
Grace  go  with  it  to  mj  soiled  hands,  yon  say  I 

Gut.   (By  Panl,  the  advocate  our  doughty 
fneiMl 
Cuts  the  best  figure !) 

Gau,  If  our  ignorance 

May  have  offended,  sure  our  loyalty  .  .  . 

Berth.  Loyalty?  Yours?   Oh— of  yourselves 
yon  speak ! 
I  mean  the  Duchess  all  this  time,  I  hope  I 
And  since  I  have  been  forced  repeat  my  claims 
As  if  they  never  had  been  urged  before. 
As  I  began,  so  must  I  end,  it  seems. 
The  formal  answer  to  the  grave  demand  1 
What  says  the  lady  ? 

Courtiers,    [One  to  another.]    Igt  Court,    Mar- 
shal!   2d  Court.    Orator  I 

Crui.  A  variation  of  our  mistress*  way  I 
Wipe  off  his  boots*  dust,  Clugnet  I  —  that,  he 
waits  I 

Ist  Court.  Your  place  I 

2id  Court,      Just  now  it  was  your  own  ! 

Gui.  The  deviFs  I 

Berth,  [TbGuiBERT.]  Come  forward,  friend 
—  you  with  the  paper,  there  I 
Ib  Juliers  the  first  city  I  ^ve  obtained  ? 
By  this  time,  I  may  boast  proficiency 
In  each  decorum  ef  the  circumstance. 
Give  it  me  as  she  gave  it  —  the  petition, 
Dunand,  yon  style  it  I    What 's  required,  in 

brief? 
What  title  *s  reservation,  appanage *b 
Allowance  ?    I  heard  all  at  Treves,  last  week. 

Gau.  [To  GuiBEBT.]     ''Give  it  him  as  she 
gave  it  I  '* 

Gut.  And  why  not  ? 

[To  Bbbthoij>.1  The  lady  crushed  your  sum- 
mons thus  together. 
And  bade  me,  with  the  very  greatest  soom 
So  fair  a  frame  could  hold,  inform  you  .  .  . 

Courtiers.  Stop  — 

Idiot  I 

Gut .  —  Inform  yon  she  denied  ^our  claim. 
Defied  yourself  I    (I  tread  upon  his  heel. 
The  blustering  advocate !) 

Berth.  By  heaven  and  earth  I 

Dare  yon  jest,  sir  ? 

Gui.  Did  they  at  Treves,  last  week  ? 

Berth.  [Starting  up.]  Why  then,  I  look  much 
bolder  than  I  knew. 
And  you  prove  better  actors  than  I  thought : 
Since,  as  I  live,  I  took  you  as  yon  entered 
For  just  so  many  dearest  friends  of  mine, 
Fled  from  the  sinking  to  the  rising  power 
—  The  sneaking'st  crew,  in  short,  I  e*er  de- 
spised! 
Whereas,  I  am  alone  here  for  the  moment, 
With  every  soldier  left  behind  at  Aix ! 
Silence  ?    That  means  the  worst  ?    I  thought 

as  much ! 

What  follows  next? 

Courtiers.  Gh«cious  Prince  —  he  raves ! 

Gui,  He  asked  the  truth  and  why  not  get  the 
truth? 


Berth,  Am  I  &  prisoner?    Speak,  will  aome" 
body? 

—  But  why  stand  paltering  with  imbeciles  ? 
Let  me  see  her,  or  .  •  . 

Gui.  Her.  without  her  leave, 

Shall  no  one  see  :  she  *s  Ducness  yet  I 

Courtiers.  [Footsteps  wtthout^  as  they  are  </is- 
puting.j    Good  ohanoe ! 
She  *s  here  — the  Lady  Colombe^s  self  I 

Berth.  'T is  well! 

[Aside,]    Array  a  handful  thus  against   my 

world? 
Not  ill  done,  truly !    Were  not  this  a  mind 
To  match  one's  mind  with?    Colombe!    Let 

us  wait ! 
I  failed  so,  under  that  gray  oonvent  wall  I 
She  comes. 
Gut.     The  Duchess !    StrangevB,  range  yoni^ 
selves! 
[Am  the  DucHKw  enters  in  conversation  with  Yasmkcm^ 
Bbktbold  and  ihe  CourtierB/oif  badt  a  UttU. 
Duck.  PresagefuUy  it  beats,  presaffefnlly. 
My  heart :  the  right  is  Berthold's  and  not  mine. 
Val.  Grant  tint  he  has  the  right,  dare  I  mi»« 
trust 
Your  power  to  acquiesce  so  patiently 
As  you  believe,  in  such  a  dream-like  change 
Of  fortune  —  change  abrupt,  profound,  com- 
plete? 
Ducn.  Ah,  the  first  bitterness  is  OTer  now ! 
Bitter  I  may  have  felt  it  to  eonfront 
The  truth,  and  ascertain  those  natures*  value 
I  had  so  counted  on  ;  that  was  &pamg: 
But  I  did  bear  it,  and  the  worst  is  over. 
Let  the  Prince  take  them  ! 

Val.  And  take  Jnlien  too  ? 

—  Your   people   without   crosses,   wands   and 

chains — 
Only  with  hearts  ? 

I)uch.  There  I  feel  guilty,  sir ! 

I  cannot  give  up  what  I  never  had : 
For  I  ruled  these,  not  them — these  stood  be- 
tween. 
Shall  I  confess,  sir  ?    I  have  heard  by  stealth 
Of  Berthold  from  the  first;  more  news  and 

more : 
Closer  and  closer  swam  the  thunder  cloud. 
But  I  was  safely  housed  with  these,  I  knew. 
At  times  when  to  the  casement  I  would  turn. 
At  a  bird's  passage  or  a  flower-trail's  play, 
I  caiy^ht  the  storm's  red  glimpses  on  its  edge  — 
Yet  i  was  sure  some  one  of  all  these  friends 
Would  interpose  :  I  followed  the  bird's  flight 
Or  plucked  the  flower  —  some  one  would  inter- 
pose! 
Val.    Not  one  thought  on  the  People  —  and 

Cleves  there  I 
Duch.     Now,  sadly  conscious  my  real  sway 
was  missed, 
Its  shadow  goes  without  so  much  re^pret  : 
Else  could  r  not  again  thus  calmly  bid  yon, 
Answer  Prinoe  Berthold ! 

Val.  Then  ^ou  aoqniesce  ? 

DutJi.    Remember  over  whom  it  was  I  ruled  I 
Gut.   [Stepping  forward,]    Prince  Berthold, 

Tonder,  craves  an  anoienoe,  lady  I 
Duc/i.  \^To  Valence.]    I  only  have  to  turn, 
ana  I  shall  face 


COLOMBE'S   BIRTHDAY 


24  c 


Prinoe  Berthold  I    Oh,  1117  yerr  heart  is  uck  1 

It  is  the  daughter  of  a  lin«  of  DnkoB 

This  soornfal  insolent  adventurer 

Will  bid  depart  from  my  dead  father^s  halls ! 

I  shall  not  answer  him  —  dispute  with  him  — 

Bvt,  as  he  bids,  depart  I    Prevent  it,  sir ! 

Sir  —  but  a  mere  day's  respite  !    Uive  for  me 

—  What  I  shall  oail  to  mind  I  should  have 

oTKed 
Wben  time  *s  gone  by  —  't  will  all  be  mine,  you 

urgel 
A  day  —  an  hour  —  that  I  mvself  may  lay 
My  rule  down !   'T  is  too  sudden  —  must  not  be  I 
The  world's  to  hear  of  it  I    Once  dons  —  for- 
ever! 
How  will  it  read,  sir  ?    How  be  sung  about  ? 
Prevent  it  I 
Berth.  [Apmroacfung,]    Your  frank  indigna- 
tion, lady, 
Oinaot  escape  me.    Overbold  I  seem  ; 
But  somewhat  should  be  nardoned  my  surprise 
At  this  reception,  —  this  aefianoe,  rattier. 
And  if,  for  their  and  your  sake,  I  rejoice 
Yonr  virtues  could  inspire  a  trusty  few 
To  make  such  gallant  stand  in  your  behalf, 
I  cannot  but  be  sorrr,  for  my  own. 
Your  friends  should  force  me  to  retrace  my 

steps: 
Sinoe  I  no  longer  am  permitted  speak 
After  the  pleasant  peaceful  course  prescribed 
No  lees  by  oourtesy  than  relationship  — 
Which  I  remember,  if  yon  once  forgot. 
But  never  must  attack  pass  unrepeUed. 
Suffer  that,  through  you,  I  demand  of  these. 
Who  controverts  my  claim  to  Juliers  ? 

Duck.  '  —  Me 

Yon  saT,  you  do  not  speak  to  — 

Berth.  Of  your  subjects 

I  ask,  then :  whom  do  you  aocreoit  ?    Wnere 
Stand  those  should  answer  ? 

Vol.  [Adt>aficing,\  The  lady  is  alone. 

Berth.    Alone,  and  thus  ?    So  weak  and  yet 

so  bold? 
Val.    I  said  she  was  alone  — 
Berth.  And  weak,  I  said. 

Vol.    When  is  man  strong  until    he  feels 
alone? 
It  was  some  lonely  stren^h  at  first,  be  sure. 
Created  organs,  such  as  mose  you  seek, 
By  which  to  give  its  varied  purpose  shape : 
And,  naming  the  selected  mmistrants. 
Took  sword,  and  shield,  and  sceptre,  —  each,  a 

man! 
That  strength  performed  its  work  and  passed 

its  way : 
Yon  see  our  lady  :  therS,  the  old  shapes  stand  I 

—  A  Marshal,  Chamberlain,  and  Chancellor  — 
^*  Be  helped  their  way,  into  their  death  put  life 
And  find  advantage !  "  — so  you  counsel  us. 
But  let  strength  feel  alone,  seek  help  itself,  — 
And,  as  the  inland-hatched  searcreature  hunts 
The  sea's  breast  out,  —  as,  littered  'mid  the 

waves 
The  desert-brute  makes  for  the  desert's  joy, 
So  turns  our  lady  to  her  true  resource, 
Fsasiiw  o'er  hollow  fictions,  worn-out  t3rpes, 
— And  I  am  first  her  instinct  fastens  on. 
And  prompt  I  say,  as  clear  as  heart  can  speak. 


The  People  will  not  have  yon  ;  nor  shall  have  I 

It  is  not  merely  I  shall  go  bring  Cleves 

And  fight  yon  to  the  last, — though  that  does 

much. 
And  men  and  children,  —  ay,  and  women  too, 
Fighting  for  home,  are  rather  to  be  feared 
Tmm  mercenaries  fighting  for  their  pay  — 
But,  say  you  beat  us,  since  such  things  have 

been. 
And,  where  this  Juliers  laughed,  you  set  your 

foot 
Upon  a  steaming  bloody  plash  —  what  then  ? 
Stand  you  the  more  our  lord  that  there  you 

stand  ? 
Lord  it  o'er  troops  whose  force  you  concentrate, 
A  pillared  flame  whereto  all  ardors  tend  — 
Lord  it  'mid  priests  whose  schemes  you  amplify, 
A  cloud  of  smoke  'neath  which  all  shadows 

brood- 
But  never,  in  this  gentle  spot  of  earth. 
Can  you  become  our  Colombe,  our  pla^-queen. 
For  whom,  to  furnish  lilies  for  her  hair, 
We  'd  pour  our  veins  fortii  to  enrich  the  soil ! 
—  Our  conqueror  ?    Yes !  —  Our  despot  ?  Yes  t 

—  Our  Duke? 
Know  vourself ,  know  us ! 
Berth.  [  Who  has  been  in  thought.^  Know  yonr 

ladv,  also  I 
[Very  deferentially.]  —  To  whom  I  needs  must 

exculpate  myself 
For  having  made  a  rash  demand,  at  least. 
Wherefore  to  you,  sir,  who  appear  to  be 
Her  chief  adviser,  I  submit  my  claims, 

lOMnff  papers. 
But}  this  step  taken,  take  no  further  step. 
Until  the  Duchess  shall  pronounce  their  worth. 
Here  be  oja  meeting^place  ;  at  night,  its  time : 
Till  when  I  humbly  take  the  lady^s  leave ! 
IHe  witkdnttct.    A*  the  Dvchsbs  turns  to  VixsNOS, 
the  Courtiers  interchange  gUmees  and  come  fonoard 
a  liitle. 

1st  Court.    So,  this  was  their  device ! 

2</  Court.    No  bad  device  I 

3d  Court.    You  'd  say  they  love  each  other, 
Quibert's  friend 
From  Cleves,  and  she,  the  Duchess  I 

4th  Court.  — And  moreover, 

That  all  Prinoe  Berthold  comes  for,  is  to  help 
Their  loves ! 

5/A  Court.   Pray,  Guibert,  what  is  next  to  do  ? 

Gut.   [Advancing.]  I  laid  my  office  at  tha 
Duchess'  foot  — 

Others,    And  I  —  and  I  —  and  1 1 

Duch.  I  took  them,  sirs. 

Gui.  [Apart  to  Valenck.]     And  now,  sir,  I 
am  simple  knight  again  — 
Ghiibert,  of  the  great  ancient  house,  as  yet 
That  never  bore  affront ;  whate'er  your  birth,  — 
As  thuun  stand  now,  I  recognize  yourself 
(H  you  11  accept  experience  of  some  date) 
As  like  to  be  tne  leading  man  o'  the  time, 
Therefore  as  much  above  me  now,  as  I 
Seemed  above  you  this  morning.    Then,  I  of  • 

fered 
To  fight  you  :  will  you  be  as  generous 
And  now  fight  me  ? 

Val.  Ask  when  my  life  is  mine  ! 

Gut.  ('T  is  hen  now  1) 
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Clvg.  [Apart  to  Valence,  as  Guibebt  turns 
from.  Aim.]    You,  sir,  have  insulted  me 
Grossly,  —  will  erant  me,  too,  the  selfsame  favor 
Yon  Ve  granted  him,  just  now,  I  make  no  ques- 
tion? 

Vcd.,    I  promise  yon,  as  him,  sir. 

Clug,  Do  you  so  ? 

Handsomely  said  I    I  hold  you  to  it,  sir. 
You  *11  get  me  reinstated  in  my  of&ce 
As  yon  will  Guibert  1 

DmcH,  I  would  be  alone  I 

[7A«y  hegin  to  retire  tlowly :  at  Valbkcb  it  aboiU  to 

follow  — 
Alone,  sir  —  only  with  my  heart  :  you  stay ! 

Gau.     Yon  hear  that?     Ah,  light  breaks 
upon  me  1    Cleves  — 
It  was  at  Cleves  some  man  harangued  us  all  ^ 
With  great  e£Feot,  —  so  those  who  listened  said. 
My  thoughts  being  busy  elsewhere :  was  this  he  r 
Guibert,  —  your  strange,  disinterested  man ! 
Your  unoormpted,  if  unoourdy  friend ! 
The  modest  worth  you  mean  to  patronize ! 
He  cares  about  no  Duchesses,  not  he  I 
His  sole  concern  is  with  the  wrongs  of  Cleves  I 
What,  Guibert?    What,  it  breaks  on  you  at 
hist? 

Gut.    Would  this  hallos  floor  were  a  miners 
roof!    rdback 
And  in  her  very  face  .  .  . 

Gau,  Apply  the  match 

That  fired  the  train,  —  and  where  would  you 
bcipray  ? 

Gut.    With  him! 

Gau,       Stand,  rather,  safe  outside  with  me  I 
The  mine  *s  ohaiiged  :  sliall  I  furnish  you  the 

match 
And  place  you  properly  ?  To  the  antechamber  I 

Gui,    Can  you  ? 

Gau,        Try  me  I    Your  friend  ^s  in  fortune  ! 

Gill.  ,    Quick  — 

To  the  antechamber !    He  is  pale  with  bliss  ! 

Gau,    No  wonder  I    Mark  ner  eyes ! 

Gill.  To  the  antechamber  ! 

[  The  Courtiers  retire. 

Duck,    Sir,  could  you  know  all  you  have  done 
forme 
Yon  were  content !  You  spoke,  and  I  am  saved. 

VcU.    Be  not  too  sanguine,  lady !    Ere  you 
dseam, 
That  transient  flush  of  generosity 
Fades  off,  perchance !     The  man,  beside,  is 

gone,  — 
Him  we  might  bend  ;  but  see,  the  papers  here  — 
Inalterably  his  requirement  stays. 
And  cold  hard  words  have  we  to  deal  with  now. 
In  that  large  eye  there  seemed  a  latent  pride. 
To  self-denial  not  incompetent, 
But  very  like  to  hold  itself  dispensed 
From  such  a  giuce :  however,  let  us  hoi>e  ! 
He  is  a  noble  spirit  in  noble  form. 
I  wish  he  less  had  bent  that  brow  to  smile 
As  with  the  fancy  how  he  could  subiect 
Himself  npon  occasion  to  —  himself  I 
From  rudeness,  violence,  you  rest  secure  ; 
But  do  not  think  your  Duchy  rescued  yet ! 

Duch.    You,  who  have  opened  a  new  world 
to  me. 
Will  never  take  the  faded  language  up 


Of  that  I  leave  ?    My  Duchy  —  keeping  it. 
Or  losing  it — is  that  my  sole  world  now  ? 

Val,    111  have  I  spoken  if  you  thence  despise 
Juliers ;  although  the  lowest,  on  true  grounds. 
Be  worth  more  than  tlie  highest  rule,  on  false  : 
Aspire  to  rule,  on  the  true  grounds  I 

Duch.  Nay,  hear  — 

False,  I  will  never  —  rash,  I  would  not  be  ! 
This  ta  indeed  my  birthday  —  soul  and  body. 
Its  hours  have  done  on  me  the  work  of  years. 
You  hold  the  requisition :  ponder  it ! 
If  I  have  right,  my  duty's  plain :  if  he  — 
Say  so.  nor  ever  ohaaige  a  tone  of  voice  ! 
At  nignt  you  meet  the  Prince ;  meet  me  at  eve  I 
Till  when,  farewell !    This  discomposes  you  ? 
Believe  in  ^our  own  nature,  and  its  force 
Of  renovating  mine  1    I  take  my  stand 
Only  as  under  me  the  earth  is  firm  : 
So,  prove  the  first  step  stable,  all  will  prove. 
That  first.  I  choose  —  [Laying  ker  hand  on  his] 
~  tne  next  to  take,  choose  yon  I 

[She  teiihtimvs. 

Val.    [AJier   a   pause,]    What  drew  down 
this  on  me  ?  —  on  me,  dead  once. 
She  thus  bids  live,  —  since  all  I  hitherto 
Thought  dead  in  me,  youth^s  ardors  and  em- 
prise. 
Burst  mto  life  before  her,  as  she  bids 
Who  needs  them.    Whitlier  will   this  reach, 

where  end  ? 
Her  hand*s  print  bums  on  mine  .  .  .  Yet  she  *a 

above  — 
So  very  far  above  me  I    All  *s  too  plain : 
I  served  her  when  the  others  sank  away. 
And  she  rewards  me  as  such  souls  reward  — 
The  changed  voice,  the  suffusion  of  the  cheek. 
The  eye^s  acceptance,  the  expressive  hand, 

—  Reward,     tnat^s    little,    in    her    generous 

thought. 
Though  all  to  me  ... 

I  cannot  so  diBclaim 
Heaven^s  gift,  nor  call  it  other  than  it  is ! 
She  loves  me ! 
[LookiTig  at  the  Prince's  napers,]  —  Which  love, 

these,  perchance,  forl)id. 
Can  I  decide  agiunst  myself  —  pronounce 
She  is  the  I>nche8s  and  no  mate  for  me  ? 

—  Cleves.  help  me  !    Teach  me,  —  every  ha^ 

gard  face,  — 
To  sorrow  and  endure  !    I  will  do  right 
Whatever  be  the  issue.    Help  me,  Cleves  ! 

ACT   IV 

Evffiing.    Sckks.    An  Antechamber. 
Enter  the  Courtiers. 

Mau.     Now,  then,   that  we   may  speak  — 

how  spring  this  mine  ? 
Gau,    Is  Guibert  ready  for  its  match  ?    He 
cools! 
Not  so  friend  Valence  with  the  Duchess  there  I 
**  Stay,    Valence !     Are    not   you   my   better 

self?'' 
And  her  cheek  mantled  — 

Gut.  Well,  she  loves  him.  sir . 

And  more,  —  since  you  will   have  it  I  grow 
cool,  — 
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She  *8  riiphc  :  be  "s  worth  it. 

Gau.  Fur  his  deeds  to-day  ? 

Sat  so  ! 

Gut,    Whatahoaldliaybeeide? 

Gau,  Not  this  — 

For  friendship's  sake  leave  this  for  me  to  say  — 
That  we  're  tJie  dupes  dt  an  egregiious  cheat  I 
This  phun  unpractised  suitor,  who  found  way 
To  the  Duchess  through  Uie  merest  die's  turn- 
up, 
A  year  ago  had  seen  her  and  been  seen, 
Loved  and  been  loved. 

Gui,  Impossible  I 

Gau,  —Nor  say, 

How  sl^r  and  exquisite  a  trick,  moreover. 
Was  thia  which  — taking  not  their  stand  on 

facts 
Boldly,  for  that  had  been  endurable, 
But  worming   on   their    way   by  craft,   they 

choose 
Resort  to,  rather,  —  and  which  you  and  we, 
iSheep-like,  assist  them  in  the  playing-off  I 
The  Duchess  thus  parades  him  as  preferred, 
Not  on  the  honest  ground  of  preference, 
•Seeing  first,  likine  more,  ana  there  an  end — 
But  as  we  all  haa  started  equally. 
And  at  the  close  of  a  fair  race  he  proved 
The  only  valiant,  ssge  and  loyal  man. 
Herself,  too,  with  the  pretty  fits  and  starts,  — 
The  careless,  winning^  candid  ignorance 
Of  what  the  Frince  might  challenge  or  forego  — 
She  had  a  hero  in  reserve  I    What  risk 
Kan  she^  ?    This  deferential  easy  Prince 
Who  brings  his  daiins  for  her  to  ratify 
—  He 's  just  her  puppet  for  the  nonce  I    Tou  *U 

Valence  pronounces,  as  is  equitable. 
Against  him  :  off  goes  the  confederate  : 
As  equitably.  Valence  takes  her  hand  I 

The    Chattcellor,^  Tou   run    too   fast:   her 
hand,  no  subject  takes. 
Do  not  our  archives  hold  her  father's  will  ? 
That  will  provides  against  such  accident. 
And  gives^  next  heir.  Prince  Berthold,  the  re- 
version ^ 
Of  Juliets,  which  she  forfeits,  wedding  so. 
Gau,    I  know  that,  well  as  yon,  —  but  does 
the  Prince  ? 
Knows  Berthold,  think  you,  that  this  plan,  he 

helps. 
For  Valence's  ennoblement,  —  would  end. 
If  erowned  with  the  success  which  seems  its  due, 
In  making  him  the  very  thing  he  plays, 
The  actual  Duke  of  Jmiers  ?    Alt  agree 
That  Colombe's  title  waived  or  set  aside, 
He  is  next  heir. 

The  Chan.  Inoontrovertibly. 

Gau,    Guibert,   your   match,    now,   to   the 

train  I 
Qui.  Enough  I 

I  'm  with  yon :  selnahness  is  best  again. 
I  thought  of  turning  honest  —  what  a  dream 
Let 's  wake  now ! 

Gau,  Selfish,  friend,  you  never  were : 

T  was  but  a  series  of  revenges  taken 
On  your  unselfishness  for  prospering  ill. 
But  now  that  you  're  grown  wiser,  what 's  our 
course? 


Gut.  —  Wait,  I  suppose,  till  Valence  weds  our 
lady. 
And  then,  if  we  must  needs  revenge  ourselves, 
Apurise  the  Prince. 

Gau.  —  The  Prince,  ere  then  dismissed 

With  thanks  for  playing  his  mock  part  so  well  ? 
Tell  the  Prince  now,  sir  I    Ay,  this  very  night. 
Ere  he  accepts  his  dole  and  goes  his  way. 
Explain  how  such  a  marriage  makes  him  Duke, 
Then  trust  his  natitude  for  the  surprise ! 

€rtti.  —  Our  lady  wedding  Valence  all  tlie 
same 
As  if  the  penalty  were  undisclosed  ? 
Qood  I    Ii  she  loves,  she  '11  not  disown  her  love, 
Throw  Valence  up.    I  wonder  you  see  that. 

Gau.    The  shame  of  it  —  the  suddenness  and 
shame  I 
Within  her,  the  inclining  heart  —  without, 
A  terrible  array  of  witnesses  — 
And  Valence  bv,  to  keep  her  to  her  word. 
With  Bertliold  8  indignation  or  di^^nst  I 
We  '11  tr^  it !  —  Not  that  we  can  venture  much. 
Her  confidence  we  've  lost  forever :  Berthold^s 
Is  all  to  gain. 

Gui.  ^  To-night,  then,  venture  we  I 

Yet  —  if  lost  confidence  might  be  renewed  ? 

Gau.     Never  in  noble  natures  I    With  the 
base  ones,  — 
Twist  off   the  crab*s   claw,  wait  a  smarting- 

while. 
And  something  grows  and  grows  and  gets  to  be 
A  mimic  of  the  lout  joint,  just  so  like 
As  keeps  in  mind  it  never,  never  will 
Replace  its  predecessor  I    Crabs  do  that : 
But  lop  the  lion's  foot  —  and  .  .  . 

Gui,  To  the  Prince ! 

Gau.    [Aside.]    And  oome  what  will  to  tiie 
lion^s  foot,  I  nay  you. 
My  cat's  paw,  as  I  long  have  reamed  to 
[Aloud.]    Footsteps  I    Himself  I    'Tis" 

breaks  on  us. 
Exulting  that  their  scheme  succeeds.    We  '11 

hence  — 
And    perfect    ours  I    Consult    the    archives, 

nret  — 
Then,  fortified  with  knowledge,  seek  the  Hall ! 

Clug.    [To  Gaccblmb  a«  they  retire.]    You 
have  not  smiled  so  sinoe  your  father  died  ! 
{As  they  retire,^  enter  Valbmcb  with papert.) 

Veil.    Somustitbel    I  have  examined  these 
With  scarce  a  palpitating  heart — so  calm. 
Keeping  her  image  almost  wholly  off, 
Setting  upon  myself  determined  watch. 
Repelling  to  the  uttermost  his  claims : 
And  the  result  is  —  all  men  would  pronounce. 
And  not  I,  onl^,  the  result  to  be  — 
Berthold  is  heir ;  she  has  no  shade  of  right 
To  the  distinction  which  divided  us. 
But,  suffered  to  rule  first,  I  loiow  not  why. 
Her  rule  connived  at  bv  those  Kings  and  Popes, 
To    serve    some    devil's  -  purpose,  —  now  't  is 

gained, 
Whatever  it  was,  the  rule  expires  as  well. 

—  Valence,  this  rapture  .  .  .  selfish  can  it  be  ? 
Elect  it  from  your  heart,  her  home !  —  It  stays  I 
Ah,  the  brave  world  that  opens  on  us  both ! 

—  Do    my    poor    townsmen    so   esteem    it? 

Cleves,  — 


o  pay ! 
Valence 
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I  need  not  yoor  i>ale  faces  I    Hiis,  reward 
For  service  done  to  yon  ?    Too  horrible  I 
I  never  served  yon :  *t  was  myself  I  served  — 
Nay,  served  not  —  rather  saved  from  punish- 
ment 
Which,  had  I  failed  yon  then,  would  plae^ue  me 

now  I 
My  life  oontinnes  yonra,  and  yonr  life,  mine. 
But  if,  to  take  GM's  gift,  I  swerve  no  step  — 
Cleves  I    If  I  breathe  no  prayer  for  it  —  ir  she, 

[FooUUp*  wiihottt. 

Colonibe,  that  comes  now,  freely  gives  herself  — 
Will  Cleves  require,  that,  turning  thus  to  her, 

X    tt    •    • 

{Enter  Pb»cs  Bbrtholo.) 
Pardon,  sir !     I  did  not  look  for  you 
Till  nieht,  i'  the  Hall ;  nor  have  as  yet  declared 
My  juagment  to  the  lady. 

Serth,  So  I  hoped. 

VaL    And  vet  I  scarcely  know  why  that 
should  cneck 
The  frank  disclosure  of  it  first  to  you  -^ 
What  her  right  seems,  and   what,  in  conse- 
quence, 
She  will  decide  on. 
Berth.  That  I  need  not  ask. 

Vcd.    You   need   not:    I  have  proved  the 
lady's  mind : 
And,  justice  being  to  do,  dare  act  for  her. 
Berth.    Doubtless  she  has  a  very  noble  mind. 
Vol.    Oh,  never  fear  but  she  '11  in  each  con- 
juncture 
Bear  herself  bravely  I    She  no  whit  depends 
On  circumstance ;  as  she  adorns  a  throne. 
She  had  adorned  .  .  . 

Berth,  A  cottage  —  in  what  book 

Have  I  read  that,  of  every  queen  that  lived  ? 
A  throne  !    You  have  not  been  instructed,  sure, 
To  forestall  my  request  ? 

Vol,  *T  is  granted,  sir ! 

My  heart  instructs  me.    I  have  scrutinized 
Yonr  claims  .  .  . 

Berth.    Ah  —  claims,  you  mean,  at  first  pre- 
ferred ? 
I  come,  before  the  hour  appointed  me. 
To  pray  you  let  those  claims  at  present  rest. 
In  favor  of  a  new  and  stronger  one. 

Val.    You  shall  not  need  a  stronger :    on  the 
part 
O'  the  ludy,  all  yon  offer  I  accept. 
Since  one  clear  right  sufBces :  yours  is  clear. 
Propose! 
Berth.        I  offer  her  my  hand. 
Vat.  Your  hand? 

Berth.    A  Duke's,  yourself  say  ;  and,  at  no 
far  time, 
Something  here  whispers  me  —  an  Emperor's. 
Tlie  lady's  mind  is  noble :  which  induced 
This  seizure  of  occasion :  ere  my  claims 
Were  —  settled,  let  us  amicably  say ! 
Vol.    Your  hand  I 

Berth.    (He  will  fall  down  and  kiss  it  next  I) 
Sir,  this  astonishment 's  too  flattering. 
Nor  must  yon  hold  your  mistress'  worth  so 

cheap. 
Enhance  it,  rather,  —  urge  that  blood  is  blood  — 
The  daughter  of  the  Burgraves,  Landgraves, 
Awkgraves, 


Remains  their  daughter  I     I  shall  acaroe  gain- 
say. 
Elsewhere,  or  here,  the  lady  needs  must  rule : 
Like  the  imperial  crown's  great  chrysoprase. 
They  talk  oi  —  somewhat  out  of  keeping  there. 
And  yet  no  jewel  for  a  meaner  cap. 
Vol.    You  wed  the  Dnchess  ? 
Berth.  Cry  you  mercy,  friend  I 

Will  the  match  also  influence  fortunes  nere  ? 
A  natural  solicitude  enough. 
Be  certain,  no  bad  chance  it  proves  for  yon  I 
However  high  you  take  your  present  stand. 
There  's  prospect  of  a  higher  still  remove  — 
For  Juliets  will  not  be  my  resting-place. 
And,  when  I  have  to  choose  a  substitute 
To  rule  the  little  burgh,  I  '11  think  of  you 
Who  need  not  give  your  mates  a  character. 
And  yet  I  doubt  your  fitness  to  supplant 
The  gray  smooth  Chamberlain :  he  'd  hesitate 
A  doubt  his  lady  could  demean  herself 
So  low  as  to  accept  me.    Courage,  sir  I 
I  like  your  method  better :  feefing's  play 
Is  franker  much,  and  flatters  me  beside. 
Val.    I  am  to  say,  you  love  her  ? 
Berth.  Say  that  too ! 

Love    has  no  great  concernment,  thinks  the 

world. 
With  a  Duke's  marriage.     How  go  precedents 
In  Juliers'  story  ~  how  use  Juliers'  Dukes  ? 
I  see  you  have  them  here  in  goodlv  row ; 
Yon  must  be  Lnitpold  —  ay,  a  stalwart  sire ! 
Say,  I  have  been  arrested  suddenly 
In  my  ambition's  course,  its  rockv  course. 
By  this  sweet  flower :  I  fain  would  sather  it 
And  then  proceed :  so  say  and  s|>eeaily 
—  (Nor  stand  there  like  Duke  Luitpola's  brazen 

self  I) 
Enough,  sir :  ]|rou  possess  my  mind,  I  think. 
This  IS  my  claim,  the  others  being  withdrawn. 
And  to  tms  be  it  that,  i'  the  Hall  to-night. 
Your  lady's  answer  comes :  till  when,  nirewell  I 

[He  reMrer. 
VcU.    [After  a  pause,]    The  heavens   and 

eaith  stay  as  they  were ;  my  heart 
Beats  as  it  beat :  the  truth  remains  the  truth. 
What  falls  away,  then,  if  not  faith  in  her  ? 
Was  it  my  faith,  that  she  could  estimate 
Love's  value,  and,  such  faith  still  guiding  me. 
Dare  I  now  test  her  ?     Or  grew  faith  so  stnxns 
Solely  because  no  power  of  test  was  mine  ? 
{Enter  the  Dochsm.) 
Duch.     My  fate,  sir  I    Ah,  yon  turn  away. 

All 's  over. 
But  you  are  sorry  for  me  ?    Be  not  so  I 
What  I  might  have  become,  and  never  was, 
Re^ri]st  witn  me  I    What  I  have  merely  been. 
Rejoice  I  am  no  longer !    Wliat  I  seem 
Beginning  now,  in  my  new  state,  to  be, 
Hope  that  I  ami  — lor,  once  my  rights  proved 

void. 
This  heavv  roof  seems  easy  to  exchange 
For  the  blue  sky  outside  —  my  lot  henceforth. 
Val.    And  wnat  a  lot  is  Berthold's  1 
Duch.  How  of  him  ? 

Val.    He  gathers  earth's  whole  good  into  hii 

arms ; 
Standing,  as  man  now,  stately,  strong  and  wise. 
Marching  to  fortune,  not  surprised  by  her. 
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One  gt6tA  aim,  like  a  guiding^«tar,  above — 
Which  tasks  strens^,  vrisdom,  statelinesi,  to  lift 
His  manhood  to  the  height  that  takes  the  prise ; 
A  prise  not  near  —  lest  overiooking  earth 
He  rashly  sprine:  to  seize  it  —  nor  remote, 
iw  that  he  rest  npon  his  ^ath  oonteat : 
But  day  by  day^  while  shimmering  grows  shine, 
And  the  faint  cirolet  prophesies  the  orb. 
He  sees  m>  much  as,  just  eTolving  these, 
The  statelineas,  the  wisdom  and  the  strength, 
To  dne  eompletionj  will  saffiee  this  life, 
And  lead  him  at  his  grandest  to  the  praye. 
After  this  star,  out  of  a  night  he  springs ; 
A  beggar^s  cradle  for  the  throne  of  thrones 
He  qnits;   so,  monnting,  feels  each  step  he 

mounts. 
Nor,  as  from  each  to  each  eznltingly 
He  paiwea,  overleaps  one  grade  of  joy. 
This,  for  his  own  good :  —  with  the  world,  each 

Of  60a  and  man,  *- reality,  tradition, 
Fanoy  and  fact  —  so  well  environ  him. 
That  as  a  mystic  panoply  they  serve  — 
Of  foroe,  untenanted,  to  awe  mankind. 
And  work  his  purpose  out  with  half  the  world. 
While  he,  their  master,  dexterously  slipt 
From   such   encumbrance,  ia  meantune  sni- 


ployed 
his< 


With  his  own  prowess  on  the  other  half. 
Thus  shall  he  prosper,  every  day^s  sucoesB 
Adding,  to  what  is  he,  a  sond  strength  — 
An  aery  might  to  what  encircles  him. 
Till  at  the  last,  so  life's  routine  lends  help, 
Thnt  as  the  Emneror  only  breathes  and  moves, 
His  shadow  shall  be  watched,  his  step  or  stalk 
Become  a  comfort  or  a  portent,  how 
He  trails  his  ermine  take  significance,  — 
Till  even  his  power  shall  cease  to  be   most 

power. 
And  men  shall  dread  his  weakness  more,  nor 

dare 
Peri]  their  earth  its  bravest,  first  and  best. 
Its  typified  invincibility. 
Thus  shall  he  go  on,  greatening.  till  he  ends  — 
The  man  of  men,  the  spirit  of  all  flesh, 
The  fiery  centre  of  an  earthly  world  I 

Duck,    Some  such  a  fortune  I  had  dreamed 
should  rise 
Oat  of  my  own  —  that  is,  above  my  power 
Seemed  other,  greater  potencies  to  stretch  — 

Vol,    For  you? 

Duck,         It  was  not  I  moved  there,  I  think : 
But  one  I  could,  —  though  constantly  beside, 
And  i^e  apjHfoaching,  —  still  keep  distant  from, 
And  10  adore.    'T  was  a  man  moved  there. 

VcU.  Who? 

Duch,    I  felt  the  spirit,  never  saw  the  face. 

Vol.    See  it  I    TuBerthold'sl    He  enables 
you 
To  realise  your  vision. 

Dw:h.  Berthold? 

Vol.  Duke— 

ESmperor  to  be :  he  proffers  you  his  hand. 

Ihirh.    Oeneroos  and  princely! 

VaL  He  is  all  of  this. 

Duck.     Thanks,  Berthold,  for  my  father's 
sake.    No  hand 
Degrades  me  I 


Vol,  You  accept  the  proffered  hand  ? 

Duck.    That  he  should  love  me ! 
Vai,  ''  Loved  "  I  did  not  say. 

Had  that   been  —  love   might  so  incline   the 

Prince 
To  the  world's  good,  the  world  that's  at  his 

foot, — 
I  do  not  know,  tlus  moment,  I  should  dare 
Desire    that    you    refused    the   world— and 

Cleves  — 
The  sacrifice  he  asks. 
Duck,  Not  love  me,  sir  ? 

VaL    He  scarce  affirmed  it. 
Duck,  May  not  deeds  affirm  ? 

VcU,    What  does  he  ?  .  .  .  Yes,  yes,  very 
much  he  does  I 
All  the  shame  saved,  he  thinks,  and  sorrow 

^  saved  — 
Immitigable  sorrow,  so  he  thinks,  — 
Sorrow    that 's    deeper    than  we  dream,   per- 
chance I 
Duck,    Is  not  this  love  ? 
Vol.  t>o  very  much  he  does  I 

For  look,  you  can  descend  now  gracefully  : 
All  doubts  are  banished,  that  ue  world  might 

have. 
Or  worst,  the  doubts  yourself,  in  after-time. 
May  call  up  of  your  heart's  sincereness  now. 
To  such,  reply,  *^  I  could  have  kept  my  rule  — 
Increased  it  to  the  utmost  of  my  orearos  — 
Yet  I  abjured  it."    This,  he  does  for  you : 
It  is  munifioently  much. 

Duck,  Still ''much!'* 

But  why  is  it  not  love,  sir  ?    Answer  me  1 
VcU,    Because  not  one  of  Berthold's  wordb 
and  looks 
Had  gone  with  love's  presentment  of  a  fiower 
To  the  beloved  :  because  bold  confidence, 
Open  superiority,  free  pride  — 
Love  owns  not,  yet  were  all   that  Berthold 

owned: 
Because  where  reason,  even,  finds  no  flaw. 
Unerringly  a  lover's  instinct  may. 
Duck,    You  reason,  then,  and  doubt  ? 
VcU,  I  love,  and  know. 

Duck,    You  love  ?    How  strange !    I  never 
cast  a  thought 
On  that !  Just  see  our  selfishness  I  You  seemed 
So  much  my  own  ...  I  had  no  ground  —  and 

yet, 
I  never  dreamed  another  might  divide 
My  power  with  you,  much  less  exceed  it. 

Val.  Lady, 

I  am  yours  whoUy. 

Duck.  Oh,  no,  no,  not  mine  t 

'T  is  not  the  same  now,  never  more  can  be. 
—  Your  first  love,  doubtless.     Well,  what'f 

eone  from  me  ? 
What  nave  I  lost  in  you  ? 

VcU.  M  V  heart  replies  — 

No  loss  there  I    So,  to  Berthold  back  again : 
This  offer  of  his  hand,  he  bids  me  make  — 
Its  obvious  magnitude  is  well  to  weigh 
Duck.  She 's  .  .  .  yes,  she  must  be  very  iaSr 

for  you  t 
VcU,    I  am  a  Bimple  advocate  of  Cleves. 
Duck,    You  I    With  the  heart  and  brain  that 
so  helped  me, 
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I  fancied  them  exdnsively  my  own. 
Yet  find  are  subject  to  a  Btrouger  sway  I^ 
iShe  must  be  .  .  .  tell  me,  is  she  very  fair  ?  ^ 
Val.    Most  fair,  beyond  conception  or  belief. 
Duck.  Black  eyes  ?  —  no  matter !    Colombe, 
the  world  leads 
Its  life  without  yon,  whom  your  friends  pro- 
fessed 
The  only  woman  —  see  how  true  they  spoke ! 
One  lived  tliis  while,  who  never  saw  your  face, 
Nor    heard    your    voice  —  unless  ...  Is  she 
from  Cleves  ? 
Vcd.    Cleves  knows  her  well. 
Duck*  Ah  —  just  a  fancy,  now  I 

When  vou  poured  forth  the  wrou|^  of  Cleves,  — 
I  said, 

—  Thought,  that  is,  afterward  .  .  . 

Val.  Yon  thought  of  me  ? 

Duch.     Of  whom  else?     Only  such  great 
cansej  I  thought. 
For  such  effect :  see  wnat  true  love  can  do  I 
C-leves  is  his  love.    I  almost  fear  to  ask 
.  .  .  And  will   not.     This  is  idling:    to   our 

work ! 
Admit  before  the  Prince,  without  reserve. 
My    claims  misgroundea;     then   may   follow 

better 
.  .  .  When  yon  poured  out  Cleves^  wrongs  im- 
petuously. 
Was  she  in  your  mind  ? 

VaL  All  done  was  done  for  her 

—  To  himible  me  I 

Duch,  She  will  be  proud  at  least. 

Val,    She? 

Duch,  When  you  tell  her. 

Val,  That  will  never  be. 

Duch,    How  —  are  there  sweeter  things  you 
hope  to  tell  ? 
No,  sir !    You  counselled  me,  —  I  counsel  yon 
In  the  one  point  I  —  any  woman  —  can. 
Your  worth,  the  first  toing ;  let  her  own  come 

next  — 
Say  what  you  did  through  her,  and  she  through 

you  — 
The  praises  of  her  beauty  afterward  I 
Will  you  ? 

Vol,        I  dare  not. 

Dtwh,  Dare  not  ? 

Val,  She  I  love 

Suspects  not  such  a  love  in  me. 

Duch,  ^  Yon  jest. 

Vol,    The  lady  is  above  me  and  away. 
Not  only  the  brave  form,  and  the  bright  mind, 
And  the  great  heart,  combine  to  press  me  low  — 
But  all  the  world  calls  rank  divides  us. 

Duch,  Rank ! 

Now  grant  me  patience !    Here  *s  a  man  de- 
clares 
Oracularly  in  another^s  case  — 
Sees  the  true  value  and  the  false,  for  them  — 
Nay,  bids  them  see  it,  and  they  straight  do  see. 
You  called   my  court's  love  worthless  —  so  it 

turned: 
I  threw  away  as  dross  my  heap  of  wealth, 
And  here  you  stickle  for  a  piece  or  two  I 
First  —  has  she  seen  you  ? 

Val,  Yes. 

Duch,  She  loves  you,  then. 


Val.  One  flash  of  hope  burst ;  then  sncceederl 
night: 
And  all  s  at  darkest  now.    Impossible  I 
Duch,    We  '11  try :  you  are  —  so  to  speak  — 

my  subject  yet  r 
Val.    As  ever  —  to  the  death. 
Duch,  Obey  me,  then  ! 

Val,    I  must. 

Duch,     Approach  her,  and  ...  no !  first  of 
all 
Get  more  assurance.     **  My  instructress,*'  say, 
*'  Was  great,  descended  from  a  line  of  kings. 
And  even  fair  *'  —  (wait  why  I  say  tltis  folly.;  — 
**She  said,  of  all  men,  none  for  eloquence. 
Courage,  and ''  (what  cast  even  these  to  shade) 
"  The  neart  they  sprung  from,  —  none  deserved 

like  him 
Who  saved  her  at  her  noed  :  if  she  said  this, 
What  should  not  one  I  love,  say  ?  " 

Val,  Heaven  —  this  hope  — 

Oh,  lady,  you  are  filling  me  with  fire  ! 
Duch,  ^  Say  this  !  —  nor  think  I  bid  you  cast 
aside 
One  touch  of  all  the  awe  and  reverence  ; 
Nay,  make  her  proud  for  once  to  heart's  con 

tent 
That  all  this  wealth  of  heart  and  soul 's  h«*r 

own  t 
Think  you  are  all  of  this,  —  and,  thinking  it, 
.  .  .  (Obey I) 

Val,  I  cannot  choose. 

Duch.  Then,  kneel  to  her ! 

[Valekce  9inks  on  hi*  tnee. 
Idream! 

Vol.   Have  mercy !  ^  Yours,  unto  the  death,  — 
I  liave  obeyed.    Despise,  and  let  me  die  I 
Duch,    Alas,  sir,  is  it  to  be  ever  thus  ? 
Even  with  you  as  with  the  world  ?    I  know 
This  morning's  service  was  no  vulgar  deed 
Whose  motive,  once  it  dares  avow  itself. 
Explains  all  done  and  infinitely  more. 
So,  takes  the  shelter  of  a  nobler  cause. 
Your  service  nanied  its  true  source, —  loyalty  ! 
The  rest 's  unsaid  again.  The  Duchess  bids  you. 
Rise,  sir !    'Fhe  Prince's  words  were  in  debate. 
Val,    [Rising.]    Rise  ?  Truth,  as  ever,  lady, 
comes  from  yon ! 
I  should  rise  —  I  who  spoke  for  Cleves,  can 

speak 
For  Man  —  yet  tremble  now,  who  stood  firm 

then. 
I  laughed  —  for 't  was  past  tears  —  tliat  Cleves 

should  starve 
With  all  hearts  beating  loud  the  infamy,^ 
And  no  tongue  daring  trust  as  much  to  air : 
Yet  here,  where  all  hearts  speak,  shall  I  be 

mute? 
Oh,  ladv,  for  your  own  sake  look  on  me ! 
On  all  I  am,  and  have,  and  do  —  heart,  brain. 
Body  and  soul,  —  this  Valence  and  his  gifts  ! 
I  was  proud  once  :  I  saw  you,  and  they  sank. 
So  that  each,  magnified  a  thousand  times, 
Were  nothing  to  you  —  but  such  nothingness, 
Would  a  crown  eild  it,  or  a  sceptre  prop, 
A  treasure  speed,  a  laurel-wreath  enhance  ? 
What  is  my  own  desert  ?  But  should  your  love 
Have  .  .  .  there 'snolanguage  helps  here  .  .  . 
singled  roe,  — 
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Then  —  oh,  that  ^dld  word  "  then  ! "  —  be  just 
to  love, 

In  generomty  its  attribute  ! 

Love,  since  you  pleased  to  love  !    All  'b  cleared 
—  a  atage 

For  trial  of  the  question  kept  so  lonf? : 

Jud^e  you  —  Is  love  or  vanity  the  best  ? 

Ton,  solve  it  for  the  world^s  sake  —  you,  speak 
first 

What  all  will  shout  one  day  —  you,  vindicate 

Our  earth  and  be  its  ane:el  I    All  is  said. 

Lady,  I  offer  nothing  —  I  am  yours  : 

But,  for  the  cause*  sake,  look  on  nie  and  him, 

And  speak ! 
Duch.     I  have  received  the  Prince's   mes- 
sage : 

Say,  I  prepare  my  answer ! 

VaL  Take  me,  Cleves  I 

[He  tciihdravt. 
Duck,     Mournful  —  that  nothing's  what  it 
calls  itself ! 

Devotion,  zeal,  fiuth,  loyalty  —  mere  love  ! 

And,  love  in  <}nestion,  what  may  Berthold's  be  ? 

I  dia  ill  to  mistrust  the  world  so  soon  : 

Already  was  this  Berthold  at  my  side. 

The  valley-level  has  its  hawks,  no  doubt : 

^lay  not  the  rock-top  have  its  eagles,  too  ? 

Yet  Valence  ...  let  me  see  his  rival  then  ! 


ACT  V 

Night.    Sens.    The  HaU. 
Enter  BsaTHOLD  aiid  Msi/aios. 

MeL    And  here  you  wait  the  matter's  issue  ? 

Berth,  Here. 

Mel,  I  don't  regret  I  shut  Amelius,  then. 
Bat  tell  me,  on  this  grand  disclosure,  — how 
Behaved  our  spokesman  with  the  forehead  ? 

Berth,  Oh, 

Turned  out  no  better  than  the  foreheadless  -^ 
Was  dazzled  not  so  very  soon,  that 's  all ! 
For  my  part,  this  is  scarce  the  hasty  showy 
Chivabous  measure  you  give  me  credit  of. 
Perhaps  I  had  a  fancy,  —  but 't  is  gone. 

—  Let  her  commence  the  unfriended  innocent 
And  carry  wrongs  about  from  court  to  court  ? 
No,  truly !    The  least  shake  of  fortune *s  sand, 

—  My  uncle-Pope  chokes  in  a  coughing  fit, 
King-cousin  takes  a  fancy  to  blue  eyes,  — 
And  wondrously  her  claims  would  brighten 

up; 
Forth  comes  a  new  gloss  on  the  ancient  law, 
O'er-looked  provisoes,  o'er-past  premises. 
Follow  in  plenty.    No :  't  is  the  safe  step. 
The  hour  beneath  the  convent-w^l  \»  lost : 
Jnliers  and  she,  once  mine,  are  ever  mine. 
Md.     Which  is  to  say,  you,   losing  heart 

already, 
£lnde  the  aclventure. 

Berth,  Not  so  —  or,  if  so  — 

Why  not  confess  at  once  that  I  advise 
None  of  our  kingly  craft  and  guild  just  now 
To  lay.  one  moment,  down  their  privilege 
With  tJie  notion  they  can  any  time  at  pleasure 
Retake  it :  that  may  turn  out  hazardous. 
We  seem,  in  Europe,  pretty  well  at  end 


O'  the  night,  with  our  great  masque:  those 

favored  few 
Who  keep    the  chamber's  top,    and    honor's 

chance 
Of  the  early  evening,  may  retain  their  place 
And  fifjfttre  as  they  list  till  out  of  breath. 
But  it  IS  growing  late  :  and  I  observe 
A  dim  grim  kind  of  tipstaves  at  tlie  doorway 
Not  only  bar  new-comers  entering  now. 
But  caution  those  who  left,  for  any  cause. 
And  would  return,  that  morning  draws  too  near ; 
The  ball  must  die  off,  shut  itself  up.    We  — 
I  think,  may  dance  lights  out  and  sunshine  in, 
And  sleep  off  headache  on  our  frippery  : 
But  friend  the  other,  who  cunningly  stole  out, 
And,  after  breatliin^  the  fresh  air  outside, 
Means  to  re-enter  with  a  new  costume. 
Will  be  advised  go  back  to  bed,  I  fear. 
I  stick  to  privilege,  on  second  thoughts. 
Mel,    Yes  —  you  evade  thi  adventure  :  and, 

beside. 
Give  yourself  out  for  colder  than  you  are. 
King  rhilip,  only^  notes  the  lady's  eyes '} 
Don  t  they  come  m  for  somewhat  of  the  motive 
With  you  too? 

Berth.^  Yes  —  no  :  I  am  nast  that  now. 

Qone  't  is :  I  cannot  shut  my  soul  to  fact. 
Of  course,  I  might  by  forethought  and  contri- 
vance 
Reason  myself  into  a  rapture.    Oone : 
And  something  better  come  instead,  no  doubt. 
Md,    So  be  it !    Yet,  all  the  same,  proceed 

my  way. 
Though  to  your  ends ;  so  shall  you  prosper  best  1 
The  lady  — to  be  won  for  selfisn  ends  — 
Will  be  won  easier  my  unselfish  .  .  .  call  it, 
Romantic  way. 
Berth,  Won  easier  ? 

Mel,  Will  not  she  ? 

Berth.     There  I  profess    humility  without 

bound: 
lU  cannot  speed  —  not  I  —  the  Emperor. 
Mel,    And  I  should  think  the  Emperor  beet 

waived. 
From  your  description  of  her  mood  and  way. 
Yon  could  look,  if  it  pleased  you,  into  hearts  ; 
But  are  too  indolent  and  fond  of  watching 
Your  own  —  you  know  tliat,  for  you  study  it. 
Berth.     Had  yon  but  seen  the  orator  her 

friend, 
So  bold  and  voluble  an  hour  before, 
Abashed  to  earth  at  aspect  of  the  chai^g^e ! 
Make  her  an  Empress  r    Ah,  that  changed  the 

case ! 
Oh,  I  read  hearts  I     'T  is  for  my  own  behoof, 
I  court  her  with  my  true  worth  :  wait  the  event  I 
I  learned  my  final  lesson  on  that  head 
When  years  ago,  —  my  first  and  last  essay  -~ 
Before  the  priest  my  uncle  could  by  help 
Of  his  superior  raise  me  from  the  airt  — 
Priscilla  left  me  for  a  Brabant  lord 
Whose  cheek  was  like  th's  topaz  on  his  thumb. 
I  am  oast  illusion  on  that  score. 

Mel.  Here  comes 

The  lady  — 
Berth.  —  And   there  you  go.    But  do  not  I 

Give  me 
Another  chance  to  please  3rou  I    Hear  me  plead  I 


248 


COLOMBFS   BIRTHDAY 


Mel.    Ton  *11  keep,  then,  to  the  lover,  to  the 
man? 
{Enter  tks  Dvchiss  —/Mowed  by  Adolf  and  SabtrBi 
andf  a/ter  an  interval^  by  the  Courtiers. ) 

Berth.    Good  auspice  to  our  xneetlng  I 

Duch.  May  it  prove ! 

—  And  you,  air,  will  be  Emperor  one  day  ? 

Berth,     (Ay,  that  's  the  point !)   I  may  be 
Emperor. 

Duch,     T  ia  not  for  my  sake  only,  I  am 
proud 
Of  this  you  offer :  I  am  prouder  far 
That  from  the  highest  state  should  duly  spring 
The  highest,  sinoe  most  generous,  of  deeds. 

Berth.    (Generous  — still  that  I)    You  under- 
rate yourself. 
You  are,  what  I,  to  be  complete,  must  gain  — 
Find  now,  and  may  not  find,  another  time. 
While  I  career  on  all  the  world  for  stage. 
There  needs  at  home  my  representative. 

Duch.   — Such,  rather,  would  some  warrior- 
woman  be  — 
One  dowered  with  lands  and  gold,  or  rich  in 

friends  — 
One  like  yourself. 

Berth.  Lady,  I  am  myself. 

And  have  all  l^ese  :  I  want  what 's  not  myself. 
Nor  has  all  these.    Why  give  one  hand  two 

swords  ? 
Here  *s  one  already :  be  a  frieud^s  next  gift 
A  silk  glove,  if  you  will  —  I  have  a  sword. 

Duch.    Yon  love  me,  then  ? 

Berth.  Your  lineage  I  revere, 

Honor  your  virtue,  in  your  truth  believe. 
Do  homage  to  your  intellect,  and  bow 
Before  your  peerless  beauty. 

Duch.  But,  for  love  — 

Berth.    A  further  love  I  do  not  understand. 
Our  best  course  is  to  say  these  hideous  truths, 
And  see  them,  once  said,  grow  endurable : 
Like  waters  shuddering  from  their  central  bed. 
Black  with  the  midnight  bowels  of  the  earth. 
That,  once  np-spouted  by  an  earthquake's  throe, 
A  portent  and  a  terror  —  soon  subside. 
Freshen  apace,  take  gold  and  rainbow  hues 
In  sunshine,  sleep  in  shadow,  and  at  last 
Grow  common  to  the  earth  as  hills  or  trees  — 
Accepted  by  all  things  they  came  to  soare. 

Duch.    Yon  cannot  love,  then  P 

Berth.  —  Charlemagne,  perhaps  ! 

Are  you  not  oveiHmrious  in  love-lore  ? 

Duch.    I  have  become  so,  very  recently. 
It  seems,  then,  I  shall  best  deserve  esteem 
Respect,  and  all  your  candor  promises. 
By  putting  on  a  calculating  mood  — 
Asking  the  terras  of  my  becoming  yours  ? 

Berth,  Let  me  not  do  myself  injustice,  neither. 
Because  I  will  not  condescend  to  fictions 
That  promise  what  my  soul  can  ne'er  acquit. 
It  does  not  follow  that  my  guarded  phrase 
May  not  include  far  more  of  what  you  seek. 
Than  wide  profession  of  less  scrupulous  men. 
You  will  be  Empress,  once  for  all :  with  me 
The  Pope  disputes  supremacy  —  you  stand. 
And  none  gainsays,  the  earth's  m«t  woman. 

Duch.  That  — 

Or  simple  Lady  of  Ravestein  again  ? 

Berth,    The  matter 's  not  in  my  arbitrament : 


Now  I  have  made  my  claims  —  which  I  regret  — 
Cede  one,  cede  all. 

Duch.  This  claim  then,  you  enforce  ? 

Berth.    The  world  looks  on. 

Duch.  And  when  must  I  decide  ? 

Berth.     When,    kuly?     Have  I  said    thus 
much  BO  promptly 
For  nothing  ?  —  Poured  out,  with  such  paiiis, 

at  once 
What  I  might  else  have  suffered  to  ooze  forth 
Droplet  by  droplet  in  a  lifetime  long  — 
For   aught  less  than   as  prompt  an  answer, 

too? 
All 's  fairly  told  now  :  who  can  teach  you  more  ? 

DucJt.    1  do  not  see  him. 

Berth.  I  shall  ne'er  deceive. 

This  offer  should  be  made  befittingly 
Did  time  allow  the  better  setting  forth 
The  good  of  it,  with  what  is  not  so  good, 
Advantae^e,  and  disparagement  as  well : 
But  as  it  IS,  the  sum  of  both  must  serve. 
I  am  already  weary  of  this  place  ; 
My    thoughts   are  next   stage   on    to  Rome. 

Decide  1 
The  Empire  —  or,  —  not  even  Juliers  now  I 
Hail  to  the  Empress  —  farewell  to  the  Duchess ! 
iThe  Courtiers,  teho  have  been  dratoing  nearer  and 
nearer f  interpose, 

Gau.  —  "  Farewell,"  Prince  ?  when  we  break 
in  at  our  risk  — 

Clug.  Almost  upon  court-license  trespassing  — 

Gau.  —  To  point  out  how  your  cuums  are 
valid  yet  I 
You  know  not,  by  the  Duke  her  father's  will. 
The  lady,  if  she  weds  beneath  her  rank. 
Forfeits  her  Duchy  in  the  next  heir's  favor  — 
So  'tis  expressly  stipulate.    And  if 
It  can  be  shown  't  is  her  intent  to  wed 
A  subject,  then  yourself,  next  heir,  by  right 
Succeed  to  Juliers. 

Berth.  What  insanity  ?  — 

Gui.    Sir,  there 's  one  Valence,  the  pale  fiery 
man 
You  saw  and  heard  this  morning  —  thought,  no 

doubt. 
Was  of  considerable  standing  here  : 
I  put  it  to  your  penetration,  Prince. 
It  aught  save  love,  the  truest  love  tor  her 
Could  make  him  serve  the  lady  as  he  did  I 
He 's  simply  a  poor  advocate  of  Cleves 
—  Creeps  here  with  difficulty,  finds  a  place 
With  danger,  gets  in  by  a  miracle. 
And  for  the  first  time  meets  the  lady's  face  — 
So  runs  the  story  :  is  that  credible  ? 
For,  first  —  no  sooner  in,  than  he 's  apprised 
Fortunes  have  changed ;  you  are  all-powerful 

here, 
The  lady  as  powerless :  he  stands  fast  by  her  I 

Duch.    [Aside.]    And  do  such  deeds  spring 
up  from  love  alone  ? 

Gui.    But  here  occurs  the  question,  does  the 
lady 
Love  him  again  ?  I  say,  how  else  can  she  ? 
Can  she  forget  how  he  stood  singly  forth 
In  her  defence,  dared  outrage  afi  of  us. 
Insult  yourself  —  for  what,  save  love 's  reward  ? 

Duch.    [Aside.]    And  is  love  then  the  «4>]f» 
reward  of  love  ? 
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Gui,    But,  love  him  aa  she  may  and  must  — 
you  ask, 
Means  she  to  wed  him  ?    "  Tea/'  both  natures 

answer  I 
Both,  in  their  pride,  point  out  the  sole  result ; 
Naaght  leas  would  he  accept  nor  she  propose. 
For  each  conjecture  was  she  great  enough 
-Will  be,  for  this. 

C/tf(jr.  Though,  now  that  this  is  known. 

Policy,  doubtless,  urges  she  deny  .  .  . 

DtuJt,  —  What,  sir,  and  wherefore  ?  —  since  I 
am  not  sure 
That  aU  is  any  other  th«i  vou  say  I 
You  take  this  Valence,  hold  him  doee  to  me. 
Him  with  his  actions :  can  I  choose  bat  look  r 
I  am  not  sure,  love  trulier  shows  itself 
Than  in  this  man,  you  hate  and  would  degrade. 
Yet,  with  your  worst  abatement,  show  me  thus. 
Nor  am  I  —  (thus  made  look  within  myself, 
Ere  I  had  dared)  —  now  that  the  look  is  dared  — 
Sure  that  I  do  not  love  him  ! 

Gui.  Hear  you.  Prince  ? 

Berth,    And  what,  sirs,  please  you,  may  this 
prattle  mean 
Unless  to  prove  with  what  alacrity 
Yon  give  vour  lady^s  secrets  to  the  world  ? 
How  much  indebted,  for  discorerii^ 
That  quality,  you  make  me,  will  be  found 
When  there  ^s  a  keeper  for  my  own  to  seek. 

Cowtiert.    "Our  lady?" 

Berth,  — She  assuredly  renuuns. 

Duch.  Ah,  Prince  —  and  you  too  can  be  gen- 
erous? 
Yon  could  renounce  your  power,  if  this  were  so, 
And  let  me,  as  these  phrase  it,  wed  my  love 
Yet  keep  m^  Duchy  ?    You  perhaps  exceed 
Him,  even,  m  disinterestedness  I 

Berth.  How,  lady,  should  all  this  affect  my 
purpose? 
Yonr  will  and  choice  are  still  as  ever,  free. 
Say,  jou  have  known  a  worthier  than  myself 
In  mmd  and  heart,  of  happier  form  and  face  — 
Others  must  have  their  birairight :  I  have  gifts, 
To  balance  theirs,  not  blot  them  out  of  sight. 
Against  a  hundred  alien  qualities, 
I  my  like  prize  1  offer.    I  am  nothing : 
Wed  you  the  Empire  ? 

Duch.  And  my  heart  away  ? 

Berth,  When  have  I  made  pretension  to  yonr 
heart? 
Is^ve  none.    1  shall  keep  yonr  honor  safe  ; 
With  mine  I  trust  you,  as  the  sculntor  trusts 
Yon  marble  woman  with  the  marble  rose. 
Loose  on  her  hand,  she  never  will  let  fall, 
In  graceful,  slight,  silent  security. 
Yon  will  be  proud  of  my  world-wide  career, 
And  I  content  in  you  the  fair  and  good. 
What  were  the  use  of  planting  a  few  seeds 
The  tluuikleas  climate  never  wonld  mature  — 
Affections  all  repelled  by  circumstance  ? 
Enough :  to  these  no  credit  I  attach, — 
To  what  you  own,  find  nothing  to  object. 
Write  simply  on  my  requisition's  face 
What  shall   content  my    friends  —  that   you 

admit, 
As  Colombo  of  Ravestein,  the  claims  therein, 
Or  never  need  admit  them,  as  my  wife  — 
And  either  way,  all 's  ended  1 


Duch,  Let  all  end ! 

Berth.  The  requisition  I 

Gui.  —  Valence  holds,  of  course  ! 

Berth.   Desire  his  presence !       IAdolw  goes  oui. 

Courtiers.    [To  each  other.]   Out  it  all  comes 
vet; 
He  '11  have  his  word  against  the  bargain  yet ; 
He  *s  not  the  man  to  tamelv  acouiesoe. 
One  passionate  appeal  —  upbraiaing  even, 
May  turn  the  tide  again.     Despair  not  yet ! 

[They  retire  a  mif. 

Berth.  [To  Mblchior.]    The  Empire  has  its 
old  success,  my  friend  1 

Mel.     You  '  ve    had   your  way :  before  the 
spokesman  speaks 
Let  me,  but  this  once,  work  a  problem  out. 
And  ever  more  be  dumb  I    The  Empire  wins  ? 
To  better  purpose  have  I  read  my  books  I 
(Enter  VALSiioa) 

Mel.  [To  the  Courtiers.]  Apart,  my  masters ! 
[To  Valekoe.]    Sir,  one  word  with  you  ! 
I  am  a  poor  dependant  of  the  Princess  — 
Pitched  on  to  speak,  as  of  slight  consequence. 
You  are  no  higher,  I  find :  in  other  words, 
We  two,  as  probably  the  wisest  here. 
Need  not  hold  diplomatic  talk  like  fools. 
Suppose  I  speak,  divesting  the  plain  fact 
Of  all  their  tortuous  phrases,  fit  for  them  ? 
Do  you  reply  so,  and  what  trouble  saved  I 
The  Prince,  then — an  embroiled  strange  heap 

of  news 
This  moment  reaches  him  — if  true  or  fialse. 
All  dignity  forbids  he  should  inquire 
In  person,  or  by  worthier  deputy ; 
Yet  somehow  must  inouire,  lest  sumder  come  : 
And  so,  't  is  I  am  pitched  on.    Yon  have  heard 
His  offer  to  your  lady  ? 

Vol.  Yes. 

Mel.  —  Conceive 

Her  joy  thereat  ? 

Vol.  I  oamiot. 

Mel.  No  one  can. 

All  draws  to  a  conclusion,  therefore. 

Vol.  [Aside.]  Sol 

No  after- judgment  ^  no  first  thought  revised  ^- 
Her  first  and  last  decision  !  —  me,  she  leaves. 
Takes  him  ;  a  simple  heart  is  flung  aside. 
The  ermine  o^er  a  heartless  breast  embraced. 
Oh  Heaven,  this  mockery  has  been  played  too 

oft  I 
Once,  to  surprise  the  angels  —  twice,  that  fiends. 
Recording,  might  be  proud  they  chose  not  so  — 
Thrice,  many  thousand  times,  to  teach  the  world 
All  men  should  pause,  misdoubt  their  strength, 

since  men 
Can  have  such  chance  vet  fail  so  signally 
—  But  ever,  ever  this  farewell  to  Heaven, 
Welcome  to  earth  —  this  taking  death  for  life  — 
This  spuming  love  and  kneeling:  to  the  world  — 
Oh  Heaven,  it  is  too  often  and  too  old  ! 

Mel.  Well,  on  this  point,  what  but  an  absurd 
rumor 
Arises  —  these,  its  source  —  its  subject,  you  I 
Your  faith  and  loyalty  misconstruing. 
They  say,  yonr  service  claims  the  lady^s  hand  I 
Of  course,  nor  Prince  nor  lady  can  respond : 
Yet  something  must  be  said :  for,  were  it  true 
Yon  made  such  claim,  the  Prince  would  .  .  . 
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Val.  Well,  sir,  —  would  ? 

Mel.  —  Not  only  probably  withdraw  his  suit, 
But,  very  like,  the  lady  migrht  be  forced 
Accept  your  own.    Oh,  there  are  reasons  why  ! 
But  you  '11  excuse  at  present  all  save  one, — 
I  think  so.  What  we  want  is,  your  own  witness, 
For,  or  lufainst  —  her  ^ood,  or  yours :  decide  I 

Vol.   [Aside,]   Be  it  her  good  if  she  accounts 
it  so  I 
[After  a  contest.]    For  what  am  I  but  hers,  to 

choose  as  she  ? 
Who  knows  how  far,  beside,  the  light  from  her 
May  reach,  and  dwell  with,  what  she  looks 
upon? 

Mel.   [To the  Vrince.]  Now  to  him.  you  I 

Bertli.  [To  Vaucnce.]  My  friena  acquaints 
you,  sir. 
The  noise  runs  .  .  . 

VcU.  —  Prince,  how  fortunate  are  you, 

Wedding  her  as  you  wilL  in  spite  of  noise. 
To  show  belief  in  love  I  Let  her  but  love  you, 
All  else  you  disregard  I    What  else  can  be  ? 
You  know  how  Iotc  is  incompatible 
With  falsehood  —  purifies,  assimilates 
All  other  inssions  to  itself. 

Mel.  ^  Ay,  sir : 

But  softly  1  Where,  in  the  object  we  select, 
Such  love  is,  perchaiioe,  wanting  ? 

Vol.  Then  indeed. 

What  is  it  yon  can  take  ? 

Mel.  Nay,  ask  the  world ! 

Youth,  beauty,  virtue,  an  illustrious  name. 
An  influence  o  er  mankind. 

Val.  When  man  perceives  .  .  . 

—  Ah,  I  can  only  speak  as  for  myself  I 
Duch,  Speak  for  yourself  I 

VaL  May  I  ?  —  no,  I  have  spoken. 

And  time  *s  gone  by.    Had  I  seen  such  an  one, 
As  I  loved    her — weighing    thoroughly  that 

word  — 
So  should  my  task  be  to  evolve  her  love : 
If  for  myself  I  —  if  for  another  —  well. 
Berth.     Heroic  truly  I     And  your  sole  re- 
ward, — 
The  secretpride  in  yielding  up  love's  right  ? 
Val.    Who  thougnt  upon  reward  ?    And  yet 
how  much 
Comes  after — oh,  what  amplest  recompense  I 
Is  the  knowledge  of  her,  naught  ?  the  memory, 
naught  ? 

—  Lady,  should  such  an  one  have  looked  on 

you. 
Ne'er  wrong  yourself  so  far  as  ouote  the  world 
And  sa^,  love  can  go  unrequited  here  I 
You  will  have  blessed  him  to  his  whole  life's 

end  — 
Ijow  passions  hindered,  baser  cares  kept  back, 
All  goodness  cherished  where  you  dwelt  —  and 

dwell. 
What  would  he  have?     He  holds  you  —  you, 

both  form 
And  mind,  in  his,  —  where  self-love  makes  such 

room 
For  love  of  you,  he  would  not  serve  you  now 
The  vulgar  way,  —  repulse  your  enemies, 
Win  you  new  realms,  or  best,  to  save  the  old 
Die  blissfully —  that 's  past  so  long  ago  I 
He  wishes  von  no  need,  thought,  care  of  him  — 


Your  good,  by  any  means,  himself  unseen, 
Away,  forgotten!  — He  gives  that  life's  task 

up. 
As  it  were  .  .  .  but  this  charge  which  I  re- 
turn— 

[Offers  the  requititioH,  which  the  take*. 
Wishing  your  good. 
Duch.    [Having  subscribed  it.]    And  oppor- 
tunely, sir  — 
Since  at  a  birthday's  close,  like  this  of  mine. 
Good  wishes  gentle  deeds  reciprocate. 
Most  on  a  wedding-day,  as  mine  is  too. 
Should  gifts  be  thought  of:  yours  comes  first 

by  right. 
Ask  of  me  I 

Berth.  He  shall  have  whate'er  he  asks. 

For  your  sake  and  his  own. 

Val.  [Aside.]  If  I  should  ask  — 

The  withered  bunch  of  flowers  she  wears  —  per- 
haps. 
One  last  touch  of  her  hand,  I  never  more 
Shall  see  I 

[After  a  patue^  presenting  hit  paper  to  the  Prince. 
Cleves'  Prince,  redress  the  wrongs  of  Cleves ! 
Berth.    I  will,  sir  I 

Duch.   [As  Valengb  prepares  to  retire.]  — 
Nay,  do  out  your  duty,  first ! 
You  bore  this  paper ;  I  have  r^:istered 
My  answer  to  it :  read  it  and  have  done  I 

Sl^ALBircB  read*  it. 
the  world. 
This  is  my  Birthday. 

Mel.  Berthold,  my  one  hero 

Of  the  world  she  gives  up,  one  friend  worth  my 

books, 
Sole  man  I  think  it  pays  the  pains  to  watch,  — 
Speak,  for  I  know  you  through  your  Popes  and 

Kings! 
Berth,  [After  a  pause,]  Lady,  well  rewarded  ! 

Sir,  as  well  deserved  I 
I  could  not  imitate  —  I  hardly  envy  — 
I  do  admire  you.    All  is  for  the  best. 
Too  costly  a  flower  were  this,  I  see  it  now, 
To  pluck  and  set  upon  my  barren  helm 
To  wither  —  any  garish  plume  will  do. 
I  '11  not  insult  you  and  refuse  your  Duchy  — 
You  can  so  well  afford  to  ^eld  it  roe. 
And  I  were  left,  without  it,  sadK-  lorn. 
As  it  is  —  for  me  —  if  that  will  flatter  you, 
A  somewhat  wearier  life  seems  to  remain 
Than  I  thought  possible  where  .  .  .  'faith,  tlieiT 

Ufe 
Begins  already !    They  're  too  occupied 
To  listen :  ana  few  words  content  me  best. 
[Abruptly  to  the  Courtiers.]  I  am  your  Duke, 

though !    Who  obey  me  here  ? 
Duch.    Adolf  and  Sabyne  follow  us  — 
Gui.  [Starting from  the  Courtiers.]  —  And  I  ? 
Do  I  not  follow  tnem,  if  I  may  n't  you  ? 
Shall  not  I  ^t  some  little  duties  up 
At  Ravestem  and  emulate  the  rest  ? 
God  save  you,  Gaucelme  1     'T  is  my  Birthday, 

too  I 
Berth.    Yon  happy  handful  that  remain  with 

me 
•  .  .  That  is,  with  Dietrich  the  black  Bama- 

bite 
I  shall  leave  over  you  —  will  earn  your  wages 
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Or  IMetrich  has  forgot  to  ply  his  trade  I 
Meantuue,  — eo  copy  me  the  preoedents 
Of  every  instiulatioii,  proper  styles 
And  pedigrees  of  all  your  Juliers'  Dukes  — 
While  I  prepare  to  plod  ou  my  old  way, 


And  somewhat  wearily,  I  must  confess  I 
Duch,  [  With  a  light  jououa  laugh  as  the  tttma 
from  them.]  Come,  Valenoe,  to  our  friends, 
God's  earth  ... 
Vol,  [Aa  she  falls  into  his  curms,]  —  And  thee ! 


DRAMATIC   ROMANCES 


The  seyenth  nnmber  of  Bells  and  Pomegran- 
aies  was  entitled  Dramatic  Homancea  and  Lyr' 
ics.  In  the  redistribution  of  his  shorter  poems 
when  he  collected  his  writiu^rs,  Browning  hav- 
ii^  already  a  group  of  Dramatic  Lyrics  made 
a  second  of  Dramatic  Romances,  taking  the 
ooeasiou  to  make  a  little  nicer  discrimination. 
Thus  some  of  the  poems  originally  included  un- 


der the  combined  title  were  distributed  among 
the  Lyrics,  and  some  at  first  grouped  under 
Lyrics  were  transferred  to  this  division  of  Bo- 
mances.  The  firat  poem  in  the  group  was  ori- 
ginally contained  in  Dramatic  Lyrics  along  with 
Soliloquy  of  the  Spanish  Cloister  under  the  gen- 
eral title  of  Camp  and  Cloialery  this  poem  rep- 
resenting the  camp. 


INCIDENT  OF  THE  FRENCH  CAMP 

Yov  know,  we  French  stormed  Ratisbon : 

A  mile  or  so  awav, 
On  a  little  mound,  Napoleon 

^Stood  on  onr  storming^dav  ; 
With  neck  out-thrust,  you  fancy  how, 

IjegB  wide,  arms  locked  behind. 
As  if  to  balance  the  prone  brow 

Oppressive  with  its  mind. 

Just  as  perhaps  he  mused  **  My  plans 

That  soar,  to  earth  may  fall, 
Let  once  my  army-leader  Lannes 

Waver  at  vonder  wall,"  — 
Out  'twixt  the  battery-smokes  there  fle\/ 

A  rider,  bound  on  bound 
Fall-galloping ;  nor  bridle  drew 

Until  he  reached  the  mound. 

Then  off  there  flung  in  smiling  joy. 

And  held  himself  erect 
By  Just  his  horse's  mane,  a  boy  : 

1  ou  hardlv  could  suspect  — 
(So  tight  he  kept  his  lips  compressed, 

tScaroe  any  blood  came  through) 
Yon  looked  twice  ere  yon  saw  his  breast 

Was  all  but  shot  in  two. 

*'  Well,"  cried  he,  *'  Emperor,  by  God^s  grace 

We  Ve  got  yon  Ratisbon  I 
The  Maruial  a  in  the  market-place. 

And  you  *11  be  there  anon 
To  see  your  flag^bird  flap  his  vans 

Where  Ij  to  hearths  desire. 
Perched  him!"    The  chiefs  eye  flashed;  his 
plans 

Soared  up  again  like  fire. 

The  chief 's  eye  flashed  ;  but  presently 

Softened  itself,  as  sheathes 
A  film  the  mother-eagle's  eye 

When  her  bruised  eaglet  breathes  ; 


"Nay,"  the  soldier's 


"  You  're  wounded  !  " 
pride 

Touched  to  the  quick,  he  sfud : 
^*  I  'm  killed.  Sire  f "    And  his  chief  beside, 

•Smiling  the  boy  fell  dead. 


THE   PATRIOT 

AN   OLD  STORY 

Mr.  Browning  has  denied  that  this  poem  re- 
fers to  Arnold  of  Brescia.  It  is  imaginative, 
not  historical  in  its  dramatic  action.  It  was 
possibly  to  relieve  the  poem  of  its  apparent  dis- 
tinct reference  to  history  that  he  removed  the 
mune  of  Brescia,  which  was  used  in  the  poem  in 
its  first  form. 

It  was  roses,  roses,  aU  the  way. 

With  myrtle  mixed  in  my  path  like  mad : 
The  house-roofs  seemed  to  heave  and  sway. 

The  church-spires  flamed,  such  flags  they  had, 
A  year  ago  on  this  very  day. 

The  air  broke  into  a  mist  with  bells. 
The  old  walls  rocked  with  the  crowd  and 
cries. 
Had  I  said,  "  Good  folk,  mere  noise  repels  — 
But  give  me  your  sun  from  yonder  skies !  " 
They  had  answered,   "And  afterward,  what 
else  ?  " 

Alack,  it  was  I  who  leaped  at  the  sun 
To  give  it  ray  loving  friends  to  keen  I 

Naught  man  could  do,  have  I  left  unaone : 
And  yon  see  my  harvest,  what  I  reap 

This  very  day,  now  a  year  is  run. 

There  's  nobody  on  the  house-tops  now  — 
Just  a  palsiod  few  at  tlie  windows  set ; 
For  the  best  of  the  sight  is,  all  allow. 
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At  the  Shambles'  Gate  —  or,  better  yet, 
By  the  very  scaffold's  foot,  I  trow. 

I  go  in  the  rain,  and,  more  than  needs, 
A  rope  oats  both  my  wrists  behind  ; 

And  I  think,  by  the  feel,  my  forehead  bleeds. 
For  they  ilingr,  whoever  has  a  mind. 

Stones  at  me  for  my  year's  misdeeds. 

Thns  I  entered,  and  thus  I  ffo  I 

In  triumphs,  people  have  oropped  down  dead. 
**  Paid  by  the  world,  what  dost  thou  owe 

Me  ?  "  —  God  might  question ;  now  instead, 
'T  Lb  God  shall  repay :  I  am  safer  so. 


MY  LAST  DUCHESS 

PERRARA 

In  Dramatic  Lyrics  this  was  entitled  Italy ^  and 
grouped  with  Count  Gismond  under  the  head 
Italy  and  France, 

That  's  my  last  Duchess  painted  on  the  wall. 
Looking  as  if  she  were  ahve.    I  call 
That  pieoe  a  wonder,  now :  Fr&  Pandolf 's  hands 
Worked  busily  a  day,  and  there  she  stands. 
Will 't  please  you  sit  and  look  at  her  ?     I  said 
**  Fr&  Pandolf"  by  deeign,  for  never  read 
Strangers  like  you  that  pictured  countenance. 
The  depth  and  passion  of  its  earnest  glance, 
But  to  m^^self  tney  turned  (since  none  puts  by 
The  curtain  I  have  drawn  for  you,  but  1) 
And  seemed  as  they  would  ask  me,  if  they 

durst. 
How  such  a  glance  came  there ;  so,  not  the  first 
Are  you  to  turn  and  ask  thus.     8ir,  't  was  not 
Her  nusband's  presence  only,  called  that  spot 
Of  joy  into  the  Duchess'  cheek  :  perhaps 
Trk  Pandolf  chanced  to  say,  **  Her  mantle  laps 
Over  my  lady^s  wrist  too  much,"  or  "  Paint 
Must  never  nope  to  reproduce  the  faint 
Half -flush  that  dies  along  her  throat:  "   such 

stuff 
Was  courtesy,  she  thought,  and  cause  enough 
For  calling  up  that  spot  of  joy.    She  had 
A  heart  —  how  shall  I  say?  —  too  soon  made 

glad. 
Too  easily  impressed :  she  liked  whate'er 
She  looked  on,  and  hor  looks  went  everywhere. 
Sir,  't  was  all  one  I    My  favor  at  her  breast. 
The  dropping  of  the  daylight  in  the  West, 
The  bougn  of  cherries  some  officions  fool 
Broke  in  the  orchard  for  her,  the  white  mule 
She  rode  with  round  the  terrace  —  all  and  each 
Would  draw   from  her   alike  the   approving 

speech. 
Or  blush,  at  least.    She  thanked  men,  -—  good  I 

but  thanked 
Somehow  —  I  know  not  how  —  as  if  she  ranked 
My  gift  of  a  nine-hundred-years-old  name 
With  anybody's  gift.    Who  'd  stoop  to  blame 
This  sort  of  trifling  ?    Even  had  you  skill 
In  speech  —  (which  I  have  not)  —  to  make  your 

wiU 
Quite  dear  to  such  an  one,  and  say,  **  Just  this 
Or  that  in  yon  disgusts  me  ;  here  you  miss. 


Or  there  exceed  the  mark  "  —  and  if  she  let 
Herself  be  lessoned  so,  nor  plainly  set 
Her  wits  to  yours,  forsooth,  and  made  excuse, 
—  £*en  then  would  be  some  stooping;   and  I 

choose 
Never  to  stoop.      Oh  sir,  she  smiled,  no  doubt. 
Whene'er  I  passed  her ;  but  who  passed  without 
Much  the  same  smile  ?     This  grew ;    I  gave 

commands ; 
Then  all  smiles  stopped  together.    There  she 

stands 
As  if  alive.     Will 't  please  you  rise  ?     We  '11 

meet 
The  company  below,  then.    I  rei)eat. 
The  Count  your  master's  known  munificence 
Is  ample  warrant  that  no  just  pretence 
Of  mine  for  dowry  will  be  disallowed  ; 
Though  his  fair  daughter's  self,  as  I  avowed 
At  starting,  is  my  object.     Nay^  we  '11  go 
Together  down,  sir.     Notice  Neptune,  thong:h. 
Taming  a  searhorse,  thought  a  rarity. 
Which  Glaus  of  Innsbmck  cast  in  bronze  for 

me  I 


COUNT  GISMOND 


AIX  IN   PROVENCE 

Chbist  God  who  savest  man,  save  most 
Of  men  Count  Gismond  who  saved  me  I 

Count  Gauthier,  when  he  chose  his  poet. 
Chose  time  and  place  and  company 

To  suit  it ;  when  he  struck  at  length 

My  honor,  't  was  with  aJl  his  strength. 

And  doubtlessly  ere  he  could  draw 
All  points  to  one,  he  must  have  schemed  ! 

That  miserable  morning  saw 
Few  half  so  happy  as  I  seemed. 

While  being  dressed  in  queen's  array 

To  give  our  toume>  prize  away. 

I  thought  thev  loved  me,  did  me  eraoe  ^ 
To  please  themselves;  'twas  ail  their  deed; 

God  makes,  or  fair  or  foul,  our  f aoe  : 
If  showing  mine  so  caused  to  bleed 

My  cousins' nearts,  they  should  have  dropped 

A  word,  and  straight  the  play  had  stopped. 

They,  too,  so  beauteous !  Each  a  queen 
By  virtue  of  her  brow  and  breast ; 

Not  needing  to  be  crowned,  I  mean. 
As  I  do.    E'en  when  I  was  dressed. 

Had  either  of  them  spoke,  instead 

Of  glancing  sideways  with  still  head  I 

But  no :  they  let  me  laugh,  and  sing 
My  birthday  song  quite  through,  adjust 

The  last  rose  in  mv  garland,  fling 
A  last  look  on  the  mirror,  trust 

My  arms  to  each  an  arm  of  theirs. 

And  so  descend  the  castle-stairs  — 

And  come  out  on  the  morning-troop 
Of  merry  friends  who  kissed  my  cheek. 

And  called  me  queen,  and  made  me  stoop 
Under  the  canopy  —  (a  streak 
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That  pieroed  it,  of  the  outside  ran. 
Powdered  with  gold  its  grloom's  sort  don)  ~ 

And  they  eould  let  me  take  my  state 
And  fooliah  throne  amid  applaoae 

Of  all  come  there  to  celebrate 

My  qiieen^B-day  —  Oh  I  think  the  oauee 

Of  much  was,  they  f  ui^t  no  crowd 

Makes  up  for  parents  m  their  shruud  ! 

However  that  be,  all  eyes  were  bent 

Upon  me,  when  my  cousins  cast 
Theirs  down ;  *t  was  time  I  should  present 

The  victor's  orown,  but .  .  .  there,  *t  will  last 
No  long  time  .  .  .  the  old  mist  again 
Blinds  me  as  then  it  did.    How  vain ! 

i^ee  !    Gismond  's  at  the  gate,  in  talk 
With  his  two  boys :  I  can  proceed. 

Well,  at  that  moment,  who  should  stalk 
Forth  boldly  —  to  my  face,  indeed  — 

But  Gauthier,  and  he  thundered,  **  Stay  I  *' 

And  all  stayed.     '*  Bring  no  crowns,  I  say  \ 


fci 


Bring  torches  !    Wind  the  penance-sheet 
About  her  I    Let  her  shun  the  chaste, 

Or  lay  herself  before  their  feet ! 
Shall  she  whose  bod^  I  embraced 

A  night  long,  queen  it  in  the  day  ? 

For  honoris  sake  no  crowns,  I  say  I  ^' 

I?    What  I  answered?    As  I  live, 

I  never  fancied  such  a  thing 
As  answer  possible  to  give. 

What  says  the  body  when  they  spring 
Some  monstrous  torture-engine*s  wnole 
Strength  on  it  ?    No  more  says  the  soul. 

'mi  out  strode  Gismond ;  then  I  knew 

That  I  was  saved.    I  never  met 
His  face  before,  but,  at  first  view, 

I  felt  quite  sure  that  Qod  had  set 
Himself  to  Satan ;  who  would  snend 
A  minute's  mistrust  on  the  end  r 

He  strode  to  Ganthier,  in  his  throat 
Qsre  him  the  lie,  then  struck  his  month 

With  one  back-handed  blow  that  wrote 
La  blood  men's  verdict  there.    NorUi,  South, 

East,  West,  1  looked.    The  lie  was  dead. 

And  damned,  and  tmth  stood  up  instead. 

This  glads  me  mostj  that  I  enjoyed 
The  heart  of  the  joy,  with  mv  content 

Li  watching  Gismond  nnalloyea 
By  any  doubt  of  the  event  : 

God  took  that  on  him  —  I  was  bid 

Watch  Gismond  for  my  part :  I  did. 

Did  I  not  watch  him  while  he  let 
His  armorer  just  brace  his  greaves, 

Rivet  his  hauberk,  on  the  fret 
The  while  t  His  foot  .  .  .  my  memory  leaves 

No  least  stamp  out,  nor  how  anon 

He  polled  his  ringing  gauntlets  on. 

And  e'en  before  the  trumpet's  sound 
Was  finished,  prone  lay  the  false  knight, 


Prone  as  his  lie,  upon  the  gronnd  : 

Gismond  flew  at  him,  used  no  sleight 
O'  the  sword,  but  open-breasted  drove, 
Cleairing  till  out  the  truth  he  clove. 

Which  done,  he  dragged  him  to  my  feet 
And  said,  **  Here  die,  but  end  thy  breath 

In  full  confession,  lest  thou  fleet 
From  my  first,  to  (Hod's  second  death  I 

Say,  hast  thou  lied  ?  "    And,  ''  I  have  lied 

To  God  and  her,"  he  said,  and  died. 

Then  Gismond,  kneeling  to  me,  asked 
—  What  safe  my  heart  holds,  though  no  word 

Could  I  repeat  now,  if  I  tasked 
My  powers  forever,  to  a  third 

Dear  even  as  yon  are.    Pass  the  rest 

Until  I  sank  upon  his  breast. 

Over  my  head  his  arm  he  flung 
Against  the  world  ;  and  scarce  I  felt 

His  sword  (that  dripped  bv  me  and  swung) 
A  little  snifted  in  its  belt : 

For  he  befnui  to  say  the  while 

How  Soutn  our  home  lay  many  a  mile. 

So  'mid  the  shouting  multitude 
We  two  walked  forth  to  never  more 

Return.  ^  My  oonsias  have  pursaed 
Their  life,  untroubled  as  before 

I  vexed  them.    Gaathier's  dwelling>place 

God  lighten  1    May  his  soul  find  grace  I 

Our  elder  boy  has  got  the  olear 

Great  brow ;  though  when  his  brother's  Mack 
Full  eve  shows  scorn,  it  .  .  .  Gismond  here  ? 

Ana  have  von  brought  my  tereel  baok  7 
I  just  was  teUing  Adela 
How  many  birds  it  struck  since  May. 

THE  BOY  AND   THE   ANGEL 

First  published  in  Hood^t  Magazine,  August, 
1844.  It  was  rewritten,  with  five  new  coup- 
lets, and  was  published  in  1845,  in  Dramatic 
Romances  and  Lyrics,  or  No.  VII.  of  Bells  and 
Pomegranates.  When  it  appeared  in  the  Poeti- 
cal Works  of  18G8,  a  fresh  verse  was  added. 
Li  1844  the  poem  ended  as  follows  :  — 

'*  Oo  back  and  pnUte  again 
The  early  way,  while  I  remain. 

**  Be  again  the  boy  all  curlM  ; 
I  wai  finish  with  the  world." 

Theoorlte  grew  old  at  homo, 
Gabriel  dwelt  In  Feter'a  dome. 

MoRMiNO,  evening,  noon  and  night, 
'' Praise  God  I  "  sang  Theoerite. 

Then  to  his  poor  trade  he  tnmed, 
Whereby  the  daily  meal  was  earned. 

Hard  he  labored,  long  and  well ; 
O'er  his  work  the  boy's  curls  fell. 
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But  ever,  at  each  period, 

Ue  stopped  and  saiig,  *'  Fraise  Grod  !  " 

Then  back  again  liis  curls  he  threw, 
And  cheerful  turned  to  work  anew. 

Said  Blaise,  the  listening  monk,  *  ^  Well  done  ; 
I  doubt  not  thou  ai*t  heaiti,  my  sou  : 

**  As  well  as  if  thy  voice  to-day 

Were  praising  God,  the  Po|}e*s  great  way. 

''  This  Easter  Day,  the  Pope  at  Rome 
Praises  God  from  Peter ^s  aonie.*^ 

Said  Theocrite,  *'  Would  God  tliat  I 

Might  praise  him  tliat  great  way,  and  die ! '' 

Nightpossed,  day  shone. 
And  Theocrite  was  gone. 

With  God  a  day  endures  alway, 
A  thousand  years  are  but  a  day. 

God  said  in  heaven,  *^  Nor  day  nor  night 
Now  brings  the  voice  of  my  delight.'' 

Then  Gabriel,  like  a  rainbow^s  birth. 
Spread  his  %vings  and  sank  to  earth ; 

Entered,  in  flesh,  the  empty  cell. 

Lived  there,  and  played  the  craftsman  well ; 

And  morning,  evening,  noon  and  night, 
Praised  God  in  place  of  Theocrite. 

And  from  a  boy,  to  youth  he  grew  : 
The  man  put  off  the  stiipliug's  hue  : 

The  man  matured  and  fell  away 
Into  the  season  of  decay : 

And  ever  o'er  the  trade  he  bent. 
And  ever  lived  on  earth  content. 

(He  did  God's  will  ;  to  him,  all  one 
If  on  the  earth  or  in  the  sun.) 

God  said.  **  A  praise  is  in  mine  ear ; 
There  is  no  doubt  in  it,  no  fear : 

**  So  sing  old  worlds,  and  so 

New  worlds  that  from  my  footstool  go. 

**  Clearer  loves  sound  other  ways  : 
I  miss  my  little  human  pniise. 

Then  forth  Bpi*aiig  Gabriel's  wings,  off  fell 
The  flesh  disguise,  remained  the  cell. 

'T  was  Easter  Day  :  he  flew  to  Rome, 
And  paused  above  Saint  Peter's  dome. 

In  the  tirii^^room  close  by 
The  great  outer  gallery. 

With  his  holy  vestments  dight, 
Vtood  the  new  Pope,  Theocrite  * 


And  all  his  past  career 
Came  back  upon  him  clear, 

Since  when,  a  boy,  he  plied  his  trade. 
Till  on  his  life  the  sickness  weighed ; 

And  in  hia  cell,  when  death  drew  near, 
An  angel  in  a  dream  brought  cheer  : 

And  rising  from  tlie  sickness  drear. 
He  grew  a  priest,  and  now  stood  here. 

To  the  East  with  pniise  he  turned. 
And  on  his  sight  tlie  angel  burned. 

^*  I  bore  thee  from  thy  craftsman^s  cell. 
And  set  thee  here ;  I  did  not  well. 

"  Vainly  I  left  my  angel-sphere. 
Vain  was  thy  dream  of  many  a  year. 

*'  Thy     voice's    praise    seemed     weak ; 

dropped  — 
Creation's  chorus  stopped ! 

**  Go  back  and  praise  again 
The  early  way,  while  I  remain. 

*^  With  that  weak  voice  of  our  disdain, 
Take  up  creation's  pausing  strain. 

*^  Back  to  the  cell  and  poor  employ : 
Resume  the  craftsman  and  the  boy !  " 

Theocrite  grew  old  at  home  ; 

A  new  Pope  dwelt  in  Peter's  dome. 

One  vanished  as  the  other  died : 
They  sought  Gkid  side  by  side. 


IXSTANS   TVRANNUS 


Of  tlie  million  or  two,  more  or  less, 
I  rule  and  possess, 
Chie  man,  tor  some  cause  undefined, 
Was  least  to  my  mind. 

II 

I  struck  him,  he  grovelled  of  course  — 

For,  what  was  his  force  ? 

I  pinned  him  to  earth  witli  my  we^ht 

And  persistence  of  hate  : 

And  tie  lay,  would  not  moan,  would  not  curse, 

As  his  lot  might  be  worse. 

Ill 

**  Were  the  object  less  mean,  would  he  ataiid 

At  the  swing  of  my  hand  I 

For  obscurity  helps  him  and  blots 

The  hole  where  he  squats." 

So,  I  set  my  five  wits  on  the  stretch 

To  inveigle  the  wretch. 

AU  in  vain  !    Gold  and  jewels  I  threw, 

Still  he  couched  there  perdue ; 

I  tempted  his  blood  and  his  flesh, 

Hid  in  roses  my  mesh. 
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Choicest  cates  and  the  flagon's  best  spilth  : 
Still  he  kept  to  his  filth. 

IV 

Had  he  kith  now  or  kin,  were  access 

To  his  heart,  did  I  press  : 

Just  a  son  or  a  mother  to  seize  ! 

No  such  bool^  as  these. 

Were  it  simply  a  friend  to  pnrsne 

'Mid  my  million  or  two, 

Who  ooold  pay  me  in  person  or  pelf 

What  he  owes  me  himself  ! 

No :  I  could  not  but  nnile  through  my  chafe  : 

For  die  fellow  lay  safe^ 

As  his  mates  do,  the  midge  uid  the  nit, 

—  Tluough  minuteness,  to  wit. 


Hien  a  humor  more  great  took  its  place 

At  the  thought  of  his  face, 

"Hie  droop,  the  low  cares  of  the  mouth, 

The  trouble  uncouth 

TTwixt  the  brows,  all  that  air  one  is  fain 

To  pat  out  of  its  pain. 

Ana,  *'  no  1 "  I  aamoniahed  myself, 

'^  Is  one  mocked  by  an  elf, 

Is  one  baffled  by  toad  or  by  rat  ? 

The  graTamen  's  in  that  I 

How  the  lion,  who  crouches  to  suit 

His  back  to  my  foot, 

WoiUd  admire  that  I  stand  in  debate ! 

But  the  small  turns  the  great 

If  it  vexes  yon,  —  that  is  the  thing ! 

Toad  or  rat  vex  the  king  ? 

Though  I  waste  half  my  realm  to  unearth 

Toad  or  rat,  'tis  well  worth ! " 

VI 

So,  I  soberly  laid  my  last  plan 

To  extinfrnish  the  miin.  ^ 

Round  his  creep-hole,  with  never  a  break, 

Ran  my  fires  for  his  sake  ; 

Over-head,  did  my  thunder  combine 

With  my  underground  mine : 

Till  I  looked  from  ray  labor  content 

To  enjoy  the  event. 

VII 

When  sudden  .  .  .  how  think  ye,  the  end  ? 

Did  I  say  "  without  friend  "  ? 

Say  rather,  from  marge  to  blue  marge 

The  whole  sky  grew  his  targe 

With  the  snn^  self  for  visible  boss. 

While  an  Arm  ran  acroes 

Which  the  earth  heaved  beneath  like  a  breast 

Where  the  wretch  was  safe  prest ! 

Do  you  see  ?    Just  my  vengeance  complete, 

The  man  sprang  to  his  feet. 

Stood  erect,  caught  at  God's  skirts,  and  prayed  I 

— So,  /  was  afraid ! 
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All  I  believed  is  true  I 

I  am  able  yet 
All  I  want,  to  get 


By  a  method  as  strange  as  new : 
Dare  I  trust  the  same  to  you  ? 

If  at  night,  when  doors  are  shut, 
Ana  the  wood-worm  picks. 
And  the  death-watch  ticks, 
And  the  bar  has  a  flag  of  smut. 
And  a  cat  ^s  in  the  water-butt  — 

And  the  socket  floats  and  flares. 
And  the  house-beams  groan, 
And  a  foot  unknovm 
Is  surmised  on  the  garret-stairs, 
And  the  locks  slip  unawares  — 

And  the  spider,  to  serve  his  ends, 

By  a  sudden  thread, 

Arms  and  le^  outspread, 
On  the  tablets  midst  descends. 
Comes  to  find,  God  knows  what  friends  I 

If  since  eve  drew  in,  I  sav, 

I  have  sat  and  brought 

(So  to  speak)  my  thought 
To  bear  on  the  woman  away, 
Till  I  felt  my  hair  turn  gray  — 

Till  I  seemed  to  have  and  hold, 

In  the  vacancy 

*Twixt  the  wall  and  me. 
From  the  hair-plait^s  chestnut-gold 
To  the  foot  in  its  muslin  fold  — 

Have  and  hold,  then  and  there, 

Her,  from  head  to  foot, 

Breathing  and  mute, 
Passive  and  yet  aware. 
In  the  grasp  of  my  steady  stare  — 

Hold  and  have,  there  and  then. 

All  her  body  and  soul 

That  completes  my  whole, 
All  that  women  add  to  men. 
In  the  clutch  of  my  steady  ken  — 

Having  and  holding,  till 

I  imprint  her  fast 

On  the  void  at  last 
As  the  sun  does  whom  he  will 
By  the  calotypist^s  skill  — 

Then,  —  if  my  hearths  strength  serve, 

And  through  all  and  each 

Of  the  veils  I  reach 
To  her  soul  and  never  swerve. 
Knitting  an  iron  nerve  — 

Command  her  soul  to  advance 

And  inform  the  shape 

Which  has  made  escape 
And  before  mv  countenance 
Answers  me  glance  for  glance  — 

I,  still  with  a  gesture  fit 
Of  my  hands  that  best 
^  Do  ray  soul's  behest, 
Pointing  the  power  from  it. 
While  myself  do  steadfast  sit  — 
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Steadfast  and  still  the  same 
On  my  object  bent. 
While  the  hands  f^ve  vent 

To  my  ardor  and  ray  aim 

And  break  into  very  flame  — 

Then  I  reach,  I  mnst  believe, 

Not  her  soul  in  vain, 

For  to  me  again 
It  reaches^  and  past  retrieve 
Is  wound  in  the  toils  I  weave ; 

And  mnst  follow  as  I  require, 

As  befits  a  thrall, 

Brinnng  flesh  and  all, 
Essenoe  and  earth-attire, 
To  the  source  of  the  tractile  fire : 

Till  the  house  called  hers,  not  mine, 

With  a  growing  weight 

Seems  to  suffocate 
If  she  break  not  its  leaden  line 
And  escape  from  its  dose  confine. 

Out  of  doors  into  the  n^ht  t 

On  to  the  maze 

Of  the  wild  wood-ways. 
Not  turning  to  left  nor  right 
From  the  pathway,  blind  with  sight  — 

Making  through  rain  and  wind 
O^er  the  broken  shrubs, 
'Twixt  the  stems  and  stubs. 
With  a  stil],  composed,  stroi^^  mind, 
Nor  a  care  for  the  world  behind  — 

Swifter  and  still  more  swift. 

As  the  crowding  peace 

Doth  to  jo^  increase 
In  the  wide  bbnd  eyes  uplift 
Through  the  darkness  and  the  drift  1 

While  I  —  to  the  shape,  1  too 

Feel  my  soul  dilate 

Nor  a  whit  abate. 
And  relax  not  a  gesture  due, 
As  I  see  my  belief  come  true. 

For,  there  !  have  I  drawn  or  no 

Life  to  that  lip  ? 

Do  my  fingers  dip 
In  a  flame  which  agam  they  throw 
On  the  cheek  that  breaks  aglow  ? 

Ha !  was  the  hair  so  first  ? 

What,  unfilleted. 

Made  alive,  and  spread 
Through  the  void  with  a  rich  outburst. 
Chestnut  gold-interspersed  ? 

Like  the  doors  of  a  casket-shrine. 

See,  on  either  side. 

Her  two  arms  divide 
Till  the  heart  betwixt  makes  sign, 
Take  me,  for  I  am  thine ! 

**  Now  —  now  "  —  the  door  is  heard ! 
Hark,  the  stairs !  and  near  — 


Nearer — and  here  — 
"  Now  !  "  and  at  call  the  third 
She  enters  without  a  word. 

On  doth  she  march  and  on 

To  the  fancied  shape  ; 

It  is,  past  escape. 
Herself,  now  :  the  dream  is  done 
And  the  shadow  and  she  are  one. 

First  I  will  pray.    Do  Thou 

That  ownest  the  soul. 

Yet  wilt  grant  control 
To  another,  nor  disallow 
For  a  time,  restrain  me  now ! 

I  admonish  me  while  I  may, 

Not  to  squander  guilt. 

Since  re<^uire  Thou  wUt 
At  my  hand  its  price  one  day  I 
What  the  price  is,  who  can  say  ? 

THE  GLOVE 

(PBTER   RONSARD  ioguUur.) 

**  Heioho,^'  vawned  one  day  King  Franeist 

"  EKstance  all  value  enhances  ! 

When  a  man  ^s  busy,  whv,  leisure 

Strikes  him  as  wonderful  pleasure : 

'Faith,  and  at  leisure  once  is  he  ? 

Straightway  he  wants  to  be  busy. 

Here  we  *ve  got  peace :  and  aghast  I  *m 

Caught  thinkiiig  war  tne  true  pastime. 

Is  there  a  reason  in  metre  ? 

Give  us  vour  speech,  master  Peter  I  *' 

I  who,  if  mortal  dare  say  so. 

Ne'er  am  at  loss  with  my  Naso, 

*^  Sire,''  I  replied,  *'  joys  prove  cloudlets : 

Men  are  the  merest  Ixions  "  — 

Here  the  King  whistled  aloud,  **  Let 's 

—  Heigho  —  go  look  at  our  lions  1  " 

Such  are  the  sorrowful  chances 

If  you  talk  fine  to  King  Francis. 

And  so,  to  the  courtyard  proceeding 

Our  company,  Francis  was  leading. 

Increased  by  new  followers  tenfold 

Before  he  arrived  at  the  penfold ; 

Lords,  ladies,  like  clouds  which  bedizen 

At  sunset  the  western  horizon. 

And  Sir  De  Lorge  pressed  'raid  the  foremost 

With  the  dame  ne  professed  to  adore  most. 

Oh,  what  a  face  I  ^  One  by^  fits  eyed 

Her,  and  the  horrible  pitside  ; 

For  the  penfold  surrounded  a  hollow 

Which  led  where  the  eye  scarce  dared  follow, 

And  shelved  to  the  chamber  secluded 

Where  Bluebeard,  the  great  lion,  brooded. 

The  King  hailed  his  keeper,  an  Arab 

As  glossy  and  black  as  a  scarab. 

And  bade  him  make  sport  and  at  once  stir 

Up  and  out  of  his  den  the  old  monster. 

They  opened  a  hole  in  the  wire-work 

Across  it,  and  dropped  there  a  firework. 

And  fled  :  one's  heart's  beating  redoubled  ; 

A  pause,  while  the  pit's  mouth  was  troubled, 

The  blackness  and  silence  so  utter, 
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By  the  firework  *b  bIow  aparkling  and  spotter : 
Then  earth  in  a  sudden  ooutortion 
Gave  out  to  our^aze  her  abortion. 
Such  a  brute !    Were  I  friend  Clement  Marot 
(Whose  experience  of  nature  *8  but  narrow, 
And  whose  faoultiee  move  in  no  small  mist 
When  he  versifies  Darid  the  Ptolmist) 
I  should  study  that  brate  to  desoribe  you 
Slum  Juda  Leonem  de  Trifm, 

One's  whole  blood  gnvr  outdUngr  and  creepy 

To  see  the  black  mane,  vast  and  heapy, 

The  tail  in  the  air  stiff  and  straining, 

The  wide  eyes,  nor  waxing  nor  wamng, 

As  over  the  barrier  which  bounded 

His  platform,  and  us  who  surrounded 

The  barrier,  the^  reached  and  thev  rested 

On  space  that  might  stand  him  in  best  stead : 

For  who  knew,  he  thought,  what  the  amazement. 

The  eruption  of  clatter  and  blaze  meant, 

And  if,  m  this  mtnute  of  wonder. 

No  outlet,  'mid  lii^htning  and  thunder. 

Lay  broad,  and,  his  shaokles  all  shivered, 

The  lion  at  last  was  delivered  ? 

Ay,  that  was  the  open  sky  overhead  ! 

And  yon  saw  by  the  flash  on  his  forehead. 

By  the  hope  in  those  eyes  wide  and  steady, 

He  was  leagues  in  the  desert  already, 

Driving  the  flocks  up  the  mountain, 

Or  cathke  couched  hard  by  the  fountain 

To  waylay  the  date-gathering  negress : 

So  euiurded  he  entrance  or  egress. 

""  IIow  he  stands  I  "  quoth  the  King :  **  we  may 

well  swear, 
(No  novice,  we '  ve  won  our  spurs  elsewhere 
And  so  can  afford  the  confession,) 
We  exercise  wholesome  discretion 
In  keeping  aloof  from  his  threshold. 
Once  hold  yon,  those  jaws  want  no  iresh  hold. 
Their  first  would  too  pleasantly  purloin 
'^rhe  visitor's  brisket  or  surloin : 
Bnt  who 's  he  would  prove  so  fool-hardy  ? 
Not  the  best  man  of  Marignan,  pardie !  " 

The  sentence  no  sooner  was  uttered. 
Than  over  the  rails  a  glove  fluttered. 
Fell  close  to  the  lion,  and  rested : 
The  dame  't  was,  who  flung  it  and  jested 
W^ith  life  so,  De  Lorge  had  been  wooing 
For  months  past ;  he  sat  there  pursuing 
His  suit,  weighing  out  with  nonchalance 
Fine  speeches  like  gold  from  a  balance. 

.*^iind  the  trumpet,  no  trne  knight 's  a  tarrier  I 
])e  Lorge  made  one  leap  at  the  barrier. 
Walked  straight  to  the  glove,  —  whUe  the  lion 
Xe'er  moved,  kept  his  far-reaching  eye  on 
The  palm-tree-edged  desert«pring's  sapphire, 
And  the  musky  oiled  skin  of  the  Kaffir,  — 
Picked  it  up,  and  as  calmly  retreated, 
Leaped  back  where  the  lady  was  seated, 
Ana  full  in  the  face  of  its  owner 
Flung  the  glove. 

"  Yonr  heart's  queen,  you  dethrone  her? 
So  should  II"  —  cried  the  King  —  **  't  was  mere 

vanity, 
Xot  love,  set  that  task  to  hiiin»nitv !  ^' 


Lords  and  ladies  alike  turned  with  loathing 
From  such  a  proved  wolf  in  sheep's  clothing. 

Not  so,  I ;  for  I  caught  an  expression  ^ 

In  her  brow's  undisturbed  self-poaseasion 

Amid  the  Court's  scoffing  and  merriment,  — 

As  if  from  no  pleasing  experiment 

^She  rose,  yet  of  pain  not  much  heedful 

So  long  as  the  process  was  needful,— 

As  if  sne  had  tried  in  a  crucible, 

To  what  '*  speeches  like  gold  "  were  reducible, 

And,  finding  the  finest  prove  copper. 

Felt  the  smoke  in  her  face  was  but  proper ; 

To  know  what  she  had  not  to  trust  to, 

Was  worth  all  the  ashes  and  dust  too. 

She  went  out  'mid  hooting  and  laughter ; 

Clement  Marot  stayed ;  I  followed  after. 

And  asked,  as  a  grace,  what  it  all  meant? 

If  she  wished  not  the  rash  deed's  reoallment  ? 

**  For  I"  —so  I  spoke  —  ''  am  a  poet : 

Human  nature,  —  behooves  that  I  know  it ! " 

She  told  me,  ''  Too  long  had  I  heard 
Of  tlie  deed  proved  alone  by  the  word ! 
For  my  love  —  what  De  Lorge  would  not  dare  J 
W^ith  my  scorn  —  what  De  Lorge  oonld  com- 
pare! 
And  the  endless  descriptions  of  death 
He  would  brave  when  my  lip  formed  a  breath, 
I  must  reckon  as  braved,  or,  of  course, 
Doubt  his  word  —  Mid  moreover,  perforce, 
For  such  gifts  as  no  lady  could  spurn, 
M'lst  offer  my  love  in  return. 
When  I  looked  on  your  lion,  it  brought 
All  the  dangers  at  once  to  my  thought, 
Encountered  bv  all  sorts  of  men. 
Before  he  was  lodged  in  his  den, — 
From  the  poor  slave  whose  club  or  bare  hands 
Dug  the  trap,  set  the  snare  on  the  sands, 
With  no  King  and  no  Court  to  applaud. 
By  no  shame,  should  he  shrink,  overawed. 
Yet  to  capture  the  creature  made  shift. 
That  his  rude  bovs  might  laugh  at  the  gif  t^ 

—  To  the  page  who  last  leaped  o^er  the  fence 
Of  the  pit,  on  no  greater  pretence 

Than  to  get  back  the  bonnet  he  dropped. 

Lest  his  pa^  for  a  week  should  be  stoppea. 

80,  wiser  I  iudged  it  to  make 

One  trial  what '  death  for  my  sake ' 

Really  meant,  while^  the  power  was  yet  mine, 

Than  to  wait  until  time  should  define 

Such  a  phrase  not  so  simply  as  I, 

Who  took  it  to  mean  just '  to  die.' 

The  blow  a  glove  gives  is  but  weak  : 

Does  the  uuirk  yet  discolor  my  cheek  ? 

But  when  the  heart  suffers  a  blow, 

W^ill  the  pain  pass  so  soon,  do  you  know  ?  " 

I  looked,  as  away  she  was  sweepii^. 

And  saw  a  youth  eagerly  keeping 

As  close  as  he  dared  to  the  doorway. 

No  doubt  that  a  noble  slionld  more  weigh 

His  life  than  befits  a  plebeian  : 

And  yet,  had  our  brute  been  Nemean  — 

(I  jadge  by  a  certain  cahn  fervor 

The  youth  stepped  with,  forward  to  serve  her) 

—  He  'd  have  scarce  thought  you  did  him  the 

worst  turn 
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If  you  whispered,  '*  Friend,  wliat  you  ^d  get, 

first  earn !  '* 
And  "when,  shortly  after,  she  carried 
Her  shaiue  from  tlie  Court,  and  they  married. 
To  that  marriage  some  happiness,  maugra 
The  voice  of  the  Court,  I  dared  augur. 

For  De  Lorge,  he  made  women  with  men  vie. 
Those  in  wonder  and  pitiise,  these  in  envy  ; 
And  in  short  stood  so  i>bun  a  head  taller 
That  he  wooed  and  mou  .  .  .  how  do  you  call 

her? 
The  beauty,  that  rose  in  the  sequel 
To  the  King^s  love,  who  loved  her  a  week  well. 
And  't  was  noticed  he  never  would  honor 
I  >e  Lorge  (who  looked  daggers  upon  her) 
With  the  easy  commiasion  of  stretching 
His  legs  in  the  service,  and  fetcliing 
His  wife,  from  her  chamber,  those  straying 
Sad  gloves  she  was  always  mislaying, 
^Vlli^e  the  King  took  the  closet  to  ciiat  in,  — 
But  of  course  this  adventure  came  pat  in. 
And  never  the  King  told  the  story. 
How  bringing  a  ^love  brought  such  glory. 
But  the  wife  smiled  —  **  His  ner\'es  are  grown 

firmer : 
Mine  he  brings  now  and  utters  no  murmur.*' 

Venienti  occurrite  morho  ! 

With  which  moral  I  drop  my  theorbo. 


TIME'S   REVENGES 

I  Ve  a  Friend,  over  the  sea ; 

I  like  him,  but  he  loves  me. 

It  all  grew  out  of  the  books  I  write  ; 

They  nnd  such  favor  in  his  sight 

That  he  slaughters  you  with  savage  looks 

Because  vou  don^t  admire  my  books. 

He  does  nimself  though,  — and  if  some  vein 

Were  to  snap  to-night  in  ibis  heavy  brain. 

To-morrow  month,  if  I  lived  to  try, 

Hound  should  I  just  turn  quietly, 

(>r  out  of  the  bedclothes  stretch  my  hand 

Till  I  found  him,  come  from  his  foreign  land 

To  be  my  nurse  in  this  poor  place. 

And  make  my  broth  and  Avash  my  face 

And  light  m^  fire  and.  all  the  while^ 

Bear  with  his  old  gooa-huniored  smile 

Tliat  I  told  him  **  Better  have  kept  away 

Than  come  and  kill  me,  night  and  day, 

With,  worse  than  fever  throbs  and  shoots. 

The  creaking  of  his  clumsy  boots." 

I  am  as  sure  that  this  he  would  do. 

As  that  Saint  Paul's  is  striking  two. 

And  I  think  I  rather  .  .  .  woe  is  me  ! 

—  Tes,  rather  should  see  him  than  not  see. 
If  lifting  a  hand  could  seat  him  tiiere 
Before  me  in  the  empty  chair 
To-night,  when  my  head  aches  indeed, 
And  I  can  neither  think  nor  read. 
Nor  make  these  purple  fingers  hold 
The  pen  ;  this  garret 's  freezing  cold  ! 

And  I  *ve  a  Lady  —  there  he  wakes. 
The  laughing  fiend  and  prince  of  snakes 


Within  me,  at  her  name,  t«  pray 

Fate  send  some  creature  in  tne  way 

Of  my  love  for  her,  to  be  dowu-iom, 

Upthrust  and  outward-borne, 

So  I  mi^ht  prove  myself  that  sea 

Of  nassion  which  I  needs  must  be  ! 

Call  my  thoughts  false  and  my  fancies  quaint 

And  my  style  infirm  and  its  figures  faint, 

All  the  critics  say,  and  more  blame  yet. 

And  not  one  angiy  word  vou  get. 

But,  please  you,  wonder  I  would  put 

My  cheek  beneath  that  lady^s  foot 

Rather  tlian  tnunple  under  mine 

The  laurels  of  the  Florentine, 

And  you  shall  see  how  tlie  devil  spends 

A  fire  God  gave  for  other  ends  I 

I  tell  you,  I  stride  un  and  down 

This  garret,  crownea  with  love's  best  crown. 

And  feasted  with  love's  perfect  feast, 

To  think  I  kill  for  her,  at  least. 

Body  and  soul  and  peace  and  fame, 

Alike  youth's  end  and  manhood's  aim, 

—  So  is  mv  spirit,  as  flesh  with  sin, 
Filled  full,  eaten  out  and  in 

With  the  face  of  her,  the  eyes  of  her. 

The  lips,  the  little  chin,  the  stir 

Of  shadow  round  her  mouth  ;  and  she 

—  I  '11  tell  you  —  calmly  would  decree 
That  I  should  roast  at  a  slow  fire, 

If  that  would  compass  her  desire 
And  make  her  one  whom  tliey  invite 
To  the  famous  ball  to-morrow  night. 

Tliere  may  be  heaven  ;  there  must  be  hell ; 
Meantime,  there  is  our  eartli  here  —  well  1 

THE  ITALIAN   IN   ENGLAND 

Both  this  poem  and  the  following  were  writ 
ten  after  Browning's  visit  to  Italy  in  1844.  A, 
originally  published  they  were  entitled  ifa/< 
in  England  and  England  in  Italy,  The  dra> 
matic  incident  in  the  former  poem  was  not  p 
rescript  of  a  particular  historic  incident. 

That  second  time  they  hunted  me 

From  hill  to  plain,  from  shore  to  sea. 

And  Austria,  homiding  far  and  wide 

Her  blood-hounds  through  the  country-side. 

Breathed  hot  and  iiist^nt  on  my  trace,  — 

I  made  six  days  a  hiding-place 

Of  that  dry  green  old  aqueduct 

Where  I  and  Charles,  wlienboys,  have  plucked 

The  fire-flies  from  the  roof  above. 

Bright  creeping  through  the  moss  they  love  : 

—  How  loi^  it  seems  since  Charles  was  lost  1 
Six  days  tbe  soldiers  crossed  and  crossed 
Tlie  country  in  my  very  sight ; 

And  when  tliat  peril  ceased  at  night. 
The  9kj  broke  out  in  red  dismav 
With  signal  fires ;  well,  there  I  lay 
Close  covered  o'er  in  my  recess. 
Up  to  tbe  neck  in  ferns  and  cress. 
Thinking  on  Mettemich  our  friend. 
And  Charles's  miserable  end, 
And  much  beside,  two  days  ;  the  third. 
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Hanger  overcame  iiie  when  I  heard 
The  peasants  from  the  yillagre  go 
To  work  aiaofag  the  maixe  ;  tou  know, 
With  us  in  Lombardy,  they  bring 
Provisions  packed  on  mules,  a  string 
With  little  oells  that  cheer  their  taskf 
And  casks,  and  boughs  on  eyery  cask 
To  keep  the  sun's  heat  from  the  wine  ; 
These  I  let  pass  in  jingling  line, 
And,  close  on  them,  dear  noisy  crew, 
The  peasants  from  the  village,  too ; 
For  at  the  very  rear  would  troop 
Their  wives  and  sisters  in  a  group 
To  help,  I  knew.    When  these  had  passed, 
I  threw  my  glove  to  strike  the  last, 
Taking  the  chance :  she  did  not  start, 
Much  less  cry  out,  but  stooped  apart, 
One  instant  rapidly  glanced  round. 
And  saw  me  beckon  from  the  ground  ; 
A  wild  bush  grows  and  hides  niv  crypt ; 
She  picked  my  glove  up  while  she  stripped 
A  branch  off,  then  rejoined  the  rest 
With  that ;  my  glove  lay  in  her  breast. 
Then  I  drew  breath :  they  disappeared : 
It  was  for  Italy  I  feared. 

An  hour,  and  she  returned  alone 
Exactly  where  my  glove  was  thrown. 
Meanwhile  came  many  thoughts ;  on  me 
Rested  the  hopes  of  Italy  ; 
I  had  devised  a  certtun  tale 
Which,  when  't  was  told  her,  could  not  fail 
Persuade  a  peasant  of  its  truth ; 
I  meaut  to  call  a  freak  of  youth 
This  hiding,  and  give  hopes  of  pay. 
And  no  temptation  to  betray, 
fint  when  I  saw  that  woiuan^s  face, 
Its  e^m  simplicity  of  grace. 
Our  Italy^s  own  attitude 
In  which  she  walked  thus  far,  and  stood, 
Flantii^  each  naked  foot  so  firm, 
To  crush  the  snake  and  spare  the  worm  — 
At  first  sight  of  her  eyes,  I  said, 
'*  I  am  that  man  upon  whose  head 
They  fix  the  price,  because  I  hate 
The  Austrians  over  us  :  the  State 
Will  give  you  gold  —  oh,  gold  so  much  I  — 
If  you  betray  me  to  their  dutch. 
Ami  be  your  death,  for  aught  I  know, 
If  once  they  find  you  saved  their  foe. 
Now,  you  must  bring  nie  food  and  chinki 
And  also  paper,  pen  and  ink, 
And  carry  safe  what  I  shall  write 
To  Padua,  which  yon  *11  reach  at  night 
Before  the  dnomo  shuts  ;  go  in, 
And  wait  till  Tenebne  be^n  ; 
Walk  to  the  third  confessional. 
Between  the  pillar  and  the  wall. 
And  kneeling  whisper,  Whence  comes  peace  f 
Say  it  a  second  time,  then  cease  ; 
And  if  the  voice  inside  returns. 
From  Christ  and  Freedom  ;  what  concerns 
The  cause  of  Peace  f  —  for  answer,^  slip 
Mjy  letter  where  you  placed  your  lip  ; 
Then  come  back  happy  we  have  done 
Our  motber  service  —  I,  the  son, 
As  you  the  daughter  of  our  laud  !  ^' 


Tliree  mornings  more,  she  took  her  stand 
In  the  same  place,  with  the  same  eyes  : 
I  was  no  surer  of  sunrise 
Than  of  her  coming.    We  conferred 
(>f  her  own  prospects,  and  I  hewd 
She  had  a  lover  —  stout  and  tall. 
She  said  —  then  let  her  eyelids  fall, 
*^  He  could  do  nmch  "  —  as  if  some  doubt 
Entered  her  heart,  —  then,  passing  out, 
^'She  could  not  speak  for  others,  who 
Had  other  thoughts  ;  herself  she  knew :  *' 
And  so  she  brought  me  drink  and  food. 
After  four  days,  the  scouts  pursued 
Another  path  :  at  last  anived 
The  help  my  r^aduan  friends  contrived 
To  f un^sh  me :  she  brought  the  news. 
For  the  first  time  1  could  not  choose 
But  kiss  her  hand,  and  lay  my  own 
Upon  her  head  —  ^'  This  faith  was  shown 
To  Italy,  our  mother ;  she 
Uses  my  hand  and  blesses  thee." 
She  followed  down  to  the  sea-shore ; 
I  left  and  never  saw  her  more. 

How  very  long  since  I  have  thought 
Concerning  —  much  less  wished  for  —  aught 
Beside  the  good  of  Italy, 
For  which  I  live  and  mean  to  die ! 
I  never  was  in  love  ;  and  since 
Charles  proved  false,  what  shall  now  convince 
My  inmost  heart  I  have  a  friend  ? 
However,  if  I  pleased  to  spend 
Real  wishes  on  myself  —  say,  three  — 
I  know  at  least  wnat  one  should  be. 
I  would  grrasp  Mettemich  until 
I  felt  his  red  wet  throat  distil 
In  blood  through  these  two  hands.    And  next, 

—  Nor  nmch  for  that  am  I  perplexed  — 
Charles,  perjured  traitor,  for  ms  part. 
Should  die  alow  of  a  broken  heart 
Under  his  new  employers.    Last 

—  Ah,  there,  what  should  I  wish  ?    For  fast 
Do  I  grow  old  and  out  of  strengtli. 

If  I  resolved  to  seek  at  length 
My  father's  house  again,  how  scared 
They  all  would  look,  and  unprepared  I 
My  brothers  live  in  Austrians  pay 

—  Disowned  me  long  ago,  men  say  ; 
And  all  my  early  mates  who  used 
To  praise  me  so  —  perhaps  induced 
More  than  one  early  step  of  mine  ^ 
Are  turning  wise  :  while  some  opine 

^'  Freedom  grows  license,'^  some  suspect 
*^  Haste  breeds  delay,'*  and  recollect 
They  always  said,  such  premature 
Beginnings  never  could  endure  I 
So,  with  a  sullen  **  All 's  for  best," 
The  luid  seems  settling  to  its  rest. 
I  think  then,  I  should  wish  to  stand 
This  evening  in  that  dear,  lost  land, 
Over  the  sea  the  thousand  miles,^ 
And  know  if  yet  that  woman  smiles 
With  the  calm  smile  ;  some  little  farm 
She  li^es  in  there,  no  doubt:  what  lianu 
If  I  sat  on  the  door-side  bench, 
And,  while  her  spindle  made  a  trench 
Fantastictilly  in  uie  dust. 
Inquired  of  all  her  fortunes  —  just 
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Hot  ehildrsn's  ages  and  their  luunee, 
And  what  may  be  the  husband^i  aims 
For  each  of  them.    I  'd  talk  this  out, 
And  sit  there,  for  an  hour  about, 
Then  kiss  her  hand  once  more,  and  Ulj 
Mine  on  her  head,  and  go  my  way. 

So  mneh  for  idle  wishing  —  how 
It  steals  the  time !    To  bnsiness  now. 

THE  ENGLISHMAN   IN   ITALY 

PIANO  DI  SORRENTO 

FoBTU,  Fortii,  my  beloved  one. 

Sit  here  by  my  side. 
On  my  knees  put  up  both  little  feet ! 

I  was  sure,  if  I  tried, 
I  oonld  make  you  laugh  spite  of  Seirooco. 

Now,  open  your  eyes. 
Let  me  keep  yon  amused  till  he  vanish 

In  black  trom  the  skies. 
With  telling  my  memories  over 

As  yon  tdl  your  beads  ; 
All  the  Plain  saw  me  gather,  I  garland 

—  The  flowers  or  the  weeds. 
Time  for  rain  I  for  your  long  hot  dry  Autumn 

Had  netrworked  with  brown 
The  white  skin  of  each  grape  on  the  bunches. 

Marked  like  a  quail's  crown. 
Those  creatures  you  make  such  account  of. 

Whose  heads,  —  speckled  white 
Over  bro¥m  like  a  great  spider's  back. 

As  I  told  you  last  night,  — 
Your  mother  bites  off  for  her  supper. 

Red-ripe  as  could  be, 
Pomegnmates  were  chapping  and  splitting 

In  milves  on  the  tree : 
And  betwixt  the  loose  walls  of  great  flintstone, 

Or  in  the  thick  dust 
On  the  path,  or  stmight  out  of  the  rock-side, 

Wherever  could  thrust 
Some  burnt  sprig  of  bold  hardy  rock-flower 

Its  yellow  face  up. 
For  the  price  were  great  butterflies  fighting. 

Some  nve  for  one  cup. 
So,  I  guessed,  ere  I  ^t  up  this  morning. 

What  change  was  in  store. 
By  the  quick  rustle-down  of  the  quail-nets 

Which  woke  me  before 
I  oonld  open  mv  shutter,  made  fast 

With  a  bough  and  a  stone. 
And  look  through  the  twisted  dead  vine-twigs. 

Sole  lattice  that 's  known. 
Quick  and  sharp  rang  the  rings  down  the  net- 
poles, 

While,  busy  beneath. 
Your  priest  and  his  brother  tugged  at  them, 

The  rain  in  their  teeth. 
And  out  upon  all  the  flat  house-roofs 

Where  split  figs  lay  drpne. 
The  girls  took  the  frails  unaer  cover : 

Nor  use  seemed  in  trying 
To  get  out  the  boats  and  go  fishing, 

For,  under  the  difF, 
Fierce  the  black  water  frothed  o'er  the  blind- 
rock. 

No  seeing  our  skiff 


Arrive  about  noon  from  Amalfi, 

—  Our  fisher  arrive. 

And  pitch  down  his  basket  before  us. 

All  trembling  alive 
\rith  pink  and  gray  jelUes,  your  sea-fruit ; 

You  touch  the  strange  lumps. 
And  mouths  gape  there,  eyes  open,  all  manner 

Of  horns  and  of  humps. 
Which  only  the  fisher  looks  grave  at, 

While  round  him  like  imps 
Cling  screaming  the  children  as  naked 

And  brown  as  his  shrimps  \ 
Himself  too  as  bare  to  the  middle 

—  You  see  round  his  neck 

The  string  and  its  brass  coin  suspended. 

That  saves  him  from  wreck. 
But  to-day  not  a  boat  reached  Salenio, 

So  back,  to  a  man^ 
Game  our  friends,  with  whose  help  in  the  vine> 
yards 

Gh*ape-harvest  began.  ^ 
In  Uie  vat,  halfway  up  in  our  houseniide. 

Like  blood  the  juice  spins. 
While  your  brother  all  bare-legged  is  dancing 

Till  breathless  he  grins 
Dead-beaten  in  effort  on  effort 

To  keep  the  grapes  under. 
Since  still  when  he  seems  all  but  master, 

In  pours  the  fresh  plunder 
From  girls  who  keep  coming  and  going 

With  basket  on  shoulder,  ^  ^  »^ 

And  eyes  shut  against  the  rain's  driving ; 

Your  girls  that  are  older,  — 
For  under  the  hedges  of  aloe, 

And  where,  on  its  bed 
Of  the  orchara's  black  mould,  the  love-apple 

Lies  pulpy  and  red. 
All  the  young  ones  are  kneeling  and  filling 

Their  laps  with  the  snails  ^ 
Tempted  out  by  this  first  rainy  weather,  — 

Your  best  of  regales. 
As  to-night  will  be  proved  to  my  sorrow, 

When,  supping  in  state. 
We  shall  feast  our  grape-gleaners  (two  dozen. 

Three  over  one  puite) 
With  lasagne  so  tempting  to  swallow 

In  slippery  ropes. 
And  gourds  fried  in  great  purple  slices. 

That  color  of  popes. 
Meantime,  see  the  grape  bunch  they  've  brought 
you: 

The  rain-water  slips 
O'er  the  heavy  blue  bloom  on  each  globe 

Which  the  wasp  to  your  lips 
Still  follows  with  fretful  persistence  : 

Nav,  taste,  while  awake, 
This  half  of  a  curd-white  smooth  clie  se-ball 

That  peels,  flake  by  flake, 
Like  an  onion,  each  smoother  and  whiter ; 

Next,  sip  this  weak  wine 
From  tne  thin  green  glass  flask,  with  its  stop 
per, 

A  leaf  of  the  vine  \ 
And  end  with  the  pnckly-pear's  red  flesh 

That  leaves  through  its  juice 
The  stony  black  seeds  on  your  pearl-teeth. 

Scirocoo  IB  loose ! 
Hark,  the  quick,  whistling  pelt  of  the  olives 
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Which,  thick  in  one^s  track, 
Tempt  the  stnuacrer  to  pick  up  and  bite  them, 

Though  not  yet  half  black  I 
How  the  old  twisted  olive  tranks  shudder. 

The  medlars  let  fall 
Their  hard  fruit,  and  the  brittle  great  fig^ 
trees 

Snap  off,  figs  and  all, 
For  here  comes  the  whole  of  the  tempest  ! 

No  refuge,  but  creep 
Back  again  to  my  side  and  my  shoulder, 

And  UBten  or  sleep. 

Oh,  how  will  your  country  show  next  week. 

When  all  the  vine-boughs 
liave  been  stripped  of  their  foliage  to  pasture 

The  mules  ana  the  cows  ? 
Last  eve,  I  rode  over  the  mountains ; 

Your  brother,  my  guide, 
8oon  left  me,  to  feast  on  the  myrtles 

That  offered,  each  side, 
Their  fruit-baUs,  black,  glossy  and  luscious,  — 

Or  strip  from  the  sorbe 
A  treasure,  or,  roey  and  wondrous. 

Those  hairy  {cold  orbs  I 
But  my  mule  picked  his  sure  sober  path  out, 

Just  stopping  to  neigh 
When  he  recognized  down  in  the  valley 

His  nmtes  on  their  way 
With  the  faggots  and  barrels  of  water  ; 

And  soon  we  emerged 
Frona  the  plain,  where  the  woods  oould  soaree 
follow ; 

And  still  as  we  urged 
Our  way,  the  woods  wondered,  and  left  us, 

As  up  still  we  trudged. 
Though  the  wild  path  grew  wilder  each  inatant. 

And  place  was  e^en  grudged 
'Mid  the  roek-ehasms  and  piles  of  loose  stones 

Like  the  loose  broken  teeth 
Of  some  monster  which  climbed  there  to  die 

FrcNtt  the  ocean  beneath^ — 
Place  was  grudged  to  the  silvei^gray  fume-weed 

Thatolung  to  the  path. 
And  dark  rosemary  ever  a-dying 

That,  ^spite  the  wind^s  wrath, 
So  loves  the  salt  rook^s  face  to  seaward, 

And  lentisks  as  stanch 
To  the  stone  where  they  root  and  bear  berries. 

And  .  .  .  what  shows  a  branch 
Coral-colored,  tninsparent,  with  circlets 

Of  pale  seagreen  leaves  : 
Over  all  trod  my  mule  witn  the  caution 

Of  gleaners  o^er  sheaves. 
Still,  foot  after  foot  like  a  lady. 

Till,  round  after  ro'md. 
He  climbed  to  the  top  of  Calvano, 

And  God's  own  profound 
Was  above  me,  and  round  me  the  mountains, 

And  under,  the  sea, 
And  within  me  my  heart  to  bear  witness 

What  was  and  shall  be. 
Oh,  heaven  and  the  terrible  ciystal ! 

No  rampart  excludes 
Tour  eye  from  the  life  to  be  lived 

In  the  blue  solitudes. 
Oh,  those  mountains,  their  infinite  movement  I 

Still  moving  with  you ; 


For,  ever  some  new  head  and  breast  of  them 

Thrusts  into  view 
To  observe  the  intruder ;  you  see  it 

If  quickly  you  turn 
And,  before  they  escape  you,  surprise  them. 

They  grudge  you  should  learn 
How  the  soft  plains  they  look  on,  lean  over 

And  love  (they  pretend) 

-  Cower    beneath    them,    the    flat    sea-pine 

crouches. 

The  wild  fruit-trees  bend, 
E*en  the  myrtle-leaves  curl,  shrink  and  shut : 

All  is  silent  and  grave : 
'T  is  a  sensual  and  timorous  beauty. 

How  fair  I  but  a  slave. 
So,  I  turned  to  the  sea ;  and  there  slumbered 

As  greenly  as  ever 
Those  isles  of  the  siren,  your  Galli ; 

No  agds  ean  sever 
Tlie  Three,  nor  enable  their  sister 

To  join  them,  —  half  wav 
Ou  the  vovage,  she  looked  at  Ulysses  — 

No  farther  to-day. 
Though  the  small  one,  just  launched  in  the  wave 

Watches  breast-high  and  steady 
From  under  the  rook,  her  bold  sister 

Swum  halfway  ah-eady. 
Fortii.  shall  we  sail  there  together 

Ana  see  from  the  sides 
Quite  new  rooks  show  their  faces,  new  haunts 

Where  the  siren  abides  ? 
Shall  we  sail  round  and  round  them,  dose  over 

The  rocks,  though  unseen. 
That  ruffle  the  gray  glassy  water 

To  glorious  green  ? 
Then  scramble  from  splinter  to  splinter, 

Reach  land  and  explore. 
On  the  largest,  the  strange  square  black  turret 

With  never  a  door. 
Just  a  loop  to  admit  the  quick  lizards ; 

Then,  stand  there  and  hear 
Tlie  birds'  quiet  singing,  that  tells  as       • 

What  life  is.  so  clear  ? 

—  The  secret  tliey  sang  to  Ulysses 
When,  ages  ago. 

He  heard  and  he  knew  this  life's  secret 
I  hear  and  I  know. 

Ah,  see  !    The  sun  breaks  o*er  Calvano ; 

He  strikes  the  great  gloom 
And  flutters  it  o'er  the  mount's  summit 

In  airy  gold  fume. 
All  is  over.    Look  out,  see  the  gypsy, 

Our  tinker  and  smith. 
Has  arrived,  set  up  bellows  and  forge. 

And  down-squatted  forthwith 
To  his  hammering,  under  the  wall  there  ; 

One  eye  keeps  aloof 
The  urchins  that  itch  to  be  putting 

His  jews'-harps  to  proof, 
While  the  other,  through  locks  of  curled  wire. 

Is  watching  how  sleek 
Shines  the  hog,  come  to  sliare  in  the  windfall 

—  Chew  abbot's  own  cheek  ! 
All  is  over.    Wake  up  and  come  out  now. 

And  down  let  us  go, 
And  see  the  fine  things  got  in  order 

At  church  for  the  show 
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Of  tlie  Sacrament,  set  forth  this  eYening ; 

To-morrow  's  the  Feast 
Of  die  Rc^ary's  Virgin,  by  no  means 

Of  Virfi:ins  the  least, 
As  yon  'U  hear  in  the  off-hand  discourse 

which  (all  nature,  no  art) 
The  Dominican  brother,  tlirae  three  weeks. 

Was  ^tting  by  heart. 
Not  a  pillar  nor  post  but  is  dizened 

With  red  and  blue  papers ; 
All  the  roof  waves  with  ribbons,  each  altar 

Ablaze  with  long  tafiers ;  ^ 
But  the  great  masterpiece  is  the  scaffold 

Rigged  glorious  to  bold 
All  uie  fiddlers  and  fifers  and  drummers 

And  trumpeters  bold. 
Not  afraid  of  Bellini  nor  Auber, 

Who,  when  the  priest 's  hoarse, 
Will  strike  us  up  something  that 's  brisk 

For  the  feast's  second  course. 
And  then  will  the  ilaxen-wigged  Image 

Be  carried  in  pomp 
Through  the  plain,  while  in  gallant  proces- 
sion 

The  priests  mean  to  stomp. 
All  round  the  glad  church  he  old  bottles 

With  gunpowder  stopped, 
Which  will  be,  when  the  Image  re-enters, 

Religiously  popped ; 
And  at  night  mnn  the  crest  of  Calvano 

Great  bonfires  will  hang. 
On  the  plain  will  the  trumpets  join  chorus, 

And  more  proppers  bang. 
At  all  events,  come  —  to  the  garden 

As  far  as  the  wall ; 
See  me  tap  with  a  hoe  on  the  plaster 

Till  out  there  shall  fall 
A  scorpion  with  wide  angry  nippers ! 

—  "  Such  trifles !  "  you  say  ? 
Fortil,  in  my  England  at  home. 

Meal  meet  ^pravely  to-day 
And  debate,  if  abolishing  Corn-laws 

Be  righteous  and  wise 
—  If  't  were  proper,  Scirocco  should  yanish 

In  black  from  the  skies  ! 


IN  A  GONDOLA 

In  a  letter  to  Miss  Ha  worth.  Browning  writes, 
**  I  am  getting  to  love  painting  as  I  did  once. 
...  I  chanced  to  call  on  Forster  the  other  day, 
and  he  pressed  me  into  committing  verse  on  the 
instant,  not  the  minute,  in  Maclise's  behalf,  who 
has  wrought  a  divine  Venetian  work,  it  seems, 
for  the  British  Institution.  Forst-er  described 
it  well  — but  I  could  do  nothing  better  than 
this  wooden  ware  —  (all  the  'properties,'  as 
we  say,  were  given  and  the  problem  was  how 
to  catalogue  them  in  rhyme  and  unreason.)" 
Thereupon  followed  tlie  first  stanza  of  the 
following  poem ;  but  after  seeing  the  picture  he 
was  moved  to  go  on  and  carry  the  poem  through 
t4)  a  real  end. 


He  ting^. 

I  SEND  my  heart  up  to  thee,  all  my  heart 

In  this  my  singing. 
For  the  stars  help  me^  and  the  sea  bears  part ; 

Tlie  very  ni^ht  is  olmging 
Closer  to  Vemce'  streets  to  leave  one  space 

Above  me,  whence  thy  face 
May  light  my  joyous  heart  to  thee  its  dwelling-- 
place. 

She  speaks. 

Say  after  me,  and  try  to  say 

My  very  words,  as  if  each  word 

Came  from  you  of  your  own  accord. 

In  your  own  voice,  in  your  own  way : 

*'  This  woman's  heart  and  soul  and  brain 

Are  mine  as  much  as  this  gold  diain  ^ 

She  bids  me  wear ;  which^'  (say  again) 

*'  I  choose  to  make  by  cherishing 

A  precious  thin^,  or  clioose  to  fling 

Over  the  boat-side,  ring  by  ring.'* 

And  yet  once  more  say  ...  no  word  more ! 

Since  words  are  only  words.    Give  o'er  I 

Unless  you  call  me,  all  the  same, 

Fami^rly  by  my  pet  name. 

Which  if  the  Three  should  near  you  call. 

And  me  reply  to,  would  proclaim 

At  once  our  secret  to  them  all. 

Ask  of  me,  too,  command  me,  blame  — 

Do,  break  down  the  partition-w^ 

'Twixt  us,  the  daylight  world  beholds 

Curtained  in  dusk  and  splendid  folds ! 

What 's  left  but  —  all  of  me  to  take  ? 

I  am  the  Tliree's :  prevent  them,  slake 

Tour  thirst  I    'T  \a  said,  the  Arab  sage, 

In  praotisit^  with  ^ms,  can  loose 

Their  subtle  spirit  m  his  cruoe 

And  leave  but  ashes :  so,  sweet  mage. 

Leave  them  my  ashes  when  thy  use 

Sucks  out  my  soul,  thy  heritage ! 

Ife  sings. 

Past  we  glide,  and  past,  and  past ! 

What 's  that  poor  Agnese  doing 
Where  they  make  the  shutters  fast  ? 

Gray  Zanobi  's  just  a-wooin|f 
To  his  couch  the  purchased  bnde : 

Past  we  glide ! 

Past  we  glide,  and  past,  and  past  I 

Why  's  the  Pucci  Palace  flaring 
Like  a  beacon  to  the  blast  ? 

Guests  by  hundreds,  not  one  oaring 
If  the  dear  host's  neck  were  wried: 

Past  we  glide  I 

She  sings. 

The  moth's^  kiss,  first ! 

Kiss  me  as  if  you  made  believe 

You  were  not  sure,  this  eve. 

How  my  face,  your  flower,  had  pursed 

Its  petcus  up  ;  so,  here  ana  there 

You  brush  it,  till  I  grow  aware 

Who  wants  me,  and  wide  ope  I  burst. 

The  bee's  kiss,  now ! 

Kiss  me  as  if  you  entered  gay 
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My  heart  at  some  noonday, 
A  bad  that  daree  not  disallow 
The  claim,  so  all  is  rendered  up. 
And  paasively  its  shattered  cup 
Over  your  head  to  sleep  I  bow. 

He  tinfft. 

What  are  we  two  ? 

I  am  a  Jew, 

And  cBrry  thee,  farther  than  friends  can  pursue, 

To  a  feast  of  our  tribe ; 

Where  they  need  thee  to  bribe 

The  devil  that  blasts  them  unless  he  imbibe 

Thy  .  .  .    Scatter  the  vision  forever  I     And 

now. 
As  of  old,  I  am  I,  thou  art  thou  ! 

Say  again,  what  we  are  ? 

The  sprite  of  a  star. 

I  lure  thee  above  where  the  destinies  bar 

Mv  idumes  their  full  play 

Tul  a  ruddier  ray 

Than  my  pale  one  announce  there  is  withering 

away 
Some  .  .  .    Scatter  the  viuon  forever!    And 

now, 
As  of  old,  I  am  I,  thou  art  thou ! 

ffemuMt, 

Oh,  which  were  best,  to  roam  or  rest  ? 
The  land^s  lap  or  the  water's  breast  ? 
To  sleep  on  yellow  millet-elieaves. 
Or  swim  in  lucid  shallows  just 
£ludiiig  water-lily  leaves. 
An  inch  from  Death  ^s  black  fingers,  thrust 
To  lock  ^ou,  whom  release  he  must ; 
Which  life  were  best  on  Summer  eves  ? 

ffe  tpeakSf  mttttn^. 

Lie  back  ;  could  thought  of  mine  improve  you  ? 

From  this  shoulder  let  there  spring 

A  wing;  from  this,  another  wing ; 

Wings,  not  legs  ana  feet,  shall  move  ynu ! 

Snow-white  must  they  spring,  to  blend 

With  your  flesh,  but  I  intend 

They  shall  deepen  to  the  end, 

Broader,  into  burning  gold. 

Till  both  wings  crescent-wise  enfold 

Tour  perfect  self,  from  'neath  vour  feet 

To  o^er  your  head,  where,  lo,  they  meet 

As  if  a  million  sword-blades  hurled 

Defiance  horn  you  to  the  world  I 

Reeoue  me  thou,  the  only  real ! 
And  scare  away  this  mad  ideal 
That  came,  nor  motions  to  depart ! 
Thanks !    Now,  stay  ever  as  thou  art ! 

Stai  he  mtues. 

What  if  the  Three  should  catch  at  last 
Thy  serenader  ?    While  there  's  oast 
Paulas  cloak  about  my  head,  uid  fast 
(Han  pinions  me.  Himself  has  past 
His  stylet  through  rav  back  ;  I  reel ; 
And  ...  is  it  thou  I  feel  ? 

They  trail  me,  these  three  godless  knaves, 
Past  every  church  that  saints  and  saves. 


ame 


Nor  stop  till,  where  the  cold  sea  raves 
Bv  Lido*s  wet  accursed  graves. 
They  scoop  mine,  roll  me  to  its  brink. 
And  ...  on  thy  breast  I  sink  ! 

She  replie*^  muting. 

Dip  your  arm  o*er  the  boat^ide,  elbow-doep. 
As  I  do :  thus :  were  death  so  unlike  sleep. 
Caught  this  way  ?    Death  *s  to  fear  from  fl 

or  steel. 
Or  poison  doubtless ;  but  from  water  -feel  I 

Qo  find  the  bottom!    Would  you  stay  me? 

Thei-e ! 
Now  pluck  a  great  blade  of  that  ribbon-grass 
To  plait  in  where  the  foolish  jewel  whs, 
I  flung  away :  since  you  have  praised  my  hair, 
*T  is  proper  to  be  choice  in  what  I  wear. 

He  speak*. 

Row  home  ?  must  we  row  home  ?    Too  surely 

Know  I  where  its  front 's  demurely 

Over  the  Giudeoca  piled  ; 

Window  iust  with  window  mating, 

Door  on  door  exaotlv  waiting, 

All  *s  the  set  face  of  a  child : 

But  behind  it,  where 's  a  trace 

Of  the  staidness  and  reserve. 

And  formal  lines  without  a  curve. 

In  the  same  child's  nlaying-faoe  ? 

No  two  windows  look  one  way 

O'er  the  small  sea-water  thread 

Below  them.    Ah,  the  autumn  day 

L  passing,  saw  you  overhead  I 

First,  out  a  cloud  of  curtain  blew. 

Then  a  sweet  cry,  and  last  came  you  — 

To  catch  your  lory  that  must  needs 

Escape  just  then,  of  all  times  then, 

To  peck  a  tall  plant's  fleecy  seeds. 

Ana  make  me  nappiest  uf  men. 

I  scarce  could  breathe  to  see  you  reach 

So  far  back  o'er  the  balcony 

To  catch  him  ere  he  climbea  too  high 

Above  you  in  the  Smvma  peach. 

That  quick  the  rouua  smooth  oora  of  gold, 

This  coiled  hair  on  your  head,  unrolled, 

Fell  down  you  like  a  gorgeous  snake 

The  Roman  girls  were  wont,  of  old, 

When  Rome  there  was,  for  coolness'  sake 

To  let  lie  curling  o'er  their  bosoms. 

Dear  lor}%  may  nis  beak  retain 

Ever  its  delicate  rose  stain 

As  if  the  wounded  lotus-blossoms 

Had  marked  their  thief  to  know  again ! 

Stay  longer  yet,  for  others'  sake 

Thau  mine  I    What  should  your  chamber  do  ? 

—  With  all  its  rarities  tliat  ache 

In  silence  while  day  lasts,  but  wake 

At  night-time  and  their  life  renew, 

Suspended  iust  to  pleasure  yon 

Who  brought  against  their  will  together 

These  obiects,  and,  while  day  lasts,  weave 

Around  them  such  a  magic  tether 

That  dumb  they  look :  your  harp,  believe, 

With  all  the  sensitive  tight  strings 

Which  dare  not  speak,  now  to  itself 

Breathes  slnmberously,  as  if  some  elf 
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Went  in  and  out  the  chords,  his  wings 

Make  miirranr  wheresoever  they  graze, 

As  an  aiigtil  may,  between  the  maze 

Of  midnight  palace-pillars,  on 

And  on.  to  sow  God  s  pinnies,  have  gone 

Tbrougn  guilty  glorious  Babylon. 

And  while  such  murmurs  flow,  the  nymph 

Bends  o^er  the  harp-top  from  her  shell 

As  the  dry  limpet  tor  the  lymph 

Come  with  a  tune  he  knows  so  well. 

And  how  your  statues*  hearts  must  swell : 

And  how  your  pictures  must  descend 

lo  see  each  other,  friend  with  friend  I 

Oh,  could  vou  take  them  by  surprise, 

Ton  M  find  kMihidone^s  eager  DuKe 

Doing  the  quaintest  courtesies 

To  mat  prim  saint  by  Haste-thee-Lnke  ! 

And,  deeper  into  her  rock  den. 

Bold  Castelfranco's  Magdalen 

You  M  find  retreated  from  the  ken 

Of  that  robed  counsel-keeping  Ser  — 

As  if  the  Tizian  thinks  of  ner, 

And  is  not,  rather,  gravely  bent 

On  seeing  for  himself  what  toys 

Are  these,  his  progeny  invent. 

What  litter  now  the  board  employs 

Whereon  he  signed  a  document 

That  got  him  murdered  !    Each  enjoys 

Its  night  so  well,  ^ou  cannot  break 

The  sport  up,  so,  mdeed  must  make 

More  stay  with  me,  for  others'  sake. 

ShetpeeJu. 

To-morrow,  if  a  harp-string,  say. 
Is  used  to  tie  the  jasmine  back 
That  overfloods  m]r  room  with  sweets, 
Ck>ntrive  your  Zorzi  somehow  meets 
My  Zanze  I    If  the  ribbon 's  black, 
The  Three  are  watching  :  keep  away ! 

Your  gondola — let  Zorzi  wreathe 

A  mesn  of  water-weeds  about 

Its  prow,  as  if  he  unaware 

Had  struck  some  quay  or  bridge-foot  stair  I 

Tliat  I  mav  throw  a  paper  out 

As  you  and  he  go  underneath. 

There 's  Zanze  's  vigilant  taper ;  safe  are  we. 
Only  one  minute  more  to-night  with  me  ? 
Resume  vuur  past  self  of  a  month  ago ! 
Be  you  the  bashful  gallant,  I  will  be 
The  lady  wich  the  colder  breast  than  snow. 
Now  bow  you,  as  becomes,  nor  touch  ray  hand 
More  than  I  touch  youi-s  when  I  step  to  land. 
And  say,  **  All  thanks,  Siora  !*'  — 

Heart  to  heart 
And  lips  to  lips  I    Yet  once  more,  ere  we  part. 
Clasp  me  and  make  me  thine,  as  mine  thou  art ! 

Iff  u  titrprigedj  and  stabbed. 
It  was  ordained  to  be  so,  sweet !  —and  best 
Comes  now,   beneath    thine    eyes,    upon    thy 

breast. 
Still  kiss  me !   Care  not  for  the  cowards !    Care 
Only  to  put  aside  thy  beauteous  hair 
My  olood  will  hurt  I    The  Three,  I  do  not  scorn 
To  death,  because  they  never  lived  :  but  I 
Have  lived   indeed,  and  so  —  (yet  one   more 

kiss )  —  can  die  I 


WARING 

An  account  of  Alfred  Domett,  Browning's 
early  friend,  who  was  the  oooasion  of  this  poem, 
will  be  found  in  the  notes. 


I 


What  's  become  of  Waring 
Since  he  gave  us  all  the  sli]^. 
Chose  land-travel  or  seafaring. 
Boots  and  chest  or  staff  and  scrip. 
Rather  than  pace  up  and  down 
Any  longer  London  town  ? 

11 

Who 'd  have  guessed  it  from  his  Up 

Or  his  brow's  accustomed  bearing. 

On  the  night  he  thus  took  ship 

Or  started  landward  ?  —  little  caring 

For  us,  it  seems,  who  supped  together 

(Friends  of  his  too,  I  remember) 

And  walked  home  through  the  merry  weather. 

The  snowiest  in  all  December. 

I  left  his  arm  that  night  myself 

For  what  Vhismame^  the  new  prose-poet 

Who  wrote  the  book  there,  on  the  aheU  — 

How^  forsooth,  was  I  to  know  it 

If  Waring  meant  to  glide  away 

Like  a  ghost  at  break  of  day  ? 

Never  looked  he  half  so  gay  ! 

Ill 

He  was  prouder  than  the  devil : 

How  he  must  have  cursed  our  revel ! 

Ay  and  many  other  meeting, 

Indoor  visits,  outdoor  greetings. 

As  up  and  down  he  paced  this  London, 

With  no  work  done,  but  great  works  undone. 

Where  scarce  twenty  knew  his  name. 

Why  not,  then,  have  earlier  spoken. 

Written,  bustled  ?    Who 's  to  blame 

If  your  silence  kept  unbroken  ? 

"  True,  but  there  were  sundry  jottings, 

Stray-leaves,  fragments,  blurs  and  blottingB, 

Certain  first  steps  were  achieved 

Already  which  "  —  (is  that  your  meaning  ?) 

^*'  Had  well  borne  out  whoe'er  believed 

In  more  to  come  I  * '     But  who  croes  gleaning 

Hedgeside  chance-blades,  while  fullHsheaved 

Stand  cornfields  by  him  ?    Pride,  o'erweening 


Pride  alone,  p 
O'er  the  day^i 


uts  forth  such  claims 
s  distinguished  names. 


IV 

Meantime,  how  much  I  loved  him, 

I  find  out  now  I  've  lost  him. 

I  who  cared  not  if  I  moved  him. 

Who  could  so  carelessly  accost  him, 

Henceforth  never  shall  get  free 

Of  his  ghostly  company. 

His  eyes  that  just  a  little  wink 

As  deep  I  go  into  the  merit 

Of  this  and  that  distinguished  spirit  — 

His  cheeks'  raised  color,  soon  to  sink. 
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Ab  long  I  dwell  on  some  stnpeiidoiui 
And  treiuendoiiB  (H«»veii  defend  us  I ) 
Monatr*-inform^-iup^iui-huiTeiid-oua 
Demoniaoo-Mraphio 
Penman's  latest  piece  of  graphio. 
Nay,  m^  very  'wrist  grows  warm 
With  his  drafogincT  weight  of  arm. 
E'en  so.  swimmingly  appears, 
ThroQgn  one's  alter«ipper  musiiigs, 
Some  lost  lady  of  old  years 
With  her  beauteons  vain  endeavor 
And  goodness  unrepaid  as  ever ; 
The  taoe,  acoustomed  to  ref  osingB, 
We,  puppies  that  we  were  ...  Oh  never 
Surely,  nice  of  oonscienoe,  sempled 
Being  aught  like  false,  forsooth,  to  ? 
Telling  ai^ht  but  honest  truth  to  ? 
What  a  sin,  had  we  centupled 
Its  possessor's  grace  and  sweetness  I 
No  I  she  heard  in  its  completeness 
Truth,  for  truth 's  a  weighty  matter. 
And  truth,  at  issue,  we  can't  flatter ! 
Well,  't  is  done  vritn ;  she  'b  exempt 
From  damning  us  through  such  a  sally ; 
And  so  she  glides,  as  down  a  valley, 
Taking  up  vrith  her  contempt. 
Past  our  reach ;  and  in,  the  flowen 
bhut  her  unregarded  hours. 

V 

Oh,  oonld  I  have  him  back  once  more, 

This  Waring,  but  one  half-day  more  I 

Back,  wiUi  toe  auiet  face  of  yore, 

So  hungry  for  acknowledgment 

Like  mme  I    I  'd  fool  him  to  his  bent. 

Feed,  should  not  he,  to  heart's  content  ? 

I  'd  say,  *^  to  only  have  conceived. 

Planned  your  great  works^  apart  from  progress, 

Surpasses  lit'^Ie  works  auhicv^ !  " 

I  'd  lie  so,  I  should  be  believed.^ 

I  'd  make  such  havoc  of  the  claims 

Of  the  day's  distinguished  names 

To  feast  him  with,  as  feasts  an  ogress 

Her  feverish  sharp-toothed  gold-crowned  child ! 

Or  as  one  feasts  a  creature  rarely 

Captured  here,  unreconciled 

To  capture  ;  and  completelv  gives 

Ita  pettish  numors  license,  buely 

Requiring  that  it  lives. 

VI 

Ichabod,  lehabod. 
The  gloxyis  dei>arted ! 
Travels  Waring  East  away  ? 
Who,  of  knowledge,  by  hearsay. 
Reports  a  man  upstarted 
Somewhere  as  a  god. 
Hordes  grown  European-hearted, 
Millions  of  the  wild  made  tame 
On  a  sudden  at  his  fame  ? 
In  Vishnu-land  what  Avatar  ? 
Or  who  in  Moscow,  toward  the  C2ar, 
With  the  demurest  of  footfalls 
Over  the  Kremlin's  pavement  bright 
With  serpentine  and  syenite, 
Steps,  with  five  other  Generals 
That  simultaneously  take  »nuff, 
FofT  each  to  have  pretext  enough 


And  kerchief  wise  unfold  his  sash 

Which,  softness'  self,  is  yet  the  stuff 

To  hold  fast  where  a  steel  chain  snaps. 

And  leave  the  grand  white  neck  no  gash  ? 

Waring  in  Moscow,  to  those  rough 

Cold  northern  natures  bom  perhaps. 

Like  the  lambwhite  maiden  dear 

From  the  circle  of  mute  kings 

Unable  to  repress  the  tear. 

Each  as  his  sceptre  down  he  flings. 

To  Dian's  fane  at  Taurica, 

Where  now  a  captive  priestess,  she  alwav 

Mingles  her  tender  grave  Hellenic  speech 

With  theirs,  tuned  to  the  hailstone-beaten  beach 

As  pours  some  pigeon,  from  the  myrrhy  lands 

Kapt   by    the   whirlblast   to   fierce   Scythian 

strands 
Where  breed  the  swallows,  her  melodioos  cry 
Amid  their  bwbarous  twitter  I 
In  Russia  ?    Never  1    Spain  were  fitter ! 
Av,  most  likelv  't  is  in  Spain 
That  we  and  Waring  meet  again     * 
Now,  while  he  turns  down  that  cool  narrow  lane 
Into  the  blackness,  out  of  grave  Madrid 
All  fire  and  shine,  abrupt  as  when  there  's  slid 
Its  stiff  gold  blazing  pall 
From  some  black  oomn-lid. 
Or,  best  of  all, 
I  love  to  think 

The  leaving  us  was  just  a  feint ; 
Back  here  to  London  did  he  slink. 
And  now  works  on  without  a  wink 
Of  sleep,  and  we  are  on  the  brink 
Of  something  great  in  fresco-paint : 
Some  garrers  ceUing,  walla  and  floor. 
Up  and  down  and  o^r  and  o'er 
He  splashes,  as  none  splashed  before 
Since  great  Caldara  Polidore. 
Or  Music  means  this  land  of  ours 
Some  favor  yet,  to  pity  won 
By  Purcell  nrom  his  Rosy  Bowers,  — 
"  Give  me  my  so-long  promised  son. 
Let  Waring  end  what.  I  begun !  " 
Then  djwn  he  creeps  and  out  he  steals 
Only  when  the  night  conceals 
His  face ;  in  Kent  'tis  cherry^me, 
Or  hops  are  picking :  or  at  prime 
Of  March  he  wanders  as,  too  happy. 
Years  ago  when  he  was  young. 
Some  raUd  eve  when  woods  grew  sappy 
And  the  early  moths  had  sprung 
To  life  from  many  a  tremblii^?  sheath 
Woven  the  warm  boughs  beneath ; 
While  small  birds  saia  to  themselves 
What  should  soon  be  actual  song. 
And  young  gnats,  by  tens  and  twelves. 
Made  as  if  they  were  the  throng 
That  crowd  around  and  carry  aloft 
The  sound  they  have  nursed,  so  sweet  and  poxi^ 
Out  of  a  myriad  noises  soft. 
Into  a  tone  that  can  endure 
Amid  the  noise  of  a  July  noon 
When  all  Gfod's  creatures  crave  their  boon. 
All  at  once  and  all  in  tune, 
And  get  it,  happ^  as  Waring  then. 
Having  first  within  his  ken 
What  a  man  might  do  with  men  : 
And  far  too  glad,  in  the  even-glow. 
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To  mix  with  the  world  he  meant  to  take 

Into  his  handf  he  told  vou,  so  — 

And  out  of  it  his  world  to  make, 

To  contract  and  to  expand 

As  he  shut  or  oped  his  hand. 

O  Waring,  what  ^s  to  really  be  ? 

A  clear  sti^e  and  a  crowd  to  see  1 

Some  Garrick,  say,  out  shall  not  he 

The  heart  of  Hamlet's  mystery  pluck  ? 

Or,  where  most  unclean  beasts  are  rife, 

Some  Junius  —  am  I  right  ?  —  shall  tuck 

His  sleeve,  and  forth  with  flaving^knife  ! 

Some  Chatterton  shall  have  the  mck 

Of  calling  Rowley  into  life  ! 

Some  one  shall  someliow  nm  a-muck 

With  this  old  world  fur  want  of  strife 

Sound  asleep.    Contrive,  contrive 

To  rouse  us.  Waring !  ^  Who  ^s  alive  ? 

Our  men  scarce  seem  in  earnest  now. 

Distinguished  names !  —  but  ^t  is,  somehow, 

As  if  they  played  at  being  names 

Still  mor#  distinguished,  uke  the  games 

Of  children.    Turn  our  sport  to  earnest 

With  a  visage  of  the  sternest ! 

Bring  the  real  times  back,  confessed 

Still  Detter  tliaii  our  ver>'  best ! 


II 


**  WTien  I  last  saw  Waring  ..." 
(How  all  turned  to  him  who  spoke ! 
You  saw  Waiing  ?    Truth  or  joke  ? 
In  land-travel  or  sea-faring  ?) 

II 

**  We  were  sailing  by  Triest 
Where  a  day  or  two  we  harbored  : 
A  sunset  was  in  the  West, 
When,  looking  over  the  vessePs  side, 
One  ot  our  company  espied 
A  sudden  speck  to  larboard. 
And  as  a  sea-duck  flies  and  swims 
At  once,  so  came  the  light  craft  up. 
With  its  sole  lateen  sail  that  trims 
And  turns  (the  water  round  its  rims 
Dancing,  as  round  a  sinking  cup) 
And  by  us  like  a  fish  it  curled, 
And  drew  itself  up  close  beside. 
Its  great  sail  on  the  instant  furled. 
Ana  o^er  its  thwarts  a  shrill  voice  cried, 
(A  neck  as  bronzed  as  a  Lasoar^s) 
*  Buy  wine  of  us,  yon  English  brig  ? 
Or  fruit,  tobacco  and  cigars  ? 
A  pilot  for  yon  to  Triest  ? 
Without  one,  look  you  ne^er  so  big, 
Tliey  '11  never  let  you  up  the  bay  I 
We  natives  should,  know  best.* 
I  turned,  and  'just  those  fellows*  way,' 
Our  captain  said,  ^  The  'long-shore  thieves 
Are  laughing  at  us  in  their  sleeves.* 

Ill 

**  In  truth,  the  boj  leaned  laughing  back  ; 
And  one,  half-hidden  by  his  side 
Under  the  furled  sail,  soon  I  spied. 
With  great  grass  hat  asd  kerchief  black. 


Who  looked  up  with  his  kindly  throat 

Said  somewhat,  while  the  other  shook 

His  hair  back  from  his  eyes  to  look 

Their  longest  at  us ;  then  the  boat, 

I  know  not  how,  turned  sharply  round. 

Laying  her  whole  side  on  the  sea 

As  a  leaping  fish  does  ;  from  the  lee 

Into  the  weather,  out  somehow 

Her  sparkling  path  beneath  our  bow 

And  so  went  on,  as  witli  a  bound. 

Into  the  rosy  and  golden  half 

O'  the  skv,  to  overtake  the  sun 

And  reach  the  shore,  like  the  sea-oalf 

Its  singing  cave ;  vet  I  caught  one 

Glance  ere  away  toe  boat  quite  passed. 

And  neither  time  nor  toil  could  mar 

Those  features :  so  I  saw  the  last 

Of  Waring  I "  —  You  ?    Oh,  never  star 

Was  lost  here  but  it  rose  afar ! 

Look  East,  where  whole  new  thousands  are ! 

In  Vishnu-land  what  Avatar  ? 


THE  TWINS 


it 


Give  "  and  **  It^all-be-given-ttuto-yoa  '* 


Originally  published  in  1854,  in  connection 
with  a  poem  by  Mrs.  Browning,  A  Plea  for  the 
Bagged  Schools  qf  London^  in  a  volume  issued 
for  a  bazaar  to  benefit  Uie  **  Refnge  for  Young 
Destitute  Girb." 

Grand  rough  old  Martin  Luther 
Bloomed  fables  —  flowers  on  fune, 

The  better  tlie  unoouther  : 
Do  roses  stick  like  burrs  ? 

A  beggar  asked  an  alms 

One  dav  at  an  abbe^-door, 
Said  Luther ;  but,  seized  with  qualms. 

The  Abbot  replied,  *'  We  're  poor ! 


ti 


Poor,  who  had  plenty  once. 
When  gifts  fell  thick  as  rain : 

But  tJiey  give  us  naught,  for  the  nonee. 
And  how  should  we  give  again  ?  " 

Then  the  beggar.  *'  See  your  sins  I 

Of  old,  unless  I  err^ 
Ye  had  brothers  for  mmates,  twins, 

Date  and  Dabitur. 


**  While  Date  was  in  good  case 
Dabitur  flonrishea  too : 
For  Dabitur's  lent«n  face 
No  wonder  if  Date  rue. 

"  Would  ye  retrieve  the  one  ? 

Try  and  make  plump  the  otJier ! 
When  Date's  penance  is  done, 
Dabitur  helps  his  brother. 


it 


Onlv,  beware  relapse  I " 
The  Abbot  hung  his  head. 

This  beggar  m^i^ht  be  perhaps 
An  ang^l,  Luther  said. 
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A  LIGHT  WOMAN 

So  far  OS  onr  etory  approachee  tlie  end, 
Which  do  you  pit^  the  moat  of  ns  three  ?  — 

My  friend,  or  the  mistrefla  of  my  friend 
With  her  wanton  eyes,  or  me  ? 

My  friend  was  already  too  good  to  loee, 
And  seemed  in   toe  way  of   improyement 
yet, 
When  she  orossed  his  path  with  her  honting^ 
noose, 
And  over  him  drew  her  net. 

When  I  saw  him  tangled  in  her  toUa, 
A  shame,  said  I,  if  she  adds  jnst  him 

To  her  nin»-and-ninety  other  spoils, 
The  hundredth  for  a  whim  I 

And  before  my  friend  be  wholly  hers. 

How  easy  to  prove  to  him,  I  said. 
An  eagle 's  the  game  her  pride  prefers. 

Though  she  snaps  at  a  wren  instead  I 

So,  I  gave  her  eyes  my  own  eyes  to  take, 
My  nand  sought  hers  as  in  earnest  need, 

And  round  she  turned  for  my  noble  sake. 
And  gave  me  herself  indeed. 

The  eagle  am  I,  with  mv  fame  in  the  worid, 
The  wren  is  he,  with  nis  maiden  face. 

—  Ton  look  away  and  your  lip  is  curled  ? 
Patience,  a  moment's  space  I 

For  see,  my  friend  goes  shaking  and  white ; 

He  eyes  me  as  the  basilisk : 
I  have  turned,  it  appears,  his  day  to  night, 

£clipsing  his  suu  s  disk. 

And  I  did  it,  he  thinks,  as  a  very  thief : 

*'  Though    I   love   her  —  that,  he    compre- 
hends — 

One  should  master  one*8  passions,  (love,  in  chief) 
And  be  loyal  to  one's  mends ! " 

And  she,  — she  lies  in  my  hand  as  tame 
As  a  pear  late  basking  over  a  wall ; 

Just  a  touch  to  try  and  off  it  came ; 
'T  is  mine,  — can  I  let  it  fall  ? 

With  no  mind  to  eat  it.  that 's  the  worst ! 

Were  it  thrown  in  the  road,  would  the  case 
assist? 
'T  was  quenching  a  dozen  blue-flies'  thirst 

^Vhen  I  gave  its  stalk  a  twist. 

And  I,  —  what  I  seem  to  my  friend,  you  see : 
What  I  soon  shall  seem  to   his   love,  you 

fiess: 
seem  to  myself,  do  you  ask  of  me  ? 
No  hero,  I  confess. 

T*  is  an  awkward  thing  to  play  with  souls, 
And  matter  enough  to  save  one's  own : 

Yet  think  of  m^  friend,  and  the  burning  ooals 
He  played  with  for  bits  of  stone ! 


One  likes  to  show  the  truth  for  the  truth  ; 

That  the  woman  was  light  is  very  true  : 
But   suppose   she   says,  —  Never    mind    that 
youth  I 

What  wrong  have  I  done  to  you  ? 

Well,  anyhow,  here  the  story  stays, 

80  far  at  least  as  I  imderstand  ; 
And,  Robert  Browning,  you  writer  of  plays, 

Here 's  a  subject  made  to  your  hand ! 


THE  LAST  RIDE  TOCiETHER 

I  SAID  —  Tlien,  dearest,  since  't  w  so. 
Since  now  at  lengtli  my  fate  I  know. 
Since  nothing  all  my  love  avails. 
Since  all,  my  life  seemed  meant  for,  fails. 

Since  this  was  w^ritten  and  needs  must  be  — 
My  whole  heart  lises  up  to  bless 
Yotu*  name  in  pride  ana  thankfulness  ! 
Take  back  the  hope  you  gave,  —  I  claim 
Only  a  memory  of  the  same, 
—  And  this  beside,  if  you  will  not  blame. 

Your  leave  for  one  more  last  ride  with  me. 

My  mistress  bent  that  brow  of  hers ; 
Those  deep  dark  eves  where  pride  demurs 
When  pity  would  be  softening  through, 
Fixed  me  a  breathin^wliile  or  two 

With  life  or  death  in  the  balance :  right ! 
The  blood  replenished  me  again ; 
My  last  thought  was  at  least  not  vain : 
I  and  my  mistress,  side  by  side 
Shall  be  together,  breathe  and  ride, 
So^ne  day  more  am  I  deified. 

Who  knows  but  the  world  may  end  to-night  * 

Hush  !  if  >ou  saw  some  western  cloud 

All  billowy-bosomed,  over-bowed 

By  many  benedictions  -sun's 

Aiid  moon's  and  evening-star's  at  anee  — 

And  so,  you,  looking  and  loving  bcHt, 
Conscious  grew,  your  passion  drew 
Cloud,  sunset,  moonrise,  staivshine  too, 
Down  on  you,  near  and  vet  more  near. 
Till  flesh  must  fade  for  neaven  was  here  !  — 
Thus  leant  she  and  lingered  —  joy  and  fear  I 

Thus  lay  she  a  moment  on  my  breast. 

Then  we  began  to  ride.    My  soul 
Smoothed  itself  out,  a  loui^ramped  scroll 
Freshening  and  fluttering  m  the  wind. 
Past  hopes  already  lay  behind.^ 

What  need  to  strive  with  a  life  awry  ? 
Had  I  said  that,  had  I  done  this, 
So  might  I  gain,  so  might  I  miss. 
Might  she  luive  loved  me  ?  just  as  well 
She  might  have  hated,  who  can  tell  I 
Where  had  I  been  now  if  the  worst  befell  ? 

And  here  we  ore  riding,  she  and  I. 

Fail  I  alone,  in  words  and  deeds  ? 
Why,  all  men  strive,  and  who  succeeds  ? 
We  rode ;  it  seemed  my  spirit  flew. 
Saw  other  regions,  cities  new. 
As  the  wond  rushed  by  on  either  side. 
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I  thonght,  —  All  labor,  yet  no  less 
Bear  up  beneath  their  ansneoess. 
Look  at  the  end  of  work,  contmst 
The  petty  done,  the  undone  vast, 
This  present  of  theirs  with  the  hopeful  past  I 
I  hoped  she  would  love  me ;  here  we  ride. 

Wliat  hand  and  brain  went  ever  paired  ? 
What  heart  alike  conceived  and  dared  ? 
What  act  proved  all  its  thon^rht  had  been  ? 
What  will  but  felt  the  fleshly  screen  ? 

We  ride  and  I  see  her  bosom  heave. 
There  *s  many  a  crown  for  who  can  reach. 
Ten  lines,  a  statesman's  life  in  each  ! 
The  flag:  stuck  on  a  heap  of  bones, 
A  soldier's  doin^ !  what  atones  ? 
They  scratch  his  name  on  the  Abbey-stones. 

My  ridingr  is  better,  by  their  leave. 

^Vhat  does  it  all  mean,  poet  ?    Well, 
Your  brains  beat  into  rhythm,  yon  tell 
What  we  felt  only ;  yon  exproosed 
You  hold  things  beautiful  tne  b^t. 

And  place  them  in  rhyme  so,  side  by  side. 
'T  is  somethini?,  nay  *t  is  much :  but  tnen, 
Have  you  yourself  what 's  best  for  men  ? 
Are  you  —  poor,  sick,  old  ere  your  time  — 
Nearer  one  whit  your  own  sublime 
Than  we  who  never  have  turned  a  rhvme  ? 

•Sing,  riding  *8  a  joy  I    For  me,  I  riae. 

And  you,  great  sculptor — so,  yon  gave 
A  score  of  years  to  Art,  her  slave. 
And  that 's  your  Venus,  whence  we  turn 
To  ponder  fprl  that  fords  the  bum  I 

\  on  acquiesce,  and  shall  I  repine  ? 
What,  man  of  music,  you  grown  gray 
With  notes  and  nothing  else  to  say, 
Is  this  your  sole  praise  from  a  friend, 
""  Greatly  his  opera's  strains  intend, 
But  in  music  we  know  how  fashions  end  !  '' 

I  gave  my  youth ;  but  we  ride,  in  fine. 

Who  knows  what 's  fit  for  us  ?    Had  fate 
Proposed  bliss  here  should  sublimate 
My  Doing  —  had  I  signed  the  bond  — 
IStill  one  must  lead  some  life  beyond. 

Have  a  bliss  to  die  with.  dimAlesoried. 
This  foot  once  planted  on  the  goal. 
This  gloiy-garland  round  my  soul. 
Could  I  descry  snch  ?    Try  and  test  1 
I  sink  back  shuddering  from  the  quest. 
Earth  being  so  good,  would  heaven  seem  best  ? 

Now,  heaven  and  she  are  beyond  this  ride. 

And  yet  —  she  has  not  spoke  so  long ! 
What  if  heaven  bo  that,  fair  and  strong 
At  life's  best,  with  our  eyes  upturned 
Whither  life's  flower  is  flrst  discerned. 

We,  fixed  so,  ever  should  so  abide  ? 
What  if  we  still  ride  on,  we  two. 
With  life  forever  old  yet  new. 
Changed  not  in  kind  but  in  degree. 
The  instant  made  eternity,  — 
And  heaven  just  prove  that  I  and  she 

Ride,  ride  together,  forever  ride  ? 


THE  PIED  PIPER    OF  HAMELIN 

A  child's  story 

{fVriiUm/or,  and  mscriSed  to,  »^  M.  tkg  Ymmger) 

Maoready's  eldest  son  when  a  child  was  con- 
fined to  the  house  by  illness,  and  Browning 
wrote  this  jeu,  tPesprit  to  amuse  the  child  and 
give  him  a  subject  for  illustrative  drawings. 


Hambun  Town  's  in  Brunswick, 
Byf amous  Hanover  city ; 

The  river  Weeer,  deep  and  wide, 

Washes  its  wall  on  the  southern  aide  ; 

A  pleasanter  spot  you  never  spied  ; 
But,  when  begins  my  ditty. 

Almost  five  nundred  years  ago. 

To  see  the  townsfolk  suffer  so 
From  vermin,  was  a  pity. 

II 

Rats! 
They  fought  the  dogs  and  killed  the  cats. 

And  bit  the  babies  in  the  cradles. 
And  ate  the  cheeses  out  of  the  vats, 

And  licked  the  soup  from  the  cooks'   own 
ladles. 
Split  open  the  kegs  of  salted  sprats, 
Made  nests  inside  men's  Sunday  hats. 
And  even  siM>iled  the  women's  chats 

By  drowuin{f  their  speaking 

With  shrieking  and  squeakmg 
Li  fifty  different  sharps  and  fliria. 

Ill 

At  last  the  people  in  a  body 
To  the  Town  Hall  came  flocking : 
T  is  clear,"  cried  they,   ''our  Mayor  *b  a 

noddy; 

And  as  for  our  Corporation  —  shocking 
To  think  we  buy  gowns  lined  with  ermine 
For  dolts  that  cairt  or  won't  determine 
What 's  best  to  rid  us  of  our  vermin  ! 
Yon  hope,  because  you  're  old  and  obese. 
To  find  in  the  furry  civic  robe  ease  P 
Rouse  up,  sirs  I    Give  your  brains  a  racking 
To  find  the  remedy  we  're  lacking. 
Or,  sure  as  fate,  we  'U  send  you  packing  \  " 
At  this  the  Mayor  and  Corporation 
Quaked  with  a  mighty  consternation. 


ti  1 


IV 

An  hour  they  sat  in  council ; 

At  length  the  Mayor  broke  silence  : 
''  For  a  guilder  I  'd  my  ermine  gown  sell. 

I  wish  I  were  a  mile  hence  I 
It 's  easy  to  bid  one  rack  one's  brain  — 
I  'm  sure  my  poor  head  aches  again, 
I  've  scratchea  it  so,  and  all  in  vain. 
Oh  for  a  trap,  a  trap,  a  trap  !  " 
Just  as  he  said  this,  what  should  hap 
At  the  chamber-door  but  a  gentle  tap  ? 
*'  Bless  us,"  cried  the  Mayor, ''  what 's  that  ?  " 
(With  the  Corporation  as  he  sat. 
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LookinsT  little  thoa^  urondroiiB  fat ; 
Nor  brighter  was  hie  eye,  nor  moister 
Than  a  too-long-opened  oyster, 
Save  when  at  noon  hie  paunch  grew  mntinons 
For  a  plate  of  turtle  green  and  glutinous) 
^*  Onljr  a  scraping  of  shoes  on  the  mat  ? 
Anything  like  the  sound  of  a  rat 
Makes  my  heart  go  pitnsrpat  I  '* 


«t 


Come    in  I  "  —  the     Mayor    cried,    looking 
bigger  : 

And  in  did  come  the  strangest  figure  I 
His  oueer  long  coat  from  heel  to  nead 
Was  naif  of  yellow  aud  half  of  red, 
And  he  himself  was  tall  and  thin. 
With  sharp  blue  e^es,  each  like  a  pin. 
And  light  loose  hair,  yet  swarthy  skin. 
No  tuft  on  cheek  nor  beard  on  chin,^ 
But  lips  where  smiles  went  out  and  in  ; 
There  was  no  guessing  his  kith  and  kin  : 
And  nobody  could  enough  admire 
The  tall  man  and  his  quaint  attire. 
Quoth  one :  *'  It  *s  as  my  great-grandsire. 
Starting  up  at  the  Trump  of  Doom's  tone, 
Had  walked  this  way  from  his  painted  tomb- 
stone I " 

VI 

He  advanced  to  the  council-table  : 

And,  '^  Please  your  honors,"  said  he,  **  I  'm 
able, 

Bt  means  of  a  secret  charm,  to  draw 

Ail  creatures  living  beneath  the  sun. 

That  creep  or  swim  or  fly  or  run. 

After  me  so  as  you  never  saw  I 

And  I  chiefly  use  my  charm 

On  creatures  that  do  people  harm, 

The  mole  and  toad  and  newt  and  viper ; 

And  people  call  me  the  Pied  Piper.' 

f  And  nere  they  noticed  round  his  neck 

A  scarf  of  red  and  yellow  stripe, 

To  match  with  his  coat  of  the  seh-same  cheque  ; 

And  at  the  scarf's  end  hung  a  pipe  ; 

And  his  fingers,  they  noticed,  were  ever  stray- 
ii^ 

As  if  impatient  to  be  playing 

Upon  this  pipe,  as  low  it  daisied 

Over  his  vesture  so  old-fangled.) 

**  Tet,"  said  he,  *'  poor  piper  as  I  am. 

In  Tartary  I  freed  the  Cham, 

Last  June,  from  his  huge  swarms  of  gnats  ; 

I  eased  in  Asia  the  Nizam 

Of  a  monstrous  brood  of  yarapire-bats : 

And  as  for  what  your  brain  bewilders. 

If  I  can  rid  your  town  of  rats 

WiH  you  give  me  a  thousand  guilders  ?  '* 

^  One  ?  mty  thousand  !  "  — was  the  exclama- 
tion 

Of  the  astonished  Mayor  and  Corporation. 

VII 

Tnto  the  street  the  Piper  stept. 

Smiling  first  a  little  smile, 
Aa  if  he  knew  what  magic  slept 

In  his  quiet  pipe  the  while  ; 
Then,  like  a  musical  adept. 
To  blow  the  pipe  his  lips  ne  wrinkled, 


And  green  and  blue  his  sharp  eyes  twinkled. 
Like  a  oandle-flaroe  where  salt  is  sprinkled ; 
And  ere  three  shriU  notes  the  pipe  uttered, 
You  heard  as  if  an  army  muttered  ; 
And  the  muttering  grew  to  a  grumbling ; 
And  the  grumbling  grew  to  a  nighty  rumbling ; 
And  out  of  the  houses  the  rats  came  tumbling. 
Great  rats,  small  rats,  lean  rats,  brawny  rats. 
Brown  rats,  black  rats,  gray  rats,  tawny  rats, 
Grave  old  plodders,  gay  young  fnskers, 

Fathers,  mothers,  micles,  cousins. 
Cocking  tails  and  pricking  whiskers, 

Famuies  by  tens  and  dozens, 
Brothers,  sisters,  husbands,  wives  — 
Followed  the  Piper  for  their  lives. 
From  street  to  street  he  piped  advancing. 
And  step  for  step  they  followed  dancing, 
Until  they  came  to  the  river  Weeer, 
Wherein  all  plunged  and  perished  1 

—  iSave  one  who,  stout  as  Julius  CflBsar, 
Swam  across  and  lived  to  carry  ^ 

(As  he,  the  manuscript  he  cherished) 

To  Rat-land  home  hb  commentary  : 

Which  was,  "^  At  the  first  shrill  notes  of  the 

pipe, 
I  heard  asound  as  of  scraping  tripe. 
And  putting  apples,  wonoruus  rii>e, 
Into  a  cider-press's  gripe  i 
And  a  moving  away  of  pickle-tub-boards. 
And  a  leaving  ajar  of  conserve-cupboards, 
Aud  a  drawing  the  corks  of  train-oil-flasks. 
And  a  breaking  the  hoops  of  butter-casks : 
And  it  seemed  as  if  a  voice 
(Sweeter  far  than  by  harp  or  by  psaltery 
Is  breathed)  called  out,  *  Oh  rats,  rejoice  I 
The  world  is  grown  to  one  vast  drysalterv  ! 
So  munch  on,  crunch  on,  take  your  imiicheon. 
Breakfast,  supper,  dinner,  luncheon  ! ' 
And  just  as  a  Dulk^  sugar^puncheon. 
All  ready  staved,  like  a  great  sun  slione 
Glorious  scarce  an  inch  before  me, 
Just  as  methought  it  said,  *  Come,  bore  me  I ' 

—  I  found  the  Weser  rolling  o'er  me." 

VIII 

Ton  should  have  heard  the  Hamelin  people 
Ringing  the  bells  till  they  rocked  the  steeple. 
*^  Go,"  cried  the  Mayor,  ''  and  get  long  poles. 
Poke  out  the  nests  and  block  up  the  holes  ! 
Consult  with  carpenters  and  builders. 
And  leave  in  our  town  not  even  a  trace 
Of  the  rats  I  "  —  when  suddenly,  up  the  face 
Of  the  Piper  perked  in  the  market-place, 
With  a,    *  First,  if  you  please,  my  thousand 
guilders  I " 

IX 

A  thousand  guilders  !    The  Mayor  looked  blue; 

So  did  the  Corporation  too. 

For  council  dinners  made  rare  havoc 

With  Claret,  Moselle,  Vin-de-Grave,  Hook ; 

And  half  the  money  would  replenish 

Their  cellar's  biggest  butt  with  Rhenish. 

To  pay  this  sum  to  a  wandering  fellow 

Wiui  a  grypsy  coat  of  red  and  yellow  ! 

*^  Beside,     quoth  the  Mayor  with  a  knowing 

wink, 
"  Our  business  was  done  at  the  river's  brink ; 
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We  saw  with  our  eyes  the  vermin  sink, 
And  what  ^s  dead  can't  come  to  life,  I  think. 
80,  friend,  we  're  not  the  folks  to  shrink 
From  the  duty  of  giving  you  somethii^  for 

drink, 
And  a  matter  of  money  to  pat  in  your  poke ; 
Bnt  88  for  the  sfuilders,  wliat  we  spoke 
Of  them,  as  you  very  well  know,  was  in  joke. 
Beside,  our  losses  have  made  us  thrifty. 
A  thousand  guilders  I    Come,  take  fif^  I  ** 

X 

The  Piper's  face  fell,  and  he  cried, 

**  No  trifling !    I  can't  wait,  beside  I 

I  We  promised  to  visit  by  dinner  time 

Bagdat,  and  accept  the  prime 

Of  the  Head-Cook's  pottage,  all  he 's  rich  in. 

For  having  left,  in  the  CaUph's  kitchen, 

Of  a  nest  of  scorpions  no  survivor: 

With  him  I  proved  no  bargain-driver. 

With  you,  don't  think  I  '11  bate  a  stiver  I 

And  folks  who  put  me  in  a  passion 

May  find  me  pipe  after  anotner  fashion." 

XI 

*'  How  ? ''  cried  the  Mayor,  '*  d'  ve  think  I  bxook 

Being  worse  treated  than  a  Cook  ? 

Insulted  by  a  lazy  ribald 

With  idle  pipe  and  vesture  piebald  ? 

You  threaten  us,  fellow  ?    Do  your  worst. 

Blow  your  pipe  there  till  you  burst ! " 

XII 

Once  more  he  stept  into  the  street. 

And  to  his  lips  again 
Laid  his  long  pipe  of  smooth  straight  cane  ; 

And  ere  he  blew  three  notes  (such  sweet 
Soft  notes  as  yet  musician's  cunning 

Never  gave  the  enittptured  air) 
There  was  a  rustling  that  seemed  like  a  bustling 
Of  merry  crowds  justling  at  pitching  and  hur- 
tling; 
Small  feet  were  pattering,  wooden  shoes  clat- 

terinf, 
Little  hands  clapping  and  little  tongnes  chat- 

And,  likelowls  in  a  farm-ysird  when  barley  is 

scattering,^ 
Out  came  the  cmldren  mnning. 
All  the  little  boys  and  girls, 
With  rosy  cheeks  and  naxen  curls. 
And  sparkling  eyes  and  teeth  like  pearls. 
Tripping  and  skipping,  ran  merrily  after 
The  wonderful  music  with  shouting  and  laugh- 
ter. 

XIII 

The  Mayor  was  dumb,  and  the  Council  stood 

As  if  they  were  dianged  into  blocks  of  wood. 

Unable  to  move  a  step,  or  ory^ 

To  the  children  merrily  skipping  by, 

—  Could  only  follow  with  the  eye 

That  joyous  crowd  at  the  Piper's  back. 

But  how  the  Mayor  was  on  tlie  rack. 

And  the  wretched  Council's  bosoms  beat. 

As  the  Piper  turned  from  the  High  Street 

To  where  the  Weser  rolled  its  waters 

Right  in  the  way  of  their  sons  and  daughters  I 

However,  he  turned  from  South  to  West, 


And  to  Koppelberg  Hill  his  steps  addressed. 
And  after  nim  the  children  pressed  ; 
Great  was  the  joy  in  every  breast. 
*'  He  never  ean  cross  that  mi^ty  top ! 
He 's  forced  to  let  the  mping  drop. 
And  we  shaU  see  onr  oLiidren  stop  I " 
When,  lo,  as  they  reached  the  monataiiHdde, 
A  wondrous  portal  opened  wide. 
As  if  a  cavern  was  suddenly  hollowed ; 
And  the  Piper  advanced  and  the  children  fol- 
lowed. 
And  when  all  were  in  to  the  very  last. 
The  door  in  the  motrntain-side  shut  fast. 
Did  I  say,  all  ?    No  I    One  was  lame. 
And  coiud  not  dance  the  whole  of  the  way ; 
And  in  after  years,  if  yon  woold  blame 
His  sadness,  he  was  used  to  say,  — 
"'  It 's  dull  in  our  town  since  my  playmates  left ! 
I  cau^t  forget  that  I  *m  bereft 
Of  all  the  pleasant  sights  they  see, 
I   Which  the  Piper  also  promised  me. 
For  he  led  us,  he  said,  to  a  jovons  land, 
Joining  the  town  and  just  at  hand. 
Where  waters  gushed  and  fruit-trees  grew 
And  flowers  put  forth  a  fairer  hue, 
And  everything  was  strange  and  new ; 
The  sparrows  were  brighter  than  peacocks  here, 
And  their  dogs  outran  our  fallow  deer, 
And  honey-bees  had  lost  their  stings. 
And  horses  were  bom  with  ei^les'  wings  : 
And  just  as  I  became  assured 
My  lame  foot  would  be  speedily  cured, 
The  music  stopped  and  I  stood  still, 
And  found  myself  outside  the  hill, 
Left  alone  against  my  will. 
To  go  now  limping  as  before, 
And  never  hear  of  that  country  more  I  '* 

XIV 

Alas,  alas  for  Hamelin ! 

Hiere  came  into  many  a  bnrgher^s  pate 

A  text  which  says  that  heaven's  gate 

Opes  to  the  rich  at  as  easy  rate 
As  the  needle's  eye  takes  a  eamel  in  I 
The  Mayor  sent  East,  West,  North  and  South, 
To  offer  the  Piper,  by  word  of  month. 

Wherever  it  was  men's  lot  to  find  him, 
Silver  and  gold  to  his  heart's  content. 
If  he  'd  only  return  the  way  he  went, 

And  bring  the  children  behind  him. 
But  when  they  saw  'twas  a  lost  endeavor, 
And  Piper  and  dancers  were  gone  forever. 
They  made  a  decree  that  lawyers  never 

Should  think  their  reeords  dated  duly 
If,  after  the  day  of  the  month  and  year, 
These  words  did  not  as  well  appear, 
"  And  so  long  after  what  happened  here 

On  the  Twenty-second  of  July, 
Thirteen  hundred  and  seventy  nix :  *' 
And  the  better  in  memory  to  fix 
The  place  of  the  children's  last  retreat, 
They  called  it,  the  Pied  Piper's  Street  — 
Where  any  one  playing  on  pipe  or  tabor 
Was  sure  for  the  future  to  lose  his  labor. 
Nor  suffered  they  hostelry  or  tavern 

To  shock  with  mirth  a  street  so  solemn ; 
But  opposite  the  place  of  the  cavern 

They  wrote  the  story  on  a  eolonm, 
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And  on  the  great  ohuroh-wuidow  {Ntinted 

The  same,  to  make  the  world  acquainted 

How  their  children  were  stolen  away, 

And  there  it  stands  to  this  very  day. 

And  I  must  not  omit  to  say 

That  in  Transylvania  there 's  a  tribe 

Of  alien  people  who  ascribe 

The  outlandish  ways  and  dress 

On  which  their  neighbors  lay  snch  ttrces. 

To  their  fathers  and  mothers  having  risen 

Oat  of  some  subterraneous  prison 

Into  which  the:^  were  trepanned 

Long  time  ago  in  a  mighty  band 

Out  of  Hamelin  town  m  Brunswick  land, 

But  how  or  why,  they  dou^t  nndeistand. 

XV 

So,  Willy,  let  me  and  you  be  wipers 

Of  scores  out  with  all  men — especially  pipers ! 

And,  whether^  they  pipe  us  fiee  fr<Sm  rats  or 

fr6m  mice. 
If  we  've  promised  them  aught,  let  us  keep  our 

promise  I 


THE  FLIGHT  OF  THE  DUCHESS 

The  first  nine  sections  of  this  poem  were 
printed  in  Hood's  Magazine  iat  April,  1845. 

The  poem  took  its  rise  from  a  line  —  **  Fol- 
lowing the  Queen  of  the  G^ypsies,  O ! "  the  bur- 
den of  a  song  which  the  poet,  when  a  boy,  heard 
a  woman  singing  on  a  Quy  Fawkes'  Day.  As 
Browning  was  writing  it,  he  was  interrupted  by 
the  arrival  of  a  friend  on  some  important  busi- 
neas,  which  drove  all  thoughts  of  the  Duchess, 
and  the  scheme  of  her  story,  out  of  the  poet*8 
head.  But  some  months  after  the  publication 
of  the  first  part,  when  he  was  staying  at  Bettis- 
field  Park,  in  Shropshire,  a  guest,  speaking  of 
early  winter,  said,  **  The  deer  had  already  to 
break  the  ice  in  the  pond.**  On  this  a  fancy 
struck  the  poet,  and,  returning  home,  he  worked 
it  np  into  the  conclusion  of  the  poem  as  it  now 
stands. 


You  *re  my  friend : 

I  was  the  man  the  Duke  spoke  to ; 

I  helped  the  Duchess  to  east  off  his  yoke,  too  ; 

So,  here 's  the  tale  from  beginning  to  end. 

My  friend ! 

II 

Ours  is  a  great  wild  country : 

If  von  climb  to  our  castle^s  top, 

I  aon*t  see  where  your  eye  can  stop : 

For  when  you  Ve  passed  the  oomneld  country, 

Where  vineyards  leave  off,  flocks  are  packed, 

And  sheep-range  leads  to  cattle-tract, 

And  cattle-tract  to  open-chase, 

And  open-chase  to  the  very  base 

Of  die  mountain  where,  at  a  funeral  pace, 

Round  about,  solemn  and  slow, 

One  by  one,  row  after  row, 


I 


Up  and  up  the  pine-trees  go, 

So,  like  black  priests  up,  and  so 

Down  the  other  side  a^cain 

To  another  greater,  wilder  country. 

That  *s  one  vast  red  drear  bumt-up  plain. 

Branched  through  and  through  with  many  a 

vein 
Whence  iron  *s  dug,  and  copper  's  dealt ; 
Look  right.  Look  left,  look  straight  before,  — 
Beneath  they  nunc,  above  they  smelt, 
Copper-ore  and  iron-ore. 
Ana  forge  and  furnace  mould  and  melt. 
And  so  on,  more  and  ever  more. 
Till  at  the  last,  for  a  bounding  belt. 
Comes  the  salt  sand  hoar  of  the  great  searshore 

—  And  the  whole  is  our  Duke^s  country. 

Ill 

I  was  bom  the  day  this  present  Duke  was  — 

(And  O,  savs  the  song,  ere  I  was  old  I ) 

in  the  castle  where  the  other  Duke  was  — 

(When  I  was  happy  and  young,  not  old ! ) 

I  in  the  kennel,  ne  in  the  bower : 

We  are  of  like  age  to  an  hour. 

My  father  was  huntsman  in  that  day ; 

Wtio  has  not  heard  my  father  say 

That,  when  a  boar  was  brought  to  bay, 

Three  times,  four  times  out  of  five, 

With  his  huntspear  he  'd  contrive 

To  get  the  killing^place  transfixed, 

And  pin  him  true,  ooth  eyes  betwnt  ? 

And  that  *s  wh^  the  old  Duke  would  rather 

He  lost  a  saltr-pit  than  my  father, 

And  loved  to  have  him  ever  in  call ; 

That 's  why  mv  father  stood  in  the  hall 

When  the  old  Duke  brought  his  infant  out 

To  show  the  people,  and  while  they  passed 

The  wondrous  bantling  round  about. 

Was  first  to  start  at  the  outside  blast 

As  the  Kaiser^s  courier  blew  his  horn. 

Just  a  month  after  the  babe  was  bom. 

**  And,"  quoth  the  Kaiser^s  courier,  '^  since 

The  Duke  has  got  an  heir,  our  Prince 

Needs  the  Dnke^s  self  at  his  side  :  *' 

The  Duke  looked  down  and  seemed  to  wince. 

But  he  thought  of  wars  o'er  the  wcnrld  wide. 

Castles  a-fire,  men  on  their  march. 

The  topnling  tower,  the  crashing  arch  ; 

And  up  ne  looked,  and  awhile  he  eyed 

The  row  of  crests  and  shields  and  banners 

Of  all  achievements  after  idl  manners. 

And  '*  ay,"  said  the  Duke  with  a  surly  pride. 

The  more  was  his  comfort  when  he  died 

At  next  year's  end,  in  a  velvet  suit. 

With  a  gilt  glove  on  his  hand,  his  foot 

In  a  silken  shoe  for  a  leather  boot, 

Petticoated  like  a  herald, 

In  a  chamber  next  to  an  ante-room. 

Where  he  breathed  the  breath  of  page  and 

eroom. 
What  he  called  stink,  and  they,  perfume : 

—  They  should  have  set  him  on  red  Berold 
Mad  with  nride,  like  fire  to  manage  I 

They  should  have  got  his  cheek  fresh  tannage 
Such  a  day  as  to-dav  in  the  merry  sunshine  I 
Had  they  stuck  on  his  fist  a  rough-foot  merlin ! 
(Hark,  the  wind's  on  the  heath  at  its  game  ! 
Oh  for  a  noble  falcon-lanner 
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To  flap  each  broad  wing  like  a  banner, 

And  turn  in  the  wind,  and  dance  like  flame  !) 

Had  they  broached  a  white-beer  cask  from 

Berlin 
—  Or  if  ^on  incline  to  prescribe  mere  wine 
Put  to  his  lips,  when  tney  saw  him  pine, 
A  cup  of  our  own  Moldavia  fine, 
Cotnar  for  instance,  grreen  as  May  sorrel 
And  ropy  with  sweet,  —  we  shall  not  quarrel. 

IV 

So,  at  home,  the  sick  tall  yellow  Duchess 

Was  left  witli  the  infant  in  her  clutches. 

She  being  the  daughter  of  God  knows  who  : 

And  now  was  the  time  to  revisit  her  tribe. 

Abroad  and  afar  they  went,  the  two. 

And  let  our  people  rail  and  gibe 

At  the  empty  hall  and  extinguished  fire. 

As  loud  as  we  liked,  but  ever  in  vain, 

Till  adter  long  years  we  had  our  desire, 

And  back  came  the  Duke  and  his  mother  again. 


And  he  came  back  the  pertest  little  ape 
That  ever  affronted  human  shape : 
Full  of  his  travel,  struck  at  himself. 
Tou  'd  say,  he  despised  our  bluff  old  wajrs  ? 

—  Not  he !    For  in  Paris  they  told  the  elf 
Our  rough  North  land  was  the  Land  of  Liays, 
The  one  good  thing  left  in  evil  days  ; 

Since  the  Mid- Age  was  the  Heroic  Time, 
And  only  in  wild  nooks  like  ours 
Could  you  taste  of  it  yet  as  in  its  prime. 
And  see  true  castles,  with  proper  towers. 
Young-hearted  women,  old-minded  men. 
And  manners  now  as  manners  were  then.^ 
So,  all  that  the  old  Dukes  had  been,  without 

knowing  it. 
This  Duke  would  fain  know  he  was,  without 

beii^  it ; 
'T  was  not  for  the  joy's  self,  but  the  joy  of  his 

showing  it. 
Nor  for  the  pride's  self,  but  the  pride  of  our 

seeing  it. 
He  revived  all  usages  thoroughly  worn-out. 
The  souls  of  them  f umed-forth,  the  hearts  of 

them  torn-out : 
And  chief  in  the  chase  his  neck  he  perilled, 
On  a  lathy  horse,  all  legs  and  length, 
With  blood  for  bone,  all  speed,  no  strength  ; 

—  They  should  have  set  hmi  on  red  Berold 
With  the  red  eye  slow  consuming  in  fire, 
And  the  thin  stiff  ear  like  an  abbey  spire  I 

VI 

Well,  such  as  he  was,  he  most  marry,  we  heard : 
And  out  of  a  convent,  at  the  word, 
Came  the  lady,  in  time  of  spring. 

—  Oh,  old  thoughts  they  chng,  they  cling  ! 
That  day,  I  know,  with  a  dozen  oaths 

I  clad  myself  in  thick  hunting-clothes 

Fit  for  the  chase  of  urochs  or  buflle 

In  winter-time  when  you  need  to  muffle. 

But  the  Duke  had  a  mind  we  should  cut  a 

figure. 
And  so  we  saw  the  lady  arrive : 
My  friend,  I  have  seen  a  white  crane  bigger  I 
She  was  the  smallest  lady  alive. 


Made  in  a  piece  of  nature's  madness. 

Too  small,  almost,  for  the  life  and  gladness 

That  over-fiUed  her,  as  some  hive 

Out  of  the  bears' reach  on  the  high  trees 

Is  crowded  with  its  safe  merry  bees : 

In  truth,  she  was  not  hard  to  please  I 

Up  she  looked,  down  she  looked,  round  at  the 

mead. 
Straight  at  the  castle,  that 's  best  indeed 
To  look  at  from  outside  the  walls  : 
As  for  us,  styled  the  **  serfs  and  thralls," 
She  as  much  thanked  me  as  if  she  had  said  it, 

gWith  her  eyes,  do  you  understand  ?) 
ecause  I  patted  her  horse  while  I  led  it ; 
And  Max,  who  rode  on  her  other  hand. 
Said,  no  bird  flew  past  but  she  inquired 
What  its  true    name  was,  nor  ever  seemed 

tired  — 
If  that  was  an  eagle  she  saw  hover. 
And  the  green  and  gray  bird  on  the  field  was 

the  plover. 
When  suddenly  appeared  the  Duke  : 
And  as  down  she  sprung,  the  small  foot  pointed 
On  to  mpr  hand,  —  as  with  a  rebuke, 
And  as  if  his  backbone  were  not  jointed. 
The  Duke  stepped  rather  aside  than  forward, 
And  welcomed  her  with  his  grandest  smile  ; 
And,  mind  von,  his  mother  all  the  while 
Chilled  in  tne  rear,  like  a  wind  to  Nor'ward  ; 
And  ui>,  like  a  wearv  yawn,  with  its  pulleys 
Went,  in  a  shriek,  me  rusty  portcullis ; 
And,  like  a  glad  sky  the  nortk-wind  sullies. 
The  lady's  face  stopped  its  play, 
As  if  her  first  hair  nad  grown  gray  ; 
For  such  things  must  begin  some  one  day. 

VII 

In  a  day  or  two  she  was  well  again ; 

As  who  should  say,  '"''  Tou  labor  in  vain  I 

This  is  all  a  jest  against  God,  who  meant 

I  should  ever  be,  as  I  am,  content 

And  glad  in  his  sight ;  therefore,  glad  I  will 

be." 
So,  smiling  as  at  first  went  she. 

VlII 

She  was  active,  stirring,  all  fire  - 

Could  not  rest,  could  not  tire  — 

To  a  stone  she  might  have  given  life  ! 

(I  myself  loved  once,  in  my  day) 

—  For  a  shepherd's,  miner's,  huntsman's  wife, 

(I  had  a  wife,  I  know  what  I  say) 

Never  in  all  the  world  such  an  one  ! 

And  here  was  plenty  to  be  done. 

And  she  tliat  could  do  it,  great  or  small. 

She  was  to  do  nothing  at  all. 

There  was  already  tins  man  in  his  post. 

This  in  his  station,  and  that  in  his  office. 

And  the  Duke's  plan  admitted  a  wife,  at  most. 

To  meet  his  eye,  with  the  other  trophies. 

Now  outside  the  hall,  now  in  it, 

To  sit  thus,  stand  thus,  see  and  be  seen. 

At  the  proper  place  in  the  proper  minute, 

And  die  away  the  life  between. 

And  it  was  amusing  enough,  each  infraction 

Of  rule  —  (but  for  after-sadness  that  came) 

To  hear  the  consummate  self-satisfaction 

With  which  the  young  Duke  and  the  old  dame 
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Would  let  her  advise,  and  criticise. 

And,  beiiiK  a  fool,  instruct  the  wise, 

And,  ohild-like,  parcel  out  praise  or  blame  : 

Thev  bore  it  all  m  oomplMcent  guise,^ 

As  though  an  artificer,  after  contriving 

A  wheel-work  image  as  if  it  were  living. 

Should  find  with  delight  it  could  motion  to 

strike  him ! 
So  found  the  Duke,  and  his  mother  like  him : 
The  lady  hardly  got  a  rebuff — 
That  had  not  been  contemptuous  enough. 
With  his  cursed  smirk,  as  ne  nodded  applause, 
And  kept  off  the  old  mother-cat^s  claws. 

IX 

So,  the  little  lady  grew  silent  and  thin, 

i^aling  and  ever  paling, 
As  the  way  is  with  a  hid  chagrin : 

And  the  Duke  perceived  that  sne  was  ailing. 
And  said  in  his  heart,  **  'T  is  done  to  spite  me. 
But  I  shall  find  in  my  power  to  right  me  !  " 
Don^t  swear,  friend  1    The  old  one,  many  a 

year. 
Is  in  hell,  and  the  Duke*s  self  .  .  .  yon  shall 
hear. 

X 

Well,  early  in  autumn,  at  first  wint«r^waming, 
When  the  stag  had  to  break  with  his  foot,  of  a 

morning, 
A  drinking^hole  out  of  the  fresh  tender  ice 
That  covered  the  pond  till  the  sun,  in  a  trice, 
Loosening  it,  let  out  a  ripple  of  gold. 
And  another  and  another,  and  faster  and  faster, 
Till,  dimpling  to  blindness,  the  wide  water 

rolled : 
Then  it  so  chanced  that  the  Duke  our  master^ 
Asked   himself  what  were   the   pleasures   in 

season. 
And  found,  since  the  cidendar  bade  him  be 

heartr. 
He  should  do  the  Middle  Age  no  treason 
In  resolving  on  a  hunting-party. 
Always  provided,  old  books  showed  the  way  of 

it! 
What  meant  old  poets  by  their  strictures  ? 
And  when  old  poet^  had  said  their  say  of  it. 
How  taught  old  painters  in  their  pictures  ? 
We  must  revert  to  the  proper  chaimels. 
Workings  in  tapestry,  paintings  on  panels. 
And  gather   up  woodcraft's  authentic    tradi- 
tions: 
Here  was  food  for  our  various  ambitions. 
As  on  each  case,  exactly  stated  — 
To  encourage  your  dog,  now,  the   properest 

chirrup. 
Or  best  prayer  to  Saint  Hubert  on  mounting 

your  stirrup  — 
We  of  the  household  took  thought  and  de- 
bated. 
Blessed  was  he  whose  back  ached  with  the  jerkin 
His  sire  was  wont  to  do  forest-work  in ; 
Blesseder  he  who  nobly  sunk  *'  ohs  ** 
And  ^^  ahs  "  while  he  tugged  on  his  grandsire's 

trunk-hose  ; 

What  signified  hats  if  they  had  no  rims  on. 
Each  slouching  before  ana  behind  like  the  seal- 
lop. 


And  able  to  serve  at  sea  for  a  shallop, 

Loaded  with  lacquer  and  looped  witii  crimson  ? 

So  that  the  deer  now,  to  make  a  short  rhyme 

on  't, 
What  with  our  Venerers,  Prickers  and  Verder- 

ers. 
Might  hope  for  real  hunters  at  length  and  not 

murderers. 
And  oh  the  Duke^s  tailor,  he  had  a  hot  time 

on'tt 

XI 

Now  you  must  know  that  when  the  first  dizzi- 
ness 
Of  flap^hats  and  bnff-ooats  and  jack-boots  sub- 
sided, 
The  Duke    put  this  question,  **llie  Duke's 

part  provided. 
Had  not  the  Duchess  some  sliare  in  the  busi- 
ness?'' 
For  out  of  the  mouth  of  two  or  three  witnesses 
Did  he  establish  all  fit-or^unfitnesses  : 
And,  after  much  laying  of  heads  togetlier. 
Somebody's  cap  got  a  notable  feather 
By  the  announcement  with  proper  unction 
That  he  had  discovered  the  lady's  function  ; 
Since  ancient  authors  gave  this  tenet, 
**  When  horns  wind  a  mort  and  the  deer  is  at 

siege. 
Let  the  dame  of  the  castle  prick  forth  on  her 

jennet. 
And,  with  water  to  wash  the  hands  of  her  liege 
In  a  clean  ewer  with  a  fair  towelling, 
Let  her  preside  at  the  disembowelling.'' 
Now,  my  friend,  if  you  had  so  little  religion 
As  to  catch  a  hawk,  sonae  faloon-laiiner. 
And  thrust  her  broad  wings  like  a  banner 
Into  a  coop  for  a  vulgar  pigeon  ; 
And  if  day  by  day  and  week  by  week 
Tou  cut  her  claws,  and  sealed  her  eyes. 
And  clipped  her  wings,  and  tied  her  beak. 
Would  It  cause  you  any  great  surprise 
If,  when  you  decided  to  give  her  an  airing. 
You  found  she  needed  a  little  preparing  ? 
—  I  say,  should  you  be  such  a  cnrmud^on. 
If  she  clung  to  the  perch,  as  to  take  it  in  dud- 
geon? 
Yet  when  the  I>uke  to  his  lady  signified. 
Just  a  day  before,  as  he  judged  most  dignified. 
In  what  a  pleasure  she  was  to  participate,  — 
And,  instead  of  leaping  wide  in  fiashes. 
Her  eyes  just  lifted  their  long  lashes. 
As  if  pressed  by  fatigue  even  he  could  not  dlan- 

pate. 
And    duly   acknowledged    the    Duke's   fore- 
thought. 
But  spoke  of  her  health,  if  her  health  were 

worth  aught. 
Of  the  weight  by  day  and  the  watch  by  night, 
And  much  wrong  now  that  used  to  be  right, 
So,  thanking  him,  declined  the  hunting,  — 
Was  conduct  ever  more  affronting  ? 
With  all  the  ceremony  settled  — 
With  the  towel  ready,  and  the  sewer 
Polishing  up  his  oldest  ewer. 
And  the  jennet  pitched  upon,  a  piebald, 
Black-barred,    cream-coated    and    pink    eye- 
balled,  — 
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No  wonder  if  the  Dake  was  nettled  1 
And  when  she  persisted  nevertheless,  — 
Well,  I  suppose  here  ^s  the  time  to  confess 
That  there  ran  half  round  our  lady's  chamher 
A  balcony  none  of  the  hardest  to  clamber ; 
And  that  Jacynth  the  tire-woman,  ready  in 

waitine, 
Staved  in  call  outside,  what  need  of  relating^  ? 
Ajid  since  Jacynth  was  like  a  Jane  rose,  why,  a 

fervent 
Adorer  of  Jacynth  of  oonrse  was  your  servant ; 
And  if  she  had  the  habit  to  peep  through  the 

casement, 
How  could  I  keep  at  any  vast  distance  ? 
And  so,  as  I  say,  on  the  lady's  persistence. 
The  Duke,  dumbHstricken  with  amazement. 
Stood  for  a  while  in  a  sultry  smother, 
And  tlieu,  with  a  smile  that  partook  of  the  aw- 
ful. 
Turned  her  over  to  his  vellow  mother 
To  learn  what  was  hela  decorous  and  lawful : 
And  the  mother  smelt  blood  with  a  cat-like 

instinct. 
As  her  cheek  quick  whitened  through  all  its 

quinoe-tinct. 
Oh,  but  the  lady  heard  the  whole  truth  at  once ! 
What   meant   she  ?  —  Who    was   she  ?  —  Her 

duty  and  station. 
The  wisdom  of  agv  and  the  folly  of  youth,  at 

once. 
Its  decent  regard  and  its  fitting  relation  — 
In  brief,  my  friend,  set  all  the  devils  in  hell 

free 
And  turn  them  oat  to  carouse  in  a  belfry 
And  treat  the  priests  to  a  fifty-part  canon. 
And  then  you  may  guess  how  that  tongue  of 

hers  Km  on  I 
Well,  somehow  or  other  it  ended  at  last 
And,  licking  her  whiskers,  out  she  passed ; 
And  after  her,  —  making  (he  hoped)  a  face 
Like  Emperor  Nero  or  Sultan  Saladin, 
Stalked  the  Duke's  self  with  the  austere  grace 
Ot  ancient  hero  or  modem  paladin, 
From  door  to  staircase  —  on  such  a  solemn 
Unbending  of  the  vertebral  column  I 

XII 

However,  at  sunrise  our  compan]^  mastered ; 
And  here  was  the  huntsman  Indding  unken- 
nel. 
And  there  'neath  his  bonnet  the  pricker  blus- 
tered. 
With  feather  dank  as  a  bough  of  wet  fennel ; 
For  the  court-yard  walls  were  filled  with  fog 
Ton  might  have  cut  as  an  axe  chops  a  log  — 
Like  so  much  wool  for  color  and  bulkiness  ; 
And  out  rode  the  Duke  in  a  perfect  sulkiness. 
Since,  before  breakfast,  a  man  feels  but  queasily. 
And  a  sinking  at  the  lower  abdomen 
Begins  the  dav  with  indifferent  omen. 
And  lo,  as  he  looked  around  uneasily, 
Hie  sun  ploughed  the  fog  up  and  drove  it  asun- 
der 
This  way  and  that  from  the  valley  under ; 
And,  looking  through  the  court-yard  arch, 
Down  in  the  valley,  what  should  meet  him 
But  a  troop  of  Gypsies  on  their  march  ? 
No  doubt  with  the  annual  gifts  to  greet  him. 


XIII 

Now,  in  your  land,  Gyosies  reach  you,  only 

After  reaching  all  lauos  beside ; 

Nortli  they  go,  South    they  go,  trooping   or 

lonely. 
And  still,  as  they  travel  far  and  wide, 
Catch  they  and  keep  now  a  trace  here,  a  trace 

there. 
That  puts  you  in  mind  of  a  place  here,  a  place 

there. 
But  with  us,  I  believe  they  rise  out  of  the 

ground. 
And  nowhere  else,  I  take  it,  are  found 
With  the  earth-tint  yet  so  freshly  embrowned : 
Bom,  no  doubt,  like  insects  which  breed  on 
The  very  fruit  they  are  meant  to  feed  on. 
For  the  earth  —  not  a  use  to  which  they  don't 

turn  it, 
The  ore  that  grows  in  the  mountain's  womb. 
Or  the  sand  in  the  pits  like  a  honeycomb. 
They  sift  and  soften  it,  bake  it  and  bum  it  — 
Whether  they  weld  yon,  for  instance,  a  snaffle 
With  side-bars  never  a  brute  can  baffle ; 
Or  a  lock  that 's  a  puzzle  of  wards  within  wards ; 
Or,  if  your  colt's  forefoot  inclines  to  curve  in- 
wards, 
Horseshoes  they  hanomer  which  turn  on  a  swival 
And  won't  allow  the  hoof  to  shrivel. 
Then  they  cast  bells  like  the  shell  of  the  winkle 
That  keep  a  stoat  heart  in  the  ram  with  their 

tinkle ; 
But  the  sand  —  they  pinch  and  pound  it  like 

otters ; 
Commend  me  to  Gypsy  glass-makers  and  pot- 
ters ! 
Glasses  they  '11  blow  yon,  crystal-clear. 
Where  just  a  faint  cloud  of  rose  shall  appear. 
As  if  in  pure  wat-er  you  dropped  and  let  die 
A  braised  black-blobded  mulberry ; 
And  that  other  sort,  their  crowning  pride. 
With  long  white  threads  distinct  inside. 
Like  the  lake-flower's  fibrous  roots  which  dangle 
Loose  such  a  length  and  never  tangle. 
Where  the  bold  sword-lily  cuts  the  clear  waters. 
And  the  cup-lily  couches  with  all  the  white 

dansrhters : 
Such  are  tne  works  they  put  their  hand  to. 
The  uses  they  turn  and  twist  iron  and  aana  to. 
And  these  made  the  troop,  which  our  Doke  saw 

sally 
Toward  his  castle  from  out  of  the  valley. 
Men  and  women,  like  new-hatched  spiders. 
Come  out  with  the  morning  to  greet  our  riders. 
And  up  thev  wound  till  they  reached  the  ditch, 
Wliereat  all  stopped  save  one,  a  witch 
That  I  knew,  as  she  hobbled  from  the  groap. 
By  her  gait  directly  and  her  stoop, 
I,  whom  Jacynth  was  used  to  importune 
To  let  that  same  vri tch  t-ell  us  our  fortune. 
The  oldest  Gypsy  then  above  ground  ; 
And,  sure  as  the  autumn  season  came  round, 
She  paid  us  a  visit  for  profit  or  pastime. 
And  every  time,  as  she  swore,  for  tiie  last  timob 
And  presently  she  was  seen  to  sidle 
Up  to  the  Duke  till  she  touched  \is  bridle. 
So  that  the  horse  of  a  sudden  reared  up 
As  under  its  nose  the  old  witch  peered  up 
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With  her  worn-out  eyes,  or  rather  eye-hoUa 

Of  no  use  now  but  to  gather  brine. 

And  b^;an  a  kind  of  level  whine 

Snch  aa  they  oae  to  ainer  to  their  viola 

When  their  dittiea  they  so  gnndinir 

Up  and  down  with  nobody  minding; 

Ajkd  then,  aa  of  old,  at  the  end  of  the  humming 

Her  naual  presents  were  fortheoming 

—  A  dog-whistle  blowing  the  fiercest  of  trebles, 

(Just  a  searshore  stone  holding  a  dosen  fine 

pebbles,) 
Or  a  porcelain  mouthpieee  to  screw  on  a  pipe- 
end,  — 
And  so  she  awaited  her  annual  stipend. 
But  this  time,  the  Duke  would  s<»roely  voneh- 

safe 
A  word  in  reply ;  and  in  vain  she  felt 
With  twitching  fingers  at  her  belt 
For  the  purse  of  sleek  pine-marten  pelt, 
Keady  to  put  what  he  gave  in  her  pouch  safe,  — 
Till,  either  to  ouioken  his  apprehension, 
Or  possibly  witn  an  af  tei^intention, 
She  was  come,  she  said,  to  pav  her  duty 
To  the  new  Duchess,  the  youthful  beauty. 
No  sooner  had  she  named  his  lady. 
Than  a  shine  lit  up  the  face  so  shady, 
And  its  smirk  returned  with  a  novelnieaning  — 
For  it  struck  him,  the  babe  jost  wanted  wean* 

ing; 
If  one  gave  her  a  taste  of  what  life  waa  and 

sorrow. 
She,  foolish  to-day,  would  be  wiser  to-morrow  ; 
And  who  so  fit  a  teacher  of  trouble 
Aa  this  sordid  crone  bent  well-nigh  double  ? 
So,  glancing  at  her  wolf-skin  vesture, 
(If  such  it  was,  for  they  grow  so  hirsute 
That  their  own  fleece  serves  for  natural  fur- 
suit) 
He  was  contrasting,  'twas  plain  from  his  ges- 
ture. 
The  life  of  the  lady  so  flower-like  and  delicate 
With  the  loathsome  squalor  of  this  helicat. 
L  in  brief,  was  the  man  the  Duke  beckoned 
From  out  of  the  throng,  and  while  I  drew  near 
He  told  the  crone  —  as  I  since  have  reckoned 
By  the  way  he  bent  and  spoke  into  her  ear 
With  circumspection  and  mystery  — 
The  main  of  the  ladv's  history, 
Her  frowardnees  ana  ingratitude : 
And  for  all  the  crone^s  submissive  attitude 
I  could  see  round  her  mouth  the  loose  i^ts 

tightening, 
And    her   brow   with   assenting    intell^enoe 

brightening. 
As  though  she  engaged  with  hearty  goodwill 
Whatever  he  now  might  enjoin  to  fulfil. 
And  promised  the  lady  a  thorough  frifi^teniug. 
And  so,  just  ^ving  her  a  glimpse 
Of  a  purse,  with  the  air  of  a  man  who  imps 
The  wing  of  the  hawk  that  shall  fetch  the  hem- 

sluhw. 
He  bade  me  take  the  Gypsy  mother 
And  set  her  telling  some  stor^  or  other 
Of  hill  or  dale,  oak-wood  or  temshaw, 
To  while  away  a  weary  hour 
For  the  lady  left  alone  in  her  bower^ 
Whose  mind  and  body  oruTed  exertion 
And  yet  shrank  from  all  better  diversion. 


XIV 

Then  clapping  heel  to  his   horse,  the   mere 

ourveter, 
Out  rode  the  Duke,  and  after  his  hollo 
Horses  and  hounds  swept,  huntsman  and  servi- 
tor. 
And  back  I  turned  and  bade  the  crone  follow. 
And  what  makes  me  confident  what's  to  be 

told  you 
Had  all  along  been  of  this  crone's  devising. 
Is,  that,  on  looking,  round  sharply,  behold  yoa, 
There  was  a  novelty  quick  as  surprising : 
For  first,  she  had  shot  up  a  full  head  in  stature, 
And  her  step  kept  paoe  with  mine  nor  faltered, 
As  if  age  had  fore^ne  its  uauipaturs. 
And  the  wrnoble  mien  was  wholly  altered. 
And  the  twoe  looked  quite  of  another  nature. 
And  the  change   reached  too,  whatever  the 

change  meant, 
Her  shaggy  wolf-skin  cloak's  arrangement : 
For  where  its  tatteia  hung  loose  like  sedges, 
Gold  coins  were  glittering  on  the  edges, 
Like  the  baad-roU  strung  with  t<wnans 
Which  proves  the  veil  a I'ersian  woman's : 
And  under  her  brow,  Uke  a  snail's  horns  newly 
Come  out  aa  after  the  raiu  he  paces. 
Two  unmistakable  eye-points  dul^ 
Live  and  aware  looked  out  of  their  nlaoes. 
So,  we  went  and  found  Jaoynth  at  the  entry 
Of  the  lady's  chamber  standing  sentry ; 
I  told  the  oommand  and  pi«duced  my  eom- 

jMuuon, 
And  Jaoynth  rejoiced  to  admit  any  one, 
For  since  last  night,  by  the  same  token, 
Not  a  single  word  hisd  the  lady  spoken: 
The^  went  in  both  to  the  presence  together, 
While  I  in  the  balcony  watched  the  weather. 

XV 

And  now,  what  took  place  at  the  vet^  first  of  all, 

I  cannot  tell,  as  I  never  could  learn  it : 

Jacynth  constantly  wished  a  curse  to  fall 

On  that  little  head  of  hers  and  bum  it, 

If  she  knew  how  she  came  to  drop  so  soundly 

Asleep  of  a  sudden  and  there  continue 

The  whole  time  sleeping  as  profoundly 

As  one  of  the  boats  my  father  would  pin  yon 

'Twixt  the  eyes  where  life  holds  garrison, 

— Jacynth  forgive  me  the  compariaon ! 

But  where  I  begin  my  own  narration 

Is  a  little  after  I  took  my  station 

To  breathe  the  fresh  air  from  the  balcony, 

And,  having  in  those  days  a  falcon  eye, 

To  follow  the  hunt  through  the  open  country. 

From  where  the  bushes  thinlier  crested 

The  hillocks,  to  a  plain  where 's  not  one  tree. 

When,  in  a  moment,  my  ear  was  arrested 

By  —  was  it  singing,  or  was  it  sasring. 

Or  a  strange  musical  instrument  playing 

In  the  chamber  ?  —  and  to  be  certain 

I  pushed  the  lattice,  pulled  the  curtain, 

And  there  lay  Jaoynth  asleep, 

Tet  as  if  a  watch  she  tried  to  keep, 

In  a  rosy  sleep  along  the  floor 

With  her  head  against  the  door  ; 

While  in  the  midst,  on  the  seat  of  state. 

Was  a  queen  —  the  Gypsy  woman  late. 
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With  head  and  face  dowubent 

Oil  the  lady 's  head  and  face  intent : 

For,  coiled  at  her  feet  like  a  child  at  ease, 

The  lady  sat  between  her  knees. 

And  o^er  them  the  lady's  clasped  hands  met, 

And  on  those  hands  her  chin  was  set, 

And  her  nptumed  face  met  the  face  of  the  orone 

Wherein  tne  eves  had  grown  and  grown 

As  if  she  conld  doable  and  quadruule 

At  pleasure  the  play  of  either  pupil 

—  Very  like,  by  her  hands'  slow  fanning, 
As  up  and  down  like  a  gor-orow's  flappers 
They  moved  to  measure,  or  bell  clappers. 
I  said,  *'  Is  it  blessing,  is  it  banning. 

Do  thev  applaud  you  or  burlesque  yon  — 
Those  hanos  and  fingers  with  no  flesh  on  ?  " 
But,  just  as  I  thought  to  spring  in  to  the  rescue. 
At  once  I  was  stopped  by  the  lady's  expression : 
For  it  was  life  her  eyes  were  drinking 
From  the  crone's  wide  pair  above  unwinking, 

—  Life's  pure  fire  received  witliout  shrinking. 
Into  the  neart  and  breast  whose  heaving 
Told  vou  no  single  drop  they  were  leaving, 

—  Life,  that  filling  her.  passed  redundant 
Into  her  very  hair,  back  swerving 

Over  each  shoulder,  loose  and  abundant. 

As  her  head  thrown  back  showed  the  white 

throat  oorvii^ ; 
And  the  very  tresses  shared  in  the  pleasure, 
Movim^  to  the  mystic  measure, 
Bounmng  as  the  bosom  bounded. 
I  stopped  short,  more  and  more  confounded. 
As  still  her  cheeks  burned  and  eyes  glisteped. 
As  she  listened  and  she  listened : 
When  all  at  once  a  hand  detained  me, 
The  selfsame  contagion  gained  me. 
And  I  kept  time  to  the  wondrous  chime. 
Making  out  words  and  prose  and  rhyme, 
Till  it  seemed  that  the  music  furled 
Its  wings  like  a  task  fulfilled,  and  dropped 
From  under  the  words  it  first  had  propped. 
And  left  them  midway  in  the  worla : 
Word  took  word  as  hand  takes  hand, 
I  could  hear  at  last,  and  understand. 
And  when  I  held  the  unbroken  threadi 
The  Gypsy  said :  — 

"  And  so  at  last  we  find  my  tribe. 

And  so  I  set  thee  in  the  midst. 

And  to  one  and  all  of  them  describe 

What  thou  saidst  and  what  thou  didst. 

Our  long  and  terrible  journey  through. 

And  all  thou  art  ready  to  say  and  (K> 

In  the  trials  that  remain  : 

I  trace  them  the  vein  and  the  other  vein 

That  meet  on  thy  brow  and  part  again, 

Making  our  rapid  mystic  mark  ; 

And  I  bid  my  people  prove  and  probe 

Each  eye's  profound  and  glorious  globe 

Till  they  detect  the  kindred  spark 

In  those  depths  so  dear  and  dark. 

Like  the  spots  that  snap  and  burst  and  flee, 

Circling  over  the  midnight  sea. 

And  on  that  round  young  cheek  of  thine 

I  make  them  recognize  the  tinge. 

As  when  of  the  costly  scarlet  wine 

They  drip  so  much  as  will  impinra 

And  spread  in  a  thinnest  scale  afloat 


One  thick  gold  drop  from  the  olive's  coat 

Over  a  silver  plate  whose  sheen 

•Still  through  the  mixture  shall  be  seen. 

Fur  so  I  prove  thee,  to  one  and  all, 

Fit,  when  my  people  ope  their  breast. 

To  see  the  sign,  and  hear  the  call. 

And  take  the  vow,  and  stand  the  test 

Which  adds  one  more  child  to  the  rest  — 

When  the  breast  is  bare  and  the  arms  are  wide, 

And  the  world  is  left  outside. 

For  there  is  probation  to  decree^ 

And  manv  and  long  must  the  trials  be 

Thou  shalt  victoriously  endure. 

If  that  brow  is  true  and  tliose  eyes  are  sure  ; 

Like  a  jewel-finder's  fierce  assay 

Of  the  prize  he  dug  from  its  mountain  tomb— 

Let  once  the  vindicating  ray 

Leap  out  amid  the  anxious  gloom. 

And  steel  fuid  fire  have  done  their  part 

And  the  prize  falls  on  its  finder's  heart ; 

So,  trial  after  trial  past, 

WMt  thou  fall  at  the  very  last 

Breathless,  half  in  trance 

With  the  tnrill  of  the  great  deliverance. 

Into  our  arms  forevermore ; 

And  thou  shalt  know,  those  arras  once  curled 

About  thee,  what  we  knew  before. 

How  love  is  the  onlv  good  ui  the  world. 

Henceforth  be  loved  as  heart  can  love, 

Or  brain  devise,  or  hand  approve  ! 

Stand  up,  look  below. 

It  is  our  life  at  thy  feet  we  throw 

To  step  with  into  light  and  joy ; 

Not  a  power  of  life  but  we  employ 

To  satisfy  thy  nature's  want ; 

Art  thou  the  tree  that  props  the  plant, 

Or  the  climbing  plant  that  seeks  the  tree  — 

Canst  thou  help  us,  must  we  help  thee  ? 

If  any  two  creatures  grew  into  one. 

They  would  do  more  than  the  world  has  done ; 

Though  each  apart  were  never  so  weak. 

Ye  vainly  through  the  world  should  seek 

For  the  Knowledge  and  the  might 

Which  in  such  union  grew  their  right : 

So,  to  approach  at  least  that  end. 

And  blend,  —  as  much  as  may  be,  blend 

Thee  with  us  or  us  with  thee,  — 

As  climbing  plant  or  propping  tree. 

Shall  some  one  deck  uiee,  over  and  down. 

Up  and  about,  with  blossoms  and  leaves  ? 

Fix  his  heart's  fruit  for  thy  garland-crown, 

Cling  with  his  soul  as  the  grourd-vine  cleaves. 

Die  on  thy  boughs  and  disappear 

While  not  a  leaf  of  thine  ia  sere  ? 

Or  is  the  other  fat«  in  st-ore. 

And  art  thou  fitted  to  adore. 

To  rive  thy  wondrous  self  away, 

And  take  a  stronger  nature's  sway  ? 

I  foresee  and  could  foretell 

Thy  future  portion,  sure  and  well : 

But  those  passionate  eyes  speak  true,  speak 

true. 
Let  them  say  what  thou  shalt  do  I 
Only  be  sure  thy  daily  life. 
In  its  peace  or  in  its  strife, 
Never  shall  be  unobserved  ; 
We  pursue  th^  whole  career. 
And  hope  for  it,  or  doubt,  or  fear,  — 
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Lo,  bant  thou  kept  thy  path  or  swerred, 

We  are  beside  thee  in  aU  thy  ways, 

With  our  blame,  with  our  praise, 

Qiir  shame  to  feel,  oar  priae  to  show, 

Olad,  tatgry  —  bat  indinerent,  no ! 

Whether  it  be  thy  lot  to  so, 

For  Uie  good  of  us  all.  where  the  haten  meet 

In  the  crowded  city*8  horrible  street ; 

Or  Uiou  step  alone  through  the  morass 

Where  never  sound  yet  was 

Save  the  dr^  quick  clap  of  the  stork's  bill. 

For  the  air  is  still,  and  the  water  still, 

When  the  blue  breast  of  the  dipping  coot 

Dives  under,  and  all  is  mute. 

So,  at  the  last  shall  come  old  age. 

Decrepit  as  befits  that  staf^  ; 

How  else  wouldst  thou  retire  apart 

With  the  hoarded  memories  of  thy  heart, 

And  gather  all  to  the  very  least 

Of  Uie  fragments  of  lifers  earlier  feast. 

Let  fall  tlm>ugh  ea^meas  to  find 

The  crowning  dainties  yet  behind  ? 

Ponder  on  the  entire  past 

Laid  together  thus  at  last. 

When  uie  twilight  helps  to  f  ase 

The  first  fresh  with  the  faded  hues, 

And  the  outline  of  the  whole, 

Aa  round  eve's  shades  their  framework  roll, 

Grandly  fronts  for  once  thv  soul. 

And  then  as,  'mid  the  dark,  a  gleam 

Of  yet  another  morning  breaks, 

And  like  the  hand  which  ends  a  dream, 

Death,  with  the  might  of  his  sunbeam. 

Touches  the  flesh  and  the  soul  awakes. 

Then  "  - 

Ay,  then  indeed  something  would  happen  t 
But  what  ?     For  here  her  voice  changed  uke  a 

bird's ; 
There  grew  more  of  the  music  and  less  of  the 

words; 
Had  Jaoynth  only  been  by  me  to  dan  pen 
To  paper  and  put  you  down  every  syllable 
Wiui  those  clever  clerkly  fingers. 
All  I  *Ye  forgotten  as  well  as  what  linffers 
In  this  old  brain  of  mine  that 's  but  iU  able 
To  give  yon  even  this  poor  version  ^ 
Of  tne  speech  I  spoil,  as  it  were,  with  stammer- 
ing 
—  Moreianlt  of  those  who  had  the  hammering 
Of  prosody  into  me  and  syntax. 
And  did  it,  not  with  hobnails  but  tintacks  I 
But  to  return  from  this  excursion,  — 
Just,  do  you  mark,  when  the  song  was  sweetest, 
The  peace  most  deep  and  the  charm  completest, 
There  came,  shall  I  say,  a  snap  — 
And  the  charm  vanished  I 
And  my  sense  returned,  so  strangely  banished. 
And,  starting  as  from  a  nap, 
I  knew  the  crone  was  bewitching  my  lady. 
With  Jacynth  asleep ;  and  but  one  spring  made  I 
Down  from  the  casement,  round  to  the  portal. 
Another  minute  and  I  had  entered. — 
When  the  door  opened,  and  more  tnan  mortal 
Stood,  with  a  face  where  to  my  mind  centred 
All  beauties  I  ever  saw  or  shaU  see. 
The  Duchess :  I  stopped  as  if  struck  by  palsy. 
She  was  so  difFerent,  nappy  and  beauttziu, 
I  felt  at  once  that  all  was  best, 


And  that  I  had  nothing  to  do,  for  the  rest, 
But  wait  her  commanos,  obey  and  be  dutiful. 
Not  that,  in  fact,  there  was  any  commanding ; 
I  saw  the  glory  of  her  eye. 
And  the  browns  height  and  the  breast's  expand* 

ingt 
And  I  was  hers  to  live  or  to  die. 
As  for  finding  what  she  wanted. 
You  know  God  Almighty  granted 
Such  little  signs  should  serve  wild  creatures 
To  teU  one  another  all  their  desires, 
So  that  each  knows  what  his  friend  requires, 
And  does  its  bidding  without  teachers. 
I  preceded  her ;  the  crone 
Followed  silent  and  alone ; 
I  spoke  to  her,  but  ^e  merely  jabbered 
In  the  old  style  j  both  her  eyes  had  slunk 
Back  to  their  pits  ;  her  stature  shrunk ; 
In  short,  the  soul  in  its  body  sunk 
Like  a  blade  sent  home  to  its  scabbard. 
We  descended,  I  preceding ; 
Crossed  the  court  with  nobody  heeding ; 
All  the  worid  wm  at  the  chase. 
The  court-yard  like  a  desert-place, 
The  stable  emptied  of  its  small  fry ; 
I  saddled  myself  the  verv  palfrey 
I  remember  patting  while  it  carried  her. 
The  day  she  arrived  and  the  Duke  married  her. 
And,  do  you  know,  though  it 's  easy  deceiving 
One's  self  in  such  matters,  I  can't  help  believing 
The  lady  had  not  forgotten  it  either. 
And  knew  the  poor  devil  so  much  beneath  her 
Would  have  been  only  too  glad  for  her  service 
To  dance  on  hot  ploughshares  like  a  Turk  der- 

vise. 
But,  unable  to  pay  proper  duty  where  owing  it. 
Was  reduced  to  tiat  pitiful  method  of  showing 

it: 
For  though  the  moment  I  began  setting 
His  saddk  on  my  own  nag  of  Berold*s  b^ietting, 
(Not  that  I  meant  to  be  obtrusive) 
She  stopped  me,  while  his  ru|ir  was  shifting, 
By  a  single  rapid  finger's  lifting, 
And,  with  a  gesture  Icind  but  conclusive, 
And  a  little  snake  of  the  head,  refused  me,  — • 
I  say,  although  she  never  used  me. 
Yet  when  she  was  mounted,  the  Gypsy  behind 

her. 
And  I  ventured  to  remind  her, 
I  suppose  with  a  voice  of  less  steadiness 
Than  usual,  for  my  feeling  exceeded  me, 
—  Somethina:  to  the  effect  that  I  was  in  readiness 
Whenever  God  should  please  she  needed  me,  — 
Then,  do  you  know,  her  face  looked  down  on  me 
With  a  look  that  placed  a  crown  on  me, 
And  she  felt  in  her  bosom,  —  mark,  her  bosom  — 
And,  as  a  flower-tree  drops  its  blossom. 
Dropped  me  .  .  .  ah,  had  it  been  a  purse 
Of  sifver,  my  friend,  or  gold  that 's  worse. 
Why,  you  see,  as  soon  as  I  found  myself 
So  nnderstcNid,  —  that  a  true  heart  so  may  gain 
Such  a  reward,  —  I  should  have  gone  home 

KissedJacynih,  and  soberly  drowned  myself  I 

It  was  a  little  platt  of  hair 

Such  as  friends  in  a  convent  make 

To  wear,  each  for  the  other*s  sake,  — 

This,  see,  which  at  my  breast  I  wear. 
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Ever  did  (rather  to  Jacrnth's  grrudgment), 
And  ever  shall,  till  the  Day  of  Jodgnsaent. 
And  then,  —  and  then,  —  to  cut  short,  —  this  is 

idle, 
These  are  f eelinfi;8  it  is  not  good  to  foster,  — 
I  poshed  the  gate  wide,  she  shook  the  hridle, 
And  the  palfrey  hounded,  —  and  so  we  lost  her. 

XVI 

When  the  liquor 's  oat  why  clink  the  cannikin  ? 

I  did  think  to  describe  you  the  panic  in 

The  redoubtable  breast  of  our  master  the  man- 

nikin. 
And  what  was  the  pitch  of  his  mother's  yellow- 
ness. 
How  she  turned  as  a  shark  to  snap  the  spare- 
rib 
Clean  off,  sailors  say,  from  a  pearl-diyinff  Carib. 
When  she  heard,  what  she  called  the  night  oi 

the  feloness 
—  But  it  seems  such  child's  play. 
What  they  said  and  did  with  the  lady  away ! 
And  to  dance  on,  when  we  've  lost  the  music. 
Always  made  me — and  no  doubt  makes  you  — 

sick. 
Nay,  to  my  mind,  the  world's  face  looked  so 

stem 
As  that  sweet  form  disappeared  through  the 

postern. 
She  that  kept  it  in  constant  good^umor. 
It  ought  to  have  stopped ;  there  seemed  nothing 

to  do  more. 
But  the  world  thought  otherwise  and  went  on, 
And  my  head 's  one  that  its  spite  was  spent  on : 
Thirty  years  are  fled  since  that  morning, 
And  with  them  all  my  head's  adorning. 
Nor  did  the  old  Duchess  die  outright, 
As  yon  expect,  of  suppressed  spite, 
The  natural  end  of  every  adder 
Not  suffered  to  empty  its  poison-bladder : 
But  she  and  her  son  agreed,  I  take  it. 
That  no  one  should  touch  on  the  story  to  wake 

For  the  wound  in  the  Duke's  pride  rankled  fiery. 
So,  thev  made  no  search  and  small  inquiry  ~ 
And  wnen  freah  G^ypsiea  have  paid  us  a  visit, 

I  've 
Noticed  the  couple  were  never  inquisitive. 
But  told  them  they  're  folks  the  Duke  don't 

want  here. 
And  bade  them  make  haste  and  cross  the  fron- 
tier. 
Brief,  the  Duchess  was  gone  and  the  Duke  was 

glad  of  it. 
And  the  old  one  was  in  the  young  one'n  stead. 
And  took,  in  her  place,  the  nousehold^s  head. 
And  a  blessed  time  the  household  had  of  it  1 
And  were  I  not,  aa  a  man  may  say.  cautious 
How  I  trench,  more  than  needs,  on  the  nauseous, 
I  could  favor  you  with  sundry  touches 
Of  the  paint-smutches  with  which  the  Duchess 
Heightened  ihe  mellowness  of  her  cheek's  yel- 
lowness 
(To  set  on  faeter)  until  at  last  her 
Cheek  grew  to  be  one  master-plaster 
Of  mucus  and  fucus  from  mere  use  of  oemse : 
In  short,  she  grew  from  scalp  to  udder 
Just  the  object  to  make  yon  shudder. 


XVII 

You  're  my  friend — 

What  a  thmg  friendship  is,  worid  without  end ! 
How  it  gives  the  heart  and  soul  a  stir-up 
As  if  somebody  broached  you  a  glorious  runlet. 
And  poured  out,  all  lovelily,  sparklu^ly,  sunlit. 
Our  green  Moldavia,  the  streaky  syrup, 
Cotnar  aa  old  as  the  time  of  the  I^uids  — 
Friendship  may  match  with  that  monarch  of 

fluids; 
£ach  supples  a  dry  brain,  filla  you  its  ina-and- 

outs, 
(jKves  your  life's  hourglass  a  ahake  when  the 

thin  sand  doubts 
Whether  to  run  on  or  stop  short,  and  gnacanteea 
Age  is  not  all  made  of  stark  sloth  and  arrant 


I  have  seen  niy  Utile  lady  once  more, 
Jacynth,  the  (typay,  Berold,  and  the  rest  of  it. 
For  to  me  spoke  the  Duke,  as  I  told  you  before ; 
I  always  wanted  to  make  a  clean  breast  of  it  : 
And  now  it  is  made — why,  my  heart'a  blood, 

that  went  trickle, 
Trickle,  but  anon,  in  such  muddy  driblets. 
Is  pumped  up  brisk  now,  through  the  main  ven- 
tricle, 
And  genially  floats  me  about  the  gibleta. 
I  '11  tell  you  what  I  intend  to  do : 
I  must  see  this  fellow  his  sad  life  through  — 
He  is  our  Duke,  after  all. 
And  I,  as  he  says,  but  a  serf  and  thrall. 
M^  father  was  born  here,  and  I  inherit 
His  fame,  a  chain  he  bound  his  son  with ; 
Could  I  pay  in  a  lump  I  should  prefer  it, 
But  there 's  no  mine  to  blow  up  and  get  done 

with: 
So,  I  must  stay  till  the  end  of  the  chapter. 
For,  as  to  our  middle^age-mannera-adapter, 
Be  it  a  thing  to  be  glad  on  or  sorry  on, 
Some  day  or  other,  his  head  in  a  morion 
And  breast  in  a  hauberk,  his  heels  he  'U  kick  up, 
Slain  by  an  onslaught  fierce  of  hiccup. 
And  then,  when  red  doth  the  sword  of  our 

Duke  rust. 
And  its  leathern  sheath  lie  o'ergrown  with  a 

blue  crust. 
Then  I  shall  scrape  together  mv  earnings ; 
For,  you  see,  in  the  churchyard  ^acyndi  repoaes. 
And  onr  children  all  went  the  way  of  the  rosea : 
It 's  a  long  lane  that  knows  no  turnings. 
Chie  needs  but  little  tackle  to  travel  in ; 
So,  just  one  stout  cloak  shall  I  indue  : 
And  for  a  staff,  what  beats  the  javelin 
With  which  his  boars  my  father  pinned  yon  ? 
And  then,  for  a  purpose  yon  shall  hear  presently, 
Taking  some  Cotnar,  a  tight  plump  ssinf  ul, 
I  shalT^  joumeiring,  who  but  I,  pleasantly  I 
Sorrow  is  vain  and  despondency  sinf  id. 
What 's  a  man's  age  r  He  must  huny  more, 

that 's  all ; 
Cram  in  a  day,  what  his  youth  took  a  year  to 

hold: 
When  we  mind  labor,  then  only,  we  're  too  old  — 
What  age  had  Methiualem  when  he  begat  Saul  ? 
And  at  uist,  aa  its  haven  aome  buffeted  ahip  sees, 
(Come  all  the  way  from  the  north-parts  witli 

sperm  oil) 
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I  hope  to  get  safely  ont  of  the  turmoil 

And  arrive  one  day  at  the  land  of  the  Gjrpsies, 

And  find  my  ladv^  or  hear  the  last  news  of  her 

From  some  old  uuef  and  son  of  Lnoifer, 

His  forehead  chapleted  green  with  wreathy  hop, 

Snnhumed  all  over  like  an  i£thiop. 

And  when  my  Cotnar  hegins  to  operate 

And  the  tongue  of  the  rogue  to  run  at  a  proper 

rate, 
And  our  wine-skin,  tight  once,  shows  each  flac- 
cid dent, 
I  shall  drop  in  with  —  as  if  by  accident  — 
*'  You  never  knew,  then,  how  it  all  ended, 
What  fortune  good  or  bad  attended 
The  little  lady  your  Queen  befriended  ?  ^| 
—  And  when  that  ^s  told  me,  what 's  remaining  ? 
This  world 's  too  hard  for  my  ezphuning. 
The  same  wise  judge  of  matters  equine 
Who  stUl  preferrea  some  slim  four-yeaxK>ld 
To  the  big-boned  stock  of  mighty  Berold, 
And,  for  strong  Cotnar,  dnsmk  Frmoh  weak 


He  also  must  be  such  a  lady^s  soonier  I 
Smooth  Jacob  still  robs  homely  Esau : 
Now  up,  now  down,  the  worl<rs  one  see<«aw. 
•^  So,  1  shall  find  out  some  snug  comer 
Under  a  hedse,  like  Orson  the  wood-knight, 
Tnm  myself  round  and  bid  the  world  good- 
night; 
And  deep  a  sound  sleep  till  the  trumpet's  blow- 
ing 
Wakes  me  (unless  priests  cheat  us  laymen)^ 
To  a  world  where  will  be  no  further  throwing 
Pearls  before  swine    that  can't  value  them. 
Amen  ! 


A  GRAMMARIAN'S  FUNERAL 

SHORTLY    AFTER  THB    REVIVAL    OF    LBARNING 

IN   EUROPE 

Let  us  begin  and  carry  up  this  corpse, 

Singing  together. 
Leave     we    the   common   crofts,  the   vulgar 
thorpes 

Each  in  its  tether 
Sleeping  safe  on  the  bosom  of  the  plain, 

Cared-f  or  till  cock-crow : 
Look  ont  if  yonder  be  not  day  i^ain 

Rimming  the  rock-row ! 
That 's  the  appropriate  country ;  there,  man's 
thought. 

Rarer,  mtenser, 
Self-«athered  for  an  outbreak,  as  it  ought. 

Chafes  in  the  censer. 
Leave  we  the  unlettered  plain  its  herd  and  crop ; 

Seek  we  sepulture 
On  a  tall  mountain,  citied  to  the  top, 

Crowded  with  culture  I 
AH  the  peaks  soar,  but  one  the  rest  excels ; 

Clouds  overcome  it : 
Ko  I  yonder  sparkle  is  the  citadel's 

Circling  its  summit. 
Thither  our  path  lies ;  wind  we  up  the  heights ; 

Wait  ye  the  warning  ? 
Our  low  life  was  the  level's  and  the  night's ; 

He 's  for  the  morning. 


Step  to  a  tune,  square  chests,  erect  each  liead« 

'Ware  the  beholders ! 
This  is  our  master,  famous,  ealm  and  dead, 

Borne  on  our  shoulders. 

Sleep,  crop  and  herd!   sleep,  darkling  thorpe 
and  croft. 

Safe  from  the  weather  I 
He,  whom  we  convoy  to  his  grave  aloft, 

Singing  together. 
He  was  a  man  bom  with  thy  face  and  throat, 

Lyrie  Apollo ! 
Long  he  lived  nameless :  how  should  Spring 
take  note 

Winter  would  follow  ? 
Till  lo,  the  little  touch,  and  vouth  was  gone  I 

Cramped  and  diminished, 
Moaned  he,  ^*  New  measures,  other  feet  anon  I 

My  dance  is  finished  "  ? 
No,  that 's  the  world's  way :  (keep  the  moan* 
tain-side. 

Make  for  the  dty  I) 
He  knew  the  signal,  and  stepped  on  with  pride 

Over  men 's  pity  ; 
Left    plav  for  work,  and  grappled  with   the 
wond 

Bent  on  escaping : 
"What's  in  the    scroll,"    quoth    he,   ^'thoA 
keepest  furled  ? 

Show  me  their  shaping. 
Theirs  who  most  studied  man,  the  bard  and 
Bage. — 

GKve  I "  —  So,  he  gowned  him. 
Straight  got  by  heart  that  book  to  its  last  page : 

Learned,  we  found  him. 
Tea,  but  we  found  him  bald  too,  eyes  Uke  lead, 

Accents  unoertain : 
**  Time  to  taste  life,"  another  would  have  said, 

^  "  Up  with  the  curtain  1  " 
This  man  said  rather,  *'  Actual  life  comes  next  f 

Patience  a  moment  I 
Grant  I  have  mastered  learning's  crabbed  text. 

Still  there 's  the  comment. 
Let  me  know  all  I  Prate  not  of  most  or  least, 

Painful  or  easy  1 
Even  to  the  crumbs  I  'd  fain  eat  up  the  feast. 

Ay,  nor  feel  queasy." 
Oh,  such  a  tife  as  he  resolved  to  live, 

When  he  had  learned  it. 
When  he  had  gathered  all  books  had  to  give  ! 

Sooner,  he  spumed  it. 
Lnage  the  whole,  then  execute  the  parts  — 

^  Fancy  the  fabric 
Quite,  ere  you  build,  ere  steel  strike  fire  from 
quartz, 

Ere  mortar  dab  brick  ! 

(Here's  the  town-gate  reached:   there's  tha 
market-place 

Gating  before  us.) 
Yea,  this  in  him  was  the  peculiar  grace 

(Hearten  our  chorus  I) 
That  before  living  he  'd  leam  how  to  live  — 

No  end  to  learning : 
Earn  the  means  first  —  God  surely  will  contrive 

Use  for  our  earning. 
Others  nustmst  and  say.  **  But  time  escapes: 

Live  now  or  never!  " 
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He  said,  *^  What 's  time  ?  Leave  Now  for  dogs 
and  apes ! 

Bian  has  Forever." 
Back  to  his  hook  then  :^  deeper  drooped  his  head : 

Calculus  racked  him : 
Leaden  before,  his  eyes  grew  dross  of  lead  : 

Tussis  attacked  him. 
**  Now,  master,  take  a  little  rest  1  '*  —  not  he  I 

(Caution  redoubled, 
Step  two  abreast,  the  way  winds  narrowly  I ) 

Not  a  whit  troubled. 
Back  to  his  studies,  f  resner  than  at  first, 

Fierce  as  a  dragon 
He  (sonl-hydroptic  with  a  sacred  thirst) 

Sucked  at  the  flason. 
Oh,  if  we  draw  a  oirole  premature. 

Heedless  of  far  gain. 
Greedy  for  quick  returns  of  profit,  sure 

Bad  is  our  bargain ! 
Was  it  not  great  ?  did  not  he  throw  on  God, 

(He  loves  the  burthen)  — 
God^s  task  to  make  the  heavenly  period 

Perfect  the  earthen  ?  ^ 
Did  not  he  ma^ifv  the  mind,  show  clear 

Just  what  it  aU  meant  ? 
He  would  not  discount  life,  as  fools  do  here, 

Paid  by  instalment. 
He  ventured  neck  or  nothing  —  heaven^s  success 

Found,  or  earth  *s  failure  : 
**  Wilt  thou  trust  death  or  not  ?  *'  He  answered 
"Yes! 

Hence  with  lifers  pale  lure  I  " 
That  low  man  seeks  a  little  thing  to  do. 

Sees  it  and  does  it : 
This  high  man,  with  a  great  thing  to  pursue. 

Dies  ere  he  knows  it. 
That  low  man  goes  on  adding  one  to  one, 

^  His  hundr^  Js  soon  hit : 
This  high  man,  aiming  at  a  million. 

Misses  an  unit. 
That,  has  the  world  here  —  should  he  need  the 
next, 
^  Let  the  world  mind  him  ! 
This,  throws  himself  on  God,  and  unperplezed 

Seeking  shall  find  him. 
So,  with  the  throttling  hands  of  death  at  strife. 

Ground  he  at  grammar; 
Still,  through  the  rattle,  parts  of  speech  were 
rife: 

While  he  could  stammer 
He  settled  HotVs  business  ■—  let  it  be  !  — 

Properly  based  Oun  — 
Gave  us  the  doctrine  of  the  enclitic  De, 

Dead  from  the  waist  down. 
Well,  here  's  the  platform,  here  ^s  tlie  proper 
place: 

Hail  to  vonr  purlieus. 
All  ye  highniers  of  the  feathered  race, 

Swallows  and  curlews ! 
Here  *s  the  top-peak  ;  the  multitude  below 

^  Live,  for  they  can,  there : 
This  man  decided  not  to  Live  but  Know  — 

Burv  this  man  there  ? 
Here  —  nere  ^s  his  place,  where  meteors  shoot, 
clouds  form, 

Lightnings  are  loosened, 
Stars  come  and  go !    Let  joy  break  with  the 
storm, 


Peace  let  the  dew  send  ! 
Lofty  designs  must  close  in  like  effects : 

Loftily  lying, 
Leave  him  —  stiU  loftier  than  the  world  suspects. 

Living  and  dying. 


THE   HERETIC'S  TRAGEDY 

A  MIDDLE-AGB  INTERLUDE 

Rosa  Muftdi ;  seu^fttlcite  me  Floribus.  A  Conceit  oj 
Master  Gysbrecht,  Canon'Regitlar  of  Saint  JodoctO' 
by^he-Bar,  Ypres  City.  Cantwpie,  Virgilius.  And 
hath  often  been  sung  at  Hock-tide  and  Festivals. 
Gavisus  eratHf  Jessides. 

(It  would  seem  to  be  a  glimpse  from  the 
burning  of  Jacques  du  Bourg-Molay,  at  Paris, 
A.  D.  1314 ;  as  distorted  by  the  refraction  from 
Flemish  brain  to  brain,  during  the  course  of  a 
couple  of  centuries.    R.  B.) 

PREADMOMSHETH  THE  ABBOT  DEODAET 

Thb  Lord,  we  look  to  once  for  all. 

Is  the  Lord  we  should  look  at,  all  at  once : 
He  knows  not  to  vary,  saith  Saint  Paul, 

Nor  the  shadow  of  turning,  for  the  nonce. 
See  him  no  other  than  as  he  is ! 

Give  both  the  infinitudes  their  due  — 
Infinite  mercy,  but,  I  wis, 

As  infinite  a  justice  too. 

[Organ :  plagal-eadence. 

As  infinite  a  justice  too. 

OXE   SIXGETH 

John,  Master  of  the  Temple  of  Gkxl, 

Falling  to  sin  the  Unknown  Sin, 
What  he  bought  of  Emperor  Aldabrod, 

He  sold  it  to  Sultan  Saladin : 
TiU,  caught  by  Pope  Clement,  arbuzzing  there, 

Hometr-prinoe  of  the  mad  wasps^  hive. 
And  dipt  of  his  wings  in  Paris  square. 

They  oring  him  now  to  be  burned  alive. 

lAnd  ttanieth  there  grace  of  Itde  or  cUtrietthem,  ye 
shall  say  to  confirm  him  trho  singeth  — 

We  bring  John  now  to  be  bumea  alive. 

In  the  midst  is  a  &:oodly  gallows  built ; 

^Twixt  fork  ana  fork,  a  stake  is  stuck ; 
But  first  they  set  divers  tumbrils  a-tilt, 

Make  a  trench  all  round  with  the  city  muck ; 
Inside  they  pile  log  upon  log,  good  store  : 

Fagots  not  few,  blocks  great  and  small, 
Reach  a  man's  mid-thigh,  no  less,  no  more.  — 

For  they  mean  he  should  roast  in  the  signt  of 
all. 
Cho.  —  We  mean  he  should  roast  in  the  sight 
ofaU. 

Qood  sappv  bavins  that  kindle  forthwith  ; 

Billets  tnat  blaze  substantial  and  slow  ; 
Pine-stump  split  deftly,  dry  as  pith  ; 

Larch-heart  that  chars  to  a  chalk-white  glow : 
Then  up  they  hoist  me  John  in  a  chafe, 
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Sling:  him  fast  like  a  hog  to  scorch, 
Spit  in  his  faoe,  then  leap  hack  safe, 

iivag  ''*'  Laudes  "  and  bid  olap-to  the  torch. 
Cho.  —  Laus  Deo  —  who  bids  clap-to  the  torch. 

John  of  the  Temple,  whose  fame  so  bragged. 

Is  homing  alive  in  Paris  square ! 
How  can  he  curse,  if  his  mouth  is  gagged  ? 

Or  wriggle  his  neck,  with  a  collar  there  ? 
Or  heave  his  chest,  which  a  band  ffoes  round  ? 

Or  threat  with  his  fist,  since  nis  arms  are 
spfioed? 
Or  kick  with  his  feet,  now  his  legs  are  bound  ? 

— Thinks  John,  I  will  call  upon  Jesus  Christ. 

[Jlere  one  eros$eih  himusl/. 

Jesus  Christ  —  John  had  bought  and  sold, 

Jesus  Christ — John  had  eaten  and  drunk ; 
To  him,  the  flesh  meant  silver  and  gold. 

(Salva  reveretUia,) 
Now  it  was,  '"  Saviour,  bountiful  lamb, 

1  have  roasted  dice  Turks,  though  men  roast 
mel 
See  thy  servant,  the  plight  wherein  I  am  I 

Art  thou  a  saviour?    Save  thou  me  !  ** 
Cho.  —  'T  is  John  the  mocker  cries,  *^  Save  thou 
me!" 

Who  maketh  Gbd's  menace  an  idle  word  ? 

—  ^th,  it  no  more  means  what  it  proclaims, 
Than  a  damsel's  threat  to  her  wanton  bird  ?  — 

For  she  too  prattles  of  ugly  names. 
— Saith,  he  knoweth  but  one  thing,  —  what  he 
knows  ? 

That  Qod  is  good  and  the  rest  is  breath  ; 
Why  else  is  the  same  styled  Sharon^s  rose  ? 

Once  a  rose,  ever  a  rose,  he  saith. 
Cho.  —  Oh,  John  shall  yet  find  a  rose,  he  saith  I 

Alack,  there  he  roses  and  roses,  John  I 

Some,  honeyed  of  taste  like  your  leman^s 
tongue : 
Some,  bitter ;  for  why  ?  (roast  gayly  on  I) 

Their  tree  struck  root  in  deyiFs  dung. 
When  Paul  once  reasoned  of  righteousness 

And  of  temperance  and  of  iudgment  to  come, 
Good  Felix  trembled,  he  could  no  less : 

John,  snickering,  crookM  his  wicked  thumb. 
Cho.  —  What  cometh  to  John  of  the  wicked 
thumb? 

Ha  ha,  John  pluoketh  now  at  his  rose 

To  rid  himself  of  a  sorrow  at  heart ! 
Lo.  — ^petal  on  petal,  fierce  rays  unclose ; 

Anther  on  anther,  sharp  spikes  ontstart ; 
And  with  blood  for  dew,  the  bosom  boils ; 

And  a  gust  of  sulphur  is  all  its  smell ; 
And  lo,  he  is  horribly  in  the  toils 

Of  a  coal-black  giant  flower  of  hell ! 
Cho.  — What  maketh  heaven,  That  maketh  hell. 

So,  as  John  called  now,  through  the  fire  amain. 
On  the  Name,  he  had  cursed  with,  all  his 
life  — 

To  the  Person,  he  bought  and  sold  again  — 
For  the  Face,  with  his  daily  buffets  rife  — 

Feature  by  feature  It  took  its  place  : 
And  his  voice,  like  a  mad  dog^s  choking  bark. 


At  the  steady  whole  of  the  Judge's  face  — 
Died.    Forth  John's  soul  flared  into  the  dark* 

SUBJOINETH   THE  ABBOT   DEODAET 
God  help  all  poor  souls  lost  in  the  dark  I 

HOLY-CROSS   DAY 

on  which  the  jews  were  forced  to  attend 
an  annual  christian  sermon  in  rome 

The  passage  from  a  mock-historic  Diary  which 
follows  is  by  Browning  himself. 

"  Now  was  come  about  Holy-Cross  Day,  and 
now  must  my  lord  preach  his  first  sermon  to  the 
Jews :  as  it  was  of  old  cared  for  in  the  merciful 
bowels  of  the  Church,  that,  so  to  speak,  a  crumb 
at  least  from  her  conspicuous  table  here  in 
Rome  should  be,  though  but  once  yearly,  cast 
to  the  famishing  dogs,  under-tnuupled  and  be- 
spitten-upon  beneath  the  feet  of  the  guests. 
And  a  moving  sight  in  truth,  this,  of  so  many 
of  the  besotted  blind  restif  and  ready-to-perish 
Hebrews !  now  maternally  brought  —  nay,  (for 
He  suth,  '  Compel  them  to  come  in  ^  haled,  as 
it  were,  by  the  head  and  hair,  and  against  their 
obstinate  hearts,  to  partake  of  the  heavenly 
grace.  What  awakening,  what  striving  with 
tears,  what  working  of  a  yeasty  conscience  I 
Nor  was  my  lord  wanting  to  himself  on  so  apt 
an  occasion ;  witness  the  abundance  of  convert 
sions  which  did  incontinently  reward  him: 
though  not  to  my  lord  be  altogether  the  glory.'' 
—  Diary  by  the  Bishop* s  Secretary^  IGOO. 

What  the  Jews  really  said,  on  thus  being 
driven  to  church,  was  rather  to  this  effect :  — 

Fee,  f aw,  f  um  I  bubble  and  squeak  ! 
Blessedest  Thursday  's  the  fat  of  the  week. 
Rumble  and  tumble,  sleek  and  rough. 
Stinking  and  savory,  smug  and  gruff. 
Take  the  church-road,  for  the  belles  due  chime 
Gives  us  the  sununons  —  't  is  sermon-time  I 

Boh,  here 's  Barnabas  I    Job,  that 's  you  ? 
Up  stumps  Solomon  —  bustling  too  V 
Shame,  man  I  greedy  beyond  your  years 
To  handsel  the  biahoo's  shaving-shears  V 
Ffdr   play's  a  jewel!    Leave  friends  in  the 

lurch? 
Stand  on  a  line  ere  you  start  for  the  church  I 

Higgledy  piggledy,  packed  we  lie, 
Rats  in  a  namper,  swine  in  a  sty. 
Wasps  in  a  bottle,  frogs  in  a  sieve. 
Worms  in  a  carcass,  fleas  in  a  sleeve. 
Hist !  square  shoulders,  settle  your  thumbs 
And  buzz  for  the  bishop  —  here  he  comes. 

Bow,  wow,  wow  —  a  bone  for  the  d<^  1 
I  Uken  his  Grace  to  an  acomed  hog. 
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What,  a  boy  at  his  side,  with  the  bloom  of  a 

lasSf 
To  help  and  handle  m^  lord's  houivglass  I 
Didst  ever  behold  so  lithe  a  chine  ? 
His  cheek  hath  laps  like  a  fresh-«inged  swine. 

Aaron  *s  asleep  —  shove  hip  to  haunch. 
Or  somebody  deal  him  a  dig  in  the  paunch  I 
Look  at  the  purse  with  the  tassel  and  knob. 
And  the  gown  with  the  angel  and  thingum> 

bob! 
What 's  he  at,  (^uotha  ?  reading  his  text ! 
Now  you  *ve   his   curtsey  —  and  what   comes 

next  ? 

See  to  our  oouTerts  —  you  doomed  black  dozen  — 
No  stealing  away — nor  iMg  nor  cozen  I 
You  five,  tnat  were  thieves,  deserve  it  fairly  ; 
Tou  seven,  that  were  beggars,  will  live  less 

sparely ; 
Tou  took  your  turn  and  dipped  in  the  hat, 
Got  fortune  —  and  fortune  gets  you  ;  mind  that  I 

Give  your  first  groan  —  compunction  *s  at  work ; 
And  soft  I  from  a  Jew  yon  mount  to  a  Turk. 
Lo,  Micah,  —  the  selfsame  beard  on  chin 
He  was  four  times  already  converted  in  I 
Here's  a  knife,   clip  quick  —  it's  a  sign  of 

grace  — 
Or  he  ruins  us  all  with  his  hanging-face. 

Whom  now  is  the  bishop  a-leering  at  ? 
I  know  a  point  where  his  text  fallB  pat. 
I  ni  tell  him  to-morrow,  a  word  just  now 
Went  to  my  heart  and  made  me  vow 
I  meddle  no  more  with  the  worst  of  trades  — 
Let  somebody  else  pay  his  serenades. 

Groan  all  together  now,  whee  —  hee  —  hee  I 
It 's  a-work,  it 's  a-work,  ah,  woe  is  me  I 
It  began,  when  a  herd  of  us,  picked  and  placed, 
Were  spurred  through  the  Corso,  stripped  to 

the  waist : 
Jew  brutes,  with  sweat  and  blood  well  spent 
To  usher  in  worthily  Christian  Lent. 

It  grew,  when  the  hangman  entered  our  bounds, 
Tedled,    pricked  us   out  to   his   church   like 

hounds : 
It  got  to  a  pitch,  when  the  hand  indeed 
Which  gutted  my  purse  would  throttle  my 

^  creed  ; 
And  it  overflows,  when,  to  even  the  odd, 
Men  I  helped  to  their  sins  help  me  to  their 

God. 

But  now,  while  the  scapegoats  leave  our  flock, 
And  the  rest  sit  silent  and  count  the  dock. 
Since  forced  to  muse  the  appointed  time 
On  these  precious  facts  ana  truths  sublime,  — 
Let  us  fitlv  employ  it,  under  our  breath, 
In  saying  l^en  Ezra's  Song  of  Death. 

For  Rabbi  Ben  Ezra,  the  night  he  died. 

Called  sons  and  sons'  sons  to  his  side. 

And  spoke,  ^*  This  world  has  been  harsh  and 

strange ; 
Something  is  wroi^ :  there  needeth  a  change. 


But  what,  or  where  ?  at  the  last  or  first  ? 
In  one  point  only  we  sinned,  at  worst. 

**  The  Lord  will  have  mercy  on  Jacob  yet. 
And  again  in  his  border  see  Israel  set. 
When  Judah  beholds  Jerusalem. 
The  stranger-seed  shall  be  joined  to  them  : 
To  Jacob^  House  shall  the  Gentiles  cleave. 
So  the  Prophet  saith  and  his  sons  believe. 

**  Av,  the  children  of  the  chosen  race 
Shall  carry  and  bring  them  to  their  place : 
In  the  land  of  the  Lord  shall  lead  the  same. 
Bondsmen  and  handmaids.    Wlio  shall  blame, 
When  the  slaves  enslave,  the  oppressed  ones  o'ei 
The  oppressor  triumph  f orevermore  ? 

**  Qod  spoke,  and  gave  us  the  word  to  keep : 
Bade  never  fold  the  hands  nor  sleep 
'Mid  a  faithless  world,  —  at  watch  smd  ward. 
Till  Christ  at  the  end  relieve  our  guard. 
Bv  his  servant  Moses  the  watch  was  set : 
Though  near  upon  cock-crow,  we  keep  it  yet. 

^*  Thou  I  if  thou  wast  he,  who  at  mid- watch 

came. 
By  the  starlight,  naming  a  dubious  name  I 
And  if,  too  heavy  with  sleep  —  too  rash 
With  fear  —  O  tnou,  if  that  martyr  gash 
Fell  on  thee  coming  to  take  thine  owu, 
And  we  gave  the  Cross,  when  we  owed  the 

Throne  — 

"  Thou  art  the  Judge.    We  are  bniis^  thus. 
But,  the  Judgment  over,  join  sides  with  us  I 
Thine  too  is  the  cause !  and  not  more  thine 
Thar,  ours,  is  the  work  of  these  dogs  and  swine. 
Whose  life  laughs  through  and  spits  at  their 

creed, 
Who  maintain  thee  in  word,  and  defy  thee  in 

deed  I 

''  We  withstood  Christ  then  ?  Be  mindful  how 

At  least  we  withstand  Barabbas  now  I 

Was   our  outrage  sore?    But    the  worst  ve 

spared. 
To   have   called   these  —  Christians,  had   we 

dared  I 
Let  defiance  to  them  pay  mistrust  of  thee. 
And  Rome  make  unends  for  Calvary  I 

**  By  the  torture,  prolonged  from  age  to  age. 
By  the  infamy,  Israel's  heritage. 
By  the  Ghetto's  plague,  by  the  garb's  disgrace. 
By  the  badge  of  shame,  by  the  telon's  place, 
By  the  branding^tool,  tne  bloodv  whip.  ^ 
And  the  summons  to  Christian  lellowsnip,  — 

'*  We  boast  our  proof  that  at  least  the  Jew 
Would  wrest  Cnrist's  name  from  the  Devil's 

crew. 
Thy  face  took  never  so  deep  a  shade 
But  we  fought  them  in  it,  God  our  aid  1 
A  trophy  to  bear,  as  we  march,  thy  band, 
South,  East,  and  on  to  the  Pleasant  Land  ! ''  ^ 

1  Pope  Gregory  XVI.  abolished  thii  bad  boainaM  ol 
the  Sennoii.  ^  R.  B 
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PROTUS 

Among  these  latter  basts  we  count  by  sooreSf 

flall-emperon  and  quarter-emperon. 

Each  with    his  bay-leaf   fiUet,  looae-thonged 

▼est. 
Loric  and  low-browed  Gorron  on  the  breast,  — 
One  loves  a  baby  face,  with  violets  there, 
Violets  instead  of  hrarel  in  the  hair. 
As  those  were  all  the  little  looks  could  bear. 

Now  read  here.    *^^  Protus  ends  a  period 

Of  enipeiT  beginning  with  a  god  ; 

Bom  in  toe  porphyry  chamber  at  Byiaat, 

Queens  by  his  cradle,  proud  and  ministrant  :^ 

And  if  he  quickened  breath  there,  't  would  like 

fire 
Pantingly  through  the  dim  vast  realm  transpire. 
A  fame  uiat  he  was  missing  spread  afar : 
The  world,  from  its  four  comers,  rose  in  war, 
Till  he  was  borne  out  on  a  balconv 
To  pacify  the  world  when  it  should  see. 
The  captains  ranged  before  him,  one,  his  hand 
Made  baby  points  at,  gained  the  chief  command. 
And  day  bv  da^  more  beautiful  he  grew 
In  shape,  all  said,  in  feature  and  in  nue. 
While  young  Greek  sculptors,  gazing  on  the 

child. 
Became  with  old  Greek  sculpture  reconciled. 
Already  sages  labored  to  condense 
In  easy  tomes  a  life's  experience : 
And  ardsts  took  grave  counsel  to  impart 
In  one  breath  and  one  hand-sweep,  all  their 

art  — 
To  make  his  graces  prompt  as  blossoming 
Of  plentifully-watered  pauns  in  spring : 
Since  wcdl  bMeems  it,  whoso  mounts  the  throne. 
For  beauty,  knowledge,  strength,  should  stand 

alone. 
And  mortals  love  the  letters  of  his  name." 

—  Stop  I    Have  you  turned  two  pages  ?    Still 

the  same 
New  reigii,  same  date.    The  scribe  goes  on  to 

say 
How  that  same  year,  on  such  a  month  and  day, 
*^  John  the  Pannonian,  groundedlv  believed 
A  blacksmith's  bastard,  whose  hard  hand  re- 
prieved 
The  Empire  from  its  fate  the  year  before,  — 
Came,  had  a  mind  to  take  the  crown,  and  wore 
The  same  for  six  years  (during  which  the  Huns 
Kept  off  their  jfingers  from  us),  till  his  sons 
Put  something  in  nis  liquor  "  — and  so  forth. 
Then  a  new  reign.    Stay  —  *^Take  at  itajust 

worth  " 
(Subjoins  an  annotator)  **  what  I  give 
As  hearsay.    Some  think,  John  let  Protus  live 
And  slip  away.    'T  is  said,  he  reached  man's  age 
At  some  blind  northern  court ;  made,  first  a 

page* 
Then  tutor  to  the  children ;  last,  of  use 

About  the  hunting^tables.    I  deduce 

He  wrote  the  little  tract  *  On  worming  dogs,' 

Whereof  the  name  in  sundry  catalogues 

Is  extant  yet.    A  Protus  of  the  race 

Is  rumored  to  have  died  a  monk  in  Thrace,  — 


And  if  the  same,  he  reaohed  senility." 
Here's   John   the   Smith's  rough  -  hammered 

head.    Great  eye, 
Gross  jaw  and  griped  lips  do  whatsranite  can 
To  give  you  the  crown-grasper.    What  a  nan  I 


THE  STATUE  AND   THE  BUST 

This  poem  was  published  first  in  1805  aa  an 
independent  issue.  A  correspondent  of  an 
American  paper  once  asked  the  following  quea- 
tions  respecting  this  poem :  — 

^*  1.  When,  how,  and  where  did  it  happen? 
Browning's  divine  vagueness  lets  one  gather 
only  that  the  lady's  husband  was  a  Riccardi. 
2.  Who  was  the  lady  ?  who  the  duke  f  3.  The 
magnificent  house  wherein  Florence  lodges  her 
pr^fet  is  known  to  all  Florentine  ball-goers  as 
the  Palazao  Riooardi.  It  was  bought  by  the 
Riccardi  from  the  Medici  in  1659.  From  none 
of  its  windows  did  the  lady  gaze  at  her  more 
than  royal  lover.  From  what  window,  then,  if 
from  any  ?  Are  the  statue  and  the  bust  still  in 
their  original  positions  ?  " 

The  letter  fell  into  the  hands  of  Mr.  Thomas 
J.  Wise,  who  sent  it  to  Mr.  Browning,  and  re- 
ceived the  following  answer. 

Jan.  8, 1887. 
'*  Deab  Mb.  Wise,  —I  have  seldom  met  with 
such  a  strange  inability  to  understand  what 
seems  the  plainest  matter  possible :  *  ballr 
goers '  are  probably  not  history-readers,  but 
any  guide-book  would  confirm  what  is  suffi- 
ciently stated  in  the  poem.  I  will  append  a  note 
or  two,  however.  1.  *  This  story  the  townsmen 
tell;'  *when,  how,  and  where,'  constitutes  the 
subject  of  the  poem.  2.  The  lady  was  the  wife 
of  Riccardi ;  and  the  duke,  Ferdinand,  just  as 
the  poem  says.  3.  As  it  was  built  by,  and  in- 
habited by,  the  Medici  till  sold,  long  after,  to 
the  Riccardi,  it  was  not  from  the  duke's  pair 
ace,  but  a  window  in  that  of  the  Riccardi, 
that  the  lady  gazed  at  her  lover  riding  by. 
The  statue  is  still  in  its  place,  looking  at  the 
window  under  which  *now  is  the  empty  shrine.' 
Can  anythinfi:  be  clearer?  My  *  vagueness* 
leaves  what  to  be  *  gathered '  when  idl  these 
things  are  put  down  in  black  and  white  ?  Oh, 
*  ball-goers '! " 

Thbrk  's  a  palace  in  Florence,  the  world  knows 

well, 
And  a  statue  watches  it  from  the  square, 
And  this  story  of  both  do  our  townsmen  tell. 

Ages  ago,  a  lady  there, 

At  the  farthest  window  facing  the  East 

Asked,  ''  Who  rides  by  withUie  royal  air ? " 
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The  bridesnuuds*  prattle  around  her  ceased  ; 

She  leaned  forth,  one  on  either  hand  ; 

They  saw  how  the  blush  of  the  bride  increased  — 

They  felt  by  its  beats  her  heart  expand  — 
As  one  at  each  ear  and  both  in  a  breath 
Whispered,  ''  The  Great-Duke  Ferdinand/' 

That  selfsame  instant,  underneath, 
The  Duke  rode  past  in  his  idle  way, 
Empty  and  fine  uke  a  swordless  sheath. 

Gay  he  rode,  with  a  friend  as  gay. 

Till  he  threw  his  head  back  —  **  \Vho  is  she  ?  " 


»» 


^^  A  bride  the  Riccardi  brings  home  to-day. 

Hair  in  heaps  lay  heavily 

Over  a  pale  brow  spirit-pure  — 

Carved  like  the  heart  of  the  coal-black  tree, 

Crisped  like  a  waM!teed*s  encolure  — 
And  vainly  sought  to  dissemble  her  eyes 
Of  the  blackest  black  our  eyes  endure. 

And  lo,  a  blade  for  a  knight's  emprise 
Filled  the  fine  emptor  sheath  of  a  man,  —  ^ 
llie  Duke  grew  straightway  brave  and  wise. 

He  looked  at  her,  as  a  lover  can ; 

She  looked  at  him,  as  one  who  awakes  : 

The  past  was  a  sleep,  and  her  life  began. 

Now,  love  so  ordered  for  both  their  sakes, 

A  feast  was  held  that  selfsame  ni<;ht 

In  the  pile  which  the  mighty  shadow  makes. 

(For  Via  Larga  is  three-parts  light, 

But  the  palace  overshadows  one. 

Because  of  a  crime,  which  may  God  requite ! 

• 
To  Florence  and  God  the  wrong  was  done. 
Through  the  first  republic's  murder  there 
By  Cosimo  and  his  cursed  son.) 

The  Duke  (with  the  statue's  face  in  the  square) 
Turned  in  the  midst  of  his  multitude 
At  the  bright  approach  of  the  bridal  pair. 

Face  to  face  the  lovers  stood 

A  single  minute  and  no  more. 

While  the  bridegroom  bent  as  a  man  subdued — 

Bowed  till  his  bonnet  brushed  the  floor  — 
For  the  Duke  on  the  lady  a  kiss  conferred, 
As  the  courtly  custom  was  of  yore. 

In  a  minute  can  lovers  exchange  a  word  ? 
If  a  word  did  pass,  which  I  do  not  think. 
Only  one  out  of  a  thousand  heard. 

That  was  the  bridegroom.    At  day's  brink 
He  and  his  bride  were  alone  at  last 
In  a  bed  chamber  by  a  taper's  blink. 

Calmly  he  said  that  her  lot  was  cast. 

That  the  door  she  had  passed  was  shnt  on 

her 
Till  the  final  catafalk  repassed. 


The  world  meanwhile,  its  noise  and  stir. 
Through  a  certain  window  facing  the  East 
She  could  watch  like  a  convent's  chronicler. 

Since  passing  tbe  door  might  lead  to  a  feast. 
And  a  feast  mi^ht  lead  to  so  much  beside, 
He,  of  many  evils,  chose  tlie  least. 


*^  Freely  I  choose  too,"  said  the  bride  — 
**  Your  window  and  its  world  suffice," 
Replied  the  tongue,  while  the  heart  replied  — 

*^  If  I  spend  the  night  with  that  devil  twice. 
May  his  window  serve  as  ray  loop  of  hell 
Whence  a  damned  soul  looks  on  paradise  I 

**  I  fly  to  the  Duke  who  loves  roe  well, 
Sit  by  his  side  and  laugh  at  sorrow 
Ere  I  count  another  ave*bell. 

**  'T  is  only  the  coat  of  a  page  to  borrow, 

And  tie  my  hair  in  a  horse-boy's  trim. 

And  I  save  my  sonl  —  but  not  to-morrow  "  — 

(She  checked  herself  and  her  eye  grew  dim) 
**  My  father  tarries  to  bless  my  state : 
I  must  keep  it  one  day  more  for  liim. 

**  Is  one  dav  more  so  long  to  wait  ? 
Moreover  the  Duke  rides  past,  I  know  ; 
We  shall  see  each  other,  sure  as  fate." 

She  turned  on  her  side  and  slept.    Just  so ! 
So  we  resolve  on  a  thing  and  sleep  : 
So  did  the  lady,  ages  ago. 

That  night  the  I>uke  said,  *\  Dear  or  cheap 
As  the  cost  of  this  cud  of  bliss  may  prove 
To  body  or  soul,  I  will  drain  it  deep." 

And  on  the  morrow,  bold  with  love, 

He  beckoned  the  bridegroom  (close  on  call, 

As  his  duty  bade,  by  the  Duke's  alcove) 

And  smiled  "  'T  was  a  rery  funeral. 
Your  lady  will  think,  this  feast  of  ours,  — 
A  shame  to  efface,  whate'er  befall ! 

"  What  if  we  break  from  the  Amo  bowers, 
And  try  if  Petraia,  cool  and  green,^ 
Cure  last  night  s    fault  with    this  morning's 
flowers  ?  " 

Tlie  bridegroom,  not  a  thought  to  be  seen 
On  his  steady  brow  and  aniet  mouth, 
Said,  **  Too  much  favor  lor  me  so  mean  ! 

'*  But,  alas  !  my  lady  leaves  the  South  ; 
Each  wind  that  comes  from  the  Apennine 
Is  a  menace  to  her  tender  youth : 


(I 


Nor  a  way  exists,  the  wise  opine, 
If  she  quits  her  palace  twice  this  year. 
To  avert  the  flower  of  life's  decline." 

(>iioth  the  Duke,  \^  A  sage  and  a  kindly  fear. 
Moreover  Petraja  is  cold  this  spring : 
Be  our  feast  to-night  as  usual  here  !  " 
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Aiid  then  to  himself  —  *^  Which  niffht  ehall  briojf 
Thy  bride  to  her  loyer's  embraces,  fool  — 
Or  1  am  the  fool,  and  thou  art  the  king ! 

^*  Tet  m^  passion  most  wait  a  nif^ht,  nor  cool  — 
For  to-nisrnt  the  Envoy  arrives  from  France 
Whose  heart  I  unlock  with  thyself,  my  tool. 

**  I  need  thee  still  and  mig^ht  miss  perchance. 
To-da^  is  not  wholly  lost,  beside, 
With  its  hope  of  my  lady's  oountenanoe : 


(t 


For  I  ride  —  what  should  I  do  but  ride  ? 
And  passing  her  palace,  if  I  list. 
May  glance  at  its  window  —  well  betide  !  *' 

So  sud,  so  done :  nor  the  lady  missed 
One  ray  that  brojce  from  the  ardent  brow. 
Nor  a  curl  of  the  lips  where  the  spirit  kissed. 

Be  sure  that  each  renewed  the  tow. 
No  morrow's  sun  should  arise  and  set 
And  leave  them  then  as  it  left  them  now. 

But  next  day  passed,  and  next  day  yet, 
With  still  fresh  cause  to  wut  one  day  more 
Ere  each  leaped  over  the  parapet. 

And  still,  as  love's  brief  momioe  wore. 
With  a  gentle  start,  half  smile,  half  sigh. 
They  found  love  not  as  it  seemed  before. 

They  thought  it  would  work  infalliblv, 
But  not  in  despite  of  hearen  and  earth : 
The  rose  would  blow  when  the  storm  passed 
by. 

Meantime  they  could  profit  in  winter's  dearth 
By  store  of  fruits  that  supplant  the  rose : 
Tne  world  and  its  ways  have  a  certain  worth : 

And  to  press  a  point  while  these  oppose 

Were  simple  policy ;  better  wait : 

We  lose  no  friends  and  we  gain  no  foes. 

Meantime,  worse  fates  than  a  lover's  fate, 
Who  daily  may  ride  and  pass  and  look 
Where  his  lady  watches  behind  the  grate ! 

And   she  —  she  watched  the   square  like  a 

book 
Holding  one  picture  and  only  one. 
Which  daily  to  find  she  undertook : 

When  the  picture  was  reached  the  book  was 

done. 
And  she  turned  from  the  picture  at  night  to 

scheme 
Of  tearing  it  out  for  herself  next  sun. 

So  weeks  grew  months,  years  ;  gleam  by  gleam 
The  glory  dropped  from  their  youth  and  love, 
And  both  perceived  they  had  dreamed  a  dream ; 

Which  hoyered  as  dreams  do,  still  .ibove : 
But  who  can  take  a  dream  for  a  truth  ? 
Oh,  hide  our  eyes  from  the  next  remove  ! 


One  day  as  the  lady  saw  her  youth 
Dtjpartj  and  the  silver  thread  that  streaked 
Uer  hair,  and,  worn  by  the  serpent's  tooth, 

The  brow  so  puckered,  the  chin  so  peaked,  — 
And  wondered  who  the  woman  was. 
Hollow-eyed  and  haggard-cheeked, 

Fronting  her  silent  in  the  glass  — 
^'  Summon  here,*'  she  suddenly  said, 
**  Before  the  rest  of  my  old  self  pass, 

"  Him,  the  Carver,  a  hand  to  aid. 

Who  fashions  the  clay  no  love  will  change, 

And  fixes  a  beauty  never  to  fade. 

^*  Let  Robbia's  craft  so  apt  and  strange 
Arrest  tiie  remains  of  young  and  fair. 
And  rivet  them  while  the  seasons  range. 

**  Make  me  a  face  on  the  window  there, 
Waiting  as  ever,  mute  the  while. 
My  love  to  pass  below  in  the  square  I 

**  And  let  me  think  that  it  may  beguile 
Drearer  days  which  the  dead  ramt  spend 
Down  in  their  darkness  under  the  aisle, 

*'  To  say,  '  What  matters  it  at  the  end  ? 
I  did  no  more  while  my  heart  was  warm 
Than  does  that  image,  my  pale-faced  friend.* 

'*  Where  is  the  use  of  the  lip's  red  charm, 
Tlie  heaven  of  hair,  the  pride  of  the  brow. 
And  the  blood  that  blues  the  inside  arm  — 

"  Unless  we  turn,  as  the  soul  knows  how, 
The  earthly  gift  to  an  end  divine  ? 
A  lady  of  day  is  as  good,  I  trow." 

But  long  ere  Robbia's  cornice,  fine. 

With  flowers  and  fruits  which  leaves  enlace. 

Was  set  where  now  is  die  empty  shrine  — 

(And,  leaning  out  of  a  bright  bine  space. 
As  a  ghost  might  lean  from  a  chink  of  sky, 
The  passionate  pale  lady's  face  — 

Eying  ever,  with  earnest  eye 

And  quick-turned  ueck  at  its  breathless  stretch. 

Some  one  who  ever  is  passing  by  — ) 

The  Duke  had  sighed  like  the  simplest  wretch 
In  Florence,  "  Youth  —  my  dream  escapee  ! 
Will  its  record  stay  ?  "  And  he  bade  them  fetch 


Some  subtle  moulder  of  brazen  shapes  — 
**  Can  the  soul,  the  will,  die  out  of  a  man 
Ere  his  body  find  the  grave  that  gapes  ? 


n 


John  of  Douay  shall  effect  my  plan, 
Set  me  on  horseback  here  aloft, 
Alive,  as  the  crafty  sculptor  can, 

**  In  the  very  square  I  have  crossed  so  oft 
That  men  may  admire,  when  future  suns 
Shall  touch  the  eyes  to  a  purpose  soft, 
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*'  While  the  mouth  and  the  brow  stay  brave  in 

bronze  — 
Admire  and  say,  '  When  he  was  alive 
How  he  would  take  his  pleasure  once  I  * 

"  And  it  shall  go  hard  but  I  contrive 

To  listen  the  while,  and  laugh  in  mv  tomb 

At  idleness  which  aspii'es  to  strive. 


So  I    While  these  wait  the  tramp  of  doom, 
How  do  their  spirits  pass,  I  wonder, 
Nighty  and  days  in  tne  narrow  room  ? 

Still,  I  suppose,  they  sit  and  ponder 
What  a  girt  life  was,  ages  ago, 
Six  steps  ont  of  the  chapel  yonder. 

Only  thev  see  not  God,  I  know, 

Nor  all  that  chivalry  of  his, 

The  soldieiHuints  wno,  row  on  row. 

Bum  upward  each  to  his  point  of  blin  — 
Since,  tne  end  of  life  being  manifest, 
He  had  burned  his  way  through  the  world  to 
this. 

I  hear  jou  reproach,  **  But  delay  was  best, 
For  their  end  was  a  crime.'*  —  Oh,  a  crime  will 

do 
As  well,  I  reply,  to  s^rve  for  a  test, 

As  a  virtue  golden  through  and  through, 

Sufficient  to  vindicate  itself 

And  prove  its  worth  at  a  moment's  view  I 

Miist  a  game  be  played  for  the  sake  of  pelf? 
Where  a  button  goes,  't  were  au  epigram 
To  ofFer  the  stamp  oi  the  very  Guelph. 

The  true  has  no  valu«*  beyond  the  sham : 
As  well  the  counter  as  com,  I  submit, 
When  your  table  's  a  hat,  and  your  prize,  a 
dram. 

Stake  your  counter  as  boldly  every  whit, 

Venture  as  warily,  use  the  same  sJcill^ 

Do  your  best,  whether  winning  or  losing  it, 

If  you  choose  to  play  I  —  is  my  principle. 
Let  a  man  contend  to  the  uttermost 
For  his  life's  set  prize,  be  it  what  it  wiU ! 

The  counter  our  lovers  staked  was  lost 

As  surely  as  if  it  were  lawful  coin : 

And  the  sin  I  impute  to  each  frustrate  ghost 

Is  —  the  unlit  lamp  and  the  nugirt  loin, 
Though  the  end  in  sight  was  a  vice,  I  say. 
Yon  of  the  virtue  (we  issue  join) 
How  strive  yon  ?    De  te,  fabula  I 


PORPHYRIA'S   LOVER 

First  printed  in  Mr.  Fox's  Monthly  Repository 
in  1830,  under  the  signature  Z.  When  issued  in 
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Bells  and  Ponugranaies  it  was  grouped  with 
J  (Cannes  Agricola  in  Meditation  as  No.  II.  of 
Madhouse  Cells.  The  poem  has  an  interest  as 
the  earliest,  apparently,  of  Browning's  mono- 
logues. 

The  rain  set  early  in  to-night. 

The  sullen  wind  was  soon  awake, 
It  tore  the  elm-tops  down  for  spite. 

And  did  its  worst  to  vex  the  isJce : 
I  listened  with  heart  fit  to  break. 
When  glided  in  Porphyria ;  straight 

•She  shut  the  cold  out  and  the  storm, 
And  kneeled  and  made  the  cheeriess  grata 

Blaze  up,  and  all  the  cottage  warm  ; 
Which  done,  she  rose,  and  from  her  form 
Withdrew  the  dripping  cloak  and  shawl. 

And  laid  her  soiled  gloves  by.  untied 
Her  hat  and  let  the  dfunp  hair  lall. 

And,  last,  she  sat  down  by  my  side 
And  called  me.    When  no  voice  replied, 
She  put  my  arm  about  her  waist, 

And  made  her  smooth  white  shoulder  bare 
And  all  her  yellow  hair  displaced. 

And,  stooping,  made  my  cheek  lie  there. 
And  spread,  o*er  all,  her  yellow  hair, 
Murmurine  how  she  loved  me  —  she 

Too  weak,  for  all  her  heart's  endeavor. 
To  set  its  struggling  passion  free 

From  pride,  and  vainer  ties  dissever, 
And  give  herself  to  me  forever. 
But  passion  sometimes  would  prevail. 

Nor  could  to-night's  gay  feast  restrain 
A  sudden  thought  of  one  so  pale 

For  love  of  her,  and  all  in  vain  : 
So,  she  was  come  through  wind  and  rain. 
Be  sure  I  looked  up  at  her  eyes 

Happy  and  proud ;  at  last  I  knew 
Ponihyria  worshipped  me  ;  surprise 

Made  my  heart  swell,  and  still  it  grew 
While  I  debated  what  to  do. 
That  moment  she  was  mine,  mine,  fair, 

Perfectly  pure  and  good :  I  found 
A  thing  to  do,  and  all  her  hair 

In  one  long  yellow  string  I  wound 
Three  times  tier  little  throat  around. 
And  strangled  her.    No  pain  felt  she ; 

I  am  quite  sure  she  felt  no  pain. 
As  a  shut  bud  that  holds  a  bee, 

I  warily  oped  her  lids :  again 
Laughed  the  blue  eyes  without  a  stain. 
And  I  untightened  next  the  tress 

About  her  neck ;  her  cheek  once  more 
Blushed  bright  beneath  my  burning  kiss : 

I  propped  tier  head  up  as  before, 
Oi.ly,  tniB  time  my  shoulder  bore 
Her  head,  which  droops  upon  it  still : 

The  smiling  rosy  little  head. 
So  glad  it  has  its  utmost  will. 

That  all  it  scorned  at  once  is  fled. 
And  I,  its  love,  am  gained  instead  1 
Porohyria's  love :  she  guessed  not  how 

Her  darling  one  wish  would  be  heard. 
And  thus  we  sit  together  now, 

And  all  night  long  we  have  not  stirred. 
And  yet  God  has  not  said  a  word  I 
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"  CHILDE     ROLAND     TO     THE     DARK 
TOWER  CAME" 

See  Eds^ar^B  song  in  Lear. 

Mt  first  thovK-ht  was,  he  lied  in  every  word. 
That  hoary  cripple,  with  malicious  eye 
Askance  to  watch  thn  working  of  his  lie 
On  mine,^  and  month  scarce  ahle  to  afford 
Suppression  of  the  glee,  that  pursed  and  scored 
Its  edge,  at  one  more  yictim  gained  thereby. 

What  else  should  he  be  set  for,  with  his  staff  ? 
Wliat,  save  to  waylay  with  his  lies,  ensnaxe 
All  travellen  who  might  find  him  posted 
there. 
And  ask  the  road  ?    I  gneased  what  skuU-Uke 

laugh 
Would  break,  what  crutch  'gin  write  my  epitaph 
For  pastime  in  the  dusty  thoroughfare, 

If  at  lus  counsel  I  should  turn  aside 

Into  that  ominous  tract  which,  all  agree. 
Hides  the  Dark  Tower.    Yf^t  acquxescingly 
I  did  turn  as  he  pointed  :  neither  pride 
Nor  hope  rekindling  at  the  end  descried. 
So  much  as  gladness  that  some  end  might  be. 

For,  what  with  my  whole  world-wide  wander- 
ing, ^ 
What  with  mv  search  drawn  out  through 

years,  my  hope 
Dwindled  into  a  ghost  not  fit  to  cope 
With    that  obstreperous    joy   success   would 

bring,  — 
I  hardly  tried  now  to  rebuke  the  spring 
My  heart  made,  finding  failure  in  its  soope. 

As  when  a  sick  man  very  near  to  death 
Seems  dead  indeed,  and  feels  begin  and  end 
The  tears,  and  takes  the  farewell  of  each 
friend, 
And  hears  one  bid  the  other  go,  draw  breath 
Freelier  outside,  ("'  since  all  is  o'er,''  he  saith, 
**And    the    blow    fallen    no    grieving   can 
amend ; ") 

While  some  discuss  if  near  the  other  graves 
Be  room  enough  for  this,  and  when  a  day 
Suits  best  for  carrying  the  corpse  away. 

With    care   about   the   banners,  scarves   and 
staves: 

And  still  the  man  hears  all,  and  only  craves 
He  may  not  shame  such  tender  love  and  stay. 

Thus,  I  had  so  long  suffered  in  this  quest. 
Heard  failure  prophesied  so  oft,  been  writ 
So  many  times  among  '*  The  Band  "  —  to  wit, 
The  knights  who  to  <£e  Dark  Tower's  search 

addressed 
Their  steps — that  just  to  fail  as  they,  seemed 
best. 
And  all  the  doubt  was  now  —  should  I  be  fit  ? 

So,  quiet  as  despair,  I  turned  from  him. 
That  hateful  <nripple,  out  of  his  highway 
Into  the  path  he  pointed.    All  the  day 


Had  been  a  dreary  one  at  best,  and  dim 
Was  settling  to  its  dose,  yet  shot  one  grim 
Red  leer  to  see  the  plain  catch  its  estray. 

For  mark  !  no  sooner  was  I  fairly  found 
Pledged  to  the  plain,  after  a  pace  or  two. 
Than,  pausing  to  throw  backward  a  last  view 

O'er  the  safe  road,  't  was  gone ;  gray  plain  all 
round : 

Nothing  but  plain  to  the  horizon's  bound. 
I  might  go  on  ;  naught  else  remained  to  do. 

So,  on  I  went.    I  think  I  never  saw 
Such  starved  ignoble  nature ;  nothing  throve : 
For  flowers  —  as  well  expect  a  cedar  grove  I 
But  cockle,  spurge,  according  to  their  law 
Might  propagate  their  kind,  with  none  to  awe, 
YouM  think:  " 

trove. 


— ,  — . —    —  , ,  — ^ 

a  burr  had  been  a  treasure 


No  I  penury,  inertness  and  grimace. 
In  some  strange  sort,  were  the  land's  portion. 

Or  shut  your  eves,"  said  Nature  peevishly, 
**  It  nothing  skills :  I  cannot  help  my  case  : 
'T  is  the  I^t  Judgment's  fire  must  cure  this 
place, 

Calome  its  clods  and  set  my  prisoners  free." 

If  there  pushed  any  ragsed  thistle-stalk 
Above  its  mates,  the  nead  was  chopped ;  the 

bents 
Were  jealous  else.     What  made  those  holes 
and  rents 
In  the  dock's  hanh  swarth  leaves,  bruised  as  to 

balk 
All  hoi)e  of  greenness  V  't  is  a  brute  must  walk 
Fashing  their  life  out,  with  a  brute's  intents. 

As  for  the  grass,  it  new  as  scant  as  hair 
In  leprosy :  tfain  dry  blades  pricked  the  mud 
Which  underneath  looked  kneaded  up  with 
blood. 
One  stiff  blind  horse,  his  every  bone  arstare. 
Stood  stupefied,  however  he  came  there : 
Thrust  out  past  service  from  the  devil's  stud  t 

Alive  ?  he  might  be  dead  for  aught  I  know. 
With   that   red   gaunt   and   colloped   neck 

a-strain. 
And  shut  eyes  underneath  the  rusty  mane ; 

Seldom  went  such  grotesqueness  with  such  woe ; 

I  never  saw  a  brute  I  hated  so ; 
He  must  be  wicked  to  deserve  such  pain. 

I  shut  my  eyes  and  turned  them  on  my  heart. 
As  a  man  calls  for  wine  before  he  fi^htSj 
I  asked  one  draught  of  earlier,  happier  sights. 
Ere  fitly  I  could  hope  to  play  my  part.  ^ 
Think  nrst,  fieht  afterwards  —  the  soldier's  art : 
One  taste  of  the  old  time  sets  all  to  rights. 

Not  it  I    I  fancied  Cuthbert's  reddening  face 
Beneath  its  garniture  of  curly  f^ld. 
Dear  fellow,  till  I  almost  felt  him  fold 
An  arm  in  mine  to  fix  me  to  the  place. 
That  way  he  used.    Alas,  one  night's  disgrace  I 
Out  went  my  heart's  new  fire  and  left  it  cold. 
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Giles  then,  the  soul  of  honor  —  there  he  stands 

Frank  as  ten  years  a^o  when  kniehted  first. 

What  honest  man  should  dare  (he  said)  he 

durst. 

Good  — but    the   scene   shifts  —  faugh  I    what 

hangman  hands 
Pin  to  his  breast  a  parchment  ?    His  own  bands 
Read  it.    Poor  traitor,  spit  upon  and  curst ! 

Better  this  present  than  a  past  like  that ; 
Back  therefore  to  my  darkening  path  again  I 
No  sound,  no  sight  as  far  as  eye  could  strain. 

Will  the  night  send  a  howlet  or  a  bat  ? 

I  asked :  when  something  on  the  dismal  flat 
Came  to  arrest  my  thoughts  and  change  their 
train. 

A  sudden  little  river  crossed  my  path 
As  unexpected  as  a  serpent  comes. 
No  slufirgish  tide  congenial  to  the  glooms  ; 
This,  as  it  fi'othed  by.  might  have  been  a  bath 
For  the  fiend  *s  glovang  hoof  —  to  see  the  wrath 
Of  its  black  eddy  bespate  with  flakes  and 
spumes. 

So  petty  yet  so  spiteful !    All  alongf 
Low  scrubby  alders  kneeled  down  over  it ; 
Drenched  willows  flung  them  headlong  in  a 
fit 
Of  mute  despair,  a  suicidal  throng : 
The  river  wnich  had  done  them  all  the  wrong, 
Whatever  that  was,  rolled  by,  deterred  no 
whit. 

Which,  while  I  forded,  — good  saints,  how  I 
leared 
To  set  my  foot  upon  a  dead  man^s  cheek, 
Each  step,  or  feel  the  spear  I  thrust  to  seek 

For  hollows,  tangled  in  his  hair  or  betu^ ! 

—  It  may  have  b^n  a  water-rat  I  speared. 
But,  ugh  !  it  sounded  like  a  baby^s  shriek. 

Glad  was  I  when  I  reached  the  other  bank. 

Now  for  a  better  country.    Vain  presage ! 

Who  were  the  stmgglers,  what  war  did  they 
wage, 
WHiose  savage  trample  thus  could  pad  the  dank 
Soil  to  a  plasl)  ?    Toads  in  a  poisoned  tank. 

Or  wild  cats  in  a  red-hot  iron  cage  — 

The  fight  must  so  have  seemed  in  that  fell 
cirque. 
Wliat  penned  them  there,  with  all  the  plain 

to  choose? 
No  footprint  leading  to  that  horrid  mews. 
None  out  of  it.    Mad  brewsge  set  to  work 
Their  brains,  no  doubt,  like  gaUey-slaves  the 
Turk 
Pits  for  his  pastime.  Christians  tigainst  Jews, 

And  more  than  that  —  a  furlong  on  —  why, 
there! 

What  bad  use  was  that  engine  for,  that  wheel. 

Or  brake,  not  wheel  —  that  harrow  fit  to  reel 
Men^s  bodies  out  like  silk  ?  with  all  the  air 
Of  Tophet's  tool,  on  earth  left  unaware, 

Or  brought  to  sharpen  its  rusty  teeth  of  steel. 


Then  came  a  bit  of  stubbed  ground,  once  a 
wood, 
Next  a  marsh,  it  would  seem,  and  now  mere 

earth 
Desperate  and  done  with:  (so  a  fool  finds 
mirth. 
Makes  a  thing  and  then  mars  it,  till  his  mood 
Changes  and  off  he  goes  I)  within  a  rood  — 
Bog,  clay  and  rubble,  sand  and  stark  black 
dearth. 

Now  blotches  rankling,  colored  gay  and  gnm. 
Now  patches  where  some  leanness  of   the 

soiPs 
Broke  into  moss  or  substances  like  boils ; 
Then  came  some  palsied  oak,  a  cleft  in  him 
Like  a  distorted  mouth  that  splits  its  rim 
Craping  at  death,  and  dies  while  it  recoils. 

And  just  as  far  as  ever  from  Uie  end ! 
Naught    in  the  distance  but  the    evening, 

naught 
To  point    my    footstep    further!      At   the 
thought, 
A  great  black  bird,  Apollyon^s  bosom-friend, 
Saued  past,  nor  beat  his  wide  wing  dragon- 
penned 
That  brushed  my  cap — perchance  the  guide 
I  sought. 

For,  looking  up,  aware  I  somehow  grew, 
*8pite  of  the  dusk,  the  plain  had  given  place 
All  round  to  mountains  —  with  such  name  to 
grace 
Mere   ugly  heights  and  heaps  now  stolen  in 

view. 
How  thus  tiiey  Lad  surprised  me,  —  solve  it, 
you ! 
How  to  get  from  them  was  no  clearer  case. 

Yet  half  I  seemed  to  recognize  some  trick 
Of    mischief  happened  to  me,  God  knows 

when  — 
In  a  bad  dream  perha]is.    Here  ended,  then. 
Progress  this  way.    ^Vlien,  in  tlie  very  nick 
Of  giving  up,  one  time  more,  came  a  click 
As  when  a  trap  shuts  —  yon  *re  inside  the 
den ! 

Bumingly  it  came  on  me  all  at  once. 
This  was  the  place !  those  two  hills  on  the 

right. 
Crouched  like  two  bulls  locked  horn  in  horn 
in  fight ; 
While  to  the  left,  a  tall  scalped  mountain  .  .  . 

Dunce, 
Dotard,  ardozing  at  the  very  nonce. 
After  a  life  spent  training  for  the  sight ! 

What  in  the  midst  lay  but  the  Tower  itself  ? 

The  round  squat  turret,  blind  as  the  fooPs 
heart. 

Built  of  brown  stone,  without  a  counterpart 
In  the  whole  world.    The  tempest ^s  mocking 

Points  to  the  shiproan  thus  the  unseen  shelf 
He  strikes  on,  only  when  the  timbexs  start. 
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Not  see  ?  becanae  of  nig:ht  perkaps  ?  —  ^^y%  ^7 
Caine  back  again  for  that  I  before  it  leri, 
^rhe  dyinjr  siuiMt  kindled  throogh  a  cleft : 
The  hills,  hke  cfiants  at  a  hunting,  lay, 
Chin  upon  hand,  to  see  the  pfanie  at  bay,  — 
^' Now  stab  and  end  the  creature  —  to  the 
heft!" 

Not  hear  ?  when  noise  was  everywhere !  it  tolled 
Increasing  like  a  bell.    Names  in  my  ears. 
Of  all  the  lost  adventurers  my  peeis,  — 

How  such  a  one  was  strong,  and  such  was  bold, 


And  such  was  fortunate,  yet  each  of  old 
Lost,  lost  I    one  moment  knelled  the  woe  ol 
years. 

There  they  stood,  ranged  along  the  hillsides, 
met 
To  view  the  last  of  me,  a  living  frame 
For  one  more  picture  I  in  a  sheet  of  flame 
I  saw  them  and  I  knew  them  all.    And  yet 
Dauntless  the  slug-hurn  to  my  lips  I  set. 
And    blew.     *'  ChUde  Holand  to  the   Dark 
Tower  came/^ 


A   SOUL'S  TRAGEDY 


ACT  FIRST,  BEING  WHAT  WAS  CALLED  THE  POETRY  OF  CHIAPPINO'S  LIFE; 

AND   ACT  SECOND,   ITS   PROSE 


This  drama  waa  first  printed  with  Luria  as 
the  concluding  number  of  Bells  and  Pomegran- 
ates in  April,  1H46. 

PERSONS 

LciroLio  and  Rulaua,  betrothed  lovers. 
Chiappiho,  their  friend. 
OoNiBBN,  the  Pope^a  Legate. 
Gitixena  of  Faenaa. 

Tims,  15—.    Place,  Fabssa. 


ACT  I 

luHde  LuiiOLV0*8  koiue,    CmApraio,  Evlalu. 
Eulalia.  What  is  it  keeps  Luitolfo?  Night's 
fast  falling. 
And  H  was  scarce  sunset  .  .  .  had  the  are-bell 
Sounded  before  he  sought  the  Provost's  house  ? 
I  think  not:  all  he  had  to  say  would  take 
Few  minutes,  such  a  very  few,  to  say ! 
How  do  you  think,  Chiappino  ?    If  our  lord 
The  Provost  were  lesa  f nendly  to  your  friend 
Than  everybody  here  professes  him, 
I  should  begin  t«  tremole  —  should  not  you  ? 
Why  are  yon  silent  when  so  many  times 
I  turn  and  speak  to  you  ? 

Chiappino,  That 's  good  t 

JEu.  Yon  laugh ! 

Ch.    Yea.    I  had  fancied  nothing  that  beat's 
price 
In  the  whole  world  was  left  to  call  my  own  ; 
And,  ma^be,  felt  a  little  pride  thereat. 
Up  to  a  single  man's  or  woman's  love, 
0own  to  the  ri<j:ht  in  my  own  flesh  and  blood. 
There 's  nothing  mine,   I  fancied,  —  till  you 

spoke : 
—  Counting,  you  see,  as  *'  nothing  '*  the  permis- 
sion 
To  study  tins  peculiar  lot  of  mine 
In  silence :  well,  go  silence  with  the  rest 
Of  the  world's  ^od  I    What  can  I  say,  shall 
serve? 


Eu.    This,  —  lest  you,  even  more  than  needs, 

embitter 
Our  parting :  say  your  wrongs  have  cast,  for 

once, 
A  cloud  across  your  spirit ! 
Ch.  How  a  cloud  ? 

Eu.    No  man  nor  woman  loves  yon,  did  you 

say? 
Ch,    My  God,  were  't  not  for  thee ! 
Eu.  Ay,  God  remains. 

Even  did  men  forsake  you. 

Ch.  Oh,  not  so ! 

Were  't  not  for  God,  I  mean,  what  hope  of 

truth  — 
Speaking  truth,  hearing  truth,  would  stay  with 

man? 
I.  now  —  the  homeless  friendless  penniless 
Proscribed  and  exiled  wretch  who  sjieak  to 

you,— 
Ought  to  speak  truth,  yet  could  not,  for  my 

death, 
(The  thing  that  tempts  me  most)  help  speaking 

lies 
About  vonr  friendship  and  Luitolfo's  courage 
And  all  our  townsfolk's  equanimity  — 
Through  sheer  incompetence  to  rid  myself 
Of  the  old  miserable  lying  trick 
Caught  from  the  liars  I  have  lived  with,  —  God. 
Did  I  not  turn  to  thee  !    It  is  thy  prompting 
I  dare  to  be  ashamed  of,  and  thy  counsel 
Would  die  aloi^i:  my  coward  lip,  I  know. 
But  I  do  turn  to  thee.    This  craven  tongue, 
These  features  which  refuse  the  soul  its  way. 
Reclaim  thou  I    Give  me  truth  —  truth,  power 

tjo  speak 
—  And  after  be  sole  nresent  to  approve 
The  spoken  truth  !  Or,  stay,  that  spoken  truth, 
Who  knows  but  you,  too,  may  approve  ? 

Eu.  Ah,  well  — 

Keep  silence  then,  Chiappino ! 

ch.  Yon  would  hear,  — 

You  shall  now,  —  why  the  thing  we  please  t& 

st^le 
My  gratitude  to  yon  and  all  your  friends 
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For  service  done  me,  is  just  gratitude 

So  much  as  yours  was  service :  no  whit  more. 

I  was  bom  here,  so  was  Luitolfo  ;  both 

At  one  time,  much  with  tlie  same  circumstance 

Of  rank  and  wealth ;  and  both,  up  to  this  night 

Of  parting  company,  have  side  by  side 

Still  fared,  he  in  the  sunshine  —  1,  the  shadow. 

**  Why  ?  "  asks  the  world.    '*  Because,"  replies 

the  world 
To  its  complacent  self,  ^'  these  playfellows. 
Who  took  at  church  the  holy-water  drop 
Elach  from  the  other's  finger,  and  so  forth,  — 
Were  of  two  moods :  Luitolfo  was  the  proper 
Friend-making,  everywhere  friend-finding  soul, 
Fit  for  the  sunshine,  so,  it  followed  him. 
A  happy-tempered  bringer  of  the  best 
Out  of  the  worst ;  who  bears  with  what 's  pest 

cure. 
And  puts  so  good  a  face  on  ^t  —  wisely  passive 
Where  action  *s  fruitless,  while  he  remedies 
In  silence  what  the  foolish  rail  against ; 
A  man  to  smooth  such  natures  as  parade 
Of  opposition  must  exasperate  ; 
No  ^neral  gauntlet-gatherer  for  the  weak 
Against  the  strong,  yet  over*8orupulou8 
At  lucky  junctures ;  one  who  won't  forego 
The  after-battle  work  of  binding  wounds, 
Because,  forsooth  he  ^d  have  to  orin^  himself 
To  side  with  wound-inflictors  for  their  leave  I '' 
—  Why  do  you  gaze,  nor  help  me  to  repeat 
What  oomes  so  gliblv  from  tne  common  mouth. 
About  Luitolfo  and  his  so-styled  friend  ? 

Eu.     Because,    that   friend's  sense   is  ob- 
scured .  .  . 

Ch,  I  thought 

You  would  be  readier  with  the  other  half 
Of  the  world's  story,  my  half !    Yet,  't  is  true. 
For  all  the  world  does  say  it.    Say  your  worst ! 
True,  I  thank  Qod,  I  ever  said  *'  you  sin," 
When  a  man  did  sin  :  if  I  could  not  say  it, 
I  glared  it  at  him  ;  if  I  could  not  glare  it, 
I  prayed  against  him ;  then  my  part  seemed  over. 
God's  mav  begin  yet :  so  it  will,  I  trust. 

JEu.    If  the  world  outraged  you,  did  we  ? 

Ch,  ^  What's  "me" 

That  you  use  well  or  ill  ?    It 's  man,  in  me. 
All  your  successes  are  an  outrage  to. 
Yon  all,  whom  sunshine  follows,  as  yon  sav  ! 
Here  's  our  Faenza  birthplace  ;  they  send  nere 
A  provoet  from  Ravenna  :  how  he  rules, 
You  can  at  times  be  eloquent  about. 
"  Then,  end  his  rule  1  "  —  "  Ah  yes,  one  stroke 

does  that ! 
But  patience  under  wrong  works  slow  and  sure. 
Must  violence  still  bring  peace  forth?     He, 

beside. 
Returns  so  blandly  one's  obeisance  I  ah  — 
Some  latent  virtue  may  be  lingering  yet. 
Some  human  sympathy  which,  once  excite, 
And  all  the  lump  were  leavened  quietlj/  : 
So,  no  more  talk  of  striking,  for  this  tune  I " 
But  I,  as  one  of  those  he  rules,  won't  bear 
These  pretty  takings-up  and  layin^;»-down 
Our  cause,  just  as  you  think  occasion  suits. 
Enough  of  earnest,  is  there  ?    You  '11  play,  will 

you? 
Diversify  your  tactics,  give  submission. 
Obsequiousness  and  flattery  a  turn, 


While  we  die  in  our  misery  patient  deaths? 
We  all  are  outraged  then,  and  I  the  first : 
L  for  mankind,  resent  each  shrug  and  smirk. 
Each  beck  and  bend,  each  ...  all  you  do  aod 

are, 
I  hate! 

Eu.       We  share  a  common  censure,  then. 
'T  is  well  you  have  not  poor  Luitolfo's  part 
Nor  mine  to  point  out  in  the  wide  offence. 

CA.    Oh,  shall  I  let  yon  so  escape  me,  lady  ? 
Come,  on  your  own  ground,  lady,  — from  your- 
self. 
(Leaving  the  people's  wrong,  which   most  is 

mine) 
What  have  I  got  to  be  so  grateful  for  ? 
These  three  last  fines,  no  doubt,  one  on  the 

other 
Paid  by  Luitolfo  ? 

£u.  Shame,  Chiappino ! 

CA.  Shame 

Fallpresently  on  who  deserves  it  most  I 

—  Which  is  to  see.    He  paid  my  fines  —  my 

friend. 
Your  prosperous  smooth  lover  presently. 
Then,  scarce  your  wooer,  —  soon,  your  hwh 

band ;  well  — 
I  loved  you. 
Eu.  Hold ! 

CA.  You  knew  it,  years  ago. 

When  my  voice  faltered  and  my  eye  grew  dim 
Because  you  gave  me  your  silk  mask  to  hold  — 
My  voice  that  greatens  when  there's  need  to 

curse 
The  people's  Provost  to  their  heart's  content, 

—  My  eye,  tlie  Provost,  who  bears  all  men's 

eyes. 
Banishes  now  because  he  cannot  bear,  — 
You  knew  .  .  .  but  you  do  your  parts  —  my 

part,  I : 
So  be  it  I    You  flourish.  I  decay :  all 's  well. 
Eu,    I  hear  this  for  the  first  time. 
CA.  The  fault's  there? 

Then  my  days  spoke  not,  and  my  nights  of  fire 
Were  voiceless  r     Then  the  very  neart  may 

burst. 
Yet  aU   prove   naught,  because    no   mincing 

speech 
Tells  leisurely  that  thus  it  is  and  thus  ? 
Eulalia,  truce  with  toying  for  this  once  ! 
A  baiushed  fool,  who  troubles  you  to-night 
For  the  last  time  —  why,  what 's  to  fear  from 

me? 
Yon  knew  I  loved  you  ! 

Eu,  Not  so,  on  my  faith ! 

You  were  my  now-affianced  lover's  fnend  — 
Came  in,  went  out  witli  him,  could  speak  as  he. 
All  praise  your  ready  parts  and  pre^ant  wit : 
See  now  your  words  come  from  you  in  a  crowa  I 
Luitolfo  s  first  to  place  you  o'er  himself 
In  all  that  challenges  respect  and  love : 
Yet  you  were  silent  then,  who  blame  me  now 
I  say  all  this  by  fascination,  sure^ : 
I,  au  but  wed  to  one  I  love,  yet  listen ! 
It  must  be,  you  are  wronged,  and  that  the 

WTOI^ 

Luitolfo  pities  .  .  . 

CA.  —You  too  pity?    Do  I 

But  hear  first  what  my  wToiigs  are ;  so  began 
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This  talk  and  so  ihall  end  this  talk.    I  say, 
Was  ^t  not  enongh  that  I  must  strive  (I  saw) 
To  grow  so  far  familiar  with  yourohanna 
As  next  oontrive  some  way  to  win  them  —  which 
To  do,  an  a^  seemed  far  too  brief  —  for,  see  1 
We  all  aspire  to  heaven  ;  and  there  lies  heaven 
Above  us :  go  there  I    Dare  we  go  ?  no,  surely  I 
How  dare  we  go  without  a  reverent  oaose, 
A  growing  less  unfit  for  heaven  ?    Just  so, 
I  dared  not  speak  :  the  greater  fuol,  it  seems  I 
Was  't  not  enough  to  struggle  with  soeh  folly. 
But  I  most  have,  beside,  the  very  man 
Whose  slight  free  loose  and  inoapaoious  soul 
G^ve  his  tongue  scope  to  say  whatever  he  would 

—  Must  have  htm  load  me  with  his  benefits 

—  For  fortune's  fiercest  stroke  ? 

Eu.  Justice  to  him 

That  *s  now  entreating,  at  his  risk  perhaps. 
Justice  for  yon  I    IMa  he  once  call  those  acts 
Of  simple  friendship  —  bounties,  benefits  ? 
CA.    No :  the  straight  course  had  been  to  call 

them  thus. 
Then,  I  had  flung  them  back^  and  kept  myself 
Unhampered,  free  as  he  to  wm  the  prise 
We  both  sone:ht.    But  ''the  gold  was  dross," 

he  said : 
'^  He  loved  me,  and  I  loved  him  not :  why 

spurn 
A  trifle  out  of  superfluity  ? 
He  had  forvotten  he  had  done  as  mneh.*' 
So  had  not  1  !    Henceforth,  try  as  I  could 
To  take  him  at  his  word,  there  stood  bv  you 
My  benefactor  ;  who  might  speak  and  lan^h 
And  urge  his  nothings,  even  banter  me 
Before  yon  —  but  my  tongue   was   tied.     A 

dream! 
Let  *s  wake :  your  husband  .  .  .  how  yon  shake 

at  that  I 
QooA  —  my  revenge  I 

Eu,         Why  should  I  shake?    What  foroed 
Or  forces  me  to  be  Luitolf o^s  bride  ? 

CA.     There 's  my    revenge,  that    nothing 

forces  you. 
No  gratitude,  no  liking  of  the  eye 
Nor  longing  of  the  heart,  but  the  poor  bond 
Of  habit — here  so  many  times  he  came, 
80  much  he  spoke,  —  aU  these  compose  the  tie 
That  pulls  you  from  me.     Well,  he  paid  my 

fines. 
Nor  missea  a  cloak  from  wardrobe,  dish  from 

table  ; 
He  spoke  a  good  word  to  the  Provost  here. 
Held  me  up  when  my  fortunes  feU  away, 

—  It  had  not  looked  so  well  to  let  me  drop,  — 
Men  take  pains  to  preserve  a  tree-stump,  even. 
Whose  boughs  they   played  beneath — mncn 

more  a  friend. 
But  one  grows  tared  of  seeing,  after  the  first, 
Pains  fsgent  upon  impracticable  stuff 
Like  me.    I  could  not  change :  you  know  the 

rest: 
I  've  spoke  my  mind  too  fully  out.  by  chance, 
This  morning  to  our  Provost ;  so,  ere  night 
I  leave  the  city  on  pain  of  death.    And  now 
On  my  account  there  's  gallant  intercession 
Goes  forward  —  that 's  so  graceful  1  ~  and  anon 
He  '11  noisily  come  back  :  '*  the  intercession 
Was  made  and  fails ;  all  *s  over  for  us  both  ; 


VP 


r  is  vain  contending ;  I  would  better  go.'* 
And  I  do  go  —  and  straight  to  you  he  turns 
Light  of  a  load  ;  and  eaM  of  that  permits 
Hu  visage  to  repair  the  natural  bland 
(Economy,  sore  broken  late  to  suit 
My  diMKintent.     Thus,  all  are  pleased  — you, 

with  him, 
He  with  himself,  and  all  of  you  with  me 
—  **Who,**    say  the   dtiaeus,  "'hud  done  far 

better 
In  letting  people  sleep  upon  their  woes. 
If  not  possessed  with  talent  to  relieve  them 
When  once  awake  ;  —  but  then  I  had,''  they  *il 

say, 
*'  Doubtless  some  unknown  compensating'  pride 
In  what  I  did ;  and  as  I  seem  content 
With  ruining  myself,  why,  so  should  they  be." 
And  so  they  are,  ana  so  be  with  his  prize 
The  devil,  when  he  gets  them  speedily  1 
Why  does  not  your  Luitolfo  come  ?    1  long 
To  don  tliis  eloak  and  take  the  Lugo  path. 
It  seems  yon  never  loved  me,  then  ? 
Eu,  Chiapnino ! 

CA.    Never? 
Eu.  Never. 

CA.  That's  sad.    Say  what  I  mis ht. 

There  was  no  help  from  being  sore  this  while 
Ton  loved  me.     Xove  like  mine  must  have 

return, 
I  thought :  no  rirer  starts  but  to  some  sea. 
And  had  yon  loved  me,  I  could  soon  devise 
Some  speoious  reason  why  you  stified  love, 
Some  fancied  self-denial  on  your  part, 
Which  made  you  choose  Luitolfo  ;  so,  except- 
ing 
From  the  wide  condemnation  of  all  here, 
One   woman.      Well,   the  other   dream  may 

break  1 
If  I  knew  any  heart,  as  mine  loved  you, 
Loved  me,  though  in  the  vilest  breast  'twere 

lodged.^ 
I  should,  1  think,  be  forced  to  love  again : 
Ellse  there 's  no  right  nor  reason  in  tJbe  world. 
Eu,    '*  If  you  knew,"  say  yon,  —  but  I  did 

not  know. 
That 's  ^  where   you  're   blind,    Chiappino !—  a 

CUBOBBv 

Which  if  I  may  remove,  I  '11  not  repent 
The  listening  to.    You  cannot,  will  not,  see 
How,  place  you  but  in  eveipr  circumstance 
Of  us,  you  are  just  now  indm;nant  at. 
You  'd  be  as  we. 

CA.  I  should  be  ?  .  .  .  that ;  again ! 

I,  to  my  friend,  mv  country  and  my  love. 
Be  as  Luitolfo  ana  these  Faentines  V 

Eu,  As  we. 

CA.      Now,  I  '11  say  something  to  remember. 
I  trust  in  nature  for  me  stAble  laws 
Of  beauty  and  utility.  —  Spring  shall  plant, 
And  Autumn  gamer  to  the  end  of  time : 
I  trust  in  God  —  the  right  shall  be  the  right 
And  other  than  the  wrong,  while  he  endures : 
I  trust  in  my  own  soul,  that  can  perceive 
The  outward  and  the  inward,  nature's  good 
And  God's :  so,  seeing  these  men  and  myself. 
Having  a  right  to  speak,  thus  do  I  speak. 
I'U  not  curse  —  God  bears  with    them,  well 
may  I  — 


2g2 
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But  I  —  protest  against  their  elaimijig  me. 
I  simplv  say,  if  that 's  allowable, 
I  would  not  (broadly;  do  as  they  have  done. 
—  God  curse  this  towuf ul  of  bom  slaves,  bred 

slaves. 
Branded   into   the   blood   and   bone,  slaves  I 

Curse 
Whoever  loves,  above  his  liberty. 
House,  land  or  life !  and  .  .  . 

lA  knocking  without. 

— bless  my  hero-friend, 
Luitolf o ! 

Eu,  How  he  knocks ! 

Ch,  The  peril,  lady  I 

**  Chiappino,  I  have  run  a  risk  —  a  nsk ! 
For  when  I  prayed  the  Provost  (he 's  my  friend) 
To  grant  you  a  week's  respite  of  the  sentence 
That  confiscates  your  goods,  exiles  yourself. 


He  shrugged  his  shoulder —  I  say,  shrugged  it ! 

Yes, 
And  fright  of  that  drove  all  else  from  my  head. 
Here 's  a  good  purse  of  scudi :  off  with  you, 
Lest  of  tlutt  shrug  come  what  God  only  knows  I 
The  aauli  —  friend,  they  *re  trash  —  no  thanks, 

I  beg! 
Take  the  north  gate,  —  for  San  Vitale|s  suburb, 
AVhose  double  taxes  you  anpealed  against, 
In  discomposure  at  your  ill-siiccess 
Is  apt  to  stone  you :  there,  there  —  only  go  I 
Beside,  Eulalia  here  looks  sleepily. 
Shake  .  .  .  oh,  vou  hurt  me,  so  you  squeeze 

my  wrist! 
—  Is  it  not  thus  you'll   speak,  adventurous 

friend !' 
\_Aa  he  opens  the  door^  Luirouro  riuhes  I'n,  hit  gar- 
ment* disordereil. 

Eu.    Luitolf o!    Blood? 

Luitolf o.  There 's  more  —  and  more  of  it  I 
Eulalia  —  take  the  garment !  No  —you,  frieud ! 
You  take  it  and  the  blood  from  me  —  you  dare  I 

Eu.    Oh,  who  has  hurt  you?   where 's  the 
wound  ? 

Ch.  "  Wlio,"  say  you  ? 

The  man  with  many  a  touch  of  virtue  yet ! 
The  Provost's  friend  has  proved  too  frank  of 

speech, 
And  this  comes  of  it.  ^  Miserable  hound ! 
This  comes  of  temporizing,  as  I  said  ! 
Here 's  fruit  of  your  smooth  speeches  and  soft 

looks  I 
Now  see  ray  way  !     As  QoA  lives,  I  go  straight 
To  the  palace  and  do  justice,  once  for  all ! 

Luit,    What  says  he  ?        ^ 

Ch.  1 11  do  justice  on  him. 

Luit.  Him  ? 

Ch.    The  Provost. 

Luit.  I  Ve  just  killed  him. 

Eu.  Oh,  my  God! 

Luit.    Mv   friend,    they  're   on    my   trace ; 
they  11  have  me  —  now ! 
They're  round   him,  busy   with   him:    soon 

they  '11  find 
He 's  past  their  help,  and  then  tliey  '11  be  on 

me  ! 
Chiappino,  save  Eulalia !    I  forget  .  .  . 
Were  you  not  bound  f or  .  .  . 

Ch.  Lugo? 

Luit,  Ah  —  yee — yes  I 


That  was  the  point  I  prayed  of  liim  to  change. 
Well,  go  —  be  nappy  I    Is  Eulalia  safe  ? 
Tliey  're  on  me ! 

Ch.     'T  is  through  me  they  reach  you,  then ! 
Friend,  seem  the  man  you  are  I     Lock  arms  — 

that 's  right ! 
Now  tell  me  what  you  've  done ;  explain  how 

yon. 
That  still  professed  forbearance,  still  preached 

peace. 
Could  uring  yourself  .  .  . 

Luit.  AVhat  was  peace  for,  Chiappino  ? 

I  tried  peace:   did  that  promise,  when  peace 

failed. 
Strife  should  not  follow  ?    All   my   peaceful 

days 
Were  iust  the  prelude  to  a  day  like  this. 
I  criea  '*  You  call  me  *  friend ' :  save  my  tme 

friend  ! 
Save  him,  or  lose  me  !  " 

Ch.  But  yon  never  said 

You  meant  to  t«ll  the  Provost  thus  and  thus. 
Luit.    \Vhy  should  I  say  it?      What  else  did 

I  mean? 
Ch.    WeU?    He  persisted? 
Luit.  —  **  Would  so  order  it 

You  should  not  trouble  him  too  soon  again." 
I  saw  a  meaning  in  his  eye  and  lip ; 
I  poured  my  heart's  store  of  indignant  words 
Out  on  him :  then  —  I  know  not  I    He  retorted. 
And  I  *,  •  .  some  staff  lay  there  to  hand  —  I 

think 
He    bade    his    servants-  thrust    me    out  —  I 

struck  .  .  . 
Ah,  they  come  I    Fly  you,  save  yourselves,  you 

two ! 
The  dead  back-weight  of  the  beheading  axe ! 
The  glowing  trip-hook,  thumbscrews  and  tlie 
gadge! 
Eu.    They  do  come  !    Torches  in  the  Place ! 
Farewell, 
Chiappino !    Yon  can  work  no  good  to  us  — 
Much  to  yourself  ;  believe  not,  all  the  world 
Must  needs  be  cursed  henceforth ! 

Ch.  And  you  ? 

Eu.  I  stay. 

Ch.    Ha,  ha!     Now,  listen!     I  am  master 
here! 
Tliis  was  my  coarse  disguise ;   this  paper  shows 
My  path  of  fli^t  and  place  of  refuge  —  see  — 
Lugo,  Amnta,  mut  2Sau  Nicolo, 
Ferrara,  tnen  to  Venice  and  all  's  safe  I 
Put  on  tha  cloak !    His  people  have  to  fetch 
A  compass  round  about.    There  's  time  enough 
Ere  they  can  reach  us,  so  you  straightway  make 
For  Lugo  .  .  .  nay,  he  hears  not!    On  with 

it  — 
The  cloak,  Luitolfo,  do  you  hear  me  ?     See  — 
He  obeys  he  knows  not  how.    I'hen,  if  I  most  — 
Answer  me !    Do  you  know  the  Lugo  gate  ? 
Eu.    The  northwest  gate,  over  the  bridge  ? 
Luit.  I  know. 

Ch.    Well,  there— -you  are  not  frightened? 
all  my  route 
Is  traced  in  that :  at  Venice  you  escape 
Their  power.    Eulalia,  I  am  master  here  ! 
[Shouts  from  without.     He  pushes  out  Lunouro,  whe 
complies  mechanically. 
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In  time !    Nay,  help  me  with  him  — ao  1     He  *s 
gone. 
£u.    What  have  yoa  done  ?     On  yon,  per- 
chance, all  know 
rhe  Provost  a  hater,  will  men^s  yenffeance  fall 
Aa  onr  aooomplice. 

CA.  Mere  aooomplice  ?    See  I 

IPuUing  on  Lcirouro's  vest. 
Now,  lady,  am  I  true  to  my  profession. 
Or  one  of  these  ? 
£u.  You  take  Luitolf  o'a  place  ? 

CA.    Die  for  him. 
£u.  WeUdone! 

IShouU  ificreaM. 

CA.  How  the  people  tarry ! 

I  can't  he  silent ;  I  must  speak :  or  sing:  — 
How  natural  to  sing  now ! 

JEu,  •  Hush  and  pray ! 

We  are  to  die ;  but  even  I  perceive 
'T  is  not  a  very  hard  thing  ao  to  die. 
My  cousin  of  the  pale-blue  tearful  eyes. 
Poor  Oesea,  suffers  more  from  one  day's  life 
With  the  stem  husband;    Tisbe's  heart  goes 

forth 
£ach  evening  after  that  wild  son  of  hers, 
To  track  his  thoughtless  footstep  through  the 

streets  : 
How  easy  for  them  both  to  die  like  this ! 
I  am  not  sure  that  I  could  live  as  they. 

CA.    Here   they  come,  crowds!    they  pass 
the  gate?    Yesl  — Nol  — 
One  torch  is  in  the  courtyard.    Here  flock  all. 

Eu.    At  least  Luitolfo  has  escaped.      What 
cries! 

CA.    If  they  would  drag  one  to  the  market- 
place, 
One  might  speak  there  I 

£u.  List,  list ! 

CA.  They  mount  the  steps. 

(Enter  the  Popolaoe.) 

CA.    I  killed  the  Provost  I 

The  Populace.    [Speaking  together,]    'Twas 
Chiappino,  fnends  I 
Our  savior !    The  best  man  at  last  as  first  I 
He  who  first  made  us  feel  what  chains  we  wore, 
He  also  strikes  the  blow  that  shatters  them. 
He  at  last  saves  us  —  our  best  citizen  ! 
—  Oh,  have  you  only  courage  to  speak  now  ? 
My  eldest  son  was  christened  a  year  since 
**  Cino  "  to  keep  Chiappino's  name  in  mind  — 
Cino,  for  shortness  merely,  you  observe  1 
The  city 's  in  onr  hands.    The  guards  are  fled. 
Do  you,  the  cause  of  idl,  come  down 

up  — 
Come  out  to  counsel  us,  our  chief,  our  king, 
Whatever  rewards  you  I    Choose  your  own 

ward  I 

The  peril  over,  its  reward  begins  I 
Come  and  harangue  us  in  the  market-place  1 

Eu,    Chiappino  ? 

CA.  ^  Yes  —  I  understand  your  eyes  1 

You  think  I  should  have  promptlier  disowned 
This  deed  with  its  strange  unforeseen  success, 
In  favor  of  Luitolfo.    But  the  peril, 
So  far  from  ended,  hardly  seems  begun. 
To-morrow,  rather,  when  a  calm  succeeds, 
We  easily  uiall  make  him  full  amends  : 
And  meantime  —  if  we  save  them  as  they  pray, 


come 


re- 


And  justify  the  deed  by  its  effects  ? 

Eu.    You  would,  for  worlds,  you  had  denied 
at  once. 

CA.    I  know  my  own  intention,  be  assured  I 
All 's  well.    Precede  us,  fellow-citizens ! 


ACT  II 

The  Market-place.    LcrvoLTO  in  duguite  minting  in'M 
the  Populace  assembled  opposite  the  ProvMt^t  Palure. 

ist  Bystander.  {To  LuiT.J  Yon,  a  friend  of 
Luitolfo's?  Then,  your  fnend  is  vanished,— 
in  all  probability  killed  on  the  night  that  his 
patron  the  tyrannical  Provost  was  loyally  sup- 
pressed here,  exactly  a  month  ago,  by  our  iUns- 
trious  fellow-citizen,  thrice-noble  savior,  and 
new  Provost  that  is  like  to  be,  this  very  morn- 
ing, —  Chiappino ! 

Ituit,    He  the  new  Provost  ? 

2d  By.  Up  those  steps  will  he  go,  and  beneath 
yonder  pillar  stand,  while  Oniiben,  the  Pope's 
Legate  from  Ravenna,  reads  the  new  digni- 
tary's title  to  the  people,  according  to  established 
custom  :  for  which  reason,  there  is  the  assem- 
bliwe  you  inquire  about. 

Luit.  Chiappino  —  the  late  Provost's  suc- 
cessor ?  Impossible  1  But  tell  me  of  that 
presently.  What  I  would  know  first  of  all  is, 
wherefore  Luitolfo  must  so  necessarily  have 
been  killed  on  that  memorable  ni|i:ht  ? 

'id  By.  You  were  Luitolf o's  fnend  ?  So  was 
I.  Never,  if  you  will  credit  me,  did  there  exist 
so  poor-spirited  a  milk-sop.  He,  with  all  the 
opportumtiee  in  the  worla,  furnished  by  daily 
converse  with  onr  oppressor,  would  not  stir  a 
finger  to  help  us:  and,  when  Chiappino  rose 
in  solitary  majesty  and  .  .  .  how  does  one  go 
on  saying  ?  .  .  .  dealt  the  godlike  blow,  —  this 
Luitolfo,  not  unreasonably  fearing  the  indigna- 
tion of  an  aroused  and  liberated  people,  fled 
Srecipitately.  He  may  have  got  trodden  to 
eath  in  the  press  at  the  southeast  gate,  when 
the  Provost's  guards  fled  through  it  to  Ravenna, 
with  their  wounded  master, — if  he  did  not 
rather  hang  himself  under  some  hedge. 

Luit.  Or  why  not  simply  have  lain  perdue 
in  some  quiet  comer,  — such  as  San  Cassiano, 
where  his  estate  was,  —  receiving  daily  intelli- 
gence from  some  sure  friend,  meanwhile,  as  to 
the  turn  matters  were  taking  here — how,  for 
instance,  the  Provost  was  not  dead,  after  all. 
only  wounded  —  or,  as  to-day's  news  woula 
seem  to  prove,  how  Chiappino  was  not  Brutus 
the  £lder,  after  all,  only  the  new  F^vost  —  and 
thus  Luitolfo  be  enabled  to  watch  a  favorable 
opportunity  for  returning  ?  Might  it  not  have 
been  so  ? 

'Sd  By.  Why,  he  may  have  taken  that  care  of 
himself,  certainly,  for  he  came  of  a  cautious 
stock.  I  '11  tell  you  how  his  uncle,  just  such 
another  gingerly  treader  on  tiptoes  with  finger 
on  lip,  —  how  he  met  his  death  in  the  great 
plague-year:  dico  vobie!  Hearing  that  the 
seventeenth  house  in  a  certain  street  was  in- 
fected, he  calculates  to  pass  it  in  safety  bv 
taking  plentiful  breath,  say,  when  he  shaU 
arrive  at  the  eleventh  house ;  then  scouring  by, 


294 


A  SOUL'S  TRAGEDY 


holding:  that  breath,  till  he  be  got  bo  far  on  the 
other  side  as  number  twenty-three,  and  thus 
elude  the  danfi^er.  —  And  so  cud  he  begin ;  but, 
as  he  arriyed  at  thirteen,  we  will  say,  —  thinking 
to  improve  on  his  precaution  hy  puttina:  up  a 
little  prayer  to  iSaint  Neporauoene  of  Prague, 
this  exhausted  so  much  of  his  lungs'  reserve, 
that  at  sixteen  it  was  clean  spent,  —  conse- 
quently at  the  fatal  seventeen  he  inhaled  with 
a  vigor  and  persistence  enough  to  suck  yon  any 
latent  venom  out  of  the  heart  of  a  stone  —  Ua, 
ha! 

Luit.  [Aside.]  (If  I  had  not  lent  that  man 
the  money  he  wanted  last  spring,  I  should  fear 
this  bitterness  was  attributable  to  roe.)  Lni- 
toHo  is  dead  then,  one  mav  conclude  ? 

Sd  By.  Why.  he  had  a  nouae  here,  and  a  wo- 
man to  whom  lie  was  affianced ;  and  as  they 
both  pass  naturally  to  the  new  Provost,  his 
friend  and  heir  .  .  . 

Luit,  Ah,  I  suspected  you  of  imposing  on 
me  with  your  pleasantry  I    I  know  Chiappino 

laBp.  (Our  friend  has  the  bUe  !  After  all,  I 
do  not  dislike  finding  somebody  vary  a  little 
this  general  gape  of  admiration  at  Chiappino's 

florious  qualities.)    Pray,  how  much  may  you 
:now  of  what  baa  taken  place  in  Faenza  since 
that  memorable  n^ht  ? 

Luit,  It  is  most  to  the  purpose,  that  I  know 
Chiappino  to  have  been  by  profession  a  hater  of 
that  very  office  of  Provost,  you  now  charge  him 
with  proposing  to  accept. 

Igt  liy,  >Sir,  I  Ul  tell  you.  That  night  was  in- 
deed memorable.  Up  we  rose,  a  mass  of  us, 
men,  women,  children ;  out  iled  the  guards  with 
the  bodv  of  the  tyrant ;  we  were  to  defy  the 
world :  out,  next  gray  momii^,  **  What  will 
Rome  say  ?  *'  began  everybody.  You  know  we 
are  governed  bv  Ravenna,  which  is  governed 
by  Rome.  Ana  quietly  into  the  town,  by  the 
Ravenna  road,  comes  on  mnleback  a  portly 
personage,  Oniiben  by  name,  with  the  quality 
of  Pontifical  Legate ;  trots  briskly  through  the 
streets  humming  a  ""  Ctir  Jremuere  oentes^^^  and 
makes  directly  tor  the  Provost's  Palace  —  there 
it   faces    you.     "One    Messer    Cliiappino    is 

Jrour  leader  ?  I  have  known  three-and-twenty 
eaders  of  revolts!''  (laughing  gently  to  him- 
self) —  ^*  Give  me  the  help  of  your  arm  from 
my  mule  to  yonder  steps  under  the  pillar  —  ISo ! 
And  now,  my  revolters  and  good  friends,  what 
do  you  want  ?  The  guards  burst  into  Ravenna 
last  night  bearing  your  wounded  Provost :  and, 
having  had  a  little  talk  with  him,  I  take  on 
myself  to  come  and  try  appease  the  disorder- 
linesB,  before  Rome,  hearing  of  it,  resort  to 
another  method  :  't  is  I  come,  and  not  another, 
from  a  certain  love  I  confess  to,  of  composing 
differences.  So,  do  yon  understand,  you  are 
about  to  experience  this  unheard-of  tyranny 
from  me,  that  there  shall  be  no  heading  nor 
hanging,  nor  confiscation  nor  exile:  I  insist 
on  your  simply  pleasing  yourselves.  And  now, 
pray,  what  does  please  you  ?  To  live  without 
any  government  at  all?  Or  having  decided 
for  one,  to  see  its  minister  murdered  by  the 
first  of  your  body  that  chooses  to  find  himself 


wronged,  or  disposed  for  reverting  to  fint 
principles  and  a  justice  anterior  to  aU  institu- 
tions, —  and  so  will  you  carry  matters,  that  Uie 
rest  of  the  world  must  at  length  unite  and  put 
down  such  a  den  of  wild  beasts  ?  As  for  ven- 
geance on  what  has  just  taken  place,  —  once 
for  all,  the  wounded  man  assures  me  he  cannot 
conjecture  who  struck  him  ;  and  this  so  ear- 
nestly, that  one  may  be  sore  he  knows  perfectly 
well  what  intimate  acquaintance  oould  find 
adnuBsion  to  speak  with  htm  late  last  evening'. 
I  come  not  for  vengeance  therefore,  but  ^m 
pure  curiosity  to  hear  what  you  will  do  next." 
And  thus  he  ran  on,  on,  easily  and  volubly,  till 
he  seemed  to  arrive  quite  naturally  at  the 
praise  of  law,  order,  ana  paternal  government 
by  somebody  from  rather  a  distance.  All  onr 
citizens  were  in  the  snare,  and  about  to  be 
friends  with  so  congenial  an  adviser ;  but  that 
Chiappino  suddenly  stood  forth,  spoke  out  in- 
dignantly, and  set  things  right  again. 

Liuit.    Do  yon  see  ?    I  recognize  him  there  I 

3d  By,  Ay,  but,  mark  ^ou,  at  the  end  of 
Chiappino's  lougest  period  m  praise  of  a  pure 
republic,  —  *^  And  by  whom  do  I  desire  such  a 
government  should  be  administered,  perhape, 
but  by  one  like  vourself  ?  *'  returns  the  L^:ate : 
thereupon  speaking  for  a  quarter  of  an  hour 
together,  on  the  natural  and  only  legitimate 
government  by  the  best  and  wisest.  And  it 
should  seem  there  was  soon  discovered  to  be  no 
such  vast  discrepancy  at  bottom  betw(»en  this 
and  Chiappino's  theory,  place  but  each  in  its 
proper  light.  **0h,  are  you  there?"  quoth 
Chiappino  :  ^*Ay,  in  that,  I  agree,**  returns 
Chiappino :  and  so  on. 

Lutt,  But  did  Chiappino  cede  at  once  to 
this? 

Isf  By,  Why,  not  altogether  at  once.  For  in- 
stance, he  said  that  the  difference  between  him 
and  all  his  fellows  was,  that  they  seemed  all 
wishing  to  be  kin^  in  one  or  another  way,  — 
'*  whereas  what  right,"  asked  he,  *^has  any 
man  to  wish  to  be  superior  to  another  ?  "  — 
whereat,  **  Ah,  sir,"  answers  the  Legate,  **  this 
is  the  death  of  me,  so  often  as  I  expect  some- 
thing is  really  going  to  be  revealed  to  us  by  yon 
clearer  •  seers,  deeper  -  thinkers  —  this  *—  tnat 
vour  right-hand  (to  speak  by  a  figure)  should 
be  found  taking  up  the  weapon  it  displajred  ao 
ostentatiously,  not  to  destroy  any  dragon  in  our 
path,  as  was  prophesied,  but  simply  to  out  off 
Its  own  fellow  left-hand  :  youfaelt  set  about 
attacking  vourself.  For  see  now !  Here  are 
vou  who,  1  make  sure,  glory  exceedingly  in 
knowii^  the  noble  nature  of  the  soul,  its  divine 
impulses,  and  so  forth  ;  and  witli  such  a  know- 
ledge you  stand,  as  it  were,  armed  to  enoounter 
the  natural  doubts  and  fears  as  to  that  same 
inberent  nobility,  which  are  apt  to  waylay  us, 
the  weaker  ones,  in  the  road  of  life.  And  when 
we  look  eagerly  to  see  them  fall  before  you,  lo, 
round  you  wheel,  only  the  left-hand  gets  the 
blow  ;  one  proof  of  the  soul's  nobility  destroys 
simply  another  proof,  quite  as  good,  of  the 
same,  for  you  are  found  delivering  an  opinion 
like  this  I  Why,  what  is  tliis  perpetual  yearn- 
ing to  exceed,  to  subdue,  to  be  better  than,  and 
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a  kin^  over,  one's  fellowB,  —  all  that  you  so 
disclaim,  —  bat  the  very  tendency  younelf  are 
most  prond  of,  and  under  another  lorm,  would 
opiMse  to  it,  •—  only  in  a  lower  stage  of  manifes- 
tation ?  You  don't  want  to  be  vulgarly  supe- 
rior to  your  fellows  after  their  poor  f auiion  ^ 
to  have  me  hold  solenmly  up  your  gown^s  tail, 
or  hand  you  an  express  of  the  last  importance 
from  the  Pope,  with  all  these  bvstanders  no- 
ticing how  unconcerned  you  look  the  while: 
but  neither  does  our  gaping  friend,  the  jaurgess 
yonder,  want  the  other  kmd  of  kingship,  uiat 
oopaiBts  in  understanding  better  than  his  fellows 
this  and  similar  points  of  human  nature,  nor  to 
roll  unddr  his  tongue  this  sweeter  morsel  still, 

—  the  feeling  that,  through  immense  philoso- 
phy, he  does  not  feel,  he  rather  thinks,  above 
you  and  ma  I ''  And  so  chatting,  they  glided 
off  aim-in-arm. 

LuU.  And  the  result  is  .  .  . 

1st  By,  Why  that,  a  month  having  gone  b^. 
the  indomitable  Ghiappino,  marrying  as  he  will 
I<ttitolfo's  love  —  at  all  events  succeeding  to 
Lnitolfo's  wealth  —  becomes  the  first  inhabitant 
of  Faenza,  and  a  proper  aspirant  to  the  Provost^ 
ship;  which  we  assemble  here  to  see  conferred 
on  him  this  morning.  The  Legate's  Guard  to 
clear  the  wa^  I     He  will  follow  presently. 

LmU.  I  Withdrawing  a  little.]  I  understand 
the  drift  of  £nlalia's  communications  less  than 
ever.  Yet  she  surely^  said,  in  so  many  words, 
that  Ghiappino  was  m  urgent  danger:  where- 
fore, disregarding  her  injunction  to  continue  in 
my  retreat  and  await  the  result  of  —  what  she 
called,  some  experiment  yet  in  process  —  1  has- 
tened here  without  her  leave  or  knowledge: 
how  could  I  else  ?    But  if  this  they  say  be  tone 

—  if  it  were  for  such  a  purpose,  she  and  Chiap- 
ptno  kept  me  away  .  .  .  Oh,  no,  no  I  I  must 
confront  him  and  ner  before  I  believe  this  of 
them.    And  at  the  word,  see ! 

{Enter  OmArraro  and  Euulua.) 

£u.  We  part  here,  then?  The  change  in 
ycnir  principles  would  seem  to  be  complete. 

Ch,  Now,  why  refuse  to  see  that  in  my  pres- 
ent course  I  change  no  principles,  only  re-adapt 
them  and  more  adroitly  ?  1  had  despaired  of 
what  you  may  call  the  material  instrumentality 
of  life ;  of  ever  being  able  to  right Iv  operate  on 
mankind  through  such  a  denmged  machinery 
as  the  existing  modes  of  government :  but  now, 
if  I  suddenly  discover  how  to  inform  these  per* 
verted  institutions  with  fresh  purpose,  bring 
the  functionary  limbs  once  more  mto  immediate 
communication  with,  and  subjection  to,  the  soul 
I  ara  about  to  bestow  on  them  —  do  you  see  ? 
Why  should  one  desire  to  invent,  as  long  as 
it  remains  possible  to  renew  and  transform? 
When  all  further  hope  of  the  old  organization 
shall  be  extinct,  then,  I  grant  you,  it  may  be 
time  to  try  and  create  another. 

^u.  And  there  being  diBcoverable  some  hope 
yet  in  the  hitb^to  much-abused  old  system  of 
abeohite  government^  by  a  Provost  here,  yon 
mean  to  take  j^our  time  about  endeavoring  to 
realize  those  visions  of  a  perfect  State  we  onoe 
heard  of  ? 

Ch.  Say,  I  would  fain  realize  my  conception 


of  a  palace,  for  instance,  and  that  there  is,  ab- 
stractedly, out  a  single  way  of  erecting  one  per- 
fectly. Here,  in  the  marketrplace  is  my  allotted 
bnilcUng-ground ;  here  I  stand  without  a  stone 
to  lay,  or  a  laborer  to  help  me,  —  stand,  too, 
during  a  short  day  of  life,  close  on  which  the 
night  comes.  On  the  other  hand,  ciroumstances 
suddenly  offer  me  (turn  and  see  it  I)  the  old 
Provost's  house  to  experiment  upon  —  ruinous, 
if  you  please,  wrongly  constructed  at  the  begin- 
ning, and  ready  to  tumble  now.  But  materials 
abound,  a  crowd  of  workmen  offer  their  ser- 
vices; here  exists  yet  a  Hall  of  Audience  of 
originally  noble  proportions,  there  a  Gnestp 
chamber  of  symmetrical  design  enough  :  and  I 
may  restore,  enlarge,  abolish  or  unite  these  to 
heart's  content.  Ought  I  not  make  the  best 
of  sucli  an  opportunity,  rather  than  continue  to 
gase  disoonsolatelv  witn  folded  anus  on  the  flat 
pavement  here,  while  the  sun  goes  slowly  down, 
never  to  rise  again  ?  Since  you  caimot  under* 
stand  this  nor  me,  it  is  better  we  should  part 
as  you  desire. 

Mu.  So,  the  love  breaks  away  too ! 

Ch.  No,  rather  my  soul's  capacity  for  love 
widens  —  needs  more  than  one  ooject  to  content 
it,  —  and,  being  better  instructed,  will  not  per- 
sist in  seeing  all  the  component  parts  of  love  in 
what  is  only  a  single  part,  —  nor  in  finding  that 
so  many  and  so  various  loves  are  all  united  in 
the  love  of  a  woman,  —  manifold  uses  in  one 
instrument,  as  the  savage  has  his  sword,  staff, 
sceptre  and  idol,  aU  in  one  club-stick.  Love  is 
a  very  compouna  thing.  The  intellectual  part 
of  my  love  I  shall  ^ve  to  men,  the  mighty  dead 
or  the  LUustrious  hying :  and  determine  to  call 
a  mere  sensual  instinct  b^  as  few  fine  names  as 
possible.    What  do  I  lose  ? 

£u.  Nay,  I  only  think,  what  do  I  lose  ?  and, 
one  more  word  —  which  shall  complete  my  in- 
struction —  does  friendship  go  too  ?  What  of 
Luitolf  o,  the  author  of  your  present  prosperity  ? 

Ch,  How  the  author  ? 

Eu.  That  blow  now  called  yours  .  .  . 

Ch,  Struck  without  principle  or  purpose,  as 
by  a  blind  natural  operation :  yet  to  which  aU 
my  thought  and  lite  direotljir  and  advisedly 
tended.  I  would  have  struck  it,  and  could  not : 
he  would  have  done  his  utmost  to  avoid  striking 
it,  yet  did  so.  I  dispute  his  right  to  that  deed 
of  mine  —  a  final  action  with  him,  from  the  first 
effect  of  which  he  fled  away,  —  a  mere  first  step 
with  me,  on  which  I  base  a  whole  mighty  super- 
structure of  good  to  follow.  Could  he  get  good 
from  it? 

Eu,  So  we  profess,  so  we  perform  I 

{Enter  OeimsK.    Eulalia  ttandt  apart.) 

Ogniben.  I  have  seen  three-and-twenty  lead- 
ers of  revolts.  Bv  your  leave,  sir  !  Perform  ? 
What  does  the  laay  say  of  performing  ? 

Ch,  Only  the  tnte  sasring,  that  we  must  not 
trust  profession,  only  performance. 

Oyni.  She  '11  not  say  that,  sir,  when  she 
knows  you  longer ;  yon  '11  instruct  her  better. 
Ever  judge  of  men  by  their  prof emions !  For 
though  the  bright  moment  of  promising  is  but 
a  moment  and  cannot  be  prolonged,  yet,  if  sin- 
cere in  its  moment's  extravagant  goodness,  why. 
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trust  it  and  know  the  man  by  it,  I  say  —  not  by 
his  performance ;  which  ii§  half  the  world's  work, 
interfere  as  the  world  needs  must,  with  its  acci- 
dents and  circumstances:  the  profession  was 
purely  the  man's  own.  I  judge  people  by  what 
they  mieht  be,  —  not  are,  nor  will  be. 

Ch,  But  have  there  not  been  found,  too,  per- 
forming natures,  not  merely  promising  ? 

Ogm.  Plenty.  Little  Bindo  of  our  town,  for 
instance,  promised  his  friend,  great  ugly  Masac- 
cio,  once,  *'  I  will  repay  you! "  —  for  a  favor 
done  him.  So,  when  his  father  came  to  die, 
and  Bindo  succeeded  to  the  inheritance,  he 
sends  straightway  for  Masaocio  and  shares  all 
with  him  —  gives  him  half  the  land,  half  tlie 
money,  half  the  kegs  of  wine  in  the  cellar. 
**  Good,''  say  you :  and  it  is  good.  But  had  lit- 
tle Bindo  found  himself  possessor  of  all  this 
wealth  some  five  years  before — ^^on  the  happy 
night  when  Masaocio  procured  him  that  inter- 
view in  the  garden  with  his  pretty  cousin  Lisa 
—  instead  of  being  tlie  beggar  he  then  was,  —  I 
am  bound  to  believe  that  in  the  warm  moment 
of  promise  he  would  have  given  away  all  the 
wine-kegs  and  all  the  money  and  all  the  land, 
Mid  only  reserved  to  himself  some  hut  on  a  hill- 
top hard  by,  whence  he  might  spend  his  life  in 
looking  and  seeing  his  friend  euioy  himself :  he 
meant  fully  that  much,  but  the  world  inter- 
fered. —  To  our  business !  Did  I  understand 
you  just  now  withiiiHtioors  V  You  are  not  going 
to  mury  your  old  friend's  love,  after  all  ? 

Ch,  i  must  have  a  woman  that  can  sympa- 
thize with,  and  appreciate  me,  I  told  you. 

Ogni.  Oh,  I  remember!  lou,  the  greater 
nature,  needs  must  have  a  lesser  one  ( —  avow- 
edly lesser  —  contest  with  you  on  that  score 
would  never  do)  —  such  a  nature  must  compre- 
hend you,  as  the  phrase  is,  accompany  and 
testify  of  y^ur  greatness  from  point  to  point 
onward.  Why,  Uiat  were  being  not  merely  as 
great  as  yourself,  but  greater  considerably ! 
Meantime,  might  not  the  more  bounded  nature 
as  reasonably  count  on  your  appreciation  of  it, 
rather  ?  —  on  your  keeping  close  by  it,  so  far  as 
you  both  go  together,  and  then  going  on  by 
yourself  as  far  as  you  please  ?  Thus  Qod 
serves  11s. 

Ch.  And  yet  a  woman  that  could  understand 
the  whole  of  me,  to  whom  I  could  reveal  alike 
the  strength  and  the  weakness  — 

Opni.  Ah,  my  friend,  wish  for  nothing  so 
foolish !  Worship  your  love,  give  her  the  best 
of  yon  to  see ;  be  to  her  like  the  western  lands 
(they  bring  us  such  strange  news  of)  to  the 
Spanish  Court ;  send  her  only  yonr^  lumps  of 
gold,  fans  of  feathers,  your  spirit-like  birds, 
and  fruits  and  gems !  So  shall  you,  what  is 
unseen  of  you,  be  supposed  altogether  a  para- 
dise by  her,  —  as  these  w€«tem  lands  by  Spain : 
though  I  warrant  there  is  filth,  red  baboons, 
ugly  reptiles  and  squalor  enough,  which  they 
bring  Spain  as  few  samples  of  as  possible.  Do 
you  want  your  mistress  to  respect  your  body 

Senendly?  Offer  her  your  month  to  kiss: 
on't  strip  off  your  boot  and  put  your  foot  to 
her  lips!  You  understand  my  humor  by  this 
time  ?    I  help  men  to  carry  out  their  own  prin- 


ciples :  if  they  please  to  say  two  and  two  make 
five,  I  assent,  so  they  will  but  go  on  and  say, 
four  and  four  make  ten. 

Ch.  But  these  are  my  private  affairs ;  what  I 
desire  you  to  occupy  yourself  about,  is  my  pub- 
lic appearance  presently :  for  when  tiie  people 
hear  that  I  am  appointed  Provost,  thongn  you 
and  I  may  thoroughly  discern — and  easily,  too 

—  the  right  principle  at  bottom  of  such  a  move- 
ment, and  how  my  republicanism  remains 
Uioroughly  unaltered,  onlv  takes  a  form  of  ex- 
pression hitherto  commonly  judged  (and  hereto- 
fore by  mvself)  incompatible  with  its  existenoe, 

—  when  thus  I  reconcile  myself  to  an  old  form 
of  government  instead  of  proposing  a  new  one  — 

Ogni.  Why,  you  must  deal  with  people 
broadly.  Begin  at  a  distance  from  this  matter 
and  say,  —  New  truths,  old  truths !  sirs,  there 
is  nothing  new  possible  to  be  revealed  to  us  in 
the  moral  world;  we  know  all  we  shall  ever 
know :  and  it  is  for  simply  reminding  us,  by 
their  various  respective  expedients,  how  we  do 
know  tliis  and  tne  other  matter,  that  men  get 
called  prophets,  poeto  and  the  like.    A  philoso- 

Eher's  life  is  spent  in  discovering  that,  of  the 
alf-dozen  trutns  he  knew  when  a  child,  sneh 
an  one  is  a  lie,  as  the  world  states  it  in  set 
terms  ;  and  then,  after  a  weary  lapse  of  years, 
and  plenty  of  hard  thinking,  it  becomes  a'troth 
again  after  all,  as  he  happens  to  newly  consider 
it  and  view  it  in  a  different  relation  wiUi  the 
others :  and  so  he  re-states  it,  to  the  eonfusion 
of  somebody  else  in  good  time.  As  for  adding 
to  the  original  stock  of  truths, — impossible! 
Thus,  you  see  the  expression  of  them  is  the 
grana  business :  —  you  nave  got  a  truth  in  your 
head  about  the  right  way  of  governing  people, 
and  you  took  a  mode  of  expressing  it  which 
now  you  confess  to  be  imperfect.  But  what 
then?  There  is  truth  in  falsehood,  fiUsehood 
in  truth.  No  man  ever  told  one  great  truth, 
that  I  know,  without  the  help  of  a  good  dozen 
of  lies  at  least,  generally  unconscious  ones. 
And  as  when  a  child  comes  in  breathlessly  and 
relates  a  strange  story,  you  try  to  conjecture 
from  the  very  falsities  in  it  wnat  the  reality 
was,  —  do  not  conclude  that  he  saw  nothing  in 
the  sky,  because  he  assuredly  did  not  see  a  fly- 
ing horse  there  as  he  says,  —  so,  through  the 
contradictory  expression,  do  yon  see,  men  should 
look  painfuUy  for,  and  trust  to  arrive  eventu- 
idly  at,  what  you  call  the  true  principle  at  bot- 
tom. Ah,  what  an  answer  is  there!  to  what 
will  it  not  prove  applicable  ?  —  ""  Contradic- 
tions V    Of  course  there  were,"  say  you ! 

Ch.  Still,  the  world  at  large  may  call  it  in- 
oonsistoncy,  and  what  shall  I  urge  in  reply  ? 

Ogni.  Why,  look  you,  when  they  tax  yon 
with  torgiversation  or  duplicitv,  you  may  an- 
swer —  yon  begin  to  perceive  that,  when  all 's 
done  and  said,  both  great  parties  in  the  Stat«, 
the  advocators  of  change  in  the  present  system 
of  things,  and  the  opponents  of  it,  patriot  and 
anti-patriot,  are  found  working  together  for 
the  common  good ;  and  that  in  the  midst  of 
their  efforts  for  and  against  its  progress,  the 
world  somehow  or  other  still  advances :  to  which 
result   ttkey    contribute  in  equal  proportions. 
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thone  who  spend  their  life  in  pushinit  it  onward, 
as  thoee  who  give  theirs  to  the  businese  of  pull- 
ing: it  back.  Now,  if  yon  found  the  world 
stand  still  between  the  opposite  forces,  and 
were  Klad,  I  should  conceive  you :  but  it  stead- 
ily advanoes,  you  rejoice  to  see  I  By  the  side 
of  snoh  a  rejoicer,  the  man  who  only  winks  as 
he  keeps  cunning:  and  quiet,  and  says,  **Let 

fonder  hot-headed  fellow  iigrlit  out  my  battle  ! 
,  for  one,  shall  win  in  the  end  b^  the  blows  he 
fives,  ana  which  I  ouffht  to  be  giving,^'  — even 
e  seems  graceful  in  his  avowal,  when  one  con- 
siders that  he  might  say,  '*  I  shall  win  quite  as 
much  by  the  blows  our  antagonist  gives  him, 
blows  from  which  he  saves  me  —  I  thank  the 
antagonist  equally  I  "  Moreover,  you  may  en- 
large on  the  loss  of  ^  the  edge  of  party-animosity 
wifh  age  and  experience  .  .  . 

Ch.  And  natnraUy  time  must  wear  off  such 
aaperities :  the  bitterest  adversaries  get  to  dis- 
cover certain  points  of  similarity  between  each 
other,  common  svmpathies  —  do  thev  not  ? 

Ogni,  Ay,  had  the  young  David  but  sat  first 
to  mne  on  his  cheeses  with  the  Philistine,  he 
had  soon  discovered  an  abundance  of  such  com- 
mon sympathies.  He  of  Gath,  it  is  recorded, 
was  horn  of  a  father  and  mother,  had  brothers 
and  sisters  like  another  man,  —  they,  no  more 
than  the  sons  of  Jesse,  were  used  to  eat  each 
other.  But.  for  the  sake  of  one  broad  antipa- 
thy that  had  existed  from  the  beginning,  David 
slung  the  stone,  out  off  the  giant's  hcM,  made 
a  spoil  of  it,  and  after  ate  his  cheeses  alone, 
witJi  the  better  appetite,  for  all  I  can  learn. 
My  friend,  as  ^ou,  M^th  a  ouickened  eyesight, 
go  on  discovenng  much  good  on  the  worse  side, 
remember  that  the  same  process  should  propor- 
tionably  magnify  and  demonstrate  to  vou  the 
much  more  good  on  the  better  side  I  And  when  1 
profess  no  sympathy  for  the  Goliaths  of  our  time, 
and  you  obiect  that  a  lai^re  nature  should  sym- 
pathize with  eyerv  form  of  intelligence,  and  see 
the  good  in  it,  however  limited,  — ^  I  answer, 
*^  So  I  do ;  but  preserve  the  proportions  of  my 
sympathy,  however  iinelier  or  widelier  I  may 
extend  its  action.''  I  desire  to  be  able,  with  a 
quickened  eyesight,  to  descry  beauty  in  corrup- 
tion where  others  see  foulness  only ;  but  I  hope 
I  shall  also  continue  to  see  a  redoubled  beauty 
in  the  higher  forms  of  matter,  where  already 
everybody  sees  no  foulness  at  all.  I  must  re- 
tain, too,  iny  old  power  of  selection,  and  choice 
of  appropriation,  tx)  apply  to  such  new  gifts; 
else  they  only  dazzle  instead  of  enlightening  me. 
God  has  his  archangels  and  consorts  with  them : 
though  he  made  too,  and  intimately  sees  what 
is  good  in,  the  worm.  Observe,  I  speak  only  as 
you  profess  to  think  and  so  ought  to  speak :  I 
do  justice  to  your  own  principles,  that  is  all. 

Ch.  But  you  very  well  know  that  the  two  par- 
ties do,  on  occasion,  assume  each  other's  charac- 
teristics. What  more  disgusting,  for  instance, 
than  to  see  how  promptly  the  newly  emancipatea 
slave  will  adopt,  in  his  own  favor,  the  very  meas- 
ures of  precaution,  which  pressed  soreUest  on 
himself  as  institutions  of  the  tyranny  he  has  just 
escaped  from  ?  Do  the  classes,  hitherto  without 
opimon,  get  leave  to  express  it  ?  there  follows  a 


ooufederacy  immediately,  from  which  —  exer- 
cise your  individual  right  and  dissent,  and  woe 
be  tu  jon  I 

Ogni,  And  a  journey  over  the  sea  to  you  I 
That  is  the  generous  way.     Cry  —  *'  Emanci- 

¥tted  slaves,  the  first  excess,  and  off  I  go  !  " 
he  first  time  a  poor  devil,  who  has  been  bas- 
tinadoed steadily  his  whole  life  long,  finds  him* 
self  let  alone  and  able  to  legislate,  so,  begins 
pettishly,  while  he  rubs  his  soles,  "  Woe  be  to 
whoever  brings  anything  in  the  shape  of  a  stick 
this  way !  "  — you,  rather  than  give  up  the  very 
innocent  pleasure  of  carrying  one  to  switch  flies 
with, —  you  go  away,  to  everybody's  sorrow. 
Yet  you  were  quite  reconciled  to  staying  at 
home  while  the  governors  used  to  pass,  every 
now  and  then,  some  such  edict  as,  '*Let  no 
man  indulge  in  owninff  a  stick  which  is  not 
thick  enough  to  chastise  our  slaves,  if  need 
require  I  "  Well,  there  are  pre-ordained  hier- 
archies among  us,  and  a  profane  vulgar  sub- 
jected to  a  different  law  altogether ;  yet  I  am 
rather  sorry  you  should  see  it  so  clearly  :  for, 
do  you  know  what  is  to  —  all  but  save  you  at 
the^  Da]^  of  Judgment,  all  you  men  of  genius  ? 
It  IB  this:  tliat,  while  you  generally  b^^an  by 
pulling  down  God,  ana  went  on  to  the  end  of 
your  fife  in  one  effort  at  setting  up  your  own 
genius  in  his  place,  —  still,  the  last,  bitterest 
concession  wrung  with  the  utmost  unwilliiu^ess 
from  the  experience  of  the  very  loftiest  of  you, 
was  invariably  —  would  one  think  it  ?  —  that  the 
rest  of  mankind,  down  to  the  lowest  of  the  mass, 
stood  not.  nor  ever  could  stand,  just  on  a  level 
and  equality  with  yourselves.  That  will  be  a 
point  in  the  favor  of  all  snch,  I  hope  and  believe. 

Ch.  Wh^,  men  of  genius  are  usually  charged, 
I  think,  with  doing  just  the  reverse ;  ana  at 
once  acknowledging  the  natural  inequality  of 
mankind,  by  themselves  participating  in  the 
universal  craving  after,  and  deference  to,  the 
civil  distinctions  which  represent  it.  You 
wonder  they  pay  such  undue  respect  to  titles 
and  badges  of  superior  rank. 

Ogni.  Not  I  (always  on  your  own  ground 
and  showing,  be  it  noted!)  Who  doubts  tltat, 
with  a  weapon  to  brandish,  a  man  is  the  more 
formidable  ?  Titles  and  badges  are  exercised 
as  such  a  weapon,  to  which  you  and  I  look  up 
wistfully.  ^  We  could  pin  lions  with  it  moreover, 
while  in  its  present  owner^s  hands  it  hardly 
prods  rats.  Nay,  better  than  a  mere  weapon 
of  easy  mastery  and  obvious  use,  it  is  a  mysteri- 
ous divining-rod  that  may  serve  us  in  un- 
dreamed-of ways.  Beauty,  strength,  intellect 
—  men  often  have  none  ox  these,  and  yet  con- 
ceive pretty  accurately  what  kind  of  advantages 
they  would  bestow  on  the  possessor.  We  know 
at  least  what  it  is  we  make  up  our  mind  to 
forego,  and  so  can  a])ply  the  fittest  substitute  in 
our  power.  Wanting  beauty,  we  cultivate 
good-numor ;  miasing  wit,  we  get  riches :  but 
the  mystic  unimaginable  operation  of  that  gold 
collar  and  string  of  Latin  names  which  sud- 
denly turned  poor  stupid  little  peevish  Cecco  of 
our  town  into  natural  lord  of  the  best  of  us  — 
a  Duke,  he  is  now  —  there  indeed  is  a  virtue  to 
be  reverenced  I 
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Ch,  Av,  by  the  valgrar :  not  by  Messere 
Stiatta  the  Doet,  who  pays  more  aasiduoua 
oourt  to  him  tnau  anybody. 

Ogni,  Wliat  else  shonld  Stiatta  pay  eonrt 
to  ?  He  has  talent,  not  honor  and  riches :  men 
naturally  covet  what  they  have  not. 

Ch,  No ;  or  Cecco  would  covet  talent,  which 
he  has  not,  whereas  he  covets  more  riches,  of 
which  he  has  plenty,  already. 

Ogni,  Because  a  purse  added  to  a  purse 
makes  the  holder  twice  as  rich  :  but  just  such 
another  talent  as  iStiatta^s,  added  to  what  he 
now  possesses,  what  would  that  profit  him  ? 
Qive  the  talent  a  purse  indeed,  to  do  something^ 
with  I  But  lo,  how  we  keep  the  good  people 
waiting!  I  only  desired  to  do  justice  to  the 
noble  sentiments  which  animate  you,  and 
which  you  are  too  modest  to  duly  enforce.  Come, 
to  our  main  business:  shall  we  ascend  the 
steps  ?  I  am  going  to  propose  you  for  Provost 
to  Uie  people ;  they  know  ^our  antecedents, 
and  wiU  accept  you  with  a  jo^nl  unanimity: 
whereon  I  confirm  their  choice.  Rouse  up ! 
Are  you  nerving  yourself  to  an  effort  ?  Beware 
the  disaster  of  Messere  iStiatta  we  were  talking 
0^!  who,  determining  to  keep  an  eaual  mind 
and  constant  face  on  whatever  might  be  the 
fortune  of  his  last  new  poem  with  our  towns- 
men, heard  too  plainly  '^hiss,  hLis,  hiss,"  vor 
orease  every  moment.  Till  at  last  the  man  fell 
senseless:  not  perceiving  that  tlie  portentous 
somids  had  all  the  while  been  issuing  from  be- 
tween his  own  nobly  clenched  teeth,  and  nostrils 
narrowed  by  resolve. 

Ch.  Do  vou  begin  to  throw  off  the  mask  ?  — 
to  jest  with  me,  having  got  me  effectually  into 
your  trap  ? 

Ogni,  Where  is  the  trap,  my  friend?  Yon 
hear  what  I  engage  to  do,  for  my  part:  you,  for 
^onrs,  have  only  to  fulfil  your  promise  made 
just  now  within  doors,  of  professing  unlimited 
obedience  to  Rome^s  authority  in  my  person. 
And  I  shall  authorize  no  more  than  the  simple 
re-establishment  of  the  Provostship  and  the 
conferment  of  its  privileges  u])on  yourself: 
the  only  novel  stipulation  being  a  biru  of  the 
peculiar  circumstances  of  the  time. 

Ch.  And  that  stipulation  ? 

Ogni.  Just  the  obvious  one  —  that  in  the 
event  of  the  discovery  of  the  actual  assailant  of 
the  late  Provost .  .  . 

Ch.  Ha  I 

Ogni,  Why,  he  shall  suffer  the  proper  penalty, 
of  course ;  what  did  you  expect  r 

Ch.  Who  heard  of  this? 

Oani.    Rather,  who  needed  to  hear  of  this  ? 

Cn,  Can  it  oe,  the  popular  rumor  never 
reached  you  .  .  . 

Ogni.  Many  more  such  rumors  reach  me, 
friend,  than  I  choose  to  receive :  those  which 
wait  lomrest  have  best  chance.  Has  the  present 
one  sufficiently  waited?  Now  is  its  time  for 
entry  with  effect.  See  the  good  peNople  crowd- 
ing about  yonder  palacenstepe  —  whicti  we  may 
not  have  to  ascend,  after  all !  My  good  friends ! 
(nay,  two  or  three  of  yon  will  answer  every 
purpose)  —  who  was  it  fell  upon  and  proved 
nearly  the  death  of  your  late  Provost?  ^  His 
successor  desires  to  hear,  that  his  day  of  inaa- 


S ration  may  be  graoed  by  the  act  of  prompt, 
re  justioe  we  all  anticipate.    Who  dealt  toe 
blow  that  night,  does  anybody  know  ? 

Laiit,    [Coming  forward],    II 

AU.  Luitolf  o  1 

Luit.  I  avow  the  deed,  justify  and  approve 
it,  and  stand  forth  now,  to  relieve  my  nieud 
of  an  unearned  I'esponsibiiity.  Having  taken 
thought,  I  am  grown  stronger :  I  shall  shrink 
from  notliing  that  awaits  me.  Nay,  Chiappino 
—  we  are  friends  still :  I  dare  sa^  there  is  some 
proof  of  your  supericv  nature  m  this  startinsr 
aside,  strange  as  it  seemed  at  first.  So,  they 
tell  me,  my  norse  is  of  the  right  stock,  because 
a  shadow  in  the  path  frightens  him  into  a 
frenzy,  makes  him  dash  my  brains  out.  I  un- 
derstand only  the  dull  mule's  way  of  standiofp 
stockishly,  plodding  soberly,  suffering  on 
occasion  a  blow  or  two  with  due  padenoe. 

Eu,  I  was  determined  to  justify  my  choice, 
Chiappino ;  to  let  Luitolfo*s  nature  vindicate 
itself.  Henceforth  we  ai«  undivided,  whatever 
be  our  fortune. 

Ogni.  Now,  in  these  last  ten  minutes  of  si- 
lence, what  have  I  been  doing,  deem  yon? 
Putting  the  finishing  stroke  to  a  homily  of 
mine,  I  have  long  taken  thought  to  perfect,  on 
the  text,  '*  Let  whoso  thinketh  he  standeth, 
take  heed  lest  he  fall.*'  To  your  house, 
Luitolfo !  Still  silent,  mv  patriotic  friend  ? 
Well,  that  is  a  good  sign  however.  And  yon 
will  go  aside  for  a  time  ?  That  is  better  still. 
I  understand  :  it  would  be  easy  for  yon  to  die 
of  remorse  here  on  the  spot  and  shock  us  all, 
but  you  mean  to  live  and  grow  worthy  of  com- 
ing back  to  us  one  dav.  Tliere,  I  will  tell 
everybody ;  and  you  only  do  right  to  believe 
you  must  get  better  as  you  get  older.  All  men 
do  so :  they  are  worst  in  childhood,  improve  in 
numhood,  and  get  tead^  in  old  age  for  another 
world.  Youth,  with  its  beauty  and  grace, 
would  seem  bestowed  on  us  for  some  snoh 
reason  as  to  make  us  partly  endurable  till  we 
have  time  for  really  beoominf^  so  of  ourselves, 
without  their  aid ;  when  they  leave  us.  The 
sweetest  child  we  all  smile  on  for  his  pleasant 
want  of  the  whole  world  to  break  up,  or  suck 
in  his  mouth,  seeing  no  other  good  in  it — 
would  be  rudely  handled  by  that  world's  inhab- 
itants, if  he  retained  those  angelic  infantine 
desires  when  he  had  grown  six  feet  high,  Uaek 
and  bearded.  But,  nttle  by  little,  he  sees  fit 
to  forego  claim  after  claim  on  the  world,  puts 
up  with  a  less  and  less  share  of  its  good  as 
his  proper  portion  ;  and  when  the  octogenarian 
asks  barely  a  sup  of  gruel  and  a  fire  of  dry 
sticks,  and  thanks  you  as  for  his  full  allowance 
and  rif^t  in  the  common  good  of  life,  —  hoping 
nobody  may  murder  him,  —  he  who  began  by 
asking  and  expecting  the  whole  of  us  to  bow 
down  in  worship  to  him,  —  why,  I  say  he  is 
advanced,  far  onward,  very  far,  nearly  ont  of 
sight  like  our  friend  Chiappino  yonder.  And 
now  —  (ay,  good-by  to  you  I  He  turns  round 
the  northwest  gate :  going  to  Lugo  again  ? 
Good-b^ !)  —  And  now  give  thanks  to  God,  the 
keys  of  the  Provost's  palace  to  me,  and  your- 
selves toprofitable  meditation  at  home !  I  nave 
known  i^tir-andrtwenty  leaders  of  revolts. 
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I  DEDICATE  THIS  LAST  ATTEMPT    FOR  THE   PRESENT  AT  DRAMATIC   POETRY 

TO   A   GREAT   DRAMATIC    POET; 

"WISHING  WHAT   I   WRITE  MAY   BE   READ   BY   HIS  LIGHT:" 

IF  A  PHRASE  ORIGINALLY  ADDRESSED,   BY  NOT  THE   LEAST  WORTHY  OF  HIS  CONTEMPORARXBS, 

TO  SHAKESPEARE, 
MAY   BE  APPLIED  HERE,  BY  ONE  WHOSE  SOLE   PRIVILEGE   IS  IN    A  GRATEFUL  ADMIRATION, 

To  WALTUR  SAVAGE   LANDOR 

LOMOOM,  1846. 


PERSONS 

LusiA,  A  Moor,  Ooiumander  of  the  Florentine  Forces. 

HmAor,  •  Moor,  his  friend. 

Pcocio,  the  old  Florentine  Gonunaader,  now  Luua'i 

Chief  OlBoer. 
Braccio,  Commisasry  of  the  RepohUo  of  Florence. 
jAooro  (Lapo),  his  Becretaiy. 
TniTSSio,  Comnuuider  of  the  PIsuis. 
DoniEiA,  a  noble  Florentine  Ledy. 

ScsML    LvuA^s  Cmnp  betweem  Fhrtnee  tmd  Pt$a. 


ACT  I 
MORNING 


BsACCio,  09  dictating  to  hU  Secretary ;  Pdocio  damping 

by. 

Braccio.[To  Puccio.]  Then,  ycm  join  battle  in 
an  hour  ? 

Puccio.  ^  Not  I ; 

Laria,  the  captain. 

Br€u:.  [  To  the  Sec.]  "  In  an  hour,  the  battle.  *  * 
[  To  Puc]    iSir,  let  your  eye  run  o*er  this  loose 

di^t. 
And  see  if  very  much  of  your  report^ 
Have  slipped  away  through  my  civilian  phrase. 
Does  this  mstruct  the  Sifpnory  ari^t 
How  army  stands  with  army  ? 

Puc.    [TcJcing  the  paj>er.j      All  seems  here : 
—  That  Lnria,  seizinflr  with  our  city^s  force 
The  several  points  of  vantage,  hill  and  plain, 
Shuts  Pisa  safe  from  help  on  every  side. 
And,  bafiBing  the  Luccheae  arrived  too  late, 
Must,  in  the  oattle  he  delivers  now. 
Beat  her  best  troops  and  first  of  chiefs. 

Brae.  So  sure  ? 

Tiburzio  's  a  consummate  captain  too  I 

Puc.    Luria  holds  Piaa^s  fortune  m  bis  hand. 

Brae.    [To  ike  Sec.]  ''*'  The  Signory  hold  Pisa 
in  their  hand.*^ 
four  own  proved  soldiership  *8  our  warrant,  sir : 
So,  while  my  secretary  ends  his  task, 
Have  out  two  horsemen,  by  the  open  roads, 
Topoet  with  it  to  Florence  I 

Puc.    [Retumina  the  paper  J\  All  seems  here ; 
Unless  .  .  .  Ser  Hraccio,  ^t  is  my  last  rep< 


report! 
Since  Pisa's  outbreak,  and  my  overthrow, 
And  Luria's  hastening  at  the  city's  call 


To  save  her,  as  he  only  conld,  no  doubt ; 
Till  now  that  she  is  saved  or  sure  to  be,  — 
Whatever  you  tell  Florence,  I  tell  yon : 
Eacb  day's  note  you,  her  Commissary,  make 
Of  Luria^s  movements,  I  myself  supply. 
No  youngster  am  I  longer,  to  my  cost ; 
Therefore  while  Florence  gloried  in  her  choice 
And  vaunted  Imria,  whom  but  Luria,  still. 
As  if  zeal,  courage,  prudence,  conduct,  faiUi, 
Had  never  met  m  any  man  before, 
I  saw  no  pressing  need  to  swell  the  crv. 
But  now,  this  hwt  report  and  I  have  done  i 
So,  ere  to-night  comes  with  its  roar  of  praise, 
'T  were  not  amiss  if  some  one  old  i'  the  trade 
Subscribed  with,  '*  True,  for  once  rash  counsel 's 

best. 
This  Moor  of  the  bad  faith  and  doubtful  race, 
ThtB  boy  to  whose  untried  safjaoity. 
Raw  valor,  Florence  trusts  without  reserve 
The  charge  to  save  her,  —  justifies  her  choice  ; 
In  no  point  has  this  stranger  failed  his  friends. 
Now  praise !  "    I  say  this,  and  it  is  not  here. 

Brae.  [To the  Sec.]    Write,  "'Puccio,  super- 
seded in  the  ohaige. 
By  Luria,  bears  full  witness  to  his  worth. 
And  no  reward  our  Signorv  can  give 
Their  champion  but  he  'U  hack  it  cheerfully." 
Aught  more  ?    Five  minutes  hence,  both  mes- 
sengers !  [Puooio  goet. 

Brae.  [After  a  pause^  and  while  he  dowiy  tears 

the  paper  into  shreds.]  I  think  .  •  .  (pray 

Goa,  I  hold  in  fit  contempt 

This  warfare's  noble  art  and  oraering, 

And,  —once  the  brace  of  nrizers  fairly  matched, 

Poleaze  with    poleaze,  xnife  with    knife   as 

good,— 
Spit  properly  at  what  men  term  their  skill !  — ) 
Tet  here  I  think  our  fi|i:hter  has  the  odds. 
With  Pisa's  strength  dmiinished  thus  and  thus, 
Such  points  of  vantage  in  our  hands  and  such, 
Lucca  stiU  off  the  stage,  too,  —  all 's  assured : 
Luria  must  win  this  iMtttle.    Write  the  Court, 
That  Luria's  trial  end  and  sentence  pass  I 

Secretary.    Patron,  — 

Brae.  Ay,  Lapo? 

Sec.  If  you  trip,  I  fall ; 

'T  is  in  self-interest  I  speak  — 

Brae,  Nay,  nay. 

Ton  overshoot  the  mark,  m^  Lapo  I    Nay ! 
When  did  X  say  pure  love 's  impossible  ? 
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I  make  yon  daily  write  those  red  cheeks  thin,^ 
Load  your  young  brow  with  what  concerns  it 

least, 
And,  when  we  visit  Florence,  let  yon  pace 
The  Piazza  by  my  side  as  if  we  talked, 
Where  all  your  old  acquaintances  may  see  : 
You  M  die  for  me,  I  should  nut  be  surprised. 
Now  then ! 

Sec,  Sir,  look  about  and  love  yourself  ! 

Step  after  step,  the  Sif?nory  and  yon 
Tread  gay  till  this  tremendous  point  ^s  to  pass  ; 
Which  pass  not,  pass  not,  ere  you  ask  your- 
self, — 
Bears  the  brain  steadily  such  draughts  of  fire, 
Or  too  delicious  may  not  prove  the  pride 
Of  this  long  secret  trial  you  dared  plan. 
Dare  execute,  you  solitary  here, 
W^ith  the  gray-headed  toothless  fools  at  home. 
Who  think  themselves  your  lords,  such  slaves 

are  they  ? 
If  they  pronounce  this  sentence  as  you  bid, 
Declare  the  treason,  claim  its  penaltpr,  — 
And  sudden  ont  of  all  tlie  blaze  of  hfe. 
On  the  best  minute  of  his  brightest  day. 
From  that  adoring  army  at  his  back. 
Through  Florence'   ioyous  crowds  before  his 

face. 
Into  the  dark  you  beckon  Luna  .  .  . 

Brae,  Then  — 

Why,  Lapo,  when  the  fighting-people  vaunt, 
We  of  the  other  craft  and  mystery. 
May  we  not  smile  demure,  the  danger  past  ? 
Sec.    Sir,  no,  no,  no,  —  the  danger,  and  your 
spirit 
At  watch  and  ward  ?    Where  ^s  danger  on  your 

part, 
With  that  thin  flitting  instantaneous  steel 
'Qainst  the  blind  bull-front  of  a  brute-force 

world  ? 
If  Luna,  that  *s  to  perish  sure  as  fate. 
Should  have  been  really  guiltless  after  all  ? 
Jirac,    Ah,  you  have  thought  that  ? 
Sec.  Here  I  sit,  your  scribe. 

And  in  and  out  goes  Luria,  days  and  nights  ; 
This  Puccio  comes ;  the  Moor  his  other  friend, 
Husain ;  they  talk  —  that  *s  all  feigned  easily ; 
He  speaks  (I  would  not  listen  if  I  could). 
Reads,  orders,  counsels  :  —  but  he  rests  some- 
times, — 
I  see  him  stand  and  eat,  sleep  stretched  an 

hour 
On  the  lynx-skins  yonder ;  hold  his  bared  black 

arms 
Into  the  sun  from  the  tent-opening ;  laugh 
When  his  horse  drons  the  forage  from  his  teeth 
And  neighs  to  hear  nini  hum  his  Moorish  songs. 
That  man  believes  in  Florence,  as  the  saint 
Tied  to  the  wheel  believes  in  Ood. 

Brae.  How  strange ! 

You  too  have  thought  that ! 

Sec.  Do  but  yon  think  too, 

And  all  is  saved  !    I  only  have  to  write, 
^*  The  man  seemed  false  awhile,  proves  true  at 

last; 
Bury  it "  —  so  I  write  the  Signory  — 
"  Bury  this  trial  in  your  breast  forever. 
Blot  it  from  things  or  done  or  dreamed  about  1 
So  Luria  shall  receive  lus  meed  to-day 


With  no  suspicion  what  reverse  was  near,  — 
As  if  no  meteoric  finger  hushed 
The  doom-wordjust  on  the  destroyer's  lip. 
Motioned  him  off,  and  let  life's  sun faJl straight.'' 
Brae.    [Looks  to  the  wall  qf  the  tent.]    Did  he 

draw  that  ?  ^ 
Sec.  With  charcoal,  when  the  watch 

Made  the  report  at  midnight ;  Lady  Domizia 
Sooke  of  the  unfinished  Duomo,  you  remember  ; 
That  is  his  fancy  how  a  Moorish  front 
Might  join  to,  and    complete,  the  body, — & 

sketch,  — 
And  again  where  the  cloak  hangs,  yonder  in  the 

shadow 
Brae.    He  loves  that  woman. 
Ser.  She  18  sent  the  spy 

Of  Florence.  — spies  on  you  as  yon  on  him: 
Florence,  if  only  for  Domizia's  sake. 
Is  surely  safe.    What  shall  I  write  ? 

Brac.^  ^  ^    I  see  — 

A  Moorish  front,  nor  of  such  ill  design  ! 
L190,  there 's  one  thing  plain  and  positive ; 
Man  seeks  his  own  gooa  at  the  whole  world's 

cost. 
What  ?    If  to  lead  our  troops,  stand  forth  onr 

chiefs. 
And  hold  our  fate,  and  see  us  at  their  beck. 
Yet  render  up  the  charge  when  peskoe  return. 
Have  ever  proved  too  mnch  for  Florentines, 
Even  for  the  best  and  bravest  of  ourselves  — 
If  in  the  struggle  when  the  soldier's  sword 
Should  sink  its  point  before  the  statist's  pen. 
And  the  calm  head  replace  tlie  violent  hand. 
Virtue  on  virtne  still  have  fallen  away 
Before  ambition  with  unvairing  fate, 
Till  Florence'  self  at  last  in  bitterness 
Be  forced  to  own  such  falls  Uie  natural  end, 
And,  sparing  further  to  exiwse  her  sons 
To  a  vain  strife  and  profitless  disgrace,  ^ 
Declare,  **  The  foreigner,  one  not  my  child. 
Shall  henceforth  lead  my  troops,  reach  heighi 

by  height 
The  glory,  then  descend  into  the  shame ; 
So  shall  rebellion  be  less  guilt  in  him. 
And  punishment  the  easier  task  for  me :  '* 

—  If  on  the  best  of  us  such  brand  she  set. 
Can  I  suppose  an  utter  alien  here. 

This  Luria,  our  inevitable  foe. 

Confessed  a  mercenary  and  a  Moor, 

Bom  free  from  many  ties  tliat  bind  the  rest 

Of  common  faith  in  Heaven  or  hope  on  earth, 

N<»  past  with  us,  no  future,  —  such  a  spirit 

Sluul  hold  the  path  from  which  our  stanchest 

broke. 
Stand  firm  where  every  famed  precursor  fell  ? 
My  Lapo,  I  will  frankly  say,  these  proofs 
So  duly  noted  of  4:he  man's  intent, 
Are  for  the  doting  fools  at  home,  not  me. 
The  charp:es  here,  they  may  be  true  or  false ; 

—  What  IS  set  down  ?    Errors  and  oversights, 
A  dallying  interchange  of  couri^esies 

With  Pisa's  General,  —  all  that,  hour  by  hour, 
Puccio's  pale  discontent  has  furnished  us. 
Of  petulant  speeches,  inconsiderate  acts. 
Now  overhazard,  overcaution  now ; 
Even  that  he  loves  this  lady  who  believes 
She    outwits    Florence,  and  whom    Florence 
posted 


LURIA 


301 


By  my  pTocarement  here,  to  spy  on  me. 
Lest  I  one  minnte  lose  her  from  my  signt  — 
She  who  rememberinflr  her  whole  Uoose^s  fall, 
That  nest  of  traitors  strangled  in  the  birth, 
Now  labors  to  make  Luria  (ooor  deyioe 
Asj^ain)  the  instrument  of  ner  revenge  I 
—  'Diat  she  is  ever  at  his  ear  to  prompt 
Inordinate  conceptions  of  his  worth, 
Exorbitant  belief  in  worth's  reward. 
And  after,  when  sure  disappointment  follows, 
Proportionable  riige  at  such  a  wrong — 
Why,  all  these  reasons,  while  I    urge  them 

most, 
Weigh  with  me  less  than  least ;    as  noUiing 

weigh. 
Upon  that  broad  man  Vheart  of  his,  I  ^ : 
On  what  I  know  must  be,  ^et  while  I  hve 
Shall  never  be,  because  I  live  and  know. 
Brute-force  shidl  not  rule  Florence  !    Intellect 
May  mle  her,  bad  or  good  as  chance  supplies : 
But  intellect  it  shall  be,  pure  if  bad. 
And  intellect's  tradition  so  kept  up ! 
Till  the  good  come  —  't  was  intellect  that  ruled, 
Not  brute-force  bringing  from  the  battlefield 
The  attributes  of  wisdom,  foresight's  graces 
W^e  lent  it  there  to  lure  its  grossness  on  ; 
All  which  it  took  for  earnest  and  kept  safe 
To  show  against  us  in  our  market-place. 
Just  as  the  plumes  and  tags  and  swordsmanV 

gear 
(Fetched  from  the  camp  where,  at  their  foolish 

best. 
When  all  was  done  they  frightened  nobody) 
Perk  in  our  faces  in  the  street,  forsooth. 
With  our  own  warrant  and  allowance.     No  ! 
The  whole  procedure 's  overcharged,  —  its  end 
In  too  strict  keeping  with  the  bad  first  step. 
To  conquer  Pisa  was  sheer  iuspiration  ? 
Well  then,  to  perish  for  a  single  fault. 
Let  that  be  simple  justice !    There,  my  Lapo  I 
A  Moorish  front  ill  suits  our  Duomo's  body  : 
Blot  it  out  —  and  bid  Luna's  sentence  come ! 
(L0BIA,  tvhoy  with  DoioziA,  Aov  entered  unobserved  at 
the  close  o/the  last  phroscy  now  adtymces.) 
Luria,     And  Luria,  Luria,  what  of  Luria 

now? 
Brae.    Ah,  you  so  close,  sir  ?  Lady  Domisia 

too? 
I  said  it  needs  must  be  a  busy  moment 
For  one  like  you ;  that  you  were  now  i'  the 

thick 
Of  yonr  duties,  doubtless,  while  we  idlers  sat .  .  . 
Xtir.    No  — in  that  paper,  —  it  was  in  that 

paper 
What  you  were  saying ! 

Brae.  Oh  —  mv  day's  despatch ! 

I  censure  you  to  Florence :  will  you  see  ? 
Iabt.    See  yonr  despatch,  yonr  last,  for  the 

first  time  ? 
Well,  if  I  should,  now  ?  For  in  truth,  Domizia, 
He  would  be  forced  to  set  about  another, 
In  his  sly  cool  waj^,  the  true  Florentine, 
To  mention  that  important  circumstance. 
So,  while  he  wrote  I  should  gain  time,  such 

time  I 
Do  not  send  this  t 
Brae  And  wherefore  ? 

Lur.  These  Lnoohese 


Are  not  arrived  —  they  never  will  arrive  I 
And  I  most  fight  to-day,  arrived  or  not, 
And  I  shall  beat  Tibunio,  that  is  sure : 
And  then  will  be  arriving  his  Lnoohese, 
But  slowly,  oh  so  slowly,  just  in  time 
To  look  upon  my  battle  from  the  hills, 
Like  a  late  moon,  of  use  to  nobody  1 
And  I  must  break  my  battle  up,  send  forth. 
Surround  on  this  side,  hold  in  check  on  that. 
Then  comes  to-morrow,  we  negotiate. 
You  make  me  send  for  fresh  instructions  home, 
—  Incompleteness,  incompleteness  I 

Brae,  Ah,  we  soribes  I 

Why.  I  had  registered  that  very  point. 
The  non-appearance  of  our  foes  ally. 
As  a  most  happv  fortune ;  both  at  once 
Were  formidable  :  singly  faced,  each  falls. 

Lur.    So,  no  great  battle  for  my  Florentines  I 
No  crowning  deed,  decisive  and  complete. 
For  all  of  them,  the  simple  as  the  wise. 
Old,  young,  alike,  that  do  not  nudentand 
Our  wearisome  pedantic  art  of  war. 
By  which  we  prove  retreat  may  be  succen, 
Delay  — best   speed,  —  half   loss,  at   times, — 

whole  gain : 
They  want  results :  as  if  it  were  their  fault  I 
And  you,  with  warmest  wish  to  be  my  friend. 
Will  not  be  able  now  to  simply  say 
""Your    servant    has    performed    liis    task — 

enoi^h  1 
You  ordered,  he  has  executed  :  good  ! 
Now  walk  the  streets  in  holiday  attire. 
Congratulate   your  friends,  till    noon  strikes 

fierce. 
Then  form  bright  groups  beneath  the  Duomo^s 

shade  I " 
No,  yon  will  have  to  argue  and  explain. 
Persuade  tliem,  all  is  not  so  ill  in  the  end. 
Tease,  tire  them  out !  Arrive,  arrive,  Lucohese  I 
Domixia.  Well,  yon  will  triumph  for  the  past 

enough, 
Wliatever  be  the  present  chance ;  no  service 
Falls  to  the  groimd  with  Florence :  she  awaits 
Her  savior,  will  receive  him  fittimfly. 
Lur.    Ah,  Braccio,  you  know  Florence  I  Will 
^  she,  think  yon. 
Receive   one  .  .  .  what  means  *' fittingly  re- 


ceive 


»»9 


— Receive  compatriots,  doubtless  —  I  am  none : 
And  yet  Domizia  promises  so  much  ! 
Brae.  ^  Kind  women  still  give  men  a  woman's 

prize. 
I  know  not  o'er  which  gate  most  boughs  will 

arch. 
Nor  if  the  Square  will  wave  red  flags  or  blue. 
I  should  have  judged,  the  fullest  of  rewards 
Our  state  gave  Luria,  when  she  made  him  chief 
Of  her  whole  force,  in  her  best  captain's  place. 
Lur.    That,  my  reward?      Florence  on  my 

account 
Relieved  Ser  Puocio  ?  —  mark  yon,  my  reward  I 
And  Pnccio  's  having  all  the  fight's  true  jov  — 
Goes  here  and  there,  gets  dose,  may  fight,  nim- 

self. 
While  I  mut  order,  stand  aloof,  o'ersee. 
That  was  my  calling,  there  was  my  true  plaoo  ! 
I  should  have  felt,  m  some  one  over  me, 
Florence  impersonate,  my  visible  head. 
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As  I  am  over  Pucoio,  —  taking:  life 
Directly  from  her  eye  I    Thev  mve  me  yon : 
But  do  yon  cross  me,  set  me  huf  to  work  ? 
I  enpoy  nothing:  —  thoug^h  I  will,  for  onoe  I 
Decide,  shall  we  join  battle  ?  may  I  wait  ? 
Brae.    Let  us  compound  the  matter;  wait 

till  noon : 
Then,  no  arriyal,  — 

Lur.  Ah,  noon  comes  too  fast  I 

I  wonder,  do  you  eness  why  I  delay 
InToluntarily  the  final  blow 
As  long  as  possible  ?    Peace  follows  it  I 
Florence  at  peace,  and  tlie  calm  studious  heads 
Come  out  aeain,  the  penetrating  eyes ; 
As  if  a  spell  broke,  all  ^s  resumed,  each  art 
Yon  boast,  more  vivid  that  it  slept  awhile. 
^Qainst  the  glad  heaven,  o^er  the  white  palace- 

^  front 
The  interrupted  scafFold  climbs  anew ; 
The  walls  are  peopled  by  the  piuuter^s  brush  ; 
The  statue  to  its  niche  ascends  to  dwell. 
The  present  noise  and  trouble  have  retired 
And  left  the  eternal  past  to  rule  onoe  more ; 
Tou  speak  its  speech  and  read  its  records  plain, 
Ghreece  lives  with  you,  each  Roman  breathes 

your  friend : 
But  Luria  —  where  will  then  be  Luria^s  place  ? 
Dom.    Highest  in  honor,  for  that  pastes  own 

sake. 
Of  which  his  actions,  sealing  up  the  sum 
By  saving  all  that  went  before  from  wreck, 
Will  range  as  part,  with  which  be  worshipped  too. 
Lur,    Then  I  may  walk  and  watch  you  in 

your  streets, 
Lead  the  smooth  life  my  rough  life  helps  no 

more. 
So  different,  so  new,  so  beautiful  — 
Nor  fear  that  you  will  tire  to  see  parade 
The  club  that  slew  the  lion,  now  that  crooks 
And  shepherd-pipes  come  into  use  again  ? 
For  very  lone  and  silent  seems  my  East 
In  its  drear  vastness :  still  it  spreads,  and  still 
No  Braccios,  no  Domizias  anywhere  — 
Not  ever  more  I    Well,  well,  to-day  is  ours  I 
Dom.   [To  Brac]  Should  he  not  have  been 

one  of  us  ? 
Lur,  Oh,  no  I 

Not  one  of  ^ou,  and  so  escape  the  thrill 
Of  coming  into  yon,  of  changing  thus,  — 
Feeling  a  soul  grow  on  me  that  restricts 
The  bonndless  unrest  of  the  savage  heart ! 
Tlie  sea  heaves  up,  hangs  loaded  o^er  the  land. 
Breaks    there    and    buries    its    tumultuous 

strength ; 
Horror,  and  silence,  and  a  pause  awhile : 
I^,  inland  glides  the  gulf-stream,  miles  away, 
In  rapture  of  assent,  subdued  and  still, 
'Neath  those  strange  banks,  those  unimagined 

skies. 
Well,  't  is  not  sure  the  quiet  lasts  forcTsr ! 
Your  placid  heads  still  find  rough  hands  new 

work ; 
Some  minute's  chance  —  there  comes  the  need 

of  mine : 
And,  all  resolved  on,  I  too  hear  at  last. 
Oh,  you  must  find  some  use  for  me,  Ser  Braceio  I 
You  hold  my  strength ;  't  were  best  dispose  of 

it; 


What  yon  created,  see  that  you  find  food  for-- 
I  shall  be  dangerous  else ! 

Brac,  How  dangerous,  sir? 

Lur,     There  are   so  many  ways,  Domuda 
warns  me, 
And  one  with  half  the  power  that  I  passesB. 
—  Grows  veiy  formidable  1    Do  yon  doubt  r 
Why,  first,  who  holds  the  army  .  .  . 

Dom.  While  we  talk« 

Mom  wears ;  we  keep  you  from  your  proper 

place. 
The  field. 

Lur.       Nay,  to  the  field  I  move  no  mora ; 
My  part  is  done,  and  Pucoio's  may  begin : 
T  cannot  trench  upon  his  province  loQger 
With  any  face.  —  You  think  yourselves  so  nfe  f 
Why,  see  —  in  concert  with  Tibundo,  now  — 
One  could  .  .  . 

Dom,  A  trumpet  I 

Lur.  My  Lucchese  at  last  I 

Arrived,  as  sure  as  Florence  stands!     Your 

leave  I  ISpring*  oni* 

Dom,    How  plainly  is  tme  greatness  charac- 
tered 
By  such  unconscious  sport  as  Luria's  hero. 
Strength  sharing  least  the  secret  of  itself ! 
Be  it  with  head  that  schemes  or  hand  that  acts. 
Such  save  the  world  which  none  but  they  coula 

save, 
Yet  think  whate'er  they  did,  that  world  could 
do. 

Brac,    Yes :  imd  how  worthy  note,  that  these 
same  great  ones 
In  hand  or  head,  with  such  unoonseionsnesB 
And  all  its  due  entailed  humility, 
Should  never  shrink,  so  far  as  I  perceive, 
From  taking  up  whatever  tool  thero  be 
Effects  the  whole  world's  safety  or  mishap, 
Into  their  mild  hands  as  a  thing  of  course ! 
The  statist  finds  it  natural  to  lead 
The  mob  who  might  as  easUy  lead  him — 
The  captain  marahals  troops  bom  skilled  in 

war  — 
Statist  and  captain  yerily  believe ! 
While  we  poor  scribes  .  .  .  you  catch  me  tinnk- 

ing  now. 
That  I  shall  in  this  yeiy  letter  write 
What  none  of  yon  aro  able !    To  it,  Lapo ! 

[DonnoA^OMi 
This  last  worst  all-affected  childish  fit 
Of  Luria's,  this  be-pnused  unconsciousness, 
Convinces  me ;  the  past  was  no  child's  play : 
It  was  a  man  beat  Pisa,  — not  a  child. 
All 's  mere  dissimulation  —  to  remove 
The  fear,  he  best  knows  we  should  entertain. 
The  utmost  dangrer  was  at  hand.    Is  't  written  f 
Now  make  a  duplicate,  lest  this  should  fail. 
And  speak  your  fullest  on  the  other  side. 

Sec,    I  noticed  he  was  busily  ropairing 
My  half-effacement  of  hia  Duomo  sketch. 
And,  while  he  spoke  of  Floronoe,  turned  to  it, 
As  the  Mage  Negfro  king  to  Christ  the  babe. 
I  judge  his  childishness  the  mero  relapse 
To  boyhood  of  a  man  who  has  workea  lately. 
And  presently  will  work,  so,  meantime,  plays : 
Whence,  more  than  ever  I  believe  in  him. 

Brac,  [Afterapawte,]  The  sword  I   At  best, 
the  soldier,  as  he  says^ 
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In  Florence  —  the  blaok  faoe,  the  barbarous 

name, 
For  Italy  to  boast  her  show  of  the  age. 
Her  man  of  men  I  —  To  Florenoe  with   each 

letter ! 

ACT  II 
NOON 

Dam.    Well,  Florence,  shall  I  reach  thee, 

pierce  thy  heart 
Throneh  all  its  safe^arda?    Hate  ia  said  to 

help  — 
Quicken  the  eye,  invigorate  the  arm : 
And  this  my  hate,  made  u^  of  many  nates, 
Miffht  stand  in  soom  of  Tisible  instrument, 
Aira  will  thee  dead :  yet  do  I  trust  it  not. 
Nor  man^s  devices  nor  Heaven  *s  memory 
Of  wickedness  forgot  on  earth  so  soon^ 
But  thy  own  nature,  —  hell  and  thee  I  trust. 
To  keep  thee  constant  in  that  wickedness, 
AMiere  my  revenge  may  meet  thee.    Turn  aside 
A  single  step,  for  gratitude  or  shame,  — 
Grace  but  this  Luria,  —  this  wild  mass  of  rage 
I  have  prepared  to  launch  against  thee  now,  — 
With  other  payment  than  thy  noblest  found,  — 
Give  his  desert  for  once  its  due  reward,  — 
And  oast  thee  would  my  sure  destruction  roU. 
But  ULou,  who  mad'st  our  House  thv  sacrifice, 
It  cannot  be  thou  wilt  except  this  Moor 
From  the  accustomed  fate  of  leal  and  truth  : 
Thou  wilt  deny  his  looked-for  recompense, 
And  then  —  I  reach  thee.    Old  and  trained,  my 

sire 
Could  bow  down  on  his  quiet  broken  heart. 
Die  awe-struck  and  submissive,  when  at  last 
The  strange  blow  came  for  the  expected  wreath  ; 
And  Porzio  passed  in  blind  bewildermsnt 
To  exile,  never  to  return,  —  they  say, 
Perjplexed  in  his  frank  simple  honest  soul, 
As  if  some  natural  law  had  changed,  —  how 

else 
Could  Florence,  on  plain  fact  pronouncing  thus. 
Judge  Porzio's  actions  worthy  such  reward  ? 
But  Berto,  with  the  ever-passionate  pulse, 

—  Oh  that  long  night,  its  dreadful  hour  cm  hour. 
In  which  no  way  of  getting  his  fair  fame 
From  their  inexplicable  charges  free,  ^ 

Was  found,  save  pouring  forth  the  impatient 

blood 
To  show  its  color  whether  false  or  no  I 
My  brothers  never  had  a  friend  like  me 
Close  in  their  need  to  watch  the  time,  then 

speak, 

—  Burst  with  a  wakening  laughter  on  their 

dream. 
Cry,    *^  Florence   was  all  falsenessi   so,    false 

herel" 
And  show  them  what  a  simple  task  remained  — 
To  leave  dreams,  rise,  and  punish  in  Qod^s  name 
The  city  wedded  to  tne  wickedness. 
None  stood  by  them  as  I  by  Luiia  stand. 
So,  when  the  stranp^  cheated  of  his  due 
Turns  on  thee  as  his  rapid  nature  bids. 
Then,  Florence,  think,  a  hireling  at  thv  throat 
For  the  first  outrage,  think  who  bore  thy  last, 
Y^t  mutely  in  forlorn  obedience  died  I 


He  comes  —  his   friend  —  blaok  faces  in   the 

camp 
Where  moved  those  peerless  brows  and  eyes  of 
old. 

{Enter  Lusia  and  Husaiv.) 

Well,  and  the  movement  —  is  it  as  you  hope  ? 
'T  is  Lucca  ? 

Lur,  Ah,  the  Pisan  trumpet  merely  I 

Tibnnio's  envoy,  I  must  needs  receive. 

Dom,    Whom  I  withdraw  before  ;  though  if 
I  lingered 
You  could  not  wonder,  for  my  time  fleets  fast. 
Tlie  overtaking  night  Diings  such  reward  ! 
And  where  wiiu  then  be  room  for  me  ?    Yet. 

praised. 
Remember  wno  was  first  to  promise  praise, 
And  envythose  who  also  can  perform  I      {.Ooe$. 

Lur.    This  trumpet  from  the  Pisans  ?  — 

Jiugain,  In  the  camp ; 

A  very  noble  presence  —  Braccio^s  visacpe 
On  Puccio*s  body  —  calm  and  fixed  and  good  ; 
A  man  I  seem  as  I  had  seen  before : 
Most  like,  it  was  some  statue  had  the  face. 

Lur,    Admit  him  I    This  will  prove  the  last 
delay. 

Hus,    Ay,  friend,  go  on,  and  die  thou  going 
on  I 
Thou  heard^st  what  the  grave  woman  said  but 

now : 
To-night  rewards  thee.    That  is  well  to  hear ; 
But  stop  not  therefore :  hear  it,  and  go  on ! 

Lur,    CHi,  their  reward  and  triumph  and  the 
rest 
They  round  me  in  the  ears  with,  all  day  long  ? 
All  that,  I  never  take  for  earnest,  friend ! 
Well  would  it  suit  us,  —  their  triumphal  arch 
Or  storied  pillar,  —  thee  and  me,  the  Moors  I 
But  gratit'fde  in  those  Italian  eyes  — 
That,  we  shall  get? 

Hu8.  It  is  too  cold  an  air. 

Our  sun  rose  out  of  yonder  mound  of  mist : 
Where  is  he  now  ?    So,  I  trust  none  of  them. 

Lur.  Truly? 

Bus.  1  doubt  and  fear.    There  stands  a  wall 
'Twixt  our  expansive  and  explosive  raoe 
And  those  absorbing,  oonoentrating  men. 
They  use  thee. 

Lur.  And  I  feel  it,  Husain  1    ^es, 

And  care  not  —  yes,  an  alien  force  like  mine 
Is  only  called  to  play  its  part  outside 
Their  different  nature ;  where  its  sole  use  seems 
To  fi^ht  with  and  keen  off  an  adverse  force. 
As  ahen,  —  which  repelled,  mine  too  withdraws : 
Inside,  Uiey  know  not  what  to  do  with  me. 
Thus  1  have  told  them  laughingly  and  oft. 
But  long  since  am  prepared  to  team  the  worst. 

Hu8.  What  LB  the  worst  ? 

Lur,  1  will  forestall  them,  Husain, 

Will  speak  the  destiny  they  dare  not  speak  — 
Banish  mvself  before  they  find  the  heart. 
I  will  be  first  to  say,  ^^  llle  work  rewards ! 
I  know,  for  all  your  praise,  my  use  is  over, 
So  may  it  prove  I  —  meanwhile  't  is  best  I  go, 
Gk>  carry  sale  my  memories  of  yon  all 
To  other  scenes  of  action,  newer  lands.^'  — 
Thus  leaving  them  confirmed  in  their  belief 
They  would  not  easily  have  tired  of  me. 
You  think  this  hard  to  say  ? 
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Htu.  Say  or  not  say, 

So  thou  but  go,  so  diey  but  let  tliee  eo  I 
This  hating  people,  that  hate  each  tne  other, 
And  in  one  blaudness  to  us  Moors  unite  — 
Locked  each  to  each  like  slippery  snakes,  I  say, 
Which  still  in  all  their  tangles^  hissine  tongue 
And  threatening  tail,  ne^er  do  each  otner  liarm  ; 
While  any  creature  of  a  better  blood, 
They  seem  to  fight  for,  while  they  circle  safe 
And  never  toucn  it.  — pines  without  a  wound, 
Withers  awav  besiae  their  eyes  and  breath. 
See  diou,  if  Puccio  come  not  safely  out 
Of  Braccio^s  grasp,  this  Braccio  sworn  his  foe, 
As  Braccio  suely  from  Doniizia's  toils 
Who  hates  him  most !    But  thou,  the  friend  of 

aU, 
■  .  .  Come  out  of  them  I 

Lttr.  Tlie  Piaan  trumpet  now ! 

Hus.     Breathe    free  —  it  is  an  enemv,  no 
friend  I  IGoes. 

law.    He  keeps  his  instincts,  no  new  culture 
mars 
Their  perfect  use  in  hina  :  just  ao  the  brutes 
Rest  not,  are  anxious  witnout  visible  cause. 
When  change  is  in  the  elemente  at  work. 
Which  mairs  trained  senses  fail  to  apprehend. 
But  here,  —  he  takes  the  distant  chanot-whe^ 
For  thunder,  festal  flame  for  lightning's  flash. 
The  finer  traits  of  cultivated  life 
For  treachery  and  malevolence :  I  see  t 

{Enter  ttmsKOK^') 

Lur.    Quick,  sir,  your  message !    I  but  wait 
your  message 
To  sound  the  ohaige.    Tou  bring  no  overture 
For  truce  ?  —  I  would  not,  for  your  G«neral's 

sake, 
Tou  spoke  of  truce :  a  time  to  fight  is  come. 
And.  whatsoe'er  the  fight's  event,  he  keeps 
His  honest  soldier's-name  to  beat  me  with. 
Or  leaves  me  all  himself  to  beat,  I  trust  I 

Tiburzio,    I  am  Tiburzio. 

Lur.  You  ?    'T  is  —  yes  .  .  .  Tiburzio ! 

Tou  were  the  last  to  keep  the  ford  i'  the  valley 
From  Puccio,  when  I  threw  in  succors  there  I 
Why,  I  was  on  the  heights  — through  the  defile 
Ten  minutes  after,  when  the  prey  was  lost ! 
You  wore  an  open  skuU-cap  with  a  twist 
Of  water-reeds  —  the  plume  being  hewn  away ; 
While  I  drove  down  my  battle  from  the  heights, 
I  saw  with  my  own  eyes  ! 

Tib.  And  you  are  Luria 

Who  sent  mv  cohort,  that  laid  down  its  arms 
In  error  of  the  battle-signoal's  sense. 
Back  safely  to  me  at  the  critical  time  — 
One  of  a  hundred  deeds.    I  know  you  I    There- 
fore 
To  none  but  you  could  I  .  .  . 

Lttr.  No  truce,  Tiburzio  ! 

Tib.    Luria,  you  know  the  peril  imminent 
On  Pisa,  —  that  you  have  us  in  the  toils, 
Us  her  last  safe^ard,  all  that  intercepts 
The  rage  of  her  iroplacablest  of  foes 
From  Pisa :  if  we  tall  to-day,  she  faUs. 
Though  Lucca  will  arrive,  yet,  't  is  too  late. 
You  have  so  plainlv  here  the  best  of  it. 
That  you  must  feel,  brave  soldier  as  you  are. 
How  dangerous  we  grow  in  this  extreme, 
How  truly  formidable  by  despair. 


Still,  probabilities  sliould  have  their  weight : 
The  extreme  chance  is  ours,  but,  that  chance 

failing, 
Yon  win  this  battle.    Wherefore  say  I  tills  ? 
To  be  well  apprehended  when  I  add. 
This  danger  absolutely  comes  from  you. 
Were  you,  who  threaten  thus,  a  Florentine  .  .  . 

Lur.  Sir,  I  am  nearer  Florence  than  her  sona 
I  can,  and  have  perhaps  obliged  the  State, 
Nor  paid  a  mere  son's  duty. 

Tih.  Even  so. 

Were  you  the  son  of  Florence,  yet  endued 
With  all  your  present  nobleness  of  soul. 
No  question,  what  1  must  communicate 
Would  not  detach  you  from  her. 

Lur.  Me,  detach  ? 

Tib.    Time  urges.    You  will  ruin  presently 
Pisa,  yon  never  knew,  for  Florence'  sake 
You  wink  you  know.    I  have  from  time  to 

time 
Made  prize  of  certain  secret  missives  sent 
From  Braccio  here,  the  ('ommisaarv,  home : 
And  knowine  Florence  otherwise,  I  piece 
The  entire  cnain  out,  from  these  its  scattered 

links. 
Your  trial  occupies  the  Signory  ; 
They  sit  in  judgment  on  |^our  conduct  now. 
When  men  at  home  inquire  into  the  acts 
AVhich  in  the  field  e'en  foes  appreciate  .  .  . 
Brief,   they   are    Florentines !     You,    saving 

them, 
Seek  but  the  sure  destruction  saviors  find. 

Lur.    Tiburzio  ! 

Tib.  All  the  wonder  is  of  course. 

I  am  not  here  ic  teach  you,  nor  direct. 
Only  to  loyally  apprise  —  scarce  that. 
This  is  the  latest  letter,  sealed  and  safe, 
As  it  left  here  an  hour  ago.    One  way 
Of  two  thought  free  to  Florence,  I  command. 
The  duplicate  is  on  its  road ;  but  this,  — 
Read  it,  and  then  I  shall  have  more  to  say. 

Lur.    Florence  I 

Tib.  Now,  were  yourself  a  Florentine, 

This  letter,  let  it  hold  the  worst  it  can, 
Would  be  no  reason  you  should  fall  away. 
The  mother  city  is  the  mother  still. 
And  recognition  of  the  children's  service 
Her  own  affair ;  reward  —  there 's  no  reward  ! 
But  you  are  bonnd  by  quite  another  tie. 
Nor  nature  shows,  nor  reason,  why  at  &cst 
A  foreigner,  bom  friend  to  all  idike. 
Should  give  himself  to  any  special  State 
More  than  another,  stand  bv  Florence'  side 
Rather  than  Pisa  ;  't  is  as  fair  a  citv 
You  war  against,  as  that  you  fight  for  —  famed 
As  well  as  she  in  story,  graced  no  less 
With  noble  heads  ana  patriotic  hearts  : 
Nor  to  a  stranger's  eye  would  either  cause. 
Stripped  of  the  cumulative  loves  and  hates 
Which  take  importance  from  familiar  view. 
Stand  as  the  right  and  sole  to  be  upheld. 
Therefore,  should  the  preponderating  gift 
Of  love  and  trust,  Florence  was  first  to  throw. 
Which  made  you   hen,  not  Pisa's,  void  the 

^  scale, — 
Old  ties  dicBolving,  thimns  resume  their  place. 
And  all  begins  again.    Break  seal  and  read  ! 
At  least  let  Pisa  offer  for  yon  now  I 
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And  I,  as  A  good  Pisan,  shall  rejoioe, 

Thonifh  for  myaelf  I  lofle,  in  gaining  you, 

This  last  fight  and  its  opportunity ; 

The  chance  it  brings  of  saving  Pisa  yet, 

Or  in  the  turn  of  battle  djdug  so 

That  shame  should  want  its  extreme  bitterness. 

2/tir.    Tiburzio,  you  that  fight  for  Pisa  now 
As  I  for  Florence  .  .  .  say  my   chance  were 

yours ! 
Yon  read  this  letter,  and  you  find  .  .  .  no,  no  I 
Too  mad  I 

jfV6.  I  read  the  letter,  find  they  purpose 

When  I  have  crushed  their  foe,  to  crush  me : 

weU? 
Lyer.  You,  being  their  captain,  what  is  it  you 

do? 
Tib.    Why,  as  it  is,  all  cities  are  alike ; 
As  Florence  pavB  yon,  Pisa  will  pay  roe. 
I  shall  be  as  beliea,  whatever  the  event. 
As  yon,  or  more :  my  weak  head,  they  will  say 
Prompted  this  last  expedient,  my  faint  heart 
£ntailed  on  them  indt'lible  disgrace. 
Both  which  defects  ask  proper  punishment. 
Another  tenure  of  obedience,  mine  ! 
You  are  no  son  of  Pisa's  :  break  and  read  I 
Iaw.    And  act  on  what  I  read?    What  act 

were  fit  ? 
If  the  finn-fixed  foundation  of  my  faith  ^ 
In  Florence,  who  to  me  stands  for  mankind, 
—  If  that  break  up  and.  disimprisoning 
From  the  abyss  .  .  .  An  friend,  it  cannot  be  I 
You  may  be  very  sage,  yet  — ^  all  the  world 
Haying  to  fail,  or  your  sagacity. 
You  do  not  wish  to  find  yourself  alone  ! 
What  would  the  world  be  worth  ?    Whose  lore 

be  sure? 
The  world  remains  :  yon  are  deoeiyed  I 

Tib.  Your  hand  I 

I  lead  the  yanguard.  —  If  you  fall,  beside. 
The  better :  I  am  left  to  speak  1    For  me. 
This  was  my  duty,  nor  would  I  rejoice 
If  I  could  help,  it  misses  its  effect ; 
And  after  till  yon  will  look  gallantly 
Found  dead  here  with  that  letter  in  your  breast. 
Xtir.    Tiburzio— I  would  see  these   people 

once 
And  test  them  ere  I  answer  finally  I 
At  your  arrival  let  the  trumpet  sound : 
If  mine  return  not  then  the  wonted  cry 
It  means  that  I  believe  —  am  Pisa's ! 

Tib.  Well  I 

iOoe*. 
Lur,    My  heart  will  have  it  he  speaks  true  I 

My  blood 
Beats  close  to  this  Tiburzio  as  a  friend. 
If  he  had  stept  into  my  watch-tent,  night 
And  the  wild  desert  fidl  of  foes  around, 
I  should  have  broke  the  bread  and  given  the 

salt 
Secure,  and,  when  my  hour  of  watch  was  done. 
Taken  my  turn  to  sleep  between  his  knees 
Safe  in  the  untroubled  brow  and  honest  cheek. 
Oh  world,  where  all  things  pass  and  nai^pht 

abides, 
Oh  life,  the  long  mutation  —  is  it  so  ? 
la  it  with  life  as  with  the  body's  change  ? 
^  ^Vliere,  e'en  though  bett-er  follow,  good  must 

pass. 


Nor  manhood's  strength  can  mate  with  boy- 
hood's grace. 

Nor  ase's  wisdom,  in  its  turn,  find  strength. 

But  silently  the  first  gift  dies  awav. 

And  though  the  new  stays,  never  ooth  at  onoa 

Life's  time  of  savage  instinct  o'er  with  me, 

It  fades  and  dies  away,  past  trusting  more, 

As  if  to  punish  the  ingratitude 

With  wnich  I  tnmea  to  grow  in  these  new 
lifrhts. 

And  learned  to  look  with  European  eyes. 

Yet  it  is  better,  this  cold  certain  way. 

Where  Braceio's  brow  tells  nothing,  Pucoio's 
mouth, 

Domizia's  eyes  reject  the  searcher:  yes  1 

For  on  their  calm  sagacity  I  lean. 

Their  sense  of  right,  deliberate  choice  of  good. 

Sure,  as  they  know  my  deeds,  tliey  deal  with 
me. 

Yes,  that  is  better  —  that  is  best  of  all ! 

Such  faith  stays  when  mere  wild  belief  would 

go- 
Yes —  when  the  desert  creature  *s  heart,  at  fault 
Amid  the  scattering  tempest's  pillared  sands. 
Betrays  its  step  into  the  pathless  drift  — 
The  calm  instructed  eye  of  man  holds  fast 
By  the  sole  bearing  of  the  visible  star, 
Sure  that  when  slow  the  whirling  wreck  subside. 
The    boundaries,    lost   now,    wall    be   found 

again,— 
The  palm-trees  and  the  pjnramid  over  all. 
Yes :  I  trust  Florence :  Pisa  is  deceived. 
{Enter  Bbaccio,  Puccio,  and  Domieia.) 

Brae.    Noon 's  at  an  end :  no  Lucca  ?     Yon 
must  fight. 

Lur.    Do  you  remember  ever,  gentle  friends, 
I  am  no  Florentine  ? 

Dom.  It  is  yourself 

Who  still  are  forcing  us,  importunately, 
To  bear  in  mind  what  else  we  should  forget. 

Lw,    For  loss  I  —  for  what  I  lose  in  being 
none ! 
No  shrewd  man,  such  as  you  yonxselyes  respect, 
But  would  remind  you  of  the  stranger's  loss 
In  natural  friends  and  advocates  at  home. 
Hereditary  loves,  even  rivalships 
With  nrecwdent  for  honor  and  reward. 
Still,  there 's  a  gain,  too  !    If  you  take  it  so, 
The  stranger's  lot  has  special  gain  as  well. 
Do  you  forget  there  was  my  own  far  East 
I  might  have  given  awav  mjrself  to,  once, 
As  now  to  Florence,  and  for  such  a  gift. 
Stood  there  like  a  descended  deity  ? 
There,  worship  waits  us :  what  is  it  waits  here  ? 

IShmet  the  letter. 
See  !  Chance  has  put  into  my  hand  the  means 
Of  knowing  what  I  earn,  before  I  work. 
Should  I  fight  better,  should  I  fight  the  worse. 
With  pa3rment  palpably  beforo  me  ?  See ! 
Here  lies  my  whole  reward  1  Best  learn  it  now 
Or  keep  it  for  the  end's  entire  delight  ? 

Brae.    If  you  serve  Florence  as  the  vulgar 
serve. 
For  swordsonan's-pay  alone,  —  break  seal  and 

read  ! 
In  that  case,  you  will  find  your  full  desert. 

Lwr,    Give  me  my  one  last  happy  moment, 
friends  I 
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YoQ  need  me  now,  and  all  the  gfraoiousness 
This  letter  can  contain  will  hardly  balance 
The  aftex^feeling  that  yon  need  no  more. 
This  moment  ...  oh,  the  East  has  nse  with 

you  I 
Its  sword  still  flashes — is  not  flungr  aside 
With  ihe  past  praise,  in  a  dark  corner  yet  I 
How  say  you  ?    'T  is  not  so  with  Florentines  — 
Captains  of  yours :  for  them,  the  ended  war 
Is  but  a  first  step  to  the  i>eace  begrun : 
He  who  did  well  in  war,  just  earns  the  ri^ht 
To  beg^n  doin^  well  in  peace,  you  know  : 
And  certain  my  precarsors,  —  would  not  such 
Look  to  themselves  in  such  a  chance  as  mine, 
Secure  the  eround  they  trod  upon,  perhaps  ? 
For  I  have  heard,  by  hts,  or  seemed  to  hear, 
Of  strang:e  mishap,  mistake,  ingratitude. 
Treachery  even.    iSay  that  one  of  you 
Surmised  this  letter  carried  what  might  turn 
To  harm  hereafter,  oaose  him  prejndioe : 
WhatwouUhedo? 
Dom,    [HagtUy,]    Thank  God  and  take  re- 
Tenge! 
Hurl  her  own  force  afpainst  the  city  straight  I 
And,  even  at  the  moment  when  the  foe 

Sounded  defiance  .  .  . 

(TxBUKZio*B  trumpet  tound*  in  the  diUanee, 

Lwr.  Ah,  you  Florentines  I 

So  would  you  do  ?   ^  Wisely  for  you,  no  doubt  I 
My  simple  Moorish  instinct  bids  me  clench 
The  obligation  von  relieve  me  from. 
Still  deeper !     [To  Puc]    Sound  our  answer,  I 

should  sav. 
And  thus :  —  [  tearing  the  paper,] — The  battle ! 
That  solves  every  cioubt. 


ACT  III 

AFTERNOON 

PcGCXO,  at  making  a  report  to  Jacoto. 

Puc.    And  here,  your  captain  must  report 
the  rest ; 
For,  as  I  say,  Uie  main  engagement  over 
And  Luna's  special  part  in  it  performed. 
How  could  a  subaltern  like  me  expect 
Leisure  or  leave  to  occupy  the  field  ^ 
And  glean  what  droppea  from  his  wide  harvest- 
ing? 
I  thought,  when  Lucca  at  the  battle's  end 
Came  up,  just  as  the  Pisan  centre  broke. 
That  Luna  would  detach  me  and  prevent 
The  flying  Ptisans  seeking  what  they  found, 
Friends  in  the  rear,  a  pomt  to  rally  by. 
But  no,  more  honorable  proved  my  post  I 
I  had  the  august  captive  to  escort 
Safe  to  our  camp ;  some  other  could  pursue. 
Fight,   and    be  famous;    gentler  chance  was 

mine  — 
Tiburzio's  wounded  spirit  must  be  soothed ! 
He 's  in  the  tent  there. 

Jacopo.  Is  the  substance  down  ? 

I   write  — *^  The   vanguard   beaten  and   both 

wings 
In  fuU  retreat,  Tiburdo  prisoner  "  — 
And  now,  —  ^^  That  they  fell  back  and  fonued 
again 


On  Lucca's  coming."    Why  then,  after  all, 
'T  is  half  a  victory,  no  oonclusiye  one  ? 
Puc.    Two   operations   where   a   sole    had 

served. 
Jac.    And  Luria's  fault  was  —  ? 
Puc.  Oh,  for  fault  —  not  much  I 

He  led  the  attack,  a  thought  impetuously, 
—  There  's  commonly  more  pruaence  ;  now,  he 

seemed 
To  hurry  measures^  otherwise  well  judged. 
By  over-concentrating  strength  at  first 
Against  the  enemy's  van  both  wings  escaped : 
That 's  reparable,  yet  it  is  a  fault. 

(Enter  Bhaccio.) 
Jac,    As  good  as  a  full  victory  to  Florence, 
Witii  the  advantage  of  a  fault  b^ide  — 
What  is  it,  Pucoio  ?  —  that  by  pressing  forward 
With  too  impetuous  .  .  . 

Br<ic,  The  report  anon  1 

Thanks,  sir — you  have  elsewhere  a  charge,  I 

know.  [Pwwio  sfoee. 

There 's  nothing  done  but  I  would  do  again ; 
Tet,  Lapo,  it  may  be  the  past  proves  nothing. 
And  Luria  has  kept  f  aithiul  to  the  dose. 
Jac.    I  was  for  waiting. 
Brcu:.  Yes:  aowasnotL 

He  could  not  choose  but  tear  that  letter  — true  I 
Still,  certain  of  his  tones,  I  mind,  and  looks :  — 
Ton  saw,  too,  with  a  fresher  soul  than  I. 
So,  Porzio  seemed  an  injured  man,  they  say  I 
Well,  I  have  gone  upon  the  broad,  sure  ground. 
{Enter  Lvua,  Pdocio,  and  Domiha.) 
Lur.    [To  I^c]    Say,  at  his  pleasure  I  will 

see  Tiburzio  I 
All  *s  at  his  pleasure. 

Dom.    [To  LuB.]    Were  I  not  forewarned 
Ton  would  re^ct,  as  vou  do  constantly. 
Praise,  —  I  might  tell  you  how  yon  tuiye  de- 
served 
Of  Florence  by  this  last  and  crowning  feat : 
But  words  offend. 

Lur,  ^  ^    Nay,  yon  may  praise  me  now. 

I  want  instruction  every  hour,  I  find. 
On  points  where  once  I  saw  least  need  off  it ; 
And  pnuse,  I  have  been  used  to  slight  per- 

naps. 
Seems  scarce  so  easily  dispensed  with  now. 
After  a  battle,  half  one's  strength  is  gone  ; 
The  glorious  passion  in  us  once  appeased. 
Our  reason's  calm  cold  dreadful  voice  begins. 
All  justice,  power  and  beauty  scarce  appear 
Monopolized  by  Florence,  as  of  late. 
To  me,  the    stranger:   you,  no   doubt,  may 

know 
Why  Pisa  needs  must  bear  her  rival's  yoke. 
And  peradventure  I  grow  nearer  you, 
For  1,  too,  want  to  know  and  be  assured. 
When  a  cause  ceases  to  reward  itself. 
Its  friend  seeks  fresh  sustainments ;  praise  is 

one. 
And  here   stand  you — you,  lady,  praise   me 

well. 
But    yours  —  (your    pardon)  —  is    unleamM 

praise. 
To  the  motive,  the  endeayor,  the  heart's  self. 
Tour  quick  sense  looks :  yon  crown  and  call 

aright 
The  soul  o'  the  purpose,  ere  't  is  shaped  as  act, 
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Takes  flesh  i*  the  world,  and  clothes  itself  a 

kiniir* 
Bat  when  the  act  eomes,  stands  for  what  ^t  is 
worth, 

—  Here  *8  Paceio,  the  skilled  soldier,  he 's  my 

judg'o ! 
Was  aU  well,  Pnccio? 

Puc.  All  was  .  .  .  most  be  well : 

If  we  beat  Luoca  presently,  as  doubtless  .  .  . 

—  No,  there  *s  no  doubt,  we  mnst  —  all  was  well 

done. 
Xriir.    In  truth  ?    Still  you  are  of  the  trade, 

my  Pucoio  I 
Ton  have  the  fellow-craftsman's  sympathy. 
There  *8  none  oares,  like  a  fellow  of  the  omft. 
For  the  all  unestimated  sum  of  pains 
That  go  to  a  suooess  the  world  can  see : 
They  praise  then,  but  the  best  they  never  know 

—  While  you  know  1    So,  if  envy  mix  with  it. 
Hate  even,  still  the  bottom-praise  of  all, 
Whatever  be  the  dregs,  that  drop 's  pure  gold  I 

—  For  nothing  *s  like  it ;  nothing  else  records 
Those  daily,  nightly  drippings  in  the  dark 

Of  the  heart's  blood,  the  world  lets  drop  away 
Forever  —  so,  pure  gold  that  praise  most  be  I 
And  I  have  yours^y  soldier  I  yet  the  best 
Is  still  to  come.    There  's  one  looks  on  afart 
Whom  all  refers  to,  failure  or  sucoess ; 
What's  done  might  be  our  best,  our  utmost 

work. 
And  yet  inadequate  to  serve  his  need. 
Here 's  Braeoio  now,  for  Florence  —  here 's  our 

service  — 
Well  done  for  us,  seems  it  well  done  for  him  ? 
His  cliusun  engine,  tasked  to  its  full  strength 
Answers  the    end?    Should   he  have   chosen 

higher  ? 
Do  we  help  Florence,  now  our  best  is  wron|[ht  ? 
Brae,   Tills  battle,  with  the  foregone  services, 
6aves  Florence. 

Xriir.  Why  then,  all  is  very  well  I 

Here  am  I  in  the  middle  of  my  friends. 
Who  know  me  and  who  love  me,  one  and  all. 
And  yet  ...  't  is  like  .  .  .  this  instant  while 

I  speak 
Is  like  the  turning-moment  of  a  dream 
When  .  .  .  Ah,  yon   are   not  foreigners  like 

nie! 
Well  tlien,  one  always  dreams  of  friends  at 

home; 
And  always  comes.  I  say,  the  turning-point 
When  something  onanges  in  the  friendly  eyes 
That  love  and  look  on  you  ...  so  slight,  so 

slight  .  .  . 
And  yet  it  tells  yon  they  are  dead  and  gone. 
Or  cnanfjped  and  enemies,  for  all  their  words. 
And  all  is  mockerv  and  a  maddening  show. 
You  now,  so  kind  here,  all  you  Florentines, 
What  is  it  in  your  eyes  .  .  .  those  lips,  those 

brows  .  .  . 
Nobody  spoke  it,  yet  I  know  it  well  I 
Come  now  —  this  battle  saves  yon,  all 's  at  end. 
Tour  use  of  me  is  o'er,  for  good,  for  ill,  — 
Come  now,  what 's  done  against  me,  while  I 

speak. 
In  Florence  ?    Come  t    I  feel  it  in  my  blood. 
My  eyes,  ray  hair,  a  voice  is  in  my  ears 
lat  spite  of  all  this  smiling  and  soft  speech 


Ton  ue  betraying  me  I    What  is  it  ^on  do  ? 
Have  it  your  way,  and  think  my  use  is  over  — 
Think  yon  are  saved  and  may  throw  off  the 
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Have  it  my  way,  and  think  more  work  remains 
Which  I  could  do,  —  so,  show  you  fear  me  not  t 
Or  prudent  be,  or  daring,  as  vou  choose. 
But  tell  me  —  tell  what  I  refused  to  know 
At  noon,  lest  heart  should  fail  mel    Well? 

That  letter  ? 
My  fate  is  sealed  at  Florence  1    What  is  it  ? 

Brckc,    Sir,  I  shall  not  deny  what  you  divine. 
It  is  no  novelty  for  innocence 
To  be  suspected,  but  a  privilege : 
The  after  certain  compensation  comes. 
Charges,  I  say  not  whether  false  or  true, 
Have  been  preferred  against  you  some  time 

since. 
Which  Florence  was  bound,  plainly,  to  receiTe, 
And  which  are  therefore  ondergoing  now 
The  due  investigation.    That  is  all. 
I  doubt  not  but  your  innocence  will  prove 
Apparent  and  illnstrious,  as  to  me. 
To  them  this  evening,  when  the  trial  ends. 
Lur,  My  trial? 

Dom,  Florence,  Florence  to  the  end. 

My  whole  heart  thanks  th«^e  1 

Pmc.    [ToBrao.]         What  is ''trial,*' sir? 
It  was  not  for  a  trial, — surely,  no  — 
I  furnished  vou  those  notes  nom  time  to  time  ? 
I  held  myself  aggrieved  —  I  am  a  man  — 
And  I  might   speak,  — ay,  and  speak  mere 

truth,  too, 
And  yet  not  mean  at  bottom  of  my  heart 
What  should  assist  a  —  trial,  do  you  say  ? 
Ton  should  have  told  me  I 

Dom,  Nay,  go  on,  go  on  I 

His  sentence!    Do  they  sentence  him?    What 

is  it? 
The  block  —  wheel  ? 

Brae,  Sentence  there  is  none  as  yet. 

Nor  shall  I  give  mv  own  opinion  now 
Of  what  it  should  be,  or  is  like  to  be. 
When  it  is  passed,  applaud  or  disapprove ! 
Up  to  that  point,  what  is  there  to  impugn? 
Jjur,    They  are  right,  then,  to  try  me  ? 
Brae,  I  asoert. 

Maintain  and  justify  the  abeolnte  right 
Of  Florenoe  to  do  ul  she  can  have  done 
In  this  procedure,  —  standing  on  her  guard, 
Receiving  even  services  like  yours 
With  utmost  fit  suspicious  wariness. 
In  other  matters,  keep  the  mummery  up  ! 
Take  all  the  experiences  of  all  the  world, 
EAch  knowledge  that  broke  throagh  a  heart  to 

Ufe, 
Each  reasoning  which,  to  reach,  burnt  out  a 

brain, 
—  In  other  cases,  know  these,  warrant  these. 
And  then  dispense  with  these  —  't  is  verv  well  I 
Let  friend  trust  friend,  and  love  demand  lovers 

like. 
And  gratitude  be  claimed  for  benefits,  — 
There 's  grace  in  that,  —  and  when  the  fresh 

hei^  breaks. 
The  new  brain  proves  a  ruin,  what  of  them  ? 
Where  is  the  matter  of  one  moth  the  more 
Singed  in  the  candle,  at  a  summer's  end  ? 
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But  Florence  is  no  simple  John  or  James 
To  have  his  toy,  his  fancy,  his  conceit 
That  he 's  the  one  excepted  man  hy  fate, 
And,   vrhen  fate    shows    him    he 's   mistaken 

there. 
Die  with  aU  good  men^s  praise,  and  yield  his 

place 
To  Paul  and  (reorge  intent  to  try  their  chance ! 
Florence  eidsts  because  these  pass  away. 
She 's  a  contrivance  to  supjsly  a  type 
Of  man,  which  men's  denciencies  refuse  ; 
She   binds  so  many,  that   she  grows  oat  of 

them  — 
Stands  steady  o'er  their  numbers,  though  they 

change 
And  pass  awav  —  there 's  always  what  upholds, 
Always  enough  to  fashion  the  great  show. 
As  see,  yon  hanc:ing  city,  in  the  sun. 
Of  shapely  doud  substantially  the  same ! 
A  thousand  vapors  rise  and  sink  again. 
Are  interfused,  and  live  their  life  and  cUe,  — 
Yet  ever  hangs  the  steady  show  i'  the  air, 
Under  the  sun's  straight   influence:    that   is 

well. 
That  is  worth  heaven  should  hold,  and  Grod 

should  bless  I 
And  so  is  Florence,  —  the  unseen  sun  above, 
Which  draws  and  holds  suspended  all  of  us, 
Binds  transient  vapors  into  a  single  cloud 
Differing  from  eacn  and  better  tnan  they  all. 
And  shall  she  dare  to  stake  this  permanence 
On  any  one  man's  faith  ?    Man's  heart  is  weak. 
And  its  temptations  many :  let  her  prove 
Each  servant  to  the  very  uttermost 
Before  she  grant  him  her  reward.  I  say  ! 
Dom,    And  as  for  hearts  she  cnanoes  to  mis- 
take. 
Wronged  hearts,  not  destined  to  receive  re- 
ward, 
Though  they  deserve  it,  did  she  only  know, 
—  What  should  she  do  for  these  ? 

Brae.  What  does  she  not  ? 

Say,  that  she  gives  them  but  herself  to  serve  t 
Here  's  Luria  —  what  had  profited  his  strength, 
When  half  an  hour  of  sober  fancying 
Had  shown  him  step  by  step  the  uselessness 
Of  strength  exerted  for  strength's  proper  sake  ? 
But  the  truth  is,  she  did  create  that  strength. 
Draw  to  the  end  the  corresponding  means. 
The  world  is  wide  —  are  we  the  onlv  men  ? 
Oh,  for  the  tim»,  the  social  purpose  sake, 
Use  words  agreed  on,  bandy  epithets, 
Call  any  man  the  sole  great  wise  and  good  I 
But  shall  we  therefore,  standuig  by  ourselves. 
Insult  our  souls  and  God  with  the  same  speech  ? 
There,  swarm   the   ignoble   thousands    under 

him  : 
What  marks  us  from  the  hundreds  and  the 

tens? 
Florence  took  up,  turned  all  one  way  the  soul 
Of  Luria  with  its  fires,  and  here  he  glows ! 
She  takes  me  out  of  all  the  world  as  him, 
Fixing  my  coldness  till  like  ice  it  checks 
The  nre  I    So,  Braccio,  Luria,  which  is  best  ? 
Lur,    Ah,  brave  me  ?    And  is  this  indeed  the 
way 
To  gain  your  good  word  and  sincere  esteem  ? 
Am  I  the  baited  animal  that  must  turn 


And  fight  his  baiters  to  deserve  tlieir  praise  ? 

Obedience  is  mistake  then  ?    Be  it  so  f 

Do  you  indeed  remember  I  stand  here 

The  captain  of  the  conquering  army,  — mine  — 

With  all  your  tokens,  jpraise  and  promise,  ready 

To  show  for  what  their  names  meant  when  you 

gave. 
Not  what  you  style  them  now  you  take  away  ? 
If  I  call  in  my  troops  to  arbitrate, 
And  dash  the  first  enthusiastic  dirill 
Of  victorv  with  this  you  menace  now  — 
Commena  to  the  instinctive  popular  sense, 
My  story  first,  your  comment  afterward,  — 
Will  they  take,  think  yoU|  part  with  you  or  me  ? 
If  I  say  —  I,  the  laborer  they  saw  work, 
finding  mv  work,  ask  pay,  and  find  my  lords 
Have  all  this  while  provided  silently 
Against  the  day  of  pay  and  proving  faith. 
By  what  you  call  my  sentence  that 's  to  come  — 
Will  friends  advise  I  wait  complacently  ? 
If  I  meet  Florence  half-way  at  their  head. 
What  will  you  do,  my  mild  antagonist  ? 
Brae.    I  will  rise  up  like  hre,  proud  and 

triumphant 
That  Florence  knew  you  thoroughly  and   by 

me. 
And  so  was  saved.    **See,  Italy,"  I  'U  say, 
^*The  crown  of  our  precautions!      Kerens  a 

man 
Was  far  advanced,  just  touched  on  the  belief 
Less  subtle  cities  had  accorded  loi^r ; 
But  we  were  wiser :  at  the  end  comes  this  ! " 
And  from  that  minute,  where  is  Luria  ?    Lost ! 
The  very  stones  of  Florence  crj'  against 
The  all-exacting,  naught-enduring  fool. 
Who  thus  resents  her  first  probation,  flouts 
As  if  he,  only,  shone  and  cast  no  shade. 
He,  only,  wuked  the  earth  with  privilege 
Against  suspicion,  free  where  angels  fear : 
He,  for  the  first  inquisitive  motner's-word. 
Must  turn,  and  stand  on  his  defence,  forsooth  I 
Reward  ?    You  will  not  be  worth  punishment  I 
Lur.    And  Florence  knew  me  thus  I    Tlius  I 

have  lived|  — 
And  thus  you,  with  the  clear  fine  intellect, 
Braccio,  the  cold  acute  instructed  mind. 
Out  of  the  stir,  so  calm  and  unconfused. 
Reported  me  —  how  could  you  otherwise  I 
Ay  ?  —  and  what  dropped  from  you,  just  now, 

moreover  ? 
Your  information,  Puocio  ?  —  Did  your  skill. 
Your  understanding  sympathv  approve 
Such  a  report  of  me  ?    Was  this  the  end  ? 
Or  is  even  this  the  end  ?    Can  I  stop  here  ? 
You,  lady,  with  the  woman's  stand  apart, 
The  heart  to  see  with,  past  man's  brain  and 

eyes, 
...  I  cannot  fathom  why  you  should  destroy 
The  unoffending  one,  you  call  your  friend  — 
Still,  lessoned  by  the  good  examples  here 
Of  friendship,  't  is  but  natural  I  ask  — 
Had  you  a  further  aim,  in  aught  yon  urged. 
Than   your   friend's   profit — in  all  those  in- 
stances 
Of  perfidy,  all  Florence  wrought  of  wrong  — 
All  I  remember  now  for  the  first  time  ? 

Dom,    I  am  a  daughter  of  the  Traversari, 
Sister  of  Pondo  and  of  Berto  both, 
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So,  have  foreseen  all  that  ha^  come  to  pan. 
I  knew  the   Florence  that  could  doubt  their 

faith, 
MuBt   needs   mistrust   a   stranger^s  —  dealing 

them 
Punishment,  would  deny  him  his  reward. 
And  I  belieyed,  the  shame  they  bore  and  died, 
He  would  not  bear,  but  live  and  fieht  against  — 
Seeing  he  was  of  other  stuff  than  they. 
Lur,    Hear  them  I     All  these   against   one 

foreigner  I 
And  all  this  while,  where  is^  in  the  whole  world, 
To  his  good  faith  a  single  witness  V 

Tib.     f  Who  has  entered  unseen  during  the  pre- 

ceding  dialogue.]  Here ! 

Thm  I  bear  witness,  not  in  word  but  deed. 
I  live  for  Pisa ;  she  s  not  lost  to-day 
By  many  chances  —  much  prevents  from  that ! 
Her  army  has  been  beaten,  I  am  here. 
But  Lucca  comes  at  last,  one  happy  chance  I 
I  rather  would  see  Pisa  three  times  lost 
Than  saved  by  any  traitor,  even  bv  yon  ; 
The  example  of  a  traitor^s  happy  fortune 
Would  bnng  more  evil  in  the  end  than  good ;  — 
Pisa  rejects  the  traitor,  craves  yourself ! 
I,  in  her  name,  resigni  forthwith  to  you 
My  charge,  —  the   highest   office,  sword  and 

shield ! 
You  shall  not,  by  my  counsel,  turn  on  Flor- 
ence 
Yonr  array,  give  her  calumny  that  ground  — 
Nor  bring  one  soldier :  be  you  all  we  gain  t 
And   all  she'll  lose,  —  a  head  to  deck  some 

bridge, 
And  save  the  cost  o^  the  crown  should  deck  the 

head. 
Leave  her  to  perish  in  her  perfidy. 
Plague-stricken  and  stripi>ed  naked  to  all  eyes, 
A  proverb  and  a  by-word  in  all  mouths  ! 
Go  you  to  Pisa !    Florence  is  my  place  — 
Leave  me  to  tell  her  of  the  rectitude, 
I,  from  the  first,  told  Pisa,  knowing  it. 
To  Pisa! 
Dom.      Ah  my  Braccio,  are  you  caught  ? 
Brae.    Puccio,  good  soldier  and  good  citi- 
zen, 
Whom  I  have  ever  kept  beneath  my  eye, 
Ready  as  fit,  to  serve  m  this  event 
Florence,  who  clear  foretold  it  from  the  first  — 
Through  me,  she  gives  you  the  command  and 

charge 
She  takes,  through  me,  from  him  who  held  it 

bite! 
A  painful  trial,  very  sore,  was  vours  : 
All  that  could  draw  out,  marshal  in  array 
The  selfish  passions  'gainst  the  public  good  — 
Slights,  scorns,  neglects,  were  heaped  on  you  to 

bear: 
And  ever  you  did  bear  and  bow  the  head ! 
It  had  been  sorry  trial,  to  precede 
Your  feet,  hold  up  the  promise  of  reward 
For   Inrii^   gleam  ;    yonr  footsteps  kept  the 

track 
Through  dark  and  doubt :  take  all  the  light  at 

once  I 
Trial  is  over,  consummation  shines ; 
Well  have  you  served,  as  well  henceforth  com- 

mana! 


Fue.    No,  no  ...  I  dare  not  I    I  am  grate- 
ful, phul ; 
But     Luna  —  you    shall     understand     he  *■ 

wronged : 
And  he 's  my  captain  —  this  is  not  the  way 
We  soldiers  climb  to  fortune  :  think  again  I 
The  sentence  is  not  even  passed,  beside  t 
I  dare  not :  where 's  the  soldier  could  ? 

Lur»  Now,  Florence  — 

Is  it  to  be  ?    You  will  know  all  the  strength 
0'  the  savage  — to  yonr  neck  the  proof  most 

^        go? 

You  will  prove  the  brute  nature  ?    Ah,  I  see ! 

The  savage  plainly  is  impassible  — 

He  keeps  his  calm  way  through  insulting  words, 

Sarcastic  looks,  sharn  gestures  •—  one  of  which 

Would  stop  you,  fatal  to  your  finer  sense. 

But  if  he  stolidly  advance,  march  mute 

Without  a  mark  upon  his  callous  hide. 

Through  the  mere  brushwood  you  grow  angiy 

with. 
And  leave  the  tatters  of  your  flesh  upon, 

—  Yon  have  to  learn  that  when  the  true  bar 

comes. 
The  murk  mid-forest,  the  grand  obstacle. 
Which  when  you  reach,  you  give  the  labor  up. 
Nor  dash  on,  but  lie  down  composed  before, 

—  He  goes  agunst  it,  like  the  brute  he  is: 
It  falls  before  him.  or  he  dies  in  his  coune. 
I  kept  my  course  tnrough  past  iMratitude : 
I  saw  —  it  does  seem,  now«  as  if  isaw. 
Could  not  but  see,  those  insults  as  they  fell. 

—  Ay,  let  them  glance  from  off  me,  very  like, 
Laughing,  perhaps,  to  think  the  quality 
You  grew  so  bold  on,  while  you  so  despised 
The  Moor's  dull  mute  inapprehensive  mood. 
Was  saving  you :  I  bore  and  kept  my  course. 
Now  real  wrong  fronts  me :  see  if  I  succumb ! 
Florence  withstands  me  ?    I  will  punish  her. 

At  night  my  sentence  will  arrive,  yon  say. 
Till  then  I  cannot,  if  I  would,  rebel 

—  Unauthorized  to  lay  my  office  down. 
Retaining  my  fnll  power  to  will  and  do  : 
After  —  it  is  to  see.    l^burzio,  thanks  I 
Go ;  yon  are  free :  join  Lucca  !     I  suspend 
All  further  operations  till  to-night. 
Thank  yon,  and  for  the  silence  most  of  all  I 
[ToBrac]    Let  my  complacent  bland  accuser 

go 
Carry  his  self-approving  head  and  heart 
Safe  through  the  army  which  would  trample 

him 
Dead  in  a  moment  at  my  word  or  sign  I 
Go,  sir,  to  Florence ;  tell  friends  what  I  say — 
That  while  I  wait  my  sentence,  theirs  waits 

them ! 
[To   Dom.]      Yon,    lady,  —  yon    have    black 

Italian  eyes  I 
I  would  be  generous  if  I  might :  oh,  yes  — 
For  I  remember  how  so  oft  yon  seemed 
Inclined  at  heart  to  break  the  barrier  down 
Which  Florence  finds  God  built  between  us 

both. 
Alas,  for  generosity !  this  honr 
Asks  retribution:  bear  it  as  you  may, 
I  must — the  Moor  —  the  savage,  —  pardon  yon  I 
Pnooio,  my  trusty  soldier,  see  them  forth  ! 
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ACT  IV 

EVENING 
Enter  Puooio  and  Jacofo. 

Puc.    Whftt  Luna  will  do  ?    Ah,  *t  ia  youn, 

fair  sir, 
Tour  and  your  sabtle-witted  master's  part. 
To  tell  me  that ;  I  tell  ^on  what  he  can. 
Jac,    Friend,  yon  mistake  my  station :  I  ob- 
serve 
The  game,  watoh  how  my  betters  play,  no 

more. 
Puc.    But  mankind  are  not  pieces  —  there 's 

your  fault  I 
Yon  cannot  push  them,  and,  the  first  more 

made, 
Lean  back  and  study  what  the  next  shall  be, 
In  confidence  that,  when  't  is  fiixed  upon. 
You  find  pust  where  you  left  them,  blacks  and 

whites: 
Men  go  on  mo^'ing  when  your  hand  's  away. 
You  build,  I  liotice,  firm  on  Luria^s  faith 
This  whole  tune,  —  firmlier  than  I  choose  to 

build, 
Who  never  doubted  it  —  of  old,  that  is  — 
With  Luria  in  his  ordinary  mind. 
But  now,  oppression  makes  the  wise  man  mad : 
How  do  I  know  he  will  not  turn  and  stand 
And  hold  his  own  against  you,  as  he  may  ? 
Suppose  he  but  withdraw  to  Pisa  —  well,  — 
Then,  even  if  all  happen  to  your  wish, 
Whicn  is  a  chance  ... 

Jac.  Nay  —  't  was  an  oversight. 

Not  waiting  till  the  proper  warrant  came :  ^ 
You  could  not  take  what  was  not  ours  to  giye. 
But  when  at  ni^ht  the  sentence  really  comes. 
Our  city  anthonzes  past  dispute 
Luria's  removal  ana  truisfers  the  charge. 
You  will  perceive  your  duty  and  accept  ? 
Ptic.    Accept  what  ?  mustei^rolls  of  soldiers' 

names? 
An  army  upon  paper  ?    I  want  men, 
The  hearts  as  well  as  hands  —  and  where 's  a 

heart 
But  beats  with  Luria,  in  the  multitude 
I  come  from  walking  through  by  Luria's  side  ? 
You  gave  them  Luria,  set  him  thus  to  grow, 
Heao-like,  upon  their  trunk;  one  heart  feeds 

both. 
They  feel  him  there,  live  twice,  and  weU  know 

why. 
—  For  they  do  know,  if  you  are  ignorant. 
Who  kept  his  own  place  and  respected  theirs, 
Managea  their  sweat,  yet  never  npared  his  blood. 
All  was  your  act :  another  might  have  served  — 
There 's  peradventure  no  such  dearth  of  heads  — 
But  yon  chose  Luria :  so,  they  grew  one  flesh. 
And  now,  for  nothing  they  can  understand, 
Luria  removed,  off  is  to  roll  the  head  ; 
The  body's  mine  —  much  I  shall  do  with  it ! 
Jcui.    That 's  at  the  worst. 
Puc,  No  —  at  the  best,  it  is  I 

Best,  do  you  hear?    I  saw  them  by  his  side. 
Only  we  two  with  Luria  in  the  camp 
Are  left  that  keep  the  secret  ?  You  think  that  ? 
Hear  what  I  know :  from  rear  to  Tan^  no  heart 


But  felt  the  quiet  patient  hero  there 
Waswron^d,  nor  in  the  moveless  ranks  an  eye 
But  glancing  told  its  fellow  the  whole  story 
Of  tmit  convicted  silent  knot  of  spies 
Who  passed  through  them  to  Florence;    they 

might  pass — 
No  breast  but  gladlier  beat  when  free  of  such  T 
Our  troops  will  catch  up  Luria,  close  him  round. 
Bear  him  to  Florence  as  their  natural  lord, 
Partake  his  fortune,  live  or  die  wiUi  him. 
Jac.    And  by  mistake  catch  up  along  with 

him 
Puccio,  no  doubt,  compelled  in  self  despite 
To  still  continue  second  in  command  I 

Puc,  ^  No,  sir,  no  second  nor  so  fortunate  I 
Your  tricks  succeed  with  me  too  well  for  that ! 
I  am  as  you  have  made  me,  live  and  die 
To  serve  Tour  end  —  a  mere  trained  fightings 

hack. 
With  words,  you  laugh  at  while  they  leave  your 

mouth. 
For  my  life's  rule  and  ordinance  of  God  1 
I  have  to  do  my  duty,  keep  my  faith, 
And  earn  my  praise,  and  guard  against  my 

blame. 
As  I  was  trained.    I  shall  accept  your  charge. 
And  fight  against  one  better  than  myself. 
Spite  of  my  heart's  conviction  of  his  worth  — 
Tnat,  you  may  count  on  I  —  just  as  hitherto 
I  have  gone  on,  persuaded  I  was  wronged, 
Slighted,  insulted,  terms  we  learn  by  rote,  — 
All  because  Luria  superseded  me  — 
Because  the  better  nature,  freidi-inspired. 
Mounted  above  me  to  its  proper  place ! 
What  mattered  all  the  kindly  graciousness, 
The    cordial    brother's-bearing  ?      This    was 

clear  — 
I,  once  the  captain,  now  was  subaltern. 
And  so  must  keep  complaining  like  a  fool  I 
Go,  take  the  curse  of  a  lost  soul,  I  say  I 
You  neither  play  your  puppets  to  the  Mid, 
Nor  treat  the  rcnl  man,  —  for  his  resdness'  sak» 
Thrust  rudely  in  their  place,  —  with  such  re- 
gard 
As  might  console  them  for  their  altered  rank. 
Me,  the  mere  steady  soldier,  you  depose 
For  Luria,  and  here  'a  all  your  pet  aeserves  I 
Of  what  account,  then,  is  your  langhing^tock  ? 
One  word  for  all :  ^  w;hateyer  Luria  does, 

—  If  backed  by  his  indignant  troops  he  turn. 
Revenge  himself,  and  Florence  go  to  ground,  — 
Or,  for  a  signal  everlasting  shame. 

He  pardon  you,  simply  seek  bett«r  friends. 
Side  with  the  Pisans  and  Lucchese  for  change 

—  And  if  I,  pledged  to  ingrates  past  belief. 
Dare  fight  against  a  man  such  fools  call  faue. 
Who,  inasmuch  as  he  was  true,  fights  me,  — 
Whichever  way  he  win,  he  wins  for  worth, 
For  every  soldier,  for  all  true  and  good  1 

Sir,  chronicling  the  rest,  omit  not  this  I 
{At  they  go,  ettUr  Lubia  and  Hvbaix.) 
Hu8.    Saw  st  thou  ?  —  For  they  are  gone  1 
The  world  lies  bare 
Before  thee,  to  be  tasted,  felt  and  seen 
Like  what  it  Ls,  now  Florence  goes  away ! 
Thou  livest  now,  with  men  art  man  again ! 
Those  Florentines  were  all  to  thee  of  old  ; 
But  Bracoio,  but  Domizia,  gone  is  each. 
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There  lie  beneath  thee  thine  own  multitadee  I 
Saw'atthou? 
Xtir.  I  saw. 

Hus.  Then,  hold  thy  oonne,  my  kinf; ! 

The  yean  return.    Let  thy  heart  have  its  way  : 
Ah,  they  would  play  with  thee  as  with  all  eUe, 
Turn  thee  to  use,  and  fashion  thee  anew. 
Find  out  Qod^s  fault  in  thee  as  in  the  rest  ? 
Oh  watch,  oh  listen  only  to  these  fienda 
Once  at  their  ooonpatiou  !    Ere  we  know. 
The  free  ^reat  heaven  is  shut,  their  stifling:  pall 
Drops  till  it  frets  the  very  tingrling  hair, 
80  weighs  it  on  our  head.  —  and,  for  the  earth, 
Our  common  earth  is  tethered  up  and  down. 
Over  and  aoroas — **here  shalt  thou  move," 

they  oiy ! 
Lur,    Ay,  Husain  ? 

JIus,  iSo  have  they  spoiled  all  beside  I 

So  stands  a  man  frirt  round  with  Florentines, 
Priests,  ^ybeards,  Braocioe,  women,  boys  and 

spies. 
All  in  one  tale,  all  singing  the  same  song. 
How  thou  must  house,  and  live  at  bed  and 

board, 
Take  pledge  and  give  it,  go  their  everv  way. 
Breathe  to  their  measure,  nuke  thy  blood  heat 

time 
With    theirs  —  or,  all  is    nothing — thou    art 

lost  — 
A  savage,  how  shouldst  thoujpereeive  as  they  ? 
Feel  guid  to  stand  ^neath  Qod*s  close  naked 

hand! 
Look  up  to  it  I  Why,  down  they^  pull  thy  neck, 
Lest  it  crush  thee,  who  feePst  it  and  wouldst 

kiss. 
Without  their  priests  that  needs  must  glove  it 

first. 
Lest  peradventnre  flesh  offend  thy  lip. 
Love  woman  I    Why,  a  very  beast  thou  art  1 
Thou  must  ... 
Ijut,  Peace,  Husain  I 

Hus,  Ay,  but,  spoiling  all. 

For  all,  else  true  things,  substituting  fake. 
That  they  should  dare  spoil,  of  all  instincts, 

thine ! 
Should  dare  to  take  thee  with  thine  instincts  up, 
Thy  battle-ardors,  like  a  ball  of  fire. 
And  class  them  and  allow  them  nlaoe  and  play 
So  far,  no  farther  —  unabashed  the  while  1 
Tliou  with  the  soul  that  never  can  take  rest  — 
Thoa  bom  to  do,  undo,  and  do  again. 
And  never  to  be  still, —  wonldst  thou  make  war  ? 
Oh,  that  is  commendable,  just  and  right  I 
**  Come  over,^^  say  they,   *  have  the  honor  due 
Li  living  ont  thy  nature  I    Fight  thv  beat : 
It  is  to  be  for  Florence,  not  thyself  I 
For  thee,  it  were  a  horror  and  a  plague ; 
For  us,  when  war  is  made  for  Florence,  see, 
How  all  is  changed  :  the  fire  that  fed  on  earth 
Now  towers  to  heaven  I "  — 

Lur.  And  what  sealed  up  so  long 

My  Husain*  s  month  ? 

Hus.  Oh  friend,  oh  lord  —  for  me. 

What  am  I  ?  —  I  was  silent  at  thy  side. 
Who  am  a  part  of  thee.    It  is  thv  hand. 
Thy  foot  tnat  glows  when  in  the  heart  fresh 

blood 
Boils  up,  thou  heart  of  me  I    Now,  live  again. 


Again  love  as  thou  likest,  hate  as  free  ! 
Turn  to  no  Braocioe  nor  Domizias  now. 
To  ask,  before  thy  very  limbs  dare  move. 
If  Florence^  welfare  be  concerned  thereby  ! 

Lur.    ISo  clear  what  Florence  must  expect  of 
me? 

Hus.    Both  armies  against  Florence  I    Take 
revenge  I 
Wide,  deep  —  to  live  upon,  in  feeling  now,  — 
And,  after  live,  in  memory,  year  by  year  — 
And,  with  the  dear  oonvictiou,  die  at  last  1 
She  lies  now  at  thy  pleasure :  nleasure  have  I 
Their  vaunted  intellect  that  guds  our  sense. 
And  blends  with  life,  to  show  it  better  by, 

—  How  think 'st  thou  ?  —  I  have  turned  that 

light  on  them ! 
They  ciQled  our  thirst  of  war  a  transient  thing ; 
**  The  battle-element  must  pass  away 
From  life,"  they  said,  ''and  leave  a  tranquil 

world." 

—  Master,  I  took  their  light  and  turned  it  full 
On  that  dull  turgid  vein  they  said  would  bniat 
And  pass  away ;  and  as  I  looked  on  life, 

Still  everywhere  I  tracked  this,  though  it  hid 
And  shifted,  lay  so  silent  as  it  thought, 
Chiufiged  shape  and  hue  yet  ever  was  the  same. 
Why,  't  was  all  fighting,  all  their  nobler  life ! 
All  work  was  fighting,  every  harm  —  defeat. 
And  every  joy  obtained  —  a  victory ! 
Be  not  their  anpe  1 

—  Their  dupe  ?    That  hour  is  nast ! 
Here  stand*st  thou  in  the  glory  and  the  calm : 
All  is  determined.    Silence  for  me  now  I 

[Hv8Ani  goes. 

Lur,    Have  I  heard  all  ? 

Dom.   [Advancing  from  the  background.]  No, 
Luria,  I  remain  I 
Not  from^  the  motives  these  have  urged  on  thee. 
Ignoble,  insufficient,  incomplete, 
Ajid  pregnant  each  with  sure  seeds  of  decay, 
As  failing  of  sustainment  from  thyself. 

—  Neither  from  low  revenge,  nor  selfishness, 
Nor  savage  lust  of  power,  nor  one,  nor  all, 
Shalt  thou  abolish  Florence  I    I  prodaim 
The  angel  in  thee,  and  reject  the  sprites 
Whid^  ineffectual  crowd  about  his  strength. 
And  mingle  with  his  work  and  claim  a  ware  I 
Inconsciously  to  the  augustest  end 

Thou  hast  arisen  :  second  not  in  rank 

So  much  as  time,  to  him  who  first  ordained 

That  Florence,  thou  art  to  destroy,  should  be. 

Tet  him  a  star,  too,  guided,  who  broke  first 

The  pride  of  lonety  power,  the  life  apart. 

And  made  the  eminences,  each  to  each. 

Lean  o^er  the  level  world  and  let  it  lie 

Safe  from  the  thunder  henceforth  'neath  their 

tops; 
So  the  few  famous  men  of  old  combined. 
And  let  the  multitude  rise  underneath. 
And  reach  them  and  unite  —  so  Florence  grew : 
Braccio  speaks  true,  it  was  well  worth  the  price. 
But  when  the  sheltered  many  grew  in  priae 
And  grudged  the  station  of  the  elected  ones. 
Who,  greater  than  their  kind,  are  truly  great 
Only  in  voluntary  servitude  — 
Time  was  for  thee  to  rise,  and  thou  art  here. 
Such  planie  possessed  this  Florence :  who  can 
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The  mii^lity  grirth  and  greatness  at  the  heart 
Of  those  B4J  perfect  pillars  of  the  grove 
She  pulled  aown  in  lier  envy  ?    Who  as  I, 
The  lifcht  weak  parasite  bom  but  to  twine  ^ 
Konna  each  of  tliem  and,  measuring  them,  live  ? 
My  light  love  keeps  the  matchless  circle  safe, 
My  slender  life  proves  what  has  passed  away. 
I  lived  when  thev  departed  ;  lived  to  cling 
To  thee,  tlie  mighty  stranger ;  thou  wouldst  rise 
And  burst  the  ttiraldom,  and  avenge,  I  knew. 
I  have  done  notliing ;  all  was  thv  strong  bole. 
Hut  a  bird^s  weight  can  break  the  infant  tree 
Which  after  holds  an  aery  in  its  arms. 
And  ^t  was  my  care  that  naught  should  warp 

th:^  spire 
From  rising  to  the  height ;  the  roof  is  reached 
O^  the  forest,  break  through,  see  extend  the 

sky! 
Go  on  to  Florence,  Luria  I    *Tis  man's  cause  ! 
Fail  thou,  and  thine   own  fall  were    least  to 

dread: 
Thou  keepest  Florence  in  her  evil  way, 
Encouragest  her  sin  so  much  the  more  — 
And  while  the  ignoble  past  is  iustified. 
Thou  all  the  surelier  warp'st  tne  future  growth, 
^rhe  chiefe  to  come,  the  Lurias  yet  unborn. 
That,  greater  than  thyself,  are  reached  o^er  thee 
Who  giv^st  the  vantage-ground  their  foes  re- 
quire. 
As    o'er    my    prostrate    House    thyself   wast 

reached! 
Man  calls  thee,  God  requites  thee  !    All  is  said, 
The  mission  of  my  House  fulfilled  at  last : 
And  the  mere  woman,  speaking  for  herself, 
Keserves  speech  —  it  is  now  no  woman^s  time. 

[DoMiziA  goes. 

Lur.    Thus  at  the  last  must  figure  Luria, 
then! 
Doing  the  various  work  of  all  his  friends. 
And  answering  every  purpose  save  his  own. 
No  doubt,  *t  is  well  for  them  to  wish  ;  but  him  — 
After  the  exploit  what  were  left  ?    Perchance 
A  little  pride  upon  the  swarthy  brow, 
At  having  brought  successfully  to  bear 
'Gainst  ^orence'  self  her  own  especial  arms,  — 
Her  craftiness,  impelled  by  fiercer  strength 
From  Moorish  blood  than  feeds  the  northern  wit. 
But  after !  —  once  the  easy  vengeance  willed. 
Beautiful  Florence  at  a  word  laid  low 

—  (Not  in  her  domes  and  towers  and  palaces. 
Not  even  in  a  dream,  that  outrage  I)  —  low. 

As  shamed  in  her  own  eyes  henceforth  forever. 
Low,  for  the  rival  cities  round  to  laugh. 
Conquered  and  pardoned  by  a  hireling  Moor ! 

—  For  him,  who  did  the  irreparable  wrong, 
\Vhat  would  be  left,  his  life  s  illusion  fled,  — 
What  hope  or  trust  in  the  forlorn  wide  world  ? 
How  strange  that  Florence  should  mistake  me 

so! 
Whence  grew  this  ?    What  withdrew  her  faith 

from  me  ? 
Some  cause  I    These  f  retf  ul*blooded  children 

talk 
Against  their  mother,  —  they  are  wronged,  they 

say  — 
Notable  wrongs  her  smile  makes  up  i^^ain  I 
80,  taking  fire  at  each  supposed  offence, 
They  may  speak  rashly,  suffer  for  their  speech : 


But  what  could  it  have  been  in  word  or  deed 
Thus  injured  me  ?     Some  one  word  spoken 

more 
Out  of  my  heart,  and  all  had  changed  i)erha]w. 
My  fault,  it  must  have  been,  —  for,  what  gain 

they? 
Wliv  risk  the  danger  ?    See,^  what  I  could  do  I 
And  my  fault,  wherefore  visit  upon  them. 
My  Florentines  ?    The  notable  revenge 
I  meditated !    To  stay  passively. 
Attend  their  summons,  be  as  they  dispose  ! 
Whv^  if  my  rerv  soldiers  keep  the  rank. 
Ana  if  my  chieftains  acquiesce,  what  then  ? 
I  ruin  Florence,  teach  her  friends  niistnist, 
Confirm  her  enemies  in  harsh  belief. 
And  when  she  finds  one  day,  as  find  she  must, 
The  strange  mistake,  and  how  my  heart  was 

hers, 
Shall  it  console  me,  that  my  Florentines 
Walk  with  a  sadder  step,  in  graver  guise. 
Who  took  me  with  such  frankness,  praised  me 

so. 
At  the  glad  outset  ?    Had  they  loved  me  less. 
They  had  less  feared  what  seemed  a  change  in 

me. 
And  after  all,  who  did  the  harm  ?    Not  they ! 
How  could  they  interpose  with  those  old  fools 
I'  the  council  ?     Suffer  for  those  old  fools* 

sake  — 
They,  who  made  pictures  of  me,  sang  the  songs 
About  my  battles  ?    Ah,  we  Moors  get  blind 
Out  of  our  proper  world,  where  we  can  see  ! 
The  sun  that  guides  is  closer  to  us !    There  — 
There,  my  own  orb !    He  sinks  from  out  tlie 

sky  I 
Why,  there !  a  whole  day  has  he  blessed  the 

land. 
My  land,  our  Florence  all  about  tlie  hills, 
The    fields    and    gardens,    vineyards,    olive- 
grounds. 
All  have  been  blest  —  and  yet  we  Florentines, 
With  souls  intent  upon  our  battle  here. 
Found  that  he  roee  too  soon,  or  set  too  late, 
Gkive  us  no  vantage,  or  gave  Pisa  much  — 
Therefore  we  wronged  nim!    Does  he  turn  in 

ire 
To  bum  the  earth  that  cannot  understand  ? 
Or  drop  out  quietly,  uid  leave  the  sky. 
His    task  once  ended?     Night  wipes  blame 

away. 
Another  morning  from  my  East  shall  spring 
And  find  all  eyes  at  leisure,  ail  disposect 
To  wat-ch  and  understand  its  work,  no  doubt. 
So,  praise  the  new  sun,  the  successor  praise. 
Praise  the  new  Luria  and  forget  the  old ! 

^  [Takinff  a  phial  from  hiabrentt. 
—  Strange !    This  is  all  I  brought  from  my  own 

land 
To  help  me  :  Europe  would  supply  the  rest. 
All  needs  beside,  all  other  helps  save  one  I 
I  thought  of  adverse  fortune,  battle  lost. 
The  natural  upbraiding  of  the  loser, 
And  then  this  c^uiet  remedy  to  seek 
At  end  of  the  disastrous  day.  \.He  drinks, 

^T  is  sought ! 
This  was  mv  happy  triumph-morning  :  f*iorence 
Is  saved :  I  dnnk  this,  and  ere  night,  —  die  \ 

Strange! 
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ACT  V 

NIGHT 

LusiA  and  Pvcao 

Lur.    I  thought  to  do  this,  not  to  talk  this : 
well, 
Siioh  were  my  projects  for  the  city^s  good. 
To  help  her  in  sttaek  or  by  defence. 
Time,  here  as  elsewhere,  soon  or  late  may  take 
Our  foresight  by  surprise  through  chance  and 

chan^ : 
But  not  a  httle  we  provide  against 
—  If  you  see  clear  on  every  point. 

I*uc.  Most  clear. 

Lur,    Then  all  is  said  —  not  much,  if  you 
count  words, 
Yet  to  an  understanding  ear  enough  ; 
And  all  that  ray  brief  stay  permits,  beside. 
Nor  must  you  bUune  rae,  as  I  sought  to  teach 
My  elder  in  command,  or  threw  a  doubt 
Upon  the  very  skill,  it  comforts  me 
To  know  I  leave,  —  your  steady  soldiership 
Which  never  failed  me  :  yet,  because  it  seemed 
A  strauger^s  eye  might  haply  note  defect 
That    sRill,  Uirough  use  and    custom,  over- 
looks— 
I  have  gone  into  the  old  cares  once  more. 
As  if  I  nad  to  come  and  save  again 
Florence  —  tliat   May  —  that  morning  I     ^T  is 

night  now. 
Well  — 1  broke  off  with?  ... 

Puc,  Of  the  past  campaign 

Tou  spoke  —  of  measures  to  be  kept  in  mind 
For  future  use. 

Lur.  True,  so  .  .  .  but.  time  —  no  time  I 

As  well  end  here :  remember  this,  and  me  1 
Farewell  now ! 

Puc,  Dare  I  speak  ? 

Lur.  South  o'  the  river  — 

How  is  the  second  stream  called  .  .  .  no,  —  the 
third  ? 

Puc,    Pesa. 

Lur.         And  a  stone^s-cast  from  the  fording- 
place, 
To  Uie  east,  -^  the  little  mount*s  name  ? 

Puc.  Lupo. 

Lur,  Ay  I 

Ay  —  there  the  tower,  and  all  that  side  is  safe  ! 
W  ith  San  Romano,  west  of  Evola, 
San  Miniato,  Scala,  Empoli, 
Five  towers  in  all,  —  forget  not  I 

Puc,  Fear  not  me  1 

Lur.    —  Nor  to  memorialize  the  Council  now, 
I^  the  easy  hour,  on  those  battalions^  claim. 
Who  forced  a  pass  by  Sta^a  on  the  hills. 
And  kept  the  Sienese  at  check ! 

Puc.  One  word  — 

Sir,  I  must  speak  I    That  you  submit  yourself 
To  Florence'  bidding,  howsoever  it  prove. 
And  give  up  the  command  to  me  —  is  much. 
Too  much,  perhaps  :  but  what  you  tell  me  now. 
Even  will  affect  the  other  course  you  choose  — 
Poor  as  it  may  be,  perils  even  that ! 
Refuge  you  seek  at  Pisa :  yet  these  plans 
AU  militate  for  Florence,  all  conclude 
Your  formidable  work  to  make  her  queen 


O*  the  country,  —  which  her  rivals  rose  against 
When  you  began  it,  —  which  to  interrupt, 
Pisa  would  buy  you  off  at  any  price ! 
You  cannot  mean  to  sue  for  Pisa^s  help. 
With  this  made  perfect  and  on  record  ? 

Lur.  I  — 

At  Pisa,  and  for  refuge,  do  you  say  ? 

Puc,     Where  are  you  going,  then?     Yoa 
must  decide 
On  leaving  us,  a  silent  fugitive. 
Alone,  at  night  —  you,  stealing  through  our 

lines. 
Who  were  this  morning's  Luria,  —  yon  escape 
To  painfully  begin  the  world  once  more. 
With  such  a  past,  as  it  had  never  been  ! 
Where  are  you  going  ? 

Lur,  Not  so  far,  my  Puocio, 

But  that  I  hope  to  hear,  enjoy  and  praise 
(If  you  mind  praise  from  vour  old  captain  yet) 
Each  happy  blow  you  strike  for  Florence  I 

Puc.  Ay. 

But  ere  yon  gain  your  shelter,  what  may  come  ? 
For  see  —  though  nothing 's  surely  known  as 

yet. 
Still  —  truth  must  out  —  I  apprehend  the  worst. 
If  mere  suspicion  stood  for  certainty 
Before,  there  's  nothing  can  arrest  the  step 
Of  Florenc  i  toward  your  ruin,  once  on  foot. 
FoEvive  her  fifty  times,  it  matters  not ! 
And  having  disbelieved  your  innocence. 
How  can  she  trust  your  magnanimity  ? 
You  may  do  harm  to  her  —  why  then,  you  will ! 
And  Florence  is  sagacious  in  pursuit. 
Have  you  a  friend  to  count  on  ? 

Lur.  One  sure  friend. 

Puc.    Potent? 

Lur.  All-potent. 

Puc.  And  he  is  apprised  ? 

Lw'    He  waits  me. 

Puc,  So !  —  Then  I,  put  in  your  place, 

Making  my  profit  of  all  done  oy  you,^ 
Calling  your  labors  mine,  reaping  their  fruit. 
To  this,  the  State's  gift,  now  add  yours  be- 
side— 
That  I  may  take  as  my  peculiar  8tx>re 
These  your  instructions  to  work  Florence  good. 
And  if,  by  putting  some  few  happily 
In  practice,  I  should  both  advantage  her 
And  draw  down  honor  on  myself,  —  what  then  ? 

Lur,    Do  it,  my  Puccio  1     I  shall  know  and 
praise ! 

Puc,    Though  so,  men  say,  ^*  mark  what  we 
gain  by  change 
—  A  Puocio  for  a  Luria  !  " 

Lur,  Even  so ! 

Puc.    Then,  not  for  fifty  hundred  Florences 
Would  I  accept  one  office  aave  my  own, 
Fill  any  other  than  my  rightful  poet 
Here  at  your  feet,  mv  captain  and  my  lord  ! 
That  such  a  cloud  should  break,  such  trouble 

be. 
Ere  a  man  settle,  soul  and  body,  down 
Into  his  true  place  and  take  rest  forever ! 
Here  were  my  wise  eyes  fixed  on  your  right 

hand. 
And  so  the  bad  thoughts  came  and  the  worse 

words. 
And  all  went  wrong  and  painfully  enough,  — 
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No  wonder,  —  ^1,  the  ri{tht  spot  stumbled  on, 
All  the  jar  stops,  and  there  is  i^eace  at  once ! 
I  ani  yours  no>v,  —  a  tool    your  rig:ht    hand 

wields ! 
Grod's  love,  that  I  should  live,  the  man  I  am. 
On  orders,  warrants,  patents  and  the  like, 
As  if  there  were  no  glowing'  eye  i^  the  world 
To  glanoe  straight  inspiration  to  my  brain, 
No  glorious  heart  to  give  mine  twice  the  beats  ! 
For,  see  —  my  doubt,  where  is  it  ?  —  fear  ?  't  is 

flown! 
And  Florence  and  Iier  anger  are  a  tale 
To  scare  a  child  !    Why,  lialf-^-dozen  words 
Will  tell  her,  spoken  as  1  now  can  speak. 
Her  error,  my  past  folly  —  and  all 's  right. 
And  you  are  Lnria,  our  great  chief  again  I 
Or  at  the  worst  —  whicli  worst  were  best  of 

all- 
To  exile  or  to  death  I  follow  you  I 

Lw.     Thanks,  Puccio  I     Let  me  use  the 

privilege 
Yon  grant  me  :  if  I  still  command  yon,  — stay  I 
Remain  here,  my  vicegerent,  it  shall  be, 
And  not  successor  :  let  me,  as  of  old. 
Still   serve  the    State,  my   spirit    promptii^f 

yours  — 
Still  triumph,  one  for  both.    There!    Leave 

me  now  1 
You  cannot  disobey  mv  first  command  ? 
Remember  what  I  spoke  of  Jacopo, 
And  what  yon  promised  to  concert  with  him  I 
Send  him  to  speak  with  me  —  nay,  no  farewell ! 
You  shall  be  by  me  when  the  sentence  comes. 

[Pucxato  go€9. 
So,  there  *8  one  Florentine  returns  again  I 
Out  of  the  genial  morning  company. 
One  face  is lef t  to  take  into  the  night. 

(^ii/er  Jacofo.) 
Jac.    I  wait  for  your  command,  sir. 
Lur.  What,  so  soon  ? 

I  thank  your  ready  presence  and  fair  word. 
I  used  to  notice  you  in  early  days 
As  of  the  other  species,  so  to  speak. 
Those  watchers  of  the  lives  of  us  who  act  — 
That  weigh  our  motives,  scrutinize  our  thoughts. 
So,  I  propound  this  to  your  faculty 
As  yon  would  tell  me,  were  a  town  to  take 
.  .  .  That  is,  of  old.    I  am  departing  henoe 
Under  these  imputations ;  that  is  naught  — 
I  leave  no  friend  on  whom  they  may  rebound, 
Hardly  a  name  behind  me  in  the  land. 
Being  a  stranger  :  all  the  more  behooves 
That  I  re^rd  how  altered  were  the  case 
W^ith  natives  of  the  country,  Florentines 
On  whom  the  like  mischance  should  fall :  the 

roots 
O'  the  tree  survive  the  ruin  of  the  trunk  — 
No  root  of  mine  will  throb,  you  understand. 
But  I  had  predecessors,  Florentines, 
Accused  as  I  am  now,  and  punished  so  — 
The  Traversari  :  you  know  more  than  I 
How  stigmatized  they  are  and  lost  in  shame. 
Now  Puccio,  who  succeeds  me  in  command. 
Both  served  them  and  succeeded,  in  due  time ; 
He  knows  the  way,  holds  proper  documents, 
And  has  the  power  to  lay  the  simple  truth 
L^efore  an  active  spirit,  as  I  count  yours : 
And  also  there  ^s  Tibunio,  my  new  friend, 


Will,  at  a  word,  confirm  such  evidence. 
He  being  the  great  chivalric  soul  we  kjiow. 
I  put  it  to  your  tact,  sir  —  were  't  not  well, 

—  A  grace,  though  but  for  contrast's  sake,  no 

more,  — 
If  you  who  witness,  and  have  borne  a  share 
Involuntarily  in  my  miscliauce. 
Should,  of  your  pi'oper  motion,  set  your  skill 
To  indicate  —  that  is,  investigate 
The  right  or  wrong  of  what  mischance  befell 
Those  famous  citizens,  your  countrymen  ? 
Nay,  you  shall  promise  nothing :  but  reflect, 
And  if   your  sense  of  justice  prompt  you^ 
good! 

Jac.    And  if,  the  trial  past,  their  fame  stand 
clear 
To  all  men^s  eyes,  as  yours,  my  lord,  to  mine  — 
Their  ghosts  may  sleep  in  quiet  satisfied  I 
For  me,  a  straw  thrown  up  into  the  air, 
My  testimony  goes  for  a  straw's  worth. 
I  used  to  hold  by  the  instructed  brain. 
And  move  with  Bracoio  as  nvy  master-wind ; 
The  heart  leads  surelier:  Imust  move  with 

you  — 
As  greatest  now,  who  ever  were  the  best. 
So,  let  the  last  and  humblest  of  your  servants 
Accept  your  charge,  as  Bracoio's  heretofore, 
And  tender  homage  by  obeying  you  ! 

[Jacopo  f/oe^. 

Lur,  Another  I  —  Luria  goes  not  poorl v  forth. 
If  we  could  wait !  The  omy  fault  s  with  time ; 
AH  men  become  good  creatures  :  but  so  slow ! 

{Enter  Domieia.) 

Lw,    Ah,  you  once  more  ? 

Dom,  Domizia,  whom  you  knew. 

Performed  her  task,  and  died  with  it.     'T  is  I, 
Another  woman,  you  have  never  known. 
Let  the  past  sleep  now  ! 

Lur,  I  have  done  with  it. 

Dom,    How  inezhanstibly  the  spirit  grows  ! 
One  object,  she  seemed  erewhile  bom  to  reach 
With  her  whole  energies  and  die  content,  — 
So  like  a  wall  at  the  world's  edge  it  stood. 
With   naught   beyond    to   live   for,  —  is  that 

reatmed  ?  — 
Already  are  new  undreamed  energies 
Outgrowing  under,  and  extending  farther 
To  a  new  object ;  tliere  's  another  world. 
See  !    I  have  told  the  purpose  of  mv  life ; 
'T  is  gained  :  you  are  decided,  well  or  ill  — 
You  march  on  Florence,  or  submit  to  her — 
My  work  is  done  with  vou,  your  brow  declareB. 
But  —  leave  you  ?  —  More  of  you  seems  yet  to 

reach: 
I  stay  for  what  I  just  begin  to  see. 

Lur,    So  that  you  turn  not  to  the  past  I 

Dom,  You  trace 

Nothing  but  ill  in  it  —  my  selfish  impulse. 
Which  sought  its  end  and  disregarded  yoors  ? 

Lur.    Speak  not  against  your  nature  :  beat, 
each  keep 
His  own  —  yon,  yours  —  most,  now  that  I  keep 
mine, 

—  At  least,  fall  by  it,  having  too  weakly  stood. 
God's  finger  marks  distinctions,  all  so  fine. 
We  would  confound  :  the  lesser  has  its  use. 
Which,  when  it  apes  the  greater,  is  foregone. 

I,  bom  a  Moor,  lived  half  a  Florentine ; 
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But^  pttniahed  properljr,  can  end,  a  Moor. 
Beside,  there  'eflometmiig  makes  me  undentand 
Your  nature :  I  have  seen  it. 

I>0JN.  Ausrht  like  mine  ? 

hm.    In  my  own  East  ...  if  yon  would 
stoop  and  help 
My  barharons  illnstratiou !    It  sounds  ill ; 
Tet  there  *8  no  wrousr  at  bottom :  rather,  praise. 

Dom,    Well? 

hwr.      We  have  creatures  there,  whieh  if  yon 


The  first  time,  yon  would  doubtless  marvel  at 
For  their  surpassing:  beauty,  craft  and  strenfi:th. 
And  though  it  were  a  liTely  moment's  shock 
When  you  first  found  the  purpose  of  forked 

tongues 
That  seem  innocuous  in  their  lambent  play. 
Yet,  once  made  know  such  grace  requires  inch 

guard. 
Your  reason  soon  would  acauiesee,  I  think. 
In  wisdom  which  made  all  tnings  for  the  best  — 
So,  take  them,  good  with  ill,  contentedly. 
The  prominent  beauty  with  the  latent  sting. 
1  am  glad  to  have  seen  you  wmidrons  IHor^ 

entines  : 
Yet  .  .  . 
Dom.      I  am  here  to  listen. 
Iaw.  My  own  East  I 

How  nearer  God  we  were  I    He  glows  above 
With  scarce  an  intervention,  presses  close 
And  palpitatingly,  his  soul  o'er  ours : 
We  feel  him,  nor  by  painful  reason  know  I 
The  everlasting  minute  of  creation 
Is  felt  there ;  now  it  is,  as  it  was  then  ; 
All  ohanires  at  his  instantaneous  will, 
Not  by  tne  operation  of  a  law 
Whose  maker  is  elsewhere  at  other  work. 
His  hand  is  still  engaged  upon  his  world  — 
Man's   praise   can   forwanl   it,  man's  prayer 

suspend, 
For  is  not  God  all-mighty  ?    To  recast 
The  world,  erase  old  tnings  and  make  them  new, 
What  costs  it  Him  ?    So,  man  breathes  nobly 

thera. 
And  inasmuch  as  feeling,  the  East's  gift, 
Is  quick  and    transient — comes,    and    lo,    is 

gone  — 
While  riorthem  thought  is  slow  and  durable, 
Surely  a  mission  was  reserved  for  me. 
Who,  bom  with  a  perception  of  the  power 
And  use  of  the  North's  thought  for  us  of  the 

East, 
Should  have  remained,  turned  knowledge  to 

account. 
Giving  thought's  character  and  permanence 
To  Uie  too  transitory  feeling  there  — 
Writins:  God's  messi^pe  plain  in  mortal  words. 
Instead  of  which,  I  leave  my  fated  field 
For  this  where  such  a  task  is  needed  least. 
Where  all  are  bom  consummate  in  the  art 
I  just  perceive  a  chance  of  making  mine,  — 
And  then,  deserting  thus  my  early  post, 
I  wonder  that  the  men  I  come  among 
Mistake  me  I    There,  how  all  had  understood, 
Still  brought  fiesh  stuff  for  me  to  stamp  and 

keep. 
Fresh  instinct  to  translate  them  into  law ! 
Me.  who  .  .  . 


l>om.        Who  here  the  greater  task  achieve. 
More  needful  even  :  who  nave  brought  fresh 

stuff 
For  us  to  mould,  interpret  and  prove  right,  — 
New  feeling  freah  from  God,  which,  could  wa 

know 
0'  the  instant,  where  had  been  our  need  of  it  P 
—  Whose  life  re-teaches  ns  what  life  should 

be. 
What  faith  is,  loyalty  and  simpleness. 
All,  once  revealed  but  taught  us  so  long  since 
That,  havine  mere  tradition  of  the  factj  — 
Truth  copied  falteringly  from  oopiee  faint. 
The  early  traits  all  dropped  away,  —  we  said 
On  sight  of  faith  like  yours,  '^80  looks  not 

faith 
We  understand,  described  and  praised  before." 
But  still,  the  feat  was  dared ;  and  though  at 

first 
It  suffered  from  our  haste,  yet  trace  by  trace 
Old  memories  reappear,  old  truth  returns, 
Our  slow  thought  does  its  work,  and  all  *s  re- 
known. 
Oh  noble  Luria !    What  you  have  decreed 
I  see  not,  but  no  animal  revenge. 
No  brute-like  punishment  of  bad  by  worse  — 
It  cannot  be,  the  gross  and  vulgar  way 
Traced  for  me  by  convention  and  mistake. 
Has  gained  that  calm  approving  eye  and  brow  I 
Spare  Florence,  after  aU  !    Let  Luria  trust 
To  his  own  soul,  he  whom  I  trust  with  mine  I 
Xur.    In  time! 
Doia.  How,  Luria? 

liUT,  It  is  midnight  now, 

And  they  arrive  from  Florence  with  my  fate. 
Jyom,  1  hear  no  step. 
Lur.  I  feel  one,  as  you  say. 

{Eniicr  RusAiv.) 
AtM.    The  man  returned  from  Florence ! 
Ltir.  As  I  knew. 

Httf .    He  seeks  thee. 

Itur.  And  I  only  wait  for  him. 

Aueht  else  ? 

Hu9.        A  movement  of  the  Lncchese  troops 
Southward  — 
Xrttr.     Toward    Florence?     Have    out   in- 
stantly .  .  . 
Ah,  old  use  clings  I    Puocio  must  care  hence- 
forth. 
In  —  quick  —  't  is  nearly  midnight  I    Bid  him 
come! 
{Enter  TxBUsno,  Braccio,  a«uf  Puocio.) 

Lur.    Tiburaio  ?  —  not  at  Pisa  ? 

Tib.  I  return 

From  Florence :  I  serve  Pisa,  and  must  think 
By  such  procedure  I  have  served  her  best. 
A  people  is  but  the  attempt  of  many 
To  rise  to  the  completer  life  of  one ; 
And  those  who  live  as  models  for  the  mass 
Are  singly  of  more  value  than  they  all. 
Such  man  are  you,  and  such  a  time  is  this. 
That  your  sole  fate  conoems  a  nation  more 
Than  much  apparent  welfare  :  that  to  prove 
Your  rectitude,  and  duly  crown  the  same. 
Imports  ns  far  beyond  to-day's  event, 
A    battlers    loss  or    gain:     man's    mass   re* 

mains,  — 
Keep  but  God's  model  safe,  new  men  will  rise 
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To  take  its  mould,  and  other  days  to  prove 
How  Kreat  a  good  was  Luria's  yrlory.    True  — 
I  might  go  try  my  fortune  as  you  urged. 
And,  joining  Lucca,  helped  by  your  disgrace, 
Repair  our  haiin  —  so  were  to-day  *s  work  done  ; 
But  where  leave  Luria  for  our  sons  to  see  ? 
No,  1  look  farther.    I  liave  testified 

g^ecUuing  my  submission  to  your  arms) 
er  full  success  to  Florence,  making  clear 
Your  probity,  as  none  else  could :  I  spoke, 
And  out  it  snone  I 
Lur,  Ah  —  until  Braccio  spoke  1 

Brae,    Till  Braccio  told  in  just  a  word  the 
whole  — 
His  lapse  to  error,  his  return  to  knowledge : 
Which  told  .  .  .  Nay,  Luria,  1  should  droop 

the  head, 
I  whom  shame  rests  with  I    Yet  I  dare  look 
up. 


Sure  of  your  pardon  now  I  sue  for  it. 
Knowing  you  wholly.    Let  the  niidnight  end  I 
*T  is   mom   approaches  I      btill   you    answer 

not? 
Sunshine  succeeds  the  shadow  passed  away ; 
Our  faces,  which  phantasmal  grew  and  fiuse. 
Are  all  that  felt  it:  they  change  round  yon, 

turn  * 

Truly  themselves  now  in  its  vanishing. 
Speak,  Luria  1    Here  begins  your  true  career : 
Look  up,  advance  1    All  now  is  possible. 
Fact's  grandeur,  no  false  dreaming  I    Dare  and 

And  e-'ery  prophecy  shall  be  fulfilled 

Save  one  —  (nay,  now  your  word  must  come  at 

last) 
—  That  vou  would  punish  Florence ! 
Hus.  [Pointing  to  Lukia's  dead  body.]  That 

IB  done. 
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Out  of  the  little  chapel  I  burst 

Into  the  fresh  nk:ht-air  again. 

Five  minutes  full,  I  waited  first  ^ 

In  the  doorway,  to  escape  the  rain 

That  drove  in  gusto  down  the  common's  centre 

At  the  edge  oiwhich  the  chapel  stands. 

Before  I  plucked  up  heart  to  enter. 

Heaven  knows  how  many  sorto  of  hands 

Reached  past  me,  groping  for  the  latch 

Of  the  inner  door  that  hung  on  catch 

More  obstinate  the  more  they  fumbled. 

Till,  giving  way  at  last  with  a  scold 

Of  the  crazy  hinge,  in  squeezed  or  tumbled 

One  sheep  more  to  the  rest  in  fold. 

And  left  me  irresolute,  standing  sentry 

In  the  sheepfold^s  lath-and-pla^r  entry. 

Six  feet  long  by  three  feet  wide,^ 

Partitioned  off  from  the  vast  inside  — 

I  blocked  up  luilf  of  it  at  least. 

No  remedv ;  the  rain  kept  driving. 

They  eyed  roe  much  as  some  wild  beast, 

That  congregation,  still  arriving. 

Some  of  them  by  the  main  road,  white 

A  long  way  past  me  into  the  night. 

Skirting  the  common,  then  diverging ; 

Not  a  few  suddenly  emeiving 

From  the  common's  sell  through   the  palings 

gapsi 
—  They  house  in  the  gravel-pito  perhaps. 
Where  the  road  stops  short  with  ito  safeguard 

border 
Of  lamps,  as  tired  of  such  disorder ;  — 
But  the  most  turned  in  yet  more  abruptly 
From  a  certain  squalid  knot  of  alleys. 
Where  the  town's  bad  blood  ome  slept  cor^ 

ruptly. 


Wkich  now  the  little  chapel  rallies 

And  leads  into  dav  again,  —  ite  priestliness 

Lending  itself  to  hide  their  beasUiness 

So  cleverly  (thanks  in  part  to  the  mason), 

And  putting  so  cheery  a  whitewa^ed  face  on 

Tliose  neophytes  too  much  in  lack  of  it, 

That,  where  you  cross  the  common  as  I  did, 

And  meet  the  part^  thus  presided, 

*^  Mount  Zion''  with  Love-lane  at  the  back  of 

it, 
Thev  front  vou  as  little  disconcerted 
As,  bound  tor  the  hills,  her  fate  averted, 
And  her  wicked  people  made  to  mind  him, 
Lot  might  have  marched  with  Gomorrah  behind 

him. 

II 

Well,  from  the  road,  the  lanes  or  the  common, 

In  came  the  flock :  the  fat  weary  woman, 

Panting  and  bewildered,  down-clapping 

Her  umbrella  with  a  mighty  report. 

Grounded  it  by  me,  wry  and  flapping, 

A  wreck  of  whalebones  ;  then,  witb  a  snort, 

Like  a  startled  hoi*se,  at  the  interloper 

(Who  humbly  knew  himself  improper. 

But  could  not  shrink  up  small  enough) 

—  Round  to  the  door,  and  in,  —  the  gruff 

Hinge's  invariable  scold 

Making  my  very  blood  run  cold. 

Prompt  in  the  wake  of  her,  up-pattered 

On  broken  clogs,  the  man^-tattered 

Little  old-faced  peaking  sistei^tumed-mother 

Of  the  sickly  babe  she  tried  to  srootlier 

Somehow  up,  with  ito  spotted  face, 

From  the  cold,  on  her  breast,  the  one  warm 

place ; 
She  too  must  stop,  wring  the  poor  ends  dry 
Of  a  draggled  shawl,  and  ada  thereby 
Her  tribute  to  the  door-mat,  sopping 
Already  from  my  own  clothes*  dropping. 
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Which  yet  she  seemed  to  grra<lg«  I  should  stand 

on: 
Then,  stooping  down  to  take  off  her  pattens, 
She  bore  them  deiiantly,  in  each  hana  one, 
Planted  together  before  her  breast 
And  its  babe,  as  good  as  a  lance  in  rest. 
Close  on  her  heels,  the  dingy  satins 
Of  a  female  something  past  me  flitted, 
With  lips  as  much  too  white,  as  a  streak 
Lrfiy  far  too  red  on  each  hollow  cheek  ; 
And  it  seemed  the  very  door-hinge  pitied 
All  that  was  left  of  a  woman  once. 
Holding  at  least  its  tougiie  for  the  nonce. 
Then  a  tall  yellow  man,  like  the  Penitent  Thief, 
With  his  jaw  bound  up  in  a  handkerchief, 
And  ejjrelids  screwed  together  tight, 
Led  himself  in  by  some  inner  light. 
And,  except  from  him,  from  each  that  entered, 
I  got  the  same  interrogation  — 
**  What,  you  the  alien,  you  have  ventured 
To  take  with  us,  the  elect,  vour  station  ? 
A  carer  for  none  of  it,  a  Gallio  !  "  — 
Thus,  plain  as  print^  I  read  the  glance 
At  a  common  prey,  in  each  countenance 
As  of  huntsman  giving  his  hounds  the  tallyho. 
And,  when  the  door's  cry  drowned  their  won- 
der. 
The  draught,  it  always  sent  in  shutting, 
Made  the  flame  of  the  single  tallow  candle 
In  the  cracked  square  lantern  I  stood  under, 
8hoot  its  blue  lip  at  me,  rebutting 
As  it  were,  the  luckless  cause  of  scandal : 
I  verily  fancied  the  zealous  light 
(In  the  chapers  secret,  too  !)  for  spite 
Would  shudder  itself  clean  off  the  wick,^ 
With  the  airs  of  a  Saint  John's  Candlestick. 
There  was  no  standing  it  much  longer. 
**Good   folks,"   thought   I,   as   resolve  grew 

stronger, 
"  This  way  you  perform  the  Grand-Inquisitor 
When  the  weather  sends  you  a  chance  visitor  ? 
You  are  the  men,  and  wisdom  shall  die  with 

you. 
And  none  of  the  old  Seven  Churches  vie  with 

you  I 
But  still,  despite  the  pretty  perfection 
To  which  you  carry  your  trick  of  exdnsiTe- 

nesB, 
And,  taking  God^s  word  under  wise  protec- 
tion. 
Correct  its  tendency  to  diffusiveness, 
And  bid  one  reach  it  over  hot  ploughshares,  — 
Still,  as  I  say,  though  yon  We  found  salvation, 
If  I  should  choose  to  cry,  as  now,  *  Shares  ! '  — 
See  if  the  best  of  yon  bars  me  my  ration ! 
I  prefer,  if  yon  please,  for  my  expounder 
Oi  die  laws  of  the  feast,  the  feast's  own  Foun- 
der; 
Mine  's  the  same  right  with  your  poorest  and 

sickliest. 
Supposing  I  don  the  marriage  vestiment : 
So,  shut  your  month  and  open  your  Testament, 
And  carve  me  my  portion  at  yotir  quickliest ! '' 
Accordingly,  as  a  snoemaker's  lad 
With  wizened  face  in  want  of  soap. 
And  wet  apron  wound  round  his  waist  like  a 

rope, 
(After  stopping  outside,  for  his  cough  was  bad, 


To  get  the  fit  over,  poor  gentle  creature. 
And  so  avoid  disturbing  the  preacher) 

—  Passed  in,  I  sent  my  elbow  spikewise^ 
At  the  shutting^  door,  and  eutex«d  likewise. 
Received  the  hinge's  accustomed  greeting, 
Aud  crossed  the  uireshold's  magic  pentaole, 
And  found  myself  in  full  conventicle, 

—  To  wit,  in  Zion  Chapel  Meeting, 
On  the  Christmas-Eve  of  'Forty-nine, 
Which,  calling  its  flock  to  their  special  clover, 
Found  all  assembled  and  one  sheep  over, 
Whose  lot,  as  the  weather  pleased,  was  mine. 

Ill 

I  very  soon  had  enough  of  it. 
The  hot  smell  and  the  human  noises. 
And  my  neighbor's  coat,  the  greasy  cuff  of  it, 
Were  a  pebble-stone  that  a  child's  hand  poises, 
Compared  with  the  pig^f -lead-like  pressure 
Of  the  preachinpr  man^  immense  stupidity. 
As  he  poured  his  doctrine  forth,  full  measnie, 
To  meet  his  audience's  avidity. 
You  needed  not  the  wit  of  the  Sibyl 
To  guess  the  cause  of  it  all,  in  a  twinkling : 
No  sooner  our  friend  had  got  an  inkling 
Of  treasure  hid  in  the  Holy  Bible, 
(Whene'er  't  was  the  thou^t  first  struck  hira, 
How  death,  at  unawares,  might  duck  him 
Deeper  tiian  the  grave,  and  quench 
Tlie  gin-shop's  light  in  hell's  grim  drench) 
Than  he  handled  it  so,  in  fine  irreverence, 
As  to  hug  the  book  of  books  to  pieces : 
And,  a  patchwork  of  chapters  and  texts  in  sev- 
erance. 
Not  improved  by  the  private   dog'»-ears  aud 

creases, 
Having  clothed  his  own  soul  with,  he  'd  fain 

see  equipt  jrours,  — 
So  tossed  you  again  your  Holy  Scriptures. 
And  you  picked  them  up,  in  a  sense^  no  doubt : 
Nay,  had  but  a  single  face  of  my  neighbors 
Appeared  to  suspect  that  the  preacher's  la- 
bors 
Were  help  which  the  world  could  be  saved  with- 
out, 
'T  is  odds  but  I  might  have  borne  in  quiet 
A  qualm  or  two  at  my  spiritual  diet. 
Or  (who  can  tell  ?)  perchance  even  mustered 
Somewhat  to  urge  in  behalf  of  the  sermon : 
But  the  flock  sat  on,  divinely  flustered, 
Sni£Bng,  methonght,  its  dew  of  Hermon 
With  such  content  in  every  snuffle. 
As  the  devil  inside  us  loves  to  ruffle. 
My  old  fat  woman  purred  with  pleasure, 
And  thumb  round  thumb  went  twirling  faster, 
While  she,  to  his  periods  keeping  measure, 
Maternally  devoured  the  pastor. 
The  man  with  the  handkerchief  untied  it. 
Showed  us  a  horrible  wen  inside  it^ 
Gave  his  eyelids  yet  another  screwing. 
And  rocked  himself  as  the  woman  was  doing. 
The  shoemaker's  lad,  discreetly  choking, 
Kept  down  his  cough.    'T  was  too  provoking ! 
My  goi^  rose  at  the  nonsense  and  stuff  of  it : 
So,  saying  like  Eve  when  she  plucked  the  apple, 
''  I  wanted  a  taste,  and  now  there  's  enough  of 

it," 
I  flang  out  of  the  little  chapel. 
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IV 

There  was  a  loll  in  the  rain,  a  loll 

In  the  wind  too ;  the  moon  was  risen, 

And  woald  have  shone  ont  pure  and  foil, 

Bnt  for  the  ramparted  clond-prison, 

Blook  on  block  built  up  in  the  West, 

For  what  purpose  the  wind  knows  best. 

Who  changes  nis  mind  oontinnally. 

And  Uie  emptT;  other  half  of  the  sky 

Seemed  in  its  silence  as  if  it  knew 

What,  any  moment,  might  look  through 

A  chance  gap  in  that  fortress  massy :  — 

Through  its  fissures  you  got  hints 

Of  the  flying  moon,  by  the  shifting  tints, 

Now,^  a  dull  lion««olor,  now,  brassv 

Burning  to  yellow,  and  whitest  yellow. 

Like  furnace  smoke  just  ere  flames  bellow, 

All  a-simmer  with  intense  strain 

To  let  her  through,  —  then  blank  again, 

At  the  hope  of  her  appearance  faimi«. 

Just  by  the  chapel  a  break  in  the  ramng 

Shows  a  narrow  path  directly  across ; 

'T  is  ever  dry  walking  there,  on  the  moss  — 

Besides,  you  go  gently  all  the  way  up-hill. 

I  stooped  under  and  soon  felt  better ; 

My  head  grew  lighter,  my  limbs  more  supple, 

As  I  walked  on,  glad  to  have  slipt  the  fetter. 

My  mind  was  full  of  the  scene  I  nad  left, 

That  placid  flock,  that  pastor  vociferant, 

—  How  this  outside  was  pure  and  different ! 

The  sermon,  now  —  what  a  mingled  weft 

Of  good  and  ill  I    Were  either  less^ 

Its  feUow  had  colored  the  whole  distinctly ; 

But  alas  for  the  ezoellent  earnestness. 

And  the  truths,  quite  true  if  stated  succinctly. 

But  as  surely  false,  in  their  quaint  presentment, 

However  to  pastor  and  flock  s  contentment ! 

Say  rather,  such  truths  looked  false  to  your 

eyes, 
With  his  provings  and  parallels  twisted  and 

twined. 
Till  how  could  you  know  them,  grown  double 

their  size 
In  the  natural  fog  of  the  grood  man's  mind, 
like  yonder  spots  of  our  roadside  lamps. 
Haloed  about  with  the  common's  damps  ? 
Truth  remains  tme,  the  fault  *8  in  the  prover ; 
The  zeal  was  good,  and  the  aspiration ; 
And  yet,  and  yet,  yet,  fifty  times  over, 
Pharaoh  received  no  demonstration. 
By  his  Baker^s  dream  of  Baskets  Three, 
Of  the  doctrine  of  the  Trinity,  — 
Although,  as  our  preacher  thus  embellished  it. 
Apparently  his  hearers  relished  it 
With  so  unfeigned  a  gust  —  who  knows  if 
They  did  not  prefer  our  friend  to  Joseph  ? 
Bnt  so  it  is  everywhere,  one  way  with  all  of 

them ! 
These  people  have  really  felt,  no  doubt, 
A  something,  the  motion  they  style  the  Call  of 

them ; 
And  this  is  their  method  of  bringing  about, 
Bv  a  mechanism  of  words  and  tones, 
{So  manv  texts  in  so  many  groans) 
A  sort  of  reviving  and  reprodncing. 
More  or  less  perfectly,  (who  can  tell  ?) 
The  mood  itself,  whicn  strengthens  by  using ; 


And  how  that  happens,  I  undeiBtand  well. 
A  tune  was  bom  m  my  head  last  week. 
Out  of  the  thump-thump  and  shriek-shriek 
Of  the  train,  as  I  came  by  it,  up  from  Manches- 
ter; 
And  when,  next  week,  I  take  it  back  again. 
My  head  will  sii^  to  the  engine's  clack  again. 
While  it  only  makes  my  neighbor's  haunches 

stir, 
—Finding  no  dormant  musical  sprout 
In  him,  as  in  me,  to  be  jolted  out. 
'T  is  the  taught  already  that  profits  by  teach- 
_        iog; 

He  gets  no  more  from  the  railway's  preaching 
Than,  from  this  preacher  who  does  the  rau^B 

office,  I : 
Wbom  therefore  the  flock  cast  a  jealous  eye  on. 
Still,  why  paint  over  their  door  '*  mount  2ion," 
To  which  all  flesh  shall  come,  saith  the  pro- 
phecy? 


Bnt  wherefore  be  harsh  on  a  sini^le  case  ? 

After  how  many  modes,  this  Chnstmaa-Eve, 

Does  the  self-same  weary  thing  take  place  ? 

The  same  endeavor  to  make  you  believe. 

And  with  much  the  same  effect,  no  more : 

Each  method  abundantly  convincing, 

As  I  say,  to  those  convinced  before. 

But  scarce  to  be  swallowed  without  wincing 

Bv  the  not-as-yet-convinoed.    For  me, 

I  have  my  own  church  equally : 

And  in  this  church  mv  faitli  sprang  first  I 

(I  said,  as  I  reached  tLe  rising  ground. 

And  the  wind  began  again,  with  a  burst 

Of  rain  in  my  face,  and  a  glad  rebound 

From  the  heart  beneath,  as  if,  God  speeding  me, 

I  entered  his  church-door,  nature  leading  me) 

—  In  youth  I  looked  to  these  very  skies, 

And  probing  their  immensities, 

I  found  Qod  there,  his  visible  power ; 

Yet  felt  in  my  heart,  amid  all  its  sense 

Of  the  power,  an  equal  evidence 

That  his  love,  there  too,  was  the  nobler  dower* 

For  the  loving  worm  within  its  clod 

Were  diviner  than  a  loveless  god 

Amid  his  worlds,  I  will  dare  to  sav. 

Tou  know  what  I  mean :   God 's  all, 

naught : 
Bnt  also,  God,  whose  pleasure  brought 
Man  into  being,  stands  away 
As  it  were  a  handbreadth  off,  to  give 
Room  for  the  newly-made  to  live. 
And  look  at  him  from  a  place  apart. 
And  use  his  gifts  of  brain  and  heart. 
Given,  indeed,  but  to  keep  forever. 
Who  speaks  of  man,  then,  must  not  sever 
Man's  very  elements  from  man. 
Saying,  ""  But  all  is  God's  "  — whose  plan 
Was  to  create  man  and  then  leave  him 
Able,  his  own  word  saith,  to  grieve  him. 
But  able  to  glorify  him  too, 
As  a  mere  machine  could  never  do. 
That  prayed  or  praised,  all  unaware 
Of  its  fitness  for  aught  but  praise  and  prayer. 
Made  perfect  as  a  tuing  of  course. 
Man,  therefore,  stands  on  his  own  stock 
Of  love  and  power  as  a  pin-point  rock : 


man  'a 
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Audf  looking  to  God  who  ordained  divorce 
Of  toe  rook  from  his  boundless  continent^ 
Sees,  in  his  power  made  evident, 
Only  exoees  by  a  raiJlion-fold 
O'er  the  power  God  gare  man  in  the  mould. 
For,  note :  inan*B  hand,  first  formed  to  oarry 
A  few  pounds'  weight,  when  taught  to  marrj 
Its  streuKth  with  an  engine's,  lifts  a  mountain, 

—  Advancing  in  power  by  one  degree ; 
And  why  count  steps  through  eternity  ? 
But  love  is  the  ever-springing  fountain  : 
Man  may  enlarge  or  narrow  his  bed 

For  the  water's  play,  but  the  water-head  — 
How  can  he  mnltiply  or  reduce  it  ? 
As  easy  create  it,  as  cause  it  to  cease ; 
He  mav  profit  hy  it,  or  abuse  it. 
But 't  IS  not  a  thing  to  bear  increase 
As  power  does  :  be  love  lees  or  more 
In  tne  heart  of  man,  he  keeps  it  shut 
Or  opes  it  wide,  as  he  pleases,  but 
Love's  sum  remains  what  it  was  before. 
So,  gazing  up,  in  my  youth,  at  love 
As  seen  through  power,  ever  above 
AH  mode's  which  make  it  manifest. 
My  soul  brought  till  to  a  single  test  — 
That  he,  the  Eternal  First  and  Last, 
Who,  in  his  power,  had  so  surpassed 
All  man  conceives  of  what  is  might,  — 
Whose  wisdom,  too,  showed  infinite, 

—  Would  prove  as  infinitely  good  : 
Would  never,  (my  soul  understooa,) 
With  power  to  work  all  love  desires. 
Bestow  e'en  less  than  man  requires ; 
That  he  who  endlessly  was  teaching, 
Above  my  spirit's  utmost  reaching, 
What  love  can  do  in  the  leaf  or  stone, 
(So  that  to  master  this  alone. 

This  done  in  the  stone  or  leaf  for  me, 
I  must  go  on  learning  endlessly) 
Would  never  need  that  I,  in  turn. 
Should  point  him  out  defect  unheeded. 
And  show  that  God  had  yet  to  learn 
What  the  meanest  human  creature  needed, 

—  Not  Hfe,  to  wit,  for  a  few  short  years, 
Tracking  his  way  through  doubts  and  fears. 
While  the  stupid  earth  on  which  I  stay 
Suffers  no  change,  but  passive  adds 

Its  myriad  years  to  myriads. 

Though  I,  he  gave  it  to,  decay. 

Seeing  death  come  and  choose  about  me, 

And  my  dearest  ones  depart  without  me. 

No :  love  which,  on  earth,  amid  all  the  shows 

of  it. 
Has  ever  been  seen  the  sole  good  of  life  in  it,^ 
The  love,  ever  growing  there,  spite  of  the  strife 

in  it. 
Shall  arise,  made  perfect,  from  death's  repose 

of  it. 
And  I  shall  behold  thee,  face  to  face, 

0  God,  and  in  thy  light  retrace 

How  in  all  I  loved  here,  still  wast  thon  I 
Whom  pressing  to,  then,  as  I  fain  would  now, 

1  shall  nnd  as  able  to  satiate  ^ 

The  love,  thy  gift,  as  my  spirit's  wonder 
Thoa  art  able  to  quicken  and  sublimate, 
With  this  sky  of  thine,  that  I  now  walk  under 
And  glory  in  thee  for,  as  I  gaze 
Thus,  thus  I    Oh,  let  men  keep  their  ways 


Of  seeking  thee  in  a  narrow  shrine  — 
Be  this  my  way  I    And  this  is  mine ! 

For  lo,  what  think  you  ?  suddenly 

The  rain  and  the  wind  ceased,  and  the  sky 

Received  at  once  the  full  fruition 

Of  the  moon's  consumnmte  apparition. 

The  black  cloud-barricade  was  riven, 

Ruined  beneath  her  feet,  and  driven 

Deep  in  the  West ;  while,  bare  and  breathless, 

North  and  South  and  East  lay  ready 

For  a  glorious  thing  that,  dauntless,  deathless, 

iSprang  across  them  and  stood  steady. 

'T  was  a  moon-rainbow,  vast  and  perfect. 

From  heaven  to  heaven  extending,  perfect 

As  the  mother-moon's  self,  full  in  face. 

It  rose,  distinctly  at  the  base 

Witli  its  seven  proper  colors  chorded, 

Which  still,  in  the  rising,  were  compressed, 

Until  at  last  they  coalesced, 

And  supreme  the  spectral  creature  lorded 

In  a  triumph  of  whitest  white,  — 

Above  which  intervened  the  night. 

But  above  night  too,  like  only  the  next. 

The  second  of  a  wondrous  sequence. 

Reaching  in  rare  and  rarer  frequence, 

Till  theneaven  of  heavens  were  ciroumflezetl. 

Another  rainbow  rose,  a  mightier, 

Fainter,  fiushier  and  flightier,  — 

Rapture  dying  along  its  verge. 

Oh,  whose  foot  shall  I  see  emerge. 

Whose,  from  the  straining  topmost  dark, 

On  to  the  keystone  of  that  arc  ? 

VII 

This  sight  was  shown  me,  there  and  then,  — 

Me,  one  out  of  a  world  of  men. 

Singled  forth,  as  the  chance  nugfat  hap 

To  another  if ,  in  a  thnnderolap 

Where  I  heard  noise  and  you  saw  flame. 

Some  one  man  knew  God  called  his  name. 

For  me,  I  think  I  said,  *'  Appear  I 

Good  were  it  to  be  ever  here. 

If  thou  wilt,  let  me  build  to  thee 

Service-tabernacles  three. 

Where,  forever  in  thy  presence. 

In  ecstatic  acquiescence. 

Far  alike  from  thriftless  learning 

And  ignorance's  nndisoeniing, 

I  may  worship  and  remain  1 '' 

Thus  at  the  snow  above  me,  gazing 

With  unturned  eyes,  I  felt  my  bram 

Glutted  with  the  glory,  blaadng 

Throughout  its  whole  mass,  over  and  nndeiv 

Until  at  length  it  burst  asunder 

And  out  of  it  bodily  there  streamed. 

The  too-much  glory,  as  it  seemed. 

Passing  from  out  me  to  the  ground. 

Then  nalely  ser|)entining  round 

Into  tne  dark  with  mazy  error. 

VIII 

All  at  once  I  looked  up  with  terror. 

He  was  there. 

He  himself  with  his  human  air. 

On  the  narrow  pathway,  just  before. 

I  saw  the  baok  of  him,  no  more  — 
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He  had  left  the  chapel,  then,  as  I. 

I  ^rg:ot  all  about  the  sky. 

No  face :  only  the  sigrht 

Of  a  sweepy  frarment,  vast  and  white, 

With  a  hem  uiat  I  oopld  recognize. 

I  felt  terror,  no  surprise ; 

My  mind  filled  with  the  cataract 

At  one  bound  of  the  mighty  fact. 

"  I  remember,  he  did  say 

Doubtless  that,  to  this  world^s  end. 

Where  two  or  three  should  meet  and  pray, 

He  would  be  in  the  midst,  their  friena ; 

Certainly  he  was  there  with  them !  " 

And  my  pulses  leaped  for  joy 

Of  the  golden  thought  without  alloy, 

That  I  saw  his  verv  vesture's  hem. 

Then  rushed  the  blood  back,  cold  and  clear. 

With  a  fresh  enhancing  shiver  of  fear ; 

And  I  hastened,  cried  out  while  I  pressed 

To  the  salvation  of  the  vest, 

**  But  not  so,  Loi'd  I    It  cannot  be 

That  thou,  indeed,  art  leaving  me  — 

Me.  that  have  despised  thy  friends  I 

Dia  my  heart  make  no  amends  ? 

Thou  art  the  love  of  God  —  above 

His  power,  didst  hear  me  place  his  love. 

And  that  was  leaving  the  world  for  thee. 

Therefore  thou  must  not  turn  from  me 

As  I  had  chosen  the  other  part ! 

Folly  and  pride  overcame  my  heart. 

Our  best  is  bad,  nor  bears  thy  test ; 

Still,  it  should  be  our  very  best. 

I  thought  it  best  that  thou,  the  spirit. 

Be  worshipped  in  spirit  and  in  truth, 

And  in  beauty,  as  even  we  require  it  — 

Not  in  the  forms  burlesciue,  uncouth, 

I  left  but  now,  as  scarcely  fitted 

For  thee  :  I  knew  not  what  I  pitied. 

But,  all  I  felt  there,  right  or  wron^. 

What  is  it  to  thee,  who  curest  sinmng  ? 

Am  I  not  weak  as  thou  art  strong  ? 

I  have  looked  to  thee  from  the  beginning, 

Stra^ht  up  to  thee  through  all  the  world 

Which,  like  an  idle  scroll,  lay  furled 

To  nothingness  on  either  side  : 

And  since  the  time  thou  wast  descried, 

Spite  of  the  weak  heart,  so  have  I 

Laved  ever,  and  so  fain  would  die, 

Laving  and  dying,  thee  before  I 

But  if  thou  leavest  me  "  — 

IX 

Less  or  more, 
I  suppose  that  I  spoke  thus. 
When,  —  have  mercy.  Lord,  on  us ! 
The  whole  face  turned  upon  me  full. 
And  I  spread  myself  beneath  it. 
As  when  the  bleacher  spreads,  to  seethe  it 
In  the  cleansing  sun,  his  wool,  — 
Steeps  in  the  flood  of  noontide  whiteness 
Some  defiled,  discolored  web  — 
So  lay  I,  saturate  with  brightness, 
And  when  the  flood  appeared  to  ebb, 
Lo,  I  was  walking,  light  and  swift. 
With  my  senses  settling  fast  and  steadying. 
But  my  body  cjinght  np  in  the  whirl  and  drift 
Of  the  vesture^s  amplitude,  still  eddjring 
On,  just  before  me,  still  to  be  followed. 


As  it  carried  me  after  with  its  motion  : 

What  shall  I  say  ?  —  as  a  patli  were  hollowed 

And  a  man  went  weltering  through  the  ocean. 

Sucked  along  in  the  flying  wake 

Of  the  luminous  water-snake. 

Darkness  and  cold  were  cloven,  as  tlirough 

I  passed,  upborne  yet  widking  too. 

And  I  turned  to  myself  at  intervals,  — 

**So  he  said,  so  it  befalls. 

God  who  registers  tiie  cup 

Of  mere  cold  water,  for  his  sake 

To  a  disciple  rendered  up, 

Disdains  not  his  own  thirst  to  slake 

At  the  poorest  love  was  ever  offered  : 

And  because  my  heart  I  profl^ered. 

With  true  love  trembling  at  tlie  brim. 

He  8u£Pers  me  to  follow  nim 

Forever,  my  own  way,  —  dispensed 

From  seeking  to  be  influenced 

Bv  all  the  less  immediate  ways 

That  earth,  in  worships  manifold, 

Adopts  to  reach,  by  prayer  and  praise, 

The  garment^s  hem,  which,  lo,  I  hold !  *' 


And  so  we  crossed  the  world  and  stopped. 

For  where  am  I,  in  city  or  plain. 

Since  I  am  Vare  of  the  world  again  ? 

And  what  is  this  that  rises  propped 

With  pillars  of  prodigious  g^h  ? 

Is  it  really  on  the  earth, 

This  miraculous  Dome  of  God  ? 

Has  the  angePs  measuring-rod 

Which  numbered  cubits,  gem  from  gem, 

'Twixt  the  gates  of  the  New  Jerusalem, 

Meted  it  out,  —  and  what  he  meted, 

Have  the  sons  of  men  completed  ? 

—  Binding,  ever  as  he  bade. 

Columns  in  the  colonnade 

With  arms  wide  open  to  embrace 

The  entry  of  the  human  race 

To  the  breast  of  .  .  .  what  is  it,  yon  building. 

Ablaze  in  front,  all  paint  and  gilding, 

With  marble  for  brick,  and  stones  of  price 

For  garniture  of  the  edifice  ? 

Now  I  see :  it  is  no  dream ; 

It  stands  there  and  it  does  not  seem  : 

Forever,  in  pictures,  thus  it  looks. 

And  thus  I  nave  read  of  it  in  books 

Often  in  Et^^land,  leagues  away. 

And  wondered  how  these  fountains  play, 

Grovring  np  eternally 

Each  to  a  musical  water-tree, 

Whose  blossoms  dron,  a  glittering  boon. 

Before  my  eyes,  in  the  light  of  the  moon, 

To  the  granite  lavers  underneath. 

Liar  ana  dreamer  in  your  teeth  ! 

I,  the  sinner  that  speak  to  you. 

Was  in  Rome  this  night,  and  stood,  and  knew 

Both  this  and  more.    For  see,  for  see, 

The  dark  is  rent,  mine  eye  is  free 

To  pierce  the  crust  of  the  outer  wall. 

Ana  I  view  inside,  and  all  there,  all. 

As  the  swarming  hollow  of  a  hive, 

The  whole  Basilica  alive  I 

Men  in  the  chancel,  bod^  and  nave, 

Men  on  the  pillars*  architrave, 

Men  on  the  statues,  men  on  tlie  tombs 
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With    popes   and    kings  in   their    porphyry 

worabs,  ^ 
All  famishing  in  expectation 
Of  the  main  altar^s  consuinniation. 
For  see,  for  see,  the  rapturous  moment 
Approaches,  and  earth's  best  endowment 
Blends  with  heaven's  :  the  taper-fires 
Pant  up,  the  winding*  brazen  spires 
Ileave  loftier  yet  the  baldachin  ; 
The  incense-fjiaspings,  long:  kept  in, 
ISospire  in  clouds ;  the  orgtm  blatant 
Holds  his  breath  and  errovels  latent, 
As  if  God's  hushinflr  finB:er  grazed  hun, 
(Like  Behemoth  when  he  praised  him) 
At  the  silver  bell's  shrill  tinkling. 
Quick  cold  drops  of  terror  sprinkling 
On  the  sudden  pavement  strewed 
With  faces  of  tne  multitude. 
Earth  breaks  up,  time  drops  away, 
in  flows  heaven,  with  its  new  day 
Of  endless  life,  when  He  who  trod, 
Very  man  and  very  Gkxl, 
This  earth  in  weakness,  shame  and  pain, 
Dying  the  death  whose  signs  remain 
Up  vonder  on  the  accursed  tree,  — 
Shall  come  again,  no  more  to  be 
Of  captivity  the  thrall. 
But  the  one  Qod,  All  in  all. 
King  of  kings,  Lord  of  lords. 
As  ilis  servant  John  received  the  words, 
"  I  died,  and  live  forevermore ! " 

XI 

Yet  I  was  left  outside  the  door. 

*'  Wh^  sit  I  here  on  the  threshold-stone. 

Left  till  He  return,  alone 

Save  for  the  garment's  extreme  fold 

Abandoned  still  to  bless  my  hold  ?  " 

My  reason,  to  my  doubt,  rej^lied. 

As  if  a  book  were  opened  wide. 

And  at  a  certain  page  I  traced 

Every  record  undefaced, 

Added  by  successive  years,  — 

The  harvestings  of  truth's  stray  ears 

Sii^ly  gleaned,  and  in  one  sheaf 

Bound  together  for  belief. 

Yes,  I  said  — that  he  will  go 

And  sit  with  these  in  turn,  I  know. 

Their  faith's  heart   beats,  though   her   head 

swims 
Too  giddUy  to  guide  her  limbs. 
Disabled  by  their  ptalsy-stroke 
From  propping  minel    Though  Rome's  gross 

yoke 
Drops  off,  no  more  to  be  endured. 
Her  teaching  is  not  so  obscured 
Bv  errors  and  perversities, 
That  no  truth  shines  athwart  the  lies  : 
And  he.  whose  eye  detects  a  spark 
Even  where,  to  man's,  the  whole  seems  dark, 
May  well  see  flame  where  each  beholder 
AcKnowledges  the  embers  smoulder. 
But  I.  a  mere  man,  fear  to  quit 
The  due  God  gave  me  as  most  fit 
To  grnide  my  footsteps  through  life's  maze, 
Because  himself  discerns  all  ways 
Ouen  to  reach  him  :  I,  a  man 
Aole  to  mark  where  faith  began 


To  swerve  aside,  till  frum  its  suiniuit 
Judgment  drops  her  damning  plummet, 
Pronouncing  such  a  fatal  space 
Departed  from  the  founder's  base : 
He  will  not  bid  me  enter  too. 
But  rather  sit,  as  now  I  do. 
Awaiting  his  return  outside. 

—  'T  was  thus  my  reason  straight  replied 
And  joyously  I  turned,  and  pressed 
The  garment's  skirt  upon  m^  breast, 
Until,  afresh  its  light  suffusing  me. 

My  heart  cried  —  '*What   luis   been  abusing 

me 
That  I  should  wait  here  lonely  and  coldly. 
Instead  of  risiufi^,  entering  boldly. 
Baring  truth's  race,  and  letting  drift 
Her  veils  of  lies  as  the^  choose  to  shift  ? 
Do  these  men  praise  him  ?    I  will  raise 
My  voice  up  to  their  point  of  praise ! 
1  see  the  error ;  but  above 
The  scope  of  error,  see  the  love.  — 
Oh,  love  of  those  first  Christian  days  ! 

—  Fanned  so  soon  into  a  blaze. 

From  the  spark  preserved  by  the  trampled  sect, 

That  the  antique  sovereign  Litellect 

Which  then  sat  ruling  in  the  world, 

Like  a  change  in  dreams,  was  hurled 

From  the  throne  he  reigned  upon  : 

You  looked  up  and  he  was  gone. 

Gone,  his  glory  of  the  pen ! 

—  Love,  with  Greece  and  Rome  in  ken. 
Bade  her  scribes  abhor  the  trick 

Of  noetry  and  rhetoric. 

Ana  exult  with  hearts  set  free. 

In  blessed  imbecility 

Scrawled,  perchance,  on  some  torn  sheet 

Leaving  Sallust  incomplete. 

Gone,  his  pride  of  sculptor,  painter ! 

—  Love,  while  able  to  acquaint  her 
While  the  thousand  statues  yet 
Fresh  from  chise),  pictures  wet 
From  brush,  she  saw  on  every  side, 
Chose  rather  with  an  infant's  pride 
To  frame  those  portents  which  impart 
Such  unction  to  true  Christian  Art. 
Gone,  music  too !    The  air  was  stirred 
By  happy  wings  :  Terpander's  bird 
(That,  when  the  cold  came,  fled  away) 
Would  tarry  not  the  wintry  day,  — 
As  more-enduring  sculpture  roust. 
Till  filthy  sunts  rebuked  the  gust 
With  which  they  chanced  t.o  get  a  sight 
Of  some  dear  naked  Aphrodite 

They  glsuiced  a  thought  above  the  toes  of. 

By  breaking  zealously  her  nose  off. 

Love,  surely,  from  that  music's  lingering. 

Might  have  filched  her  oigan-fingering, 

Nor  chosen  rather  to  set  prayings 

To  hog-grunts,  praises  to  horse-neighings. 

Love  was  the  startling  thing,  the  new  : 

Love  was  the  all-sufficient  too  ; 

And  seeii^  that,  you  see  the  rest : 

As  a  babe  can  find  its  mother's  breast 

As  well  in  darkness  as  in  light, 

Love  shut  our  eyes,  and  all  seemed  right. 

True,  the  world^s  eyes  are  open  now  : 

—  L^  need  for  me  to  disallow 

Some  few  that  keep  Love's  zone  unbuckled^ 
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Peevitth  as  ever  to  be  suckled, 

Lulled  by  the  same  old  baby-prattle 

With  intermixture  of  the  rattle. 

When  ahe  would  have  them  creep,  stand  steady 

Upon  their  feet,  or  walk  already, 

Not  to  speak  of  trying  to  climb. 

I  will  be  wise  another  time. 

And  not  desire  a  wall  between  us, 

When  next  I  see  a  church-roof  cover 

80  manv  species  of  one  ^enas, 

All  with  foreheads  bearing  lover 

Written  above  the  earnest  eyes  of  them  ; 

All  with  breasts  that  beat  for  beauty, 

Whether  sublimed,  to  the  surprise  oi  them. 

In  noble  daring,  steadfast  duty, 

The  heroic  in  passion,  or  in  action,  — 

Or,  lowered  for  sense  s  satisfaction. 

To  the  mere  outside  of  human  creatures. 

Mere  perfect  form  and  faultless  features. 

What  ?  with  all  Rome  here,  whence  to  levy 

•Such  contributions  to  their  appetite. 

With  women  and  men  in  a  gorgeous  bevy. 

They  take,  as  it  were,  a  padlock,  clap  it  tight 

On  their  southern  eyw,  restrained  from  feed- 


mg 
On  the  glories  of  their  ancient  reading, 
On  the  beauties  of  their  modern  singing. 
On  the  wonders  of  the  builder ^s  bringing, 
(^  the  majesties  of  Art  around  them,  — 
And,  all  these  loves,  late  struggling  incessant, 
When  faith  has  at  last  united  and  bound  them. 
They  offer  up  to  God  for  a  present  ? 
Why,  I  will,  on  the  whole,  be  rather  proud  of 

it.- 
And.  only  taking  the  act  in  reference 
To  tne  other  recipients  who  might  have  allowed 

it, 
I  will  rejoice  that  God  had  the  preference." 

XII 

So  I  summed  up  my  new  resolves: 

Too  much  love  there  can  never  be. 

And  where  the  intellect  devolves 

Its  function  on  love  exclusively, 

L  a  man  who  possesses  both, 

will  accept  the  provision,  nothing  loth, 

—  Will  feast  my  love,  then  depart  elsewhere, 

That  my  intellect  may  find  its  sliare. 

And  ponder,  O  soul,  the  while  tliou  departest. 

And  see  thou  applaud  the  great  heart  of  the 

artist. 
Who,  examining  the  capabilities 
Of  the  block  of  marble  ne  has  to  fashion 
Into  a  type  of  thought  or  passion,  — 
Not  always,  using  obvious  facilities, 
•Shapes  it,  as  any  artist  can. 
Into  a  perfect  symmetrical  man. 
Complete  from  head  to  foot  of  tne  life-size, 
Such  as  old  Adam  stood  in  his  wife^s  eyes,  — 
But,  now  and  then,  bravely  aspires  to  consum- 
mate 
A  Colossus  by  no  means  so  easy  to  come  at. 
And  uses  the  whole  of  liis  block  for  the  bust, 
Leaving  the  mind  of  the  public  to  finish  it, 
Since  out  it  ruefully  short  he  must : 
On  the  face  alone  he  expends  his  devotion, 
He  rather  would  mar  than  resolve  to  diminish 

it. 


—  Saving,  *^  Applaud  me  for  this  grand  notion 
Of  wnat  a  face  may  be  I     As  for  completing  it 
In  breast  and  body  and  limbs,  do  that,  yon  Y" 
All  hail !    I  f imcy  how,  happily  meeting  it, 

A  trunk  and  legs  would  perfect  the  statue, 
Could  man  carve  so  as  to  answer  volition. 
And  how  much  nobler  than  petty  cavils. 
Were  a  hope  to  find,  in  my  spiritHvavels, 
Some  artist  of  another  ambition. 
Who  having  a  block  to  carve,  no  bigger. 
Has  spent  ms  power  on  the  opposite  quest, 
And  believed  to  begin  at  the  leet  was  best  — 
For  so  may  I  see,  era  I  die,  the  whole  figure ! 

XIII 

No  sooner  said  tlum  out  in  the  ni^ht  I 
My  heart  beat  lighter  and  more  light : 
And  still,  as  before,  I  was  walking  swift, 
With  my  senses  settling  fast  and  steadying, 
But  my  body  caught  up  in  the  whirl  and  drift 
Of  the  vesture ^s  amplitude,  still  eddying 
On,  just  before  me,  still  to  be  followed. 
As  it  carried  me  after  with  its  motion : 
What  shall  I  say  ?  — as  a  path  were  hollowed, 
And  a  man  went  weltering  through  the  ocean. 
Sucked  along  in  the  flying  wake 
Of  the  luminous  water-snake. 

XIV 

Alone  I    I  am  left  alone  once  more  — 
(Save  for  the  ^nnent's  extreme  fold 
Abandoned  still  to  bless  my  hold) 
Alone,  beside  the  entrance-door 
Of  a  sort  of  temple  —  perhaps  a  coO^ie, 

—  Like  nothing  I  ever  saw  before 

At  home  in  England,  to  my  knowledge. 

The  tall  old  quaint  irrc«ular  town  I 

It  may  be  .  .  .  though  which,  I  can't  aifiim 

.  .  .  any 
Of  the  famous  middle-age  towns  of  Germany ; 
And  this  flight  of  stairs  where  I  sit  down. 
Is  it  Halle,  Weimar,  Cassel,  Frankfort, 
Or  Gottingen,  I  have  to  thank  for  't  ? 
It  may  be  Gottingen,  —  most  likely. 
Through  the  open  door  I  catch  obliquely 
Glimpses  of  a  lecture-hall ; 
And  not  a  bad  assembly  neither. 
Ranged  decent  and  symmetrical 
On  Indies,  waiting  what 's  to  see  there ; 
Which,  holding  still  hy  the  vesture's  hem, 
I  also  resolve  to  see  with  them. 
Cautious  this  time  how  I  suffer  to  slip 
The  chance  of  joining  in  fellowship 
With  any  that  call  themselves  his  friends  ; 
As  these  folks  do,  I  have  a  noti<m. 
But  hist  —  a  buzzing  and  emotion  ! 
All  settle  themselves,  the  while  ascends 
By  the  creaking  rail  to  the  lecture-desk, 
Step  by  sten,  deliberate 
Because  of  his  cranium's  over-freight, 
Three  parts  sublime  to  one  grotesque. 
If  I  have  proved  an  accurate  gueeaer. 
The  hawk-nosed,  high-oheekboned  Professor. 
I  felt  at  once  as  if  there  ran 
A  shoot  of  love  from  mv  heart  to  the  man  — 
That  sallow  virgin-minded  studious 
Martyr  to  mild  enthusiasm. 
As  he  uttered  a  kind  of  oough-preludions 
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That  woke  my  BympAthetio  spMim 

(Beside  some  spitting  that  injide  me  eony) 

And  stood,  surveyins  his  auditory 

With  a  wan  pure  look,  wellnigh  celestial,  — ' 

Those  hlne  eyes  had  sarviyed  so  much  t 

While,  ander  the  foot  they  oould  not  smiitelL» 

Lay  all  the  fleshly  and  the  bestial. 

Over  he  bowed,  and  arranged  his  notes, 

TiU  the  auditory 's  clearing  of  throats 

Was  done  with,  died  into  a  silenee  ; 

And,  when  each  glance  was  npward  sent, 

Elach  bearded  mouth  composed  intent. 

And  a  pin  might   be  heard  drop  half  a  mile 

hence,  — 
He  pushed  back  higher  his  speetades. 
Let  the  eyes  stream  out  like  lamps  from  oells. 
And  giving  his  head  of  hair —  a  hake 
Of  undressed  tow,  for  color  and  quantity  — 
One  rapid  and  impatient  shake, 
(As  our  own  young  England  adjusts  a  jaunty  tie 
When  about  to  impart,  on  mature  digestion, 
Some  thrilling  view  of  the  surplice-question) 
—  The  Professor's  gittve  voice,  sweet  though 

hoarse, 
Broke  into  his  Christmas-£ve  disoonise. 

XV 

And  he  began  it  by  observing 

How  reason  dictated  that  men 

Should  rectify  the  natural  swerving, 

By  a  reversion,  now  and  then. 

To  the  well-heads  of  knowledge^  few 

And  far  away,  whence  roUing  grew 

The  life-stream  wide  whereat  we  drink, 

Commingled,  as  we  needs  must  think. 

With  waters  alien  to  the  source  ; 

To  do  which,  aimed  this  eve's  disoouiBe ; 

Since,  where  could  be  a  fitter  time 

For  tracing  backward  to  its  prime. 

This  Christiauity.  this  lake. 

Phis  reservoir,  whereat  we  slake. 

From  one  or  other  bauk,  our  thirst  ? 

So,  he  proposed  inquiring  first 

Into  the  vunous  sources  whence 

This  Myth  of  Christ  is  derivable ; 

Demanding  from  the  evidence, 

^ince  plainlv  no  such  life  was  livable) 

How  these  pnenomena  should  class  ? 

Whether  *t  were  best  opine  Christ  was* 

Or  never  was  at  all,  or  whether 

He  was  and  was  not,  both  together — 

It  matters  little  for  the  name, 

So  the  idea  be  left  the  same. 

Only,  for  practical  purpose'  sake, 

*T  was  obviously  as  well  to  take 

The  popular  story,  —  understanding 

How  the  ineptitude  of  the  time. 

And  the  penman's  prejudice,  expanding 

Fact  into  fable  fit  for  the  clime. 

Had,  by  slow  and  sure  degroes,  translated  it 

Into  this  myth,  diia  Individuum,  — 

Which  when  reason  had  strained  and  abated  it 

Of  foreign  matter,  left,  for  residuum, 

A  Bian  !  —  a  right  true  man,  however, 

Whose  work  was  worthy  a  man's  endeavor : 

Work,  that  gave  warrant  almost  sufficient 

To  his  disci^es,  for  rather  believing 

He  was  just  omnipotent  and  omniscient. 


As  it  gives  to  us,  for  as  frankly  reeeifing 

His  word,  thair  tradition,  —  which,  though  Hk 

meant 
Something  entirely  different 
From  all  that  those  who  only  heard  it. 
In  their  simplicity  thought  and  averred  it. 
Had  yet  a  meaning  quite  as  respeotaUe : 
For,  among  other  doetrines  delectable. 
Was  he  not  surely  the  first  to  insist  on 
The  natural  sovereignty  of  our  raoe  ?  — 
Here  the  leoturer  came  to  a  pausing^laee. 
And  while  his  cough,  like  a  droughty  pist4m« 
Tried  to  dislodge  the  husk  that  grew  to  him, 
I  seized  the  occasion  of  bidding  adieu  to  him. 
The  vesture  still  within  my  hand. 

XVI 

I  could  interpret  its  command. 
This  time  he  would  not  bid  me  enter 
The  exhausted  air-bell  of  the  Critic.  ' 
Truth's  atmosphere  may  grow  mephitio 
When  Papist  struggles  with  Dissenter, 
Imnregnatin|:  its  pristine  clarity, 

—  One,  by  his  dauy  fare's  vulgarity. 
Its  gust  at  broken  meat  and  pu-lio ; 

—  One,  by  his  soul's  too-mucn  presuming 
To  turn  the  frankinoense's  f ummg 

And  vapors  of  the  candle  starlike 

Into  the  cloud  her  wings  she  buoys  oo.^ 

Elach,  that  Uius  sets  the  pure  air  seething. 

May  poison  it  for  heidthy  breathing  — 

But  the  Critic  leaves  no  mt  to  poison ; 

Pumps  out  with  ruthless  ingenuity 

Atom  by  atom,  and  leaves  yon —  vaomtjr* 

Thus  much  of  Christ  does  he  reject  f 

And  what  retain  ?    His  intellect  ? 

What  is  it  I  most  reverence  duly  ? 

Poor  intolleet  for  worship,  truly, 

Which  tells  me  simply  wnat  was  told 

(If  mere  morality,  bereft 

Of  the  God  in  Christ,  be  all  that's  left) 

Elsewhere  by  voices  manifold  ; 

With  this  aavantage,  that  the  stater 

Made  nowise  the  important  stumble 

Of  adding,  he,  the  sage  and  humble. 

Was  also  one  with  the  Creator. 

Ton  urge  Christ's  followers'  simplicity : 

But  how  does  shifting  blame  evade  it  ? 

Have  wisdom's  words  no  more  felici^  ? 

Tlie  stumbling-block,  his  speech  —  who  laid  it  t 

How  comes  it  that  for  one  found  able 

To  sift  the  truth  of  it  from  fable, 

Millions  believe  it  to  the  letter  ? 

Christ's  goodness,  then — does  that  fare  better? 

Strange  goodness,  which  upon  the  score 

Of  being  goodness,  the  mere  due 

Of  man  to  fellow-man,  much  more 

To  God  —  should  take  another  view 

Of  its  possessor's  privilege. 

And  bid  him  rule  his  race  I    Tou  pledge 

Your  fealty  to  such  rule  ?    What,  all  — 

From  heavenly  John  and  Attic  Paul, 

And  that  brave  weather-battered  Peter, 

Whose  fltout  faith  only  stood  completer 

For  buffets,  winning  to  be  pardoned. 

As,  more  his  hands  hauled  nets,  they  hard* 

ened, — 
All,  down  to  you,  the  man  of  men. 
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Professing  here  at  Gottingren, 

Compose  Christ ^s  flock !    They,  jron  and  I, 

Are  sheep  of  a  good  maii  I    And  wh}^  ? 

The  ^[oodness,  —  how  did  he  aoqnire  it  ? 

Was  it  self-guned,  did  Gkid  inspire  it  ? 

Choose  which ;  then  tell  me,  on  what  ground 

Should  its  possessor  dare  propound 

His  claim  to  rise  o^er  us  an  inch  ? 

Were  goodness  all  some  man^s  invention, 

Who  arbitrarily  made  mention 

What  we  should  follow,  and  whence  flinch,  — 

What  qualities  might  take  the  style 

(>f  right  and  wrong,  —  and  had  such  gaessiiig 

Met  with  as  general  acquiescing 

As  graced  the  alphabet  erewhile, 

When  A  eot  leave  an  Ox  to  be. 

No  Camelf  (quoth  the  Jews)  like  O,  — 

For  thus  inventing  thii^  and  title 

Worship  were  that  man  s  fit  requital. 

But  if  the  common  conscience  must 

Be  ultimately  judge,  adjust 

Its  apt  name  to  each  quality 

Alreadjjr  known,  —  I  would  decree 

Worship  for  such  mere  demonstration 

And  simple  work  of  nomenclature, 

Only  the  day  I  praised,  not  nature, 

But  Harvey,  for  the  circulation. 

I  would  praise  such  a  Christ,  with  pride 

And  joy,  that  he,  as  none  beside. 

Had  taught  us  how  to  keep  the  mind 

God  gave  him,  as  God  gave  his  kind. 

Freer  than  they  from  fleshly  taint : 

I  would  call  such  a  Christ  our  ISaint, 

As  I  declare  our  Poet,  him 

Whose  insight  makra  all  others  dim  : 

A  thousand  poets  uried  at  life, 

And  onlv  one  amia  the  strife 

Rose  to  be  Shakespeare :  each  shall  take 

His  crown,  1  'd  say,  for  the  worid's  sake  — 

Though  some  objected  —  *^  Had  we  seen 

The  heart  and  head  of  each,  what  screen 

Was  broken  there  to  give  them  light. 

While  in  ourselves  it  shuts  the  sight, 

We  should  no  more  admire,  perchance. 

That  these  found  truth  out  at  a  glance, 

Than  marvel  how  the  bat  discerns 

Some  pitch-dark  cavem^s  fifty  turns. 

Led  by  a  finer  tact,  a  gift 

He  boasts,  which  other  birds  must  shift 

Without,  and  grope  as  best  they  can." 

No,  freely  I  would  praise  the  man,  — 

Nor  one  whit  more,  if  he  contended 

That  ^t  of  his  from  God  descended. 

Ah  fnend,  what  gift  of  man^s  does  not? 

No  nearer  something,  by  a  jot. 

Rise  an  infinity  of  nothing 

Than  one :  take  Euclid  for  your  teacher : 

Distinguish  kinds :  do  crownings,  clothings. 

Make  that  creator  which  was  creature  ? 

Multiply  gifts  upon  maii^s  head. 

And  what,  when  all 's  done,  shall  be  said 

But  —  the  more  gifted  he,  I  ween ! 

That  one  *s  made  Christ,  this  other,  Pilate, 

And  this  might  be  all  that  has  been,  — 

So  what  is  there  to  frown  or  smile  at  ? 

What  is  left  for  us,  save,  in  growth 

Of  aouL  to  rise  up,  far  past  both, 

From  toe  gift  looking  to  the  giver. 


And  from  the  cistern  to  the  river. 

And  from  the  finite  to  infinitv. 

And  from  man's  dust  to  God's  divinity  ? 

XVII 

Take  all  in  a  word :  the  truth  in  Qod^s  breast 

Lies  trace  for  trace  upon  ours  impressed  : 

Though  he  is  so  bright  and  we  so  dim. 

We  are  made  in  his  image  to  witness  him  : 

And  were  no  eye  in  us  to  teU, 

Instructed  by  no  inner  sense. 

The  li^ht  of  heaven  from  the  dark  of  hell, 

That  light  would  want  its  evidence,  — 

Though  justice,  good  and  truth  were  still 

Divine,  if,  by  some  demon's  will. 

Hatred  and  wrong  had  been  proclaimed 

Law  through  the  worlds,  ana  right  misnamed. 

No  mere  exposition  of  morality 

Made  or  in  part  or  in  totality. 

Should  win  you  to  give  it  worship,  therefore: 

And,  if  no  better  proof  yon  will  care  for, 

—  Whom  do  you  count  the  worst  man  upon 

earth? 
Be  sure,  he  knows,  in  his  conscience,  more 
Of  what  right  is,  than  arrives  at  birth 
In  the  best  man's  acts  that  we  bow  before  : 
lliis  last  knows  better  —  true,  but  my  fact  is, 
'T  is  one  thing  to  know,  and  another  topractioe. 
And  thence  I  conclude  that  the  real  Gtod-fune- 

taon 
Is  to  furnish  a  motive  and  injunction 
For  practising  what  we  know  already. 
And  such  an  injunction  and  such  a  motive 
As  the  God    in   Christ,  do    you  waive,  and 

"heady, 
High-minded,"  hang  your  tablet-votive 
Outside  the  fane  on  a  finger-poet  ? 
Morality  to  the  uttermost. 
Supreme  in  Christ  as  we  all  confess, 
Wny  need  we  prove  would  avail  no  jot 
To  make  him  God,  if  God  he  were  not  ? 
What  is  the  point  where  himself  lays  stress  ? 
Does  the  precept  run  **  Believe  in  good^ 
In  justice,  truth,  now  understood 
For  the  first  time  "  ?  — or,  "  Believe  in  me. 
Who  lived  and  died,  yet  essentially 
Am  Lord  of  Life  "  ?    Whoever  can  take 
The  same  to  his  heart  and  for  mere  love's  sake 
Conceive  of  the  love,  —  that  man  ootains 
A  new  truth  ;  no  conviction  gains 
Of  an  old  one  onlv,  made  intense 
By  a  fresh  f^>peal  to  his  faded  sense. 

XVIII 

Can  it  be  that  he  stays  inside  ? 

Is  the  vesture  left  me  to  commune  with  ? 

Could  my  soul  find  aught  to  sing  in  tune  with 

Even  at  this  lecture,  if  she  tried  ? 

Oh,  let  me  at  lowest  sympathize 

With  the  lurking  drop  oi  blood  that  lies 

In  the  desiccatea  brain's  white  roots 

Without  throb  for  Christ's  attributes, 

As  the  lecturer  makes  his  special  boast  I 

If  love  's  dead  there,  it  has  left  a  ghost. 

Admire  we,  how  from  heart  to  bnun 

(Though  to  sa^  so  strike  the  doctors  dumb) 

One  instinct  rises  and  falls  again, 

Restoring  the  equilibrium. 
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And  how  when  the  Critic  had  done  his  beet, 

And  the  pearl  of  price,  at  reaaou^s  teat, 

Lay  dnat  and  ashes  levigable 

On  the  Profeflflor^s  lectare-table,  — 

When  we  looked  for  the  inference  and  monition 

That  oor  faith,  rednoed  to  such  condition. 

Be  swept  forthwith  to  its  natural  dnat-hole,  — 

He  bids  us,  when  we  least  expect  it, 

Take  back  onr  faith,  — if  it  be  not  jnst  whole, 

Tet  a  pearl  indeed,  as  his  tests  affect  it. 

Which  fact  pays  damage  done  rewardin{|:ly. 

So,  prize  we  onr  dost  and  ashes  accordiiijgriy  I 

**  Go  home  and  yenerate  the  myth 

I  thus  have  experimented  with  — 

This  man,  continue  to  adore  him 

Kather  than  all  who  went  before  him, 

And  all  who  ever  followed  after  ! "  — 

Snrely  for  this  I  may  praise  yon,  my  brother  I 

Will  you  take  the  praise  iu  tears  or  laaghter  ? 

That  s  one  point  gamed :  can  I  compass  another  ? 

UnleamM  love  waa  safe  from  spurning — 

CanH  we  respect  your  loveless  learning  ? 

Let  OS  at  least  give  learning  honor  I 

What  lanreU  had  we  showered  upon  her, 

Girding  her  loins  np  to  oerturb 

Ova  Uieor^  of  the  Middle  Verb  ; 

Or  Tnrk-like  brandishing  a  scimitar 

O'er  anapsBsts  iu  comio*trimeter ; 

Or  curing  the  halt  and  maimed  **  Iketides," 

While  we  lounged  on  at  our  indebted  ease : 

Instead  of  which,  a  tricksy  demon 

Sets  her  at  Titus  or  Philemon ! 

When  ignorance  wags  his  ears  of  leather 

And  hates  God's  word,  't  is  altogether ; 

Nor  leaves  he  his  congenial  thistles 

To  go  and  broixrse  on  Paul's  Episties. 

—  And  you,  the  audience,  who  might  ravage 
The  world  wide,  enviably  savage. 

Nor  heed  the  cry  of  the  retriever. 

More  than  Herr  Heine  (before  his  fever),  — 

I  do  not  tell  a  lie  so  airant 

As  say  my  passion's  wings  are  furled  up, 

And,  without  plainest  heavenly  warrant, 

I  were  ready  and  glad  to  give  the  world  up  — 

But  still,  when  you  rub  brow  meticulous, 

And  ponder  the  profit  of  turning  holy 

If  not  for  God's,  for  your  own  sake  solely, 

—  Qod  forbid  I  should  find  you  ridiculous  t 
Deduce  from  this  lecture  all  that  eases  you. 
Nay,  call  yourselves,  if  the  calling  pleases  yon, 
"  dhristiana."  —  abhor  the  deist's  pravity,  — 
Go  on,  yon  snail  no  more  move  my  gravity 
Than,  when  I  see  boys  ride  a-oockhorse, 

I  find  it  in  my  heart  to  embarrass  them 
By  hinting  that  their  stick 's  a  mock  horse. 
And  they  really  carry  what  they  say  carries 
them. 

XIX 

So  sat  I  talking  with  my  mind. 

I  did  not  long  to  leave  the  door 

And  find  a  new  church,  as  before. 

But  rather  was  quiet  and  inclined 

To  prolong  and  enjoy  the  gentle  resting 

From  further  tracking  and  trying  and  testing. 

**  This  tolerance  is  a  genial  mood  !  " 

(Said  I,  and  a  little  pause  ensued.) 

*'*  One  trims  the  bark  'twist  aboal  and  shelf. 


And  sees,  each  side,  the  Kood  effects  of  it, 

A  value  for  religion's  self, 

A  oarelessneas  about  the  sects  of  it. 

Let  me  enjoy  my  own  conviction. 

Not  watch  mv  neighbor's  faith  with  f  n*tf  tilneM, 

Still  spying  there  some  dereliction 

Of  truth,  perversity,  forgetfulness  I 

Better  a  mild  indifferentism. 

Teaching  that  both  our  faiths  (though  duller 

Hii  shine  through  a  dull  spirit's  prism) 

Originally  had  one  color  I 

Better  pursue  a  pilgrimage 

Through  ancient  and  through  modem  tiroes 

To  many  peoples,  various  cumes. 

Where  I  may  see  saint,  savage,  sage 

Fuse  their  respective  creeds  in  one 

Before  the  general  Father's  throne !  " 

XX 

—  'T  was  the  horrible  stoion  began  afresli  I 
The  black  night  caught  me  in  his  mcRh, 
Whirled  me  up,  and  flung  me  prone. 
I  was  left  on  the  college-step  alone. 
I  looked,  and  far  there,  ever  fleeting 
Far.  far  away,  the  reoedinp:  gesture. 
Ana  looming  of  the  leasemng  vesture !  — 
Swept  forward  from  my  stnpid  hand, 
Whue  I  watched  my  foolish  heart  expand 
In  the  la^  glow  of  benevolence. 
O'er  the  various  modes  of  man's  belief. 
I  sprang  up  with  fear's  vehemence. 
Needs  must  there  be  one  way.  our  chief 
Beet  way  of  worship  :  let  me  strive 
To  find  it,  and  when  found,  contrive 
My  fellows  also  take  their  share  I 
This  constitutes  my  earthly  care  : 
God's  is  above  it  and  distinct. 
For  I,  a  man,  with  men  am  linked 
And  not  a  brute  with  brutes  ;  no  gain 
That  I  experience,  must  remain 
Unshared :  but  should  my  best  endeavor 
To  share  it,  fail  —  subsisteth  ever 
God's  care  above,  and  I  exult 
That  God,  by  God's  own  ways  occult. 
May  —  doth,  I  will  believe  —  bring  back 
All  wanderers  to  a  single  track. 
Meantime,  I  can  but  twtif y 
God's  care  for  me —  no  more,  can  I  — 
It  is  but  for  myself  I  know ; 
The  world  rolls  witnessing  around  me 
Only  to  leave  me  as  it  found  me ; 
Men  cry  there,  but  my  ear  is  slow; 
Their  races  fiourish  or  decay 

—  What  boots  it ;  while  yon  lucid  way 
Loaded  with  stars  divides  the  vault  ? 
But  soon  my  soul  repairs  its  fault 
When,  shaipening  sense's  hebetude. 
She  turns  on  my  own  life  !    So  viewed. 
No  mere  mote's-breadth  but  teems  immense 
With  witnessings  of  providence : 
And  woe  to  me  if  when  I  look 
Upon  that  record,  the  sole  book 
Unsealed  to  me,  I  take  no  heed 
Of  any  warning  that  I  read  I 
Have  I  been  sure,  this  Christmas-Eve, 
God's  own  hand  did  the  rainbow  weave. 
Whereby  the  truth  from  heaven  slid 

I  into  my  soul  ?  —  I  cannot  bid 
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Tlie  world  admit  he  stooped  to  heal 

My  sonl,  as  if  in  a  thnnder^Deal 

Where  one  heard  noise,  ana  one  saw  flame, 

I  only  knew  he  named  ray  name : 

Bnt  what  is  the  world  to  me,  for  sorrow 

Or  joy  in  its  oensnre,  when  to-morrow 

It  drops  the  remark,  with  jnst-tnrned  head. 

Then,  on  again,  ^'  That  man  is  dead  ^^  ? 

Tea,  hut  for  me  —  my  name  called,  —  drawn 

As  a  conscript's  lot  from  the  lap's  hlack  yawn. 

He  has  dipt  mto  on  a  battle-dawn  : 

Bid  out  ot  life  by  a  nod,  a  glance,  ~ 

Stumbling,  mute-mazed,  at  nature's  chance,  — 

With  a  rapid  fin^r  circled  round. 

Fixed  to  the  first  poor  inch  of  ground 

To  fight  from,  where  his  foot  was  found ; 

Whose  ear  hut  a  minute  since  lay  free 

To  the  wide  camp's  buzz  and  gossipry  — 

Summoned,  a  sohtary  man. 

To  end  his  life  where  his  life  began, 

From  the  safe  glad  rear,  to  the  dreadful  van  I 

Soul  of  mine,  hadst  thou  caught  and  held 

By  the  hem  of  the  vesture  I  — 

XXI 

And  I  caught 
At  the  flying  robe^  and  unrepelled 
Was  lapped  again  in  its  folds  full-fraught 
With  warmth  and  wonder  and  delight, 
God's  men^  being  infinite. 
For  scarce  had  the  words  escaped  my  tongue. 
When,  at  a  passionate  bomid,  I  sprung 
Out  of  the  wondering  world  of  rain. 
Into  the  little  chi4)er  again. 

XXII 

How  else  was  I  found  there,  bolt  ufiright 
On  my  bench,  as  if  I  had  never  left  it  ? 
—  Never  flung  out  on  the  common  at  night. 
Nor  met  the  storm  and  wedge-like  cleft  it. 
Seen  the  raree-show  of  Peter's  successor, 
Or  the  laboratory  of  the  Professor  I 
For  the  Vision,  that  was  true,  I  wist, 
True  as  that  heaven  and  earth  exist. 
There  sat  my  friend,  the  yellow  and  tall, 
With  his  neck  and  its  wen  m  the  selfsame  place ; 
Tet  my  nearest  neighbor's  cheek  showed  gall. 
She  had  slid  away  a  contemptuous  space : 
And  the  old  fat  woman,  late  so  placable. 
Eyed  me  with  symptoms,  hardly  mistakiable. 
Of  her  milk  of  Icinaness  turning  rancid. 
In  short,  a  spectator  might  have  fancied 
That  I  had  nodded,  betrayed  by  slumber. 
Yet  kept  my  seat,  a  warning  ghastly, 
Tlirougli  the  heads  of  the  sermon,  nine  in  num- 
ber, 
And  woke  up  now  at  the  tenth  and  lastly. 
But  again,  could  such  disgrace  have  happened  ? 
Each  friend  at  my  elbow  had  surely  nudged  it ; 
And,  as  for  the  sermon,  where  did  my  nap  end  ? 
Unless  I  heard  it,  could  I  have  judged  it  ? 
Could  I  report  as  1  do  at  tlie  dose. 
First,  the  preacher  speaks  through  his  nose : 
Second,  his  gesture  is  too  emphatic : 
Thirdly,  to  waive  what 's  pedagogic, 
The  subject-matter  itself  lacks  logic  : 
Fourthly,  the  English  is  ungrammatic. 
Great  news  I  the  preacher  is  found  no  Pascal, 


Whom,  if  I  pleased,  I  might  to  the  task  caU 

Of  making  square  to  a  finite  eye 

The  circle  of  infinity. 

And  find  so  all-but-justrsucceeding  I 

Great  news  !  the  sermon  proves  no  reading 

Where  bee-like  in  the  flowers  I  bury  me. 

Like  Taylor's,  the  immortal  Jeremy  I 

And  now  that  I  know  the  very  worst  of  him. 

What  was  it  I  thought  to  obtain  at  first  of  him  ? 

Ha !    Is  God  mocked,  as  he  asks  ? 

Shall  I  take  on  me  to  change  his  tasks. 

And  dare,  dispatched  to  a  river-head 

For  a  simple  draught  of  the  element. 

Neglect  the  thing  for  which  he  sent, 

And  return  with  another  thing  instead  ?  — 

Saying,  *^  Because  the  water  found 

Welling  up  from  undej^iround. 

Is  mlnglea  with  the  taints  of  earth, 

Wliile  thou,  I  know,  dost  laugh  at  dearth. 

And  couldst,  at  wink  or  word,  convulse 

The  world  with  the  leap  of  a  river-pulse,  — 

Therefore  I  turned  from  the  oozings  muddy. 

And  bring  thee  a  chalice  I  found,  instead : 

See  the  brave  veins  in  the  breccia  ruddy  I 

One  would  suppose  that  the  marble  bled. 

What  matters  the  water?     A  hope  I  have 

nursed: 
The  waterless  cup  will  quench  my  thirst." 
—  Better  have  knelt  at  the  poorest  stream 
That  trickles  in  pain  from  uie  straitest  rift  I 
For  the  less  or  the  more  is  all  God's  gift. 
Who  blocks  up  or  breaks  wide  the  granite-seam. 
And  here,  is  there  water  or  not,  to  drink  ? 
I  then,  in  ignorance  and  weakness. 
Taking  Goa's  help,  have  attained  to  think 
My  heart  does  beet  to  receive  in  meekness 
That  mode  of  worship^  as  most  to  his  mind. 
Where  earthlv  aids  being  cast  behind. 
His  All  in  All  appears  serene 
With  the  thinnest  human  veil  between. 
Letting  the  mystic  lamps,  the  seven. 
The  many  motions  of  his  spirit. 
Pass,  as  they  list,  to  earth  from  heaven. 
For  the  preacher  s  merit  or  demerit, 
It  were  to  be  wished  the  flaws  were  fewer 
In  the  earthen  vessel,  holding  treasure 
Which  lies  as  safe  in  a  golden  ewer ; 
But  the  msdn  thing  is,  does  it  hold  good  meas* 

ure? 
Heaven  soon  sets  right  all  other  matters  I  — 
Ask,  else,  these  ruins  of  humanity. 
This  flesh  worn  out  to  rags  and  tatters. 
Tins  soul  at  struggle  with  insanity. 
Who  thence  take  comfort  —  can  I  doubt?  — 
Which  an  empire  gained,  were  a  loss  without. 
May  it  be  mine  I    And  let  us  hope 
That  no  worse  blessing  befall  the  Pope, 
Turned  sick  at  last  of  to-day's  buffoonery, 
Of  posturinas  and  pettieoatings,  ^ 
Beside  his  Bourbon  bully's  gloatings 
In  the  bloody  orgies  of  drunk  poltroonery  1 
Nor  may  the  Professor  forego  its  peace 
At  Gottingen  presently,  when,  in  the  dnsk 
Of  his  life,  if  his  cough,  as  I  fear,  should  bar 

crease. 
Prophesied  of  by  that  horrible  husk  — 
When  thicker  and  thicker  the  darkness  fills 
The  world  through  his  misty  spectacles. 
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And  he  nopeB  for  •omethiiig  mote  ■abstantial 

Thao  A  table,  myth  or  personification,  — 

May  Christ  do  for  him  what  no  mere  man  shall, 

And  stand  oonlessed  aa  the  God  of  salvation  1 

Meantime,  in  the  still  recurring  fear 

Lest  myself,  at  unawares,  be  found. 

While  attacking^  the  choice  of  my  neig^hbors 

round. 
With  none  of  my  own  made  —  I  choose  here  I 
The  giving  out  of  the  hynm  reclaims  me ; 
I  have  done :  uid  if  any  blames  me, 
Thinking  that  merely  to  touch  in  brevity 
The  topics  1  dwell  on,  were  unlawful,  — 
Or  worse,  that  I  trench,  with  undue  levity. 
On  the  bounds  of  the  holy  and  the  awful,^ — 
I  praise  the  heart,  and  pity  the  head  of  him, 
And  refer  myself  to  Thbje,  instead  of  him, 
Who  head  and  heart  alike  discernest. 
Looking  below  light  speech  we  utter. 
When  nothy  spume  and  frequent  sputter 
Prove  that  the  soul^s  depths  boil  in  earnest  I 
May  truth  shine  out^  stand  ever  before  ua  I 
I  put  up  pencil  and  join  chorus 
To  Uepzihah  Tune,  without  further  apology. 
The  last  five  verses  of  the  third  section 
Of  the  seventeenth  hymn  of  Whitefield's-  Col- 
lection, 
To  conclude  with  the  dozology. 
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How  ver^  hard  it  is  to  be 

A  Christum  !  Hard  for  you  and  me, 

—  Not  the  mere  task  of  making  real 

That  duty  up  to  its  ideal. 

Effecting  thus,  complete  and  whole, 

A  purpose  of  the  human  soul  — 

For  that  is  always  hard  to  do ; 

But  hard,  I  mean,  for  me  and  yon 

To  realize  it,  more  or  less. 

With  even  the  moderate  suooeas 

Which  commonly  repays  our  strife 

To  cany  out  the  aims  of  life. 

*■''  This  aim  is  greater,"  you  will  say, 

**  And  BO  more  arduous  every  way/* 

— But  the  importance  of  their  fniita 

Still  proves  to  man,  in  all  pursuits, 

I^portional  encouragement. 

''  Then,  what  if  it  be  God's  intent 

That  labor  to  this  one  result 

Should  seem  unduly  difficult  ? '' 

Ah,  that  *s  a  question  in  the  dark — 

And  the  sole  thing  that  I  remark 

Upon  the  difficulty,  this : 

We  do  not  see  it  where  it  is. 

At  the  beginniufif  of  the  race  : 

As  we  proceed,  it  shifts  its  place. 

And  where  we  looked  for  crowns  to  fall. 

We  find  the  tug  *8  to  come,  —  that  *s  all. 

II 

At  first  you  sajr,  '*  The  whole,  or  chief 
Of  difficulties,  is  belief. 
Cx>uld  I  believe  once  thoroughly. 
The  rest  were  simple.    What  ?    Am  I 
An  idiot,  do  you  tiunk, — a  beast  ? 


Prove  to  me.  only  that  the  least 
Command  ot  Goa  is  God's  indee<l. 
And  what  injunction  shall  1  need 
To  pay  obedience  ?    l>eath  so  nigh, 
When  time  must  end,  eternity 
Begin,  —  and  cannot  i  compute,  ^ 
Weigh  loss  and  gain  together,  suit 
My  actions  to  the  balance  drawn. 
And  give  my  body  to  be  sawn 
Asunder,  hacked  in  pieces,  tied  ^ 
To  horses,  stoned,  burned,  crucified. 
Like  any  martyr  of  the  list  ? 
How  gladlv  I  —  if  I  make  acquist. 
Through  the  brief  minute's  fierce  annqy. 
Of  God's  eternity  of  joy." 

Ill 

—  And  certainly  you  name  the  point 
Whereon  all  turns :  for  could  you  joint 
This  fiexile  finite  life  once  tight 

Into  the  fixed  and  infinite. 

Ton,  si^e  inside,  would  spurn  what 's  out, 

With  carelessness  enough,  no  doubt  — 

Would  spurn  mere  life :  but  when  time  brings 

To  their  next  stage  your  reasonings. 

Tour  eyes,  late  wide,  begin  to  wink 

Nor  see  the  path  so  well,  I  think. 

IV 

Ton  sav,  "  Faith  mav  be,  one  agreeis 

A  touchstone  for  God's  purposes, 

Even  as  ourselves  conceive  of  them. 

Could  he  acquit  us  or  condemn 

For  holding  what  no  hand  can  loose, 

Rejecting  when  we  can't  but  choose  ? 

As  well  award  the  victor's  wreath 

To  whosoever  should  take  breath 

Duly  each  minute  while  he  lived  — ^ 

Gkant  heaven,  because  a  man  contrived 

To  see  its  sunlight  every  day 

He  walked  forth  on  the  public  way. 

You  must  mix  some  uncertainty 

With  faith,  if  you  would  have  faith  be. 

W^v,  what  but  faith,  do  we  abhor 

And  idolize  each  other  for — 

Faith  in  our  evil  or  our  good, 

WHiich  is  or  is  not  understood 

Aright  by  those  we  love  or  those 

We  hate,  thence  called  our  friends  or  foes  f 

Your  mistress  saw  your  spirit's  grace, 

When,  turning  from  the  ugly  face, 

I  found  belief  in  it  too  hara ; 

And  she  and  I  have  our  reward. 

—  Yet  here  a  doubt  peeps :  well  for  us 
Weak  beings,  to  go  using  thus 

A  touchstone  for  our  little  ends,  ^ 
Trying  with  faith  the  foes  and  friends  \ 

—  But  God,  bethink  you  I    I  would  fam 
Conceive  of  the  Creator's  reign 

As  based  upon  exacter  laws 
Than  creatures  build  by  with  applause. 
In  all  God's  acts  —  (as  Plato  cries 
He  doth)  ~-he  should  geometrize. 
Whence,  I  desiderate  "... 

V 

Iseel 
You  would  grow  as  a  uatual  tree. 
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Stand  as  a  rock,  soar  up  like  fire. 
The  world  ^s  so  perfect  and  entire. 
Quite  above  faith,  so  ri^ht  and  fit ! 
Go  there,  walk  up  and  down  in  it ! 
No.    The  creation  travails,  groans — 
Contrive  your  music  from  its  moans, 
Without  or  let  or  hindrance,  friend  I 
That 's  an  old  story,  and  its  end 
As  old  —  you  come  back  (be  sincere) 
With  every  question  you  put  here 
(Here  where  there  once  was«  and  is  still. 
We  think,  a  livings  oracle, 
Whose  answers  you  stand  carpinpr  at) 
This  time  Rung:  back  unanswered  flat,  — 
Beside,  i)erhaps,  as  many  more 
As  those  that  drove  you  out  before, 
Now  added,  where  was  little  need. 
Questions  impossible,  indeed. 
To  us  who  sat  still,  all  and  each 
Persuaded  that  our  earth  had  speech. 
Of  Code's,  writ  down,  no  matter  if 
In  <niruve  type  or  hieroglvph,  — 
Which  one  fact  freed  us  irom  the  yoke 
Of  ^essine  why  He  never  spoke. 
You  come  back  in  no  better  plig^ht 
Than  when  you  left  us,  —  am  I  right  ? 

VI 

So,  the  old  process,  1  conclude, 
Gk>es  on.  the  reasoning  ^spursued 
Further.    You  own,  **  'T is  well  averredf 
A  scientific  faith  ^s  abeurd, 
—  Frustrates  the  very  f  nd  't  was  mewit 
To  serve.    So,  I  would  rest  content 
With  a  mere  probability. 
But,  probable  ;  the  chance  must  lie 
Clear  on  one  side,  —  lie  all  in  rough. 
So  long  as  there  be  just  enough 
To  pin  my  faith  to,  though  it  hap 
Only  at  points :  from  gap  to  gap 
One  hangs  up  a  huge  ourtAin  so. 
Grandly,  nor  seeks  to  have  it  go 
Foldless  and  flat  along  the  wall. 
AVkat  care  I  if  some  interval 
Of  life  less  plainly  may  depend 
On  God  ?    I  M  hang  there  t-o  the  end  ; 
And  thus  I  should  not  find  it  hard 
To  be  a  Christian  and  debarred 
From  trailing  on  the  earth,  till  furled 
Away  by  death.  —  Renounce  the  world  I 
Were  that  a  mighty  hardship  ?    Plan 
A  pleasant  life,  and  straight  some  man 
Beside  you,  with,  if  he  thought  fit, 
Abundant  means  to  compass  it, 
Shall  turn  deliberate  aside 
To  try  and  live  as,  if  you  tried 
You  clearly  might,  yet  most  despise. 
One  friend  of  mine  wears  out  his  eyes, 
Slighting  the  stunid  joys  of  sense. 
In  patient  hope  tnat,  ten  years  hence, 

*  Somewhat  completer,^  he  may  say, 

*  My  list  of  cdeoptera!  ' 

While  just  the  other  who  most  laughs 
At  him,  above  all  epitaphs 
Aspires  to  have  his  tomb  describe 
Himself  as  sole  among  the  tribe 
Of  snnfTbox-fanciers,  who  possessed 
A  Grigiion  with  the  Regent's  orest. 


So  that,  subduing,  as  you  want, 

Whatever  stands  predominant 

Among  my  earthly  appetites 

For  tastes  and  smells  and  sounds  and  sights, 

I  shall  be  doing  that  alone. 

To  ^in  a  palm-branch  ana  a  throne, 

Which  fifty  people  undertake 

To  do,  and  gladly,  for  the  sake 

Of  giving  a  Semitic  guess. 

Or  playing  pawns  at  blmdfold  chess." 

VII 

Good :  and  the  next  thing  is,  —  look  round 

For  evidence  enough  I     'T  is  found, 

No  doubt :  as  is  vour  sort  of  mind. 

So  is  your  sort  of  search :  you  W.  find 

What  you  desire,  and  that  *s  to  be 

A  Christian.    What  says  history  ? 

How  comfortii^  a  point  it  were 

To  find  some  mummy-scrap  declare 

There  lived  a  Moses  1    Better  still. 

Prove  Jonah's  whale  translatable 

Into  some  quicksand  of  the  seas. 

Isle,  cavern,  rook,  or  what  you  please. 

That  faith  might  flap  her  wings  and  crow 

From  such  an  eminence  1    Or,  no  — 

The  human  heart 's  best ;  you  prefer 

Making  that  prove  the  minister 

To  truth  ;  you  probe  its  wants  and  needs, 

And  hopes  and  fears,  then  try  what  creeds 

Meet  these  most  aptly,  —  resolute 

That  faith  plucks  such  substantial  fruit 

Wherever  these  two  correspond. 

She  little  needs  to  look  beyond 

And  puzzle  out  who  Orpheus  was, 

Or  Dionysius  Zagrins. 

You  '11  find  sufficient,  as  I  say. 

To  satisfy  you  either  way ; 

You  wanted  to  believe  ;  your  pains 

Are  crowned  —  you  do :  and  what  remains  P 

**  Renounce  the  world  I  "  —  All,  were  it  done 

By  merelv  cutting  one  by  one 

Your  limbs  off,  with  your  wise  head  last. 

How  easy  were  it  I  —  how  soon  past, 

If  once  in  the  believing  mood  ! 

*'  Such  is  man's  usual  gratitude, 

Sncli  thanks  to  God  do  we  return. 

For  not  exacting  that  we  spurn 

A  single  gift  of  life,  forego 

One  real  gain,  —  only  taste  iJiem  so 

With  gravity  and  temperance, 

That  those  mild  virtues  may  enhance 

Such  pleasures,  rather  than  abstract  — 

Last  spice  of  which,  will  be  the  fact 

Of  love  discerned  in  every  ^ft : 

While,  when  the  scene  of  life  snail  shift, 

And  the  gay  heart  be  taught  to  ache, 

As  sorrows  and  privations  take 

The  place  of  joy,  —  the  thing  that  seems 

Mere  misery,  under  human  schemes, 

Becomes,  regarded  by  the  light 

Of  love,  as  very  near  or  quite 

As  good  a  gift  as  joy  before. 

So  plain  is  it  that,  all  the  more 

A  dispensation 's  merciful. 

More  pettishly  we  try  and  cull 

Briers,  thistles,  from  our  private  plot. 

To  mar  God's  gnrand  where  thorns  are  not !  ^ 
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VIII 

I>o  you  aay  this,  or  I  ?  — Oh,  you  I 

Then,  what,  my  friend  ?  —  (thus  I  pursue 

Our  parley)  —  you  iudeed  opine 

That  the  tCtenud  and  Divine 

Did,  eig^hteen  centuries  atfi). 

In  Terv  truth  .  .  .  Enough  I  you  know 

The  aU-stnpendous  tale,  —  that  Birth, 

Tliat  Life,  that  Death  I    And  all,  the  earth 

Shuddered  at,  --all.  Uie  heavens  new  hlack 

Rather  than  see  ;  all,  nature's  rack 

And  throe  at  dissolution's  brink 

Attested,  —all  took  plaoe,  you  think, 

Onlv  to  give  our  joys  a  zest. 

Ana  prove  our  sorrows  for  the  best  ? 

We  (UfiFer,  then  1    Were  I,  still  pale 

And  heartstmck  at  the  dreadful  tale, 

Waiting  to  hear  God's  voice  declare 

What  horror  followed  for  my  share, 

As  implicated  in  the  deed. 

Apart  from  other  sins,  —  concede 

Tnat  if  He  blacked  out  in  a  blot 

My  brief  life's  pleasantness,  't  were  not 

80  very  ^proportionate ! 

Or  there  might  be  another  fate  — 

I  certainly  could  understand 

(If  fancies  were  the  thing  in  hand) 

Uow  God  might  aaye,  at  that  day's  price, 

The  impure  in  their  impurities, 

Giye  license  formal  an4f  complete 

To  choose  the  fair  and  pick  the  sweet.  ^ 

But  there  be  certain  words,  broad,  plain. 

Uttered  a^n  and  yet  again. 

Hard  to  mistake  or  overgloas  — 

Announcing  this  world's  gain  for  loss. 

And  bidding  us  reject  the  same  : 

The  whole  world  heth  (they  proclaim) 

In  wickedness,  —  come  out  of  it ! 

Turn  a  deaf  ear,  if  you  think  fit. 

But  I  who  thrill  through  every  nerve 

At  thought  of  wluit  deaf  ears  deserve  — 

Uow  do  you  counsel  in  the  case  ? 

IX 

*^  I  'd  take,  by  all  means,  in  your  place. 

The  safe  side,  since  it  so  appears : 

Deny  myself,  a  few  brief  years, 

The  natural  pleasure,  leave  the  fruit 

Or  cut  the  plant  up  by  the  root. 

Remember  what  a  martyr  said 

On  the  rude  tablet  overhead ! 

*  I  was  bom  sickly,  poor  and  mean, 

A  slave :  no  misery  could  screen 

The  holders  of  the  pearl  of  price 

From  Ctesar's  envy ;  therefore  twice 

I  foufirht  with  beasts,  and  three  times  saw 

My  children  suffer  by  his  law  ; 

At  last  my  own  release  was  earned : 

I  was  some  time  in  being  burned, 

But  at  the  dose  a  Hand  came  through 

The  fire  above  my  head,  and  drew 

My  soul  to  Cluist,  whom  now  I  see. 

Serous,  a  brother,  writes  for  me 

This  testimony  on  the  wall  — 

For  me,  I  have  forgot  it  all.' 

Tou  say  right ;  this  were  not  so  haxd  I 

And  since  one  nowise  is  debarred 


From  this,  whv  not  esci^M  some  sins 
By  such  a  method  ?  " 

X 

Then  begins 
To  the  old  point  rcTulaion  new  — 
(For  't  is  just  this  I  brinpr  you  to)  — 
if  after  all  we  should  mistake. 
And  so  renounce  life  for  the  sake 
Of  death  and  nothing  else  ?    You  hear 
Each  friend  we  jeered  at,  send  the  jeer 
Back  to  ourselves  with  good  effect  — 
*'  There  were  mv  beetles  to  collect ! 
My  box  —  a  trifle,  I  confess. 
But  here  I  hold  it,  ne'erthelees  I  " 
Poor  idiots,  (let  us  pluck  up  heart 
And  answer)  we,  the  better  part 
Have  chosen,  though  'twere  only  hope, — 
Nor  envy  moles  like  you  that  grope 
Amid  vour  veritable  muck. 
More  than  the  grasshoppers  would  truck. 
For  yours,  their  passionate  life  away. 
That  spends  itself  in  leaps  all  day 
To  reach  the  sun,  you  want  the  eyes 
To  see,  as  they  the  wings  to  rise 
And  match  the  noble  hearts  of  them  ! 
Thus  the  contenuier  we  oontemn, — 
And,  when  doubt  strikes  us,  thus  we  ward 
Its  stroke  off,  caught  upon  our  guard, 

—  Not  struck  enough  to  overturn 

Our  faith,  but  shake  it  —  make  us  learn 
What  I  began  with,  and,  I  wis. 
End,  having  proved,  —  how  hard  it  is 
To  be  a  Christian  I 

XI 

"  Proved,  or  not, 
Howe'er  yon  wis,  small  thanks,  I  wot. 
You  get  of  mine,  for  taking  pains 
To  make  it  hard  to  me.    Who  gains 
By  thatj  I  wonder  ?    Here  I  live 
In  trusting  ease ;  and  here  you  drive 
At  causing  me  to  lose  what  most 
Yourself  would  mourn  for  had  you  lost  !  " 

XII 

But,  do  you  see,  my  friend,  that  thus 
You  leave  Saint  Paul  for  .^Ischvlus  ? 

—  Who  made  his  Titan's  arch-device 
The  giving  men  blind  hopes  to  spice 
The  meal  of  life  with,  eiise  devoured 
In  bitter  haste,  while  lo,  death  loured 
Before  them  at  the  platter's  edge  1 

If  faith  should  be,  as  I  allege. 
Quite  other  than  a  condiment 
To  heighten  flavors  with,  or  meant 
(Like  uiat  brave  curry  of  his  Grace) 
To  take  at  need  the  victuals'  plaoe  ? 
If,  haying  dined,  ^ou  would  digest 
Besides,  and  turning  to  your  rest 
Should  find  instead  .  .  . 

XIII 

Now,  you  sliall  see 
And  judge  if  a  mere  foppery 
Pricks  on  my  spMsaking !    I  resolve 
To  utter — yes,  it  shall  devolve 
On  you  to  hear  as  solemn,  strange 
Ana  dread  a  thing  aa  in  the  range 
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Of  facts,  —  or  fancies,  if  God  will  — 

£*er  happened  to  onr  kind  !    I  still 

Stand  in  the  cloud  and,  lyhile  it  wraps 

My  face,  ou^ht  not  to  speak  perhaps ; 

Seeing  that  if  I  carry  through 

My  purpose,  if  mv  words  in  yon 

Fina  a  live  actual  listener, 

My  story,  reason  must  aver 

Fabe  after  all  —  the  happy  chance  ! 

While,  if  each  human  countenance 

I  meet  in  London  day  by  day. 

Be  what  I  fear,  —  my  warnings  fray 

No  one,  and  no  one  they  convert. 

And  no  one  helps  me  to  assert 

How  hard  it  is  to  really  be 

A  Christian,  and  in  vacancy 

I  pour  this  story  ! 

XIV 

I  commenoe 
By  trying  to  inform  you,  whence 
It  comes  that  every  Easter-ni^ht 
As  now,  I  sit  up,  watch,  till  light. 
Upon  those  chimney-stacks  and  roofs, 
Qive,  through  my  window-pane,  gray  proofs 
That  Easter-Day  is  breaking  slow. 
On  such  a  night,  three  years  ago. 
It  chanced  that  I  had  cause  to  cross 
The  common,  where  the  chapel  was. 
Our  friend  spoke  of,  the  other  day  — 
You  Ve  not  forgotten,  I  dare  say. 
I  fell  to  muRing  of  the  time 
So  close,  the  blessed  matin-prime 
All  hearts  leap  up  at,  in  some  guise  — 
One  could  not  well  do  otherwise. 
Insensibly  my  thoughts  were  bent 
Toward  the  main  point ;  I  overwent 
Much  the  same  ground  of  reasoning 
As  you  and  I  just  now.    One  thing 
Remained,  however  — one  that  tasked 
My  soul  to  answer  ;  and  I  asked, 
Fairly  and  frankly,  what  might  be 
That  History,  that  Faith,  to  me 

—  Me  there  —  not  me  in  some  domain 
Built  up  and  peopled  by  my  brain. 
Weighing  its  merits  as  one  weighs 
Mere  theories  for  blame  or  praise, 

—  The  kingcraft  of  the  Lncuroons, 

Or  Fourier^s  scheme,  its  pros  and  cons,  — 
But  my  faith  there,  or  none  at  all. 
**  How  were  my  case,  now,  did  I  fall 
Dead  here,  this  minute  —should  I  lie 
Faithful  or  faithless  ?  '*    Note  that  I 
Inclined  thus  ever !  —  little  prone 
For  instance,  when  I  lay  alone 
In  childhood,  to  go  calm  to  sleep 
And  leave  a  closet  where  might  keep 
His  watch  perdue  some  murderer 
Waiting  till  twelve  o'clock  to  stir, 
As  good  authentic  legends  tell : 
**  He  might :  but  how  improbable  ! 
How  little  likely  to  deserve 
The  pains  and  trial  to  the  nerve 
Of  thrusting  head  into  the  dark  P*  — 
Urged  mv  old  nurse,  and  bade  me  mark 
Beside,  tiiat,  should  the  dreadful  scout 
Really  lie  hid  there,  and  leap  out 
At  first  turn  of  the  rusty  key, 


Mine  were  smiJl  gain  that  she  could  see, 

Killed  not  in  bed  but  on  the  floor. 

And  losing  one  night's  sleep  the  more. 

I  tell  yon,  I  would  always  burst 

The  door  ope,  know  my  fate  at  first. 

This  time,  mdeed,  the  closet  penned 

No  such  assassin  :  but  a  friend 

Rather,  peeped  out  to  guard  me,  fit 

For  counsel,  Common  Sense,  to  wit, 

Who  said  a  good  deal  that  might  pass,  — 

Heartening,  inipartial  too,  it  was, 

Judge  else :  **  For,  soberly  now,  —  who 

Should  be  a  Christian  if  not  you  ?  ** 

(Hear  how  he  smoothed  me  down.)  ^^  One  takes 

A  whole  life,  sees  what  course  it  makes 

Mainly,  and  not  by  fits  and  starts  — 

In  spite  of  stoppage  which  imparts 

Fr^sh  value  to  the  general  speed. 

A  life,  with  none,  would  fiy  indeed : 

Your  progressing  is  slower  —  right  I 

We  deal  with  progress  and  not  flight. 

Through  baffling  senses  passionate, 

Fancies  as  restless,  —  with  a  freight 

Of  knowledge  cumbersome  enough 

To  sink  your  ship  when  waves  grow  rough, 

Though  meant  for  bidlast  in  the  hold,  — 

I  find,  'mid  dangers  manifold, 

The  good  bark  answers  to  the  helm 

Where  faith  sits,  easier  to  overwhelm 

Than  some  stout  peasant's  heavenly  gnnde, 

Whose  hard  head  could  not,  if  it  tried, 

Conceive  a  doubt,  nor  understand 

How  senses  homier  than  his  hand 

Should  'tice  the  Christian  off  his  guard. 

More  happy  I    But  shall  we  award 

Less  honor  to  the  hull  which,  dogged 

By  storms,  a  mere  wreck,  waterlogged. 

Masts  by  the  board,  her  bulwarks  gone 

And  stanchions  going,  yet  bears  on,  — 

Than  to  mere  lifeboats,  built  to  save. 

And  triumph  o'er  the  breaking  wave  ? 

Make  perfect  your  good  ship  as  these. 

And  w*nat  were  her  performances !  " 

I  added  —  **"  Would  the  ship  reach  home  ! 

I  wish  indeed  *  God's  kingaom  come '  — 

The  day  when  I  shall  see  appear 

His  bidding,  as  my  duty,  clear 

From  doubt !    And  it  shall  dawn,  that  day, 

Some  future  season  ;  Easter  may 

Prove,  not  impossibly,  the  time  — 

Yes,  that  were  striking — fates  would  chime 

So  aptly !    Easter^mom,  to  bring 

The  Judgment !  —  deeper  in  the  spring 

Than  now,  however,  when  there  's  snow 

Capping  the  hills  |  for  earth  must  show 

All  signs  of  meaning  to  pursue 

Her  tasks  as  she  was  wont  to  do 

—  The  skylark,  taken  by  surprise 
As  we  ourselves,  shall  recognize 
Sudden  the  end.     For  suddenly 

It  comes ;  the  dreadfulness  must  be 
In  that :  all  warrants  the  belief  — 
^  At  night  it  cometh  like  a  thief.' 
I  fancy  why  the  trumpet  blows ; 

—  Plainly,  to  wake  one.    From  repose 
We  shall  start  up,  at  last  awake 
From  life,  that  insane  dream  we  take 
For  waking  now,  because  it  seems. 
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And  as,  when  now  we  wake  from  dreams, 
We  lausph,  while  we  recall  them,  *  Fool, 
To  let  the  chance  slip,  linger  oool 
When  such  adventure  offered  I    Jnst 
A  bridge  to  oroeSf  a  dwarf  to  thmst 
Aside,  a  wicked  mage  to  stab  — 
And,  lo  ye,  I  had  kiwed  Queen  Mab  I  * 
So  shall  we  marvel  whv  we  grudged 
Our  labor  here,  and  idly  jn<i^ed 
Of  heaven,  we  might  have  gained,  bat  lose  I 
Lose  ?    Talk  of  loss,  and  I  refuse 
To  plead  at  all  I    You  spsak  no  worse 
Nor  better  than  my  ancient  nurse 
When  she  would  tell  me  in  my  youth 
I  well  deserved  that  shapes  uncouth 
Frighted  and  teased  me  in  my  sleep : 
Why  could  I  not  in  memory  keep 
Her  precept  for  the  evil^s  cure  ? 
^  Pinch  your  own  arm,  boy,  and  be  sure 
You  'U  wake  forthwith  1  "^ 

XV 

And  as  I  said 
This  nonsense,  throwing:  back  mv  head 
With  lifi^ht  complacent  laugh,  I  found 
Suddenly  all  the  midnight  round 
One  fire.    The  dome  of  heaven  had  stood 
As  made  up  of  a  multitude 
Of  hand  breadth  cloudlets,  one  vast  rack 
Of  ripples  infinite  and  black, 
From  sky  to  skv.    Sudden  there  went. 
Like  horror  and  astonishiuent, 
A  fierce  vindictive  scribble  of  red 
Quick  fiame  across,  as  if  one  sairl 
frhe  angTT  scribe  of  Jndgrnient)  '*  There  — 
Bum  it!  ''^    And  straight  I  was  aware 
That  the  whole  ribwork  round,  minute 
Cloud  touching  cloud  beyond  compute. 
Was  tinted,  each  with  its  own  spot 
Of  burning  at  the  core,  till  dot 
Jammed  against  dot,  and  spilt  its  fire 
Over  all  heaven,  which  'gan  suspire 
As  fanned  to  measure  ecinable.  — 
Just  so  great  conflagrations  kill 
Night  overhead,  and  rise  and  sink. 
Reflected.    Now  the  fire  would  sluink 
And  wither  off  the  blasted  face 
Of  heaven,  and  I  distinct  might  trace 
The  sharp  black  ridgy  outlines  left 
Unbumed  like  network  — then,  each  cleft 
The  fire  had  been  sucked  back  into. 
Regorged,  and  out  it  surging  flew 
Furiously,  and  night  writhed  inflamed, 
TiU,  tolerating  to  be  tamed 
No  longer,  certain  rays  worid-wide 
Shot  downwardly.    On  every  side 
Caught  oast  escape,  the  earth  was  lit ; 
As  u  a  aragon^s^  nostril  split 
And  all  his  famished  ire  overflowed ; 
Then,  as  he  winced  at  his  lord^s  goad. 
Back  he  inhaled  :  whereat  I  found 
The  clouds  into  vast  pillars  bound. 
Based  on  the  corners  of  the  earth, 
Propping  the  skies  at  top :  a  dearth 
Of  nre  i'  the  violet  intervals, 
Leaving?  exposed  the  utmost  walls 
Of  tiro  3,  about  to  tumble  in 
And  ejid  the  world. 


XVI 

I  felt  begin 
The  Judgment-Day :  to  retrocede 
Was  too  Tate  now.     '"  In  very  deed," 
(I  uttered  to  myself)  "  that  Day  1 " 
The  intuition  burned  away 
All  darkness  from  mv  spirit  too : 
There,  stood  I,  found  and  fixed,  I  knew. 
Choosing  the  world.    The  choice  was  made ; 
And  naked  and  disguiseless  stayed. 
And  unevadable,  the  fact. 
My  brain  held  ail  the  same  compact 
Its  senses,  nor  my  heart  declined 
Its  office  ;  rather,  both  combined 
To  help  me  in  this  juncture.    I 
Lost  not  a  second,  —  agony 
Oave  boldness :  since  my  ufe  had  end 
And  my  choice  with  it  —  best  defend. 
Applaud  both  I    I  resolved  to  say, 
**  So  was  I  framed  by  thee,  such  way 
I  put  to  use  thy  senses  here  1 
It  was  so  beautiful,  so  near. 
Thy  world,  —  what  could  I  then  but  choose 
My  part  there  ?    Nor  did  I  refuse 
To  look  above  the  transient  boon 
Of  time  ;  but  it  was  hard  so  soon 
As  in  a  short  Ufe,  to  give  up 
Such  beauty :  I  could  put  the  cup, 
Undrained  of  half  its  lulness,  by ; 
But,  to  renounce  it  utterly, 
—  That  was  too  hard  1    Isor  did  the  cr^ 
Which  bade  renounce  it,  touch  my  braw 
Authentically  deep  and  plain 
Enough  to  make  my  lips  let  go. 
But  thou,  who  knowest  all,  dost  know 
Whether  I  was  not,  lifers  brief  while, 
EndeavcMing  to  reconcile 
Those  lips  (too  tardily,  alas  I) 
To  letting  the  dear  remnant  pass. 
One  day,  —  some  drops  of  earthly  good 
Untasted  1    Is  it  for  tliis  mood, 
That  thou,  whose  earth  delights  so  well, 
Hast  made  its  complement  a  hell  ?  '* 

XVII 

A  final  belch  of  fire  like  blood, 
Overbroke  all  heaven  in  one  flood 
Of  doom.    Then  fire  was  sky,  and  sky 
Fire,  and  both,  one  brief  ecstasy, 
Then  ashes.    But  I  heard  no  noise 

S~Vhatever  was)  because  a  voice 
eside  me  spoke  thus,  ^'  Life  is  done, 
Time  ends.  Eternity  's  begun. 
And  thou  art  judged  forevermore.'* 

XVIII 

I  looked  up ;  all  seemed  as  before ; 
Of  that  dond-Tophet  overhead 
No  trace  was  left :  I  saw  instead 
The  common  round  me,  and  the  sky 
Above,  stretched  drear  and  emptily 
Of  life.    'T  was  the  hist  watch  of  night. 
Except  what  brings  the  morning  quite ; 
When  the  armed  angel,  conscience-dear, 
His  task  nigh  done,  leans  o*er  his  spear 
And  gazes  on  the  earth  he  guards. 
Safe  one  night  more  through  all  its  wards. 
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Till  Grod  relieve  him  at  his  post. 

*^  A  dream  —  a  waking  dream  at  most !  " 
I  spoke  oat  quick,  that  I  might  shake 
~^he  horrid  nightmare  off,  and  wake.) 

"  The  world  gone,  yet  the  world  is  here  ? 

Are  not  all  things  as  they  appear  ? 

Is  Judgment  past  for  me  alone  ? 

— Ana   where    had    place    the    great   white 
throne? 

The  rising  of  the  qnick  and  dead  ? 

Where  stood    they,  small   and  great?    Who 
read 

The  sentence  from  the  opened  book  ?  " 

So,  by  degrees,  the  blood  forsook 

Mv  heart,  and  let  it  beat  afresh  ; 

I  knew  I  should  break  through  the  mesh 

Of  horror,  and  breathe  presently : 

When,  lo,  again,  the  voice  by  me  I 

XIX 

I  saw  .  .  .  O  brother,  'mid  far  sands 

The  palm-tree-cinctured  city  stands,^ 

Bright-white  beneath,  as  heaven,  bright-blue, 

Leans  o'er  it,  while  the  years  pursue 

Their  course,  unable  to  abate 

Its  paradisal  laugh  at  fate  ! 

One  mom,  —  the  Arab  staggers  blind 

O'er  a  new  tract  of  death,  calcined 

To  ashes,  silence,  nothingness,  — 

And  strives,  with  dizzy  wits,  to  guess 

Wlience  fell  the  blow.    What  if,  'twixt  skies 

And  j>rostrate  earth,  he  should  surprise 

The  imaged  vapor,  nead  to  foot. 

Surveying,  motionless  and  mute. 

Its  work,  ere,  in  a  whirlwind  rapt 

It  vanish  up  again  ?  —  So  hapt 

My  chance.    Hr  stood  there.    Like  the  smoke 

Pillared  o'er  Sodom,  when  dav  broke,  — 

I  saw  him.    One  mi^ifio  pall 

Mantled  in  masrave  K>ld  and  fall 

His  head,  and  coiled  in  snaky  swathes 

About  lus  feet :  night's  black,  that  bathes 

All  else,  broke,  grizzled  with  despur. 

Against  the  soul  of  blackness  there. 

A  gesture  told  the  mood  within  — 

That  wrapped  right  hand  which  based  the  chin, 

That  intense  meditation  fixed 

On  his  procedure,  —  pity  mixed 

With  the  fulfilment  of  decree. 

Motionless,  thub,  he  spoke  to  me. 

Who  fell  before  his  feet,  a  mass. 

No  man  now. 

XX 

"  All  is  come  to  pass. 
Such  shows  are  over  for  each  soul 
Thev  had  respect  to.    In  the  roll 
Of  Judgment  which  convinced  mankind 
Of  sin,  stood  many,  bold  and  blind. 
Terror  must  bum  the  truth  into  : 
Their  fate  for  thera^  I  —  thou  hadst  to  do 
With  absolute  omnipotence. 
Able  its  judgments  to  dispense 
To  the  whole  race,  as  every  one 
Were  its  sole  object.    Judgment  done, 
God  is,  thou  art,  —  the  rest  is  hurled 
To  nothingness  for  thee.    This  world. 
This  finite  life,  thou  hast  preferred, 
'^  disbelief  of  God's  plain  word, 


To  heaven  and  to  infinity. 

Here  the  probation  was  for  thee. 

To  show  thy  soul  the  earthly  mixed 

With  heavenly,  it  must  choose  betwixt. 

The  earthly  jovs  lay  palpable,  — 

A  taint,  in  each,  distmct  as  well ; 

The  heavenly  flitted,  faint  and  rare. 

Above  them,  but  as  truly  were 

Taintless,  so,  in  their  nature,  best. 

Thy  choice  was  earth :  thou  didst  attest 

'T  was  fitter  spirit  should  subserve 

The  flesh,  than  flesh  refine  to  nerve 

Beneath  the  spirit's  play.    Advance 

No  claim  to  their  inheritance 

Who  chose  the  spirit's  fugitive 

Brief  gleams,  and  yearned,  *  This  were  to  liTe 

Indeed,  if  ravs,  completely  pure 

From  flesh  that  dulls  them,  could  endure,  — 

Not  shoot  in  meteor-light  athwart 

Our  earth,  to  show  how  cold  and  swart 

It  lies  beneath  their  fire,  but  stand 

As  stars  do,  destined  to  expand. 

Prove  veritable  worlds,  our  home  ! ' 

Thou  saidst,  —  ^Let  spirit  star  the  dome 

Of  sky,  that  flesh  may  miss  no  peak, 

No  nook  of  earth,  —  1  shidl  not  seek 

Its  service  further  1 '    Thou  art  shut 

Out  of  the  heaven  of  spirit ;  glut 

Tliy  sense  upon  the  world :  't  is  thine 

Forever— take  it  I" 

XXI 

"  How  ?    Is  mine. 
The  world  ?  "    (I  cried,  while  my  soul  broke 
Out  in  a  transport.)    **  Hast  thou  spoke 
Plainly  in  that  ?    Earth's  exquisite 
Treasures  of  wonder  and  delight 
Forme?" 

XXII 

The  austere  voice  returned,  — 
*^  So  soon  made  happy  ?    Hadst  thou  learned 
What  God  accounteth  happiness. 
Thou  wouldst  not  find  it  hard  to  guess 
What  hell  may  be  his  punishment 
For  those  who  doubt  if  God  invent 
Better  tJian  they.    Let  such  men  rest 
Content  with  what  they  judged  the  best. 
Let  the  unjust  usurp  at  will : 
The  filthy  shall  be  mthy  still  : 
Miser,  there  waits  the  gfold  for  thee  I 
Hater,  indulge  thine  enmity  I 
And  thou,  wnose  heaven  self-orduned 
Was,  to  enjoy  earth  unrestrained. 
Do  it  I    Take  all  the  ancient  show  I 
The  woods  shall  wave,  the  rivers  flow, 
And  men  apparently  pursue 
Tlieir  works,  as  they  were  wont  to  do. 
While  living  in  probation  yet. 
Ipromise  not  thou  shalt  forget 
The  past,  now  gone  to  its  account ; 
But  leave  thee  with  the  old  amount 
Of  faculties,  nor  less  nor  more, 
Unvisited,  as  heretofore. 
By  God's  free  spirit,  that  makes  an  end. 
So,  once  more,  take  thy  world !    Expend 
Eternity  upon  its  shows 
Flung  uiee  as  freely  as  one  rose 
Out  of  a  summer's  opulence. 
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Oyer  the  Eden-barrier  whence 

Thou  art  exclnded.    Knock  in  ram  I  " 

XXIII 

I  sat  UD.    All  was  still  again. 

I  breathed  free  :  to  my  heart,  back  fled 

The  warmth.    ''  Bnt,  all  the  world  I  "  —  I 

I  stooped  and  picked  a  leaf  of  fern, 

And  recolleeted  I  might  learn 

From  books,  how  many  myriad  sorts 

Of  fern  exist,  to  trust  reports. 

Each  as  distinct  and  beautiful 

As  this,  the  very  first  I  cull. 

Think,  from  the  first  leaf  to  the  last ! 

Conceive,  then,  earth^s  resonroes  1    Vast 

ExhaustlesR  beauty^  endless  change 

Of  wonder  I    And  this  foot  shall  range 

Alps,  Andes,  —  and  this  eye  devour 

The  bee-bird  and  the  aloe-flower  ? 

XXIV 

Then  the  voice :  *^  Welcome  so  to  rate 

The  arras-folds  that  variegate 

The  earth,  God^s  antechambOT,  well ! 

The  wise,  who  waited  there,  could  tell 

By  these,  what  royalties  in  store 

Lay  one  step  past  the  entrance-door. 

For  whom,  was  reckoned,  not  too  much. 

This  lifers  munifioence  ?    For  such 

As  thou,  —  a  race,  whereof  scarce  one 

Was  able,  in  a  million. 

To  feel  that  any  marvel  lay 

In  objects  round  his  feet  all  day ; 

Scarce  one,  in  many  millions  more, 

WUlii^,  if  able,  to  explore 

The  seoreter.  minuter  charm  I 

—  Brave  souls,  a  fern-leaf  could  disarm 

Of  power  to  cope  with  God^s  intent,  — 

Or  scared  if  the  south  firmament 

With  north-fire  did  its  wings  refledge  I 

All  partial  beauty  was  a  pledge 

Of  beauty  in  its  plenitude : 

But  since  the  pledge  sufficed  thy  mood, 

Retain  it  I  plenitude  be  theirs 

Who  looked  above  !  " 

XXV 

Though  sharp  despairs 
Shot  through  me,  I  held  up,  bore  on. 
"  What  matter  though  my  trust  were  gone 
From  natural  things  ?    Ilenceforth  my  part 
Be  less  with  nature  than  with  art  1 
For  art  supplants,  gives  mainlv  worth 
To  nature ;  *t  is  man  stamps  the  earth  — 
And  I  will  seek  his  impress,  seek 
The  statuary  of  the  Greek, 
Italy^s  painting  —  there  my  choice 
Shan  fix!'' 

xxvi 

**  Obtain  it  I "  said  the  voice, 
'*  The  one  form  with  its  single  act. 
Which  sculptors  labored  to  abstract. 
The  one  face,  painters  tried  to  draw, 
With  its  one  look,  from  throngs  they  saw. 
And  that  perfection  in  their  soul. 
These  only  hinted  at  ?    The  whole, 
They  were  bnt  parts  of  ?    What  each  laid 


His  claim  to  glorv  on  ?  — ^afraid 

His  fellow-men  snould  ^ve  him  rank 

By  mere  tontatives  which  he  shnwk 

Smitten  at  heart  from,  all  the  more, 

That  gaxers  pressed  in  to  adore  I 

^  Phalli  be  judged  by  only  these  ?  * 

If  such  his  soul  8  capacities. 

Even  while  he  trod  the  earth,  —  think,  now, 

What  pomp  in  Buonarroti's  brow, 

With  its  new  palace-brain  where  dwells 

Superb  the  soul,  unvexed  by  ceUs 

That  crumbled  with  the  transient  clay  I 

What  visions  will  his  right  hand's  sway 

Still  turn  to  forms,  as  still  they  burst 

Upon  him  ?    How  will  he  quench  thirst, 

Titanically  infantine. 

Laid  at  the  breast  of  the  Divine  ? 

Does  it  confound  thee,  —  this  first  page 

Emblazoning  man's  heritage  ?  — 

Can  this  alone  absorb  thy  sight, 

As  pages  were  not  infinite,  — 

Like  the  omnipotence  which  tasks 

Itself  to  furmsn  all  that  asks 

The  soul  it  means  to  satiate  ? 

What  was  the  world,  the  starrv  state 

Of  the  broad  skies,  —  what,  all  disi^ys 

Of  iMwer  and  beauty  intermixed, 

Which  now  thy  soul  is  chained  betwixt,  — 

What  else  than  needful  furniture 

For  life's  first  stage  ?    G^'s  work,  be  sure 

No  more  spreads  wasted,  than  falls  scant  1 

He  filled,  did  not  exceed,  man's  want 

Of  beauty  in  this  life.    But  through 

Life  pierce,  —  and  what  has  earth  to  do. 

Its  utmost  beauty's  appanage. 

With  the  requirement  of  next  stage  ? 

Did  God  pronounce  earth  *  very  good '  ? 

Needs  must  it  be,  while  understcwd 

For  man's  preparatory  stete  ; 

Naught  here  to  heighten  nor  abate ; 

Transfer  the  same  completeness  here. 

To  serve  a  new  stete's  use,  — and  dreAr 

Deficiency  gapes  every  side  I 

The  good,  tried  once,  were  bad,  retried. 

See  the  enwrapping  rocky  niche, 

Sufficient  for  the  deep  in  which 

The  lizard  breathes  for  ages  safe : 

Solit  the  mould  —  and  as  light  would  chafo 

Tne  creature's  new  world-widened  sense. 

Dazzled  to  death  at  evidence 

Of  all  the  sounds  and  sights  that  broke 

Innumerous  at  the  chisel's  stroke,  — 

So,  in  God's  eye,  the  earth's  first  stuff 

Was,  neither  more  nor  less,  enough 

To  house  man's  soul,  man's  need  fulfil. 

Man  reckoned  it  immeasurable  ? 

So  thinks  the  lizard  of  his  vault  1 

Could  God  be  teken  in  default. 

Short  of  contrivancf^s,  by  you,  — 

Or  reached,  ere  ready  to  pursue 

His  progress  through  eternity  ? 

That  chambered  rock,  the  lizard's  world. 

Tour  easy  mallet's  blow  has  hurled 

To  nothingness  forever  ;  so. 

Has  God  abolished  at  a  blow 

This  world,  wherein  his  sunts  were  pent,  — 

Who,  though  found  grateful  and  content. 

With  the  provision  there,  as  thou. 
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Yet  knew  he  would  not  disallow 

Their  SDirit^s  hunger,  felt  as  well,  — 

Unsatea.  —  not  unaatable, 

As  paraoise  gives  proof.    Deride 

Their  choice  now,  thou  who  sit^st  outside  !  ^' 

XXVII 

I  cried  in  anguish  :  ^*  Mind,  the  mind, 

So  miserably  cast  behind, 

To  gain  what  had  been  wisely  lost  I 

Oh,  let  me  strive  to  make  the  most 

Of  the  poor  stinted  soul,  I  nipped 

Of  budding  wings,  else  now  equipped 

For  voyage  from  summer  isle  to  isle ! 

And  tJiough  she  needs  must  reconcile 

Ambition  to  the  life  on  ground, 

Still,  I  can  profit  bv  late  found 

But  precious  knowledge.    Mind  is  best  — 

1  will  seize  mind,  forego  the  rest, 

And  try  lw>w  far  my  tetliered  strength 

May  crawl  in  this  poor  breadth  and  length. 

Let  me,  since  I  can  fly  no  more. 

At  least  spin  dervish-like  about 

(Till  giddy  rapture  almost  doubt 

I  fly)  through  circling  sciences, 

Philosophies  and  histories ! 

Should  the  whirl  slacken  there,  then  verse, 

Fining  to  music,  shall  asperse 

Fresh  and  fresh  fire-dew,  till  I  strain 

Intoxicate,  half-break  my  chain ! 

Not  joyless,  though  more  favored  feet 

Stand  calm,  where  I  want  wings  to  beat 

The  floor.    At  least  earth^s  bond  is  broke  I  '* 

XXVIII 

Then  (sickening  even  while  I  spoke) : 
*'  Let  me  alone  I     No  answer,  pray. 
To  this  I    I  know  what  thou  wilt  say ! 
All  still  is  earth^s,  —  to  know,  as  much 
As  feel  its  truths,  which  if  we  touch 
With  sense,  or  apprehend  in  soul. 
What  matt<er  ?    I  have  reached  the  ^oal  — 
^  Whereto  does  knowledge  serve ! '  will  bum 
My  eyes,  too  sure,  at  every  turn  I 
I  cannot  look  back  now,  nor  stake 
Bliss  on  the  race,  for  running^s  sake, 
i'he  goal 's  a  ruin  like  the  rest  I " 
**  And  so  much  worse  thy  latter  quest,'* 
(Added  the  voice,)  "  that  even  on  earth  — 
Whenever,  in  man's  soul,  had  birth 
Those  intuitions,  grasps  of  guess. 
Which  pull  the  more  into  the  less, 
Making  the  finite  comprehend 
Infinity,  —  the  bard  would  spend 
Such  praise  alone,  upon  his  craft. 
As,  wnen  wind-lyres  obey  the  waft. 
Goes  to  the  craftsman  who  arranged 
The   seven   strings,    changed   them    and    re- 
changed  — 
Knowing  it  was  the  South  that  harped. 
He  felt  nis  song,  in  singing,  warpea : 
Distinguished  his  and  God's  part :  whence 
A  world  of  spirit  as  of  sense 
Was  plain  to  him,  yet  not  too  plain, 
Whioii  he  could  traverse,  not  remain 
A  guest  in :  —  else  were  permanent 
Heaven  on  the  earth  its  gleams  were  meant 
To  sting  with  hunger  for  full  light,  — 


Made  visible  in  verse,  despite 

Tlie  veiling  weakness,  —  truth  by  means 

Of  fable,  snowing  while  it  screens,  — 

Since  highest  truth,  man  e'er  supplied, 

Was  ever  fable  on  outside. 

Such  gleams  made  bright  the  earth  an  age ; 

Now  we  whole  sun  's  Iiis  heritasre ! 

Take  up  thy  world,  it  is  allowed, 

Tliou  wno  hast  entered  in  the  cloud  I " 

XXIX 

Then  I —  ^*  Behold,  my  spirit  bleeds. 

Catches  no  more  at  broken  reeds,  — 

But  lilies  flower  those  reeds  above : 

I  let  the  world  go,  and  take  love  ! 

Love  survives  in  me,  albeit  those 

I  love  be  henceforth  masks  and  shows. 

Not  living  men  and  women :  still 

I  mind  how  love  repaired  all  ill. 

Cured  wrong,  soothed  grief,  made  earth  amende 

With  parents,  brothers,  children,  friends  ! 

Some  semblance  of  a  woman  yet 

With  eyes  to  help  me  to  f oxvet. 

Shall  look  on  me  ;  and  I  wiU  match 

Departed  love  with  love,  attach 

Old  memories  to  new  dreams,  nor  scorn 

llie  poorest  of  the  grains  of  com 

I  save  from  shipwreck  on  this  isle, 

Trusting  its  barrenness  may  smile 

With  happy  f oodf ul  green  one  day. 

More  precious  for  the  pains.    I  pray,  — 

Leave  to  love,  only  1 '' 

XXX 

At  the  word. 
The  form,  I  looked  to  have  been  stirred 
With  pity  and  approval,  rose 
O'er  me,  as  when  the  headsman  throws 
Axe  over  shoulder  to  make  end  — 
I  fell  prone,  letting  him  expend 
His  wrath,  while  thus  the  mfiiotinp^  voice 
Smote  me.     *^  Is  this  thy  final  choice  ? 
Love  is  the  best  ?    'T  is  somewhat  late  I 
And  all  thou  dost  enumerate 
Of  power  and  beauty  in  the  world. 
The  mightiness  of  love  was  curled 
Inextricably  round  about. 
Love  lay  within  it  and  without. 
To  clasp  tliee,  —  but  in  vain  I    Thv  soul 
Still  shrunk  from  liim  who  made  tne  whcda 
Still  set  deliberate  aside 
His  love !  —  Now  take  love  I    Well  betide 
Thy  tardy  conscience  1    Haste  to  take 
The  show  of  love  for  the  name's  sake. 
Remembering  every  moment  who, 
Beside  creatii^r  thee  unto 
These  ends,  an^  these  for  thee,  was  said 
To  undex^^o  death  in  thy  stead 
In  flesh  like  thine  :  so  ran  the  tale. 
What  doubt  in  thee  could  countervail 
Belief  in  it  ?    Upon  the  ground 
^  That  in  the  story  had  ^en  found 
Too  much  love  I    How  could  God  love  so  ? 
He  who  in  all  his  works  below 
Adapted  to  the  needs  of  man. 
Made  love  the  basis  of  the  plan,  — 
Did  love,  as  was  demonstrated: 
While  man,  who  was  so  fit  instead 
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To  hate,  as  every  day  gave  proof,  — 
Alan  thondiit  man,  for  iiis  kind^s  behoof. 
Both  oonld  and  did  inyent  that  scheme 
Of  perfect  love :  ^t  would  well  beseem 
Cain's  nature  thoa  wast  wont  to  praise. 
Not  tally  with  God's  usual  ways  I  " 

XXXI 

And  I  cowered  depreoatinirly  — 

*'  Thou  Love  of  God  I    Or  let  nie  die. 

Or  grant  what  shall  seem  heaven  almost ! 

Let  me  not  know  that  all  is  lost. 

Though  lost  it  be  —  leave  me  not  titKi 

To  this  despair,  this  cor^-like  bride  ! 

Let  that  old  life  seem  mine  —  no  more  — 

With  limitation  as  before, 

With  darkness^  hunger,  toil,  distress : 

Be  all  the  earth  a  wilderness  ! 

Onlv  let  me  go  on,  go  on, 

Still  hoping  ever  and  anon 

To  reacn  one  eve  the  Better  Land ! '' 

XXXII 

Then  did  the  form  expand,  expand  — 
I  knew  him  throuf^  the  dread  disguise 
As  the  whole  God  within  his  eyes 
Embraced  me. 

XXXIII 

When  I  lived  again,  ^ 
The  day  was  breaking, ;— the  grav  plain 
I  rose  from,  silvered  thick  with  dew. 


Was  this  a  vision  ?    False  or  true  ? 

Since  then,  three  varied  years  are  spent, 

And  commonly  my  mind  \a  bent 

To  think  it  was  a  dream  -  -  be  sure 

A  mere  dream  and  distemperature  — 

The  last  day's  watching:  then  the  night,  — 

The  shock  of  that  strange  Northern  Light 

Set  my  head  swimming,  bred  in  me 

A  dream.    And  so  I  live,  you  see, 

Go  through  the  world,  try,  prove,  reject, 

Prefer,  still  struggling  to  effect 

My  warfare  ;  happy  tnat  I  can 

Be  crossed  and  thwarted  as  a  man. 

Not  left  in  God's  contempt  apart. 

With  ghastly  smooth  life,  dead  at  heart, 

Tame  in  earth's  paddock  as  her  prize. 

Thank  God,  she  still  each  method  tries 

To  catch  me,  who  may  ^et  escape, 

She  knows.  —  the  fiend  in  angel  s  shape  I 

Thank  Groa,  no  paradise  stands  barred 

To  entry,  and  I  find  it  hard 

To  be  a  Christian,  as  I  said  I 

Still  every  now  and  then  my  head 

Raised  glad,  sinks  mournful  — all  grows  drear 

Spite  of  the  sunshine,  while  I  fear 

And  think,  ^*  How  dreadful  to  be  Ridged 

No  ease  henceforth,  as  one  that 's  judged, 

Condenmed  to  earth  forever,  shut 

From  heaven  I  " 

But  EasteivDay  breaks !    But 
Christ  rises !    Merov  every  way 
Is  infinite,  —  and  wno  can  say  r 
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In  making  his  final  distribution  of  poems 
Browning  gave  the  above  title  and  dates  to  the 
thirteen  poems  which  foUow,  but  the  title  was 
oi^nally  given  by  him  to  two  volumes  pub- 


lished in  1855.  The  other  poems  are  dispersed 
unong  the  several  groups  already  named,  witli 
the  exception  of  In  a  Balcony,  which  appeared 
by  itself. 


"TRANSCENDENTALISM:     A     POEM    IN 
TWELVE   BOOKS" 

Stop  playing,  poet !    May  a  brother  speak  ? 
'T  is  you  speak,  that 's  your  error.    Song 's  oar 

art: 
Wbereas  you    please  to    speak  these   naked 

thoughts 
Instead  of  draping  them  in  sights  and  sounds. 
—  True  thougtits,  good  thoughts,  tlioughts  fit 

to  treasure  up  I        ^ 
But  why  such  long  prolusion  and  display. 
Such  turning  and  aajnatment  of  the  harp. 
And  taking  it  trpon  your  breast,  at  length, 
Only  to  speak  dry  words  across  its  strings  ? 
Stark-naked  thought  is  in  rc'c^neRt  enough  : 
Speak  prose  and  hollo  it  till  hurope  hears ! 


The  six-foot  Swiss   tube,  braced  about  with 

bark. 
Which  heliis  the  hunter's  voice  from  Alp  to 

Alp- 
Exchange    our  harp  for  that, — who  hinders 

you? 

But  here 's  your   fault ;   grown  men  want 

thought,  you  think ; 
Thought 's  what  they  mean  by  verse,  and  seek 

in  verse : 
Boys  seek  for  images  and  melody. 
Men  must  have  reason  —  so,  you  aim  at  men. 
Quite  otherwise !     Objects  throng  our  youth, 

't  is  true ; 
We  see  and  hear  and  do  not  wonder  much  : 
If  you  could  tell  us  what  they  mean,  indeed  I 
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As  German  Boehme  noTor  oared  for  plants 
Until  it  happed,  a-walking  in  the  fields, 
He  noticed  all  at  onoe  that  plants  conld  speak, 
Nay,  turned  with  loosened  tongue  to  talk  with 

him. 
That  day  the  daisy  had  an  eye  indeed  — 
CoUoquized  with  the  oowslip  on  such  themes  I 
We  find  them  extant  yet  in  Jacob's  prose. 
But  by  the  time  youth  slips  a  8t^;e  or  two 
While  reading  prose  in  that  tough  book  he 

wrote 
(Collating  and  emendating  the  same 
And  settling  on  the  sense  most  to  our  mind). 
We  shut  the  clasps  and  find  lifers  summer  past. 
Then,  who  helps    more,  pray,  to  repair  our 

loss  — 
Another  Boehme  with  a  tougher  book 
And  subtler  roeanines  of  what  roses  say,  — 
Or  some  stout  Mage  like  him  of  Ilalberstadt, 
John,  who  made  things  Boehme  wrote  thoughts 

about? 
He  with  a    "  look  you !  "  vents  a  brace    of 

rhvmes, 
And  in  there  breaks  the  sudden  rose  herself. 
Over  us,  under,  round  us  every  side. 
Nay,  in  and  out  the  tables  and  the  chairs 
And  musty  volimies,  Boebme*s  book  and  all,  — 
Buries  us  with  a  glory,  young  once  more, 
Pouring  heaven  into  this  shut  house  of  life. 

So  come,  the  harp  back  to  your  heart  augam ! 
You  are  a  poem,  though  your  poem  *s  naught. 
The  best  of  all  you  showed  before,  believe. 
Was  your  own  boy-face  o'er  the  finer  chords 
Bent,  following  the  cherub  at  the  top 
That  points  to  God  with  his  paired  half-moon 
wings. 


HOW  IT    STRIKES   A    CONTEMPORARY 

I  ONLY  knew  one  poet  in  ray  life : 

And  this,  or  something  like  it,  was  his  way. 

Tou  saw  go  up  and  down  Valladolid, 
A  man  of  mark,  to  know  next  time  you  saw. 
His  very  serviceable  suit  of  black 
Was  courtly  once  and  conscientious  still. 
And  many  might  have  worn  it,  though  none 

did: 
The  cloak,  that  somewhat  shone  and  showed 

the  threads. 
Had  purpose,  and  the  ruff,  significance. 
He  walked  and  tapped  the  pavement  with  his 

cane, 
Soentine  the  world,  looking  it  fuU  in  face. 
An  old  dog,  bald  and  blindish,  at  his  heels. 
They  turned  up,  now,  the  alley  bv  the  church. 
That  leads   nowhither ;    now,   tney  breathed 

thenriselves 
On  the  main  promenade  just  at  the  wrong  time : 
You  'd  come  upon  his  scrutinizing  hat. 
Making  a  peaked  shade  blacker  than  itself 
Against  the  single  window  spared  some  house 
Intact  yet  with  its  mouldered  Moorish  work,  — 
Or  else  surprise  the  ferrel  of  his  stick 
Trying  the  mortar *s  temper  'tween  the  chinks 
Of  some  new  shop  a-building,  French  and  fine. 


He  stood  and  watched  the  cobbler  at  his  trade. 
The  man  who  slices  lemons  into  drink, 
The  coffee-roaster's  brazier,  and  the  boys 
That  volunteer  to  help  him  turn  its  winch. 
He  glanced  o'er  books  on  stalls  wiUi  half  an 

eye. 
And  fly-leaf  ballads  on  the  vender's  string. 
And  broad-edge  bold-print  posters  by  the  walL 
He  took  such  cognizance  of  men  uid  things, 
If  any  beat  a  horse,  you  felt  he  saw  ; 
If  any  cursed  a  woman,  he  took  note  ; 
Yet  stared  at  nobody,  —  you  stared  at  him. 
And  found,  less  to  your  pleasure  than  surprise. 
He  seemed  to  know  you  and  expect  as  much. 
So,  next  time  that  a  neighbor's  tongue  was 

loosed. 
It  marked  the  shameful  and  notorious  fact, 
We  had  among  us,  not  so  much  a  spy, 
As  a  recording  chief-inquisitor. 
The  town's  true  master  if  the  town  but  knew  1 
We  merely  kept  a  governor  for  form. 
While  this  man  walked  about  and  took  account 
Of  all  thought,  said  and  acted,  then  went  home, 
And  wrote  it  fully  to  our  Lord  the  King 
Who  has  an  itch  to  know  things,  he  knows  why. 
And  reads  them  in  his  bedroom  of  a  night. 
Oh,  you  might  smile  I  there  wanted  not  atoneh, 
A  tang  of  .  .  .  well,  it  was  not  whollv  ease 
As  back  into  your  mind  the  man's  look  came. 
Stricken  in  vears  a  little,  —  such  a  brow 
His  eyes  haa  to  live  under  I  —  clear  as  flint 
On  either  side  the  formidable  noee 
Curved,  cut  and  colored  like  an  eagle's  claw. 
Had  he  to  do  with  A's  surprising  fate  ? 
When  altogether  old  B  disappeiuvd 
And  young  C  got   his  mistress, — was't  our 

friend. 
His  letter  to  the  King,  that  did  it  all? 
What  paid   the  bloodless   man  for  so  much 

pains? 
Our  Lord  the  Kin^  has  favorites  manifold. 
And  shifts  his  ministry  some  once  a  month ; 
Our  city  gets  new  governors  at  whiles,  — 
But  never  word  or  sign,  that  I  could  hear. 
Notified  to  this  man  about  the  streets 
The  King's  approval  of  those  letters  conned 
The  last  thing  duly  at  the  dead  of  night. 
Did  the  man  love  his  ofiiee?    Frowned  our 

Lord, 
Exhorting  when  none   heard  —  *^  Beseech  me 

not  I 
Too  far  above  my  people,  —  beneath  me  I 
I  set  the  watch,  — how  should  the  people  know  ? 
Forget  them,  keep  me  all  the  more  in  mind  I  " 
Was  some  such  understanding  'twixt  the  two? 

I  found  no  truth  in  one  report  at  least  — 
That  if  you  tracked  him  to  his  home,  down 

lanes 
Beyond  the  Jewry,  and  as  clean  to  pace. 
You  found  he  ate  his  supper  in  a  room 
Blazing  with  lights,  four  Pitians  on  the  wall, 
And  twenty  naked  girls  to  change  his  plate ! 
Poor  man,  he  lived  another  kind  of  life 
In  that  new  stuccoed  third  house  by  the  bridge, 
Fresh-painted,  rather  smart  than  otherwise  I 
The  whole  street  might  o'erlook  him  as  he  satr 
Leg  crossing  leg,  one  foot  on  the  dog's  back. 
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Playing  a  decent  oribbage  with  hi»  inaid 
(Jacynth,  you  *re  sure  her  name  was)  o'er  the 

cheese 
And  fruit,  three  red  halves  of  starred  winter- 
pears, 
Oi*  treat  of  radishes  in  April.    Nine, 
Ten,  struck  the  church  dock,  straight  to  bed 
went  he. 

My  father,  like  the  man  of  sense  he  was, 
Woiud  point  him  out  to  me  a  dozen  times : 
"  'St  ~^St,"  he  'd  whisper,  *'  the  Corregidor  1 " 
I  had  been  used  to  think  that  personage 
Was  one  with  lacquered  breeches,  lustrons  belt, 
And  feathers  like  a  forest  in  his  hat. 
Who  blew  a  trumpet  and  proclaimed  the  news, 
Announced  the   bull-fights,  gave  each  church 

its  turn. 
And  memorized  the  miracle  in  vogue ! 
He  had  a  great  observance  from  us  boys ; 
We  were  in  error ;  that  was  not  the  man. 

I M  like  now,  yet  had  haply  been  afraid. 
To  have  just  looked,  when  this  man  came  to 

die. 
And  seen  who  lined  the  clean  gay  garret-sides 
And  stood  about  the  neat  low  truckle-bed, 
l^th  the  heavenly  manner  of  relieving  ^rnard. 
Here  had  been,  mark,  the  general-in-ohief , 
Through  a  whole  oampugn  of  the  world's  life 

and  death. 
Doing  the  King's  work  all  the  dim  day  long, 
In  his  old  coat  and  up  to  knees  in  mud, 
Smoked  like  a  herring,  dining  on  a  crust,— 
And.  now  the  day  was  won,  relieved  at  once  I 
No  further  show  or  need  for  that  old  coat. 
Ton  are  sure,  for  one  thing !    Bless  us,  tul  the 

while 
How  sprucely  we  are  dressed  out,  you  and  1 1 
A  second,  and  the  angels  alter  that. 
Well,  I  could  never  write  a  verse,  —  could  you  ? 
Let 's  to  the  Prado  and  make  the  most  of  time. 
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Upon  the  first  proof  of  this  poem  Browning 
wrote :  **^  I  had  better  say  perhaps  that  the 
above  is  nearly  all  retained  of  a  tragedy  I  com- 
posed much  against  my  endeavor,  while  in  bed 
with  a  fever  two  years  ago  —  it  went  farther 
into  the  story  of  Hippolytus  and  Aricia;  but 
when  I  got  well,  putting  only  thus  much  down 
at  once,  I  soon  forgot  the  remainder."  The 
notes  contain  an  interesting  defence  by  Brown- 
ing of  the  form  of  hia  Greek  names. 

I  AM  a  goddess  of  the  ambrosial  courts, 
And  save  by  Here,  Queen  of  Pride,  surpassed 
Bv  none  whose  temples  whiten  this  the  world. 
Through  heaven  I  roll  my  lucid  moon  along ; 
I  shed  in  hell  o'er  my  pale  people  peace  ; 
On  earth  I,  caring  for  the  creatures,  guavd 
Each  pregnant  vellow  wolf  and  fox-bitch  sleek, 
And  eveiT  feathered  mother's  callow  brood. 
And  all  tnat  love  green  haunts  and  loneliness. 


Of  men,^  the  chaste  adore  me,  hanging  crowns 
Of  poppies  red  to  blackness,  bell  and  stem. 
Upon  my  image  at  Athenai  here  ; 
And  this  dead  Youth,  Asdepios  bends  above. 
Was  dearest  to  me.    He,  my  buskined  step 
To  follow  through  the  wild-wood  leafy  ways, 
And  chase  the  panting  staig,  or  swift  with  darts 
Stop  tlie  swift  ounce,  or  Iny  the  Itsopard  low, 
Nef^lected  homaf^e  to  another  god  : 
Whence  A])hrodite,  by  no  midnight  smoke 
Of  tapers  Inlled,  in  jealousy  dispatched 
A  noisome  lust  that,  as  the  gadbee  stings. 
Possessed  his  stepdame  Phaidra  for  himself 
The  son  of  Theseus  her  great  absent  spouse. 
Hippolutoe  exclaiming  in  his  rage 
Aj^inst  the  funr  of  the  Queen,  she  judged 
Life  iiisupportaDle  ;  and,  pricked  at  heart 
An  Amazonian  stranger's  race  should  dare 
To  scorn  her,  perish^  by  the  murderous  cord : 
Yet,  ere  she  perished,  blasted  in  a  scroll 
The    fame  of    him    her  swerving    made  not 

swerve. 
And  Theseus,  read,  returning,  and  believed, 
And  exiled,  in  the  blindness  of  his  wrath. 
The  man  without  a  crime  who,  last  as  fiorst, 
LoyaL  divulged  not  to  his  sire  the  truth. 
Now  Theseus  from  Poseidon  had  obtained 
That  of  his  wishes  should  be  granted  three. 
And  one  he  imprecated  strais^t —  *^  Alive 
May  ne'er  Hippolutos  reach  other  lands  1 " 
Poseidon  heard,  ai  ai  I    And  scarce  the  prince 
Had  stepped  into  the  fixed  boots  of  the  oar 
That  give  the  feet  a  stay  against  the  strength 
Of  the  Henetian  horsM,  and  around 
His  body  flung  the  rein,  and  urged  their  speed 
Along  the  rocks  and  shingles  of  the  shore. 
When  from  the  gaping  wave  a  monster  flung 
His  obscene  body  in  the  coursers'  path. 
These,  mad  with  terror,  as  the  sea-oull  sprawled 
Wallowing  about  their  feet,  lost  care  ox  him 
That  reared  thera  ;  and  the  master-ehariot-pole 
Snapping  beneath  their  plunges  like  a  reed, 
Hippolutos.  whose  feet  were  trammelled  fast, 
Was  vet  drageed  forward  by  the  circling  rein 
Which  either  hand  directed  ;  nor  they  quenched 
The  frenzy  of  their  flight  before  each  trace. 
Wheel-spoke  and  splinter  of  the  woeful  car. 
Each  boulder-stone,  sharp  stub  and  spiny  shell. 
Huge  fish-bone  wrecked  and  wreathed  amid  die 

sands 
On  that  detested  beach,  was  bright  with  blood 
And  morsels  of  hU  flesh  :  then  tell  the  steeds 
Head-foremost,  crashing  in  their  moonM  fronts. 
Shivering  with  sweat,  each  white  eye  horror- 
fixed. 
His  people,  who  had  witnessed  all  afar, 
Bore  back  the  ruins  of  Hippolutos. 
But  when  his  sire,  too  swoui  with  pride,  rejoiced 
Cindomitable  as  a  man  foredrK>med) 
That  vast  Poseidon  had  fnltiUed  his  prayer, 
I,  in  a  flood  of  glory  visible. 
Stood  o'er  my  dying  votary  and,  deed 
Bv  deed,  revealed,  as  all  took  place,  the  truth. 
Then  Theseus  lay  the  woefullest  of  men, 
And  worthily ;  but  ere  the  death-veils  hid 
Hia  face,   the  murdered    prince    full    pardon 

breathed 
To  his  rash  sire.    Wliereat  Athenai  wails. 
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So  I,  who  ne^er  forsake  mv  votaries. 
Lest  in  the  cross-way  none  the  honey-cake 
•Should  tender,  nor  poor  out  the  dogr^s  hot  life  ; 
Lest  at  my  fane  the  priests  disconsolate 
Should  dress  my  image  with  some  faded  poor 
Few  crowns,  made  favors  of,  nor  dare  object 
Snch  slackness  to  my  worshippers  who  turn 
Elsewhere  the  trustinir  heart  and  loaded  hand, 
As  they  had  climbed  Olumpos  to  report 
Of  Artemis  and  nowhere  found  her  throne  — 
I  interposed :  and,  this  eventful  nig:ht,  — 
(While  round  the  funeral  pyre  the  nopulace 
Stood  with  fierce  light  on  their  olack  robes 

which  bound 
Each  sobbing  head,  while  yet  their  hair  they 

clipped 
O^er  iJie  oead  body  of  their  withered  nriuce, 
And,  in  his  palace,  Theseus  pro8trat«a 
On  the  cold  nearth,  his  brow  cold  as  the  slab 
*Twas  bruised  on,  groaned  away  the  heavy 

grief  — 
As  the  pyre  fell,  and  down  the  cross  logs  crashed 
Sending  a  crowd  of  sparkles  through  Uie  night, 
And  the  gay  fire,  elate  with  mastery. 
Towered  liKe  a  serpent  o*er  the  clotted  jars 
Of  wine,  dissolving  oils  and  frankincense, 
And  splendid  gums  like  gold,)  —  my  potency 
Conveyed  the  perished  man  to  my  retreat 
In  the  thrice-venerable  forest  here. 
And  this  white-bearded  sage  who  saueezes  now 
The  berried  plant,  is  Phoi^M*  son  of  fame, 
Asclepioe,  whom  mv  radiant  brother  taught 
The  doctrine  of  each  herb  and  flower  and  root. 
To  know  their  secret^st  virtue  and  express 
The  saving  soul  of  all :  who  so  has  soothed 
With  lavers  the  torn  brow  and  murdered  cheeks, 
Com.po6ed  the  hair  and  brought  its  gloss  again, 
And  called  the  red  bloom  to  the  pale  skin  back, 
And  laid  the  strips  and  jagged  ends  of  flesh 
Even  once  more,  and  slackea  the  sinew  \s  knot 
Of  every  tortured  limb  —  that  now  he  lies 
As  if  niere  sleep  possessed  him  tmdemeath 
These  mterwoven  oaks  and  pines.    Oh  cheer, 
Divine  presenter  of  tlie  healmg  rod, 
Th^  snake,  with  ardent  throat  and  lulling  eye. 
Twines  his  lithe  spires  around !    I  say,  much 

cheer! 
Proceed  thou  with  thy  wisest  pharmacies  ! 
And  ye,  white  crowd  of  woodland  sister^nymphs. 
Ply,  as  the  sage  directs,  these  buds  and  leaves 
That  strew  the  turf  around  the  twain !    Wliile  I 
Await,  in  fitting  silence,  the  event. 


AN   EPISTLE 

CONTAINING    THE    STRANGE    MEDICAL    EXPERI- 
ENCE OK  KARSHISH,  THE  ARAB  PHYSICIAN 

Karshibh,  the  picker-tip  of  learning's  crumbs, 
The  not-incurious  in  God's  handiwork 
(This  manVflesh  he  hath  admirably  made. 
Blown  like  a  bubble,  kneaded  like  a  paste. 
To  coop  up  and  keep  down  on  earth  a  space 
That  puff  of  vapor  from  his  month,  man's  soul) 
—  To  Abib,  all-sagacions  in  our  art. 
Breeder  in  me  of  what  poor  skill  I  boast. 
Like  me  inquisitive  how  pricks  and  cracks 


Befall  the  flesh  through  too  much  stress  and 

strain, 
"VMiereby  the  wily  vapor  fain  would  slip 
Back  and  rejoin  its  soni-ce  before  the  term,  — 
And  aptest  in  contrivance  (under  God) 
To  banie  it  by  deftly  stoi>ping  such  :  — 
The  vagrant  Scholar  to  his  Sage  at  home 
Sends  gi'^^ting  (health  and  knowledge,  fame 

with  oeace) 
Three  siunples  of  true  snake-stone  —  rarer  still. 
One  of  the  other  sort,  the  melon-shaped, 
(But  fitter,  ])ounded  fine,  for  charms  th:^  drugs) 
And  writeth  now  the  twenty-second  time. 

My  joumeyings  were  brought  to  Jericho : 
Thus  1  resume.    Who  studious  in  our  art 
Shall  count  a  little  labor  unrepaid  ? 
I  have  shed  sweat  enough,  left  flesh  and  bone 
On  many  a  flinty  furlong  of  this  land. 
Also,  the  country-side  is  all  on  fire 
With  rumors  of  a  marching  hitherward  : 
Some  say  Vespasian  cometn,  some,  his  son. 
A  black  lynx  snarled  and  pricked  a  tufted  ear ; 
Lust  of  my  blood  inflamea  his  yellow  balls : 
I  cried  and  threw  my  staff  and  he  was  gone. 
Twice  have  the  robbers  stripped  and  beaten  me, 
And  once  a  town  declared  me  for  a  spy ; 
But  at  the  end,  I  reach  Jerusalem, 
Since  this  poor  covert  where  1  pass  the  night. 
This  Bethany,  lies  scarce  the  <ustaiioe  thence 
A  man  witli  plague-sores  at  the  third  degree 
Runs  till  he  drops  down  dead.    Thou  laughest 

here! 
'Sooth,  it  elates  me,  thus  reposed  and  safe, 
To  void  the  stuffing  of  my  travel-scrip 
And  share  with  thee  whatever  Jewry  yields. 
A  viscid  choler  is  observable 
In  tertians,  I  was  nearly  bold  to  say  ; 
And  fallingHsickness  hath  a  happier  cure 
Than   our  school   wots  of:    there's  a  spider 

here 
Weaves  no  web,  watches  on  the  ledge  of  tombe, 
Sprinkled  with  mottles  on  an  ash-gray  back  ; 
Take  five  and  drop  them  .  .  .  but  who  knows 

his  mind, 
Tlie  SjTian  runagate  I  trust  this  to  ? 
His  service  payeth  me  a  sublimate 
Blown  up  lus  nose  to  help  tlie  ailing  eye. 
Best  wait :  I  reach  Jerusalem  at  mom. 
There  set  in  order  my  experiences. 
Gather   what   most   desen'es,    and   give  thee 

all- 
Or  I  might  add,  Judaea's  gum-tragacanth 
Scales  off  in  purer  flakes,  shines  clearer-grained. 
Cracks  'twixt  the  pestle  and  the.  porphyry. 
In  fine  exceeds  our  produce.^  Scalp-disease 
Confounds  me,  crossing  so  witli  leprosy  — 
Thou  hadst    admired    one    sort    I    gained    at 

Zoar  — 
But  zeal  outruns  discretion.    Here  I  end. 

Yet  stav :  my  Syrian  blinketh  gratefully, 
ProtestetJi  his  devotion  is  my  price  — 
Suppose  I   write  what  lianns  not,  though  he 

steal  ? 
I  half  resolve  to  tell  thee,  yet  I  blush. 
What  set  me  off  a- writing  first  of  all. 
An  itch  I  had,  a  sting  to  write,  a  tang ! 
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For,  he  it  thia  town's  buremieas  —  or  elae 
The  Man  had  tomethinflr  in  the  look  of  him  — 
H\»  case  has  stmek  me  far  more    than    ^tis 

worth. 
So,  iMirdon  if  —  (lest  presently  I  lose 
III  tne  icreat  press  of  novelty  at  hand 
The  care  and  pains  this  somehow  stole  from 

me) 
I  bid  thee  take  the  thinijr  while  fresh  in  mind. 
Almost  in  sight  ~  for,  wilt  thon  have  the  truth  ? 
Tlie  very  man  is  gone  from  me  but  now, 
AVhose  ailment  is  the  subject  of  discourse. 
Thus  then,  and  let  thy  better  wit  help  all  1 

*T  is  but  a  case  of  mania  —  subinduced 
By  epilepsy,  at  the  tuming-]M>int 
in  trance  prolonged  unduly  some  three  days : 
When,  by  the  exhibition  of  some  drug 
Or  spell,  exorcization,  stroke  of  art 
Unknown   to  me    and  which  ^twere  well  to 

know. 
The  evil  thing  out-breaking  all  at  once 
Left  the  man  whole  and  sound  of  body  indeed,  — 
But,  flinging  (so  to  speak)  life's  gates  too  wide, 
Making  a  clear  house  of  it  too  suddenly. 
The  first  conceit  that  entei-ed  might  inscribe 
Whatever  it  was  minded  on  the  wall 
80  plainly  at  that  vantage,  as  it  were, 
(First  come,  first  served;  that  notliing  subse- 
quent 
Attaineth  to  erase  those  fancy-scrawls 
The  just-returned  and  new-ratablished  stml 
Hath  gotten  now  so  thoroughly  by  heart 
That  henceforth  she  will  read  or  these  or  none. 
And  first  —  the  man^s  own  firm  conviction  rests 
That  he  was  dead  (in  fact  tiiey  buried  him) 

—  That  he  was  dead  and  then  restored  to  life 
By  a  Naxarene  physician  of  his  tribe  : 

—  'Sayeth,  the  same  bade  **  Rise,^'  and  he  did 

rise. 
**  Such  cases  are  diurnal,''  thon  wilt  cry. 
Not  so  this  figment !  —  not,  that  such  a  fume. 
Instead  of  ^ving  way  to  time  and  health, 
Should  eat  itself  into  the  life  of  life, 
A»  saffron  tingeth  flesh,  blood,  bones  and  all ! 
For  see,  how  he  takes  up  the  after-life. 
The  man  —  it  is  one  Lazarus  a  Jew, 
Sanguine,  proportioned,  fift>'  years  of  age. 
The  body's  habit  wholly  laudable. 
As  much,  indeed,  bevond  the  common  health 
As  he  were  made  and  put  aside  to  show. 
Think,  could  we  peneti-ate  by  any  drn^ 
And  bathe  the  wearied  soul  and  worried  flesh, 
And  bring  it  clear  and  fair,   by  tliree  days' 

sleep! 
Whence  has  the  man  the  balm  that  brightens 

all? 
This  grown  man  eyes  the  world  now  like  a 

child. 
Some  elders  of  his  tribe,  I  should  premise. 
Led  in  their  friend,  obedient  as  a  sheep, 
To  bear  my  inquisition.    While  they  spoke. 
Now    sharply,    now    with  sorrow,  —  told  the 

case, — 
He  listened  not  except  I  spoke  to  him, 
But  folded  his  two  hands  and  let  them  talk. 
Watching  the  flies  that  buzzed  :  and  yet  no 

fool. 


And  that 's  a  sample  how  his  years  muvt  go. 
Look,  if  a  beggar,  in  fixed  middle-life. 
Should  find  a  treasure,  —  can  he  use  the  same 
With  straitened  liabits  and  with  tastes  starved 

small. 
And  take  at  once  to  his  imnoverished  brain 
The  sudden  element  that  ciianges  things. 
That  sets  the  undreamed-of  rapture  at  nis  hand 
And  puts  the  cheap  old  joy  in  ttie  scorned  dust  f 
Is  he  not  such  an  one  as  moves  to  mirth  — 
Warily  itarsimonious,  when  no  need. 
Wasteful  as  drunkenness  at  undue  times  ? 
All  prudent  counsel  as  to  what  befits 
The  golden  mean,  is  lost  on  such  an  one  : 
The  man's  fantastic  will  is  the  man's  law. 
So  here  —  we  call  the  treasure  knowledge,  say, 
Increased  beyond  the  fleshly  faculty  — 
Heaven  opened  to  a  soul  while  yet  on  earth. 
Earth  forced  on  a  soul's  use  while  seeiug  hea- 
ven : 
The  man  is  witless  of  the  size,  the  sum, 
The  value  in  proportion  of  nil  things, 
Or  whether  it  be  little  or  be  much. 
Disoourse  to  him  of  prodigious  armaments 
Assembled  to  besiege  his  city  now. 
And  of  the  passing  of  a  mule  with  gourds  — 
'T  is  one  !    Then  take  it  on  the  other  side. 
Speak  of  some  trifling  fact.  —  he  will  gaze  rapt 
With  stupor  at  its  very  littleness, 
(Far  as  I  see)  as  if  in  that  indeed 
He  caught  prodigious  import,  whole  results ; 
And  so  will  turn  to  us  the  bystanders 
In  ever  the  same  stupor  (note  this  point) 
That  we  too  see  not  with  his  opened  eyes. 
Wonder  and  doubt  come  wrongly  into  play, 
Preposterous]^,  at  cross  purjxjseH. 
Should  his  child  sicken  unto  death,  —  why,  look 
For  scarce  abatement  of  his  cheerfulness, 
Or  pretermission  of  the  daily  craft ! 
While  a  word,  gesture,  glance  from  that  same 

child^ 
At  play  or  in  the  school  or  laid  asleep 
Will  startle  him  to  an  agony  of  fear. 
Exasperation,  just  as  like.    Demand 
The  reason  why  —  **  'tis  but  a  woixl,"  object  — 
**  A  gesture  "  —  he  regjutls  thee  as  our  lord 
Wlio  lived  there  in  the  pyramid  alone. 
Looked  at  us  (dost  thou  mind  ?)  when,  being 

young. 
We  both  would  unadvisedly  recite 
Some  chamrs  beginning,  from  that  book  of  his. 
Able  to  bid  the  sun  throb  wide  and  burst 
All  into  stars,  as  suns  grown  old  are  wont. 
Tliou  and  the  child  have  each  a  veil  alike 
Thrown  o*er  your  heads,  £i*om  under  which  ye 

both 
Stretch  your   blind    hands  and  trifle  with  a 

match 
Over  a  mine  of  Greek  fire,  did  ye  know  ! 
He  holds  on  firmly  to  some  thread  of  life  — 
(It  is  the  life  to  lead  perforcedljy^) 
Which  nms  across  some  vast  distracting  orb 
Of  glory  on  either  side  that  meagre  thread. 
Which,  conscious  of,  he  must  not  enter  yet  — 
The  spiritual  life  around  the  earthly  life : 
The  law  of  that  is  known  to  him  as  this. 
His  heart  and  bndu  move  there,  his  feet  stay 

here. 
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So  is  the  man  perplext  vith  impulses 
Sudden  to  start  on  crosswise,  not  straifcht  on, 
IVoclaimin^  what  is  ri^ht  and  wroiu"  across, 
And  not  along,  this  buusk  thread  tnrongh  the 

blaze  — 
"  It  should  be  "  balked  by  *^  here  it  cannot 

be." 
And  oft  the  man's  soul  springs  into  his  face 
As  if  he  saw  again  and  heard  again 
His  sage  that  bade  him  ''''  Rise  "  and  he  did 

rise. 
Something,  a  word,  a  tick  o*  the  blood  within 
Admonishes :  then  back  he  sinks  at  once 
To  ashes,  who  was  very  fire  before, 
In  sedulous  recurrence  to  his  trade 
Whereby  he  earneth  him  the  daily  bread  ; 
And  studiously  the  humbler  for  that  pride. 
Professedly  the  faultier  that  he  knows 
God's  secret,  while  he  holds  the  thread  of  life. 
Indeed  the  especial  marking  of  the  man 
Is  prone  submission  to  the  heavenly  will  — 
Seeing  it,  what  it  is,  and  why  it  is. 
'Sayeth,  he  will  wait  patient  to  the  last 
For  that  same  death  which  must  restore  his 

To  equilibrium,  body  loosenii^  soul 
Divorced  even  now  bv  premature  f uU  growth : 
He  will  live,  nay,  it  pleaseth  him  to  live 
So  long  as  God  please,  and  just  how  God  please. 
He  even  seeketn  not  to  please  God  more 
(Which  meaneth,  otherwise)  than  as  God  please. 
Hence,  I  perceive  not  he  affects  to  preach 
The  doctrine  of  his  sect  whatever  it  be. 
Make  proselytes  as  madmen  thirst  to  do : 
How  can  he  give  his  neighbor  the  real  ground, 
His  own  conviction  ?    Ardent  as  he  is  — 
Call  his  great  truth  a  lie,  why,  still  the  old 
*^  Be  it  as  God  please ''  reassureth  him. 
I  probed  the  sore  as  thy  disciple  should : 
**How,  beast,"  said  I,  *'  this  stolid  carelessneas 
SufiBceth  thee,  when  Home  is  on  her  march 
To  stamp  out  like  a  little  spark  thy  town. 
Thy  tribe,  thy  crazy  tale  and  thee  at  once  ?  " 
He  merely  looked  with  his  large  eyes  on  me. 
The  man  is  apathetic,  vou  deduce  ? 
Contrariwise,  he  loves  both  old  and  young, 
Able  and  weak,  affects  the  very  brutes 
And  birds  —  how  say  I  ?  flowers  of  the  field  — 
As  a  wise  workman  recognizee  tools 
In    a    master's  workshop,  loving  what   they 

make. 
Thus  is  the  man  as  harmless  as  a  lamb : 
Onl^  impatient,  let  him  do  his  best,^ 
At  Ignorance  and  carr^lessness  and  sin  — 
And  indignation  which  is promptlv  curbed: 
As  when  in  certain  travel  I  have  feigned 
To  be  an  ignoi*amus  in  our  art 
According  to  some  preconceived  design. 
And  happed  to  hear  the  land's  practitioners, 
Steeped  m  conceit  sublimed  by  ignorance, 
Prattle  fantastically  on  disease. 
Its  cause  and  cure  —  and  I  must  hold  my  peace ! 

Thou  wilt  object  —  Why  have  I  not  ere  this 
Sought  out  the  sage  himself,  the  Nazarene 
Who    wrought    this    cure,    inquiring    at    the 

source, 
Ckmferring  with  the  frankness  that  befits  ? 


Alas  I  it  ^eveth  me,  the  learned  leech 

Perisned  in  a  tumult  many  years  agOj 

Accused  —  our  learning's  fate — of  wizardry, 

Rebellion,  to  the  setting  up  a  rnle 

And  creea  prodigious  as  described  to  me. 

His  death,  whicn  happened  when  the  earth* 

quake  fell 
(Prefiguring,  as  soon  appeared,  the  loss 
To  occult  learning  m  our  lord  the  sage 
Who  lived  there  m  the  pyramid  alone) 
Was  wrought  by  the  mad  people  —  that  ^s  theif 

wont! 
On  vain  recourse,  as  I  conjecture  it. 
To  his  tiied  virtue,  for  miraculous  nelp  — 
How  could  he  stop  the  earthquake  ?     That 's 

their  way  I 
The  other  imputations  must  be  lies : 
But  take  one,  though  I  loathe  to  give  it  thee, 
In  mere  respect  for  any  good  man^  fame. 
(And  after  all,  our  patient  Lazarus 
is  stark  mad ;  should  we  count  on  what  he 

says? 
Perhaps  not :  though  in  writing  to  a  leeoh 
'T  \b  well  to  keep  back  nothing  of  a  case.) 
This  man  so  cured  regards  the  curer,  then. 
As  —  God  forgive  me !  who  but  God  himself, 
Creator  and  snstainer  of  the  world, 
That  came  and  dwelt  in  flesh  on  it  awhile ! 
—  'Sayeth  that  such  an  one  was  bom  and  lived. 
Taught,  healed  the  sick,  broke  bread  at  his 

own  house. 
Then  died,  with  Lazarus  by,  for  aught  I  know. 
And  yet  was  .  .  .  what  I  said  nor  choose  re- 
peat. 
And  must  nave  so  avouched  himself,  in  fact. 
In  hearing  of  this  very  Lazarus 
Who  saith  —  but  why  all  this  of  what  he  saith  f 
Why  write  of  trivial  matters,  things  of  prioe 
Calling  at  every  moment  for  remark  ? 
I  noticed  on  the  margin  of  a  nool 
Blue-flowering  borage,  the  Aleppo  sort, 
Aboundeth,  very  nitrous.    It  is  strange ! 

Thy  pardon  for  this  long  and  tedious  case. 
Which,  now  that  I  review  it.  needs  must  seem 
Unduly  dwelt  on,  prolixly  set  forth  I 
Nor  I  myself  discern  in  what  is  writ 
Good  eanse  for  the  peculiar  interest 
And  awe  indeed  this  man  has  touched  me  with. 
Perhaps  the  journey's  end,  the  weariness 
Had  wrought  upon  me  first.    I  met  him  thus : 
I  crossed  a  ridge  of  short  sharp  broken  hills 
Like  an  old  lion's  cheek  teeth.  Out  there  came 
A  moon  made  like  a  face  with  certain  spots 
Multiform,  manifold,  and  menacing  : 
Then  a  wind  rose  behind  me.    So  we  met 
In  this  old  sleepy  town  at  unaware. 
The  man  and  I.    I  send  thee  what  is  writ. 
Regard  it  as  a  chance,  a  matter  risked 
To  this  ambiguous  Syrian  —  he  may  lose, 
Or  steal,  or  give  it  thee  with  equal  good. 
Jerusalem's  repose  shall  make  amends 
For  time  this  letter  wastes,  thy  time  and  mine ; 
Till  when,  once  more  thy  pardon  and  fare- 
weU! 

The  very  God  I  think,  Abib ;  dost  thou  think  f 
So.  the  All-Great,  were  the  Ail-Loving  too — 
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So,  through  the  thnnder  oomes  a  haman  voice 
^M7iI|f|r«  '*  O  heart  I  made,  a  heart  beats  here  I 
Face,  my  hands  fashioned,  see  it  in  myself  1 
Xhon  hast  no  power  nor  mayst  oonoeive  of 

mine, 
But  love  I  gave  thee,  with  mvself  to  love. 
And  thon  most  love  me  who  have  died  for 

thee  I'* 
The  madman  saith  He  said  so :  it  is  strsoge. 


JOHANNES  AGRICOLA  IN  MEDITATION 

first  published  with  the  signature  Z  in  The 
Monthly  Repository  in  1896.  A  quotation  from 
a  Dictionary  qf  all  Rtligiont  followed  the  title 
on  the  first  publication,  but  is  here  transferred 
to  the  notes. 

Thkke  ^s  heaven  above,  and  night  by  night 

I  look  right  through  its  gorgeous  roof ; 
No  suns  and  moons  Uiough  e*er  so  l»ight 

Avail  to  stop  me ;  splendor-proc^ 

I  keep  the  broods  ot  stars  aloof : 
For  I  intend  to  get  to  God, 

For  *t  is  to  €k»d  I  speed  so  fast. 
For  in  God^s  breast,  ray  own  abode, 

Those  shoals  of  dazzling  glory,  passed, 

I  lay  my  n>irit  down  at  last. 
I  lie  where  1  have  always  lain, 

€iod  smiles  as  he  has  always  smiled ; 
Ere  suns  and  moons  could  wax  and  waae. 

Ere  stars  were  thundergirt,  or  piled 

The  heavens,  Gk)d  thought  on  me  his  efaUd ; 
Ordained  a  life  for  me,  arrayed 

Its  circumstances  eveiy  one 
To  the  minutest ;  ay,  God  said 

This  head  this  hand  should  rest  upon 

Thus,  ere  he  fashioned  star  or  sun« 
And  having  thus  created  me. 

Thus  rooted  me.  he  bade  me  grow, 
Guiltless  forever,  like  a  tree 

That  buds  and  blooms,  nor  seeks  to  know 

The  law  by  which  it  prospers  so : 
Bat  sure  that  thouprht  and  word  and  deed 

All  go  to  swell  his  love  for  me. 
Me,  naade  because  that  love  had  need 

Of  something  irreversibly 

Pledged  solely  its  content  to  be. 
Tes,  yes,  a  tree  which  must  sscend. 

No  poison-gourd  foredoomed  to  stoop ! 
I  have  God^s  warrant,  could  I  blend 

All  hideous  sins,  as  in  a  cup. 

To  drink  the  mingled  venoms  up ; 
Secure  my  nature  will  convert 

The  draught  to  blossoming  gladness  fast : 
While  sweet  dews  tnm  to  the  gourd's  hurt. 

And  bloat,  and  while  they  bWt  it,  blast. 

As  from  the  first  its  lot  was  east. 
For  as  I  lie,  smiled  on,  full-fed 

By  unexhausted  power  to  bless, 
I  gaze  below  on  hell's  fierce  bed. 

And  those  its  waves  of  flame  oppress. 

Swarming  in  ghastly  wretchedness ; 
Whose  life  on  earth  aspired  to  be 

One  altaiHimoke,  so  pure  1  —  to  win 
If  not  love  like  God^s  love  for  me, 


At  least  to  keep  his  anger  in ; 

And  all  their  striving  turned  to  sin. 
Priest,  doctor,  hermit,  monk  grown  white 

With  prayer,  the  broken-hearted  nun. 
The  martjrr,  the  wan  sool^e. 

The  incense-swingiuff  child,  —  undone 

Before  God  fashioned  star  or  snn  I 
God,  whom  I  praise ;  how  could  I  praise. 

If  such  as  I  might  understand. 
Make  out  and  reckon  on  his  ways. 

And  bargain  for  his  love,  and  stand, 

Paying  a  prioe,  at  his  right  hand  ? 
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FLORENCE,  I5 — 

I  GOULD  have  painted  pictures  like  that  yoolM 
Ye  praise  so.    How  my  soul  springs  up  I    Na 
bar 
Stayed  me  —  ah.  thought  which  saddens  while 
it  soothes  I 
-~  Never  did  fate  forbid  me,  star  by  star, 
To  outburst  on  your  night  witn  all  my  gift 
Of  fires  from  God :  nor  would  my  flesh  hafva 
shrunk 
From  seconding  my  soul,  with  e^es  uplift 
And  wide  to  heaven,  or,  straight  like  thui' 
der,  sunk 
To  the  centre,  of  an  instant ;  or  around 
Turned  calmly  and  inquisitive,  to  scan 
The  license  and  the  limit,  space  and  bound, 

Allowed  to  truth  made  visible  in  man. 
And,  like  that  youth  ye  praise  so,  all  I  saw. 

Over  the  canvas  could  my  hand  have  flung. 
Each  face  obedient  to  its  passion^s  law. 
Each   passion  dear   proclaimed   withoot   a 
tongue ; 
Whether  Hope  rose  at  once  in  all  the  blood, 

A-tiptoe  for  the  blessing  of  embrace. 
Or  Rapture  drooped  the  eyes,  as  when  her  brood 
Pull  down  the  nesting  dove^s  heart  to  its 
place; 
Or  Confidence  lit  swift  the  forehead  up. 
And  looked  the  mouth  fast,  like  a  castle 
braved, — 
O  human  faces,  hath  it  spilt,  my  cup  ? 

What  did  ye  give  me  that  I  have  not  saved  f 
Nor  will  I  say  i  have  not  dreamed  (how  welll^ 
Of  going  —  I,  in  each  new  picture,  —  forth. 
As,  making  new  hearts  beat  and  bosoms  swell. 
To  Pope  or  Kaiser,  East,  West,  South,  oc 
North, 
Bound  for  the  calmly  satisfied  great  State, 

Or  glad  aspiring  little  bnrgh,  it  went. 
Flowers  cast  upon   the   car  which   bore   the 
freight. 
Through  old  streets  named  afresh  from  the 
event. 
Till  it  reached  home,  where  learned  age  should 
greet 
My  face,  and  youth,  the  star  not  yet  dktinot 
Above  his  hair,  lie  learning  at  my  feet !  — 

Oh,  thus  to  live,  I  and  my  picture,  linked 
With  love  about,  and  praise,  till  life  shonU 
end. 
And  then  not  go  to  heaven,  but  linger  here. 
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Here   on   my  earth,  earth's   every   man   my 
friend,  — 
The  thought  grew  frightful,  't  was  so  wildly 
dear  I 
But  a  voice  changed   it.    Glimpses   of   such 
sights 
Have  scared  me,  like  the  revels  through  a 
door 
Of  some  strange  house  of  idols  at  its  rites  I 
This  world  seemed  not  the  world  it  was  he- 
fore: 
Mixed  with   my  loving   trusting   ones,  there 
trooped 
.  .  .  Who  summoned  those  cold  faces  that 

To    press  on  me  and  judge  me?    Though  I 
stooped 
Shrinking,  as  from  the  soldiei^  a  nun, 
They  drew  me  forth,  and  spite  of   me  .  .  . 
enough ! 
These  buy  and  sell  our  pictures,  take  and 
give. 
Count  them  for  garniture  and  household-stuff, 
And  where  they  live  needs  must  our  pictures 
live 
And  see  their  faces,  listen  to  their  prate. 

Partakers  of  their  daily  pettiness. 
Discussed  of,  —  **  This  I  love,  or  this  I  hate, 

This  likes  me  more,  and  tJiis  affects  me  less !  " 
Wherefore  I  chose  my  portion.     If  at  whiles 

My  heart  sinks,  as  monotonous  I  paint 
These  endless  cloisteis  and  eternal  aisles 
"With    the   same   series.  Virgin,  Babe   and 
Saint, 
With  the  same  cold  calm  beautiful  regard,  — 

At  least  no  merchant  traffics  in  my  heart ; 
The  sanctuary's  ffloom  at  least  shall  ward 
Vain  tongues  from  where  my  pictures  stand 
apart : 
(>i^  prayer  breaks  the  silence  of  the  shrine 

While,  blackening  in  iJie  daily  candle-flmoke. 
They  moulder  on  the  damp  wall's  travertine, 
'Mid  e<shoes  the  light  footstep  never  woke. 
So,  die  my  pictures  f  surely,  gently  die  1 
0  youth,  men  praise  so,  —  holds  their  praise  its 
worth? 
Blown  harshly,  keeps  the  trump  its  golden  cry  ? 
Tastes  sweet  the  water  with  such  specks  of 
earth? 
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I  AM  {)oor  brother  Lippo,  by  your  leave  I 
Yon  need  not  clap  your  torches  to  my  face. 
Zooks,  what 's  to  blame  ?  you  think  you  see  a 

monk  I 
What,  't  is  past   midnight,  and    you   go  the 

rounds. 
And  here  you  catch  me  at  an  alley's  end  ^ 
Where  sportive  ladies  leave  their  doors  ajar  ? 
The  Carmine 's  my  cloister  :  hunt  it  up, 
])o,  —  harry  out,  if  you  must  show  your  zeal, 
^Miaterer  rat,  there,  haps  on  his  wrong  hole, 
And  nip  each  softling  of  a  wee  white  mouse, 
M  '(sAre,  weke,  that 's  crept  to  keep  him  company ! 
Aha,  you  know  your  betters!    llien,  you'll 

take 


Tonr  hand  away  that 's  fiddling  on  my  throat, 
And  please  to  know  me  likewise.    Wno  am  I  f 
Why,  one,  sir,  who  is  lodgii^  with  a  friend 
Three  streets  off  —  he  's  a  certain  .  .  .  how  d* 

ye  call? 
Master  —  a  .  .  .  Cosimo  of  the  Medici, 
I'  the  house  that  caps  the  comer.    Boh  I  jtn 

were  best  I 
Remember  and  tell  me,  the  day  you  're  hanged. 
How  yon  affected  such  a  grullet's-gripe  ! 
But  yon,  sir,  it  concerns  you  that  your  knaves 
Pick  up  a  manner  nor  discredit  you : 
2k>oks,  are  we  pilchards,  tliat  they  sweep  the 

streets^ 
And  count  fair  prize  what  comes  into  their  net? 
He 's  Judas  to  a  tittle,  that  man  is  ! 
Just  such  a  face  !    Wliy.  sir,  you  make  amends. 
Lord,  I  'm  not  angry !    Bid  3'our  hangdogs  go 
Drink  out  this  quarter-florin  to  the  health 
Of  the  munificent  House  that  harbors  me 
(And  many  more  beside,  lads !  more  beside  !) 
And  all 's  come  square  again.    I  'd  like  hjs 

face  — 
His.  elbowing  on  his  comrade  in  the  door 
W^ith  the  pike  and  lantern,  —  for  the  slave  tliat 

holds 
John  Baptist's  head  a-dangle  by  the  hair 
With  one  hand  C''  Look  you,  now,"  as  who 

shoidd  say) 
And  his  weapon  in  the  other,  yet  unwiped  ! 
It 's  not  your  chance  to  have  a  bit  of  chalk, 
A  wood-coal  or  the  like  ?  or  you  should  see  1 
Yes,  I  'm  the  painter,  since  you  style  me  so. 
What,  brother  Lippo's  doii^ps,  up  and  down. 
You   know  them  and   they   take   you?   like 

enough ! 
I  saw  the  proper  twinkle  in  your  eye  — 
'Tell  you,  I  liked  your  looks  at  very  first. 
Let 's  sit  and  set  things  straight  now,  hip  to 

haunch. 
Here 's  spring  come,  and  the  nights  one  makes 

up  bands 
To  roam  the  town  and  sing  out  carnival. 
And  I've  been  three  weeks  shut  within  my 

mew, 
A-painting  for  the  great  man,  saints  and  saints 
And  saints  again.    I  could  not  paint  all  nijg-ht — 
Oitf  I    I  leaned  out  of  window  tor  fresh  air. 
There  came  a  hurry  of  feet  and  little  feet, 
A  sweep  of  lute-strings,  laughs,  and  whHts  of 

song.  — 
Flower  o'  the  broom^ 

Take  away  love,  and  our  earth  is  a  tomb  ! 
Flower  6*  the  quince, 

I  let  Lisa  go^  and  what  good  in  life  since  f 
Flower  o'  the  thyme  —  and  so  on.    Round  they 

went. 
Scarce  had  they  turned  the  corner  when  a  titter 
Like  the  skipping  of  rabbits  by  moonlight,  — 

three  slim  shapes. 
And  a  face  that    looked  up  .  .  .  zooks,  sir, 

flesh  and  blood. 
That  ^s  all  I'm  made  of  I    Into  shreds  it  went, 
Curtain  and  counterpane  and  coverlet. 
All  the  bed-furniture  — a  dozen  knots. 
There  was  a  ladder  I    Down  I  let  myself. 
Hands  and  feet,  scrambling  somehow,  and  84 

dropped, 
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And  after  them.     I  oiiue  up  with  the  fun 
Hard   by   Saint    Laiiruuoef  hail   fellow,  well 

met,  — 
Flower  o*  the  ro$e^ 

If  l''vt  been  merry ^  what  matter  who  knows  f 
And  so  as  I  was  stealing  back  ag^ain 
To  g«t  to  bed  and  have  a  bit  of  sleep 
Ere  I  rise  up  to-morrow  and  go  work 
On  Jerome  Knocking^  at  his  poor  old  breast 
With  his  great  round  stone  to  subdue  the  flesh, 
Ton  snap  me  of  the  sudden.  ^  Ah,  I  see  I 
Though  your  eye  twinkles  still,  yon  shake  your 

head  — 
Mine  'a  shaved  —  a  monk,  you  say  —the  sting  *8 

in  that ! 
If  Master  Cosimo  announced  himself, 
Mum 's  the  word  naturally  ;  but  a  monk  I 
Come,  what  am  I  a  beast  for  ?  teU  us,  now  ! 
I  was  a  baby  when  mv  mother  died 
And  fatlier  died  and  fef  t  me  in  the  street. 
I  starved  there,  God  knows  how,  a  year  or  two 
On  fig^kins,  melon-parings,  rinds  and  shucks. 
Refuse  and  rubbish.    One  fine  frosty  day. 
My  stomach  being  empty  as  your  hat, 
The  wind  doubled  me  up  and  down  1  went. 
Old  Aunt  Lapaccia  trussed  me  with  one  hand, 
(Its  fellow  was  a  stinger  as  I  knew) 
And  so  alon^  the  wau,  over  the  bridge. 
By  the  straight  cut  to  the  convent.    Six  words 

there, 
WhUe  I  stood  munching  my  first  bread  that 

month : 
"  So,  boy,  you  *re  minded,*'  quoth  the  good  fat 

father. 
Wining  his  ovm  mouth,  *t  was  refection-time,  — 
**  To  quit  this  very  miserable  world  ? 
Will  you    renounce  "...'*  the  mouthful  of 

bT«ad?"  thought  I; 
By  no  means!    Brief,  they  made  a  monk  of 

me ; 
I  did  renounce  the  world,  its  pride  and  greed, 
Palace,  farm,  villa,  shop,  and  banking-house. 
Trash,  such  as  these  poor  devils  of  Medici 
Have  given  their  hearts  to  —  all  at  eight  yean 

old. 
Well,  sir,  I  found  in  time,  you  may  be  sure, 
'T  was  not  for  nothing —  the  good  belljrful. 
The  warm  serge  and  the  rope  that  goes  all 

round. 
And  day-long  blessed  idleness  beside  ! 
"  Let  *s  see  what  the  urchin 's  fit  for  **  —  that 

came  next. 
Not  overmuch  their  way,  I  must  confess. 
Snch  a  to-do !    They  tried  me  with  their  books  ; 
Lord,  they'd  have  taught  me  Latin  in  pure 

waste  I 
Flower  o*  the  clove. 

All  the  Latin  I  construe  is  **  a  mo,'*  I  love  J 
Bat,  mind  you,  when  a  boy  starves  in  the  streets 
^^t  3rears  together,  as  my  fortune  was. 
Watching  f oik  s  faces  to  know  who  will  fling 
The  bit  of  half -fitripped  grape-bunch  he  desires. 
And  who  will  curse  or  kick  nim  for  his  pains,  — 
Which  gentleman  processional  and  fine, 
Holdin||^  a  candle  to  the  Sacrament, 
Will  wmk  and  let  him  lift  a  plate  and  catch 
The  droppings  of  the  wax  to  sell  again. 
Or  holla  for  uie  Eight  and  have  him  whipped,  — 


How  say  I  ?  —  nay,  which  dog  bites,  which  leti 

drop 
His  bone  from  the  heap  of  offal  in  the  street,  -^ 
Whv,  soul  and  sense  oi  him  grow  sharp  alike. 
He  learns  the  look  of  things,  and  none  the  less 
For  admonition  from  the  hunger-pinch. 
I  had  a  store  of  such  remarks,  be  sure. 
Which,  after  I  found  leisure,  turned  to  use. 
I  drew  men's  faces  on  my  ooppr^books. 
Scrawled  them  within  the  antiphonary's  marge. 
Joined  legs  and  arms  to  the  long  music-notes. 
Found  eyes  and  nose  and  chin  for  A's  and  B's, 
And  made  a  string  of  pictures  of  the  world 
Betwixt  the  ins  and  outs  of  verb  and  iioim. 
On  the  wall,  the  bench,  the  door.    The  monks 

looked  black. 
*'  Nay,"  quoth  the  Prior,  "  turn  him  out,  d'  y% 

sayr 
In  no  wise.    Lose  a  crow  and  catch  a  lark. 
What  if  at  last  we  get  our  man  of  parts, 
We  Carmelites,  like  those  Camaldolese 
And  Preaching  Friars,  to  do  our  church  up  fina 
And  put  the  front  on  it  that  ought  to  be  T^ 
And  nereupon  he  bade  me  daub  away. 
Thank  you  1  my  head  being  crammed,  the  walls 

a  blank. 
Never  was  such  prompt  diBemburdening. 
First,  every  sort  of  monk,  the  black  and  white* 
I  drew  them,  fat  and  lean :  then,  folk  at  ohuroh« 
From  good  old  gossips  waiting  to  confess 
Their  oribs  of  barrel-droppiittis,  oancUe-ends,  — 
To  the  breathless  fellow  at  the  altar-foot. 
Fresh  from  his  murder,  safe  and  sitting  tnere 
With  the  little  children  round  him  in  a  row 
Of  admiration,  half  for  his  beard  and  half 
For  that  white  anger  of  his  victim's  son 
Shaking  a  fist  at  mm  with  one  fierce  arm. 
Signing  himself  with  the  other  because  of  Christ 
(Whose  sad  face  on  the  cross  sees  only  this 
After  the  passioii  of  a  thousand  years) 
Till  some  poor  girl,  her  uiron  o'er  her  head, 
(Which  the  intense  eyes  looked  through)  came 

at  eve 
On  tiptoe,  said  a  word,  dropped  in  a  loaf. 
Her  pair  of  earrings  and  a  bunch  of  flowers 
(The  brute  took  growling),  prayed,  and  so  was 

gone. 
Ipainted  all,  then  cried  **  'T  is  ask  and  have ; 
Choose,  for  more 's  ready  I "  —  laid  the  ladder 

flat, 
And  showed  my  covered  bit  of  cloister-wall. 
The  monks  closed  in  a  circle  and  praised  loud 
Till  checked,  taught  what  to  see  and  not  to  see. 
Being  simple  bodies,  —  *^ That 's  the  very  man! 
Look  at  the  boy  who  stoops  to  iiat  the  dog ! 
That  woman 's  like  the  Prior's  niece  who  comes 
To  care  about  his  asthma :  it 's  the  life ! " 
But  there  my  triumph's  straw-fire  flared  and 

funked ; 
Their  betters  took  their  turn  to  see  and  say : 
Tlie  Prior  and  the  learned  pulled  a  face 
And  stopped  all  that  in  no  time.      *'Howf 

what 's  here  ? 
Quite  from  the  mark  of  paintiiig,  bless  us  all! 
Faces,  arras,  legs,  and  bodies  like  the  true 
As  much  as  pea  and  pea  I  it 's  devil's-game  t 
Your  business  is  not  to  catch  men  with  show. 
With  homage  to  the  perishable  clay* 
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Bnt  lift  them  orer  it,  ignors  it  aU, 
Make  tiiem  f  or^t  there  ^s  snch  a  thinsr  as  flesh. 
Tour  business  Lb  to  paint  the  souls  of  men  — 
Man's  soul,  and  it  *s  a  fire,  smoke  .  .  .  no,  it 's 

not  .  .  . 
It  *s  yapor  done  up  like  a  new-bom  babe  — 
(In  that  shape  when  you  die  it  leaves  your 

mouth) 
It's  .  .  .  well,  what  matters  talking,  it's  the 

soul! 
€Kye  us  no  more  of  body  than  shows  soul  I 
Here 's  Giotto,  with  his  Saint  a-praisin^  Qod, 
That  sets  us  praising:,  —  why  not  stop  with  him  ? 
Why  put  all  thou^rhts  of  praise  out  of  our  head 
WitD  wonder  at  Imes,  colors,  and  what  not  ? 
Paint  the  soul,  never  mind  the  legs  and  wms ! 
Rub  all  out,  try  at  it  a  second  time. 
Oh,  that  white  smallish  female  with  the  breasts, 
She's  just  my  niece  .  .  .  Herodias,  I  would 

say,— 
Who  went  and  danced  and  got  men's  heads  out 

off  I 
Have  it  all  out !  "    Now,  is  this  sense,  I  ask  ? 
A  fine  way  to  paint  soul,  by  painting  bodv 
So  ill,  the  eye  can't  stop  there,  must  go  further 
And  can't  fare  worse !    Thus,  yellow  does  for 

white 
When  what  you  put  for  yellow 's  simply  black, 
And  any  sort  of  meanii^  looks  intense 
When  all  beside  itself  means  and  looks  naught. 
Why  can't  a  piunter  lift  each  foot  in  turn, 
Left  foot  and  ri^ht  foot,  go  a  double  step. 
Make  his  flesh  hker  and  his  soul  more  like. 
Both  in  their  order  ?    Take  the  prettiest  face, 
The  Prior's  niece  .  .  .  patron-saint  —  is  it  so 

pretty 
Ton  can't  discover  if  it  means  hope,  fear. 
Sorrow  or  ioy  ?  won't  beauty  go  with  these  ? 
Suppose  I  've  made  her  eyes  aU  right  and  blue. 
Can't  I  take  breath  and  ti-y  to  add  life's  flash. 
And  then  add  soul  and  heighten  them  three* 

fold?  ^ 
Or  say  there  a  beauty  with  no  soul  at  all  — 

S  never  saw  it  —  put  the  case  the  same  — ) 
you  get  simple  oeanty  and  naught  else. 
You  get  about  the  best  thing  God  invents : 
That  s  somewhat :  and  you  '11  find  the  soul  you 

^  have  missed. 
Within  yourself,  when  yon  return  him  thanks. 
"Rub  all  out ! "    Well,  well,  there 's  my  life, 

in  shorty 
And  so  the  thing  has  gone  on  ever  since. 
I  'm    grown  a  man   no   doubt,   I  've    broken 

bounds: 
Ton  should  not  take  a  fellow  eight  years  old 
And  make  him  swear  to  never  kiss  the  girls. 
I  'm  my  own  master,  paint  now  as  I  please  — 
Havin^r  a  friend,  you  see,  in  the  Comer-house  ! 
Lord,  it 's  fast  holding  by  the  rings  in  front  — 
Those  great  rings  serve  more  purposes  than  just 
To  plant  a  flag  in,  or  tie  up  a  tiorse ! 
Ana  yet  the  old  schooling  sticks,  the  old  grave 

eyes 
Are  peeping  o'er  my  shoulder  as  I  work. 
The  heads  shake  still  —  *'  It 's  art's  decline,  my 

son! 
Ton  're  not  of  the  true  painters,  great  and  old ; 
Brother  Angelioo  's  the  man,  you  '11  find ; 


Brother  Lorenzo  stands  his  single  peer : 

Fag  on  at  flesh,  you  '11  never  make  the  third !  ^ 

Flower  o*  the  pine,  ^ 

You  keep  yottr  miatr  .  .  •  manner*,  and  /'A 

ttick  to  mine  I 
I'm  not  the  third,  then:  bless  us,  they  must 

know! 
Don't  you  think  they  're  the  likeliest  to  know. 
They  with  their  Latin?     So,  I  swallow  my 

Clench  my  teeth,  suck  my  lips  in  tight,  and 

paint 
To  please  them  —  sometimes  do  and  sometimes 

don't ; 
For,  doing  most,  there 's  pretty  sure  to  come 
A  turn,  some  warm  eve  finds  me  at  my  saints  — 
A  laugh,  a  cry,  the  business  of  the  world  — 
{Flower  o'  the  peachy 

Death  for  tu  aU,  and  his  own  life  for  each  I) 
And  my  whole  soul  revolves,  the  cup  runs  over. 
The  world  and  life 's  \oo  big  to  pass  tor  a  dream. 
And  I  do  these  wild  things  in  sneer  despite, 
And  play  the  fooleries  you  catch  me  at. 
In  pure  rage  I    The  old  mill-horse,  out  at  graas 
After  hard  yean,  throws  up  his  stiff  heels  so, 
AlthouBrh  the  miller  does  not  preach  to  him 
The  only  good  of  grass  is  to  make  chaff. 
What  would  men  nave  ?    Do  they  like  grass  or 

no  — 
May  they  or  may  n't  they  ?  all  I  want 's  the 

thing 
Settled  forever  one  way.    As  it  is. 
You  tell  too  many  lies  and  hurt  yourself : 
You  don|t  like  what  you  only  like  too  much. 
You  do  like  what,  if  given  you  at  your  word, 
You  find  abundantly  detestable. 
For  me,  I  think  I  speak  as  I  was  taught ; 
I  always  see  the  garden  and  God  there 
A-making  man's  wife :  and,  my  leason  learned, 
The  value  and  significance  of  flesh, 
I  can't  unlearn  ten  minutes  afterwards. 

You  understand  me :  I  'm  a  beast,  I  know. 
Bnt  see,  now  —  why,  I  see  as  certainly 
As  that  the  moming^tar  's  about  to  shine. 
What  will  hap  some  day.    We  've  a  youngster 

here 
Comes  to  our  convent,  studies  what  I  do. 
Slouches  and  stares  and  lets  no  atom  drop  : 
His  name   is   Guidi  —  he  'U   not   mind   the 

monks  — 
They  call   him  Hulking  Tom,  he  lets  them 

talk  — 
He  picks  my  practice  up  —  he  '11  paint  apace, 
I  hope  so  —  though  I  never  live  so  long, 
I  know  what 's  sure  to  follow.    You  1^  judge  I 
You  speak  no  Latin  more  than  I,  belike  ; 
However,  you  're  my  man,  you  've  seen  the 

world 

—  The  beauty  and  the  wonder  and  the  power. 
The  shapes  of  things,  their  colors,  lights  and 

shades. 
Changes,  surprises,  —  and  God  made  it  all ! 

—  For  what?     Do  you  feel  thankful,  ay  or 

no, 
For  this  fair  town's  face,  yonder  river's  line, 
The  mountain  round  it  and  the  sky  above. 
Much  more  the  figures  of  man,  woman,  child. 
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These  are  the  fnune  to?    What  'a  it  all  about? 
To  be  paoaed  over,  despised  ?  or  dwelt  upon. 
Wondered  atV  oh,  this  last  of  coarse  I  —  yon 

say. 
But  why  not  do  as  well  as  say,  —  paint  these 
Jnst  as  they  are,  careless  what  comes  of  it  ? 
Clod's  works — paint  any  one,  and  count  it  crime 
To  let  a  truth  sup.    Don't  object,  '*  His  works 
Are  here  already  ;  nature  is  complete : 
Suppose  you  repruduce  her —  (which  you  can't) 
There  's  no  aayanta^  !   you  must  beat  her, 

then." 
For,  don't  yon  mark  ?  we  're  made  so  that  we 

loYC 
"First  when  we  see  them  painted,  things  we 

have  passed 
Perhaps  a  hundred  times  nor  cared  to  see ; 
And  so  they  axe  better,  painted  —  better  to  us, 
Which  is  the  same  thing.    Art  was  given  for 

that; 
God  uses  us  to  help  each  other  so, 
Lending  our  minds  out.    Have  you  notioed, 

now. 
Tour  ouUion's  hanging  face  ?    A  bit  of  chalk, 
And  trust  me  but  yon  should,  though  I    How 

much  more. 
If  I  drew  higher  things  with  the  same  truth  I 
That  were  to  take  the  Prior's  pulpit-place, 
Interpret  God  to  all  of  you  !    Oh,  oh. 
It  makes  me  mad  to  see  what  men  shall  do 
And  we  in  our  graves  I     This  world  ^s  no  blot 

for  us, 
Nor   blank;    it  means  intensely,  and  means 

good: 
To  find  its  meaning  is  my  meat  and  drink. 
*^  Av,  but  you  don't  so  instigate  to  prayer  I " 
Strikes  in  the  Prior :  "  when  your  meaning 's 

plain 
It  does  not  say  to  folk — remember  matins, 
Or,  mind  you  fast  next  Friday  I  "     Why,  for 

thii 
What  need  of  art  at  all  ?    A  skuU  and  bones. 
Two  bits  of  stick  nailed  erosswiee,  or,  what 's 

best, 
A  bell  to  chime  the  hour  with,  does  as  well. 
I  painted  a  Saint  Laurence  six  months  since 
At  Prato,  splashed  the  fresco  in  fine  style  : 
"  How  looks  my  painting,  now  the  scaffold 's 

down?" 
I  ask  a  brother :  **  Hugelv,"  he  returns  — 
^*  Already  not  one  phis  of  your  three  slaves 
Who  turn  the  Deacon  off  his  toasted  side. 
But 's  scratched  and  prodded  to  our  heart's  con- 
tent. 
The  pious  people  have  so  eased  their  own 
With  coming  to  say  prayers  there  in  a  rage : 
We  get  on  fast  t»  see  the  bricks  beneath. 
Expect  another  job  this  time  next  year. 
For  pity  and  religion  grow  i'  the  crowd  — 
Tour  painting  serves  its  purpose !  "      Hang  the 

fools! 

—  That  is ~~yov  *11  XM>t  mistake  an  idle  word 
Spoke  in  a  huff  b^r  a  poor  monk,  God  wot. 
Tasting  the  air  this  spicy  night  which  turns 
The  unaccustomed  head  like  Chianti  wine  ! 
Oh,  t^e  church  knows!    don't  misreport  me, 
now! 


It 's  natural  a  poor  monk  out  of  bounds 
Should  have  hii  apt  word  to  excuse  himself : 
And  hearken  how  I  plot  to  make  amends. 
I  have  bethought  me :  I  shall  paint  a  piece 
.  .  .  There 's  for  you  I      Give  me  six  months, 

then  ^,  see 
Something  in  Sant'  Ambrogio's!     Bless  the 

nuns  I 
The^  want  a  cast  o'  rav  office.    I  shall  paint 
God  in  the  midst.  Madonna  and  her  babe. 
Ringed  bv  a  bowery,  fiowerv  angel-brood. 
Lilies  ana  vestments  and  wnite  faces,  sweet 
As  puff  on  puff  of  graced  orrisproot 
When  ladies  crowato  Church  at  midsummer. 
And  then  i'  the  front,  of  ooune  a  saint  or 

two  — 
Saint  John,  because  he  saves  the  FlorentiDes, 
Saint  Ambrose,  who  puts  down  in  black  and 

white 
The  convent's  friends  and  gives  them  a  long 

day. 
And  Job,  I  must  have  him  there  past  mis- 
take. 
The  man  of  Uz  (and  Us  without  the  x. 
Painters  who  need  his  patience;.     Well,  all 

these 
Secured  at  their  devotioii,  up  shall  come 
Out  of  a  comer  when  you  least  expect. 
As  one  by  a  dark  stair  into  a  tpeeat  light. 
Music  and  talking,  who  but  Lippo  I    I !  — 
Mazed,  motionless,  and  moonstruck  —  I  'm  tha 

man  I 
Back  I  shrink  —  what  is  this  I  see  and  hear? 
I,  caught  up  with  my  monk's-things  by  mis- 
take, 
M;^  old  serge  gown  and  rope  that  goes  all  round, 
I,  in  this  presence,  this  pure  company  I 
Where 's  a  hole,  where  's  a  comer  for  escape  ? 
Then  st«ps  a  sweet  angelic  slip  of  a  thing 
Forward,  puts   out   a  soft  pahn  —  *'xiot  so 

fasti" 
—  Addresses  the  celestial  presence,  **  nay  — 
He  made  you  and  devised  you,  after  aU, 
Though  he 's  none  of  you  1     Could  Saint  John 

there  draw  — 
His  camel-hair  make  up  a  painting-brush  ? 
We  come  to  brother  Lippo  for  all  that, 
Iste  perfecit  opus  I "    So,  all  smile  — 
I  shuffle  sideways  with  my  blushing  face 
Under  the  cover  of  a  hundred  wings 
Thrown  like  a  spread  of  kirtles  when  you  'rs 

And  play  hot  cookies,  all  the  doors  being  shut, 

Till,  wholly  unexpected,  in  there  pops 

The  hothead  husband  !    Thus  I  scuttle  off 

To  some  safe  bench  behind,  not  letting  go 

The  palm  of  her,  the  little  lily  thing 

That  spoke  the  good  word  for  me  in  the  nick, 

like  toe  Prior's  niece  .  .  .  Saint  Lucy,  I  would 

say. 
And  so  all 's  saved  for  me,  and  for  the  church 
A  pretty  picture  gained.    Go,  six  months  hence  1 
Tour  hand,  sir,  and  good-by:    no  lights,  no 

lights ! 
The  street's  hushed,  and  I  know  my  own  way 

back, 
Don't  fear  me !    There 's  the  gray  beginning. 
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But  do  not  let  us  qnarrel  any  more, 
No,  my  Lucrezia  ;  Dear  with  me  for  once : 
8jt  down  and  all  shall  happen  as  }roa  wiali. 
You  tnm  your  face,  but  does  it  bring  your 

heart? 
I  'II  work  then  for  your  f riend^s  friend,  never 

fear. 
Treat  his  own  subject  after  his  own  wa^, 
Fix  his  own  time,  accept  too  his  own  price. 
And  shut  the  money  into  this  small  hand 
When  next  it  takes  mine.     Will  it  ?  tenderly  ? 
Oh,  I  *11  content  him,  —  but  to-morrow.  Love  I 
I  often  am  much  wearier  than  you  think, 
This  evening  more  than  usual,  and  it  seems 
As  if  —  forgive  now  —  should  you  let  me  sit 
Here  by  the  window  with  your  hand  in  mine 
And  look  a  half-hour  forth  on  Fiesole, 
Both  of  one  mind,  as  married  people  use. 
Quietly,  quietly  tne  evening  through, 
I  might  get  up  to-morrow  to  my  work 
Cheerful  and  fresh  as  ever.    Let  us  try. 
To-moiTow,  how  you  shall  be  ^lad  for  this ! 
Your  soft  hand  is  a  woman  of  itself, 
^  And  mine  the  man's  bared  breast  she  curls  in- 
side. 
Don't  count  the  time  lost,  neither ;   you  must 

serve 
For  each  of  the  five  pictures  we  require : 
It  saves  a  model.    So  1  keep  looking  so  — 
My  serpentining  beauty,  rounds  on  rounds  I 

—  How  could  you  ever  prick  those  perfect  ears. 
Even  to  put  the  pearl  there  I  oh,  so  sweet  — 
My  face,  my  moon,  mv  everybody's  moon, 
Wnich  everybody  Iooks  on  and  calls  his, 
And,  I  suppose,  is  looked  on  by  in  tnm, 

^  While  she  looks  —  no  one's :  very  dear,  no  less. 

'You  smile  ?    why,  there  's  my  picture  ready 

made, 
There 's  what  we  painters  call  our  harmony  I 
A  common  grayness  silvers  everything,  — 
All  in  a  twilight,  you  and  I  alike 

—  You,  at  the  point  of  your  first  pride  in  me 
(That 's   gone   you  know),  —  but   I,  at  every 

point ; 

My  youth,  my  hope,  my  art,  being  all  toned 
down 

To  yonder  sober  pleasant  Fiesole. 

There 's  the  bell  clinking  from  the  chapel-top ; 

That  length  of  convent-wall  across  the  way 

Holds  the  trees  safer,  huddled  more  inside ; 

The  last  monk  leaves  the  garden ;  days  de- 
crease. 

And  autunm  grows,  autumn  in  everything. 

Eh  ?  the  whole  seems  to  fall  into  a  shape 

As  if  I  saw  alike  ray  work  and  self 

And  all  that  I  was  bom  to  be  and  do, 

A  twilight-jnece.    Love,  we  are  in  God's  hand. 

TTdw^stfaiige^ow  looks  the  life  he  makes  us 

,  lead; 

9o  free  we  seem,  so  fettered  fast  we  are  I 

If  eel  he  laid  the  fetter :  let  it  lie  ! 

This  chamber  for  example  —  turn  your  head  — 

All  that 's  behind  us  I     i  ou  don't  understand 


Nor  care  to  understand  about  my  art. 

But  you  can  hear  at  least  when  people  speak : 

And  that  cartoon,  the  second  from  the  aoor 

—  It  is  the  thing.  Love !  so  such  thing  should 

be  — 
Behold  Madonna !  —  I  am  bold  to  say. 
I  can  do  with  my  pencil  what  I  know. 
What  I  see.  what  at  bottom  of  my  heart 
I  wish  for,  if  I  ever  wish  so  deep  — 
Do  easily,  too  —  when  I  say,  perfectly, 
I  do  not  boast,  perhaps :  yourself  are  judge, 
Who  listened  to  the  Legate's  talk  last  week. 
And  just  as  much  they  used  to  say  in  France. 
At  any  rate  't  is  easy,  all  of  it  I 
No  sketches  first,  no  studies,. that 's  long  past: 
I  do  what  man^  dream  of  all  their  lives, 

—  Dream  ?  strive  to  do,  and  agonize  to  do. 
And  fail  in  doing.    I  could  count  twenty  such 
On  twice  your  fingers,  and  not  leave  this  town. 
Who  strive  —  you  don't  know  how  the  olJiera 

strive 
To  paint  a  little  thing  like  that  you  smeared 
Carelessly  passing  with  your  robes  afloat,  — 
Yet  do  much  leas,  so  much  less.  Someone  says, 
(I  know  his  name,  no  matter)  —  so  much  1^  1 
Well,  less  is  more,  Lucrezia :  I  am  judged. 
There  bums  a  truer  light  of  God  in  them. 
In  their  vexed  beating  stuffed  and  stopped-up 

brain. 
Heart,  or  wnate'er  else,  than  goes  on  to  prompt 
This  low-pulsed  forthright  crutsman's  hand  of 

mine. 
Their  works  drop  groundward,  but  themselves, 

I  know. 
Reach  many  a  time  a  heaven  that 's  shut  to  me, 
Enter  and  take  their  place  there  sure  enough. 
Though  they  come  back  and  cannot  tell  tne 

world.  ^ 

My  works  are  nearer  heaven,  but  I  sit  here. 
The  sudden  blood  of  these  men  !  at  a  word  — 
Praise  them,  it  boils,  or  blame  them,  it  boils 

too. 
I,  painting  from  myself  and  to  myself, 
Know  what  I  doj  am  unmoved  by  men's  blame 
Or  their  praise  either.    Somebody  remarks 
Morello's  outline  there  is  wrongly  traced. 
His  hue  mistaken :  what  of  that  ?  or  else. 
Rightly  traced  and  well  ordered ;  what  of  that  ? 
Speak  as  tiiey  please,  what  does  the  mountain 

care? 
Ah,  but  A  maa-'a jsafib  nhoillH  SBeenfi  hl^T  ftinnPi 
Of^hat  's  a  heaven  for  ?    All  is  silver-gray 
Placid  and  perfect  with  my  art :  the  worse !  ^ 
I  know  both  what  I  want  and  what  might  gain, 
And  yet  how  profitless  to  know,  to  sign 
'*  Had  I  been  two,  another  and  myself. 
Our  head  would  have  o'erlooked  the  world !  " 

No  doubt. 
Yonder 's  a  work  now,  of  that  famous  youth 
The  Urbinate  who  died  five  years  ago. 
('T  is  copied,  Geoi>ge  Vasari  sent  it  me.) 
Well,  I  can  fancy  now  he  did  it  all. 
Pouring  his  soul,  with  kings  and  popes  to  see. 
Reaching,  that  heaven  might  so  replenish  him, 
Above  and  through  his  art  —  for  it  gives  way  ; 
That  arm  is  wrongly  put  —  and  there  again  — 
A  fault  to  pardon  in  the  drawing's  lines. 
Its  body,  so  to  speak :  its  soul  is  right. 
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He  iiieaiM  ri^ht  —  tliat,  a  child  luav  undentaiid. 
btill,  what  an  ann !  and  I  oould  after  it : 
But  all  the  play,  the  inufrht  and  the  stretch  — 
(hit  of  me,  out  of  me  I    And  wherefore  out  ? 
Had  you  enjoined  them  on  me,  given  me  aoul, 
We  might  have  risen  to  Rafael,  I  and  yon  ! 
Nay,  lx>ve,  you  did  give  all  I  asked,  I  tliink  — 
More  than  I  merit,  yes,  bv  many  times. 
But  ha^  you  —  oh,  with  the  same  perfect  brow, 
And  perfect  eyes,  and  more  than  perfect  mouth, 
And  the  low  voice  my  soul  hea»,  as  a  bird 
The  fowler^B  pipe,  and  follows  to  tlie  siutra  — 
Had  you,  witn  these  the  same,  but  brought  a 

mind  1 
Some  women  do  so.  Had  the  montli  there  urged 
**  God  and  the  glory !  never  care  for  gain. 
The  present  by  the  future,  what  is  that  ? 
Live  for  fame,  side  by  side  with  Agnolo ! 
Rafael  is  waiting :  up  to  God,  all  three  I  ^* 
I  might  have  done  it  foryou.    80  it  seems : 
Periiaps  not.    All  is  as  God  overrules. 
Beside,  incentives  come  from  the  souPs  self  ; 
The  rest  avail  not.    Why  do  I  need  you  ? 
What  wife  had  Rafael,  or  has  Agnolo  ? 
In  this  world,  who  can  do  a  thing,  will  not ; 
And  who  would  do  it,  cannot,  I  perceive : 
Yet  the  will 's  somewhat  —  somewhat,  too,  the 

power  — 
And  thus  we  half-men  struggle.    At  the  end, 
God,  I  conclude,  compensates,  punishes. 
*T  is  safer  for  me,  if  the  award  be  strict, 
Tliat  I  am  something  underrated  here. 
Poor  this  long  while,  despised,  to  speak  tlie 

truth. 
I  dared  not,  do  you  know,  leave  home  all  day, 
For  fear  of  chancing  on  the  Paris  lords. 
The  best  is  when  they  pass  and  look  aside  ; 
But  they  speak  sometinies ;  I  must  bear  it  all. 
Well  may  they  speak  !    That  Francis,  that  first 

time. 
And  that  long  festal  year  at  Fontainebleau  I 
I  surely  then  could  sometimes  leave  the  ground. 
Put  on  the  glory,  RafaeFs  dailv  wear. 
In  tliat  huinane  great  moiurch  s  golden  look,  — 
One  fiu^r  in  his  beard  or  twisted  curl 
Over  his  mouth^s  good  mark  that  made  the 

smile, 
(hie  arm  about  my  shoulder,^  round  my  neckv- 
The  jiiigle  of  his  gold  chain  in  my  ear,      1 5   1 
I  painting  proudly  with  his  breath  on  me. 
All  his  court  round  him,  seeing  with  his  eyes. 
Such  frank  French  eyes,  and  such  afire  of  souls 
Profuse,    my    hand    kept    plying     by    thoee 

hearts,  — 
And,  best  of  all,  this,  this,  this  face  beyond. 
This  in  the  background,  waiting  on  my  work, 
To  crown  the  issue  with  a  last  reward  ! 
A  good  time,  was  it  not,  my  kingly  days  ? 
And  had  yon  not  grown  i-estlnss  .  .  .  but  I 

know  — 
*T  is  done  and  past ;  't  was  right,  my  instinct 

said; 
Too  live  the  life  grew,  golden  and  not  grav. 
And   I  ^m  the  weak-eyed  bat  no  sun  should 

tempt 
Out  of  the  grange  whose  four  walls  make  his 

world. 
How  eould  it  end  in  any  other  way  ? 


Yon  called  me,  and  I  eame  home  to  your  heart. 
The  triumph  was  — to  reach  and  stay  there; 

since 
I  reached  it  ere  the  triumph,  what  is  lost  ? 
Let  my  hands  frame  your  face  in  your  hair^s 

gold. 
Yon  beautiful  Lucrezia  that  are  mine ! 
*'  Rafael  did  this,  Andrea  painted  that ; 
The  Romairs  is  the  better  when  ^ou  prav. 
But  still  the  other's  Virgin  was  his  wife  *  — 
Men  will  excuse  me.    I  am  glad  to  judge 
Both  pictures  in  your  presence  ;  clearer  grows 
My  better  fortune,  I  resolve  to  think. 
For.  do  you  know,  Lucrezia,  as  God  lives, 
Saia  one  day  Agnolo,  his  very  self, 
To  Rafael   ...   I  have  known  it  all  these 

years  .  .  . 
(When  the  young   man  was  flaming  out  hit 

thoughta 
Upon  a  palace-wall  for  Rome  to  see. 
Too  lifted  up  in  heart  because  of  it) 
'*  Friend,  there  *s  a  certain  sorry  little  scrub 
Goes  up  and  down  our  Florence,  none  cares  how. 
Who,  were  he  set  to  plan  and  execute 
As  yon  are,  pricked  on  by  your  popes  and  kings. 
Would  bring  thesweat  into  that  brow  of  yours! 
To  Rafael's  1  —  And  indeed  the  arm  is  wrong. 
I  hardlv  dare  .  .  .  yet,  only  yon  to  see. 
Give  the   chalk  here  —  quick,  thus  the  line 

should  go ! 
Ay.  but  the  soul  I  he 's  Rafael  I  rub  it  out ! 
Still,  all  I  care  for,  if  he  spoke  the  truth, 
(What  he?  why,  who  but  Michel  Agnolo? 
]>o  yon  forget  already  words  like  those  ? ) 
H  really  there  was  such  a  chance,  so  lost,  — 
Is,  whether  you  're  —  not  grateful  —  but  more 

pleased. 
Well,  let  me  think  so.    And  you  smile  indeed  I 
This  hour  has  been  an  hour  I    Another  smile  ? 
If  vou  would  sit  thus  by  me  every  night 
I  should  work  better,  do  you  comi^hend  ? 
I  mean  that  I  should  earn  more,  give  you  more. 
See,  it  is  settled  dusk  now :  there  's  a  star ; 
Morello  's  gone,  the  watch-lights  show  the  wall, 
Tlie  cue-owls  speak  the  name  we  call  them  by. 
Come  from  the  window,^  love,  —  come  in,  at  last. 
Inside  the  melancholy  Uttle  house 
We  built  to  be  so  gay  with.    God  is  just. 
King  Francis  mav  forgive  nie  :  oft  at  nights 
When  I  look  up  from  painting,  eyes  tirea  out. 
The  walls  become  illumined,  brick  from  brick 
Distinct,  instead  of  mortar,  fierce  bright  gold. 
That  gold  of  his  I  did  cement  them  with  I 
Let  us  but  love  each  other.    Must  you  ^  ? 
Tliat  Cousin  here  again  ?  he  waits  outside  ? 
Must  see  you  —  you,  and  not  with  me  ?    Those 

loans? 
More  gaming  debts  to  pay  ?  you  smiled  for  that  ? 
Well,  let  smiles  buy  me  I  have  you  more  to 

spend  ? 
While  hand  and  eve  and  something  of  a  hearty 
Are  left  me,  work 's  my  ware,  and  what 's  it 

worth? 
I  Ml  pay  my  fancy.    Only  let  me  sit 
The  gray  remainder  of  the  evening  out. 
Idle,  vou  call  it,  and  muse  perfecuy 
How  I  could  ^int,  were  I  but  back  in  France, 
One  picture,  just  one  more— the  Virgin's  faee« 
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Not  yoon  this  time  I    I  want  yoo  at  my  side 

To  near  them  —  that  is,  Michel  Agnolo  — 

Jttd&:e  all  I  do  and  tell  yon  of  its  worth. 

Will  you  ?    To-morrow,  satisfy  vour  friend. 

1  take  the  suhjects  for  his  corridor. 

Finish  the  porti'ait  out  of  hand  —  tliere,  there, 

And  throw  him  in  another  thinsp  or  two 

If  he  demurs ;  the  whole  shonla  prove  enough 

To  pay  for  this  same  Cousin ^s  freak.    Beside, 

What  *s  better  and  what  *s  all  I  care  about, 

Get  you  the  thirteen  scudi  for  the  ruff  I 

Love,  does  that  please  you  ?  Ah,  but  what  does 

he. 
The  Cousin  1  wliat  does  he  to  please  you  more  ? 

I  am  grown  peaceful  as  old  age  to-night. 
I  regret  little,  I  would  change  still  less. 
Since  there  my  past  life  lies,  why  alter  it  ? 
Tlie  ver^  wrong  to  Francis  I  —  it  is  true 
I  took  his  coin,  was  tempted  and  complied. 
And  huilt  this  house  ana  sinned,  and  all  is  said. 
My  father  and  my  mother  died  of  want. 
Well,  had  I  riches  of  my  own  ?  you  see 
How  one  gets  rich  !    Let  each  one  bear  his  lot. 
They  were  bom  poor,  liyed  poor,  and  poor  they 

died : 
And  I  have  labored  somewhat  in  my  time 
And  not  been  uaid  prof usely.    Some  good  son 
Paint  my  two  nundred  pictures  -^  let  him  try  I 
No  doubt,  there 's  something  strikes  a  balance. 

Yes, 
Yon  loved  me  quite  enough,  it  seems  to-night. 
This  must  sumce  me  here.    What  would  one 

have  ? 
In  heaven,  perhaps,  new  chances,  one  more 

chance  — 
Four  great  walls  in  the  New  Jemsalem, 
Metea  on  each  side  by  the  ai^^Ps  reed. 
For  Leonard,  Rafael,  Agnolo  and  me 
To  cover  —  the  three  first  without  a  wife. 
While  I  have  mine  I    So  —  still  they  overcome 
Because  there  ^s  still  Lucrezia,  —  as  1  choose. 


the  Coosin^s  whistle  I    Go,  my  Love. 


THE    BISHOP    ORDERS   HIS    TOMB    AT 
SAINT  PRAXED'S  CHURCH 

ROME,  15  — 

This  poem  was  first  published  in  Hood^g 
Magazine^  March,  184.5,  with  the  title  The  Tomb 
at  Saint  Praxed's  (Rome,  15 — ). 

Vanity,  saith  the  preacher,  vanity ! 

Draw  round  my  bed  :  is  Anselra  keeping  back  ? 

Nephews  —  sons  mine  ...  ah  God,  1  know  not ! 

Well- 
She,  men  would  have  to  be  your  mother  once, 
Old  Oandolf  envied  me,  so  fair  she  was  I 
What  ^s  done  is  done,  and  she  is  dead  beside. 
Dead  long  ago,  and  I  am  Bishop  since. 
And  as  she  died  so  must  we  die  ourselves. 
And  thence  ye  may  perceive  the  world's  a  dream. 
Life,  how  and  what  is  it  ?    As  here  I  lie 
Li  Uiis  state-chamber,  dying  by  degrees, 


Hours  and  long  hours  in  the  dead  night,  I  ask 
*'  Do  I  live,  am  I  dead  f ''    Peace,  peaoe  aeemfl 

all. 
Saint  Praxed's  ever  was  the  church  for  peaoe ; 
And  so,  about  this  tomb  of  mine.    I  fought 
With  tooth  and  nail  to  save  my  niche,  ye  know : 

—  Old  Gandolf  ooasened  me.  despite  mv  cars ; 
Shrewd  was  that  snatch  Irom  oat  the  comer 

South 
He  graced  his  carrion  with,  God  curse  the  same  I 
Yet  still  my  niche  is  not  so  cramped  but  thenoe 
One  sees  tlie  pulpit  o'  tlie  epistle-side. 
And  somewhat  of  the  choir,  those  silent  seats. 
And  up  into  the  aery  dome  where  live 
The  angels,  and  a  sunbeam  's  sure  to  lurk  : 
And  I  siiall  fill  niv  slab  of  basalt  there. 
And  'ueath  my  tabernacle  take  my  rest. 
With  those  nine  oolunms  round  me,  two  and  two, 

_The  odd  one  at  my  feet  where  Anselm  stMida : 
<  ^each-blossom  marble  all,  the  rare,  the  ripe 

\As  fresh-poured  red  wine  of  a  mighty  pulse. 

—  Old  Gkmdolf  with  his  paltry  omou'Stone, 
Put  me  where  I  may  look  at  mm  !    True  peach. 
Rosy  and  flawless :  how  I  earned  the  prize  1 
Draw  close :  that  conflagration  of  my  olinich 

—  What  then?    So  much  was  saved  if  anght 
were  missed ! 

My  sonsj  ye  would  not  be  my  death  ?    Go  dig 
The  white-grape  vineyard  where  the  oil-press 

stood. 
Drop  water  gently  till  the  surface  sink. 
And  if  ye  find  .  .  .  Ah  God,  I  know  not,  I !  .  .  . 
Bedded  in  store  of  rotten  fi^leaves  soft, 
*  lid  corded  up  in  a  tight  olive-frail, 
_  >me  Innip,  ah  God,  of  iapis  iatuli. 
Big  as  a  Jew's  head  cut  off  at  the  nape, 

lue  as  a  vein  o'er  the  Madonna's  breast  •  .  . 
Sons,  all  have  I  be<^ueathed  you,  villas,  all. 
That  brave  Frascati  villa  with  its  bath. 
So,  let  the  blue  lump  poise  between  my  knees. 
Like  God  the  Father's  globe  on  both  his  hands 
Ye  worship  in  the  Jesu  Church  so  gay. 
For  Gandolf  shall  not  choose  but  see  and  burst ! 
Swift  as  a  weaver's  shuttle  fleet  our  yean  : 
Man  goeth  to  the  grave,  and  where  is  he  ? 
Did  Isay  basalt  for  my  slab,  sons  ?    Black — 
'T  was  ever  antique-black  I  meant  1    How  cIm 
Shall  ye  contrast  my  frieze  to  come  beneath  ? 
Tlie  bas-relief  in  bronze  ye  promised  me. 
Those  Pans  and  Nympmi  ye  wot  of,  and  -per* 

chance 
Some  tripod,  thvraus,  with  a  vase  or  so. 
The  Saviour  at  nis  sermon  on  the  mount. 
Saint  Prazed  in  aglory,  and  one  Pan 
Readv  to  twitch  the  Nvmph's  last  garment  off. 
And  Moses  with  the  taoles  .  .  •  but  I  know 
Ye  mark  me  not  I    Wliat  do  they  whisper  thee, 
Child  of  my  bowels,  Anselm  ?    Ah,  ye  hope 
To  revel  down  my  villas  while  I  gasp 
Bricked  o'er  with  beggar's  mouldy  travertine 
Which  Gandolf  from  his  tomb-top  chuckles  at  I 
Na^,  boys,  ye  love  me  —  all  of  jasper,  then  I 
'T  IS  jasper  ye  stand  pledged  to,^  lest  I  griere 
My  bath  must  needs  be  left  behind,  alais ! 
One  block,  pure  green  as  a  pistachio-nut. 
There 's  plenty  jasper  somewhere' in  the  world  -^ 
And  have  I  not  Saint  Praxed's  ear  to  pray 
Horses  for  ye,  and  brown  Greek  manuscnpts. 


BISHOP  BLOUGRAM'S  APOLOGY 


349 


And  nustresMS  with  great  smooth  marhly  limhs  ? 

—  That  *8  if  ye  carve  my  epitaph  aright, 
Choice  Latin,  picked  phrase,  Tolly's  every  word, 
No  eaady  ware  like  Qandolf 's  second  liiM  — 
Tolly,  my  masters  ?    Ulpian  serves  his  need ! 
And  then  how  I  shall  lie  through  centuries, 
And  hear  the  blessed  mutter  of  the  mass. 
And  see  God  made  and  eaten  all  day  long, 
And  feel  the  steady  candle-flame,  and  taste 
Good  strong  thick  stupefying  incense-smoke ! 
For  as  I  lie  here,  hours  of  the  dead  night, 
I>ring  in  state  and  by  such  slow  d^rees, 

I  fold  my  arms  as  if  they  clasped  a  crook, 
And  stretch  my  feet  forth  straight  as  stone  can 

point. 
And  let  the  bedclothes,  for  a  mortoloth,  drop 
Into  great  laps  and  folds  of  sculptor Vwork  : 
And  as  yon  tapeis  dwindle,  and  strange  thoughts 
Grow,  with  a  certain  humming  in  my  ears, 
About  the  life  before  I  lived  this  life. 
And  this  life  too,  popes,  cardinals  and  priests. 
Saint  Prazed  at  his  sennon  on  the  mount. 
Tour  tall  pale  mother  with  her  talking  eyes. 
And  new-found  agate  urns  aa  fresh  as  day. 
And  marble's  lai^ags,  Latin  pure,  discreet, 

—  Aha,  BLUCBSCEBAT  quoth  our  friend  ? 
No  TullT,  said  I,  Ulpian  at  the  best  1 
Evil  and  brief  hath  been  my  pilgrimage. 
All  /api«,  all,  sons  I    Else  I  give  the  rope 
My  TiJlas  I    Will  ye  ever  eat  my  heart  ? 
Ever  your  eyes  were  as  a  lizard's  quick. 
They  glitter  like  your  mother's  for  my  soul. 
Or  ye  would  heighten  mj  impoverished  friece, 
Piece  out  its  starved  desi^,  and  fill  my  vase 
With  grapes,  and  add  a  visor  and  a  Term, 
And  to  the  tripod  ye  would  tie  a  lynx 

That  in  his  struggle  throws  the  thyrsus  down, 
To  comfort  me  on  my  entablature 
Whereon  I  am  to  lie  till  I  must  ask 
"I>o  I  live,  am  I  dead?  "    There,  leave  me, 

there  I 
For  ye  have  stabbed  me  with  ingratitude 
To  death— ye  wish   it — God,    ye    wish    it  I 

Stone  — 
Gritstone,  arcromble  I     Clammy  squares  which 

^  sweat 
As   if    the   corpse   they    keep  were    oosing 

through  — 
And  no  more  iapis  to  delight  the  world  I 
Well,  go  I    I  blesB  ye.    Fewer  tapeis  there. 
But  in  a  row.:  and,  going,  turn  your  backs 

—  Ay,  like  departing  altar-ministmnts. 

And  leave  me  in  ray  church,  the  church  for 

peace. 
That  I  may  watch  at  leisure  if  he  leers  — 
Old  Gandolf  —  at  me,  from  his  onion-stone, 
As  still  he  envied  me,  so  fair  she  was  I 
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No  more  wine  ?  then  we  11  push  back  <^ivs 
and  talk. 
A  final  glass  for  me,  though  :  cool,  i'  faith  t 
We  oufmt  to  haye  our  Abbey  back,  yoo  see. 
It 's  different,  preaching  in  basilicas. 
And  doing  duty  in  some  masterpiece 
Like  this  of  brother  Pugiu's,  bless  his  heart ! 


I  doubt  if  they're  half  baked,  those  ehalk 

rosettes, 
Ciphers  and  stuooo-twiddlings  ever^here  ; 
It  s  just  Uke  breathing  in  a  lime-kdn  :  eh  ? 
These  hot  lung  ceremonies  of  our  church 
Cost  us  a  little  —  oh,  they  pay  the  price. 
You  take  me  —  amply  pay  it  1   Now,  we  'U  talk . 

So,  you  despise  me,  Mr.  Gtgadibs. 
No  deprecation,  —  nay,  I  beg  you,  sir  I 
Beside 't  is  our  engagement :  duu't  you  know, 
Ipromised,  if  you  d  watch  a  dinner  out. 
We  'd  see  truth  dawn  together  ?  —  truth  that 

peeps 
Over  the  glasses'  edge  when  dinner 's  done, 
And  body  gets  its  sop  and  holds  its  noise 
And  leaves  soul  free  a  little.    Now  's  the  time  : 
Truth's  break  of  day  I  You  do  despise  me  then. 
And  if  I  say,  "  despise  me,"  —  never  fear  1 
I  know  you  do  not  m  a  certain  sense  — 
Not  in  my  arm-chair,  for  example :  here, 
I  well  imagine  you  respect  my  place 
(Status,  entourage,  wondly  circumstance) 
Quite  to  its  value  —  very  much  indeed : 

—  Are  up  to  the  protesting  eyes  of  you 
In  pride  at  being  seated  here  for  once  — 
You  '11  turn  it  to  such  capital  account  I 
When  somebody,  through  yean  and  yean  to 

come. 
Hints  of    the    bishop,  —  names    me  —  that  *s 

enough : 
"Blougram?     I    knew  bun"  — (into  it  yon 

dide) 
**  Dined  with  him  once,  a  Corpus  Christi  Day, 
All  alone,  we  two ;  he  s  a  clever  man  : 
And    after    dinner,  — why,     the    wine    yon 

know,  — 
Oh,  there  was  wine,  and  good  I  —  what  with  the 

wine  .  .  . 
'Faith,  we  began  upon  all  sorts  of  talk  I 
He 's  no  bad  fellow,  Blouprram  ;  he  had  seen 
Something  of  mine  he  relished,  some  review  : 
He  's  quite  above  their  humbug  in  his  heart. 
Half-said  aa  much,  indeed  —  Uie  thing 's  his 

trade. 
I  warrant,  Blougram 's  skeptical  at  times  : 
How  otherwise  ?    I  liked  him,  I  confess  I  " 
Che  che^  my  dear  sir,  as  we  say  at  Rome, 
Don't  you  protest  now  1     It 's  fair  give  and 

take  ; 
You  have  had  your  turn  and  spoken  your  home- 
truths: 
The  hand  's  mine  now,  and  here  you  follow  suit. 

Thus  much    conceded,  still   the   first   fact 
stays  — 
You  do  despise  me  ;  yonr  ideal  of  life 
Is  not  the  bishop's ;  you  would  not  be  I. 
You  would  like  better  to  be  Goethe,  now, 
Or  Buonaparte,  or,  bless  roe,  lower  still, 
Count  D'Orsay,  —  so  you  did  what  you  pre- 
ferred, 
Spoke  as  you  thought,  and,  as  you  cannot  help, 
Believed  or  disbelieved,  no  matter  what, 
So  long  as  on  that  point,  whate'er  it  was. 
You  loosed  vour  mind,  were  whole  and  sole 
yourself. 

—  That,  my  ideal'never  can  include, 
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Upon  that  element  of  truth  and  worth 
Never  be  based  !  for  say  they  make  me  Pope  — 
(They  can't  —  suppose  it  for  our  arprument  I) 
Why,  there    I  ^m  at    my  tether^s    end,  I  've 

reached 
My  heigrht,  and  not  a  heigrht  which  pleases  you : 
An  unbelieving  Pope  won't  do,  you  say. 
It  *8  like  those  eene  stories  nurses  tell. 
Of  how  some  actor  on  a  stag^e  plaved  Death, 
With  pasteboard  crown,  sham  orb  imd  tinselled 

dart. 
And  called  himself  the  monarch  of  the  world ; 
Then,  going  in  the  tire-room  afterward. 
Because  the  play  was  done,  to  shift  himself, 
Got  touched  upon  the  sleeve  familiarly. 
The  moment  he  had  shut  the  closet  door, 
By  Death  himself.     Thus  God  might  touch  a 

Pope 
At  unawares,  ask  what  his  baubles  mean. 
And  whose  part  he  presumed  to  play  just  now. 
Best  be  yourself,  imperial,  plain  and  true  ! 

So,  drawing  comfortable  breath  again. 
Ton  weigh  and  iind,  whatever  more  or  less 
I  boast  of  my  ideal  realized 
Is  nothing  in  the  balance  when  opiMsed 
To  your  ideal,  your  grand  simple  life. 
Of  which  you  will  not  realize  one  jot. 
I  am  much,  you  are  nothing  ;  you  would  be  all, 
I  would  be  merely  much  :  you  beat  me  there. 

No,  friend,  yon  do  not  beat  me :  hearken  whv ! 
The  common  problem,  yours,  xnine,  every  one  s. 
Is  —  not  to  fancy  what  were  iFair  in  life 
Provided  it  confd  be,  —  but,  finding  first 
What  may  be,  then  find  how  to  make  it  fair 
Up  to  our  means  :  a  very  different  thing ! 
No  abstract  intellectual  plan  of  life 
Quite  irrespective  of  life  s  plainest  laws, 
But  one,  a  man,  who  is  man  and  nothing  more. 
May  lead  within  a  world  which  (by  your  leave) 
Is  Rome  or  London,  not  FoolVparadiBe. 
Embellish  Rome,  idealize  away. 
Make  paradise  of  London  if  you  can, 
You  're  welcome,  nay,  you  're  wise. 

A  simile  I 
We  mortals  cross  the  ocean  of  this  world 
Each  in  his  average  cabin  of  a  life  ; 
The  best 's  not  big,  the  worst  yields  elbow- 
room. 
Now  for  our  six  months'   voyage  —  how  pre- 
pare? 
Ton  come  on  shipboard  with  a  landsman's  list 
Of  things  he  calls  convenient  :^  so  they  are  ! 
An  India  screen  is  nretty  furniture, 
A  piano-forte  is  a  nne  resource, 
All  Balzac's  novels  occupy  one  shelf. 
The  new  edition  fifty  volumes  long ; 
And  little  Greek  books,  with  the  funny  type 
They  get  up  well  at  Leipsic,  fill  the  next : 
Go  on  !  slabbed  marble,  what  a  bath  it  makes ! 
And  Parma's  pride,  the  Jerome,  let  us  add ! 
'T  were  pleasant  coidd  Corregfdo's  fleeting  glow 
Hang  full  in  face  of  one  where'er  one  roams. 
Since  he  more  than  the  others  brings  with  him 
Italy's  self,  —  the  marvellous  Modenese  I  — 
Yet  was  not  on  your  list  before,  perhaps. 


—  Alas,  friend,  here 's  the  agent  ...  is 't  the 

name? 
The  captain,  or  whoever 's  master  here  — 
You  see  him  screw  his  face  up ;  what  's  his 

cry 
Ere  you  set  foot  on  shipboard?     **Siz  feet 


square 


I »» 


If  you  won't  understand  what  six  feet  mean. 
Compute  and  purchase  stores  accordingly  — 
And  if,  in  pique  because  he  overhauls 
Your  Jerome,  piano,  bath,  you  come  on  board 
Bare  —  why,  yon  out  a  figura  at  the  first 
While  sympathetic  landsmen  see  you  off ; 
Not  afterward,  when  long  ere  half  seas  over. 
You  peep  up  from  your  utterly  naked  boards 
Into  some  snug^  and  well-appomted  berth. 
Like  mine  for  instance  (try  the  cooler  jug — 
Put  back  the  olJier,  but  don't  jog  the  ice  !) 
And  mortified  you  mutter,  ''*'  Well  and  good  ; 
He  sits  enjoying  his  sea-fnrniture  ; 
'T  is  stout  and  proper,  and  there 's  store  of  it : 
Though  I  've  the  better  notion,  all  agree. 
Of  fitting  rooms  up.    Hang  the  carpenter. 
Neat  ship-shape  fixings  and  contrivances  — 
I  would  have  brought  my  Jerome,  fnune  and 

all!" 
And    meantime    you    bring    nothing:     never 

mind — 
Yon  've  proved  your  artist-nature :  what  you 

don't 
You  might  bring,  so  despise  me,  as  I  say. 

Now  oome,  let 's  backward  to  the  starting- 
place. 

See  my  way:  we're  two  coll^pe  friends,  sup- 
pose. 

Prepare  together  for  our  voyage,  then  ; 

Eacn  note  and  check  the  other  in  his  work,  — 

Here 's  mine,  a  bishop's  outfit ;  criticise  ! 

What 's  wrong  ?  why  won't  yon  be  a  bishop 
too? 

Why  first,  you  don't  believe,  you  don't  and 
can't, 
(Not  statedly,  that  is,  and  fixedly 
And  absolutely  and  exclusively) 
In  any  revelation  called  divine. 
No  dogmas  nail  your  faith  ;  and  what  remains 
But  say  so,  like  the  honest  man  you  are  ? 
First,  therefore,  overhaul  theology ! 
Nay,  I  too,  not  a  fool,  you  please  to  think. 
Must  find  believing  every  whit  as  hard : 
And  if  I  do  not  frankly  say  as  ranch. 
The  ugly  consequence  is  clear  enough. 

Now  wait,  my  friend :  well,  I  do  not  believe— 
If  you  '11  accept  no  faith  that  is  not  fixed, 
Absolute  and  exclusive,  as  you  say. 
You  're  wrong  —  I    mean  to  prove  it  in   due 

time. 
Meanwhile,  I  know  where  difficulties  lie 
I  could  not,  cannot  solve,  nor  ever  shall, 
So  give  up  hope  accordingly  to  solve  — 
(To  von,  and  over  the  wine).    Our  dogmas  tihea 
With  both  of  us,  though  in  unlike  degree. 
Missing  full  credence  —  overboard  with  them  I 
I  mean  to  meet  you  on  your  own  premise : 
Good,  there  go  mine  in  company  with  yours  I 
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And  uow  wlmt  are  we  ?  unbelieyera  both, 
Calm  and  complete,  determinately  fixed 
To<lay,  to-morrow,  and  forever,  pray  ? 
Yon  'U  guarantee  me  that  ?    Not  so,  I  think ! 
In  no  wise  !  all  we  've  gained  is,  that  belief, 
As  unbelief  before,  shakes  us  by  fits. 
Confounds  ns  like  its  predecessor.     Where  *s 
The  g:aan  ?  how  can  we  i^tiard  our  unbelief, 
Make  it  bear  fruit  to  us  ?  —  the  problem  here. 
Just  when  we  are  safest,  there  *s  a  sunset-touch, 
A  fancy  from  a  flower-bell^  some  one^s  death, 
A  chorus-ending  from  Eunpides,  — 
And  that  ^s  enough  for  fifty  hopes  and  fears 
As  old  and  new  at  once  as  nature^s  self. 
To  rap  and  knock  and  enter  in  our  soul. 
Take  nands  and  danoe  there^  a  fantastic  ring, 
Round  the  ancient  idol,  on  his  base  again,  — 
The  grand  Perhaps  I    We  look  on  helplessly. 
There  the    old  misgivings,  crooked  questions 

are  — 
This  good  Gk»d,  —  what  he  could  do,  if  he  would, 
Would,  if  he  could  —  then  must  have  done  long 

since : 
If  so,  when,  where  and  how  ?  some  way  must 

be,  — 
Once  feel  about,  and  soon  or  late  you  hit 
Some  sense,  in  which  it  might  be,  after  all. 
Why  not,  **  The  Way,  the  Truth,  the  Life  ?  " 

—  That  way 
Over  the  mountain,  which  who  stands  upon 
Is  apt  to  doubt  if  it  be  meant  for  a  road : 
While,  if  he  views  it  from  the  waste  itself. 
Up  goes  the  line  there,  plain  from  base  to  brow. 
Not  vague,  mistakable  I  what  ^s  a  break  or  two 
Seen  from  the  unbroken  desert  either  side  ? 
And  then  (to  bring  in  fresh  philosophy) 
What  if  the  breaks  themselves  should  prove  at 

last 
The  most  consummate  of  contrivances  ^ 
To  train  a  nuui^s  eye,  teach  him  what  is  faith  ? 
And  so  we  stumble  at  truth  ^s  very  test ! 
All  we  have  gained  then  by  our  unbelief 
Is  a  life  of  doubt  diversified  by  faith. 
For  one  of  faith  diversified  by  doubt : 
We  called  the  chesa-board  white,  —  we  call  it 

black. 

"  W^ell,"  you  rejoin,  "  the  end  's  no  worse,  at 
least; 
We  've  reason  for  both  colors  on  the  board : 
Why  not  confess  then,  where  I  drop  the  faith 
And  you  the  doubt,  that  I  ^m  asrignt  as  you  ? 


»» 


Because,  friend,  in  the  next  place,  this  being 
so. 
And  both  things  even,  —  faith  and  unbelief 
Left  to  a  man's  choice,  —  we  '11  proceed  a  step, 
Returning  to  our  image,  which  I  like. 

A  man's  choice,  yes  —  but  a  cabin-passen- 
ger's— 
The  man   made  for   the   ^>ecial   life   o'  the 

world  — 
Do  you  forget  him  ?    I  remember  though ! 
Consult  our  sliip's  conditions  and  yon  find 
One  and  but  one  choice  suitable  to  all ; 
The  choice,  that  you  unlnckily  prefer, 


Turning  things  topsy-turvy  —  they  or  it 

Going  to  the  ground.    Belief  or  unbelief 

Bears  upon  life,  determines  its  whole  course, 

Begins  at  its  beginning.    8ee  the  world 

Such  as  it  is, — ^ou  made  it  not,  nor  I ; 

I  mean  to  take  it  as  it  is,  —  and  you, 

Not  so  vou  'U  take  it,  —  though  you  get  naught 

else. 
I  know  the  special  kind  of  life  I  like. 
What  suits  tne  most  my  idiosyncrasy. 
Brings  out  the  best  of  me  and  bears  me  fruit 
In  power,  peace,  pleasantuesti  and  length  of 

daj's. 
I  find  that  ooeitive  belief  does  this 
For  me,  ana  unbelief,  no  whit  of  this. 
—  For  you,  it  does,  however  ?  —  that,  we  '11  try  I 
'T  is  clear,  I  cannot  lead  my  life,  at  least, 
Induce  the  world  to  let  me  peaceably. 
Without  declaring  at  the  outset,  **  Friends, 
I  absolutely  and  peremptorily 
Believe  I  "  —  I  sav,  faith  is  my  waking  life : 
One  sleeps,  indeed,  and  dreams  at  intervals. 
We  know,  but  waking  's  the  main  point  with 

And  mTp«.™i<»'.f«  life'.  waW  part. 

Acoordmglv,  I  use  heart,  head  and  hand 

All  day,  I  build,  scheme,  stndy,  and  make 

friends ; 
And  when  night  overtakes  me,  down  I  lie. 
Sleep,  dream  a  little,  and  get  done  with  it. 
The  sooner  the  better,  to  begin  afresh. 
What 's  midn^ht  doubt  before  the  dayspring's 

faith? 
You,  the  philosopher,  that  disbelieve. 
That  recognize  the  night,  give  dreams  their 

weight  — 
To  be  consistent  you  should  keep  your  bed. 
Abstain  from  healthy  acts  that  prove  you  man. 
For  fear  3'ou  drowse  perhaps  at  unawares  1 
Aiid  certainly  at  night  yon  'U  sleep  and  dream. 
Live  through  the  day  and  bustle  as  you  please. 
And  so  yon  live  to  sleep  as  I  to  wake, 
To  unbelieve  as  I  to  still  believe  ? 
Well,  and  the  common  sense  o*  the  world  caUs 

you 
Bed-ridden,  —  and  its  good  things  oome  to  me. 
Its  estimation,  which  is  half  the  fight. 
That 's  the  first-cabin  comfort  I  secui*e  : 
The  next  .  .  .  but  you  perceive  with  half  an 

eye  I 
Come,  come,  it 's  best  believing,  if  we  may  ; 
You  can't  but  own  that  I 

Next,  concede  again. 
If  once  we  choose  belief,  on  all  accounts 
We  can't  be  too  decisive  in  our  faith. 
Conclusive  and  exclusive  in  its  terms. 
To  suit  ^  the  world  wliich  gives  us  the  good 

things. 
In  every  man's  career  are  certain  points 
Whereon  he  dares  not  be  indiiferetit ; 
The  world  detects  him  clearly,  if  h*^  dare, 
As  baffled  at  the  game,  and  losing  life. 
He  mav  care  little  or  he  may  care  much 
For  riches,  honor,  pleasnre,  work.  rei)ose. 
Since  various  theories  of  life  and  life's 
Success  are  extant  which  might  easily 
Comport  with  either  estimate  of  these  ; 
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And  whoeo  chooses  wealth  or  povertj, 
Labor  or  quiet,  is  not  judged  a  fool 
Because  hik  fellow  would  choose  otherwise : 
We  let  him  choose  upon  his  own  account 
So  long  as  he 's  consistent  with  his  choice. 
But  certain  points,  left  wholly  to  himself. 
When  once  a  man  has  arbitrated  on, 
We  say  he  must  succeed  there  or  go  hang. 
Thus,  he  should  wed  the  woman  he  loves  most 
Or  needs  most,  whatsoeVr  the  love  or  need  — 
For  he  can't  wed  twice.  Then,  he  must  avouch. 
Or  follow,  at  the  least,  sullioientlVf 
The  form  of  faith  his  conscience  holds  the  best, 
Whatever  the  process  of  conviction  was : 
For  nothing  can  compensate  his  mistake 
On  such  a  point,  the  man  himself  being  judge : 
He  cannot  wed  twice,  nor  twice  lose  his  soul. 

Well  now,  there  ^s  one  great  form  of  Christian 

faith 
I  happened  to  be  bom  in  —  which  to  teach 
Was  given  me  as  I  grew  up,  on  all  hands. 
As  best  and  readiest  means  of  living  by ; 
The  same  on  examination  beii^  proved 
The  most  pronounced  moreover,  fixed,  precise 
And  absolute  form  of  faith  in  the  whole  world — 
Accordingly,  most  potent  of  aU  forms 
For   working  on   the   world.      Observe,   my 

friend! 
Such  as  you  know  me,  I  am  free  to  say. 
In  these  hard  latter  days  which  hamper  one, 
Mvself  —  by  no  immoderate  exercise 
Oi  intellect  and  learning,  but  the  tact 
To  let  external  forces  work  for  me, 
—  Bid  the  street's  stones  be  bread  and  they  aie 

bread; 
Bid  Peter's  creed,  or  rather,  Hildebrand's, 
Exalt  me  o'er  m^  fellows  in  the  world 
And  make  my  hfe  an  ease  and  joy  and  pride ; 
It  does  so,  —  which  for  me  's  a  great   point 

gained, 
Who  have  a  soul  and  body  that  exact 
A  comfortable  care  in  many  ways. 
Tliere  's  power  in  me  and  will  to  dominate 
Which  I  must  exercise,  they  hurt  me  else : 
In  many  ways  I  need  mankind's  respect, 
Obedience,  and  the  love  that 's  bom  of  fear : 
While  at  the  same  time,  there 's  a  taste  I  have, 
A  toy  of  soul,  a  titillating  thing, 
Refuses  to  digest  these  dainties  crude. 
The  naked  life  is  gross  till  clothed  upon : 
I  must  take  what  men  offer,  with  a  iprace 
As  though  I  would  not,  could  I  help  it,  take ! 
An  uniform  I  wear  though  over-rich  — 
Something  imposed  on  me,  no  choice  of  mine ; 
No  faney-^ress  worn  for  pure  fancy's  sake 
And  despicable  therefore !  now  folk  kneel 
And  kiss  my  hand  —  of  course  the  Church's 

hand. 
Thus  I  am  made,  thus  life  is  best  for  me. 
And  thus  that  it  should  be  I  have  procured ; 
And  thus  it  could  not  be  another  way, 
I  venture  to  imagine. 

You '11  reply, 
So  far  my  choice,  no  doubt,  is  a  success ; 
But  were  I  made  of  better  elements^ 
With  nobler  instincts,  purer  tastes,  like  you, 


I  hardly  would  account  the  thing  snoceas 
Though  it  did  all  for  me  I  say. 

But,  friend. 
We  speak  of  what  is ;  not  of  what  might  be. 
And  now  't  were  better  if  't  were  otherwiBe. 
I  am  the  man  you  see  here  plain  enough : 
Grant  I  ^m  a  beast,  why,  beasts   must   lead 

beasts'  lives  I 
Suppose  I  own  at  once  to  tail  and  claws ; 
The  tailless  man  exceeds  me  :  but  being  tailed 
I  '11  lash  out  lion  fashion,  and  leave  apes 
To  dock  their  stump  and  dress  their  haunohea 

up. 
My  business  is  not  to  remake  myself. 
But  make  the  absolute  best  of  what  Qod  made. 
Or  —  our  first  simile  —  thougrh  you  prove  me 

doomed 
To  a  viler  berth  still,  to  the  steerage-hole. 
The  sheep-pen  or  the  pig-sty,  I  should  strive 
To  make  what  use  of  each  were  possible ; 
And  as  this  cabin  gets  upholstery, 
That  hutch  should  rustle  with  sufficient  straw. 

But,  friend,  I  don't  acknowledge  quite  so  fast 
I  fail  of  all  your  manhood's  lofty  tastes 
Enumerated  so  complacenUy, 
On  the  mere  gronna  that  you  forsooth  can  find 
In  this  particular  life  I  choose  to  lead 
No  fit  provision  for  them.    Can  you  not  ? 
Say  you,  my  fault  is  I  address  m3r8elf 
To  fi^roeser  estimators  than  should  judge  ? 
Ana  that 's  no  way  of  holding  up  the  soul. 
Which,  nobler,  needs  men's  praise  perhaps,  yet 

knows 
One   wise   man's   verdict   outweighs   all   the 

fools'  — 
Would  like  the  two,  but,  forced  to  choose, 

takes  that. 
I  pine  among  my  million  imbeciles 
(You  think)  aware  some  dozen  men  of  sense 
Eye  me  and  know  me,  whether  I  b^eve 
In  the  last  winking  Virein,  as  I  vow. 
And  am  a  fool,  or  disbelieve  in  her 
And  am  a  knave,  —  approve  in  neither  case. 
Withhold  their  voices  though  I  look  their  way : 
Like  Verdi  when,  at  his  worst  opera's  end 
(The  thing  they  gave  at  Florence,  —  what 's  its 

name  ?) 
While  the  mad  houseful's  plaudits  near  out> 

bang 
His  orchestra  of  salt-box,  tongs,  and  bones. 
He   looks   through   all   the   roaring  and  the 

wreaths 
Where  sits  Rossini  patient  in  his  stall. 

Nay,  friend,    I   meet  you  with  an  answer 

here  — 
lliat  even  your  prime  men  who  appraise  their 

kind^ 
Are  men  sdll,  catch  a  wheel  within  a  wheel. 
See  more  in  a  truth  than  the  truth's  simple  self, 
Confiwe  thenuielves.     You  see  lads  walk  the 

street 
Sixty  the  minute  ;  what 's  to  note  in  that  ? 
You  see  one  lad  o'erstride  a  chimney-stack  ; 
Him  yon  must  watch  —  he 's  sure  to  fall,  yet 

stands  I 
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Our  intenet  *s  on  the  dangerous  edge  of  things. 
The  honest  thief,  the  tender  mniderer, 
The  saperstitioos  atheist,  demirep 
That  loTes  and  saves  her  soul  in  new  French 

books  — 
We  watoh  while  these  in  eqailihriam  keep 
The  giddy  line  midwav  :  one  step  aside. 
They  're  classed  and  done  with.    I,  then,  keep 

the  line 
Before  your  sages,  —  just  the  men  to  shrink 
From   the   gross   weights,    coarse  scales  and 

labels  oroad 
Yon  offer  their  refinement.    Fool  or  knave  ? 
Why  needs  a  bishop  be  a  fool  or  knave 
Wlien   there  's  a  thousand  diamond  weights 

between  ? 
So,  I  enlist  them.    Yonr  picked  twelve,  yon  *11 

find. 
Profess  themselves  indignant,  scandalised 
At  thus  bein|r  held  unable  to  explain 
How  a  superior  man  who  disbeheves 
May  not  believe  as  well:    that*s  Sohelling's 

way  I 
It 's  through  my  oomin^r  in  the  tail  of  time, 
Nieking  the  minute  with  a  happy  tact. 
Had  I  been  bom  three  hundred  yean  ago 
They  'd  say,  "  What 's  strange  ?    Blougram  of 

course  believes;  '^ 
And,   seventv    years    since,   *'  disbelieves    of 

course. 
But  now,  **  He  may  believe ;  and  yet,  and  yet 
How  can  he  ?  '^    All  eyes  turn  with  interest. 
Whereas,  step  off  the  Une  on  either  side  — 
You,  for  example,  clever  to  a  fault. 
The  rough  and  ready  man  who  ¥rrite  apace. 
Read  somewhat  seldomer,  think  perhaps  even 

lees  — 
You  disbelieve  I    Who  wonders  and  who  cares  ? 
Lord   So-and-So  —  his     coat   bedropped   with 


All  Peter's  chains  about  his  waist,  his  back 
Brave  with  the  needlework  of  Noodledom  — 
Believes  I    Again,  who  wonders  and  who  cares  ? 
But  I,  the  man  of  sense  and  learning  too. 
The  able  to  think^  yet  act,  the  this,  the  that, 
L  to  believe  at  this  late  time  of  day  I 
Enough  ;  yon  see,  I  need  not  fear  contempt. 

—  Except  it 's  yours  I    Admire  me  as  these 

may. 
Yon  don't.    But  whom  at  least  do  ^ou  admire  ? 
Present  your  own  perfection,  yonr  ideal. 
Your  pattern  man  fur  a   minute — oh,  make 

hastel 
Is  it  Napoleon  yon  would  have  us  grow  ? 
Concede  the  means ;  allow  his  heiMl  and  hand, 
(A  large  concession,  clever  as  you  are) 
Good  I    In  our  common  primal  element 
Of  unbelief  (we  can't  believe,  you  know  — 
We  're  still  at  that  admission,  recollect  1) 
Where  do  you  find  —  apart  from,  towering  o'er 
The  secondary  temporary  aims 
Which  satisfy  the  gross  taste  you  despise  — 
Where  do  you  find  liis  star  ?  —  his  crazy  trust 
God  knows  through  what  or  in  what  ?  it 's  alive 
And  shines  and  leads  him,  and  that 's  all  we 

want. 
Have  we  aught  in  oar  sober  night  shall  point 


Such  ends  as  his  were,  and  direct  the  means 
Of  working  out  our  purpose  straight  as  his, 
Nor  bring  a  moment  s  trouble  on  success 
With  after-care  to  justify  the  same  ? 
—  Be  a  Napoleon,  and  yet  disbelieve  — 
Why,  the  man 's  mad,  friend,  take  his  light 

away  I 
What 's  the  vague  good  o'  the  world,  for  which 

you  dare 
With  comfort  to  yourself  blow  millions  up  ? 
We  neither  of  us  see  it  I  we  do  see 
The  blown>np  millions  —  spatter  of  their  brains 
And  writhing  of  their  bowels  and  so  forth. 
In  tliat  bewildering  entanglement 
Of  horrible  eventualities 
Past  calculation  to  the  end  of  time  I 
Can  I  mistake  for  some  clear  word  of  God 
(Which  were  my  ample  warrant  for  it  all) 
His  puff  of  hasi^  instmct,  idle  talk, 
''  The  State,  that 's  I,"  quack-nonsense  about 

crowns. 
And  (when  one  beats  the  man  to  his  last  hold) 
A  vague  idea  of  setting  things  to  rights, 
Poliomg  people  efiicaciously. 
More  to  tneir  profit,  most  of  all  to  his  own ; 
The  whole  to  end  that  dismallest  of  ends 
By  an  Austrian  marriage,  cant  to  us  the  Church, 
And  resurrection  of  the  old  regime  ? 
Would  I,  who  hope  to  live  a  dozen  years. 
Fight  Austerlitz  for  reasons  such  and  such  ? 
No :  for,  concede  me  but  the  merest  chance 
Doubt  may  be  wrong  —  there 's  judgment,  life 

to  come  1 
With   just   tliat  chance,  I  dare  not.    Doubt 

proves  rurht  *? 
This  present  me  is  all  ?  ~  you  offer  me 
Its  dozen  noisy  years,  without  a  chance 
That  wedding  an  archduchess,  wearing  lace. 
And  getting  called  by  divers  new-coined  nmwAa^ 
Will  drive  off  ugly  thoughts  and  let  me  dine, 
Sleep,  read  and  chat  in  quiet  as  I  like ! 
Therefore  I  will  not. 

Take  another  case ; 
Fit  up  the  cabin  yet  another  way. 
What  say  you  to  the  poets  ?  shall  we  write 
Hamlet.  Othello  —  make  the  world  our  own, 
Without  a  risk  to  run  of  either  sort  ? 
I  can't !  —  to  put  the  strongest  reason  first. 
**  But  try,]'  you  uqpe,  **  the  trying  shall  suffice ; 
The  aim,  if  reached  or  not,  mutes  great  the 

Ufe: 
Try  to  be  Shakespeare,  leave  the  rest  to  fate  I " 
Spare  my  self-knowledge  — there 's  no  fooling 

me  I 
If  I  prefer  remaining  my  poor  self,  ^ 
I  say  so  not  in  self -dispraise  but  praise. 
If  I  'm  a  Shakespeare,  let  the  well  alone  ; 
Why  should  I  try  to  be  what  now  I  am  ? 
If  I  'm  no  Shakespeare,  as  too  probable,  y- 
His  power  and  consciousness  and  self-del^ht 
And  all  we  want  in  common,  shall  I  find  — 
Trying  forever  ?  whUe  on  points  of  taste 
Wherewith,  to  speak  it  humbly,  he  and  I 
Are  dowered  alike  —  I  'U  ask  you,  I  or  he, 
Which  in  our  two  lives  realizes  most  ? 
Much,  he  imagined  —  somewhat,  I  possess. 
He  had  the  imagination ;  stick  to  that  I 
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Let  him  sav,  "  In  the  face  of  my  sours  works 
Your  world  is  worthless  and  I  touch  it  not 
Lest  I  should  wrong  them"  — I'll  withdraw 

my  plea. 
But  does  he  say  so  ?  look  upon  his  life  ! 
Himself,  who  only  can,  sives  judgment  there. 
He  leaves  his  towers  and  gor^ous  palaces 
To  build  the  trimmest  house  in  Stratford  town  : 
Saves    money,  spends  it,  owns  tlie  worth  oi 

things, 
Giulio  Romano's  pictures,  Dowland's  lute ; 
Enjoys  a  show,  respects  the  puppets,  too. 
And  none  more,  had  he  seen  its  entry  once, 
Than  ''  Pandulph,  of  fair  Milan  cardinal." 
Wliy  then  should  I  who  play  that  personage. 
The  very  Pandulph  Shakespeare  ^s  fancy  made, 
Be  told  that  had  the  poet  chanced  to  start 
From  where  I  stand  now  (some  degree  like 

mine 
Being  just  the  goal  he  ran  his  race  to  reach) 
He  would  have  run  the  whole  race  back,  for- 
sooth. 
And  left  being  Pandulph,  to  begin  write  plays  ? 
Ah,  the  earth's  best  can  be  but  the  earth's  best  I 
Did  Shakespeare  live,  he  could  but  sit  at  home 
And  get  himself  in  dreams  the  Vatican, 
Gi*eek  busts,  Venetian  paintings,  Roman  walls, 
And  English  books,  none  eaual  to  his  own, 
Wliich  1  read,  bound  in  gold  (he  never  did). 
—  Temi's  fall,    Naples'    bay,  and   Gothard's 

top  — 
Eh,  friend  ?    I  could  not  fancy  one  of  these ; 
But,  as  I  pour  this  claret,  there  they  are : 
I  've  gained  them  —  crossed  Saint  Gothard  last 

July 
With  t«n  mules  to  the  carriage  and  a  bed 
Slung  inside ;  is  my  hap  the  worse  for  that  ? 
We  want  the  same  things,  Shakespeare  and  my- 
self. 
And  what  I  want,  I  have  :  he,  pfted  more. 
Could  fancy  he  too  had  them  when  he  likea, 
But  not  so  thoroughly  that,  if  fate  allowed. 
He  would  not  have  them  abo  in  mv  sense. 
We  play  one  game ;  I  send  the  ball  aloft 
No  less  adroitly  that  of  fifty  strokes 
Scarce  five  eo  o'er  the  wall  so  wide  and  high 
Which  sends  them  back  to  me :  I  wish  and  get. 
He  struck  balls  higher  and  wdth  better  skill. 
But  at  a  poor  fence  level  with  his  head. 
And  hit  —  his  Stratford  house,  a  coat  of  arms, 
Successful  dealings  in  his  grain  and  wool,  — 
While  I  receive  heaven's  incense  in  my  nose 
And  style  myself  the  cousin  of  Queen  Bess. 
Ask  him,  if  this  life  *8  all,  who  wins  the  game  ? 

Believe  —  and  our  whole  argument  breaks  up. 
Enthusiasm 's  the  best  thing,  I  repeat ; 
Only,  we  can't  command  it ;  fire  and  life 
Are  all,  dead  matter 's  nothing,  we  agree  : 
And  be  it  a  mad  dream  or  God's  very  breath. 
The  fact 's  the  same,  —  belief  *s  fire,  once  in  us. 
Makes  of  all  else  mere  stuff  to  show  itself  : 
We  penetrate  our  life  with  such  a  glow 
As  wre  lends  wood  and  iron  —  this  turns  steel, 
That  bums  to  ash  —  aU  's  one,  fiire  proves  its 

power 
For  good  or  ill,  since  men  call  flare  success. 
But  paint  a  fire,  it  will  not  therefore  bum. 


Light  one  in  me,  I  '11  find  it  food  enough  ! 
Why,  to  be  Luther  —  that 's  a  life  to  lead. 
Incomparably  better  than  my  own. 
He  comes,  reclaims  Gkxl's  earth  for  God,  he 

says, 
Sets  up  God's  rule  again  by  simple  means, 
Reonens  a  shut  book,  and  all  is  done. 
He  nared  out  in  the  flaring  of  mankind  ; 
Such  Luther's  luck  was:  how  shall  such  be 

mine? 
If  he  succeeded,  nothii^  's  left  to  do : 
And  if  he  did  not  altogether —  well. 
Strauss   is   the   next  advance.      All   Stranas 

should  be 
I  might  be  also.    But  to  what  result  ? 
He  looks  upon  no  future  :  Luther  did. 
What  can  I  gain  on  the  denj'ing  side  ? 
Ice  makes  no  conflagration.    State  the  facts, 
Read  the  text  rif  ht,  emancipate  l^e  world  — 
The  emancipated  world  eniovs  itself 
With  scarce  a  thank-yon  :  Blougram  told  it  fint 
It  could  not  owe  a  fairthing,  —  not  to  him 
More  tlian  Saint  Paul  I  't  would  press  its  pay. 

you  think  ? 
Then  add  there 's  still  that  plaguy  hundredth 

chance 
Strauss  may  be  wrong.    And  so  a  risk  is  ran  — 
For  what  gain  ?  not  for  Luther's,  who  secured 
A  real  heaven  in  his  heart  throughout  his  life, 
Supposuig  death  a  little  altered  things. 

**  Ay,  but  since  really  you  lack  faith,"  you 

*'  Ton  run  the  same  risk  really  on  all  sides. 

In  cool  indifference  as  bold  unbelief. 

Ab  well  be  Strauss  as  swing  'twixt  Paul  and 

him. 
It 's  not  worth  having,  such  imperfect  futh. 
No  more  available  to  do  faith's  work 
Than  unbelief    like    mine.    Whole  faith,   or 

none  1 " 

Softly,   my   friend  I    I   must   dispute   that 
point. 
Once  own  the  use  of  faith,  I  '11  find  you  faith. 
We  're  back  on  Christian  ground.    Ton  caU  for 

faith  : 
I  show  you  doubt,  to  prove  that  faith  exists. 
The  more  of  doubt,  the  stronger  faith,  I  say, 
If  faith  o'ercomes  doubt.    How  I  know  it  does  ? 
By  life  and  man's  free  will,  God  ^re  for  that ! 
To   mould   life   as  we  choose   it,  shows  our 

choice  : 
That's  our  one  act,  the  previous  work's  his 

own. 
Ton  criticise  ihe  soul  ?  it  reared  this  tree  — 
This  broad  life  and  whatever  fruit  it  bears ! 
What  matter  though  I  doubt  at  every  pore. 
Head-doubts,  heart-doubts,  doubts  at  my  fin- 
gers' endSf 
Doubts  in  the  trivial  work  of  every  day, 
Doubts  at  the  very  bases  of  my  soul 
In  the  grand  moments  when  she  probes  her- 

If  finally  I  have  a  life  to  show. 
The  thing  I  did,  brought  out  in  evidence 
Against  the  thing  done  to  me  underground 
By  hell  and  all  its  brood,  for  aught  I  know  ' 
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I  say,  whenoe  sprangr  this?  shows  it  faith  or 

donbt  ? 
All  ^8  doubt  in  me  ;  where  ^s  break  of  faith  in 

this? 
It  is  the  idea,  the  feeling  and  the  love, 
God  means  mankind  shoold  strive  for  and  show 

forth 
Whatever  be  the  prooess  to  that  end,  — 
And  not  historic  knowledge,  logic  sound. 
And  metaphysical  acumen,  sure  I 
'*  What  think  ve of  Christ,''  friend?  when  all 's 

done  ana  said, 
Like  you  this  Christianity  or  not  ? 
It  may  be  false,  but  will  you  wish  it  true  ? 
Has  it  your  vote  to  be  so  if  it  can  ? 
Trust  yon  an  instinct  silenced  long  ago 
'Fhat  will  break  silence  and  enjoin  you  love 
What  mortified  philosophy  is  hoarse, 
And  all  in  vain,  with  bidding  you  despise  ? 
If  you  desire  faith  —  then  you  We  faitn  enough : 
What  else  seeks  Gk>d  —  nay,  what  else  seek  our- 
selves? 
Ton  form  a  notion  of  me,  we  '11  suppose, 
On  hearsav  :  it  *s  a  favorable  one  : 
*'But  still      (you  add),  '"there  was  no  such 

good  man. 
Because  of  contradiction  in  the  facts. 
One  proves,  for  instance,  he  was  bom  in  Rome, 
ThisBlougram ;  yet  throughout  the  tales  ol  him 
I  see  he  figures  as  an  Englishman.'^ 
Well,  the  two  things  are  reconcilable. 
But  would  I  rather  you  discovered  that. 
Subjoining  —  *'  Still,  what  matter  though  they 

be? 
Blougram  concenia  me   naught,  bom  here  or 

there." 

Pure  faith  indeed  — you  know  not  what  yon 

ask ! 
Naked  belief  in  Grod  the  Omnipotent, 
Omiuscient,  Omnipresent,  seats  too  much 
The  sense  of  conscious  creatures  to  be  borne. 
It  were  the  seeing  him,  no  flesh  shall  dara. 
Some   think.  Creation's  meant  to  show  him 

forth : 
I  sav  it 's  meant  to  hide  him  all  it  can. 
Ana  that 's  what  all  the  blessed  evil 's  for. 
Its  use  in  Time  is  to  environ  us, 
Our   breath,   our   drop  of   dew,   with   shield 

enough  ^ 
Against  that  sight  till  we  can  bear  its  stress. 
Under  a  vertical  sun,  the  exposed  brain 
And  lidlera  eye  and  disemprisoned  heart 
Leas  certidnly  would  wither  up  at  once 
Than  mind,  confronted  with  the  truth  of  him. 
But  time  and  earth  case-harden  us  to  live  j 
The  feeblest  sense  is  trusted  most:  the  child 
Feeds  Qod  a  moment,  ichors  o'er  tne  place. 
Flays  on  and  grows  to  be  a  man  like  us. 
With  me,  faith  means  perpetual  unbelief 
Kept  quiet  like  the  snake  'neath  Michael's  foot 
Who  stands   calm    just   because   he   feels    it 

writhe. 
Or,  if  that 's  too  ambitions,  —  here  's  my  box  — 
I  need  the  excitation  of  a  pinch 
Threatening  the  torpor  of  the  inside-nose 
Nigh  on  the  imminent  sneeze  that  never  comes. 
'*  Leave  it  in  peace,"  advise  the  simple  folk : 


Make  it  aware  of  peace  by  itching-fits. 
Say  I  —  let  doubt  occauon  still  more  faith  I 

You  'II  say,  once  all  believed,  man,  woman, 

child. 
In  that  dear  middle-age  these  noodles  praise. 
How  yon  'd  exult  if  I  could  put  you  back 
Six  hundred  years,  blot  out  cosmogony. 
Geology,  ethnology,  wliat  not, 
(Greek  endings,  each  the  little  pa8sing*bell 
That  signifies  some  faith 's  about  to  die). 
And  set  you  square  with  Genesis  again,  — 
When  such  a  traveller  told  you  his  last  news. 
He  saw  the  ark  artop  of  Ararat 
But  did  not  climb  there  since  't  was  getting 

dusk 
And  robber-bands  infest  the  mountain's  foot ! 
How  should  von  feel,  I  ask,  in  such  an  age, 
How  act  ?    As  other  people  felt  and  did ; 
With  soul  more    blank  than  this   decanter's 

knob. 
Believe  —  and  yet  lie,  kill,  rob,  fornicate, 
Full  in  belief's  face,  like  the  beast  you  'd  be  I 

No,  when  the  fight  begins  within  himself, 
A  man 's  worth  sometliing.    God  stoope  o'er  his 

head, 
Satan  looks  up  between  his  feet  — both  tug — 
He 's  left,  himself,   i'    the   middle :  the  soul 

wakes 
And  grows.    Prolong  tliat  battle  through  his 

life! 
Never  leave  growing  till  the  life  to  come  I 
Here,  we  've  got  culous  to  the  Virgin's  winks 
That  used  to  puzzle  people  wholesomely : 
Men  have  outgrown  the  shame  of  being  fools. 
What  are  the  laws  of  nature,  not  to  bend 
If  the  Church  bid  them  ?  — brother  Newman 

asks. 
Up  with  the  Immaculate  Conception,  then  — 
On  to  the  rack  with  faith  I  —  is  my  advice. 
Will  not  that  hurry  us  upon  our  knees, 
Knocking  our  breasts,      It  can't  be  —  yet  it 

shaU! 
Who  am  I,  the  worm,  to  argue  with  my  Pope  ? 
Low  thiuCT  confound  the  high  things  !  '  and  so 

forth. 
That 's  better  than  acquitting  God  with  grace  ^ 
As  some  folk   do.    He's  tried  —  no  case   ip 

proved. 
Philosophy  is  lenient  —  he  may  go ! 

Tou  '11  say,  the  old  system 's  not  so  obsolete 
But  men  believe  still :  ay,  but  who  and  where  ? 
King  Bomba's  lazzaroni  foster  yet 
The  sacred  flame,  so  Antonelli  writes ; 
But  even  of  these,  what  ragamuffin-saint 
Believes  God  watches  him  continually, 
As  he  believes  in  fire  that  it  will  bum. 
Or  rain  that  it  will  drench  him  ?    Break  fire's 

law. 
Sin  against  rain,  although  the  penalty 
Bejust  a  mage  or  soaking  ?    *^  No,"  he  smiles ; 
*'  Tnose  laws  are  laws  that  can  enforce  them* 

selves." 

The  sum  of  all  is  —  yes,  my  doubt  is  great, 
My  faith 's  still  greater,  then  my  faith 's  enough. 
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I  have  read  mnislL,  thongfat  mach,  ezperievoed 

much, 
Tet  would  die  rather  than  avow  my  fear 
The  Naples'  liquefaction  may  be  false, 
When  set  to  happen  by  the  palaoe-cloek 
Aoooidin?  to  the  clouds  or  dinner^ame. 
I  hear  yon  recommend,  I  might  at  least 
Eliminate,  decrassify  my  faiui 
Since  I  adopt  it ;  keeping  what  I  must 
And  leaving  what  I  can  —  such  points  as  this. 
I  won't  —  that  is,  I  can't  throw  one  awsr. 
Supposing  there 's  no  truth  in  what  I  hdTd 
About  the  need  of  trial  to  man's  faith, 
Still,  when  you  bid  me  purify  the  same. 
To  such  a  process  I  discern  no  end. 
Clearing  on  one  excrescence  to  see  two, 
There  's  eyer  a  next  in  size,  now  grown  as  big. 
That  meets  the  knife :  I  cut  and  out  again  I 
First  out  the  Liquefaction,  what  comes  last 
But  Fiehte's  clever  cut  at  Grod  himself  ? 
Experimentalize  on  sacred  things  I 
I  trust  nor  hand  nor  eye  nor  heart  nor  brain 
To  stop  betimes  :  they  all  get  drunk  alike. 
The  first  step,  1  am  master  not  to  take. 

Tou  'd  find  the  outting^prooess  to  your  taste 
As  much  as  leaving  growths  of  lies  unpruned. 
Nor  see  more  danger  in  it,  —  you  retort. 
Tour  taste  's  worth  mine  ;  but  my  taste  proves 

more  wise 
When  we  consider  that  the  steadfast  hold 
On  the  extreme  end  of  the  chain  of  faith 
Gives  all  the  advanta^,  makes  the  difference 
With  the  roush  purbbnd  mass  we  seek  to  rule : 
We  are  their  lords,  or  they  are  free  of  us, 
Just  as  we  tighten  or  relax  our  hold. 
So,  other  matters  equal,  we  'U  revert 
To  the  first  problem  —  which,  if  solved  my  way 
And  thrown  into  the  balance,  turns  the  scale  — 
How  we  may  lead  a  comfortable  life. 
How  suit  our  luggage  to  the  cabin's  size. 

Of  course  yon  are  remarking  all  this  time 
How  narrowly  and  grossly  I  view  life. 
Respect  the  creature-comforts,  care  to  rule 
The  masses,  and  regard  complacenUy 
^'  Tlie  cabin."  in  our  old  phrase.     Well,  I  do. 
I  act  for,  talk  for,  live  for  this  world  now, 
As  this  world  prizes  action,  life  and  talk  : 
No  prejudice  to  what  next  world  may  prove, 
Whose  new  laws  and  requirements,  my  best 

pledge 
To  observe  then,  is  that  I  observe  these  now, 
Shall  do  hereafter  what  I  do  meanwhUe. 
Let  us  concede  (gratuitously  though) 
Next  life  relieves  the  soul  of  body,  yields 
Pure  spiritual  en jo;nnent :  well,  my  friend. 
Why  lose  this  life  i'  the  meantime,  since  its  use 
May  be  to  make  the  next  life  more  intense  ? 

Do  you  know,  I  have  often  had  a  dream 
(Work  it  up  in  your  next  month's  article) 
Of  man's  poor  spirit  in  its  progress,  still 
Losing  true  life  forever  and  a  day 
Through  ever  trying  to  be  and  ever  being  — 
In  the  evolution  of  successive  spheres  — 
Btfore  its  actual  sphere  and  place  of  life, 
Hufway  into  the  next,  which  having  reached, 


It  shoots  with  corresponding  foolery 

Halfway  into  the  next  still,  on  and  off  I 

As  when  a  traveller,  bound  £rom  North  to 

South, 
Scouts  fur  in  Russia :  what 's  its  use  in  France  ? 
In  France  spurns  flannel :  where 's  its  need  in 

Spain? 
In  Spain  drops  doth,  too  onmbrens  for  Algiere  I 
Linen  goes  next,  and  last  the  skin  itself, 
A  superfluity  at  Timbnctoo. 
When,  through  his  journey,  was  the  fool  at 

ease? 
I'm  at  ease  now,  friend ;  worldly  in  this  world, 
I  take  and  like  its  way  of  life ;  I  think 
My  brothers,  who  administer  the  means. 
Live  better  tor  my  comfort — that 's  good  too ; 
And  Qod,  if  he  pronounce  U|Km  such  life, 
^proves  my  service,  which  is  better  stili. 
It  he  keep  suence,  —  why,  for  vou  or  me 
Or   that    brute    beast   puUed-up  in  to-day's 

"Times," 
What  odds  is 't,  save  to  ourselves,  what  life  we 

lead? 

Tou  meet  me  at  this  issue :  you  declare, — 
All  special-pleading  done  with — truth  is  truth. 
And  lustifies  itself  by  undreamed  ways. 
Ton  aon't  fear  but  it 's  better,  if  we  doubt. 
To  say  so,  act  up  to  our  truth  perceived 
However  feebly.    Do  then,  —  act  away  ! 
'T  is  there  I  'm  on  the  watch  for  you.    How 

one  acts 
Is,  both  of  us  agree,  our  chief  concern : 
And^  how  yon  ^11  act  is  what  I  fain  would  see 
If,  like  the  candid  person  you  appear, 
Tou  dare   to   make  the  most  of  your  life's 

scheme 
As  I  of  mine,  live  up  to  its  full  law 
Since  there  's  no  higher  law  that  oounterehecks. 
Put  natural  religion  to  the  test 
Tou've  ^ust  demolished  the  revealed  with  — 

quick, 
Down  to  the  root  of  all  that  checks  your  will. 
All  prohibition  to  lie,  kill  and  thieve, 
Or  even  to  be  an  atheistic  priest ! 
Suppose  a  pricking  to  incontinence  — 
Philosophers  deduce  you  chastity 
Or  shame,  from  iust  the  fact  that  at  the  first 
Whoso  embraced  a  woman  in  the  field, 
Threw  club  down  and  forewent  his  brains  be- 
side. 
So,  stood  a  ready  victim  in  the  reach 
Of  any  brother  savage,  dub  in  hand  ; 
Hence  saw  the  use  of  going  out  of  sight 
In  wood  or  cave  to  prosecute  his  loves : 
I  read  this  in  a  French  book  t'other  day. 
Does  law  so  analyzed  coeree  you  much  r 
Oh,  men  spin  clouds  of  fuzz  where  matters  end. 
But  you  who  reach  where  the  first  thread  be- 

Tou  '11  soon  cut  that !  —  which  means  you  can, 

but  won't. 
Through  certain  instincts,  blind,  unreasoned* 

out, 
Tou  dare  not  set  aside,  yon  can't  tell  why. 
But  there  they  are,  and  so  you  let  them  rule. 
Then,  friend,  you  seem  as  much  a  slave  as  I, 
A  liar,  oonsoions  ooward  and  hypocrite, 
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Withoat  the  good  the  Blave  ezpeets  to  get. 
In  case  he  has  »  master  after  till  I 
You  own  your  instinets  ?  why,  what  else  do  I, 
Who  want,  am  made  for,  and  must  hnve  a  God 
Ere  I  can  be  aught,  do  aught  ?  —  no  mere  name 
Want,  but  the  true  thing  with  what  proves  its 

truth. 
To  wit,  a  rehitiou  from  that  thing  to  me. 
Touching  from  head  to  foot — which  touch  I 

feel, 
And  with  it  take  the  rest,  this  life  of  ours  I 
I  live  my  life  here ;  yours  yon  dare  not  live. 


—  Not  as  I  state  it,  who  (you  please  subjoin) 
Disfigure  such  a  Uf e  and  caJu  it  names. 
While,  to  your  miiid,  remains  another  way 
For  simple  men :  knowledge  and  power  have 

rights. 
But  ignorance  and  weakness  have  rights  too. 
There  needs  no  crudal  effort  to  find  truth 
If  here  or  there  or  anvwhere  about : 
We  ought  to  turn  each  side,  try  hard  and  see. 
And  if  we  can't,  be  glad  we  'ts  earned  at  least 
The  right,  by  one  laborious  proof  the  more, 
To  graae  in  peace  earth's  plfwsant  pasturage. 
Men  are  not  angels,  neither  are  they  brutes  : 
Something  we  may  see,  all  we  cannot  see. 
What  need  of  lying  ?    I  say,  I  see  all, 
And  swear  to  each  detail  the  most  minute 
In  what  I  think  a  Pan's  face  —  you,  mere  cloud : 
I  swear  I  hear  him  speak  and  see  him  wink. 
For  fear,  if  once  I  drop  the  emphasis. 
Mankind  may  doubt  there 's  any  cloud  at  all. 
Yon  take  the  simple  life — ready  to  see, 
Willing  to  see  (for  no  cloud 's  worth  a  face)  — 
And  leaving  quiet  what  no  strength  can  move, 
And  which,  who  bids  you  move?  who  has  the 

right? 
I  bid  you  ;  but  you  are  God's  sheep,  not  mine : 
''  Ptulor  est  tui  Dominus."    You  find 
In  this  the  pleasant  i^ture  of  our  life 
Much  you  may  eat  without  the  least  offence. 
Much  yon  don't  eat  because  your  maw  objects. 
Much  you  would  eat  but  that  your  f ellcrw-flock 
Open  neat  eyes  at  yon  and  even  butt. 
And  thereupon  you  like  your  mates  so  well 
You  cannot  please  yourself,  offending  them  ; 
Though  when  they  seem  exorbitantly  sheep. 
You  weigh  your  pleasure  with  their  butts  and 

bleats 
And  strike  the  balance.     Sometimes  certain 

fears 
Kestrain  you,  i-eal  checks  since  yon  find  them 

so ; 
Sometimes   you  please   yourself  and  nothing 

checks: 
And  thus  you  graxe  through  life  with  not  one 

lie. 
And  like  it  best. 

But  do  you,  in  truth's  name  ? 
If  so,  yon  beat  —  which  means  you  are  not  I  — 
Who  needs  must  make  earth  mine  and  feed  my 
fill 

Not  simply  unbutted  at,  unbickered  with. 
But  motioned  to  the  velvet  of  the  sward 
By  those  obsequious  wethers'  very  selves. 
Look  at  me,  sir ;  my  sge  is  double  yours : 


At  yours,  I  knew  beforehand,  so  enjoyed. 
What  now  I  should  be  —  as,  permit  the  word« 
I  pretty  well  imagine  your  whole  range 
And  stretch  of  tether  twenty  years  to  come. 
We  both  have  minds  and  bodies  much  alike  : 
In  truth's  name,  don't  vou  want  my  bishopric. 
My  daily  bread,  my  innnence,  and  mv  state  ? 
You  're  young.    I  'm  old ;  you  must  be  old  one 

day; 
Will  you  find  then,  as  I  do  hour  by  hour. 
Women  their  lovers  kneel  to,  who  ont  curls 
From  your  fat  la|>-do^'s  ear  to  grace  a  brooch  — 
Dukes,  who  petition  just  to  kiss  your  ring — 
With  much  beside  you  know  or  may  conceive  f 
Suppose  we  die  to-night :  well,  here  am  I, 
Such  were  my  gains,  life  bore  this  fruit  to 

me. 
While  writing  all  the  same  my  articles 
On  music,  poetry,  the  fictile  vase 
Found  at  Albano,  chess,  Anacreon's  Greek. 
But  you  -^  the  highest  honor  in  your  life. 
The  thing  you  'U  crown  yourself  with,  all  your 

days, 
Is  —  dining  here  and  drinking  this  last  glass 
I  pour  you  out  in  sign  of  amity 
Before  we  ^art  forever.    Of  your  power 
And  social  mfluence,  worldly  worth  in  short. 
Judge  what 's  my  estimation  bv  the  fact, 
I  do  not  condescend  to  enjoin,  beseech. 
Hint  secrecy  on  one  of  lUl  these  words  I 
You  're  shrewd  and  know  that  should  you  pub- 
lish one 
The  world  would  brand  the  lie — my  enemies 

first. 
Who'd  sneer  — ** the  bishop's  an  arch-hypo- 
crite 
And  knave  perhaps,  but  not  so  frank  a  fool." 
Whereas  I  should  not  dare  for  both  my  ears 
Breathe  one  such  syllable,  smile  one  such  smilsi 
Before  the  chaplain  who  refiects  myself  — 
My  shade 's  so  much  more  potent  than  your 

flesh. 
What 's  your  reward,  self-abnegating  friend  ? 
Stood  3rou  confessed  of  those  exoeptioiuU 
And  privileged  great  natures  that  dwarf  mine  — 
A  zealot  with  a  mad  ideal  in  reach, 
A  poet  just  about  to  print  his  ode, 
A  statesman  with  a  scheme  to  stop  this  war. 
An  artist  whose  religion  is  his  art  — 
I  should  have  nothing  to  object :  such  men 
Carry  the  fire,  all  thines  grow  warm  to  them. 
Their  drugget's  worth  my  purple,  they  beat 

me. 
Bnt  you,  —  you  're  just  as  little  those  as  I  — 
Yon,  Gigadibs,  who,  thirty  years  of  age, 
Write  statedly  for  Blackwood 'n  Magazine, 
Believe  yon  see  two  points  in  Hamlet's  soul  ^ 
Unseized  by  the  Germans  yet  —  which  view 

yon  '11  print  — 
Meantime  the  best  you  have  to  show  being  still 
That  lively  lightsome  article  we  took 
Almost   for   the   true    l>icken8,  —  what 's  its 

name  ? 
"  The  Slnm  and  Cellar,  or  Whitechapel  life 
Limned  after  dark  1 "  it  made  nie  langh,  I  know. 
And  pleased  a  month,  and  brought  you  in  ten 

pounds. 
—  Success  I  reooguive  and  compliment. 
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And  therefore  give  you,  if  you  chooHe,  tliree 

words 
(The  card  and  pencil-scratch  is  quite  enotwh) 
Which  whether  here,  in  J>ublin  or  New  York, 
Will  get  you,  prompt  as  at  my  eyebrow's  wink, 
Such  terms  as  never  you  aspired  to  get 
In  all  our  own  reviews  and  some  not  ours. 
Go  write  your  lively  sketches !  be  the  first 
"  Blougram,  or  The  Eccentric  Confidence  "  — 
Or  better  simply  say,  **  The  Outward-bound." 
Why,  men  as  soon  would  throw  it  in  my  teeth 
As  copy  and  quote  the  infamy  chalked  broad 
About  me  on  the  church-door  ojyposite. 
You  will  not  wait  for  that  experience  though, 
I  fancy,  howsoever  you  decide, 
To  discontinue  —  not  detesting,  not 
Defaming,  but  at  least  —  despising  me ! 


Over  his  wine  so  smiled  and  talked  his  hour 
Sylvester  Blougram,  styled  in  partibus 
JEpiscopus^  nee  non  —  (the  deuce  knows  what 
It  |s  changed  to  by  our  novel  hierarchy) 
Witli  Gigadibs  the  literary  man, 
Who  placed  with  spoons,  explored  his  platens 

design. 
And  ranged  the  olive-stones  about  its  edge, 
While  the  great  bishop  rolled  him  out  a  mind 
Lfong  crumpled,  till  ci-eased  consciousness  lay 

smooth. 

For  Blougi'am,  he  believed,  say,  half  he  spoke. 
The  other  portion,  as  he  shaped  it  thus 
For  ai^umentatory  purposes, 
He  felt  his  foe  was  foobsh  to  dispute. 
Some  arbiti'ary  accidental  thoughts 
That  crossed  his  mind,  amusing  because  new, 
He  chose  to  represent  as  fixtures  iJiere, 
Invariable  convictions  (such  they  seemed 
Beside  his  interlocutor's  loose  cards 
Flung  daily  down,  and  not  the  same  way  twice), 
Whi^  certain  hell-deep  instincts,  man^s  weak 

tongue 
Is  never  bold  to  utter  in  their  truth 
Because  styled  hell-deep  (^t  is  an  old  mistake 
To  place  hell  at  the  bottom  of  the  earth). 
He  Ignored  these,  —  not  hayii^  in  readiness 
Their  nomenclature  and  philosophy : 
He  said  true  things,  but  called  them  by  wrong 

names. 
"On  the  whole,''  he  thought,  "I  justify  myself 
On  every  point  where  cavillera  like  this 
Oppugn  my  life :  he  tries  one  kind  of  fence, 
I  close,  he  ^s  worsted,  that  ^s  enough  for  him. 
He  *s  on  the  ground :  if  ground  should  break 

away 
I  take  my  stand  on,  tbere  ^s  a  firmer  yet 
Beneath  it,  both  of  us  may  sink  and  reach. 
His  ground  was  over  mine  and  broke  the  first : 
So,  let  him  sit  with  me  this  many  a  year !  " 

He  did  not  sit  five  minutes.    Just  a  week 
SuiBced  his  sudden  healthy  vehemence. 
Something  had  struck  him  in  the  ^*  Outward- 
bound'* 
Another  way  tlian  Blougram *s  puri^ose  was : 
And  having  bought,  not  oabin-tuniiture 


But  settlerVimplements  (enough  for  three) 
And  started  for  Australia  —  there,  I  hope, 
By  this  time  he  has  tested  his  fimt  plouni. 
And  studied  his  last  chapter  of  Saint  John. 


CLEON 

**  As  certain  also  of  your  own  poets  have  said  "  — 

Cleon  the  poet  (from  the  sprinkled  isles, 

Lily  on  lily,  tliat  o'erlace  tJie  sea. 

And  laugh  their  pride  when  the  light  wave  tiqps 

To  Protus  in  his  Tyranny :  much  health ! 

They  give  thy  letter  to  me,  even  now : 
I  read  and  seem  as  if  I  heard  thee  speak. 
The  master  of  thv  galley  still  unlades 
Gift  after  gift ;  they  block  my  court  at  last 
And  pile  themselves  along  its  portico 
Royal  with  sunset,  like  a  thought  of  thee : 
And  one  white  she-slave  from  the  group  dis- 
persed 
Of  black  and  white  slaves  (like  tiie  chequer- 

work 
Pavement,  at  once  m^  nation's  work  and  gift. 
Now  covered  with  this  settle-down  of  doves). 
One  lyric  woman,  in  her  crocus  vest 
Woven  of  sea-wools,  vrith  her  two  white  hands 
Commends  to  me  the  strainer  and  the  cup 
Thy  lip  hath  bettered  ere  it  blesses  mine. 

Well-counselled,  king,  in  ihy  munificence ! 
For  so  sliall  men  remark,  in  such  an  act 
Of  love  for  him  whose  song  gives  life  its  joy, 
Thy  recognition  of  iJie  use  <»  life  ; 
Nor  call  thy  spiiit  barelv  adequate 
To  help  on  life  in  straight  ways,  broad  enough 
For  vulgar  souls,  by  ruling  and  the  rest. 
Thou,  in  the  daily  building  of  thy  tower,  — 
Whether  in  fierce  and  sudden  spasms  of  toil. 
Or  through  dim  lulls  of  unapparent  growth. 
Or  when  the  general  work  'mid  good  acclaim 
Climbed  with  the  eye  to  cheer  the  architect, — 
Didst  ne'er  engage  in  work  for  mere  work's 

sake  — 
Hadst  ever  in  thy  heart  the  luring  hope 
Of  some  eventual  rest  a-top  of  it. 
Whence,  all  the  tumult  of  the  building  hushed. 
Thou  first  of  men  mightst  look  out  to  the  East : 
The  vulgar  saw  thy  tower,  thou  sawest  the 

sun. 
For  this,  I  promise  on  thy  festival 
To  pour  libation,  looking  o'er  the  sea, 
Making  this  slave  narrate  thy  fortunes,  speak 
Thy  great  words,  and  describe  thy  royal  nioe  — 
Wishing  thee  wholly  where  Zeus  lives  the  most, 
Within  the  eventusd  element  of  calm. 

Thy  letter's  first  requirement  meets  me  here. 
It  is  as  thou  hast  heara  :  in  one  short  life 
I,  Cleon,  have  effected  all  those  things 
Tliou  wouderingly  dost  enumerate. 
That  epos  on  thy  hundred  plates  of  gold 
Is  mine,  —  and  also  mine  the  little  chant. 
So  sure  to  rise  from  every  fishing^bark 
When,  lights  at  prow,  the  seamen  haiU  their  Bet 
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The  image  of  the  snn-god  on  the  phare, 
Men  torn  from  the  gini*8  self  fjo  see,  is  mine  ; 
The  PcBcile,  o^er-etoried  its  whole  lenj^th. 
As  thon  cUdst  hear,  with  painting:,  is  mine  too. 
I  know  the  true  proportions  of  a  man 
And  woman  also,  not  observed  before ; 
And  I  have  written  three  books  on  the  soul, 
Proving  absord  all  written  hitherto, 
And  putting  ua  to  ignorance  again. 
For  music,  —  why,  I  have  combined  the  moods, 
Inventing  one.    In  brief,  all  arts  are  mine  ; 
Thus  mueh  the  people  know  and  reooguize, 
Throughout  our  seventeen  islands.    Marvel  not. 
We  of  these  latter  days,  with  greater  mind 
Than  our  forerunners,  since  more  composite, 
Look  not  so  great,  beside  their  simple  way, 
To  a  judge  wtio  only  sees  one  way  at  once, 
One  mind-point  and  no  other  at  a  time,  — 
Compares  the  small  part  of  a  man  of  us 
With  some  whole  man  of  the  heroic  age. 
Great  in  his  way  —  not  ours,  nor  meant  for  ours. 
And  ours  is  greater,  had  we  skill  to  know : 
For,  what  we  call  this  life  of  men  on  earth. 
This  sequence  of  the  soul's  achievements  here 
Being,  as  I  find  much  reason  to  oonoeive. 
Intended  to  be  viewed  eventually 
As  a  great  whole,  not  analjrzed  to  parts. 
But  each  part  having  reference  to  all,  — 
How  ahtM  a  certain  part,  pronounced  complete, 
Endure  eff aoement  by  another  part  ? 
Was  the  thing  done  ?  —  then,  what 's  to  do 

again? 
See,  in  the  che<|uered  pavement  opposite, 
Suppooe  the  artist  made  a  perfect  rnomb, 
And  next  a  loxenge,  then  a  trapezoid  — 
He  did  not  overUy  them,  superimpose 
The  new  upon  the  old  and  blot  it  out. 
But  laid  them  on  a  level  in  his  work. 
Making  at  last  a  picture ;  there  it  lies. 
So,  first  the  perfect  separate  forms  were  made. 
The  portions  of  mankmd  ;  and  after,  so, 
Ooourred  the  combination  of  the  same. 
For  where  had  been  a  progress,  otherwise  ? 
Mankind,  made  up  of  all  the  single  men,  — 
In  such  a  synthesis  the  labor  ends. 
Now  mark  me  I  those  divine  men  of  old  tune 
Have  reached,  thon  sayest  well,  each  at  one 

point 
The  outside  yerge  that  rounds  our  faculty ; 
And  where  they  reached,  who  can  do  more  than 

reach? 
It  takes  but  little  water  just  to  touch 
At  some  one  point  the  inside  of  a  sphere. 
And,  as  we  turn  the  sphere,  touch  all  the  rest 
In  due  succession :  but  the  finer  air 
Which  not  so  palpably  nor  obviously. 
Though  no  less  universally,  can  touch 
The  whole  circumference  of  that  emptied  sphere, 
Fills  it  more  fuUy  than  the  water  did ; 
Holds  thrice  the  weight  of  water  in  itself 
Resolyed  into  a  subtler  element. 
And  yet  the  yulgar  call  the  sphere  first  fuU 
Up  to  the  yirible  height  —  and  after,  roid ; 
Not  knowing  air's  more  hidden  properties. 
And  thus  our  soul,  misknown,  cries  out  to  Zeus 
To  vindicate  his  purpose  in  our  life : 
Why  stay  we  on  the  earth  unless  to  grow  ? 
Long  sii»'*'e,  I  imaged,  wrote  tlie  fiction  out. 


That  he  or  other  god  descended  here 
And,  once  for  all,  showed  simultaneously 
Wliat,  in  its  nature,  never  can  be  shown. 
Piecemeal  or  in  succession ;  —  showed,  I  say. 
The  worth  both  absolute  and  relative 
Of  all  his  children  from  the  birth  of  time, 
His  instruments  for  all  appointed  work. 
I  now  go  on  to  iina^,  —  might  we  hear 
The  judgment  which  should  give  the  due  to 

each, 
Show  where  the  labor  lay  and  where  the  ease. 
And  prove  Zens'  self,  the  latent  everywhere  ! 
This  18  a  dream  :  —  but  no  dream,  let  as  hope. 
That  years  and  days,  the  summers  and  the 

springs. 
Follow  each  other  witli  un waning  powers. 
The  grapes  which  dye  thv  wine  are  richer  f v. 
Through  culture,  than  the  wild  wealth  of  the 

rock; 
The  suave  plum  than  the  savage^tasted  drupe ; 
The  pastured  honey-bee  drops  choicer  sweet ; 
The  flowers  turn  double,  and  the  leaves  turn 

flowers ; 
That  young  and    tender   crescent-moon,  thy 

slave, 
Sleeping  above  her  robe  as  buoyed  by  clouds, 
Refines  upon  the  women  of  my  youth. 
What,  and  the  soul  alone  deteriorates  ? 
I  have  not  chanted  verse  like  Homer,  no  — 
Nor  swept    string   like   Terpander,  no  — nor 

carved 
And  painted  men  like  Phidias  and  his  friend : 
I  am  not  great  as  they  are,  point  by  point. 
But  I  have  entered  into  sympaUiy 
With  these  four,  running  these  into  one  soul. 
Who,  separate,  ignored  each  other's  art. 
Say,  is  it  nothing  that  I  know  them  all  ? 
The  wild  flower  was  the  laiger :  I  have  dashed 
Rose-blood  upon  its  petals,  pricked  its  cup's^ 
Honey  with  wine,  and  driven  its  seed  to  truit, 
And  show  a  better  flower  if  not  so  large : 
I  stand  mvself .    Refer  this  to  the  gods 
Whose  girt  alone  it  is  1  which,  shall  I  dare 
(All  pride  apart)  upon  the  absurd  pretext 
That  such  a  gift  by  chance  la^  in  my  hand. 
Discourse  of  lightly  or  depreciate  ? 
It  might  have  fallen  to  another's  hand :  what 

then? 
I  pass  too  surely :  let  at  least  truth  stay  I 

And  next,  of  what  thou  followest  on  to  ask. 
This  being  with  me  as  I  declare,  O  king. 
My  works,  in  all  these  varicolored  kindis, 
So  done  by  me,  accepted  so  by^  men  — 
Thou  askest,  if  (my  soul  thus  in  men's  hearts) 
I  must  not  be  accounted  to  attain 
The  very  crown  and  proper  end  of  life  ? 
Inquiring  thence  how,  now  life  doseth  up, 
I  face  death  with  success  in  my  right  hand : 
Whether  I  fear  death  less  than  dost  thyself 
The  fortunate  of  men  ?    "  For  "  (writest  thou) 
^*  Thou  leavest  much   behind,  while  I  leave 

naught.  ^ 
Thy  life  stays  in  the  poems  men  shall  sing, 
The  pictures  men  shsdl  study  ;  while  my  life, 
Complete  and  whole  now  in  its  power  and  joy. 
Dies  altofifether  with  my  brain  and  arm, 
Is  lost  indeed ;  since,  what  survives  m3'self  ? 
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The  brazen  statue  to  overlook  ray  ^rave. 
Set  on  the  promontory  which  I  named. 
And  that  —  some  supple  eourtier  of  my  heir 
Shall  use  its  robed  and  sceptred  arm,  periiapSf 
To  fix  the  rope  to,  which  best  drags  it  down. 
I  go  then :  triumph  thou,  who  dost  not  go  I '' 

Nay,  thou  art  worthy  of  hearing  my  whole 
^  mind. 
Is  this  apparent,  when  thou  tum^st  to  muse 
Upon  the  scheme  of  earth  and  man  in  chief, 
That  admiration  grows  as  knowledge  ^crows  ? 
That  imoerfection  means  perfection  hid, 
Reeervea  in  part,  to  grace  the  after-time  ? 
If,  in  the  morning  of  philosophy. 
Ere  aught  had  b^n  recorded,  uay  perceived, 
Thou,  with  the  light  now  in  thee,  oouldst  have 

looked 
On  all  earth's  tenantry,  from  worm  to  bird. 
Ere  man,  her  last,  appeared  upon  the  stage  — 
Thou  wouldst  have  seen  them  perfect,  and  de- 
duced 
The  perfectness  of  others  ^et  unseen. 
Conceding  which,  —  had  Zeus  then  questioned 

thee, 
**  Shall  I  go  on  a  step,  improve  on  this. 
Do  more  for  visible  creatures  than  is  done  ?  " 
Thou  wouldst  have  answered,  *^  Ay,  by  making 

each 
Grow  conscious  in  himself  —  by  that  alone. 
All  ^s  perfect  else :  the  shell  sucks  fast  the  rock. 
The  fish  strikes  through  the  sea,  the  snake  both 

swims 
And  slides,  forth  range  the  beasts,  the  birds 

take  flight. 
Till  life's  mectianics  can  no  farther  go — 
And  all  this  joy  in  natural  life  is  put 
Like  fire  from  off  thy  finger  into  each. 
So  exquisitely  perfect  is  the  same. 
But 't  is  pure  nre,  and  they  mere  matter  are  ; 
It  has  them,  not  liiey  it :  and  so  I  choose 
For  man,  thy  last  premeditated  work 
(If  I  might  add  a  glory  to  the  scheme). 
That  a  third  thing  should  stand  apart  &om 

both, 
A  quality  arise  within  his  soul, 
Which,  intro-aotive,  made  to  supervise 
And  feel  the  force  it  has,  may  view  itself, 
And  so  be  happy."    Man  might  live  at  first 
The  aniracd  life :  but  is  there  nothing  more  ? 
In  due  time,  let  him  critically  learn 
How  he  lives ;  and,  the  more  he  gets  to  know 
Of  his  own  life's  adaptabilities, 
Tlie  more  joy-giving  will  his  life  become. 
Thus  man,  who  hath  this  quality,  is  best. 

But  thou,  king,  hadst  more  reasonably  said : 
*^  Let  progress  end  at  once,  — man  make  no  step 
Beyond  the  natural  man,  the  better  beast. 
Using  his  senses,  not  the  sense  of  sense.*' 
In  man  there 's  failure,  only  since  he  left 
The  lower  and  inconscious  forms  of  life. 
We  called  it  an  advance,  the  rendering  plain 
Man^s  spirit  might  grow  conscious  of  man's  life. 
And,  by  new  lore  so  added  to  the  old. 
Take  each  step  higher  over  the  brute's  head, 
lliis  grew  the  only  life,  the  pleasure-house, 
WateVtower  and  treasure-fortress  of  the  soul. 


Which  whole  surrounding  fiats  of  natural  life 
Seemed  only  fit  to  yield  subsistence  to ; 
A  tower  that  crowns  a  country.    But  alas. 
The  soul  now  climbs  it  just  to  perish  there ! 
For  thence  we  have  discovered  ('tis  no  dream  — 
We  know  this,  which  we  had  not  else  perceived) 
That  there 's  a  world  of  capability 
For  joy,  spread  round  about  us,  meant  for  us, 
Inviting  us ;  and  still  the  soul  craves  all, 
And  still  tlie  fiesh  replies,  **  Take  no  iot  more 
Than  ere  thou  dombst  the  tower  to  look  abroad  f 
Nay,  so  much  less  as  that  fatifue  has  brought 
Deduction  to  it."    We  strupfe,  fain  to  eiuaige 
Our  bounded  physical  recipiencv. 
Increase  our  power,  supply  fresh  oil  to  life. 
Repair  the  waste  of  age  and  sickness :  no, 
It  skills  not !  life 's  inadequate  to  joy. 
As  the  soul  sees  joy,  tempting  life  to  take. 
They  praise  a  fountain  in  my  garden  here 
Wherein  a  Naiad  sends  the  water-bow 
Thin  from  her  tube ;  she  smiles  to  see  it  rise. 
What  if  I  told  her,  it  is  just  a  thread 
From  that  great  river  which  the  bills  shut  up, 
And  mock  her  with  my  leave  to  take  the  same  ? 
The  artificer  has  given  her  one  small  tube 
Past  power  to  widen  or  exchange  —  what  boots 
To  know  she  mig^t  spout  oceans  if  she  could  ? 
She  cannot  lift  beyond  her  first  thin  thread : 
And  so  a  man  can  use  but  a  man's  joy 
While  he  sees  God's.    Is  it  for  Zeus  to  boast, 
**  See,  man,  how  happy  I  live,  and  despair  — 
That  I  may  be  still  happier  —  for  thy  use !  " 
If  this  were  so,  we  oomd  not  thank  our  lord. 
As  hearts  beat  on  to  douig  ;  'tis  not  so  — 
Malice  it  is  not.    Is  it  carelessness  f 
Still,  no.    If  care  —  where  is  the  sign?    I  ask. 
And  get  no  answer,  and  agree  in  sum, 
O  king,  with  thy^  prof onna  diBcoun^pement, 
Who  seest  the  wider  but  to  sigh  the  more. 
Most  progress  is  most  failure :  thou  sayest  well. 

The  last  point  now: — thou  dost  except  a 

case — 
Holding  joy  not  impossible  to  one 
With  artist-gifts  —  to  such  a  man  as  I 
Who  leave  behind  me  living^  works  indeed  ; 
For,  such  a  poem,  such  a  painting  Uves. 
What  ?  dost  thou  yerily  trip  upon  a  word, 
Confound  the  accurate  view  of  what  joy  is 
(Caught  somewhat  clearer  by  my  eyee  than 

thine) 
With  feeling  joy  ?  confound  the  knowing  how 
And  showing  how  to  live  (my  faculty) 
With  actnally  living  ?  —  Otherwise 
Wliere  is  the  artist  s  vantaj^e  o'er  the  king  ? 
Because  in  niy  great  epos  rdisplay 
How  divers  men  young,  strong,  fair,  wise,  can 

act  — 
Is  this  as  though  I  acted  ?  if  I  paint. 
Carve  the  young  Phcebus,  am  I  therefore  7oung  f 
Methinks  I  'm  older  that  I  bowed  myseu 
The  many  years  of  pain  that  taught  me  art ! 
Indeed,  to  know  is  something,  and  to  prove 
How  all  this  beauty  might  be  enjo^^ed,  is  moie : 
But,  knowing  naught,  to  e]:^y  is  something 

too. 
Yon  rower,  with  the  moulded  muscles  there, 
Lowering  the  saU,  is  nearer  it  than  I. 
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I  can  write  loye-odes :  thy  fair  slaye  *8  an  ode. 
I  e^t  to  fliiiff  of  lore,  when  g^wn  too  gray 
For  being:  beloved :   she  tnnn  to  i£a,t  yonng 

man, 
The  muscles  all  a-ripple  on  his  back. 
I  know  the  joy  of  kingship :  well,  thon  art  king ! 


ti 


But,"  sayest  thon  —  (and  I  marvel,  I  repeat, 
To  find  thee  trip  on  snoh  a  mere  word)  ^*  what 
Thon  writest,  paintest,  stays;    that  does  not 

die: 
Sappho  survives,  because  we  sing  her  songs. 
Ana  iEschylns,  because  we  read  his  plays  I  *' 
Why,  if  they  live  still,  let  them  come  and  take 
Thy  slave  in  my  despite,  drink  from  thy  cup, 
Speak  in   ray    place.     Thon    diest   while   I 

survive? 
Say  rather  that  my  fate  is  deadlier  still, 
In  this,  that  every  day  my  sense  of  joy 
Grows  more  acute,  my  soul  (intensined 
By  power  and  insight)  more  enlarged,  more 

keen; 
While  every  day  my  hairs  fall  more  and  more. 
My  hand  sHakes,  and  the  heavy  years  increase  — 
Tne  horror  quickening  still  from  year  to  year. 
The  consummation  coming  past  escape. 
When  I  shall  know  most,  and  yet  least  en- 
joy- 
When  all  my  works  wherein  I  prove  my  worth. 
Being  present  still  to  mock  me  m  men^s  mouths. 
Alive  still,  in  the  i>raise  of  such  as  thou, 
L  I  the  feeling,  thinking,  acting  man. 
The  nian  who  loved  his  life  so  over-much, 
Sleep  in  mj  urn.    It  is  so  horrible, 
I  dare  at  times  imagine  to  my  need 
Some  future  state  revealed  to  us  by  Zeus, 
Unlimited  in  capability  ^ 
Forioy,  as  this  is  in  desire  for  joy, 
—  To  seek  which,  the  joy-hunger  forces  us  : 
That,  stung  by  straitness  of  our  life,  made  strait 
On  purpose  to  make  prized  the  life  at  lan^e — 
Freed  by  the  throbbing  impulse  we  call  death. 
We  buret  there  as  the  worm  into  the  fly. 
Who,  while  a  worm  still,  wants  his  wiug^.    But 

no ! 
Zeus  has  not  yet  revealed  it ;  and  alas. 
He  must  have  done  so,  were  it  possible  ! 

Live  long  and  happy,  and  in  that  thought 

die: 
Qlad  for  what  was !     Farewell.    And  for  the 

rest, 
I  cannot  tell  thy  messenger  aright 
Where  to  deliver  what  he  bears  of  thine 
To  one  called  Panlus ;  we  have  heard  his  fame 
Indeed,  if  Christus  be  not  one  with  liira  — 
I  know  not,  nor  am  troubled  much  to  know. 
Thon  canst  not  think  a  mere  barbarian  Jew, 
As  Paulus  proves  to  be,  one  circumcised. 
Hath  access  to  a  secret  shut  f  I'om  us  ? 
Thon  wrongest  our  philosophy,  O  king. 
In  stooping  to  inquire  of  such  an  one. 
As  if  his  answer  could  impose  at  all ! 
He  writeth,  doth  he  ?  well,  and  he  may  write. 
Oh,  the  Jew  findeth  scholais  !  certain  slaves 
Who  touched  on  this  same  isle,  preached  him 

and  Christ ; 
And  (as  1  gathered  from  a  bystander) 
Their  doctrine  could  be  held  by  no  sane  man. 


RUDEL  TO  THE  LADY  OF  TRIPOLI 

Originally  published  in  Bells  and  Pomegran" 
ates  as  the  first  of  two  poems,  Crutina  being 
the  other,  under  the  title  Queen  YToraAip. 


I  KNOW  a  Moimt,  the  gracious  Sun  perceives 
First,  when  he  visits,  last,  too,  when  he  leaves 
The  world ;  and,  vaiidv  favored,  it  repays 
The  day-long  glory  of  his  steadfast  gaze 
By  no  change  of  its  large  calm  front  of  snow. 
And  underneath  the  Mount,  a  Flower  I  know, 
He  cannot  have  perceived,  that  changes  ever 
At  his  approach :  and,  in  the  lost  endeavor 
To  live  nis  life,  has  parted,  one  by  one, 
With  all  a  flower ^s  true  ^^races,  for  the  grace 
Of  being  but  a  foolish  mimic  sun. 
With  ray-like  florets  round  a  disk-like  face. 
Men  nobly  call  bv  manv  a  name  the  Mount 
As  over  many  a  land  of  theirs  its  large 
Calm  front  of  snow  like  a  triumphal  targe 
Is  reared,  and  still  with  old  names,  fresh  names 

vie. 
Each  to  its  proper  praise  and  own  account : 
Men  call  the  Flower  the  Sunflower,  sportively. 

II 

Oh,  Angel  of  the  East,  one,  one  gold  look 
Across  the  waters  to  this  twilight  nook, 
—  The  far  sad  waters,  Angel,  to  this  nook  ! 

Ill 

Dear  Pilgrim,  art  thou  for  the  East  indeed  ? 
Go  I  —  saving  ever  as  thou  dost  proceed, 
Tliat  L  French  Rudel,  choose  for  my  device 
A  sunflower  outspread  like  a  sacrifice 
Before  its  idol,    oee  I    These  inexpert 
And  hurried  fingers  could  not  fail  to  hurt 
The  woven  picture ;  H  is  a  woman^s  skill 
Indeed  ;  but  nothing  baffled  me,  so,  ill 
Or  well,  the  \%'ork  is  finished.    Say,  men  feed 
On  songs  I  sing,  and  therefore  basic  the  bees 
On  my  flower's  breast  as  on  a  platform  broad  : 
But,  as  the  flower's  concern  is  not  for  these 
But  solely  for  the  sun,  so  men  applaud 
In  vain  tnis  Rudel,  he  not  looking  here 
But  to  the  East— the   East!    Uo,  say  this, 
Pilgrim  dear  t 
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TO  E.  B.  B. 
London,  September,  1833 

Originally  appended  to  the  oolleotion  of  Poems 
called  Men  and  Women^  the  grreater  portion  of 
which  has  now  been,  more  oon*ectly,  distributed 
under  the  other  titles  of  this  edition.      R.  B. 


Therb  they  are,  my  fifty  men  and  women 
Naming  me  the  fifty  poems  finished  ! 
Take  them.  Love,  the  book  and  me  together: 
Where  the  heart  lies,  let  the  brain  lie  alw 
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MEN   AND   WOMEN 


II 


Rafael  made  a  century''  of  sonnets. 

Made  and  wrote  them  iu  a  certain  volnme 

Dinted  with  the  silver-pointed  pencil 

Else  he  only  used  to  draw  Madonnas  : 

These,  the  world   might  view  —  but  one,  the 

volume. 
Who  that  one,  you  ask  ?    Your  heart  instructs 

you. 
Did  she  live  and  love  it  all  her  lifetime  ? 
Did  she  drop,  his  lady  of  the  sonnets, 
Die,  and  let  it  drop  beside  her  pillow 
Where  it  lay  in  place  of  Kafael  s  glor^, 
Raf aePs  cheek  so  duteous  and  solovmg^  — 
Cheek,  the  world  was  wont  to  hail  a  painter^s, 
Rafael's  cheek,  her  love  had  turned  a  poet^s  ? 

Ill 

Yon  and  I  would  rather  read  that  volume, 
(Taken  to  his  beating  bosom  by  it) 
Lean  and  list  the  bosom-beats  of  Rafael, 
Would  we  not  ?  than  wonder  at  Madoimas  — 
Her,  San  Siat^o  names,  and  Her,  Foligno, 
Her,  that  visits  Florence  in  a  vision. 
Her,  that 's  left  with  lilies  in  the  Louvre  — 
Seen  by  us  and  all  the  world  in  cii*cle. 

IV 

Yon  and  I  will  never  read  that  volume. 
Ouido  Reui,  like  his  own  eye's  apple 
Guarded  long  the  treasure-book  and  loved  it. 
Guido  Reni  dving,  all  Bologna 
Cried,  and  the  world  cried  too,  **  Ours,  the 

treasure  ! "      ^ 
Suddenly,  as  rare  things  will,  it  vanished. 


Dante  once  pi-epared  to  paint  an  angel : 
Whom  to  please  ?     You  whisper  '*  Beatrice." 
Wliile  he  mused  and  traced  it  and  retraced  it, 
(Peradventure  with  a  pen  corroded 
Still  by  di-ops  of  that  not  ink  he  dipped  for, 
When,  his  left-hand  i^  the  hair  o^  tne  wicked, 
Back  he  held  the  brow  and  pricked  its  stigmaf 
Bit  into  the  live  man^s  flesh  for  parchment. 
Loosed  him,  laughed  tx>  see  the  writing  rankle. 
Let  the  wretch  go  festering  through  Florence)  — 
I>ante,  who  loved  well  because  he  hated. 
Hated  wickedness  that  hinders  loving, 
Dante  standing,  studving  his  angel,  — 
In  there  broke  the  folk  of  his  Inferno. 
Says  he  —  **  Certain  peonle  of  importance  " 
(Such  he  g^ve  his  daily  oreadf ul  line  to) 

Entered  and  would  seize,  forsooth,  the  poet." 
Says  the  noet  —  '*  Then  I  stopped  my  paint- 
ing. 

VI 

You  and  I  would  rather  see  that  Migel, 
Painted  by  the  tenderness  of  Dante, 
Would  we  not  ?  —  than  read  a  fresh  Inferno. 

vn 

You  and  I  will  never  see  that  picture. 
Wliilu  he  mused  on  love  and  Beatrice, 
While  he  softened  o'er  his  ontlined  angel. 
In  they  broke,  those  *'  ()eople  of  unportanoe :  '* 
We  and  Bice  bear  the  loss  forever. 


VIII 

What  of  RafaePs  sonnets,  Dante^s  picture? 

This  :  no  artist  lives  and  loves,  that  longs  not 

Once,  and  only  once,  and  for  one  only, 

(Ah,  the  prize  !)  to  And  his  love  a  langiiage 

Fit  and  fair  and  simple  and  sufficient  — 

Using  nature  that^s  an  art  to  others, 

Not,  this  one  time,  art  that^s  turned  his  na^- 

ture. 
Ay,  of  all  the  artists  living,  loving. 
None  but  would  forego  his  proper  dowry,  — 
Does  he  i»aint  ?  he  fain  would  write  a  poem,  — 
Does  he  write  ?  he  fain  would  paint  a  picture. 
Put  to  proof  art  alien  to  the  artist's, 
Once,  and  only  once,  and  for  one  only. 
So  to  be  tlie  man  and  leave  the  artist, 
Gain  Uie  man's  joy,  miss  the  artist's  sorrow. 

IX 

Wherefore  ?  Heaven^s  gift  takes  earth's  abate- 
ment! 
He  who  smites  the  rock  and  spreads  the  water, 
Bidding  drink  and  live  a  crowd  beneath  him. 
Even  he,  the  minute  makes  immortal. 
Proves,  perchance,  but  mortal  in  the  minute, 
Desecrates,  belike,  the  deed  in  doing. 
While  he  smites,  how  can  he  but  remember. 
So  he  smote  before,  in  such  a  peril. 
When  they  stood  and  mocked  —  **  Shall  smiting 

help  us?" 
When  they  drank  and  sneered  —  ^*  A  stroke  is 


easy 


f  M 


When  they  wiped  their  mouths  and  went  their 
journey. 

Throwing  him  for  thanks  —  "  But  drought  was 
pleasant." 

Thus  old  memories  mar  the  actual  triumph ; 

Thus  the  doing  savors  of  disrelish  ; 

Thus  achievement  lacks  a  gracious  somewhat ; 

O'er-importuned  brows  becloud  the  mandate, 

Carelessness  or  consciousness  —  the  gesture. 

For  he  bears  an  ancient  wrong  about  him. 

Sees  and  knows  £^ain  those  phalanxed  faces. 

Hears,  yet  one  time  more,  the  'customed  pre- 
lude — 

**  How  shouldst  thou,  of  all  men,  smite,  and 
save  us  ?  " 

Guesses  what  is  like  to  prove  the  sequel  — 

"Egypt's  flesli-pots  —  nay,  the  drought  was 
better." 


Oh,  the  crowd  must  have  emphatic  warrant ! 
Theirs,  the  Sinai-forehead's  cloven  briUiance, 
Right-arm's  rod-sweep,  tongue's  imperial  fiat. 
Never  dares  the  man  put  on  the  prophet. 

XI 

IMd  he  love  one  face  from  out  the  thooBands, 
(Were  she  Jethro's  daughter,  white  and  wifely, 
Were  she  but  the  Ethiopian  bondslave.) 
He  would  envy  yon  dumb  patient  oamol, 
Keepmg  a  reserve  of  scanty^  water 
Meant  to  save  his  own  life  in  the  desert ; 
Ready  in  the  desert  to  deliver 
(Kneeling  down  to  let  his  breast  be  opened) 
Hoard  and  life  together  for  his  mistress. 
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XII 

I  shall  never,  in  the  years  remaining. 
Paint  yon  pictures,  no,  nor  carve  you  statues, 
Make  yon  ninsio  that  should  all-express  me ; 
tM>  it  seems :  I  stand  on  my  attainment. 
This  of  verse  alone,  one  Hie  allows  me  ; 
Verse  and  nothing  else  have  I  to  give  you. 
Other  heii^hts  in  other  lives,  God  willing : 
All  the  gifts  from  all  the  heights,  your  own. 
Love! 

XIII 

Tet  a  semhlanoe  of  resource  avaUs  us  — 
Shade  so  finely  touched,  love  s  sense  must  seize 

it. 
Take  these  lines,  look  lovingly  and  nearly. 
Lines  I  write  tJie  first  time  and  the  last  time. 
He  who  works  in  fresco,  steals  a  hair^bnish. 
Curbs  the  liberal  hand,  subservient  proudly, 
Cramps  his  spirit,  crowds  its  all  in  little, 
Makes  a  strange  art  of  an  art  familiar, 
Fills  his  lady*s  miasal-marge  with  flowerets. 
He  who  blows  through  bronze,  may  breathe 

through  silver. 
Fitly  serenade  a  slumbrons  princess. 
He  who  writes,  may  write  fi)r  once  as  I  do. 

XIV 

Love,  you  saw  me  eather  men  and  women, 
lAre  or  dead  or  fasnioned  by  ni^  fanc^, 
Enter  each  and  all,  and  use  their  service, 
Speak  from  every  mouth,  — the  speech,  a  poem. 
Hardly  shall  I  tell  my  joys  and  sorrows, 
Hopes  and  fears,  belief  and  disbelieving: 
I  am  mine  and  yours  —  the  rest  be  all  men's, 
Karshish,  Cleon,  Norbert,  and  the  fifty. 
Ijet  me  speak  this  once  in  my  true  person, 
Not  as  Lippo,  Roland,  or  Andrea, 
Though  the  fruit  of  speech  be  just  this  sentence : 
Pray  yon,  look  on  these  my  men  and  women, 
TfUce  and  keep  mj  fifty  poems  finished  ; 
Where  my  heart  hes.  let  my  brain  lie  also  ! 
Poor  Uie  speech ;  be  now  I  speak,  for  all  things. 

XV 

Not  but  that  you  know  me  I    Lo,  the  moon's 

self! 
Here  in  London,  vender  late  in  Florence, 
Still  we  find  hertace,  the  thrice-tran^gured. 
Curving  on  a  sky  imbrued  with  color, 
Driftea  over  Fiesole  by  twilight. 
Came  she,  our  new  crescent  of  a  hair's-breadth. 
Full  she  flared  it,  lamping  Samrainiato, 
Rounder  'twixt  die  cypresses  and  rounder. 
Perfect  till  the  nightingales  applauded. 
Now,  a  piece  of  her  old  self,  impoverished. 
Hard  to  greet,  she  traverses  the  house-roofs. 
Hurries  with  unhandsome  thrift  of  silver, 
Groes  dispiritedly,  glad  to  finish. 

XVI 

What,    there 's    nothing    in    the    moon  note- 
worthy ? 
Nay :  for  if  that  moon  could  love  a  mortal, 


Use.  to  charm  him  (so  to  fit  a  fancy). 
All  ner  magic  ('t  is  the  old  sweet  mythos), 
She  would  turn  a  new  side  to  her  mortal. 
Side  unseen   of  herdsman,  huntsman,  steers- 
man— 
Blank  to  Zoroaster  on  his  terrace, 
Blind  to  Galileo  un  his  turret. 
Dumb  to  Huiuer,  dumb  to  Keats  —  him,  even  ! 
Think,  the  wonder  of   the  moonstruck  mor- 
tal— 
When  she  turns  round,  comes  again  in  heaven, 
Opens  out  anew  for  worse  or  better  ! 
Proves  she  like  some  oortent  of  an  iceberg 
Swimming  full  upon  the  ship  it  foundei-s. 
Hungry  with  huge  teeth  of  splintered   crys- 
tals? 
Proves  she  as  the  paved  work  of  a  sapphire 
Seen  by  Moses  when  he  climbed  the  moun- 
tain? 
Moses,  Aaron,  Nadab  and  Abihn 
Climbed  and  saw  the  very  God,  the  Highest, 
Stand  upon  the  paved  work  of  a  sapphire. 
Like  the  bodied  heaven  in  liis  clearness 
Shone  the  stone,  the  sapphire  of  that  paved 

work. 
When  they  ate  and  drank  and  siiw  God  also  I 

XVII 

What  were  seen  ?  None  knows,  none  ever  shall 
know. 

Only  thjs  is  sure  —  the  si|?ht  were  otherj 

Not  the  moon's  same  side,  bom  late  in  Flor- 
ence, 

Dying  now  impoverished  here  in  London. 

God  be  thanked,  the  meanest  of  his  creatures 

Boasts  two  soul-sides,  one  to  face  the  world 
with. 

One  to  show  a  woman  when  he  loves  her ! 


XVIII 

This  I  say  of  me,  but  think  of  you.  Love  i 
This  to  you  —  vourself  my  moon  01  poets ! 
Ah,  but  that^s  the  wond's  side,  there's  the 

wonder. 
Thus  they  see  you,  praise  you,  think  they  know 

you  I 
There,  in  turn  I  stand  with  them  and  praise 

you  — 
Out  of  my  own  self,  I  dare  to  phrase  it. 
But  the  best  is  when  I  glide  from  out  them. 
Cross  a  step  or  two  of  dubious  twilight. 
Come  out  on  the  other  side,  the  novel 
Silent  silver  lights  and  darks  undreamed  of. 
Where  I  hush  and  bless  myself  with  silence. 

XIX 

Oh,  their  Rafael  of  the  dear  Madonnas, 
Oh,  their  Dante  of  the  dread  Inferno,^ 
Wrote  one  song  —  and  in  my  brain  I  sing  it, 
Drew  one  angel  —  borne,  see.  on  my  bosom ! 

R.  B. 
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IN   A   BALCONY 

Wbittem  in  1853,  partly  at  Bagni  di  Lnooa,      original  series  of  Men  and  Women  and  there 
partly   at   Rome.      It   was   iudaded   in   the      divided  into  three  parts. 


PERSONS 

NOSBBST. 

combtahcb. 
TbbQusui. 

CkmsTAKOB  and  Nobbsbt. 

Norbert.    Now ! 

Constance.        Not  now! 

Nor,  Give  me  them  anin,  those  hands : 

Pat  Uiem  npon  my  forehead,  now  it  tlirobs  ! 
Press   them  before  my  eyes,  the  fire  comes 

through ! 
Yon  cmellest,  yon  dearest  in  the  world, 
Let  me  !     The  Queen  most  grant  whatever  I 

ask  — 
How  can  I  gain  you  and  not  ask  the  Queen  ? 
There  she  stays  waiting  for  me,  here  stand  you  ; 
Some  time  or  other  this  was  to  be  asked ; 
Now  is  the  one  time  —  what  I  ask,  I  gain  : 
Let  me  ask  now,  Love  I 

Con.  Do,  and  ruin  us  I 

Nor.    Let  it  be  now.  Love  I     All  my  soul 
breaks  forth. 
How  I  do  love  you  I    Give  my  love  its  way  I 
A  man  can  have  but  one  life  and  one  death, 
One  heaven,  one  hell.    Let  me  fulfil  my  fate  — 
Grant  me  my  heaven  now  1    Let  me  know  you 

mine. 
Prove  you  mine,  write  my  name  upon  your 

brow. 
Hold  von  and  have  you,  and  then  die  away, 
If  God  please,  with  completion  in  my  soul  I 

Con.    I  am  not  yours  then  ?      How  content 
this  man ! 
I  am  not  his  —  who  change  into  himself, 
Have  passed  into  his  heart  and  beat  its  beats. 
Who  give  my  hands  to  him,  my  eyes,  my  hair, 
Give  all  that  was  of  me  away  to  him  — 
So  well,  that  now,  my  spirit  turned  his  own, 
Takes  part  with  him  against  the  woman  here. 
Bids  hmi  not  stumble  at  so  mere  a  straw 
As  caring  that  the  world  be  cognizant 
How  he  loves  her  and  how  she  worships  him. 
You  have  this  woman,  not  as  yet  that  world. 
Go  on,  I  bid,  nor  stop  to  care  for  me 
Bv  saving  what  I  cease  to  care  about. 
The  couxtly  name  and  pride  of  circumstance^ — 
The  name  you  Ul  pick  up  and  be  cumbet^d  with 
Just  for  the  poor  parade*8  sake,  nothing  more ; 
Just  that  the  world  may  slip  from  under  you  — 
Just  that  the  world  may  cry,  ^'  So  much  for 

him  — 
The  man  predestined  to  the  heap  of  crowns : 
There  goes  his  chance  of  winning  one,  at  least !  *' 

Nor.    The  world ! 

Con.       You  love  it  I    Love  me  quite  as  well, 
And  see  if  I  shall  pray  for  this  in  vain  ! 
Why  must  you  ponder  what  it  knows  or  thinks  ? 

Nor.    You  pray  for  —  what,  in  vain  ? 

Con.  Oh  my  heart's  heart. 


How  I  do  love  you,  Norbert  I    That  is  right : 
But  listen,  or  I  take  my  hands  away ! 
You  sav,  '*  let  it  be  now :  "  you  would  go  now 
And  tell  the  Queen,  perhaps  six  steps  from  us. 
You  love  me  —  so  you  do,  thank  Goa  1 
Nor.  Thank  God ! 

Con.    Yes,  Norbert,  —  but  you  fain  would 

tell  your  love. 
And,  what  succeeds  the  telling,  ask  of  her 
Mj  hand.    Now  take  this  rose  and  look  at  it. 
Listening  to  me.    You  are  the  minister. 
The  Queen's  first  favorite,  nor  without  a  oaose. 
To-night  completes  your  wonderful  yearVwork 
(This  palaoe-feast  is  held  to  celebrate) 
Made  memorable  by  her  life's  suooeas. 
The  junction  of  two  crowns,  on  her  sole  head, 
Her  house  had  only  dreamed  of  anci^itly : 
That  this  mere  dream  is  grown  a  stable  truth. 
To-night's  feast  makes  authentic.      Whose  the 

praise? 
Whose  genius,  patience,  enexvy,  achieved 
What  turned  the  many  heads  and  broke  the 

hearts? 
You  are  the  fate,  your  minute 's  in  the  heaven. 
Next  comes  the  Queen's  turn.     **  Name  your 

own  reward !  '* 
With  leave  to  clench  the  past,  chain  the  to- 
come. 
Put  out  an  arm  and  touch  and  take  the  sun 
And  fix  it  ever  fuU-&ced  on  your  earth. 
Possess  yourself  supremely  of  her  life,  — 
You  ohoose  the  sin|rle  thing  she  will  not  grant ; 
Nay,  vex7  declaration  of  which  choice 
Will  turn  the  scale  and  neutnUiae  your  work : 
At  best  she  will  forgive  you,  if  she  can. 
You  think  I  '11  let  you  choose  —  her  cousin's 

hand? 
Nor.    Wait.     Fint,  do  you  retain  your  old 

belief 
The  Queen  is  generous,  —  nay,  is  just  ? 

Con.  There,  there  I 

So  men  make  women  love  them,  while  they 

know 
No  more  of  women's  hearts  than  .  .  .  look  yon 

here. 
Yon  that  are  just  and  generous  beside. 
Make  it  your  own  case  I    For  example  now, 
I  '11  say  —  I  let  yon  kiss  me,  hold  my  hands  — 
Why  ?  do  you  know  why  ?     I  '11  instruct  you, 

then  — 
The  kiss,  because  you  have  a  name  at  court ; 
This  hand  and  this,  that  yon  may  shut  in  eacn 
A  jewel,  if  yon  please  to  pick  up  such. 
Thiat  's  h(»Tible  ?    Apply  it  to  the  Queen  — 
Siippose  I  am  the  Queen  to  whom  you  speak. 
**  I  was  a  nameless  man ;  yon  needed  me : 
Why  did  I  proffer  you  my  aid  ?  there  stood 
A  certain  pretty  cousin  at  your  side. 
Why  did  i  make  such  common  cause  with  you  ? 
Access  to  her  had  not  been  easy  else. 
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Yon  giye  my  labor  hare  abundant  praiie  ? 
'Faitn,    labor,   whioh  she   overlookedf   grew 


snails 


How  shall  your  gratitude  diMshaige  itself  ? 
Give  me  her  hand  1 " 

Kor»  ^  And  still  I  urge  the  same. 

Is  the  Queen  just  ?  just  —  generous  or  no  I 
Con.    Yes,  just.    Yoa  lore  a  rose :  no  harm 

in  that: 
But  was  it  for  the  rose^s  sake  or  mine 
You  put  it  in  your  bosom  ?  mine,  you  said  — 
Then,  mine  you  still  must  say  or  dse  be  false. 
Yon  told  the  Queen  you  served  her  for  herself ; 
If  so,  to  serve  her  was  to  serve  yourself. 
She  thinks,  for  all  your  unbelieving  f aoe ! 
I  know  her.    In  the  hall,  six  steps  from  us. 
One  sees  the  twenty  pictures  :  there  's  a  lite 
Better  than  life,  and  yet  no  life  at  all. 
Conoeive  her  bom  in  such  a  magic  dome. 
Pictures  all  round  her  I  why,  she  sees  the  world. 
Can  recognize  its  given  things  and  facts, 
The  fi^ht  of  giants  or  the  feast  of  gods, 
Sages  m  senate,  beanties  at  the  batn. 
Chases  and  battles,  the  whole  earth^s  display, 
Landscape  and  sea-piece,  down  to  flowexs  and 

fruit  — 
And  who  shall  question  that  she  knows  them  all. 
In  better  semblance  than  the  things  outside  ? 
Yet  bring  into  the  silent  gallery 
Some  live  thing  to  contrast  in  breath  and  blood. 
Some  Uon,  witn  the  painted  lion  there  — 
You  think  she  ^11  understand  composedly  ? 
—  Sav<  *^  that  *8  his  fellow  in  the  nunting-piece 
Yonder,    I've    turned   to   praise   a   hundred 

times  ?  " 
Not  so.    Her  knowledge  of  our  actual  earth, 
Its  hopes  and  fears,  concerns  and  sympathies. 
Must  DC  too  far,  too  mediate,  too  unreu. 
The  real  exists  for  ns  outside,  not  her  : 
How  should  it,  with  that  life  in  these  four 

walls. 
That  father  and  that  mother,  first  to  last 
No  father  and  no  mother  —  friends,  a  heap, 
Lovers,  no  lack  — a  husband  in  due  time. 
And  eversr  one  of  them  alike  a  lie  1 
Things  painted  by  *  Rubens  out  of  naught 
Into  what  kindness,  friendship,  love  should  be ; 
All  better,  all  more  erandiose  than  the  life, 
Only  no  life  ;^  mere  cloth  and  surface-paint. 
You  fecL  while  you  admire.     How  snoula  she 

feel? 
Yet  now  that  she  has  stood  thus  fifty  yean 
The  sole  spectator  in  that  gallery. 
Yon  think  to  bring  this  warm  i^  struggling 

love 
In  to  her  of  a  sudden,  and  suppose 
She  '11  keep  her  state  untroubled  ?    Here 's  the 

truth  — 
She  ni  apprehend  truth's  value  at  a  glance. 
Prefer  it  to  the  pictured  loyalty  ? 
You  only  have  to  sav,  **So  men  are  made. 
For  this  they  act ;  tlie  thing  has  many  names. 
But  this  the  right  one:   and  now.  Queen,  be 

just  r» 

Your  life  slips  back ;  you  lose  her  at  the  word : 
Yon  do  not  even  for  amends  gain  me. 
He  will  not  understand !  oh,  Norbert,  Norbert, 
Do  yott  not  undeistand  f 


Nor.  The  Queen  's  the  Queen, 

I  am  myself  —  no  picture,  but  alive 
In  every  nerve  ana  everv  muscle,  here 
At  the  palace-window  o'er  the  people's  street. 
As  she  m  the  gallery  where  the  pictures  glow : 
The  good  of  lu e  is  precious  to  us  both. 
She  cannot  love ;  what  do  I  want  with  rule  ? 
When  first  I  saw  vour  face  a  year  ago 
I  knew  my  life^  good,  my  soul  heard  one 

voice  — 
*'  The  woman  yonder,  there 's  no  use  of  life 
But  just  to  obtain  her !  heap  earth's  woes  in  one 
And  bear  them  —  make  a  pile  of  all  earth's 

joys 
And  spurn  them,  as  they  help  or  help  not  this ; 
Only,  obtain  her  1 "    How  was  it  to  be  ? 
I  found  vou  were  the  cousin  of  the  Queen  ; 
I  must  then  serve  the  Queen  to  get  to  you. 
No  other  way.    Suppose  there  had  been  one. 
And  I,  by  saying  pravers  to  some  white  star 
With  promise  of  my  bodv  and  my  soul. 
Might  gain  yon,  —  should  I  pray  the  star  or  no  ? 
Instead,  there  was  the  Queen  to  serve !     I 

served. 
Helped,  did  what  other  servants  failed  to  do. 
Neither  she  sought  nor  I  declared  my  end. 
Her  good  is  hers,  my  recompense  be  mine,  — 
I  therefore  name  you  as  that  recompense. 
She  dreamed  that  such  a  thins^  could  never  be  ? 
Let  her  wake  now.     She  t&nks   there  was 

more  cause 
In  love  of  power,  high  fame,  pure  loyaltjr  ? 
Perhaps  she  famcies  men  wear  out  their  fives 
Chasing  such  shades.    Then,  I  've  a  fancy  too ; 
I  worked  because  I  want  you  with  my  soul : 
I  therefore  ask  your  hand.    Let  it  be  now  I 
Con.    Had  I  not  loved  yon  from  the  veiy 

first. 
Were  I  not  yonrs,  could  we  not  steal  out  thus 
So  wickedly,  so  wildl;^,  and  so  well. 
You  mi^t  become  impatient.    What's  con- 
ceived 
Of  us  without  here,  by  the  folk  within  ? 
Where  are  yon  now?   immersed  in  cares  of 

state  — 
Where  am  I  now  ?  intent  on  festal  robes  — 
We  two,  embracing  under  death's  spread  hand  ! 
What  was  this  thought  for,  what  that  scruple 

of  yours 
Which  broke  the  council  up  ? — to  bring  about 
One  minute's  meeting  in  the  corridor  1 
And  then  the  sudden  sleights,  strange  secrecies, 
Complots  inscrutable,  deep  telegraphs. 
Long-planned  chance-meetings,  hazards  of   a 

look, 
*'  Does  she  know  ?  does  she  not  know  ?  saved 

or  lost?" 
A  vear  of  this  compression's  ecstasy 
All  goes  for  nothing !  joa  would  give  this  up 
For  the  old  way,  the  open  way,  the  world's^ 
His  way  who  beats,  and  his  who  sells  his  wife  ! 
What  tempts  you  ?  —  their  notorious  happiness 
Makes  you  ashamed  of  ours  ?    The  best  you  'U 

gain 
Will  be  —  the  Queen  grants  all  that  you  require, 
Concedes  the  cousin,  rids  herself  of  yon 
And  me  at  once,  and  gives  ns  ample  leave 
To  live  like  onr  itr^  hundred  hi^py  ~ 
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The  world  will  show  us  with  officious  hand 
Oiir  chamber-entry,  and  stand  sentinel 
Where  we  so  oft  have  stolen  across  its  trans  I 
Get  the  world^s  warrant,  nng  the  falcons  feet, 
And  make  it  duty  to  be  bold  and  swift, 
AVliich  long  ago  was  natui*e.     Have  it  so  ! 
We  never  hawked  by  rights  till  flung  from 

fist? 
Oh,  the  man^s  thought !   no  woman  ^s  such  a 

fool. 
Nor,    Yes,    the    man's    thought    and    my 

thought,  which  is  more  — 
One  made  to  love  you,  let  the  world  take  note ! 
Have    I    done  worthy  work  ?    be  love's    the 

S raise, 
hampered     by    restrictions,    barred 

against 
By  set  rorms,  blinded  by  forced  secrecies  ! 
Set  free  my  love,  and  see  what  love  can  do 
iShown  in  my  life  —  what  work    will   spring 

from  that ! 
The  world  is  used  to  have  its  business  done 
On  other  grounds,  And  great  effects  produced 
For  power's  sake,  f ame^  sake,  motives  in  men's 

mouth. 
So,  good :    but  let  my  low  ground  shame  their 

high  ! 
Truth  is  tlie  strong  thing.     Let  man's  life  be 

true ! 
And  love 's  the  truth  of  mine.    Time  prove  the 

rest! 
I  choose  to  wear  you  stamped  all  over  me. 
Your  name  upon  my  forehead  and  mv  breast, 
Yon,  from  the  sword's  blade  to  the  ribbon's  edge, 
That  men  may  see,  all  over,  you  in  me  — 
That  pale  loves  may  die  out  of  their  pretence 
In  face  of  mine,  shames  thrown  on  love  fall 

off. 
Permit  this,  Constance !     Love  has  been  so 

lon^: 
Subdued  in  me,  eating  me  through  and  through, 
That  now  't  is  all  of  me  and  must  have  way. 
Think  of  my  work,  that  chaos  of  intrigues. 
Those  hopes  and  fears,  surprises  and  delays. 
That  long  endeavor,  earnest,  patient,  slow. 
Trembling  at  last  to  its  assured  result : 
Then  think  of  this  revulsion  !    I  resume 
Life  after  death,  (it  is  no  less  than  life, 
After  such  long  unlovely  laboring  days,) 
And  liberate  to  beauty  ufe's  ^reat  need 
O'  the  beautiful,  which,  while  it  prompted  work, 
Suppressed  itself  erewhile.      This  eve's    the 

time. 
This  eve  intense  with  yon  first  trembling  star 
We  seem  t^  pant  and  reach ;  scarce  aught  be- 
tween 
The  earth  that  rises  and  the  heaven  that  bends  ; 
All  nature  self-abandoned,  every  tree 
FluE^  as  it  will,  pursuing  its  own  thoughts 
Andnzed  so,  every  flower  and  every  weed. 
No  pride,  no  shame,  no  victory,  no^  defeat ; 
All  under  God,  each  measured  by  itself. 
These  statues  round  us  stand  abrupt,  distinct. 
The  strons^  in  strength,  the  weak  in  weakness 

fixedj 
The  Muse  forever  wedded  to  her  lyre. 
Nymph  to  her  fawn,  and  Silence  to  her  rose : 
See  God's  approval  on  his  universe  I 


Let  ns  do  so  — ;  aspire  to  live  as  these 

In  harmony  with  truth,  ourselves  being  true  I 

Take  the  first  way,  ana  let  the  second  come  I 

My  first  is  to  possess  myself  of  you  ; 

The  music  sets  the  march-step  —  forward,  then  I 

And  there 's  tlie  Queen,  I  go  to  claim  you  of, 

The  world  to  witness,  wonaer  and  applaud. 

Our  flower  of  life  breaks  open.    No  delay  I 

Con.    And  so  shall  we  be  loiined,  both  of  us. 
Norbert,  I  know  her  to  the  skin  and  bone : 
You  do  not  know  her,  were  not  born  to  it, 
To  feel  what  she  can  see  or  cannot  see. 
Love,    she    is    generous,  —  ay,    despite    your 

smile. 
Generous  as  yon  are  :  for,  in  that  thin  frame 
Pain-twisted,  punctured  through  and  through 

with  cares. 
There  lived  a  lavish  soul  until  it  starved. 
Debarred  of  healthv  food.    Look  to  the  sonl  — 
IHty  that,  stoop  to  that,  ere  you  begin 
(The   true  man's -way)  on  justice   and  your 

rights. 
Exactions  and  acquittance  of  the  past  ! 
Begin  so — see  what  iustice  she  will  deal  I 
We  women  hate  a  deot  as  men  a  gift. 
Suppose  her  some  poor  keeper  of  a  school 
Whose   business   is   to   sit    through   summer 

months 
And  dole  out  children  leave  to  go  and  play. 
Herself  superior  to  such  lightness  — she 
In  the  arm-chair's  state  and  pfedi^:%^c  pomp  — 
To  the  life,  the  laughter,  sun  and  youth  out- 
side: 
We  wonder  such  a  face  looks  black  on  us  ? 
I  do  not  bid  you  wake  her  tenderness, 
(That  were  vain  truly  —  none  is  left  to  wake,) 
But,  let  her  think  her  justice  is  engaged 
To  take  the  shape  of  tenderness,  and  mark 
If  she  '11  not  coldly  pay  its  warmest  debt  I 
Does  she  love  me,  I  asK  you  P  not  a  whit : 
Yet,  thinking  that  her  justice  was  engaged 
To  help  a  kinswoman,  she  took  me  up  — 
Did  more  on  that  bare  ground  than  other  loves 
Would  do  on  ^freater  argument.    For  me, 
I  have  no  equivalent  of  such  cold  kind 
To j>aj  her  vrith,  but  love  alone  to  give 
If  1  give  anvthing.    I  give  her  love  : 
I  feel  I  ought  to  help  her,  and  I  will. 
So,  for  her  sake,  as  yours,  I  teU  you  twice 
That  women  hate  a  debt  as  men  a  gift. 
If  I  were  you,  I  could  obtun  this  grace  — 
Could  lay  the  whole  I  did  to  love's  accoimt, 
Nor  yet  be  very  f idse  as  courtiers  go  — 
Declaring  my  success  was  recompense ; 
It  would  be  so,  in  fact :  what  were  it  else  ? 
And  then,  once  loose  her  generosity,  — 
Oh,  how  I  see  it !  then,  were  I  but  you 
To  turn  it,  let  it  seem  to  move  itself, 
And  make  it  offer  what  I  really  take. 
Accepting  just,  in  the  poor  cousin's  hand. 
Her  value  as  the  next  thing  to  the  Queen's  — 
Since  none  love  Queens  directly,  none  dare  that, 
And  a  thing's  shadow  or  a  name's  mere  echo 
Suffices  those  who  miss  the  name  and  thing ! 
You  pick  up  just  a  ribbon  she  has  worn. 
To  keep  in  proof  how  near  her  breath  yon 

came. 
Say,  I  'm  so  near  I  seem  a  piece  of  her  — 
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Ask  for  me  that  way  —  (oh,  von  understand^ 

Ton  'd  find  the  name  gift  yielded  with  a  grace. 

Which,   if  you  make  the    least  show  to  ex- 
tort .  .  . 

—  You  11  see !  and  when  yon  have  mined  both 
of  us, 

Dissertate  on  the  Queen ^s  infp^titude  I 
Nor,    Then,  if  I  torn  it  that  way,  yon  con- 
sent? 

*T  is  not  my  way ;  I  have  more  hope  in  tmth  : 

Still,  if  yon  wonvb  have  tmth  —  why,  this  in- 
deed. 

Were  scarcely  false,  as  I  *d  express  the  sense. 

Will  yon  remain  here  ? 
Con.  O  best  heart  of  mine, 

How  I  have  loved  you  I  then,  you  take  my  way  ? 

Are  mine  as  you  have  been  her  minister, 

Work  out  my  thought,  give  it  effect  for  me. 

Paint  plain  my  poor  conceit  and  make  it  serve  ? 

I  owe  that  withered  woman  everythiira:  — 

life,     fortune,    you,    remember!    Take    my 
part  — 

Help  me  to  pay  her !    Stand  upon  your  rights  ? 

You,  with  my  rose,  my  hanos,  my  heart  on 
you? 

Your  rights  are  mine  -  you  haxe  no  rights  but 
mine. 
Nor.    Remain  here.    How  yon  know  me ! 
Con.  Ah,  but  still  — 

life  break*  from  her  ;  the  remaifu.    Ikinee-mueic  from 

within. 

{Enter  the  Quwaa.) 

Queen.    Constance  ?    She  is  here  as  he  said. 
Speak  quick  1 
Is  it  so  r    Is  it  true  or  false  ?    One  word  I 

Con,    True. 

Queen,    Meroifnllest  Mother,  thanks  to  thee  I 

Con,    Madam? 

Queen.    I  love  you,  Constance,  from  my  soul. 
Now  say  ooce  more,  with  any  words  you  will, 
'T  is  true,  all  true,  as  true  as  that  I  speak. 

Con,    Why  should  yon  doubt  it  ? 

Queen,  Ah,  whv  doubt  ?  why  doubt  ? 

Dear,  make  me  see  it !    Do  yon  see  it  so  ? 
None  see  themselves ;  another  sees  them  best. 
Yon  say  **  why  doubt  it  ?  "  —  you  see  him  and 

me. 
It  is  because  the  Mother  has  such  ^frace 
That  if  we  had  but  faith  —  wherem  we  fail  — 
Whate'er  we  yearn  for  would  be  granted  us ; 
Yet  still  we  let  our  whims  prescribe  despair. 
Our  fancies  thwart  and  cramp  our  will  and 

power, 
And  while  accepting  life,  abjure  its  use. 
Constance,  I  had  abjured  the  hope  of  love 
And  being  loved,  as  truly  as  yon  palm 
The  hope  of  seeing  Egypt  from  that  plot. 

Con.    Heaven ! 

Queen.    But  it  was  so,  Constance,  it  was  so  1 
Men  say  —  or  do  men  say^  it  ?  fancies  say  — 
**Stop  here,  your  life  is  set,  you  are  grown 

old. 
Too  late  —  no  love  for  you,  too  late  for  love  — 
Leave  love  to  girls.    Be  queen  :  let  Constance 

love ! '» 
One  takes  the  hint— half  meets  it  like  a  child, 
Ashamed  at  any  feelings  that  op|)OBe. 
**  Oh  lore,  true,  never  think  of  love  again ! 


I  am  a  queen :  I  rule,  not  love,  forsooth." 
So  it  goes  on  ;  so  a  face  grows  like  this. 
Hair  uke  this  hair,  poor  arms  as  lean  as  these. 
Till,  —  nay,  it  does  not  end  so,  I  thank  God  I 

Con.    I  cannot  understand  — 

Queen,  The  happier  you  I 

Constance,  I  know  not  how  it  is  with  men: 
For  women  (I  am  a  woman  now  like  you) 
There  is  no  good  of  life  but  love  —  but  love  t 
What  else  looks  good,  is  some  shade  flung  from 

love ; 
Love  gilds  it,  gives  it  worth.    Be  warned  by 

me. 
Never  you  cheat  yourself  one  instant !    Love, 
GKve  love,  ask  only  love,  and  leave  the  rest  I 

0  Constance,  how  I  love  you  ! 

Con,  I  love  you. 

Queen.    I  do  believe  that  all  is  come  through 
you. 

1  took  you  to  my  heart  to  keep  it  warm 
When  the  last  chance  of  love  seemed  dead  in 

me; 
I  thought  your  fresh  youth  warmed  my  with- 
ered neart. 
Oh,  I  am  very  old  now,  am  I  not  ? 
Not  so  1  it  is  true  and  it  shall  be  true ! 
Con*    Tell  it  me:  let  me  judge  if  true  or 

false. 
Queen.    Ah,  but  I  fear  you !  you  will  look  at 
me 
And  say,   '*she*s  old,  she's  grown  unlovely 

quite 
Who  ne^er  was  beauteous:  men  want  beauty 

still." 
Well,  so  I  feared  —  the  curse  !  so  I  felt  sure  I 
Con,    Be  calm.    And  now  you  feel  not  sure, 

you  say  ? 
Queen,    Constance,  he  came,  —  the  coming 
was  not  strange  — 
Do  not  I  stand  and  see  men  come  and  go  ? 
I  turned  a  half-look  ftt>m  my  pedestal 
Where  I  grow  marble —  "  one  young  man  the 

more  ! 
He  will  love  some  one ;  that  is  naught  to  me : 
What  would  he  with  my  marble  stateliness  ?  " 
Yet  this  seemed  somewhat  worse  than  hereto- 
fore; 
The  nuftn  more  gracious,  youthful,  like  a  god. 
And  I  still  older,  with  less  flesh  to  change  -^ 
We  two  those  dear  extremes  that  long  to  touch. 
It  seemed  still  harder  when  he  first  began 
To  labor  at  those  state-affairs,  absorbml 
The  old  way  for  the  old  end  —  interest. 
Oh,  to  live  with  a  thousand  beating  hearts 
Around  you,  swift  eyes,  serviceable  hands, 
Professing  they  've  no  care  but  for  your  cause. 
Thought  but  to  help  you,  love  but  for  your- 
self,— 
And  you  the  marble  statue  all  the  time 
They  praise  and  point  at  as  ]ireferred  to  life. 
Yet  leave  for  the  first  breathing  womau^s  smile, 
First  danoer^s,  gypsy*s,  or  street  baladine^s  I 
Why,  how  I  have  ground  my  teeth  to  heat 

men^s  speech 
Stifled  for  fear  it  should  alarm  mv  ear. 
Their  gait  subdued  lest  step  should  startle  me. 
Their  eyes  declined,  such  queendom  to  respect. 
Their  hands  alert,  such  treasure  to  preserve, 
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While  not  a  man  of  them  broke  rank  and  spoke, 
Wrote  me  a  vulgar  letter  all  of  love. 
Or  oaoRht  my  hand  and  pressed  it  like  a  hand  1 
There  have  been  moments,  if  the  sentinel 
Lowering  his  halbert  to  salute  the  queen. 
Had  flung  it  brutally  and  clasped  m^  knees, 
I  would  have  stooped  and  kissed  him  with  my 
soul. 

Con,    Who  oonld  have  comprehended  ? 

Queen.  Ajr,  who  —  who  ? 

Why,  no  one,  Constance,  but  this  one  who  did. 
Not  they,  not  you,  not  I.    Even  now  perhaps 
It  comes  too  late  —  would  you  but  tell  the  truth. 

Con,    I  wait  to  tell  it. 

Queen,  Well,  you  see,  he  came. 

Outfaced  the  others,  did  a  work  this  year 
Exceeds  in  value  all  was  ever  done. 
Yon  know  —  it  is  not  I  who  say  it  —  all 
Say  it.    And  so  (a  second  pang  and  worse) 
I  grew  aware  not  only  of  what  he  did. 
But  why  so  wondrously.    Oh,  never  work 
Like  his  was  done  for  work's  ignoble  sake  — 
Souls  need  a  finer  aim  to  light  and  lure  I 
I  felt,  I  saw,  he  loved  —  loved  somebody. 
And  Constance,  my  dear  Constance,  do  you 

know, 
I  did  believe  this  while  *twas  yon  he  loved. 

Con,    Me,  madam? 

Queen.  It  did  seem  to  me,  your  face 

Met  him  where'er  he  looked  :  and  wnom  but 

you 
Was  such  a  man  to  love  ?    It  seemed  to  me. 
You  saw  he  loved  yon,  and  approved  his  love, 
And  both  of  you  were  in  intelligence. 
You  could  not  loiter  in  that  garaen,  step 
Into  this  balcony,  but  I  straic^ht  was  stung 
And  forced  to  understand,    it  seemed  so  true. 
So  right,  so  beantiful,  so  like  you  both. 
That  all  this  work  should  have  been  done  by 

him 
Not  for  the  vulgar  hope  of  recompense, 
But  that  at  uiat  —  suppose,  some  night  like 

this  — 
Borne  on  to  claim  his  due  reward  of  me, 
He  might  say,  ^*  Give  her  hand  and  pay  me 


so. 


n 


And  I  (O  Constance,  you  shall  love  me  now  I) 

I  thought,  surmounting  all  the  bitterness, 

— '*And  he  shall  have  it.    I  will  make  her 

blest. 
My  flower  of  youth,  my  woman's  self  that  was, 
My  happiest  woman's  self  that  might  have  been! 
These  two  shall  have  their  joy  and  leave  me 

here." 
Yes  —  yes  I 

Con.      Thanks  1 

Queen.  ^  And  the  word  was  on  niy  lips 

When  he  burst  in  upon  me.     I  looked  to  hear 
A  mere  calm  statement  of  his  just  desire 
For  payment  of  his  labor.    When  —  O  heaven, 
How  can  I  tell  yon  V  lightning  on  my  eyes 
And  thunder  in  my  ears  proved  tliat  first  word 
Which  told  't  was  love  of  me,  of  me,  did  all  — 
He  loved  me  —  from  the  first  step  to  the  last, 
Loved  me ! 

Con,     You   hardly  saw,  scarce  heard  him 
speak 
Of  love  .*  what  if  you  should  mistake  V 


Queen.  No,  no  — 

No  mistake  I    Ha,  there  shall  be  no  mistake  ( 
He  had  not  dared  to  hint  the  love  he  felt  — 
You  were  my  reflex  —  (how  I  understood !) 
He  said  you  were  the  ribbon  I  had  worn. 
He  kissed  my  hand,  he  looked  into  my  eyes, 
And  love,  love  came  at  end  of  every  phrase. 
Love  is  begun ;  this  much  is  come  to  pass : 
The  rest  is  easy.    Constance,  I  am  yours ! 
I  will  learn,  I  will  place  my  life  on  you. 
Teach  me  but  how  to  keep  what  I  have  won  I 
Am  I  so  old  ?    This  hair  was  earlv  gray ; 
But  joy  ere  now  has  brought  hair  brown  again. 
And  ioy  will  bring  the  cheek's  red  back,  I  feel. 
I  ooiud  sing  once  too ;  that  was  in  my  youth. 
Still,  when  men  paint  lue,  they  declare  me  .  .  • 

Beantiful  —  for  the  last  French  painter  did  I 
I  know  they  flatter  somewhat ;  yon  are  frank  — 
I   trust   you.    How   I   loved    you   &om   the 

first! 
Some  queens  would  hardly  seek  a  cousin  out 
And  set  her  by  their  side  to  take  the  eye  : 
I  must  have  felt  that  good  would  come  from 

you. 
I  am  not  generous  —  like  him  —  like  you ! 
But  he  is  not  your  lover  after  all : 
It  was  not  you  he  looked  at.    Saw  you  him  ? 
You  have  not  been  mistaking  words  or  looks  ? 
He  said  vou  were  the  refiex  of  myself. 
And  yet  he  is  not  such  a  paragon 
To  you,  to  younger  women  who  may  choose 
Among    a    thousand    Norberts.      Speak   the 

truth! 
You  know  you  never  named  his  name  to  me : 
Yon  know,  I  cannot  give  him  up  —  ah  God, 
Not  up  now,  even  to  you ! 
Con.  Then  calm  yourself. 

Queen,    See,  I  am  old — look  here,  you  happy 

girl ! 
I  will  not  play  the  fool,  deceive  —  ah,  whom  ? 
'T  is  all  gone  :  put  your  cheek  beside  my  cheek 
And  what  a  contrast  does  the  moon  behold  I 
But  then  I  set  my  life  upon  one  chance. 
The  Isst  chance  and  the  best  —  am  /  not  left. 
My  soul,  myself  ?    All  women  love  great  mea 
If  young  or  old ;  it  ia  in  all  the  tales  : 
Young  beauties  love  old  poets  who  can  love  — 
Why  should  not  he,  the  poems  in  my  soul. 
The  passionate  faith,  the  pride  of  sacrifice. 
Life-long,  death-long?     I  throw  them  at  his 

feet. 
\Mio  cares  to  see  the  founbiin's  very  shape, 
Whetlier  it  be  a  Triton's  or  a  Nj-mph's 
That   pours   the   foam,    makes    rainbows  aU 

around  ? 
Yon  could  not  praise  indeed  the  empty  conch  ; 
But  I  '11  pour  floods  of  love  and  hide  mjrself . 
How  I  will  love  him  I    Cannot  men  love  love  ? 
Who  was  a  queen  and  loved  a  poet  once 
Humpbacked,  a  dwarf?  ah,    women  can  do 

that! 
Well,  but  men  too ;  at  least,  they  tell  you  so. 
They  love  so  manv  women  in  their  youth, 
And  even  in  age  they  all  love  whom  they  please ; 
And  yet  the  beet  of  them  confide  to  friends 
Tliat  'tis  not  beautjr  makes  the  lasting  love  — 
They  spend  a  day  with  such  and  tire  the  next : 
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They  likeaool,—  well  then,  they  like  phantasy^ 
Noveltv  even.    Let  us  confess  the  truth. 
Horrible  thoag-h  it  be,  that  prejudice, 
Prescription  .  .  .  curses  !  they  will  love  a  queen. 
They  wUL  they  do :  and  w  ill  not,  does  not  —  he  ? 

Con»    now  can  he?    Yon  are  wedded:  'tis 
a  name 
We  know,  but  still  a  bond.    Your  rank  remains, 
His  rank  remains.    How  can  he,  nobly  sonled 
Ab  ^ou  believe  and  I  incline  to  think, 
As^re  to  be  your  favorite,  shame  and  all  P 

Queen.  Hear  her !    There,  there  now  —  could 
she  love  like  me  ? 
What  did  I  say  of  smooth-cheeked  youth  and 

grace? 
See  all  it  does  or  could  do !  so  youth  loves  ! 
Oh,  tell  him,  Constance,  you  could  never  do 
What  I  will  —  you,  it  was  not  bom  in!    1 
Will  drive  these  difficulties  far  and  fast 
As  yonder  mists  curdling-  before  the  moon. 
I  'U  use  my  light  too,  gloriouslv  retrieve 
Mj  youth  from  its  enforced  calamity. 
Dissolve  that  hateful  marriage,  and  be  his^ 
His  own  in  the  eves  alike  of  Grod  and  man. 

Con.    You  will  do  —  dare  do  .  .  .  panse  on 
what  you  say ! 

Qu/een.    Hear  her  !    I  thank  yon,  sweet,  for 
that  saiprise. 
You  have  the  tair  face  :  for  the  soul,  see  mine ! 
I  have  the  strong  soul :  let  me  teach  you,  here. 
I  think  I  have  borne  enough  and  loi^  enough. 
And  patiently  enough,  the  world  remarks, 
To  have  my  own  way  now,  unblamed  by  all. 
It  does  so  haopen  (I  rejoice  for  it) 
This  most  uimopea-for  issue  outs  the  knot. 
There 's  not  a  better  way  of  settling  claims 
Than  this ;  God  sends  the  accident  express : 
And  were  it  for  my  subjects*  9ood.  no  more, 
'T  were  best  thus  ordered.    I  am  tnankful  now. 
Mute,  passive,  acquiescent.    I  receive. 
And  biess  Goa  simply,  or  should  almost  fear 
To  walk  so  smoothly  to  my  ends  at  last. 
Why,  how  I  baffle  obetaoles,  spurn  fate  I 
How  strong  I  am  I    Gould  Norbert  see  me  now  I 

Con.    Let  me  cousider.    It  is  all  too  strange. 

Queen.    You,  Constance,  learn  of  me ;  do  you, 
like  me  I 
You  are  young,  beautiful :  my  own,  best  girl, 
You  will  have  many  lovers,  and  love  one  — 
Light  hair,  not   hair  like  Norbert^s,    to  suit 

yours. 
Taller  than  he  is,  since  yourself  are  tall. 
Love  him,  like  me  !    Give  all  away  to  him ; 
Think  never  of  yourself  ;  throw  by  your  pride, 
Hope,  fear,  —  ^our  own  good  as  you  saw  it  once. 
And  love  him  simply  for  his  very  self. 
Remember.  I  (ana  what  am  I  to  vou  ?) 
Would  give  up  all  for  one,  leave  tnrone,  lose  life. 
Do  all  but  just  unlove  him !    He  loves  me. 

Con.    He  shall. 

Queen.        Yon,  step  inside  mv  inmost  heart ! 
Give  me  your  own  heart :  let  us  nave  one  heart  I 
I  *11  come  to  you  for  counsel ;  **  this  he  says, 
This   he   does;  what  should  this  amount  to, 

pray? 
Beseech  yon,  ehanp;e  it  into  current  coin ! 
Is   that   worth  kisses?    Shall   I   please  him 
there?" 


And  then  we  'U  speak  in  turn  of  you  —  what 

else? 
Your  love,  according  to  your  beauty's  worth, 
ITor  you  shall  have  some  noble  love,  all  gold : 
Whom  choose  you  ?  we  will  get  him  at  your 

choice. 

—  Constance,  I  leave  you.    Just  a  minute  since, 
I  felt  as  I  must  die  or  be  alone 

Breathing  my  soul  into  an  ear  like  yours : 
Now,  I  would  face  the  world  with  my  new  life. 
Wear  my  new  crown.    1*11  walk  around  the 

rooms. 
And  then  come  back  and  tell  vou  how  it  feels. 
How  soon  a  smile  of  God  can  change  the  world  I 
How  we  are  made  for  happiness  —  how  work 
Grows  play,  adversity  a  wmning  fight  I 
True,  Ihave  lost  so  many  years  :  what  then  ? 
Many  remain  :  God  has  been  very  good. 
You,  stay  here  !   'T  isaa  different  from  dreams. 
From  the  mind's  cold  calm  estimate  of  bliss, 
As  these  stone  statues  from    the    flesh    and 

blood. 
The  comfort  thou  hast  caused  numkind,  God's 

moon  I 
[She  go€9  out^  leaving  ComrAiica.    Danet-uituie  from 

wUhin, 

(NoBBBBT  enters.) 

Nor.  Well  ?  we  have  but  one  minute  and  one 
word  I 

Con.    I  am  yours,  Norbert ! 

Nor.  Yes,  mine. 

Con.  Not  till  now  t 

You  were  mine.    Now  I  give  myself  to  you. 

Nor.    Constance  ? 

Con.      Your  own  I    I  know  the  thriftier  way 
Of  giving  -haply,  't  is  the  wiser  way. 
Meaning  to  give  a  treasure,  I  might  dole 
Coin  after  coin  out  (each,  as  that  were  all, 
With  a  new  largess  still  at  each  despair) 
And  force  you  keep  in  sight  the  deed,  preaerve 
Exhaustless  tiU  the  end  my  part  and  yours. 
My  giving  and  your  taking ;  both  our  joys 
Dying  together.    Is  it  the  wiser  way  ? 
I  choose  the  simpler ;  I  give  all  at  once. 
Know  what  you  nave  to  trust  to,  trade  upon  I 
Use  it,  abuse  it,  —  anything  but  think 
Hereafter,  **Had  I  known  she  loved  me  so. 
And  what  my  means,  I  might  have  thriven  with 

it." 
This  is  your  means.    I  give  you  all  myself. 

Nor.    I  take  you  ana  thank  God. 

Con.  hook  on  through  years  I 

We  cannot  kiss,  a  second  day  like  this ; 
Else  were  this  earth  no  earth. 

Nor.  With  this  day's  heat 

We  shall  go  on  through  years  of  cold. 

Con.  So,  beet  t 

—  I  try  to  see  those  years  —  I  think  I  see. 
You  walk  quick  and  new  warmth  comes ;    you 

look  back 
And  lay  all  to  the  first  glow  —  not  sit  down 
Forever  brooding  on  a  aay  like  this 
While  seeing  embers  whiten  and  love  die. 
Yes,  love  lives  best  in  its  effect ;  and  mine. 
Full  in  its  own  life,  yearns  to  live  in  yours. 
Nor,    Just  so.    1  take  and  know  you  all  at 
once. 
Your  soul  is  disengaged  so  easily. 
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Yonr  face  is  there,  I  know  you  ;  give  me  time. 

Let  me  be  proad  and  think  you  shall  know  me. 

My  soul  is  slower :  iu  a  life  i  roll 

The  minute  out  whereto  you  condense  yours  — 

The  whole  slow  circle  round  you  I  must  move, 

To  be  just  you.     I  look  to  a  lung  life 

To  decompose  this  minute,  prove  its  worth. 

^T  is  the  sparks'  long  succession  one  by  one 

Shall   show  you,  in  the  end,  what   fire  was 

crammed 
In  that  mere  stone  you  struck :  how  could  you 

know. 
If  it  lay  ever  unproved  iu  your  sight. 
As  now  my  heart  lies  ?  your  own  warmth  would 

hide 
Its  coldness,  were  it  cold. 

Con,  ^     But  how  prove,  how  ? 

Nor.    Prove  in  my  life,  you  ask  ? 

Con,  Qmck,  Norbert  —  how  ? 

Nor.    That 's  easy  told.    I  count  life  just  a 
stu£F 
To  try  the  soul^s  strength  on,  educe  tiie  man. 
^Vho  keeps  one  end  in  view  makes  all  things 

serve 
As  with  the  body  —  he  who  hurls  a  lance 
Or  heaps  up  stone   on  stone,  shows  strength 

alike : 
So  must  I  seize  and  task  all  means  to  prove 
And  show  this  soul  of  mine,  you  crovm  as  yours, 
And  justify  us  both. 

Con.  Could  you  write  books, 

Paint  pictures  I    One  sits  down  in  poverty 
And  writes  or  paints,  with  pity  for  the  neh. 

Nor,     And  loves  one's  painting  and  one's 
writing,  then. 
And  not  one  s  mistress  I    All  is  best,  believe. 
And  we  best  as  no  other  than  we  are. 
We  live,  and  they  experiment  on  life  — 
Those  poets,  painters,  all  who  stand  aloof 
To  overlook  the  farther.    Let  us  be 
The  thing  they  look  atl    I  might  take  your 

face 
And  write  of  it  and  paint  it  —  to  what  end  ? 
For  whom  ?  what  pale  dictatress  in  the  air 
Feeds,  smiluig  sadly,  her  fine  ghost-like  form 
With  earth's  real  blood  and  breatli,  the  beaute- 
ous life 
She  makes  despised  forever  ?    Ton  are  mine. 
Made  for  me,  not  for  others  in  the  world, 
Nor  yet  for  that  which  I  should  call  my  art, 
The  cold  calm  power  to  see  how  fair  you  look. 
I  come  to  you  ;  I  leave  }'ou  not,  to  write 
Or  paint.    You  are,  I  am  :  let  Rubens  there 
Paint  us  I 

Con.       So,  best ! 

Nor,  ^  I  understand  your  soul, 

You  live,  and  rightly  sympathize  with  life. 
With    action,    power,  success.     This  way   is 

stitiight ; 
And  time  were  short  beside,  to  let  me  change 
The   craft    my   childhood    learnt:    my  craft 

shall  serve. 
Men  set  me  here  to  subiugate,  enclose. 
Manure  their  ban*en  lives,  and  force  thence 

fruit 
First  for  themselves,  and  afterward  for  me 
In  the  due  tithe  ;  the  task  of  some  one  soul. 
Through  ways  of  work  appointed  by  the  world. 


I  am  not  bid  create  —  men  see  no  star 
Transfiguring  my  brow  to  warrant  that  — 
But  find  and  bind  and  bring  to  bear  their  wills. 
So  I  began :  to-night  sees  how  I  end. 
What  if  it  see,  too,  power's  first  outbreak  here 
Amid  the  warmth,  surprise  and  sympathy, 
And  instincts  of  the  heart  that  teach  the  head  f 
What  if  the  people  have  discerned  at  length 
The  dawn  ot  tlie  next  natui*e,  novel  brain 
Whose  will  they  venture  in  the  place  of  theirs. 
Whose  work,  they  trust,  shall  find  them  as 

novel  ways 
To  untried  heights  which  yet  he  only  sees  ? 
I  felt  it  when  you  kissed  me.    See  tliis  Queen, 
This    people  —  in    our   phrase    this    mass  of 

men  — 
See  how  the  mass  lies  passive  to  my  hand 
Now  that  my  hand  is  plastic,  with  you  by 
To  make  the  muscles  iron  I    Oh,  an  end 
Shall  crown  this  issue  as  this  crowns  the  first  1 
My  will  be  on  the  people  !  then,  the  strain. 
The  grappling  of  the  potter  with  his  clay. 
The  long  uncertain  struggle,  —  the  success 
And  consummation  of  t£e  spirit-work. 
Some  vase  shape  to  the  curl  of  the  god's  lip, 
Wliile  roundea  fair  for  human  sense  to  see 
The  Graces  in  a  dance  men  recognise 
With  turbulent  applause  and  lai^hs  of  heart  I 
So  triumph  ever  shall  reiMw  itself ; 
Ever  shall  end  in  efforts  higher  yet. 
Ever  begin  .  .  . 

Con .  I  ever  helping  ? 

Nor,  Thus  I 

{As  he  embraces  her^  the  Qomm  enters.) 

Con,    Hist,  madam!   So  have  I  perfonned 
my  part. 
You  see  your  gratitude's  true  decency, 
Norbert  ?    A  little  slow  in  seeing  it  I 
Bc«in,  to  end  the  sooner !    What 's  a  kiss  ? 
Nor,    Constance  ? 

Con,  Why,  must  I  teach  it  you  i^^n  ? 

You  want  a  witness  to  your  dulness,  sir  ? 
What  was  I  saying  these  ten  minutes  long  ? 
Then    I  repeat  —  when  some  young  handsome 

man 
Like  yon  has  acted  out  a  part  like  yours. 
Is  pleased  to  fall  in  love  with  one  beyond. 
So  very  far  beyond  him,  as  he  says  — 
So  hopelessly  in  love  that  but  to  speak 
Would  prove  him  mad,  —  he  thinks  judiciously, 
And  makes  some  insignificant  good  soul. 
Like  me,  his  friend,  adviser,  confidant. 
And  very  stalking-horse  to  cover  him 
In  following  after  what  he  dares  not  face  — 
When  his  end  *s  gained  —  (sir,  do  you  under- 
stand ?) 
When  she,  he  dares  not  face,  lias  loved  him 

first, 
—  May  I  not  say  so,  madam  ?  —  tops  his  hope, 
And  overpasses  so  his  wildest  dream. 
With  glaa  consent  of  all,  and  most  oi  her 
The  confidant  who  brought  the  same  about  — 
Why,  in  the  moment  when  such  joy  explodes, 
I  do  hold  that  the  merest  gentleman 
Will  not  start  rudelyfrom  the  stalking-horse, 
IMsmiss  it  with  a^^*  There,  enough  of  you  I  " 
Forget  it,  show  his  back  nnmannerly ; 
But  like  a  liberal  heart  will  rather  turn 
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And  aay,  **  A  tiii(;liii(r  time  of  hope  was  oars ; 
Betwixt  the  fears  and  falteriiigB,  we  two  lived 
A  chfuiceful  time  in  waiting  for  the  prize  : 
The  confidant,  the  Constance,  served  not  ill. 
And  though  I  shall  forget  her  in  good  time, 
Her  use  Ming  Mtswered  now,  as  reason  bids, 
NaT  as  herself  bids  from  her  heart  of  hearts,  — 
StiU,  she  has  rights,  the  first  thanks  go  to  her, 
The  first  good  praise  goes  to  the  prosperous 

tool. 
And  the  first  —  which  is  the  last  —  rewarding 

kiss." 
Nor,     Constance,  it  is  a  dream  —  ah,  see, 

yon  smile ! 
Con.    So,  now  his  part  being  properly  per- 
formed, 
Madam,  I  turn  to  3ron  and  finish  mine 
As  dnly  ;  I  do  justice  in  my  turn. 
Yes,  madam,  he    has  loved  you  —  long  and 

well; 
He  could  not  hope  to  tell  you  so  —  *t  was  I 
Who  served  to  prove  your  soul  accessible, 
I  led  his  thoughts  on,  drew  them  to  their  place 
When  they  had  wandered  else  into  despair,  ^ 
And  kept  love  constant  toward  its  natural  aim. 
Enough,  my  part  is  played ;  yon  stoop  half-way 
And  meet  us  royally  and  spare  our  fears : 
'T  is  like  yourself.    He  thanks  you,  so  do  I. 
Take  hini  —  with  my  full  heart!  my  work  is 

praised 
By  what  comes  of  it.    Be  you  happv,  both  ! 
Yourself  —  the  only  one  on  earth  wno  can  — 
Do  all  for  him,  much  more  than  a  mere  heart 
W^hich  though  warm  is  not  useful  in  its  warmth 
As  the  silk  vestwe  of  a  queen !  fold  that 
Around  him  gently,  tenderly.    For  liim  — 
For  him,  —  he  knows  his  own  part ! 

Nor.        ^  Have  you  done  ? 

I  take  the  jest  at  last.    Should  I  speak  now  ? 
Was  yours  the  wager,  Constance,  fooKsh  child, 
Or  did  you  but  accept  it  ?    Well  —  at  least 
You  lose  by  it. 

Con.  Nay,  madam,  't  is  your  turn  ! 

Restrain  him  still  from  speech  a  little  more. 
And  make  him  happier  as  more  confident ! 
Pity  him,  madam,  ne  is  timid  yet ! 
Mark,  Norbert  !     Do  not  shrink  n 

yield  _ 

My  whole  right  in  yon  to  the  Queen,  observe  I 
With  her  go  put  in  practice  the  gpreat  schemes 
You  teem  with,  follow  the  career  else  closed  — 
Be  all  you  cannot  be  except  by  her  I 
Behold  her !  —  Madun,  say  for  pity^s  sake 
Anything — frankly  sav  you  love  him  I    Else 
He  'U  not  believe  it  :  there  ^s  more  earnest  in 
His  fear  than  you  conceive  :  I  know  the  man  ! 
Nor.      I  know  the  woman  somewhat,  and 

confess 
I  thought  she  had  jested  better :  she  begins 
To  overcharge  her  part.    I  gravely  wait 
Your  pleasure,  maciam  :  where  is  m  v  reward  ? 
Queen.     Norbert,  this  wild    girl   (whom  I 

recognize 
Scarce  more  than  yon  do,  in  her  fancy-fit, 
Eccentric  speech  and  variable  mirth. 
Not  vei^  wise  perhaps  and  somewhat  bold. 
Yet  suitable,  the  whole  night's  work    being 
strange) 


now !    Here  I 


—  May  still  be  right :  I  may  do  well  to  speak 
And  make  authentic  what  appears  a  dream 
To  even  myself.    For,  what  sne  says  is  true : 
Yes,  Norbert  —  what  you  spoke  just  now  of  love, 
Devotion,  stirred  no  novel  sense  in  me. 
But  justified  a  warmth  felt  long  before. 
Yes,  from  the  first  —  I  loved  you,  I  shall  say : 
Strange !  but  I  do  grow  sti-onger^  now  *t  is  said. 
Your  courage  helps  mine :  you  did  well  to  speak 
To-night,  the  ni^t  that  crowns  your  twelve- 
months' toil : 
But  still  I  had  not  waited  to  discern 
Your  heart  so  long,  believe  me  I    From  the  first 
The  source  of  so  much  zeal  was  almost  plain, 
In  absence  even  of  your  own  words  just  now 
Which  hazarded  the  truth.    *T  is  very  strange, 
But  takes  a  happy  ending  —  in  your  love 
Which  mine  meets :  be  it  so  !  as  you  choose  me, 
So  I  choose  yon. 

Nor.  And  worthily  you  choose. 

I  will  not  be  unworthy  your  esteem. 
No,  madam.    I  do  love  you ;  I  will  meet 
Your  nature,  now  I  know  it.    This  was  well. 
I  see,  — yon  dare  and  you  are  justified : 
But  none  had  ventured  such  experiment, 
Leas  versed  than  you  in  nobleness  of  heart, 
Lees  confident  of  finding  such  in  me. 
I  ioy  that  thus  yon  test  me  ere  you  grant 
The  dearest,  richest,  beauteousest  and  best 
Of  women  to  my  arms :  *t  is  like  yourself. 
So  —  back  again  into  my  part's  set  wmtis  — 
Devotion  to  the  uttermost  is  yours, 
But  no,  you  cannot,  madam,  even  you. 
Create  in  me  the  love  our  Constance  does. 
Or  —  something  truer  to  the  tra^c  phrase  — 
Not  yon  magnoliarbell  superb  with  scent 
Invites  a  certain  insect  —  that 's  myself  — 
But  the  small  eye-flower  nearer  to  the  ground. 
I  take  this  lady. 

Con.  Stay  —  not  hers,  the  trap  — 

Stay,  Norbert  ^  that  mistake  were  worst  of  all  I 
He  IS  too  cumiing,  madam  I    It  was  I, 
I,  Norbert,  who  .  .  . 

Nor.  You,  was  it,  Constance  ?    Then, 

But  for  die  grace  of  this  divinest  hour 
Wliich  gives  me  yon,  I  might  not  pardon  here ! 
I  am  the  Queen's  ;  she  only  knows  my  brain  : 
She  may  experiment  upon  my  heart 
And  I  instruct  her  too  by  the  result. 
But  you.  Sweet,  you  who  know  me,  who  so  long 
Have  told  my  heartbeats  over,  held  my  life 
In  those  white  hands  of  yours,  —  it  is  not  well  I 

Con.    Tush !    I  have  said  it,  did  I  not  say  it 
all? 
The  life,  for  her — the  heartbeats,  for  her  sake  I 

Nor.    Enough !  my  cheek  grows  red,  I  think. 
Your  test  ? 
There  's  not  the  meanest  woman  m  the  world. 
Not  she  I  least  could  love  in  all  the  world, 
Whom^  did  she  love  me,  had  love  proved  itself, 
I  dare  insult  as  you  insult  me  now. 
Constance,  I  could  say,  if  it  must  be  said, 
^^  Take  back  the  sold  you  oJQfer,  I  keep  mine !  '' 
But  —  "  Take  the  som  still  quivering  on  your 

hand. 
The  soul  so  offered,  which  I  cannot  use. 
And,  please  you,  give  it  to  some  playful  friend. 
For  —  what  s  the  trifle  he  requites  me  with  ? '' 
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I,  tempt  a  woman,  to  amuse  a  man. 

That  two  may  mock  her  heart  if  itsnocnmb  ? 

No :    fearing   God    and    standing    ^neath   his 

heaven, 
I  would  not  dare  insult  a  woman  so. 
Were  she  tlie  meanest  woman  in  the  world, 
And  he,  I  cared  to  please,  ten  emperors  I 
Con,    Norbert ! 

Nor,  I  love  once  as  I  live  but  once. 

What  case  is  this  to  tliink  or  talk  about  ? 
I  love  you.    Would  it  mend  the  case  at  all 
If  such  a  step  as  this  killed  love  in  me  ? 
Your  part  were  done :  account  to  God  for  it ! 
But  miue  —  could  murdered  love  get  up  agiun, 
And  kneel  to  whom  yon  please  to  designate, 
And  make  you  mirth  ?^  It  is  too  horrible. 
You  did  not  know  this,  Constance  ?  now  yon 

know 
That  body  and  soul  have  each  one  life,  bat 

one: 
And  heixi  ^s  my  love,  here,  living,  at  yonr  feet. 
Con.     See  the  Queen  1     Norbert — this  one 

more  last  word  — 
If  thus  you  have  taken  jest  for  earnest — thns 
Loved  me  in  earnest  ... 

Nor.  Ah,  no  jest  holds  here  I 

Where  is  the  laughter  in  which  jests  break  up, 
And  what  tliis  horror  that  grows  palpable  ? 
Madam  —  whv  grasp  you  thns  the  baJcony  ? 
Have  I  done  Ul  ?    Have  I  not  spoken  truth  ? 
How  could  I  other  ?     Was  it  not  your  test. 
To  try  me,  what  my  love  for  Constance  meant? 
Madam,  your  royal  soul  itself  approves. 
The  first,  that  I  should  choose  thus  I  so  one  takes 
A  beggar,  —  asks  him,  what  would   bny  his 

ciiild? 
And  then  approves  the  expected  langh  of  scorn 
Returned  as  something  noble  from  the  rags. 
Speak,     Constance,    I  *m    the    beggar  I     Ha, 

what's  this? 
Yon  two  glare  each  at  each  like  panthers  now. 
Constance,  the  world  fades;  only  yon  stand 

there  1 
Yon  did  not,  in  to-night's  wild  whirl  of  things, 
Sell  me  —  your  soul  of  souls,  for  any  price  ? 
No  —  no  —  't  is  easy  to  believe  in  you  1 
Was  it  yonr  love's  mad  trial  to  o'ertop 
Mine  by  this  vain  self-sacrifioe  ?  welL  still  — 
Though  I  might  curse,  I  love  you.    1  am  love 

And  cannot  change  :  lore 's  self  is  at  your  feet  I 

[7^0  QuBSM  goet  out. 

Con.    Feel  my  heart ;  let  it  die  against  your 
own ! 

Nor.    Against  my  own.    Explain  not ;  let  this 
be! 
This  is  life's  heicht. 

Con.  Yours,  yours,  yours  ! 

Nor,  You  and  I  — 

Why  care  by  what  meanders  we  are  here 
I'  the  centre  of  the  labyrinth  ?    Men  liave  died 
Trving  to  find  this  place,  which  we  have  found. 

don.    Found,  found  I 

Nor.         Sweet,  never  fear  what  she  can  do  ! 
We  are  past  harm  now. 


Con.  On  the  breast  of  God. 

I  thought  of  men  —  as  if  3ron  were  a  man. 
Tempting  him  with  a  crown  ! 

Nor.  This  must  end  here : 

It  is  too  perfect. 

Con.  There  's  the  music  stopped. 

What  measured  heavy  tread  ?    It  is  one  blaze 
About  me  and  within  me. 

Nor.  Oh,  some  death 

Will  nm  its  sudden  finger  round  this  spark 
And  sever  us  from  the  rest ! 

Con.  And  so  do  well. 

Now  the  doors  open. 

Nor.  'T  is  tlie  guard  comes. 

Con.  KiflB  I 


BEN   KARSHOOK'S  WISDOM 

The  eighth  line  of  the  fourteenth  section  of 
One  Word  More  reads, 

"  Karahiah,  Gleon,  Norbert  and  the  fifty." 

Originally  it  read, 

"  Kanhook,  Cleon,  Norbert  and  the  fifty.** 

The  reference  apparently  was  to  the  poem  writ- 
ten in  April,  1854,  and  printed  in  The  Keep- 
sake^  an  annual  edited  by  Miss  Power,  a  niece  of 
Lady  Blessington,  in  whom  Dickens  also  took 
an  interest.  It  may  have  been  Browning^s 
intention  to  include  th\n  poem  in  Men  and  Wo- 
men,  but  he  never  did  place  it  there,  and  finally 
dropped  Karshook  and  substituted  Karshish, 
who  narrates  his  medical  experience. 


*'  Would  a  man  'scape  the  rod  ?  '* 
Rabbi  Ben  Karshook  saitk, 

"  See  that  he  turn  to  God 

The  day  before  his  death." 


n 


Ay,  could  a  man  inquire 
When  it  shall  come  I  "  I  say. 

The  Rabbi's  eye  shoots  fire — 
"  Then  let  Mm  turn  to-day  I " 


ti 

Quoth  a  voung  Sadduoee : 

"  Reaaer  of  many  rolls. 
Is  it  so  certain  we 

Have,  as  they  tell  us,  souls  ?  '* 

"  Son,  there  is  no  reply ! " 
The  Rabbi  bit  his  beard: 
Certain,  a  soul  have  /  — 

We  may  have  none,"  he  sneered. 

Thus  Karshook,  the  Hiram's-Hammer, 
The  Right-hand  Temple-column, 

Taught  babes  in  grace  tneir  gnunmar« 
And  struck  the  simple,  solemn* 
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Trjb  volame  bearings  the  title  Dramatts  Per- 
mma  was  publiahed  in  1864  and  the  contenti 
remaiiied  nnehanged  in  mbtequent  editions  ex- 
cept that  two  short  poems  were  added  in  the 
edition  of  1868.     The  first  poem  was  however 


oriinnally  entitled  Jame*  Lee,  The  fust 
stanzas  of  the  sixth  section  of  the  poem  were 
fifst  printed  in  1836  in  Mr.  Fox's  The  Monthltf 
Repository^  and  bore  the  title  merely  Lines^ 
with  the  signature  Z. 


JAMES    LEE'S    WIPE 


JAMES   lee's  wife  SPEAKS  AT   THE 

WINDOW 

Ah,  Love,  but  a  day 
And  the  world  has  changed ! 

The  snn  's  away, 
And  the  bird  estranged  ; 

The  wind  has  droppeo. 
And  the  sky  *8  deranged : 

Summer  has  stopped. 

Look  in  my  eves ! 

Wilt  thou  change  too  ? 
Should  I  fear  surprise  ? 

Shall  I  find  aught  new 
In  the  old  and  dear, 

111  the  good  and  true, 
With  the  changing  year? 

Thou  art  a  man. 

But  I  am  thy  lore. 
For  the  lake,  its  swan  ; 

For  the  dell  its  dove ; 
And  for  thee  —  (oh,  haste !) 
•    Me,  to  bend  above, 
Me,  to  hold  embraced. 


II 


BY  THE  FIRESIDE 

Is  all  our  fire  of  shipwreck  wood. 

Oak  and  pine  ? 
Oh,  for  the  ills  naif-understood, 

The  dim  dead  woe 

Long  ago 
Befallen  this  bitter  coast  of  France  I 
Well,  poor  sailors  took  their  chance ; 

I  take  mine. 

A  ruddy  shaft  our  fire  must  shoot 

0*er  thesea: 
Do  sailors  eye  the  casement  —  mute 

Drencned  and  stark, 

From  their  bark  — 
And  envy,  gnash  their  teeth  for  hate  ^ 
O*  the  warm  safe  house  and  happy  freight 

—Thee  and  me? 

God  help  you.  sailors,  at  your  need  t 

Spare  the  curse  I 
For  some  ships,  safe  in  irart  indeed. 


Rot  and  rust. 

Run  to  dust,  ^ 
All  through  worms  i*  the  wood,  which  crept, 
Onawed  our  hearts  out  while  we  slept : 

That  is  worse. 

Who  lived  here  before  us  two  ? 

Old-world  pairs. 
Did  a  woman  ever — would  I  knew  I  — 

Watch  the  man 

With  whom  began 
Lovers  voyage  full-sail, — (now gnash  your  teeth !) 
When  planks  start,  open  hell  oenaaUi 

Unawares? 


HI 


IN  THE  DOORWAY 

The  swallow  has  set  her  six  young  on  the  rail. 
And  looks  seaward : 

The  water 's  in  stripes  like  a  snake,  olive*pale 
To  the  leeward,  — 

On  the  weather-side,  black,  spotted  white  with 
the  wind. 

"  Good   fortune   departs,   and  disaster  *s   be- 
hind,"— 

Hark,  the  wind  with  its  wants  and  its  infinite 
wail! 


Our  fig-tree,  that  leaned  for  the  saltneas,  has 

furled 
Her  five  fingers. 
Each  leaf  like  a  hand  opened  wide  to  the  world 

Where  there  lingers 
No  glint  of  the  gold.  Summer  sent  for  her  sake : 
How  the  vines  writhe  in  rows,  each  impaled  on 

its  stake ! 
My  heart  shrivels  up  and  my  spirit  shrinks 

curled. 

Yet  here  are  we  two ;  we  have  love,  house 
enough. 
With  tne  field  there. 
This  house  of  four  rooms,  that  field  red  and 
rough, 
Though  it  yield  there, 
For  the  rabbit  that  robs,  scarce  a  blade  or  a 

bent; 
If  a  magpie  alight  now,  it  seems  an  event ; 
And  they  both  will  be  gone  at  November's  re- 
bnif. 

But  whv  must  cold  spread  ?  but  wherefore  bring 
change 
To  the  spirit, 


374 


DRAMATIS   PERSONiE 


God  meant  should  mate  his  with  an  infinite 

range, 
And  inlierit 
His  power  to  put  life  in  the  darkness  and  cold  ? 
Oh,  uve  and  love  worthily,  lM>ar  and  be  bold ! 
Whom  Summer  made  friends  of,  let  Winter 

estrange ! 


IV 


ALONG  THE   BEACH 

I  will  be  quiet  and  talk  with  yon. 

And  reason  why  you  are  wrong. 
You  wanted  my  love  —  is  that  much  true  ? 
And  so  I  did  love,  so  I  do  : 

What  has  come  of  it  all  along  ? 

I  took  you  —  how  could  I  otherwise  ? 

For  a  world  to  me,  and  more  J 
For  all,  love  greatens  and  glorifies 
Till  God  's  aglow,  to  the  loving  eyes. 

In  what  was  mere  earth  before. 

Yes,  earth  — jres,  mere  i^oble  earth  I 

Now  do  I  mis-state,  mistake  ? 
Do  I  wrong  your  weakness  and  call  it  worth  ? 
Expect  alliiarvest,  dread  no  dearth, 

Seid  my  sense  up  for  your  sake  ? 

Oh,  Love,  Love,  no,  Love  !  not  so,  indeed  ! 

You  were  just  weak  earth,  I  knew : 
With  much  in  you  waste,  with  many  a  weed. 
And  plenty  of  passions  run  to  seed. 

But  a  little  good  grain  too. 

And  such  as  you  were,  I  took  you  for  mine  f 

Did  not  you  find  me  yours. 
To  watch  the  olive  and  wait  the  vine. 
And  wonder  when  rivers  of  oil  and  wine 

Would  flow,  as  the  Book  assures  ? 

Well,  and  if  none  of  these  good  things  came, 

What  did  the  failure  prove  ? 
The  man  was  my  whole  world,  all  the  same. 
With  his  flowers  to  praise  or  his  weeds  to  blame, 

And,  either  or  both,  to  love. 

Yet  this  turns  now  to  a  fault  —  there  I  there  I 

That  I  do  love,  watch  too  long. 
And  wait  too  well,  and  wearv  and  wear ; 
And  ^tis  all  an  old  story,  ana  my  despair 

Fit  subject  for  some  new  soi^ : 

**  How  the  Ught,  light  love,  he  has  wings  to  fly 

At  suspicion  of  a  bond : 
My  wisdom  has  bidden  your  pleasure  good-by, 
Wtiieh  will  turn  up  next  in  a  laughing;  eye. 

And  why  should  you  look  beyond  ?  *' 


ON   THE  CLIFF 

I  leaned  on  the  turf, 
I  looked  at  a  rock 
Left  dry  by  the  surf ; 


For  the  turf,  to  call  it  grass  were  to  mock : 
Dead  to  the  roots,  so  deep  was  done 
The  work  of  the  summer  sun. 

And  the  rock  lay  flat 

As  an  anviPs  face : 

No  iron  like  that ! 

Baked  dry ;  of  a  weed,  of  a  sliell,  no  trace : 

Sun^ine  outside,  but  ice  at  the  core, 

Death^s  altar  by  the  lone  shore. 

On  the  turf,  sprang  gay 

With  his  films  of  blue. 

No  cricket,  I  *11  say. 

But  a  warhorse,  barded  and  chanfroned  too, 

The  gift  of  a  quixote-maf  e  to  his  kiught. 

Real  fairy,  with  wings  au  right. 

On  the  rock,  they  scorch 

Like  a  drop  of  fire 

From  a  brandished  torch. 

Fall  two  red  fans  of  a  butterfly : 

No  turf,  no  rock :  in  their  ugly  stead. 

See,  wonderful  blue  and  red ! 

Is  it  not  so 

With  the  minds  of  men  ? 

The  level  and  low. 

The  burnt  and  bare,  in  themselves ;  but  tlien 

With  such  a  blue  and  red  grace,  not  tlieirs,  — 

Love  settling  unawares  I 


VI 


READING  A  BOOK,  UNDER  THE  CLIFF 

''StUl  ailing.  Wind?     Wilt  be  appeased  or 
no? 

Which  needs  the  other's  office,  thou  or  I  ? 
Dost  want  to  be  disburdened  of  a  woe, 

And  can,  in  truth,  mv  voice  untie 
Its  links,  and  let  it  go  ? 

**  Art  thou  a  dumb,  wronged  thing  that  would 
be  righted. 
Entrusting  thus  thy  cause  to  me  ?    Forbei^ ! 
No  tongue  can  mend  such  pleadings  ;  faith,  re- 
quited 
With  falsehood,  —  love,  at  last  aware 
Of  scorn,  —  hopes,  early  blighted,  — 

^*  We  have  them ;  but  I  know  not  any  tone 
So  fit  as  thine  to  falter  forth  a  sorrow : 

Dost  think  men  would  go  mad  without  a  moan. 
If  they  knew  any  wav  to  borrow 

A  pathos  like  thy  own  ? 

''Which  sigh  wonldst  mock,  of  all  the  sighs? 
The  one 

So  long  escaping  from  lira  starved  and  blue. 
That  lasts  while  on  her  pallet-bed  the  nun 

Stretches  her  lengtk ;  ner  foot  comes  through 
The  straw  she  sliivers  on ; 


"  You  had  not  thought  site  was  so  tall :  and 
spent, 
Her  shrunk  lids  open,  her  lean  fing(>rH  shut 
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Close,  close,  their  sharp  and  livid  nails  indent 

The  clammy  palm ;  then  all  is  mute : 
Tliat  way,  the  spirit  went. 

"  Or  vonldst  thon  rather  that  I  understand 
Thy  will  to  help  me  ?  —  like  the  dofg  I  found 

Once,  pacing  sad  this  solitary  strand, 
\Vho  would  not  take  my  food,  poor  hound, 

But  whined  and  licked  my  hand.  * 


All   this,  and  more,  comes  from  some  yonn^ 
man's  pride 

Of  power  to  see.  —  in  failure  and  mistiUte, 
Relinquishment,  dlKrace,  on  every  side,  — 

Merely  examples  for  his  sake, 
Helps  to  his  path  untried : 

Instances  he  must  —  simply  reoogpize  ? 

Oh,  more  than  so!  —  must,  with  a  learner's 
zeal, 
Make  doubly  prominent,  twice  emphasize. 

By  added  touches  that  reveal 
The  god  in  habeas  disguise. 

Oh,  he   knows  what  defeat   means,  and  the 
rest! 

Himself  the  undefeated  that  shall  be  : 
Failure,  disgrace,  he  flings  them  you  to  test,  — 

His  triumph,  in  eternity 
Too  plainly  manifest ! 

Whence,  judge  if  he  learn  forthwith  what  the 
wind 

Means  in  its  moaning  —  by  the  happy  prompt 
Instinctive  way  of  youth,  I  mean  ;  for  kmd 

Calm  years,  exacting  their  accompt 
Of  pain,  mature  the  mind : 

And  some  midsummer  morning,  at  the  lull 
Just  about  daybreak,  as  he  looks  across 

A  sparkling  foreign  country,  wonderful 
To  the  sea^s  edge  for  eloom  and  gloss, 

Next  minute  must  annul,  — 

Then,  when  the  wind  begins  among  the  vines, 
ISo  low,  so  low,  what  shall  it  say  but  this  ? 

*^  Here  is  the  change  beginning,  here  the  lines 
Circumscribe  beauty,  set  to  bliss 

The  limit  time  assigns.^' 

Nothing  can  be  as  it  has  been  before ; 

Better,  so  call  it,  only  not  the  same. 
To  draw  one  beauty  into  our  hearts'  core, 

And  keep  it  changeless  I  such  our  claim  ; 
N>  answered,  —  Nevermore ! 

Simple  ?   Why  this  is  tlie  old  woe  o'  the  world  ; 

Tune,^  to  whose  rise  and  fall  we  live   ana 
die. 
Rise  with  it,  then !    Rejoice  that  man  ia  hurled 

From  change  to  chai^  unceasingly. 
His  soul's  wings  never  furled  ! 

That  *s  a  new  question  :  still  replies  the  fact,^ 
Nothing  endures :  tne   wind  moans,  saying 
so: 


We  moan  in  acquiescence :  there  *s  life's  pact. 

Perhaps  probation  —  do  /  know  ? 
Ood  does :  endure  his  act ! 

Only,  for  man,  how  bitter  not  to  grave 
On  his  soul's  hands'  palms  one  fair  good  wise 
thing 
Just  as  he  grasped  it  I    For  himself,  death's 
wave ; 
While  time  first  washes  ~  ah,  the  sting  1  — 
O'er  all  he  'd  sink  to  save. 


VII 


AMONG   THE  ROCKS 

Oh,  g[ood  gigantic  smile  o*  the  brown  old  earth. 
This  autumn  morning!     How  he  sets  his 
bones 
To  bask  i*  the  sun,  and  thrusts  out  knees  and 

feet 
For  the  ripple  to  run  over  in  its  mirth  ; 
Listening  the  while,  where  on  the  heap  of 
stones 
The  white  breast  of  the  sea-lark  twitters  sweet. 

That  is  the  doctrine,  simple,  ancient,  true  ; 
Such  is  life's  trial,  as  old  earth  smiles  and 
knows. 


If  you  loved  only  what  were  worth jrour  love 
Love  were   clear  gain,  and  who? 


I  vour  love, 
•liy  weU   for 


you: 


Make  the  low  nature  better  by  your  throes ! 
Give  earth  yourself,  go  up  for  gain  above ! 


VIII 


BESIDE  THE  DRA\VIN(i-BOARD 


"  As  like  as  a  Hand  to  another  Hand  !  " 

Whoever  said  that  foolish  thing, 

Could  not  have  studied  to  understand 

The  councils  of  God  in  fashioning. 
Out  of  the  infinite  love  of  his  heart. 
This  Hand,  whose  beauty  I  praise,  aiiart 
From  the  world  of  wonder  left  to  praise. 
If  I  tried  to  learn  the  other  ways 
Of  love  in  its  skilL  or  love  in  its  power. 
**  As  like  as  a  Hand  to  another  Hand  :  " 
Who  siud  that,  never  took  his  stand, 
Found  and  followed,  like  me,  an  hour. 
The  beauty  in  this,  —  how  free,  how  fine 
To  fear,  almost,  —  of  the  limit-line  I 
As  I  looked  at  this,  and  learned  and  drew, 

Drew  and  leamea,  and  looked  again. 
While  fast  the  happy  minutes  flew, 
Its  beauty  mounted  into  my  brain, 
And  a  fancy  seized  me  ;  I  was  fain 
To  efface  my  work,  begin  anew, 
Kiss  what  before  I  onlv  drew  ; 
Ay.  laving  the  red  chalk  'twixt  my  lips, 
Witn  soul  to  help  if  the  mere  lips  failed, 
I  kissed  all  right  where  the  drawing  ailed. 
Kissed  fast  the  grace  that  somehow  slips 
Still  from  one's  soulless  finger-tips. 
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'Tisa  olav  oast,  the  perfect  thing. 

From  Hand  live  onoe,  dead  long  ago : 
Princess-like  it  wean  the  ring 

To  fancy's  eye,  by  which  we  know 
That  here  at  length  a  master  found 

His  match,  a  proud  lone  sool  its  mate, 
As  soaring  genius  sank  to  groond, 

And  pencil  could  not  emulate 
The  beauty  in  this,  —  how  free,  how  fine 
To  fear  almost !  —  of  the  limit-line. 
Long  ago  the  god,  like  me 
The  worm,  learned,  each  in  our  degree : 
Looked  and  loved,  learned  and  drew. 

Drew  and  learned  and  loved  again, 
While  fast  the  happy  minutes  flew. 

Till  beautv  mounted  into  his  brain 
And  on  the  nnger  which  outvied 

His  art  he  placed  the  ring  that 's  there, 
Still  by  fancy's  eye  descried. 

In  token  of  a  marriage  rare  : 
For  him  on  earth,  his  art's  despair,^ 
For  him  in  heaven,  his  soul's  fit  bride. 

Ill 

Little  g^rl  with  the  poor  coarse  hand 
I  turned  from  to  a  cold  clav  cast  — 
I  have  my  lesson,  understand 

The  worth  of  flesh  and  blood  at  last ! 
Nothing  but  beautv  in  a  Hand  ? 
Because  he  could  not  change  the  hue, 
Mend  the  lines  and  make  them  true 
To  this  which  met  his  soul's  demand,  — 

Would  Da  Vinci  turn  from  you  ? 
I  hear  him  laugh  my  woes  to  scorn  — 
**  The  fool  forsooth  is  all  forlorn 
Because  the  beauty,  she  thinks  best, 
Lived  long  ago  or  was  never  bom,  — 
Because  no  t^auty  bears  the  test 
In  this  rough  peasant  Hand  !    Confessed 

*  Art  is  null  and  study  void  ! ' 
So  sayest  thou  ?    N>  said  not  I, 
Who  threw  the  faulty  pencil  by. 
And  years  instead  of  hours  employed. 
Learning  the  veritable  use 

Of  flesh  and  bone  and  nerve  beneath 

Lines  and  hue  of  the  outer  sheath, 

If  haply  I  might  reproduce 

One  motive  of  the  powers  profuse. 

Flesh  and  bone  ana  nerve  that  make 

The  poorest  coarsest  human  hand 

An  object  worthy  to  be  scanned 

A  whole  life  long  for  their  sole  sake. 

Shall  earth  and  the  cramped  mument-spaoe 

Yield  the  heavenlv  crowning  grace  ? 

Now  the  parts  ana  then  the  whole  I 

Who  art  thou,  with  stinted  soul 

And  stunted  bodv,  thus  to  cr}% 

*  I  love,  —shall  that  be  life's  strait  dole  ? 
I  must  live  beloved  or  die  ! ' 

This  peasant  hand  that  spins  the  wool 
And  bakes  the  bread,  why  lives  it  on. 
Poor  and  coarse  with  beauty  gone,  — 
What  use  survives  the  beauty  ?  "    Fool ! 

Gk>,  little  girl  with  the  poor  coarse  hand  I 
I  have  my  lesson,  shall  understand. 


IX 


ON   DECK 


There  is  nothing  to  remember  in  me, 

Nothing  I  ever  said  with  a  grace. 
Nothing  I  did  that  yon  care  to  see. 

Nothmg  I  was  that  deserves  a  place 
In  your  mind,  now  I  leave  yon,  set  you  free. 

Conceded  !    In  turn,  concede  to  me, 
^uch  things  have  been  as  a  mutual  flame. 

Tour  soul 's  locked  fast ;  but,  love  for  a  key, 
You  might  let  it  loose,  till  I  grew  the  same 

In  your  eyes,  as  in  mine  yon  stand:    strange 
pleal 

For  then,  then,  what  would  it  matter  to  me 
That  I  was  the  harsh,  ill-favored  one  ? 

We  both  should  be  like  as  pea  and  pea  ; 
It  was  ever  so  since  the  world  begun : 

So,  let  me  proceed  with  my  reverie. 

How  strange  it  were  if  you  had  all  me. 
As  I  have  all  you  in  my  heart  and  brain, 

You,  whose  least  word  brought  gloom  or  glee. 
Who  never  lifted  the  hana  in  vain  — 

Will  hold  mine  yet,  from  over  the  sea  I 

Strange,  if  a  face,  when  yon  thought  of  me. 
Rose  like  your  own  face  present  now. 

With  eyes  as  dear  in  their  due  degp^ee^ 
Much  such  a  mouth,  and  as  bright  a  brow. 

Till  you  saw  yourself,  while  you  cried  ''  T  i* 
She ! " 

Well,  you  may,  you  must,  set  down  to  me 
Love  that  was  life,  life  that  was  love  ; 

A  tenure  of  breath  at  your  lips'  decree, 
A  passion  to  stand  as  your  thoughts  approve, 

A  rapture  to  fall  where  your  foot  might  be. 

But  did  one  touch  of  such  love  for  me 
Come  in  a  word  or  a  look  of  ^ours, 

Whose  words  and  looks  will,  circling,  flee 
Round  me  and  round  while  life  endures,  — 

Could  I  fancy  ''  As  I  feel,  thoa  feels  He ;  " 

Why,  fade  you  might  to  a  thing  like  me. 
And  your  hair  grow  these  coarse  hanks  of 
hair. 
Your  skin,  this  bark  of  a  gnarled  tree^  — 
You  might  turn  myself  I  —  should  I  know  or 
care. 
When  I  should  be  dead  of  joy,  James  Lee  ? 


GOLD  HAIR 

A  STORY  OF  PORNIC 

This  poem  was  issued  by  itself  as  well  as 
included  later  in  Dramatis  PersoruE^  and  si- 
multaneously with  its  appearance  in  England  it 
was  printed  in  The  Adantic  MotMy,  It  was 
written  in  Normandy,  and  in  a  letter  printed  in 
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Mrs.  Orr'ft  lofty  II.  3U5,  there  is  an  Moonnt  of 
the  destruotion  of  the  ohnzch  raf  eired  to  in  the 
poem. 

Oh,  the  beautiful  grirl,  too  white. 
Who  Uyed  at  Pornic,  down  by  the  aea, 

Just  where  the  sea  and  the  Loire  unite  ! 
And  a  boasted  naiue  in  Brittany 

She  bore,  which  I  will  not  write. 

Too  white,  for  the  flower  of  life  is  red : 
Her  flesh  was  the  soft  seraphic  screen 

Of  a  soul  that  is  meant  (her  parents  said) 
To  just  see  earth,  and  hardly  be  seen. 

And  blossom  in  heaven  instead. 

Yet  earth  saw  one  thing:,  one  how  fair  I 
One  gr&oe  that  srrew  to  its  full  on  earth : 

Smiles  mig^ht  be  sparse  on  her  cheek  so  spare. 
And  her  waist  want  half  a  girdle^s  girth. 

Bat  she  had  her  grreat  gold  hair. 

Hair,  suofa  a  wonder  of  flix  and  floss, 
Freshness  and  f raerance  —  floods  of  it,  too  I 

Gold,  did  I  say  ?    Nav,  gold  's  mere  dross : 
Here,  Life  smiled.     Think  what  I  meant  to 
do  I" 

And  Love  sighed,  "  Fancy  my  loss !  '* 

So^^hen  she  died,  it  was  scarce  more  strange 
Than  that,  when  delicate  evenin|t  dies. 

And  you  follow  its  spent  sun^s  nallid  ran^. 
There  's  a  shoot  ot  color  startles  the  skies 

With  sudden,  violent  change,  — 

That,  while  the  breath  was  nearly  to  seek, 
As  they  pnt  the  little  cross  to  her  lips. 

She  changed ;  a  spot  came  out  on  her  cheek, 
A  spark  from  her  eye  in  mid-eclipse. 

And  she  broke  forth,  *'  I  must  speak  I  ^' 

*'  Not  my  hair  I  "  made  the  girl  her  moan  — 

^*  All  the  rest  is  gone  or  to  go  ; 
But  the  last,  last  grace,  my  sll,  my  own, 

Let  it  stay  in  the  grave,  that  the  ghosts  may 
know  ! 
Leave  my  poor  gold  hair  alone  !  ^* 

The  passion  thus  vented,  dead  lay  she  ; 

Her  parents  sobbed  tlieir  worst  on  that ; 
All  friends  joined  in,  nor  observed  degree : 

For  indeed  the  hair  was  to  wonder  at, 
As  it  spread  —  not  flowing  free. 

But  curled  around  her  brow,  like  a  crown. 
And  coiled  beside  her  cheeks,  like  a  cap. 

And  calmed  about  her  neck — ay,  down 
To  her  breast,  pressed  flat,  without  a  gap 

I*  the  gold,  it  reached  her  gown. 

All  kissed  that  face,  like  a  silver  wedge 
'Mid  the  yellow  wealth,  nor  disturbed  its  hair : 

E'en  the  priest  allowed  death's  privil^ie, 
As  he  planted  the  crucifix  Avitn  care 

On  her  breast,  'twixt  edge  and  edge. 

And  thus  was  she  bnried,  inviolate 
Of  body  and  sonl,  in  the  very  space 


By  the  altar :  keeping  saintly  state 

In  Pomio  chnroh,  for  her  pride  of  race, 
Pnre  life  and  piteous  fate. 

And  in  after-time  would  ^rour  fresh  tear  fall, 
Thouprh  your  mouth  might  twitch  with  a  du- 
bious smile. 

As  they  told  yon  of  gold,  botli  robe  and  pall. 
How  she  prayed  them  leave  it  alone  awhile, 

So  it  never  was  touched  at  all. 

Years  flew ;  this  Wend  grew  at  last 
The  life  of  the  lady ;  all  she  had  done. 

All  been,  in  the  memories  fading  fast 
Of  lover  and  friend,  was  summed  in  one 

Sentence  survivors  passed : 

To  wit,  she  was  meant  for  heaven,  not  earth ; 

Had  turned  an  angel  before  the  time : 
Yet,  since  she  was  mortal,  in  such  dearth 

Of  frailty,  all  yon  could  count  a  crime 
Was  —  she  knew  her  gold  hair's  worth. 


At  little  pleasant  Pomic  church, 
It  chanced,  the  pavement  wanted  repair. 

Was  taken  to  pieces:  left  in  the  lurch, 
A  certain  sacred  space  lay  bare, 

And  the  boys  began  research. 

'T  was  the  space  where  our  sbes  would  lay  a 
saint, 

A  benefactor,  —  a  bishop,  suppose, 
A  baron  with  armor«domments  quaint. 

Dame  with  chased  ring  and  jewelled  rose, 
Things  sanctity  saves  from  taint ; 

So  we  come  to  find  them  in  afte^days 
When  the  corpse  is  presomed  to  have  done 
with  gauds 
Of  use  to  the  living,  in  many  ways : 
For  the  boys  get   pelf,  and   the    town  ap- 
plauds. 
And  the  church  deserves  the  pi'aise. 

They  grubbed  with  a  will :  and  at  length  —  O 
cor 
Humanumj  pectora  ccpca^  and  the  rest  I  — 
They  found  —  no  gaud  they  were  prying  for. 
No    riiM?,  no   rose,  but  —  who  would  have 
guessed?  — 
A  double  Louis-d'or ! 

Here  was  a  case  for  the  priest :  he  heard, 

Marked,  inwardlj  digested,  laid 
Finger  on  nose,  smiled,  **  There 's  a  bird 

Chirps  in  my  ear :  "  then,  "  Bring  a  spade, 
Dig  deeper  1  "  — he  gave  the  word. 

And  lo,  when  they  came  to  the  cofEin-lid, 
Or  rotten  planks  which  composed  it  once, 

Why,  there  lay  the  girl's  skull  wedged  amid 
A  mint  of  money,  it  served  for  the  nonce 

To  hold  in  its  hair-heaps  hid ! 

Hid  there?    Why?    Could  the  girl  be  wont 
(She  the  stainless  sonl)  to  treasure  up 
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Money,  earth's  trash  aiid  heaven *b  affront  ? 

Had  a  spider  found  out  the  communion-oupf 
Was  a  toad  in  the  christeuing^f  ont  ? 

Truth  is  tmth :  too  true  it  was. 

Gold  !    She  hoarded  and  huggred  it  first. 
Longed  for  it,  leaned  o'er  it,  loved  it  —  alas  — 

Till  the  humor  grew  to  a  head  and  burst, 
And  she  cried,  at  the  final  pass,  — 

"  Talk  not  of  God,  ray  heart  is  stone  ! 

Nor  lover  nor  f rieua  —  be  gold  for  both  I 
Gold  1  lack  ;  and,  my  all,  my  own, 

It  shall  hide  in  my  hair.    I  searoe  die  loth 
If  they  let  my  hair  alone ! '' 

Louis-d'or,  some  six  times  five. 

And  duly  double,  every  piece.^ 
Now,  do  you  see  ?    With  the  priest  to  shrive, 

With  parents  preventing  her  soal*s  release 
By  kisses  that  kept  alive,  — 

With  heaven's  gold  gates  about  to  ope,^ 
With  friends'  praise,  gold-like,  lingering  still. 

An  instinct  had  oidden  the  gill's  hand  grope 
For  gold,  the  true  sort  —    Gold  in  heaven,  if 
yon  will; 

But  I  keep  earth's  too,  I  hope.'^ 


Enough!     The  priest  took  the  grave's  grim 
yield : 

The  parents,  they  eyed  that  price  of  sin 
As  if  mirty  pieces  lay  revealed 

On  the  place  to  bury  strangers  tn, 
The  hideous  Potter's  Field. 

But  the  priest  bethought  him :  ^^  *'  Milk  that 's 
spilt' 

—  You  know  the  adage  I    Watch  and  pray ! 
Saints  tumble  to  earth  with  so  slight  a  tut ! 

It  would  build  a  new  altar ;  that,  we  may  ! " 
And  the  altar  therewith  was  built. 

Why  I  deliver  this  horrible  verse  ? 

As  the  text  of  a  sermon,  which  now  I  preach : 
Evil  or  good  may  be  better  or  worse 

In  the  human  heart,  but  the  mixture  of  each 
Is  a  marvel  and  a  curse. 

The  candid  incline  to  surmise  of  late 
That  the  Christian  faith  proves  false,  I  find  ; 

For  our  Essays-and-Reviews'  debate 
Begins  to  tell  on  the  public  mind. 

And  Colenso's  words  have  weight : 

I  still,  to  suppose  it  true,  for  my  part. 
See  reasons  and  reasons ;  this,  to  beffin : 

'T  is  the  faith  that  launched  point-blank  her  dart 
At  the  head  of  a  lie  —  taught  Original  Sin, 

The  Corruption  of  Man's  Heart. 


THE  WORST  OF  IT 

Would  it  were  I  had  been  false,  not  you  I 
I  that  am  nothing,  not  you  that  are  all : 

I,  never  iJie  worse  for  a  touch  or  two 
On  my  speckled  hide ;  not  yon,  the  pride 


Of  the  day,  my  swan,  that  a  first  fleck's  fall 
On  her  wonder  of  white  must  nnawan,  undo  I 

I  had  dipped  in  life's  struggle  and,  out  again. 
Bore  specks  of  it  here,  uiere,  easy  to  see. 

When  I  round  my  swan  and  the  cure  was  plain ; 
The  dull  turned  bright  as  I  caught  your  white 

On  my  bosom :  you  saved  me  —  saved  in  vain 
If  you  ruined  younelf ,  and  all  through  me  I 

Tes,  all  through  the  speckled  beast  that  I  am. 
Who  taught  yon  to  stoop  ;  yon  gave  me  your- 
self. 
And  bound  your  soul  by  the  vows  that  damn : 
Since  on  better  thought  you  break,  as  yon 
ought. 
Vows  —  words,  no  angel  set  down,  some  elf 
Mistook,  —  for  an  oath,  an  epigram ! 

Yes,  might  I  judge  you,  here  were  my  heart. 
And    a  hundred  its   like,  to  treat  as  yon 
pleased  I 
I  choose  to  be  yours,  for  my  proper  part, 

Yours,  leave  or  take,  or  mar  me  or  make  ; 
If  I  acquiesce,  wh^  should  you  be  teased 
With  the  conscience-prick  and  the  memory- 
smart? 

But  what  will  God  say  ?    Oh,  my  sweet. 
Think,  and  be  sorry  yon  did  this  thing  I 

Though  earth  were  unworthy  to  feel  your  feet. 
There's  a  heaven  above  may  deserve  your 
love: 

Should  you  forfeit  heaven  for  a  snapt  gold  ring: 
And  a  promise  broke,  were  it  just  or  meet  ? 

And  I  to  have  tempted  yon !    I,  who  tried 
Your  soul,  no  doubt,  till  it  sank  I    Unwise, 

I  loved,  and^  was  lowly,  loved  and  aspired. 
Loved,  grieving  or  glad,  till  I  made  you  mad. 

And  you  meant  to  have  hated  and  despised  — 
Wliereas,  you  deceived  me  nor  inquired ! 

She,  ruined  ?    How  ?    No  heaven  for  her  ? 

Crowns  to  give,  and  none  for  the  brow 
That  looked  like  marble  and  smelt  like  myrrh  ? 

Shall  the  robe  be  worn,  and  the  palm-branch 
borne. 
And  she  go  graceless,  she  graced  now 

Beyond  all  saints,  as  themselves  aver  ? 

Hardly !    That  must  be  understood  I 
The  earth  is  your  place  of  penance,  then  ; 

And  what  will  it  prove  ?    I  aesire  your  good. 
But,  plot  as  I  may,  I  can  find  no  way 

How  a  blow  should  fall,  such  as  falls  on  men, 
Nor  prove  too  much  for  your  womanhood. 

It  will  come,  I  suspect,  at  the  end  of  life, 
When  you  walk  fdone,  and  review  the  past : 

And  I,  who  so  long  shall  have  done  with  strife. 
And  journeyed  ray  stage  and  earned  my  wage 

And  retired   as  was  right,  —  I  am   called  at 
last 
When  the  devil  stabs  you,  to  lend  the  knife. 

He  stabs  for  the  minute  of  trivial  wrong, 
Nor  the  other  hours  are  able  to  save. 
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The  happy,  that  lasted  my  whole  life  long : 
For  a  promue  hroke,  not  for  fint  words  spoke, 

The  true,  the  only,  that  tnm  mygmve 
To  a  blaze  of  joy  and  a  crash  ofaong. 

Witness  beforehand  !    Off  I  trip 

On  a  safe  path  gay  through  the  flowers  yon 
flung : 
My  very  name  made  great  by  your  lip. 

And  my  heart  aglow  with  the  good  I  know 
Of  a  perfect  year  when  we  both  were  young, 

And  I  tasted  the  angels^  fellowship. 

And  witness,  moreover  .  .  .  Ah,  but  wait  I 

I  spy  the  loop  whence  an  arrow  shoots  ! 
It  may  be  for  yourself,  when  you  meditate. 
That  you  grieve  —  for  slain  ruth,  murdered 
truth: 
''Though  falsehoocl  escape  in  the  end,  what 
boots? 
How  truth  would  have  triumphed !  *'  —  yon 
sigh  too  late. 

Ay,  who  would  have   triumphed  like  you,  I 
say  I 
Well,  it  is  lost  now  ;  weU,  you  must  bear, 
Abide  and  grow  fit  for  a  better  day : 
You  should  hardly  grudge,  conld  I  be  your 
judge  1 
But  hush  !    For  you,  can  be  no  despair  : 
Tliere  ^s  amends :  *  t  is  a  secret :  hope  and  pray  I 

For  I  was  true  at  least — oh,  true  enough  ! 

And,  Dear,  truth  is  not  as  good  as  it  seems ! 
Commend  me  to  conscience  I    Idle  stuff  I 

Much  help  is  in  mine,  as  I  mope  and  pine. 
And  eJiulk  through  da>r,  and  scowl  in  my  dreams 

At  my  swanks  obtaining  the  crow's  rebuff. 

Men  tell  me  of  truth  now  —  "  False !  "  I  cry : 
Of   beauty — '"A  mask,  friend!    Look  be- 
neath ! " 

We  take  our  own  method,  the  devil  and  I, 
With  pleasant  and  fair  and  wise  and  rare : 

And  the  best  we  wish  to  what  lives,  is  —  death ; 
Which  even  in  wishing,  perhaps  we  lie  I 

Far  better  commit  a  fault  and  have  done  — 
As  you.  Dear !  —  forever ;   and  choose  the 
pure, 

And  look  where  the  healinc-  waters  nm. 
And  strive  and  strain  to  be  good  again, 

And  a  place  in  the  other  world  ensure, 
All  glass  and  gold,  with  God  for  its  sun. 

Misery  !    ^Vhat  shall  I  say  or  do  ? 

I  cannot  advise,  or,  at  least,  persuade : 
Most  like,  you  are  glad  you  deceived  me  — 
rue 
No  whit  of  the  wrong :  you  endured  too  long. 
Have  done  no  evil  and  want  no  aid. 
Will  live  the  old  life  out  and  chance    the 
new. 

And  yonr  sentence  is  written  all  the  same. 
And  I  can  do  nothing,  —  pray,  perhaps: 

But  somehow  the  world  pursues  its  game,  — 
If  I  pray,  if  I  curse,  —  for  better  or  worse : 


And  my  faith  is  torn  to  a  thousand  soraps. 
And  my  heart    feels    ice  while  my  words 
breathe  flame. 

Dear,  I  look  from  my  hiding-place. 

Are  you  still  so  fair  ?  Have  you  still  the  eyes  ? 
Be  happy  !    Add  but  the  other  grace, 

Be  good  !  Why  want  what  the  angels  vamit  ? 
I  knew  you  once :  but  in  Paradise, 

If  we  meet,  I  will  pass  nor  turn  my  face. 

d!s   ALITER  VISUM; 
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Stop,  let  me  have  the  truth  of  that ! 

Is  that  all  true  ?    I  sav,  the  day 
Ten  years  ago  when  both  of  us 

Met  on  a  morning,  friends  —  as  thus 
We  meet  this  evening,  friends  or  what  ?  — 

Did  you  —  because  I  took  yonr  arm 
And  sillily  smiled,  **  A  mass  of  brass 

That  sea  looks,  blazing  underneath ! '' 
While  up  tlie  cliff-road  edged  with  heath, 

We  took  the  turns  nor  came  to  harm  — 

Did  you  consider,  **  Now  makes  twice 
That  I  have  seen  her.  walked  and  talked 

With  this  poor  pretty  tnoughtf  ul  thing. 
Whose  worth  I  weigh :  she  tries  to  sing ; 

Draws,  hopes  in  time  the  eye  grows  nice ; 

**  Reads  verse  and  thinks  she  understands ; 

Loves  all,  at  anv  rate,  that 's  great. 
Good,  beautiful ;  but  much  as  we 

Down  at  the  bath-house  love  the  sea. 
Who  breathe  its  salt  and  bruise  its  sands : 

"  While  ...  do  but  follow  the  fishing^ill 
That  flaps  and  floats  from  wave  to  cave  I 

Tliere 's  the  sea-lover,  fair  my  friend  I 
What  then  ?    Be  patient,  mark  and  mend .' 

Had  you  the  making  of  your  skull  ?  '' 

And  did  you,  when  we  faced  the  church 
With  spire  and  sad  slate  roof,  aloof 

From  human  fellowship  so  far. 
Where  a  few  graveyard  crosses  are. 

And  garlands  for  the  swallows'  peroh^  — ■ 

Did  you  determine,  as  we  stepped 
O'er  the  lone  stone  fence,  *'  Let  me  get 

Her  for  mvself ,  and  what  *s  the  earth 
With  all  its  art,  verse,  music,  worth  — 

Compared  with  love,  found,  gained,  and  kept  ? 

**  Schumann  *s  our  music-maker  now  ; 

Has  his  march-movement  youth  and  mouth  ? 
Ingres  's  the  modem  man  that  paints ; 

Which  vrill  lean  on  me,  of  his  saints  ? 
Heine  for  songs ;  for  kisses,  how  ?  " 

And  did  you,  when  we  entered,  readied 

The  votive  frigate,  soft  aloft 
Riding  on  air  this  hundred  years. 

Safe-smiling  at  old  hopes  and  f earn,  — 
Did  you  draw  profit  whue  she  preached  ? 
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Resolving,  **  Fools  we  wise  men  grow  I 

Yes,  I  could  easily  blurt  out  cuurt 
Some  question  that  might  find  reply 

As  prompt  in  her  stopped  lips,  dropped  eye, 
And  rush  of  red  to  cheek  and  brow  : 

""  Thus  were  a  match  made,  sure  and  fast, 
'Mid  the  blue  weed-flowers  round  the  mound 

Where,  issuing,  we  shall  stand  and  stay 
For  one  more  look  at  baths  and  bay. 

Sands,  sea-gulls,  and  the  old  church  last  — 

**  A  match  Hwi:(t  me,  bent,  wigged  and  lamed, 
Famous,  however,  for  verse  and  worse. 

Sure  of  the  Fortieth  spare  Arm-chair 
When  gout  and  glory  seat  me  there. 

So,  one  whose  love-freaks  pass  unblamed,  — 

**  And  this  young  beauty,  round  and  sound 
As  a  mountain-apple,  youth  and  truth 

With  loves  and  doves^t  all  events 
With  money  in  the  Three  per  Cents ; 

Whose  ohoioe  of  me  would  seem  profound :  — 

**  She  might  take  me  as  I  take  her. 

Perfect  the  hour  would  pass,  alas  ! 
Climb  high,  love  high,  what  matter  ?    Still, 

Feet,  feelings,  must  descend  the  hill : 
An  hour's  penection  can't  recur. 

**  Then  follows  Paris  and  full  time 
For  both  to  reason :  *  Thus  with  us  I ' 

She  'U  sigh,  *  Thus  girls  give  body  and  soul 
At  first  word,  think  they  gain  the  goal. 

When  't  is  the  starting-plaoe  they  climb  I 

*^  *  My  friend  makes  verse  and  gets  renown ; 

Have  thev  all  fiftv  yean,  his  peers  ? 
He  knows  the  world,  firm,  quiet  and  gay ; 

Boys  will  become  as  much  one  day : 
They  're   fools ;   he   cheats,    with   beard   less 
brown. 

"  *  For  boys  say,  Love  me  or  I  die  ! 

He  did  not  say.  The  truth  ts,  youth 
I  want,  who  am  eld  and  know  too  much ; 

I  'cf  catch  youth :  lend  me  sight  artd  touch  I 
Drop  hearths  blood  where  life's  wheels  grate  dry  ! ' 

"  While  I  should  make  rejoinder  "  —  (then 
It  was  no  doubt,  you  ceased  that  least 

Light  pressure  of  my  arm  in  yours)  — 
**  *  I  can  conceive  of  cheaper  cures 

For  a  yawning^fit  o'er  bookii  and  men. 

*'  *  What  ?    AllI  am,  was,  and  might  be. 
All,  books  taught,  art  brought,  life's  whole 
strife. 

Painful  results  since  precious,  just 
Were  fitly  exchanged,  in  wise  disgust. 

For  two  cheeks  f resnened  by  youth  and  sea  ? 

'*  *  All  for  a  nosegay  1  —  what  came  first ; 

With  fields  on  flower,  untried  each  side  ; 
I  rally,  need  my  books  and  men. 

And  find  a  nosegay  : '  drop  it,  then, 
No  mateh  yet  made  for  best  or  worst !  " 


That  ended  me.    Yon  judged  the  porch 
We  left  by,  Norman ;  took  our  look 

At  sea  and  sky  ;  wondered  so  few 
Find  out  the  place  for  air  and  view ; 

Remarked  the  sun  began  to  scorch ; 

Descended,  soon  regained  the  baths. 
And  then,  good-by  I    Years  t«n  since  then  : 

Ten  years  !    We  meet :  you  tell  me,  now. 
By  a  window-seat  for  that  diff-brow. 

On  carpet-stripes  for  those  sand-paths. 

Now  I  may  speak  :  you  fool,  for  all 
Your  lore  I    Who  made  things  plain  in  rain  ? 

What  was  the  sea  for  ?    What,  the  gray 
i)ad  church,  that  solitary  day. 

Crosses  and  graves  and  swallows'  call  ? 

Was  there  naught  better  than  to  enjoy  ? 

No  feat  which,  done,  would  make  time  break. 
And  let  us  p>ent-up  creatures  through 

Into  eternity,  our  due  ? 
No  forcing  earth  teach  heaven's  employ  ? 

No  wise  beginning,  here  and  now. 
What  cannot  grow  complete  (earth's  feat) 

And  heaven  must  finish,  there  and  then  ? 
No  tasting  earth's  true  food  for  men, 

Its  sweet  in  sad,  its  sad  in  sweet  ? 

No  grasping  at  love,  gaining  a  share 

0  the  sole  spark  from  God's  life  at  strife 
With  death,  so,  sure  of  range  above 

The  limits  here  ?    For  us  and  love. 
Failure ;  but,  when  God  fails,  despair. 

This  you  call  wisdom  ?    Thus  you  add 

Good  unto  ^ood  again,  in  vain  ? 
You  loved,  with  body  worn  and  weak  ; 

1  loved,  with  faculties  to  seek  : 
Were  botn  loves  worthlesB  since  ill-clad  ? 

Let  the  mere  8tar>fish  in  his  vault 

Crawl  in  a  wash  of  weed,  indeed, 
Rose-jacynth  to  the  finger-tips  : 

He,  whole  in  body  and  sou,  outstrips 
Man,  found  with  either  in  default. 

But  what 's  whole  can  increase  no  more, 
Is  dwarfed  and  dies,  since  here 's  its  sphere. 

The  devil  laughed  atyou  in  his  sleeve  1 
You  know  not  ?    That  I  weU  believe ; 

Or  you  had  saved  two  souls :  nay,  four. 

For  Stephanie  sprained  last  night  her  wrist. 
Ankle  or  something.    *'  Pooh,"  cry  yon  ? 

At  any  rate  she  danced,  all  say. 
Vilely  ;  her  vogue  has  had  its  day.  ^ 

Here  comes  my  husband  from  his  whist. 


TOO  LATE 

Hbbx  was  I  with  my  arm  and  heart 
And  brain,  all  yours  for  a  word,  a  want 

Put  into  a  look —  just  a  look,  your  part,  — 
While  mine,  to  repay  it  .  .  .  vainest  vaunt. 
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Were  the  wonuui,  tk»t  's  dead,  alive  to  how. 
Had  her  lover,  that^i  lost,  loTe*e  proof  to 
show  I 
But  I  cannot  show  it ;  you  eannot  speak 

From  the  churchyard  neither,  miles  removed, 
Thoni^h  I  feel  by  a  puJae  within  mv  cheek, 
Which  stabs  and  stops,  that  tne  woman  I 
loved 
Needs  help  iu  her  fl^rave  and  finds  none  near. 
Wants  warmth  from  the  heart  which  sends  it 
—  su! 

Did  I  speak  once  anf^rily,  all  the  drear  days 

You  lived,  you  woman  I  loved  so  well. 
Who  married  the  other  ?    Blame  or  praise. 

Where  was  the  use  then  ?    Time  would  tell. 
And  the  end  declare  what  man  for  yon, 

What  woman  for  me,  was  the  choice  of  God. 
But,  £dith  dead  I    no  doubting^  more  I 

I  used  to  sit  and  look  at  mv  life 
As  it  rippled  and  ran  till,  ri(pht  before, 

A  great  stone  stopped  it  :  oh,  the  strife 
Of  waves  at  the  stone  some  devil  threw 

In  my  lifers  midcnrrent,  thwarting  Qod  I 

But  either  I  thought,  **  They  may  chum  and 
chide 

Awhile,  my  waves  which  came  for  their  joy 
And  found  this  horrible  stone  f nil-tide : 

Yet  I  see  just  a  thread  escape,  deploy 
Throngh  the  eveningnwuntry,  silent  and  safe. 

And  it  suffers  no  more  till  it  finds  the  sea. 
Or  else  I  would  think,  *'  Perhaps  some  ni^ht 

When  new  things  happen,  a  meteor-ball 
May  slip  throngh  the  sky  in  a  line  of  light, 

And  earth  breathe  hard,  and  landmarks  fall. 
And  my  waTes  no  longer  champ  nor  chafe, 

Since  a  stone  will  have  rollea  from  its  place : 
let  be ! '' 

But,  dead  I    All 's  done  with  :  wait  who  may, 

Wateh  and  wear  and  wonder  who  will. 
Oh,  my  whole  life  that  ends  to-day  I 

Oh,  my  soul's  sentence,  sounding  still, 
**  The  woman  is  dead  that  was  none  of  his ; 

And  the  man  that  was  none  of  hers  may  go  I  " 
There 's  ouIt  the  past  left :  worry  tliat  I 

Wreak,  like  a  bull,  on  the  empty  coat, 
RajTO,  its  late  wearer  is  laughing  at  I 

Tear  the  collar  to  rags,  having  missed  his 
throat ; 
Strike  stupidly  on  —  *'  This,  this  and  this. 

Where  I  would  that  a  bosom  received  the 
blow  I " 

I  ought  to  have  done  more  :  once  my  speech. 

And  once  your  answer,  and  there,  the  end. 
And  Edith  was  henceforth  out  of  reach  1 

Why,  men  do  more  to  deserve  a  friend. 
Be  ria  of  a  foe,  get  rich,  grow  wise. 

Nor,  folding  their  arms,  stare  fate  in  the  fooe. 
Why,  better  even  have  burst  like  a  thief 

And  borne  yon  away  to  a  rock  for  us  two, 
In  a  moment's  horror,  bright,  bloody  and  brief. 

Then  changed  to  myself  again—  ""  I  slew 
Myself  in  that  moment ;  a  ruffian  lies 

8omewhere  :  your    slave,  see,  bom    in  his 
place  I " 


What  did  the  other  do?    You  be  judge  1 
Look  at  us,  £dith  I    Here  are  we  both  1 

Give  him  his  six  whole  years :  I  grudge 
None  of  the  life  with  you,  na^,  loatne 

Myself  that  I  grudged  his  start  in  advaaoe 
Of  me  who  could  overtake  and 


But,  as  if  he  loved  ^ou  I    No,  not  he 
Nor  any  one  else  m  the  w^orld,  't  is  plain : 

Who  ever  heard  that  another,  free 
As  I,  young,  prosperous,  sound  and  sane, 

Poured  Ufe  out,  proffered  it  —  ''  Half  a  glance 
Of  those  eyes  of  yours  and  I  drop  the  glass  1 " 

Handsome,  were  you  ?    'T  is  more  than  they 
held. 

More   than    they    said;  I  was    'ware    and 
watohed  : 
I  was  the  scapegrace,  this  rat  belled 

The  oat,  this  tool  got  liis  whiskera  scratohed: 
The  others  ?    No  head  that  was  turned,  no  heaH 

Broken,  my  lady,  assure  yourself  I 
Each  soon  made  lus  mind  up  ;  so  and  so 

Married  a  dancer,  such  and  such 
Stole  his  friend's  wife,  stagnated  slow. 

Or  maundered,  unable  to  do  as  much. 
And  muttered  of  peace  where  he  had  no  part  : 

While,  hid  in  the  closet,  laid  on  the  shelf,  — - 

On  the  whole,  you  were  let  alone,  I  think  ! 

80,  you  looked  to  the  other,  who  acquiesced ; 
My  rival,  the  proud  man,  —  prize  your  pink 

Of  poets !    A  poet  he  was  1    I  've  guessed : 
He  rhymed  you  his  rubbish  nobody  read. 

Loved  you  and  doved  yon  —  did  not  I  laugh  f 
There  was  a  prixe  1    But  we  both  were  tried. 

Oh,  heart  of  mine,  marked  broad  with  her 
mark, 
Tehelj  found  wanting,  set  aside, 

Scorned !   See,  I  meed  these  tears  in  the  dark 
Till  comfort  come  and  the  last  be  bled : 

He  ?    He  is  tagging  your  epitaph. 

If  it  would  only  come  over  again  I 

—  Time  to  be  patient  with  me,  and  probe 
This  heart  till  you  punctured  the  proper  vein. 

Just  to  learn  what  blood  is  :  twiteh  the  robe 
From  that  blank  lay-figure  your  fancy  draped. 

Prick  the    leathern  heart  till  the  —  vexMt 
spirt! 
And  late  it  was  easy ;  late,  you  walked 

Where  a  friend  might  meet  yon ;  Edith^s 
name 
Arose  to  one's  lip  if  one  laughed  or  talked ; 

If  I  heard  good  news,  yon  heard  the  same ; 
When  I  woke,  I  knew  that  your  breath  escaped ; 

I  could  bide  my  time,  keep  alive,  alert. 

And  alive  I  shall  keep  and  long,  you  will  see  I 

I  knew  a  man,  was  kicked  ake  a  dog 
From  gutter  to  cesspool ;  what  cared  he 

So  long  as  he  picked  from  the  filth  his  prog  ? 
He  saw  youth,  beauty  and  genius  die. 

And  joUil^  lived  to  his  hundredth  year. 
But  I  will  hve  otherwise  :  none  of  such  life  I 

At  once  I  begin  as  I  mean  to  end. 
Go  on  with  the  world,  get  gold  in  ito  strife. 

Give  ^onr  spouse  the  sup  and  betray  your 
fnend ! 
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There  are  two  who  decline,  a  woman  and  I, 
And  enjoy  our  death  in  the  darkness  here. 

I  liked  that  way  you  had  with  jour  curls 

Wound  to  a  ball  in  a  net  behind  : 
Your  cheek  was  chaste  as  a  Quakeivgirl's, 

And  your  mouth  —  there  was  never,  to  my 
mind. 
Such  a  f unnv  mouth,  for  it  would  not  shut ; 

And  the  aente<l  chin  too  —  what  a  chin  ! 
There  were  certain  ways  when  you  spoke,  some 
words 

That  you  know  you  never  could  pronounce  : 
You  were  thin,  however ;  like  a  bird's 

Your  hand  seemed  —  some  would  say,   the 
pounce 
Of  a  scaly-footed  hawk  —  all  but ! 

The  world  was  right  when  it  called  yon  thin. 

But  I  turn  my  back  on  the  world :  I  take 

Your  hand,  and  kneel,  luid  lay  to  my  lips. 
Bid  me  live,  £ldith !    Let  me  slake 

Thirst  at  your  presence  !     Fear  no  slips  : 
'Tis  your  slave  shall  pay,  while  his  soul  en- 
dm'es. 

Full  due,  love's  whole  debt,  summumjus. 
My  queen  shall  have  high  observance,  planned 

Courtship  made  perfect,  no  least  line  | 

Crossed  without  waiTant.    There  you  stand,        , 

Warm  too,  and  white  too  :  would  this  wine 
Had  washed  all  over  that  body  of  yours. 

Kre  I  drank  it,  and  you  down  with  it,  thus  ! 


ABT   VOGLER 

(AFTER     HE    HAS     BEEN     EXTEMPORIZING    UPON 
THE  MUSICAL  INSTRUMENT  OF  HIS  INVENTION; 

Would  that  the  structure  brave,  the  manifold 
music  I  build. 
Bidding  my  oi*gan  obey,  calling  its  keys  to 
their  work. 
Claiming  each  slave  of  the  sound,  at  a  touch,  as 
when  Solomon  willed 
Armies  of  angels  tliat  soar,  legions  of  demons 
that  lurk, 
Man,  brute,  reptile,  fly,  —  alien  of  end  and  of 
aim, 
Adverse,  each  from  the  other  heaven-high, 
hellHdeep  removed,  — 
Should  rush  into  sight  at  once  as  he  named  the 
ineifable  Name, 
And  pile  him  a  palace  straight,  to  pleasure 
the  princess  he  loved  ! 

Would  it  might  tarry  like  his,  the  beautiful 
building  of  mine, 
This  which  my  keys  in  a  crowd  pressed  and 
importuned  to  raise ! 
Ah,  one  and  all,  how  they  helped,  would  dispart 
now  and  now  combine, 
Zealous  to  hasten  the  work,  heighten  their 
master  his  praise ! 
And  one  would  bury  his  brow  with  a  blind 
plunge  down  to  hell. 
Burrow  awhile  and  build,  broad  on  the  roota 
of  things. 


Then  up  again  swim  into  sight,  having  based 
me  my  palace  well, 
Founded  it,   fearless  of  flame,  flat  on  the 
nether  springs. 

And  another  would  mount  and  march,  like  the 
excellent  minion  he  was, 
Ay,  another  and  yet  another,  one  crowd  but 
with  many  a  crest, 
Raising  my  rampired  walls  of  gold  as  transpar- 
ent as  glass. 
Eager  to  do  and  die,  yield  each  his  place  to 
the  rest : 
For  higher  still  and   higher  (as  a  runner  tips 
with  fire, 
When  a  great  illumination  surprises  a  festal 
nieht  — 
Chitlined  round  and  round  Rome^s  dome  from 
spjice  to  spire) 
Up,  the  pinnacled   glory  reached,  and  the 
pride  of  my  soul  w^as  in  sight. 

In  sight  ?    Not  half  I    for   it  seemed,  it  was 
certain,  to  match  man's  birtli, 
Nature  in  turn  conceived,  obeying  an  impulse 
as  I; 
And  tlie  emulous  heaven  yearned  down,  made 
effort  to  reach  the  earUi, 
As  the  earth  had  done  her  best,  in  my  passion, 
to  scale  the  sky : 
Novel  splendors  burst  forth,  grew  familiar  and 
dwelt  with  mine. 
Not  a  point  nor  peak  but  found  and  fixed  its 
wandering  star : 
Meteor-moons,  balls  oi  blaze :  and  they  did  not 
pale  nor  pine. 
For  earth  haa  attained  to  heaven,  there  was 
no  more  near  nor  far. 

Nay  niore ;  for  there  wanted  not  who  walked 
in  tlie  glare  and  glow. 
Presences  plain  in  the  place ;  or,  f resli  from 
^  the  Protoplast, 
Furnished  for  ages  to  come,  when  a  kindlier 
wind  should  blow. 
Lured  now  to  begin  and  live,  in  a  house  to 
tlieir  liking  at  last ; 
Or  else  the  wonderful  Dead  who  have  passed 
through  the  body  and  gone. 
But  were  oack  once  more  to  breathe  in  an  old 
world  worth  their  new : 
What  never  had  been,  was  now  ;  wliat  was,  as 

it  shall  be  anon ; 
And  what  is,  —  sliall  I  say,  matched  botli  ?  for 
I  was  made  perfect  too. 

All  through  ni^  keys  that  gave  their  sounds  to 
a  wish  of  my  soul, 
All  through  my  soul  that  praised  as  its  wish 
flowed  visibly  forth, 
All  through  music  and  me  !    For  think,  liad  I 
painted  the  whole, 
Wliy,  there  it  had  stood,  to  see,  nor  the  pro- 
cess so  wonder-worth : 
Had  I  written  the  same,  made  verse  —  still, 
effect  proceeds  from  cause  ^ 
Ye  know  why  the  forms  are  fair,  ye  he<ir  how 
the  tale  is  told  ; 
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It  is  all  triuiuphiuit  art,  but  art  in  obedience  to 
^  laws. 
Painter  and  poet  are  proud  in  the  artist-list 
enrolled :  — 

But  here  is  tlie  finger  of  God,  a  flash  of  the  will 
that  can, 
Existent  behind  all  laws,  that  made  them 
and,  lo,  they  are ! 
And  I  know  not  if,  save  in  this,  such  gift  be 
allowed  to  man, 
That  out  of  three  sounds  he  frame,  not  a 
fourth  sound,  but  a  star. 
Consider  it  well :  each  tone  of  our  scale  in  itself 
is  naught : 
It  is  everywhei'e  in  the  world  —  loud,  soft, 
and  all  is  said : 
Give  it  to  me  to  use  I    I  mix  it  with  two  in  my 
thought : 
And  there  !    Ye  have  heard  and  seen :  con- 
sider and  bow  the  head  ! 

Well,  it  is  gone  at  last,  the  palace  of  music  I 
reared; 
Gone!  and  the  good  tears  start,  the  praises 
that  come  too  slow ; 
For  one  is  assured  at  first,  one  scarce  can  say 
that  he  feared. 
That  he  even  gave  it  a  thought,  the  gone 
thing  was  to  go. 
Never  to  oe  again  1    But  many  more  of  the 
kind 
As  good,  nay,  better  perchance :  is  this  your 
comfort  to  me  ? 
To  me,  who  must  be  saved  because  I  cling  with 
my  mind 
To  the  same,  same  self,  same  love,  same  God : 
ay,  what  was,  shall  be. 

Therefore  to  whom  turn  I  but  to  thee,  the 
ineffable  Name  ? 
Builder   and   maker,  thou,   of    houses   not 
made  with  hands ! 
What,  have  fear  of  change  from  thee  who  art 
ever  the  same  ? 
Doubt  that  thy  power  can  fill  the  heart  that 
thy  power  expands  ? 
There  shall  never  be  one  lost  good  1  What  was, 
shall  live  as  before  : 
The  evil  is  null,  is  naught,  \a  silence  implying 
sound  ; 
What  was  good  shall  be  good,  with,  for  evil, 
so  much  good  more ; 
On  the  earth  the  broken  arcs ;  in  the  heaven 
a  perfect  round. 

All  we  have  willed  or  hoped  or  dreamed  of  good 
shall  exist ; 
Not  its  semblance,  but  itself ;  no  beauty,  nor 
good,  nor  power 
Whose  vmce  has  gone  forth,  but  each  survives 
for  the  melodist 
When  eternity  affirms  the  conception  of  an 
hour. 
The  high  that  proved  too  high,  the  heroic  for 
earth  too  hard. 
The  passion  that  left  the  ground  to  lose  itself 
in  the  sky. 


Are  music  sent  up  to  God  by  the  lover  and  the 
bard: 
Enough  that  he  heard  it  once  :  we  sluiU  heur 
it  by  and  by. 

And  what  is  our  failure  here  but  a  triumpirs 
evidence 
For  the  f  uhiess  of  the  days  ?    Have  we  with- 
ei-ed  or  agonized  ? 
Why  else  was  the  paxae  prolonged  but  that 
singing  might  issue  thence  ? 
^Mly  ruslied  the  discords  in,  but  that  harmony 
should  be  prized  ? 
Sorrow  is  hard  to  bear,  and  doubt  is  slow  to 
cleaTj 
Eadi  sufferer  says  his  say,  his  scheme  of  the 
weal  and  woe : 
But  God  has  a  few  of  us  whom  he  whispers  in 
the  ear  ; 
The  rest  may  reason  and  welcome :  't  is  we 
musicians  know. 

Well,  it  is  earth  with  me  ;  silence  resumes  her 
reign: 
I  will    be  patient  and  proud,  and  soberly 
acquiesce. 
(Hve  me  tne  keys.    I  feel  for  the  common  chord 
again. 
Sliding  by  semitones  till  I  sink  to  the  minor, 
—  yes. 
And  I  blunt  it  into  a  ninth,  and  I  stand  on 
alien  ground, 
Surveying  awhile  the  heights  I  rolled  from 
into  the  deep ; 
Which,  hark,  I  have  dared  and  done,  for  my 
resting-place  is  found, 
The  C  Major  of  this  life :  so,  now  I  will  try 
to  sleep. 
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Grow  old  along  with  me  I 
The  best  is  yet  to  be. 

The  last  of  life,  for  which  the  firot  was  made : 
Our  times  are  in  his  hand 
^\1lo  saith,  **  A  whole  I  planned. 
Youth  shows  but  half ;  trust  Qod :  see  all,  nor 
be  afraid  I '' 


Not  that,  amassing  flowers. 
Youth  sighed,  ^'  Which  rose  make  ours. 
Which  lily  leave  and  then  as  best  recall  ? ' ' 
Not  that,  admiiing  stars, 
It  yearned,  ^*  Nor  Jove,  nor  Mars ; 
Mine  be  some  figured  flame  which  blends,  tran- 
scends them  all  I  '^ 

Not  for  such  hopes  and  fears 

Annulling  youth's  brief  years. 

Do  I  remonstrate :  f  oUy  wide  the  mark  I 

Rather  I  prize  the  doubt 

Low  kinds  exist  without. 

Finished  and  finite  clods,  untroubled  by  a  spark 

Poor  vaunt  of  life  indeed. 

Were  man  but  formed  to  feed 

On  joy,  to  solely  seek  and  find  and  feast ; 
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Snob  f  eastiiig  ended,  then 
As  sore  an  end  to  men  ; 

Irks  care  the  crop  full  bird  ?    Frets  doubt  the 
maw-crammed  beast  ? 

Rejoice  we  are  allied 
To  tiiat  which  doth  provide 
And  not  partake,  effect  and  not  receive  ! 
A  spark  cUsturbs  our  clod ; 
Nearer  we  hold  of  God 

Who  grives,  than  of  lus  tribes  that  take,  I  must 
belieye. 

^len,  welcome  each  rebuff 
That  turns  earth^s  smoothness  roug^h. 
Each  stmg  that  bids  nor  sit  nor  stand  but  go  I 
Be  our  joys  three-parts  pain  1 
StriTS,  and  hold  oneap  Uie  strain  ; 
Leam,  nor    account  the    pang;    dare,    never 
grudge  the  throe! 


For  thence,  —  a  paradox 
Which  comforts  while  it  mocks,  — 
Shall  life  succeed  in  that  it  seems  to  fail : 
What  I  aspired  to  be. 
And  was  not,  comforts  me : 
A  brute  I  might  have  been,  but  would  not 
i'  the  scale. 


What  is  he  but  a  brute 

Whose  flesh  has  soul  to  suit. 

Whose  spirit  works  lest  arms  and  legs  want 

pUy? 
To  man,  propose  this  test  — 
Thy  body  at  iU  best, 
How  far  can  that  project  thy  soul  on  its  lone 

way? 

Yet  gifts  should  prove  their  use : 
I  own  the  Past  profuse 
Of  poweiteach  side,  perfection  every  turn : 
Eyes,  ears  took  in  their  dole. 
Brain  treasured  up  the  whole ; 
Should  not  the  heart  beat  once  **  How  good  to 
live  and  learn  "  ? 

Not  once  beat  '^  Praise  be  thine ! 

I  see  the  whole  design, 

I,   who   saw   power,   see   now   Love   perfect 

too: 
Perfect  I  call  thy  plan : 
Thanks  that  I  was  a  man  I 
Maker,  remake,  complete,  —  I  trust  what  thou 

Shalt  dol'^ 

For  pleasant  is  this  flesh  ; 
Our  soul,  in  its  rose-mesh 
Pulled  ever  to  the  earth,  still  veams  for  rest : 
Would  we  some  prize  might  hold 
To  match  tliose  manifold 
Possessions  of  the  brute, — gain  moat,  as  we 
did  best  I 


Let  us  not  alwavs  say, 
**  Spite  of  this  neah  to-dity 
I  strove,  made  head,  gained 

whole  I " 
As  the  bird  wings  and  sings, 


ground  upon  the 


Let  us  cry,  *'  All  good  things 
Are  ours,  nor  soul  helps  flesh  more,  now.  thaa 
flesh  helps  souir ' 

Therefore  I  summon  age 
To  grant  youth's  heritage. 
Life's  struggle  having  so  tar  reached  its  term: 
Thence  shall  I  pass,  approved 
A  man,  for  aye  removed 
From  the  developed  brute ;  a  Qod  though  im 
the  germ. 

And  I  shall  thereupon 

Take  rest,  ere  I  be  gone 

Once  more  on  my  adventure  brave  and  new  : 

Fearless  and  unperplezed, 

When  I  wage  battle  next, 

What  weapons  to  select,  what  armor  to  indue. 

Youth  ended,  I  shall  try 
My  gain  or  loss  thereby ; 
Leave  the  fire  ashes,  what  survives  is  gold : 
And  I  shall  wei|rh  the  same, 
Qive  life  its  praise  or  blame  : 
Young,  all  lay  in  dispute ;  I  shall  know,  being 
old. 

For  note,  when  evening  shuts, 
A  certain  moment  cuts 
The  deed  off,  calls  the  glory  from  the  gray : 
A  whisper  from  the  west 
Shoots  —  **  Add  this  to  the  rest, 
Tako  it  and  try  its  worth :  here  dies  another 
day." 

So,  stUl  within  this  life, 
Tlkough  lifted  oW  its  strife. 
Let  me  discern,  compare,  prononnee  at  last, 
*'  This  rage  was  right  i'  the  main. 
That  acquiescence  vain : 

The  Future  I  may  face  now  I  have  proved  tha 
Past." 

For  more  is  not  reserved 
To  man,  with  soul  just  nerved 
To  act  to-morrow  what  he  learns  to-day : 
Here,  work  enough  to  watch 
The  Master  work,  and  catch 
Hints  of  the  proper  craft,  tricks  of  the  tooFs  true 
play. 

As  it  was  better,  youth 

Should  strive,  through  acts  uncouth. 

Toward  making,  than  repose  on  aught  fonnd 

made: 
So,  better,  age,  exempt 
From  strifeishould  know,  than  tempt 
Further.    Thou  waitedst  age :  wait  death  nor 

be  afraid  I 

Enough  now,  if  the  Right 

And  Good  and  Infinite 

Be    named    here,  as  thou   callest   thy  hand 

thine  own. 
With  knowledtre  absolute, 
Subject  to  no  dispute 
fVom  fools  that  crowded  youth,  nor  let  thee 

feel  alone. 
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Be  there,  for  onoe  and  all. 
Severed  great  minda  from  small. 
Announced  to  each  hu  station  in  the  Past  I 
Was  I,  the  world  arraigned, 
Were  they,  my  soul  disdained, 
Right  ?    Let  age  speak  the  tmth  and  give  as 
peace  at  last  1 

Now,  who  shall  arbitrate  ? 
Ten  men  love  what  I  hate, 
Shun  what  I  follow,  slight  what  I  receive  ; 
Ten,  who  in  ears  and  eyes 
Match  me :  we  all  surmise. 
They  this  thing,  and  I  that :  whom  shall  my 
soul  believe  P 

Not  on  the  vulgar  mass 

Called  ^*  work,"  must  sentence  pass. 

Things  done,  that  took  the  eye  and  had  the 

Drioe ; 
O'er  wnich,  from  level  stand. 
The  low  world  laid  its  hand, 
Found  straightway  to  its  mind,  could  value  in 

a  trice: 

Bat  all,  the  world^s  coarse  thumb 
And  finger  failed  to  plumb, 
So  passed  in  making  up  the  main  account ; 
All  instincts  immature. 
All  purposes  unsure, 

That  weighed  not  as  his  work,  yet  swelled  the 
man's  amount : 

Thoughts  hardly  to  be  packed 

Into  a  narrow  act. 

Fancies   that    broke    through   language    and 

escaped ; 
All  I  coula  never  be. 
All,  men  ignored  in  me. 
This,  I  was  worth  to  God,  whose  wheel  the 

pitcher  shaped. 

Ay,  note  that  Potter's  wheel. 

That  metaphor !  and  feel 

Why  time  spins   fast,    why   passive   lies   our 

clay, — 
Thou,  to  whom  fools  propound. 
When  the  wine  makes  its  round, 
**  Since  life  fleets,  all  is  change  ;  the  Past  gone, 

seize  to-day  !  " 

Fool  I    All  that  is,  at  all. 

Lasts  ever,  past  recall ; 

Earth  changes,  bat  thy  soul  and    Grod   stand 

sure : 
What  entered  into  thee. 
That  was.  is,  and  shall  be  : 
Time's  wneel  runs  back  or  stops :  Potter  and 

clay  endure. 

He  fixed  thee  'mid  this  dance 

Of  plastic  oxronmstance, 

This  Present,  thou,  forsooth,  would  fain  ar- 
rest: 

Machinery  just  meant 

To  give  thy  soul  its  bent. 

Try  thee  and  turn  thee  forth,  sufficiently  im- 
pressed. 


What  though  the  earlier  grooves, 
Which  ran  the  laughing  loves 
Around  thy  base,  no  longer  pause  and  press  ? 
What  though,  about  thy  rim. 
Skull-things  in  order  gnm 
Qrow  out,  in  graver  mood,   obey  the  sterner 
stress? 

Look  not  thou  down  bat  up  ! 

To  uses  of  a  cup. 

The  festal  board,  lamp's  flash  and  trumpet's 

peal. 
The  new  wine's  foaming  flow, 
The  Master's  lips  aglow  I 
Thou,  heaven's  consummate  cup,  what  needst 

thou  with  earth's  wheel  ? 

But  I  need,  now  as  then. 
Thee,  Gbd,  who  mouldest  men  ; 
And  since,  not  even  while  the  whirl  was  wont, 
Did  I  —  to  the  wheel  of  life 
With  shapes  and  colors  rife. 
Bound  dizzily  — mistake  my  end,  to  slake  thy 
thirst: 

So,  take  and  use  thy  work : 

Amend  what  flaws  mav  lurk. 

What  strain  o'  the  stun,  what  warpings  past  the 

aimi 
My  times  be  in  thy  hand  1 
Perfect  the  cup  as  planned  I 
Let  age  approve  of  youth,  and  death  complete 

the  samel 


{ 
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Supposed  of  Pamphylax  the  Antiochene  : 
!t  is  a  oarchraent,  of  my  roUs  the  fifth. 
Hath  three  skins  glued  together,  is  all  Greek, 
And  goeth  from  Mpsilon  down  to  Mu  : 
Lies  second  in  the  sumamed  Chosen  Chest, 
Stained  and  conserved  with  juice  of  terebinth, 
Covered  with  cloth  of  hair,  and  lettered  Xt, 
From  Xanthus,  my  wife's  uncle  now  at  peace : 
Mu  and  JEpsilon  stand  for  mv  own  name. 
I  may  not  write  itj  but  I  make  a  cross 
To  show  I  wait  His  coming,  with  the  rest. 
And  leave  off  here :  beginneth  Pamphylax.] 

I  said,  "  If  one  should  wet  his  lips  with  wine. 

And  slip  the  broadest  plantain-leaf  we  find, 

Or  else  the  lappet  of  a  linen  robe, 

Into  the  water-vessel,  lay  it  right, 

And  cool  his  forehead  just  above  the  eyes. 

The  while  a  brother,  kneeling  either  side, 

Should  chafe  each  hand  and  try  to  make  it 

warm, — 
He  ii  not  so  far  gone  but  he  might  speak/ 


»» 


This  did  not  happen  in  the  outer  cave. 
Nor  in  the  secret  chamber  of  the  rock, 
Where,  sixty  days  since  the  decree  was  out, 
We  had  him,  bedded  on  a  camel-skin, 
And  waited  lor  his  dying  all  the  while  ; 
But  in  the  midmost  grotto  :  since  noon's  light 
Reached  there  a  little,  and  we  would  not  lose 
The  last  of  what  might  happen  on  his  face. 
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I  at  the  head,  and  Xanthus  at  the  feet. 
With  Valens  and  the  Boy,  had  lifted  him, 
And  brought  him  from  the  chamber  in  the 

depths,  ^ 
And  laid  him  in  the  lig^ht  where  we  mi^ht  see  : 
For  certain  smiles  began  about  hin  mouth, 
And  his  lids  moved,  presagefui  of  the  end. 

Beyond,  and  halfway  up  the  mouth  o'  the  cave, 
The  Bactrian  convert,  having  his  desire, 
Kept  watch,  and  made  pretence  to  gmze  a  goat 
That  gave  us  milk,  on  rags  of  various  herb. 
Plantain  and  quitch,  the  rocks^  shade   keeps 

alive: 
So  that  if  any  thief  or  soldier  passed, 
(Because  the  persecution  was  aware,) 
Yielding  the  goat  up  promptly  with  his  life, 
Such  man  might  pass  on,  joyful  at  a  prize. 
Nor  care  to  pr\'  into  the  cool  o'  the  cave. 
Outside  was  afl  noon  and  the  burning  blue. 

*'  Here  is  wine/'  answered  Xanthus,  —  dropi)ed 

a  drop : 
I  stooped  and  pla<!ed  the  lap  of  cloth  aright, 
Then  chafed  his  right  hand,  and  the  Boy  his  left: 
But  Valens  had  bethought  him,  and  produced 
And  broke  a  ball  of  nara,  and  made  perfume. 
Only,  he  did  —  not  so  much  wake,  as  —  turn 
Ana  smile  a  little,  as  a  sleeper  does 
If  uiy  dear  one  call  him,  touch  his  face  — 
And  smiles  and  loves,  but  will  not  be  disturbed. 

Then  Xanthus  said  a  prayer,  but  still  he  slept : 

It  is  the  Xanthus  that  escaped  to  Rome, 

Was  burned,  and  could  not  write  the  chronicle. 

Then  the  Boy  sprang  up  from  his  knees,  and 

ran. 
Stung  by  the  splendor  of  a  sudden  thought, 
And  fetched  the  seventh  plate  of  graven  lead 
Out  of  the  secret  chamber,  found  a  place. 
Pressing  with  finger  on  the  deeper  aints. 
And  spoke,  as  't  were  his  mouth  proclaiming 

nrst, 
*'  I  am  the  Resurrection  and  the  Life.*' 

Whereat  he  opened  his  eyes  wide  at  once. 
And  sat  up  oi  himself,  and  looked  at  us  ; 
And  thenceforth  nobody  pronounced  a  word : 
Only,  outside,  the  Bactrian  cried  his  cry 
Like  the  lone  desert-bird  that  w^ears  the  ruff. 
As  signal  we  were  safe,  from  time  to  time. 

First  he  said,  "  If  a  friend  declared  to  me, 
This  niy  son  Valens,  this  my  other  son. 
Were  James  and  Peter,  —  nay,  declared  as  well 
This  lad  was  very  John,  —  I  could  believe  ! 
—  Could,  for  a  moment,  doubtlessly  believe : 
So  is  myself  wthdrawn  into  my  depths. 
The  soul  retreated  from  the  perished  brain 
Whence  it  was  wont  to  feel  and  use  tlie  world 
Through  these  dull  members,  done  with  long 

ago. 
Yet  I  myself  remain  ;  I  feel  myself : 
And  there  is  nothing  lost.     Let  be,  awhile  !  *' 

fThis  is  the  doctrine  he  was  wont  to  teach, 
tlow  divers  persons  witness  in  each  man, 


Three  souls  which  make  up  one  soui :  first,  to 

wit, 
A  soul  of  each  and  all  the  bodily  parts. 
Seated  therein,  which  works,  and  is  what  Does, 
And  has  the  use  of  earth,  and  ends  the  man 
Downward  :  but,  tending  upward  for  advice, 
Grows  into,  and  again  is  grown  into 
By  the  next  soul,  which,  seated  in  the  braia, 
Useth  the  first  with  its  collected  use. 
And    feeleth,    thinketh,    willeth,  —  is     what 

Knows : 
Which,  duly  tending  upward  in  its  turn. 
Grows  into,  and  again  is  grown  into 
By  the  last  soul,  that  uses  both  the  first. 
Subsisting  whether  they  assist  or  no. 
And,  constituting  man's  self,  is  what  Is  — 
And  leans  upon  the  former,  noAkes  it  play. 
As  that  played  off  the  first :  and,  tending  up. 
Holds,  is  upheld  by,  God,  and  ends  the  man 
Upward  in  that  dread  point  of  intercourse, 
Nor  needs  a  place,  for  it  returns  to  Him. 
What  Does,  what  Knows,  what  Is ;  three  souls, 

one  man. 
I  give  the  glossa  as  Theotjrpas.] 

And  then,  **  A  stick,  once  fire  from  end  to 

end; 
Now,  ashes  save  the  tip  that  holds  a  spark  ! 
Yet,  blow  the  spark,  it  runs  back,  spreads  itr 

self 
A  little  where  the  fire  was  :  thus  I  urge 
The  soul  that  served  me,  till  it  task  once  more 
What  ashes  of  my  brain  have  kept  their  shape. 
And  these  make  effort  on  the  last  o'  the  flesn. 
Trying  to  taste  aeain  the  truth  of  things  "  — 
(He  smiled)  —  ''*'  meir  rerr  superficial  truth  ; 
As  that  ye  are  my  sons,  that  it  is  long 
Since  James  and  Peter  had  release  by  death. 
And  I  am  only  he,  vour  brother  John, 
Who  saw  and  heard,  and  oould  remember  all. 
Remember  all !    It  is  not  much  to  say. 
What  if  the  truth  broke  on  me  from  above 
As  once  and  of  ttimes  ?    Such  might  hap  again : 
Doubtlessly  He  mi^ht  stand  in  presence  here. 
With  head  wool-white,  eyes  flame,  and  feet  like 

brass. 
The  sword  and  the  seven  stars,  as  I  have  seen  — 
I  who  now  shudder  only  and  surmise 
'  How  did  your  brother  bear  that  sight  and 

live  ?  '^ 

**  If  I  live  yet,  it  is  for  good,  more  love 
Throneh  me  to  men :  be  naught  but  ashes  here 
That  keep    awhile  my   semblance,  who    was 

John,  — 
Still,  when  thev  scatter,  there  is  left  on  earth 
No  one  alive  wlio  knew  (consider  this  !) 
— Saw  with    his  eyes   and  handled  with   hit 

hands 
Tliat  which  was  from  the  first,  the  Word  of 

Life. 
How  will  it  be  when  none  more  saith  ^  I  saw  '  ? 

"  Such  ever  was  love's  way  :  to  rise,  it  stoops. 
Since  I,  whom  Christ's  mouth  taught,  was  bid 

den  teach, 
I  went,  for  many  years,  about  the  world. 
Saying  *"  It  was  so ;  so  I  heard  aud  saw,' 
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Speaking  as  the  eaee  asked :  and  men  believed. 
Afterwiud  came  the  mesBaee  to  myself 
In  Patmoa  isle ;  I  wss  not  bidden  teach, 
But  simply  listen,  take  a  book  and  write, 
Nor  set  down  other  than  the  giveu  word. 
With  nothincT  left  to  my  arbitrament 
To  choose  or  change :  I  wrote,  and  men  be- 
lieved, 
llien,  for  my  time   grew  brief,  no  message 

more. 
No  call  to  write  again,  I  found  a  way. 
And,  reasoning  from  my  knowledge,  merely 

taugrht 
Men  should,  for  love's  sake,  in  love's  strength 

believe ; 
Or  I  would  pen  a  letter  to  a  friend 
And  urge  the  same  as  friend,  nor   less  nor 

more  : 
Friends  said  I  reasoned  rightly,  and  believed. 
But  at  the  last,  why,  I  setsnied  left  aUve 
Like  a  sea-jelly  weak  on  Patmos  strand. 
To  tell  dry  sea-beach  fcazers  how  I  fared 
When    there   wss  mid-sea,    and   the  mighty 

things ; 
Left  to  repeat,  '  I  saw,  I  heard,  I  knew,* 
And  go  all  over  the  old  ground  again. 
With  Antichrist  already  in  the  world. 
And  many  Antichrists,  who  answered  prompt, 
*  Am  I  not  Jasper  as  thyself  art  John  ? 
Nay,  young,  whereas  through  age  thou  mayest 

forget : 
Wherefore,  explain,  or  how  shall  we  believe  ?  ^ 
I  never  thought  to  call  down  fire  on  such, 
Or,  as  in  wonderful  and  early  days. 
Pick  up  the  scorpion,  tread  the  serpent  dumb  ; 
But  patient  stated  much  of  the  Lord's  life 
Forgotten  or  luisdelivered,  and  let  it  work : 
Since  much  that  at  the  first,  in  deed  and  word, 
Lay  simply  and  sufficiently  exposed, 
Had  grown  (or  else  my  soul  was   grown  to 

match. 
Fed  through  such  years,  familiar  with  such 

Ueht, 
Guarded  and  gmded  still  to  see  and  speak) 
Of  new  significance  and  fresh  result ; 
What  first  were  guessed  as  points,  I  now  knew 

stars. 
And  named  them  in  the  Gospel  I  have  writ. 
For  men  said,  *  It  is  gettini^  long  ago : 
Where  is  the  promise  of  his  coming  ?  '  —  asked 
These  young  ones  in  their  strength,  as  loth  to 

wait, 
Of  me  who,  when  their  sires  were  bom,  was  old. 
I,  for  I  loved  them,  answered,  joyfully. 
Since  I  was  there,  and  helpful  in  my  age  ; 
And,  in  the  main,  I  think  such  men  believed. 
Finally,  thus  endeavoring,  I  fell  sick, 
Ye  brought  me  here,  and  1  supposed  the  end, 
And  went  to  sleep  with  one  thought  that,  at 

least. 
Though  the  whole  earth  should  lie  in  wicked- 


We  had  the  truth,  might  leave  the  rest  to  God. 
Yet  now  I  wake  in  such  decrepitude 
As  I  had  slidden  down  and  fallen  afar. 
Past  even  the  presence  of  my  former  self. 
Grasping  the  while  for  stay  at  facts  which  snap. 
Till  I  am  found  away  from  my  own  world, 


Feeling  for  foothold  throu||ph  a  blank  profound, 
Along  with  unborn  people  m  strange  lands. 
Who  say  —  I  hear  said  or  conceive  they  say  -  - 
'  Was  John  at  all,  and  did  he  say  he  saw  V 
Assure  us,  ere  we  ask  what  he  might  see  ! ' 

^'  And  how  shall  I  assure  them  ?     Can  they 
share 

—  They,  who  have  flesh,  a  veil  of  youth  and 

strength 
About  each  spirit,  that  needs  must  bide  its  time, 
Living  and  learning  still  as  years  assist 
Which  wear  the  thickness  thin,  and  let  man 

see  — 
With  me  who  hardly  am  withheld  at  all. 
Hut  shudderingly,  scarce  a  shred  between, 
Lie  bare  to  the  universal  prick  of  light  ? 
Is  it  for  nothing  we  grow  old  and  weak, 
We  whom  God  loves  ?     When  pain  -ends,  gain 

ends  too. 
To  me,  that  story  —  ay,  that  Life  and  Death 
Of  which  I  wrote  ^  it  was  '  —  to  me,  it  is ; 

—  Is,  here  and  now :   I  apprehend  naught  else. 
Is  not  God  now  i'  the   world  his  power  first 

made  ? 
Is  not  lus  love  at  iasue  still  with  sin. 
Visibly  when  a  wrong  is  done  on  earth  ? 
Love,  wrong,  and  pain,  what  see  I  else  around  ? 
Yea,  and  the  Resurrection  and  Upriiie 
To  the  right  hand  of  the  throne  —  what  is  it 

beside. 
When  such  truth,  breaking  bounds,  o'erfloods 

my  soul. 
And,  as  1  saw  the  sin  and  death,  even  so 
See  I  the  need  yet  transiency  of  both, 
The  good  and  glory  consummated  thence  ? 
I  saw  the  power ;  I  see  the  Love,  once  weak. 
Resume  the  Power :  and  in  this  word  *  I  see, 
Lo,  there  is  recog^nized  the  Spirit  of  both 
That  moving  o*er  the  spirit  of  man,  unblinds 
His  eye  and  bids  him  look.    These  are,  I  see  ; 
But  ye,  the  children,  his  beloved  ones  too. 
Ye  need,  —  as  I  should  use  an  optic  glass 
I  wondered  at  erewhile,  somewhere  i  the  world. 
It  had  been  given  a  crafty  smith  to  make ; 
A  tube,  he  turned  on  objects  brought  too  close. 
Lying  confusedly  insubordinate 
For  the  unassisted  eye  to  master  once : 
Look  through  his  tube,  at  distance  now  they  lay. 
Become  succinct,  distinct,  so  small,  so  clear  I 
Just  thus,  ye  needs  must  apprehend  what  truth 
I  see,  reduced  to  plain  historic  fact. 
Diminished  into  clearness,  proved  a  point 
And  far  away :  ^  ye  would  withdraw  your  sense 
From  out  eternity,  strain  it  upon  time,  ^ 
Then  stand  before  that  fact,  that  Life  and 

Death, 
Stay  there  at  gaze,  till  it  dispart,  dispread. 
As  though  a  star  should  open  out.  all  sides, 
Grow  the  world  on  you,  as  it  is  my  world. 

"  For  life,  with  all  it  yields  of  joy  and  woe. 
And    hope     and     fear,  —  believe     the    aged 

friend,  — 
Is  just  our  chance  o^  the  prize  of  learning  love, 
How  love  mis^ht  be,  hath  been  indeed,  and  is ; 
And  that  we  hold  thenceforth  to  the  uttermost 
Such  prize  despite  the  envy  of  the  world, 
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And,  haying  sained  trvth,  keep  tnOli:   that  is 

alL 
Bat  see  tlie  doable  wuj  wherein  we  are  led. 
How  the  aool  leama  diversely  from  the  fleeh  I 
With  fledl^  that  hath  bo  little  time  to  stay. 
And  yields  mere  basement  for  the  sool  s  em- 

Expeot  prompt  teaohin? .    Helpful  was  the  %ht. 
And   wanntn   was   oherishingr  and  food  was 

choice 
To  every  maa^s  flesh,  thooaand  veani  ago, 
As  now  to  yours  and  mine ;  the  Dod  v  sprang 
At  onoe  to  the  height^  and  stayed:    bat  the 

sool,  —  no  I 
Since  sages  who,  this  noontide,  meditate  ^ 
In  Rome  or  Athens,  may  descry  some  point 
Of  the  eternal  power,  hid  yestereve : 
And,  as  thereby  the  power's   whole  mass  ex- 
tends. 
So  maoh  extends  the  »ther  floatii«  o'er 
The  love  that  tops  the  mia^t,  the  Christ  in  God. 
Then,  as  new  lessons  shaJl  be  learned  in  these 
Till  earth's  work  stop  and  useless  time  ran  oat, 
So  duly,  daily,  needs  provision  be 
For  keeping  the  soul's  prowess  oossible, 
Building  new  barriers  as  the  old  deoay. 
Saving  us  from  evasion  of  life's  proof. 
Patting  the  question  ever,  *  Does  God  love. 
And  will  ye  hold  that  truth  against  the  world  ? ' 
Ye  know  there  needs  no  second  proof  with  good 
Gained  for  our  flesh  from  any  earthly  source : 
We  BOfAkt  go  freezing,  ages,  —  ffive  us  fire, 
Thereiuter  we  judge  nre  at  its  full  worth. 
And  guard  it  safe  through  every  ohanoe,  ye 

Know  I 
That  fable  of  Prometheus  and  his  theft, 
How  mortals  gained  Jove's  fiery  flower,  grows 

old 
(I  have  been  used  to  hear  the  pagans  own) 
And  out  of  mind ;  but  fire,  howe'er  its  birth, 
Here  is  it,  precious  to  the  sophist  now 
Who  laughs  the  myth  of  .^sch^lns  to  Bcom, 
As  precious  to  those  satyrs  of  his  play. 
Who  touched  it  in  gar  wonder  at  the  thin|r* 
While  were  it  so  with  the  soul,  ~  this  gift  of 

trath 
Onoe  en^asped,  were  this  our  soul's  gain  safe,  and 

sure 
To  prosper  as  the  body's  gain  is  wont,  — 
Why,  man's  probation   would   conclude,    his 

earth 
Crumble  ;  for  he  both  reasons  and  decides. 
Weighs  first,  then  chooses :  will  he  give  up  fire 
For  gold  or  purple  once  he  knows  its  worth  ? 
Could  he  give  Christ  up  were  his  worth  as 

plain? 
Thereiore,  I  say,  to  test  man.  the  proofs  shift. 
Nor  may  he  grasp  that  fact  like  other  fact. 
And  straigh^ay  in  his  life  acknowledge  it. 
As,  say,  the  indubitable  bliss  of  Bn, 
Sigh  ye,  *  It  had  been  ei»ier  once  than  now '  ? 
To  give  yon  answer  I  am  left  alive ; 
Look  at  me  who  was  present  from  the  first  t 
Ye  know  what  things  I  saw  ;  then  came  a  test, 
lAv  first,  befitting  me  who  so  had  seen : 
*  Forsake  Uie  Christ  thou  sawest  transfigured, 

him 
Who  trod  the  sea  and  brought  the  dead  to  life  ? 


What  should  wring  this  from  thee  1  *  —ye  laagli 

and  ask. 
What  wrung  it  ?     Even  a  torehlight  and  • 

noise. 
The  sudden  Roman  faces,  violent  hands, 
And  fear  of  what  the  Jews  might  do !   Just  that« 
And  it  is  written,  ^  I  forsook  and  fled : ' 
There  was  my  trial,  and  it  ended  thus. 
Ay,  but  my  soul  had  gained  its  truth,  ooold 

grow: 
Another  year  or  two,  —  what  little  child. 
What  tender  woman  that  had  seen  no  least 
Of  all  my  sights,  but  barely  heard  them  told. 
Who  did  not  olai^  the  cross  with  a  Ufht  langh. 
Or  wrap  the  burmng  robe  round,  thanking  Qod  ? 
Well,  was  truth  sale  forever,  then  ?    Not  so. 
AlreadT  had  begun  the  silent  work 
Whereby  truth,  deadened  of  its  absolute  blaze. 
Might  need  love's  eye  to  pierce  the  o'erstretehaa 

doubt. 
Teachers  were  busy,  whispering  ^  All  is  true 
As  the  aged  ones  report :  out  youth  can  roach 
Where  age  gropes  dimly,  weak  with  stir  and 

strain. 
And  the  full  doctrine  slumbers  till  to-day.' 
Thus,  what  the  Roman's   lowered  spear  was 

found, 
A  bar  to  me  who  touched  and  handled  truth. 
Now  proved  the  glozing  of  some  new  shrewd 

tongue, 
This  Ebion,  this  Cerinthus  or  their  mates. 
Tin   imminent   was    the    outcry    *  bave    onr 

Christ  I ' 
Whereon  I  stated  much  of  the  Lord's  life 
Forgotten  or  misdeUvered,  and  let  it  work. 
Such  work  done,  as  it  will  be,  what   cornea 

next? 
What  do  I  hear  say,  or  conceive  men  say, 
*'  Was  John  at  all,  and  did  he  say  he  saw  ? 
Assure  us,  ere  we  ask  what  he  might  see ! ' 

*^  Is  this  indeed  a  burden  for  late  days, 
And  may  I  help  to  bear  it  with  you  all. 
Using    my    weakness    which    becomes    your 

strength? 
For  if  a  babe  were  bom  inside  this  grot, 
Grew  to  a  boy  here,  heard  us  praise  the  sun. 
Yet  had  but  ^on  wAe  glimmer  m  light's  place,  — 
One  loving  hmi  and  wishful  he  should  leam, 
Woold  much  rejoice  himself  was  blinded  first 
Month  by  month  here,  so  made  to  understand 
How  eyes,  bom  darkling,  apprehend  amiss : 
I  think  I  oould  explain  to  such  a  child 
There  was  more  glow  outside  than  gleams  ha 

caught, 
Aj,  nor  need  urge  *  I  saw  it,  so  believe  1  * 
It  is  a  heavy  burden  you  shall  bear 
In  latter  days,  new  lands,  or  old  grown  strange. 
Left  without  me,  which  must  be  venr  socm. 
What  is  the  doubt,  my  brothers  ?    Quick  with 

iti 
I  see  you  stand  conversing,  each  new  face, 
Eitiier  in  fields,  of  yellow  summer  eves, 
On  islets  yet  unnamed  amid  the  sea ; 
Or  pace  for  shelter  'neath  a  portico 
Out  of  the  crowd  in  some  enormous  town 
Where  now  the  larks  sing  in  a  soKtnde ; 
Or  muse  npon  blank  heaps  of  stona  and  sand 
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Idly  oonjeotured  to  be  Ephesus : 
And  no  one  asks  his  fellow  any  more 

*  Where  is  the  urumise  of  his  ooining  ?  *  but 

*  Was  he  revealed  in  anv  of  his  lives. 

As  Power,  as  Love,  as  Influenoing  tSovl  ?  * 

*'^  Qniok,  for  time  presses,  tell  the  -whole  mind 

out, 
And  let  ns  ask  and  answer  and  be  saved  I 
My  book  speaks  on,  beeaose  it  cannot  pass  ; 
One  listens  quietly,  nor  scoffs  but  pleads, 

*  Here  is  a  tale  of  tJiiugs  done  a^es  since  ; 
What  truth  was  ever  told  the  second  day  ? 
Wonders,  that  would  prove  doctrine,  go  for 

naught. 
Remains  the  doctrine,  love  ;  well,  we  roust  love, 
And  what  we  love  most,  power  and  love  in  one, 
Let  us  acknowledge  on  the  record  here, 
Accepting  these  in  Christ :  must  Christ  then  be  ? 
Has  he  been  ?   Did  not  we  ourselves  make  him  ? 
Our  mind  receives  but  what  it  holds,  no  more, 
first    of    the    love,  then  ;    we   acknowledge 

Christ  — 
A  proof  we  comprehend  his  love,  a  proof 
We  had  such  love  lUready  in  ourseLes, 
Knew  first  what  else  we  should  not  recognize. 
'T  is  mere  projection  from  man^s  inmost  mind, 
And,  what  he  loves,  thus  falls  reflected  back, 
Becomes  accounted  somewhat  out  of  him  ; 
He  throws  it  up  in  air,  it  drope  down  earth *s, 
With  sluipe,  name,  story  added,  man^s  old  way. 
How  prove  you  Christ  came  otherwise  at  least  ? 
Next  try  the  power:  he  made  and  rules  the 

world  : 
Certes  there  is  a  world  onoe  made,  now  ruled, 
Unless  things  have  been  ever  as  we  see. 
Oar  sires  declared  a  charioteer's  yoked  steeds 
Broueht  the  son  up  the  east  and  aown  the  west, 
Which  only  of  itself  now  rises,  sets, 
As  if  a  hand  impelled  it  and  a  will,  — 
Thus  they  long  thought,  they  who  had  will  and 

hands: 
But  the  new  question's  whisper  is  distinct. 
Wherefore  must  all  force  needs  be  like  ou^ 

selves  ? 
We  have  the  hands,  the  will ;  what  made  and 

drives 
The^  sun  is  force,  is  law,  is  named,  not  known, 
While  will  and  love  we  do  know;  marka  of 

these, 
Eye-witnesses  attest,  so  books  declare  — 
Ab  that,  to  punish  or  reward  our  race. 
The  sun  at  undue  times  arose  or  set 
Or  else  stood  still :  what  do  not  men  affirm  ? 
But  earth  requires  as  urgently  reward 
Or  punishment  to-day  as  years  ago. 
And  none  expects  the  sun  will  interpose : 
Therefore  it  was  mere  passion  and  mistaJce, 
Or  erring  zeal  for  rignt,  which  changed  the 

truth. 
Go  back,  far,  farther,  to  the  birth  of  things ; 
Ever  the  will^  the  intelligence,  the  love, 
Man's  I  —  which    he    gives^  supposing  he  but 

finds, 
As  late  he  gave  head,  body,  hands  and  feet. 
To  help  these  in  what  forms  he  called  his  gods. 
First,  Jove's  brow,  Juno's   eyes  were  swept 

away. 


But  Jove's  wrath,  Juno's  pride  continued  long ; 
As  last,  will,  power,  and  love  discarded  tliese. 
So  law  in  turn  discards  power,  love  and  will. 
What  proveth  God  is  otnerwisa  at  least  ? 
All  else,  projection  from  the  miud  of  man  ! ' 

**  Nay,  do  not  give  me  wine,  for  I  am  strong, 
But  plaoe  my  gospel  where  1  put  my  hands. 

**  I  sav  that  man  was  made  to  grew,  not  stop ; 
That  nelp,  he  needed  unce,  and  needs  no  more, 
Having  thrown  but  an  inch  by,  is  witlidrawn : 
For  he  hath  new  needs,  and  new  helps  to  these. 
This  imports  solely,  man  should  mount  on  each 
New  height   in  view ;    the  help  whereby  he 

mounts. 
The  ladder-rung  his  foot  has  left,  may  fall, 
bince  all  things  suffer  change  save  God  the 

Truth. 
Man  apprehends  him  newly  at  each  stage 
Whereat  eai'th's  bidder  drops,  its  service  done  ; 
And  nothing  shall  prove  twice  what  once  was 

proved. 
You  stick  a  grarden-plot  with  ordered  twigs 
To  show  inside  lie  germs  of  herbs  unborn. 
And  check  the  careless  step  would  spoil  their 

birth ; 
But  when  herbs  wave,  the  guardian  twigs  may 

Since  should  ye  doubt  of  virtues,  question  kinds. 

It  is  no  longer  for  old  twigs  ye  look, 

Which  proved  once  unoemeath  lay  store  of 

seed. 
But  to  the  herb's  self,  by  what  light  ye  boast,^ 
For  what  fruit's  signs  are.    This  book's  fruit  is 

plain. 
Nor  miracles  need  prove  it  any  more. 
Doth  the  fruit  show?     Then  miracles  bade 

'ware 
At  first  of  root  and  stem,  saved  both  till  now 
FVom  trampling  ox,  rough  boar  and  wanton 

r.t. 
Was  man  made  a  wheelwork  to  wind 
up. 
And  be  discharged,  and    straight  wound  up 

anew? 
No! — grown,    his   growth  lasts;    taught,  he 

ne'er  forgets : 
May  leam  a  thousand  things,  not  twice  the 
same. 

"This  might  be  pagan    teaching:    now  hear 
mine. 

"  I  say,  that  as  the  babe,  vou  feed  awhile, 
Becomes  a  bo^  and  fit  to  feed  himself. 
So,  minds  at  nrst  must  be  spoon-fed  with  truth : 
When   they  can  eat,  babe's  nurture  is  with- 
drawn. 
I  fed  the  babe  whether  it  would  or  no : 
I  bid  the  boy  or  feed  himself  or  starve. 
I  cried  once,  *  That  ye  may  believe  in  Christ, 
Behold  this  blind  man  shall  receive  his  raght ! ' 
I  cry  now.  *  Urgest  thou, /or  1  am  shrewd 
Ana    smile  at    stories  how  John's  word  could 

cure  — 
Repeat  that  miracle  and  take  my  faith  ? ' 
I  say,  that  miracle  was  duly  wrought 
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When,  iuive  for  it,  no  faith  was  possible. 
Whether  a  chant^e  wei-e  wi'oug:iit  i'  the  shows 

o'  the  world, 
Whether  the  change    came  from    our  minds 

which  see 
Of  shows  o'  the  world  so  much  as  and  no  more 
Than  Grod  wills  for  his  purpose,  —  (what  do  I 
See  now,  suppose  you.  tnei-e  where  you  see  rock 
Round  us  ?)  —  I  know  not ;  such  was  the  effect, 
So  faith  grew,  making  void  more  mu*acles 
Because  too  much :   tliey  would  compel,  not 

help. 
I  say,  the  acknowledgment  of  Gfod  in  Christ 
Accepted  by  thy  reason,  solves  for  thee 
All  questions  in  the  earth  and  out  of  it. 
And  nas  so  far  advanced  thee  to  be  wise. 
Wouldst    thou  unprove    this  to  re-prove  the 

proved  ? 
In  life's  mere  minute,  with  [rawer  to  use  that 

proof, 
Leave  Knowledge  and  revert  to  how  it  sprung  ? 
Tliou  hast  it ;  use  it  luid  f orthwith,  or  die  I 


ii 


For  I  say,  this  is  death  and  the  sole  death. 
When   a   mau^s  loss  comes  to  him   from  his 

gain, 
I>arkne8s  from  light,  from  knowledge  i|piorancef 
And  lack  of  love  from  love  made  manifest : 
A    lamp's    death  when,    replete  with    od^  it 

chokes ; 
A  stomach's  when,  surcharged  with  food,  it 

starves. 
With  ignoitmce  was  surety  of  a  cm'e. 
^^"hen  man,  appalled  at  nature,  questioned  first. 
*  Wliat  if  there  lurk  a  might  behind  this  might  ?* 
He  needed  satisfaction  God  could  give. 
And  did  give,  as  ye  have  the  written  word  : 
But  when  he  finds  might  still  redouble  might. 
Yet  asks, '  Since  all  is  might,  what  use  of  will  ? ' 
—  Will,  the  one  source  of  might,  —  he  being 

man 
With  a  man^s  will  and  a  man's  might,  to  teach 
In  little  how  the  two  combine  in  large,  — 
That  man  has  turned  round  on  himself   and 

stands, 
Which  in  the  course  of  nature  is,  to  die. 

**  And  when  man  questioned,  *  Wliat  if  there 

be  love 
Behind  the  will  and  might,  as  real  as  they  ? '  — 
He  needed  satisfaction  God  could  give, 
And  did  give,  as  ye  have  the  written  word : 
But  when,  beholding  that  love  everywhere. 
He  reasons,  *  Since  such  love  is  everywhere, 
And  since  ourselves  can  love  and  would  be  loved. 
We  ourselves  make  the  love,  and  Christ  was 

not,'  — 
How  shall  ye  help  this  man  who  knows  him- 
self. 
That  he  must  love  and  would  be  loved  again, 
Yet,  owning  his  own  love  that  proreth  Christ, 
Rejecteth  Christ  through  very  need  of  him  ? 
The  lamp  o'erswims  with  oil,  the  stomach  flags 
Loaded  with  nurture,  and  that  man's  soul  dies. 

**  If  he  rejoin,  *  But  this  was  all  the  while 
A  trick  ;  the  fault  was,  first  of  all,  in  tliee, 
Thy  story  of  the  places,  names  and  dates. 


Where,  when  and  how  the  ultimate  truth  had 

rise, 
—  Thy  prior  truth,  at  last  discovered  uoue. 
Whence  now  the  second  suffers  detriment. 
What  good  of  giving  knowledge  if,  because 
O'  the  manner  of  the  gift,  its  profit  fail  ? 
And  why  refuse  what  modicum  of  help 
Had  stopped  the  after-doubt,  impossilue 
I'  the  face  of  truth  —  tioith  absolute,  uniform  ? 
Wh^r  must  I  hit  of  this  and  miss  of  tliat, 
Distinguish  just  as  I  be  weak  or  strong. 
And  not  ask  of  thee  and  have  answer  prompt. 
Was  this  once,  was  it  not  once?  —  then  and 

now 
And  evermore,  plain  truth  from  man  to  man. 
Is  John's  procedure  just  the  heathen  baid's  ? 
Put  question  of  his  famous  play  again 
How  for  the  ephemerals'  sake,  Jove's  fire  was 

filched. 
And  carried  in  a  cane  and  brought  to  earth  : 
The  fad  is  in  the  fable,  cry  the  wise, 
Mortals  obtained  the  boon,  so  much  is  fact, 
Thouqhfire  be  spirit  and  produced  on  earth. 
As  with  the  Titan's,  so  now  with  thy  tale : 
Why  breed  in  us  perplexity,  mistake, 
Nor  tell  the  whole  truth  in  the  proper  words  ? ' 

"  I  answer.  Have  ve  y^et  to  argue  out 
The  veiy  primal  thesis,  plainest  law, 
I  —  Man  is  not  God  but  nath  God's  end  to  serre, 
A  master  to  obey,  a  course  to  take, 
Somewhat  to  cast  off,  somewhat  to  become  ? 
Grant  this,  then  man  must  pass  from  old  to 

new. 
From  Tain  to  real,  from  mistake  to  fact. 
From  what  once  seemed  good,  to  what  now 

proves  best. 
How  could  man  have  progression  otherwise  ? 
Before  the  point  was  mooted  *  What  is  Qod  ?  ' 
No  savage  man  inquired  *  What  am  mvself  ? ' 
Much  less  replied,    *  First,  last,  and  best  of 

things.' 
Man  takes  that  title  now  if  he  believee 
Might  can  exist  with  neither  will  nor  love, 
In  God's  case — what  he  names  now  Nature^s 

Law^ — 
While  in  himself  he  recogpiizes  love 
No  less  than  might  and  will :  and  rightly  takes. 
Since  if  man  prove  the  sole  existent  thing 
Where  these  combine,  whatever  their  degree. 
However  weak  the  might  or  wiU  or  love. 
So  they  be  found  there,  put  in  evidence,  — 
He  is  as  surely  higher  in  the  scale 
Than  any  might  with  neither  love  nor  will, 
As  life,  apparent  in  the  poorest  midge, 
(When  the  faint  dust-speck  flits,  ye  g^iess  its 

wing,) 
Is  marvellous  bevond  dead  Adas'  self  — 
Given  to  the  nobler  midge  for  resting-place  ! 
Thus,  man  proves  best  and  highest  —  God,  in 

fine. 
And  thus  the  victory  leads  but  to  defeat, 
The  i^ain  to  loss,  best  rise  to  tiie  worst  fall. 
His  life  becomes  impossible,  which  is  death. 

"  But  if,  appealing  thence,  he  cower,  avonoh 

He^  is  mere  man,  and  in  humility 

Neither  may  know  God  nor  mistake  himself ; 
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I  point  to  the  imraecliate  oonaequenoe 
Aiid  say,  by  suoh  confession  straieht  he  falls 
Into  mau*s  place*  a  thing  nor  God  nor  beast. 
Made  to  know  that  he  can  know  and  not  raore  : 
Lower  than  God  who  knows  all  and  can  all, 
Ilil^her  than  beasts  which  know  and  can  so  far 
As  each  beast's  limit,  perfect  to  an  end, 
Nor  conscious   that   they  know,  nor  craving: 

more : 
While  man  knows  partly  but  conceives  beside, 
Cree^  ever  on  from  fancies  to  the  fact. 
And  m  this  strivini;,  this  conveiiing  air 
Into  a  solid  he  may  Krs»p  and  use. 
Finds  progress,  man's  distinctive  mark  alone. 
Not  God's,  and  not  the  beasts' :  God  is,  they 

are, 
Man  partly  is  and  wholly  hopes  to  be.^ 
Suioh  progress  could  no  more  attend  his  soul 
Were  all  it  struggles  after  found  at  first 
And  guesses  chapged  to  knowledge  absolute, 
Than  motion  wait  his  body,  were  all  else 
Than  it  the  solid  earth  on  every  side. 
Where  now  through  space  he  moves  from  rest 

to  rest. 
Man,  therefore,  thus  conditioned,  must  expect 
He  eould  not,  what  he  knows  now,  know  at 

first; 
What  he  considers  that  he  knows  to-day. 
Come  but  to-morrow,  he  will  find  misknown  ; 
Getting  increase  of  knowledge,  since  he  learns 
Because  he  lives,  which  is  to  be  a  man, 
8et  to  instruct  himself  by  his  past  self : 
First,  like  the  brute,  obhged  bv  facts  to  learn. 
Next,  as  man  may,  obliged  by  his  own  mind, 
Bent,  habit,  nature,  knowledge  turned  to  law. 
God's  gift  was  that  man  should  conceive  of 

truth 
And  yearn  to  gain  it,  catching  at  mistake. 
As  midway  help  till  he  reach  fact  indeed. 
The  statuary  ere  he  mould  a  shape 
Boasts  a  like  gift,  the  shape's  idea,  and  next 
The  aspiration  to  produce  the  same ; 
So,  taking  clay,  he  calls  his  shape  thereout, 
Cries  ever  *  Now  I  have  the  thin^  I  see  : ' 
Yet   all   the  while   goes  changing  what  was 

wrought. 
From  falsehood  like  the  truth,  to  truth  itself. 
How  were  it  had  he  cried,  *  1  see  no  face. 
No  breast,  no  feet  i'  the  ineffectual  clay  '  ? 
Rather  commend  him  that  he  clapped  his  hands. 
And  laughed  *  It  is  my  shape  ana  lives  i^ain ! ' 
Enjoyed  the  falsehood,  touched  it  on  to  truth. 
Until  yourselves  applaud  the  flesh  indeed 
In  what  is  still  flesh-imitating  clay. 
Kight  in  you,  right  in  him,  such  wa^  be  man's  ! 
God  only  makes  the  live  shape  at  a  jet. 
Will  ye  renounce  this  pact  oi  creatureship  ? 
The  pattern  on  the  Mount  subsists  no  more. 
Seemed  awhile,  then  returned  to  nothingness  ; 
But  copies,  Moses  strove  to  make  thereby, 
Serve  still  and  are  replaced  as  time  requires : 
By  these,  make  newest  vessels,  reach  the  type  ! 
If  ye  demur,  this  judgment  on  your  head. 
Never  to  reach  the  ultimate,  angels'  law, 
Indidging  every  instinct  of  tne  soul 
There  vrhere  law,  life,  joy,  impulse  are  one 

thing  I 


^*  Such  is  the  burden  of  the  latest  time. 
I  have  survived  to  hear  it  with  my  ears, 
Answer  it  with  mv  lips :  does  this  suffice  ? 
For  if  there  be  a  furtner  woe  than  such. 
Wherein  my  brothers  struggling  need  a  hand, 
So  long  as  any  pulse  is  left  in  mine, 
May  I  be  absent  even  longer  yet. 
Plucking  the  blind  ones  back  from  tlie  abyss,    ' 
Though  1  should  tarry  a  new  hundred  years !  " 

But  he  was  dead :  't  was  about  noon,  the  day 
Somewhat  declining :  we  five  buried  him 
That  eve,  and  then,  dividing,  went  five  ways, 
And  I,  dusguised,  returned  to  Ephesus. 

By  this,  the  cave's  mouth  must  be  filled  with 

sand. 
Valens  is  lost,  I  know  not  of  his^  trace ; 
The  Baotriau  was  but  a  wild  childish  man. 
And  could  not  write  nor  speak,  but  only  loved : 
So,  lest  the  memory  of  this  go  quite, 
Seeing  that  I  to-morrow  fight  the  beasts, 
I  tell  the  same  to  Phcebas,  whom  believe ! 
For  many  look  again  to  find  that  face, 
Beloved  John's  to  whom  I  ministered, 
Somewhere  in  life  about  the  world ;  they  err : 
Either  mistaking  what  was  darkly  spoke 
At  ending  of  his  book,  as  he  relates, 
Or  misconceiving  somewhat  of  this  speech 
Scattered  from  mouth  to  mouth,  as  I  suppose. 
Believe  ye  will  not  see  him  any  more 
About  the  world  with  his  divine  r^ard  ! 
For  all  was  as  I  say,  and  now  the  man 
Lies  as  he  lay  once,  breast  to  breast  with  God. 


[Cerinthus  read  and  mused ;  one  added  this  * 

**  If  Christ,  as  thou  affirmest,  be  of  men 
Mere  man,  the   first   and   best   but   nothing 

more,  — 
Account  him,  for  reward  of  what  he  was. 
Now  and  forever,  wretchedest  of  all. 
For  see ;  himself  conceived  of  life  as  love. 
Conceived  of  love  as  wha.t  must  enter  in, 
Fill  up,  make  one  with  his  each  soul  he  loved : 
Thus  much  for  man's  joy,  all  men's  joy  for  him. 
Well,  he  is  gone,  thou  sayest,  to  fit  reward. 
But  by  this  time  are  many  soula  set  free, 
And  very  many  still  retained  aUve : 
Nay,  should  his  coming  be  delayed  awhile. 
Say,  ten  years  longer  (twelve  years,  some  com- 
pute). 
See  if,  for  every  finger  of  thy  hands. 
There  be  not  found,  that  day  the  world  shall 

end, 
Hundreds  of  souls,  each  holding  by  Christ's 

woid 
That  he  will  grow  incorporate  ^4th  all. 
With  me  as  Pamphylax,  with  him  as  John, 
Groom  for  each  bride!    Can  a  mere  man  do 

this? 
Yet  Christ  saith,  this  he  lived  and  died  to  do. 
Call  Christ,  then,  the  illimitable  God, 
Or  lost  I" 

But 't  was  Cerinthus  that  is  lost.] 
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CALIBAN   UPON  SETEBOS ; 

OR,  NATURAL  THEOLOGY   IN   THE   ISLAND 

"  Thou  thoughtest  tliat  I  was  altogether  such  an  one  as 

thyself." 

rWiLL  spravl,  now  that  the  heat  of  day  is  host, 

Flat  on  his  belly  in  the  pit's  inaoh  mire, 

With  elbows  wide,  fists  clenched  to  prop  his 

ohin. 
And,  while  he  kicks  both  feet  in  the  oool  slnsh. 
And  feels  about  his  spine  sniall  ef t-thinpi  course, 
Ran  in  and  out  each  arm,  and  make  hmi  laogh : 
And  while  above  his  head  a  pompion-plant, 
Coating  the  cave-top  as  a  brow  its  eye. 
Creeps  down  to  touch  and  tickle  hair  and  beard, 
And  now  a  flower  drops  with  a  bee  inside, 
And  now  a  fruit  to  snap  at,  catch  and  crunch,  — 
He  looks  out  o^er  yun  sea  which  sunbeams  cross 
And  recross  till  they  weave  a  suider-web, 
(Meshes  of  fire,  some  g^reat  fish  breaks  at  times,) 
And  talks  to  his  own  self,  however  he  please, 
Tonching:  that  other,  whom  his  dam  called  God. 
Because  to  talk  about  Him^  vexes  —  ha. 
Could  He  but  know  I  and  time  to  vex  is  now, 
When  talk  is  safer  than  in  winter-time. 
Moreover  Prosper  and  Miranda  sleep 
In  confidence  he  dmdffes  at  their  task, 
And  it  is  good  to  cheat  the  pair,  and  gribe, 
Letting  the  rank  tongue  blossom  into  speech.] 

Setebos,  Setebos,  and  Setebos ! 

^Thinketh,  He  dwelleth  i*  the  cold  o^  the  moon. 

*Thinketh  He  made  it,  with  the  sun  to  match. 
But  not  the  stan ;  the  stars  came  otherwise  ; 
Only  made  clouds,  winds,  meteors,  stich  as  that : 
Also  this  isle,  what  lives  and  grows  thereon. 
And  snaky  sea  which  rounds  and  ends  the  same. 

^Thinketh,  it  came  of  being  ill  at  ease  : 
He  hated  that  He  cannot  change  His  cold, 
Nor  cure  its  ache.     'Hath  spied  an  icy  fish 
Tliat  longed  to  'scape  the  rock-stream  where  she 

lived. 
And  thaw  herself  within  the  lukewarm  brine 
O'  the  lazy  sea  her  stream  thrusts  far  amid, 
A  crystal  spike  'twixt  two  warm  walls  of  wave; 
Only,  she  ever  sickuned,  found  repulse 
At  the  other  kind  of  water,  not  her  life, 
(Green-dense  and  dim-delicious,  bred  o'  the  sun,) 
flounced  back  from  bliss  she  was  not  bom  to 

breathe. 
And  in  her  old  bounds  buried  her  despair. 
Hating  and  loving  warmth  alike :  so  He. 

'Thinketh,  He  made  thereat  the  sun,  this  isle. 
Trees  and  tlie  fowls  here,  beast  and  creeping 

thing. 
Yon  otter,  sleek-wet,  black,  lithe  as  a  leech ; 
Yon  auk,  one  fire-eye  in  a  ball  of  foam. 
That  floats  and  feeds ;  a  certain  badeer  brown 
He  hath  watched  hunt  with  that  slant  white- 
wedge  eye 
By  moonlight ;  and  the  pie  with  the  long  tongue 
That  pricks  deep  into  oak  warts  for  a  worm. 
And  says  a  plain  word  when  she  finds  her  prize, 


But  will  not  eat  the  ants  ;  the  uits  themselTes 
That  build  a  wall  of  seeds  and  settled  stalks 
About  their  hole  —  He  made  all  these  and  more. 
Made  all  we  see,  and  us,  in  spite :  how  else  ? 
He  could  not.  Himself,  make  a  second  self 
To  be  His  mate  ;  as  well  have  made  Himself  : 
He  would  not  make  what  He  mislikes  or  slights, 
An  eyesore  to  Him,  or  not  worth  His  pains : 
But  did,  in  envy,  listlessness  or  sport. 
Make  what  Himself  would  fain,  in  a  manner, 

be  — 
Weaker  in  most  points,  strotifj^r  in  a  few, 
Worthy,  and  yet  mere  playthings  all  the  while. 
Things  He  admires  and  mocks  too.  —  that  is  it. 
Because,  so  brave,  so  better  thougn  they  be, 
It  nothing  skiUs  if  He  begin  to  plague. 
Look  now,  I  melt  a  gourd-fruit  mto  mash. 
Add  honeycomb  and  pods,  I  have  pereeived. 
Which  bite  like  finches  when  they  bill  and 

kiss, — 
Then,  when  froth  rises  bladdery,  drink  vp  all, 
Quick,  quick,  till  maggots  scamper  through  my 

Drun ; 
Last,  throw  me  on  my  back  i'  the  seeded  thyme. 
And  wanton,  wishii^  I  were  bom  a  bird. 
Put  ease,  unable  to  be  what  I  wish, 
I  yet  could  make  a  live  bird  out  of  day : 
Would  not  I  take  clay,  pinch  my  Caliban 
Able  to  fly  ?  —  for.  there,  see,  he  hath  wings. 
And  great  comb  like  the  hoopoe's  to  admire, 
And  there,  a  sting  to  do  his  loes  offence, 
There,  ana  I  will  that  he  begin  to  live. 
Fly  to  yon  rock-top,  nip  me  off  the  horns 
Of  grigs  high  up  that  make  the  merry  din, 
Sauoy  through  their  veined  wings,  and  mind  me 

not. 
In  which  feat,  if  Ins  leg  snapped^  brittle  clay. 
And  he  lay  stupid-like,  —  why,  I  should  laugn ; 
And  if  he,  spying  me,  should  faU  to  weep. 
Beseech  me  to  be  good,  repair  his  wrong. 
Bid  his  poor  lee  smart  less  or  {px>w  again,  — 
Well,  as  the  cnance  were,  this  might  take  or 

else 
Not  take  my  fancy :  I  might  hear  his  orr. 
And  give  the  manikin  three  sound  legs  for  one. 
Or  pluck  the  other  off,  leave  him  like  an  egg. 
And  lessoned  he  was  mine  and  merely  elay. 
Were  this  no  pleasure,  Iving  in  the  thyme, 
Drinking  the  mash,  with  braui  become  alive. 
Making  and  marring  clay  at  vfiU  ?    80  He. 

'Thinketh,  such  shows  nor  right  nor  wrong  in 

Him, 
Nor  kind,  nor  cruel :  He  is  strong  and  Lord. 
'Am  strong  myself  comi>ared  to  yonder  crahs 
That  march  now  from  the  mountain  to  the 

'Let  twenty  pass,  and  stone  the  twenty-fixst, 
Loving  not,  hating  not,  just  choosing  so. 
'Say.  the  first  straggler  that  boasts  purple  spots 
Shall  join  the  file,  one  pinoer  twisted  on ; 
'Say,  this  bruised  fellow  shall  receive  a  worm. 
And  two  worms  he  whose  nippers  end  in  red ; 
As  it  likes  me  each  time,  I  do  :  so  He. 

Well  then,  'supposeth  He  is  good  i'  the  main. 
Placable  if  His  mind  and  ways  were  guessed. 
But  rougher  than  His  handiwork,  be  sure  I 
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Oh*  He  hath  made  thian  worthier  than  Him- 
self, 

And  enyieth  that,  so  helped,  snoh  things  do 
more 

Than  He  who  made  them  I    What  oonaoles  but 
this? 

That  they,  unless  through  Him,  do  naught  at 
all, 

And  must  submit :  what  other  use  in  things  ? 

'Hath  out  a  pipe  of  pithless  elder-joint 

H^t,  blown  through,  gives  exact  the  soream  o* 
the  jay 

When  from  her  wing  yon  twitch  the  feathers 
blue : 

Sound  this,  and  little  birds  that  hate  the  uy  ^ 

Flock  within  stone's  throw,  glad  their  foe  is 
hurt: 

Put  ease  such  pipe  could  prattle  and  boast  for- 
sooth, 

**  I  catch  the  birds,  I  am  the  crafty  thing, 

I  make  the  cry  my  maker  oaimot  make 

With  his  great  round  mouth;  he  must  blow 
through  mine  I  "  ^ 

Would  not  I  smash  it  with  my  foot  ?    So  He. 

But  wherefore  rough,  why  cold  and  ill  at  ease  ? 
Aha,  that  is  a  question  !    Ask,  for  that. 
What  knows,  —  the  something  over  Setebos 
That  made  Him,  or  He,  may  be,  found  and 

fought, 
Worsted,  drove  off  and  did  to  nothing,  per- 
chance. 
There  may  be  something  ouiet  o|er  His  head, 
Out  of  His  reach,  tliat  feels  nor  joy  nor  grief, 
Since  both  derive  from  weakness  in  some  way. 
I  joy  because  the  quails  come  ;  would  not  jfoy 
Comd  I  bring  qiutils  here  when  I  have  a  mind : 
This  Quiet,  aQ  it  hath  a  mind  to,  doth. 
'Eeteemeth  stars  the  outposts  of  its  coueh. 
But  never  spends  much  thought  nor  care  that 

way. 
It  may  look  up.  work  up,  —  the  worse  for  those 
It  works  on  1    ^Careth  but  for  Setebos 
The  many-handed  as  a  cuttle-fish. 
Who,  making  Himself  feared  through  what  He 

does. 
Looks  up,  first,  and  perceives  he  cannot  soar 
To  what  is  ouiet  and  hath  happy  life  ; 
Next  looks  down  here,  and  out  of  very  s|nte 
Makes  this  a  bauble-world  to  ape  yon  real. 
These  good  things  to  match  those  as  hips  do 

napes. 
'T  is  solace  making  baubles,  ay,  and  sport. 
Himself  peeped  late,  eved  Pkxiisper  at  nis  books 
Careless  and  lofty,  lord  now  of  the  isle  : 
Vexed,  'stitched  a  book  of  broad  leaves,  arrow- 
shaped. 
Wrote    thereon,  he    knows   what,  prodigious 

words; 
Has  peeled  a  wand  and  called  it  by  a  name ; 
Weareth  at  whiles  for  an  enchanter's  robe 
The  eyed  skin  of  a  supple  oncelot ; 
And  hath  an  ounce  sleeker  than  youngling  mole. 
A  four-legged   serpent   he  makes  cower  ana 

COUCIl, 

Now  snarl,  now  hold  its  breath  and  mind  his 

eje. 
And  saith  she  is  Miranda  and  my  wife : 


'Keeps  for  his  Ariel  a  tall  pouch-bill  orane 
He  bids  go  wade  for  fish  and  straight  disgorge ; 
Also  a  sea-beast,  lumpish,  which  he  snared. 
Blinded  the  eyes  oi,  and  brought  somewhat 

tame. 
And  split  its  toe-webs,  and  now  pens  the  drudge 
In  a  hole  o'  the  rook  and  calls  him  Caliban  ; 
A  bitter  heart  that  bides  its  time  and  bites. 
'Plays  thus  at  being  Prosper  in  a  way, 
Taketh  his  mirth  with  make-believes :  so  He. 

His  dam  held  that  the  Quiet  made  all  things 
Which  Setebos  vexed  only :  'holds  not  ho. 
Who  made  them  weak,  meant  weakness  He 

might  vex. 
Had  He  meant  other,  while  His  hand  was  in. 
Why  not  make  homj^  eyes  no  thorn  could  prick. 
Or  plate  my  scalp  with  bone  against  the  snow, 
Or  overscale  my  flesh  'neath  joint  and  joint, 
Like  an  ore's  armor  ?    Ay,  —  so  spoil  His  sport  I 
He  is  the  One  now :  only  He  doth  all. 

'Saith,  He  may  like,  perohanoe,  what  profits 

Ay,  himself  loves  what  does  him  good;  but 

why? 
'G^ts  good  no  otherwise.    This  blinded  beast 
Loves  whoso  places  flesh-meat  on  his  nose. 
But,  had  he  eyes,  would  want  no  help,  but  hate 
Or  love,  just  as  it  liked  him :  He  hatn  eyes. 
Also  it  pleaseth  Setebos  to  work, 
Use  all  His  hands,  and  exercise  much  craft. 
By  no  means  for  the  love  of  what  is  worked. 
'Tasteth.  himself,  no  finer  good  i'  the  world 
When  all  goes  right,  in  this  safe  summer-time, 
And  he  wants  little,  hungers,  aches  not  much. 
Than  trying  what  to  do  with  wit  and  strength. 
'Falls  to  make  something:  'piled  yon  pile  of 

turfs. 
And  squared  and  stuck  there  squarss  of  soft 

white  chalk. 
And,  with  a  fish-tooth,  scratched  a  moon  on 

each. 
And  set  up  endwise  certain  spikes  of  tree. 
And  crowned  the  whole  with  a  sloth's  skull 

a-top. 
Found  dead  i'  the  woods,  too  hard  for  one  to 

kill. 
No  use  at  all  i'  the  work,  for  work's  sole  sake  ; 
'Shall  some  day  knock  it  down  again :  so  He. 

'Saith  He  is  terrible :  watch  His  feats  in  proof  I 
One  hurricane  will  spoil  six  good  months'  hope. 
He  haUi  a  spite  i^rainst  me,  that  I  know. 
Just  as  He  favors  Prosper,  who  knows  why  ? 
So  it  is,  all  the  same,  as  well  I  find. 
'Wove  wattles  half  the  winter,  fenced  them  firm 
With  stone  and  stake  to  stop  she-tortoises 
Crawling  to  lay  their  eggs  here  :  well,  one  wave. 
Feeling  the  foot  of  Him  upon  its  neck,  ^ 
Oaped  as  a  snake  does,  lolled  out  its  large 

tongue. 
And  licked  the  whole  labor  flat :  so  much  for 

spite. 

'Saw  a  ball  flame  down  late  (yonder  it  lies) 
Where,  half  an  hour  before,  I  slept  i'  the  shade : 
Often  they  scatter  sparkles :  there  is  force  I 


394 


DRAMATIS   PERSONiE 


'Due  up  a  newt  He  may  have  envied  onoe 
And  turned  to  stone,  shut  up  inside  a  stone. 
Please  Him  and  hinder  this  ?  —  What  Prosper 

does  ? 
Alia,  if  He  would  teU  me  how  !    Not  He  ! 
There  is  the  sport :  discover  how  or  die  ! 
All  need  not  oie,  for  of  the  things  o*  tlie  isle 
Some  flee  afar,  some  dive,  some  run  up  trees  j 
Those  at  His  mercy,  —  why,  they  please  Him 

most 
Wlien  .  .  .  when  .  .  .  well,  never  try  the  same 

way  twice  1 
Repeat  what  act  has  pleased.  He  may  grow 

wi-oth. 
Yon  must  not  know  His  wavs,  and  play  Him  off, 
Sure  of  the  issue.    'Doth  tne  like  himself  : 
'Spareth  a  squirrel  that  it  nothing  fears 
But  steals  the  nut  from  underneath  my  thumb. 
And  when  I  threat,  bites  stoutly  in  defence : 
'Spareth  an  urchin  that  oontranwiae. 
Curls  up  mto  a  ball,  pretending  death 
For  frignt  at  my  approach  :  the  two  ways  please. 
But  what  would  move  my  choler  mora  than  this. 
That  either  creature  counted  on  its  life 
To-morrow  and  next  dajr  and  all  days  to  come, 
Saving,  forsooth,  in  the  inmost  of  its  heart, 
*"  Because  he  dia  so  yesterday  with  me. 
And  otherwise  with  such  another  brute. 
So  must  he  do  henceforth  and  alwavs."  —  Ay  ? 
Would  teach  the  reasoning  couple  what  *'  most " 

means  1 
'Doth  as  he  likes,  or  wherefore  Lord  ?    So  He. 

'Conceiveth  all  things  will  continue  thus. 
And  we  shall  have  to  live  in  fear  of  Him 
So  long  as  He  lives,  keeps  His  strength:  no 

change. 
If  He  have  done  His  best,  make  no  new  world 
To  please  Him  more,  so  leave  off  watching 

this,  — 
If  He  surprise  not  even  the  Quiet's  self 
Some  strange  day,  —  or,  suppose,  grow  into  it 
As  grubs  grow  butterflies  :  else,  here  we  are. 
And  there  is  He,  and  nowhere  help  at  all. 

'Believeth  with  the  life,  the  pain  shall  stop. 
His  dam  held  different,  that  after  death 
He  both  plagued  enemies  and  feasted  friends : 
Idly !    He  doth  His  worst  in  this  our  life. 
Giving  just  respite  lest  we  die  through  pain. 
Saving  last  pam  for  worst,  —  with  wnich,  an 

end. 
Meanwhile,  the  best  way  to  escape  His  ire 
Is,  not  to  seem  too  happy.     'Sees,  himself. 
Yonder  two  flies,  with  purple  films  and  pink. 
Bask  on  the  pompion-bell  above  :  kills  both. 
'Sees  two  black  painful  beetles  roll  their  ball 
On  head  and  tail  as  if  to  save  their  lives : 
Moves  them  the  stick  away  they  strive  to  clear. 

Even  so,  'would  have  Him  misconceive,  suppose 
This  Caliban  strives  hard  and  uls  no  less, 
And  always,  above  all  else,  envies  Him^ ; 
Wherefore  he  mainly  dances  on  dark  nighta, 
Moans  in  the  sun,  gets  under  holes  to  laugh, 
And  never  speaks  his  mind  save  housed  as  now : 
Outside,  'groans,  curses.    If  He  caught  me  here, 


O'erheard    this    speech,   and   asked    ^^Wbftt 

chucklest  at  ?  " 
'Would,  to  appease  Him,  out  a  finger  off, 
Or  of  my  three  kid  yearlings  bum  the  best. 
Or  let  the  toothsome  apples  rot  on  tree. 
Or  ^ush  my  tame  beast  for  the  ore  to  taste  : 
While  myself  lit  a  fire,  and  made  a  song 
And  sung  it,  **  Whal  I  hate^  be  coruecrcUe 
To  celebrate  Thee  and  Thy  state,  no  mate 
For  Thee ;  what  see  far  envy  in  poor  mef^^ 
Hopii^  the  while,  since  evik  sometimee  mend, 
W^arts  rub  away  and  sores  are  cured  with  slime. 
That  some  strange  day,  will  either  the  Quiet 

catch 
And  conquer  Setebos,  or  likelier  He 
Decrepit  may  doze,  doze,  as  good  aa  die. 


[What,  what?     A  curtain  o'er  the  world  at 

once  I 
Crickets  stop  hissing ;  not  a  bird  —  or.  yes. 
There  scuds  His  raven  that  has  told  Him  all ! 
It  was  fool's  play,  this  prattling !    Ha  I    llie 

wind 
Shoulders  the  pillared  dust,  death's  house  o' 

the  move. 
And  fast  invading  fires  begin  I    White  blaze  — 
A  tree's  head  snaps  —  and  there,  there,  there, 

there,  there. 
His  thunder  follows !    Fool  to  gibe  at  Him ! 
Lo  !    'Lieth  flat  and  loveth  Setebos ! 
'Maketh  his  teeth  meet  through  his  upper  lip. 
Will  let  those  quails  flv,  will  not  eat  tnis  month 
One  little  mess  of  whelks,  so  he  may  'scape !  j 

CONFESSIONS 

What  is  he  buzzing  in  my  ears  ? 

**  Now  that  I  come  to  die. 
Do  I  view  the  world  as  a  vale  of  tears  ?  " 

Ah,  reverend  sir,  not  I  I 

What  I  viewed  there  once,  what  I  view  again 

Where  the  physic  bottles  stand 
On  the  table's  edge,  —  is  a  suburb  lane. 

With  a  wall  to  my  bedside  hand. 

That  lane  sloped,  much  as  the  bottles  do. 

From  a  house  you  could  descry 
O'er  the  garden-wall ;  is  the  curtain  bine 

Or  green  to  a  healtby  eye  ? 

To  mine,  it  serves  for  the  old  June  weather 

Blue  above  lane  and  wall  ; 
And  that  farthest  bottle  htbelled  "  Ether  *' 

Is  the  house  overtopping  all. 

At  a  terrace,  somewhere  near  the  stopper, 

There  watched  for  me,  one  June, 
A  girl :  I  know,  sir,  it 's  improper. 

My  poor  mind  's  out  of  tune. 

Only,  there  was  a  way  .  .  .  you  crept 

Close  by  the  side,  to  dodge 
Eyes  in  the  house,  two  eyes  except: 

They  styled  their  house  "  The  Lodge." 
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WliHt  rig:ht  had  a  lounger  up  their  lane  ? 

Bat,  by  creepiiiif  yrm  close, 
With  the  ^ood  wall^D  help,  —  their  eyes  might 
strain 

And  stretch  themselves  to  Oes, 

Yet  never  catch  her  and  me  together, 

As  she  left  the  attic,  there, 
By  the  rim  of  the  botUe  hfcbelled  ''  Ether,'' 

And  stole  from  stair  to  stair, 

And  stood  by  the  rose-wreathed  gate.    Alas, 

We  loved,  sir  —  used  to  meet : 
How  sad  Hud  bad  and  mad  it  vrss  — 

But  tlieu,  how  it  Wiis  sweet  I 

MAY    AND    DEATH 

Among  Browning*8  companions  in  boyhood 
were  three  Silverthomes,  cousins  on  lud  mo- 
ther's side.  The  name  of  Charles  in  the  poem 
stands  for  the  mure  familiar  Jim,  and  it  was  in 
remembrance  of  him,  the  eldest  and  most  tal- 
ented of  the  three,  that  this  poem  was  written. 
First  published  ui  The  Keepsake^  1857. 

I  WISH  that  when  you  died  last  May, 
Charles,  there  had  died  along  with  you 

Three  parts  of  spring's  delightf  nl  things ; 
Ay,  and,  for  me,  tbe  fourth  part  too. 

A  foolish  thouffht,  and  worse,  perhaps ! 

There  must  be  many  a  pair  of  friends 
Who,  arm  in  arm,  deserve  the  warm 

Moon-births  and  the  long  eveumg-ends. 

So,  for  their  sake^  be  May  still  Mav  ! 

Let  their  new  tune,  as  mine  of  old, 
Do  all  it  did  for  me :  I  bid 

Sweet  sights  and  rounds  throng  mimifold. 

Only,  one  little  sight,  one  plant, 

Woods  have  in  Mav,  that  starts  up  green 

Save  a  sole  streak  which j  so  to  speak, 

la  spxing^s  blood,  tpUt  its  leaves  between,  — 

That,  tliey  might  snare  ;  a  certain  wood 
Might  miss  the  plant ;  their  loss  were  small : 

But  1, —  whenever  the  leaf  grows  there. 
Its  drop  comes  from  my  heart,  that  ^s  all. 


DEAF   AND   DUMB 

A  GROUP   BY  WOOLNER 

Onlt  the  prismas  obstruction  shows  aright 
The  secret  of  a  sunbeam,  breaks  its  light 
Into  the  jewelled  bow  from  blankest  white  ; 

So  may  a  glory  from  defect  arise : 
Onl^  by  Deafness  may  the  vexed  Love  wreak 
ItM  insuppressive  sense  on  brow  and  cheek, 
Only  by  Dumbness  adequately  speak 

As  favored  mouth  could  never,  through  the 
eyes. 


PRUSPICE 

Written  in  tlie  autumn  following  Mrs.  brown- 
ing^s  death.  Tlie  closing  lines  iuteiibify  the  asso- 
ciation. 

Fkar  death  ?  —  to  feel  the  fog  in  my  throat, 

The  mist  in  my  face, 
When  the  snows  begin,  and  the  blasts  denote 

I  am  nearing  the  place. 
The  power  of  the  night,  tlie  press  of  tlie  storm, 

The  post  of  the  foe  ; 
Where  he  stands,  the  Arch  Fear  in  a  visible 
form. 
Yet  the  strong  man  must  go : 
For  the  jonmey  is  done  and  t|ie  smnmit  at- 
tained. 
And  tlie  barriers  fall. 
Though  a  battle 's  to  light  ere  the  guerdon  be 
gained. 
The  reward  of  it  all. 
I  was  ever  a  fighter,  no  —  one  fight  more, 

The  best  and  the  lawt  I 
I  would  hate  that  death  baiidziged  my  eyes,  and 
forbore. 
And  bade  me  creep  past. 
No  I  let  me  taste  the  \vhule  of  it,  fare  like  my 
peers 
The  neroes  of  old. 
Bear  the  brunt,  in  a  minute  pay  glad  life*8 
arrears 
Of  pain,  darkness  and  cold. 
For  sudden  the  worst  turns  the  best  to  the 
brave. 
The  black  minute  U  at  end, 
And  the  elements'  rage,  the  fiend-voices  that 
rave. 
Shall  dwindle,  shall  blend. 
Shall  change,  shall  become  first  a  peace  out  of 
pain. 
Then  a  light,  then  thy  breast, 
O  thou  soul  of  my  soul !    I  shall  clasp  thee 
again, 
And  with  Qod  be  the  rest ! 


EURYDICE  TO  ORPHEUS 

A   PICTURE   BY  LEIGHTON 

First  published,  without  metrical  divisions,  «n 
the  Boyal  Academy  Catalogue,  18G4. 

But  give  them  me,  the  moutli,  the  eyes,  the 

brow ! 
Let  them  once  more  absorb  me !     One  look 

now 
Will  lap  me  round  forever,  not  to  pass 
Out  of  its  light,  thou^li  darkness  lie  oeyoiid  : 
Hold  me  but  safe  again  >%ithin  the  bond 

Of  one  immortal  look  !    All  woe  that  was. 
Forgotten,  and  all  terror  that  may  be. 
Defied,  —  no  past  is  mine,  no  future :  look  at 

me! 
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YOUTH  AND  ART 

It  onoe  might  have  beeiif  once  only : 

We  lodged  in  a  street  tc^pether. 
You,  a  sparrow  on  the  housetop  lonely, 

I,  a  lone  she-bird  of  his  feather. 

Your  trade  was  with  sticks  and  clay, 
You  thumbed,  thrust,  patted  and  polished, 

Then  laughed  "  They  will  see  some  day 
bmith  made,  and  Gibson  demolished." 

My  business  was  song,  song,  song ; 

I  chirped,  cheeped,  trilled  and  twittered, 
**  Kate  Brown  *s  on  the  boards  ere  long, 

And  Qriai*s  existence  embittered  1 " 

I  earned  no  more  by  a  warble 

llian  you  by  a  sketch  in  plaster ; 
You  wanted  a  piece  of  marble, 

1  needed  a  music-master. 

We  studied  hard  in  our  styles. 
Chipped  each  at  a  cnist  like  Hindoos, 

For  air,  looked  out  on  the  tiles. 
For  fun,  watched  each  other's  windows. 

You  lounged,  like  a  boy  of  the  South, 
Cap  and  blouse  —  nay,  a  bit  of  beard  too ; 

Oryou  got  it,  rubbing  your  mouth 
With  fingers  the  clay  adhered  to. 

And  I  —  soon  managed  to  find 
Weak  noints  in  the  flower-fence  facing, 

Was  forced  to  put  up  a  blind 
And  be  safe  m  my  conet-iadng. 

No  harm  1    It  was  not  my  fault 
If  yon  never  turned  yrmr  eye^s  tail  up 

As  I  shook  upon  E  tn  alt.. 
Or  ran  the  chromatic  scale  up : 

For  spring  bade  the  sparrows  pair, 
And  the  boys  and  girls  gare  guessea, 

And  stalls  in  our  street  looked  rare 
With  bulrush  and  watercresses. 

Why  did  not  you  pinch  a  flower 

In  a  pellet  of  clay  and  fling  it  ? 
Why  did  not  I  put  a  power 

Of  thanks  in  a  look,  or  sing  it  ? 

I  did  look,  sharp  as  a  lynx, 

(And  yet  the  memory  rankles,) 
When  models  arrived,  some  minx 

Tripped  up-stairs,  she  and  her  ankles. 

But  I  think  I  gave  vou  as  good  I 
"  That  foreign  fellow.  —  who  can  know 

How  she  pajrs,  in  a  playful  mood. 
For  his  tuning  her  tlukt  piano  ?  " 

Could  yon  say  so,  and  never  say, 
**  Suppose  we  join  hands  and  fortunes, 

And  I  fetch  her  from  over  the  wav. 
Her,  piano,  and  long  tunes  and  short  tunes  "  ? 


No,  no :  yon  would  not  be  rash. 
Nor  I  rasher  and  something  over : 

Yon  'to  to  settle  ^et  Gibson's  haah, 
And  Giisi  yet  hves  in  clover. 

But  you  meet  the  Prince  at  the  Board, 

I  'm  queen  myself  at  haU-^pari, 
I  Ve  married  a  rich  old  lord. 

And  you  're  dubbed  knight  and  an  R.  A. 

Elach  life  unfulfilled,  yon  see ; 

It  hangs  still,  pateny  and  scrappy : 
We  have  not  signed  deep,  laughed  fr«e. 

Starved,  feasted,  despaired,  —  been  happj 

And  nobody  calls  you  a  dunce. 

And  people  suppose  me  clever: 
This  could  but  have  happened  onoe, 

And  we  missed  it,  lost  it  forever. 


A  FACE 

Ip  one  could  have  that  little  head  of  hem 
Painted  upon  a  background  of  pale  gold. 
Such  as  the  Tuscan^s  early  art  prefers  1 
No  shade  encroaching  on  the  matchless  mould 
Of  those  two  lips,  which  should  be  opening  soft 
In  the  pure  profile ;  not  as  when  she  laughs, 
For  that  spoils  all :  but  rather  as  if  aloft 
Yon  hyacinth,  she  loves  so,  leaned  its  staff's 
Burden  of  honey-colored  buds  to  kiss 
And  capture  *twixt  the  lips  apart  for  this. 
Then  her  lithe  neck,  three  fingers  mi^t  sur- 
round. 
How  it  should  waver  on  the  pale  gold  gronnd 
Up  to  the  fruit-shaped,  perfect  chin  it  lifts ! 
I  know,  Correggio  loves  to  maas,  in  rifts 
Of  heaven,  his  an^l  faces,  orb  on  orb 
Breaking  its  outline,  burning  shades  absorb  : 
But  these  are  only  maawd  there,  I  should  think. 
Waiting  to  see  some  wonder  momently 
Grow  out,  stand  fuU,  fade  slow  against  the  aky 
(That 's  the  pale  ground  you  'd  see  this  sweet 

face  by), 
All  heaven,  meanwhile,  condensed  into  one 
Which  fears  to  lose  the  wonder,  should  it 


A    LIKENESS 

Some  people  hang  portraits  up 
In  a  room  where  they  dine  or  sup : 
And  the  wife  cUnks  tea-things  under, 
And  her  cousin,  he  stirs  his  cup. 
Asks,  "'  Who  was  the  lady,  I  wonder?  " 
*'  'T  is  a  daub  John  bought  at  a  sale," 
Quoth  the  wife,  —  looks  black  as  thunder. 
**  What  a  shade  beneath  her  nose  I 
Snuff-taking,  I  suppose,"  — 
Adds  the  cousin,  while  John's  corns  ail. 

Or  else,  there  's  no  wife  in  the  case, 

But  the  portrait 's  queen  of  the  place, 

Alone  'mid  the  other  spoils 

Of  youth,  — ^  masks,  gloves  and  foils, 

And  pipe-sticks,  rose,  cherrv-tree,  jaamiae. 

And  the  long  whip,  the  tandem-lMner. 
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And  the  cast  from  »  fist  ("^  not,  alas  I  mine, 
But  my  master^s.  the  Tipton  Slasher  "), 
And  the  cards  wnere  pistol-balls  mark  aoe, 
And  a  satin  shoe  uses  for  cig^rHjaBe, 
And  the  chamois-hoxns  (""shot  in  the  Chab- 

Uis  "n 
And  prints  —  Rarey  drumminer  on  Cruiser, 
And  tSayers,  our  champiou,  the  bruiser, 
And  the  little  edition  of  Rabehus : 
Where  a  friend,  with  both  hands  in  his  pockets. 
May  saunter  up  close  to  examine  it. 
And  remark  a  g^ood  deal  of  Jane  Lamb  in  it, 
*^  But  the  eyes  are  half  out  of  their  sockets ; 
That  hair  *s  not  so  bad,  where  the  grloss  is, 
Bat  they  We  made  the  grirFs  nose  a  proboscis : 
Jane  Lamb,  that  we  danced  with  at  Vichy  ! 
What,  is  not  she  Jane  ?    Then,  who  is  she  ?  " 

All  that  I  own  is  a  print. 
An  etching,  a  mezzotint ; 
'T  is  a  study,  a  fancy,  a  fiction. 
Yet  a  fact  (take  my  conviction) 
Because  it  has  more  than  a  hint 
Of  a  certain  face,  I  never 
8aw  elsewhere  touch  or  trace  of 
In  women  I  Ve  seen  the  face  of  : 
Just  an  etching,  and,  so  far,  clever, 

I  keep  my  prints,  an  imbroglio, 
Fifty  in  one  portfolio. 
When  somebody  tries  my  claret, 
We  turn  round  chairs  to  the  fire. 
Chirp  over  days  in  a  gju*ret, 
Chuckle  o^er  incresae  of  salary. 
Taste  the  good  fruits  of  our  leisure. 
Talk  about  pencil  and  l>'Te, 
And  the  National  Portrait  Galleiy  : 
Then  I  exhibit  my  treasure. 
After  we '  ve  turned  over  twenty, 
And  the  debt  of  wonder  my  crony  owes 
Is  paid  to  my  M^*c  Aiitonios^ 
He  stops  me  —  "  Festina  lente  I 
What  s  that  sweet  thing  there,  the  etching  ?  ^* 
How  my  waistcoat-strings  want  stretching, 
How  my  cheeks  grow  red  as  tomatoes, 
How  my  heart  leaps !    But  hearts,  after  leaps, 
ache. 

**  By  the  by,  you  mnst  take,  for  a  keepsake. 

That  other,  you  uraised,  of  Volpato's." 

The  fool  I  would  he  try  a  flight  further  and 

say  — 
He  never  saw,  never  before  to-day. 
What  was  able  to  take  his  breath  away, 
A  face  to  lose  youth  for,  tx>  occupy  age 
With  the  dream  of,  meet  deatn  wiw,  —  why, 

I  Ul  not  engage 
But  that,  half  in  a  rapture  and  half  in  a  rage, 
I  i^ould  toes  him  the  thiug^s  self  —  '"  'T  is  only 

a  duplicate, 
A  thing  of  no  value  I    Take  it,  I  supplicate  I  '* 

MR.  SLUDGE,  "THE   MEDIUM" 

Mr.  D.  D.  Home,  an  American  spiritualist, 
attracted  much  attention  in  the  circle  in  which 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Browning  lived  in  Florence. 


Now,  don't,  sir  I    Don't  expose  me  1    Just  this 

once  I 
This  was  the  first  and  only  time,  I  '11  swear,  — 
Look  at  me,  —  «ee,  I  kneel,  —  the  only  time, 
I  swear,  I  ever  cheated,  —  yes,  by  the  soul 
Of  Her  who  hears  —  (your  sainted  mother,  sir  I) 
All,  except  this  last  accident,  was  truth  — 
This  little  kind  of  slip !  —  and  even  this. 
It  was  3rourown  wine,  sir,  the  good  ohampag]i6« 
jl  took  it  for  Catawba,  you  're  so  kind,) 
vSliich  put  the  folly  in  my  head  I 


i( 


Get  up  ?  " 

You  still  inflict  on  me  that  terrible  face  ? 
You  show  no  mercy  ?  —  Not  for  Her  dear  sake, 
The  sainted  spirit's,  whose  soft    breath  even 

now 
Blows  on  my  cheek  —  (don't  yon  feel  something, 

sir?) 
You  '11  tell  ? 

Go  tell,  then  !    Who  the  devil  oaree 
What  such  a  rowdy  chooses  to  .  .  . 

Aie — aie— aie  I 
Please,  sir  1  your  thumbs  are  through  my  wind- 
pipe, sir  I 
Ch-^! 

Well,  sir,  I  hope  you  've  done  it  now  2 
Oh  Lord  I    I  little  thought,  sir,  vesterday. 
When  your  departed  mother  spoke  tlioee  words 
Of  peace  through  me,  and  moved  yon,  sir,  so 

much, 
You  gave  me  —  (very  kind  it  was  of  you)    , 
These  shirt-studs  —  (better  take    them    back 

again, 
Please,  sir)  -^  ves,  little  did  I  think  so  soon 
A  trifle  of  trick,  all  through  a  glass  too  mueh 
Of  his  own  champagne,  would  change  my  beet 

of  friends 
Into  an  angry  gentleman  I 

Though,  'twas  wrong. 
I  don't  contest  the  point ;  your  anger 's  just  * 
Whatever  put  such  folly  in  my  head, 
I  know  't  was  wicked  of  me.    There  's  a  thick 
Dusk  undeveloped  spirit  (I  've  observed) 
Owes  me  a  grudge  —  a  negro's,  I  should  say. 
Or  else  an  Irish  emigrant's :  yourself 
Explained  the  case  so  well  last  Sunday,  sir. 
When  we  had  summoned  Franklin  to  clear  up 
A  point  about  those  shares  i'  the  telegraph : 
Ay,  and  he  swore  ...  or  might  it  be  Tom 

Paine?  .  .  . 
Thumping  the  table  olose  by  where  I  crouched. 
He  'd  do  me  soon  a  miscnief :    that 's  come 

true ! 
Why,  now  your  face  clears!     I  was  sure  it 

would  I 
Then,  this  one  time  .  .  •  don't  take  your  hand 

away. 
Through  yourp  I  surely  kiss   your   mother's 

hand  .  .  . 
You  '11  promise  to  forgive  me  ?  —  or,  at  least, 
Tell  nobody  of  this  ?    Consider,  sir  I 
What  harm  can  mercy  do  ?     Would  but  the 

shade 
Of  the  venerable  dead-one  .iost  vouchsafe 
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A  rap  or  tip !    What  bit  of  paper  *s  here  ? 
Pappose  yre  take  a  pencil,  let  her  write. 
Make  the  least  sigru,  she  urges  on  her  child 
Forgiyeneas?    There  now  I    £h?    Oh!    Twas 

yonr  foot, 
And  not  a  natural  oreak,  sir  ? 

Answer,  then  1 
Once,  twice,  thrice  .  .  .  see,  I  ^m  waiting  to 

say  **  thrice !  " 
All  to  no  use  ?    No  sort  of  hope  for  nae  ? 
It  ^s  all  to  post  to  Greeley^s  newspaper  ? 

What  ?    If  I  told  you  all  about  the  tricks  ? 
Upon  my  soul !  —  the  whole  truth,  and  naught 

else. 
And  how  there  's  been  some  falsehood  —  for 

your  part, 
Will  YOU  engage  to  pay  ra^  passage  out. 
And  hold  yuur  tongue  until  I  ^m  safe  on  board  ? 
England  ^s  the  place,  not  Boston  —  no  offence  I 
I  see  what  makes  you  hesitate :  don^t  fear ! 
I  mean  to  change  my  trade  and  cheat  no  more, 
YeSf  this  time  really  it 's  upon  my  soul  I 
Be  my  salvation !  —under  Heaven,  of  course. 
I  ^11  tell  some  aueer  things.    Sixty  V's  must  do. 
A  trifle,  though,  to  start  with  I  We  *11  refer 
The  question  to  this  table  ? 

How  you  *re  changed ! 
Then  split  the  difference ;  thirty  more,  we  *llsav. 
Ay,  but  you  leave  my  presents!      £lse   I  11 

swear 
'Twas  all  through  those:    you  wanted  yonis 

la  quarrel  with  me,  to  get  them 

back ! 
Tread  on  a  worm,  it  turns,  sir  !    If  I  turn. 
Tour  fault  I      'T  is   you  ^11   have  forced   me  I 

Who  ^s  obliged 
To  give  up  life  yet  try  no  self-defence  ? 
At  all  events,  I  '11  run  the  risk.    £h  ? 

Done! 
May  I  sit,  sir  ?    ThUt  dear  old  table,  now  1 
Please,  sir,  a  parting  eggnog  and  cigar ! 
I  've  been  so  happy  with  yon !     Nice  stuffed 

chairs. 
And  sympathetic  sideboards ;  what  an  end 
To  all  the  instructive  evenings !     (It 's  alight.) 
Well,  nothing  lasts,  as  Bacon  came  and  said. 
Here  goes,  —  but  keep  your  temper,  or  I  'U 

scream! 

Fol4ol*the-rid&*liddle-idd]e-ol ! 

Ton  see,  sir,  it's  your  own  fault  more  than 

mine; 
It 's  ail  your  fault,  yon  curious  gentlefolk  ! 
You  're  prigs,  —  excuse  me,  — like  to  look  so 

spry. 
So  clever,  while  you  cling  by  half  a  claw 
To  the  perch  whereon  yon  puff  yourselves  at 

roost, 
Such  piece  of  self-eonceit  as  serves  for  perch 
Because  you  chose  it,  so  it  must  be  safe. 
Oh,  otherwise  you're  sharp  enough  !    You  spy 
Who  slips,  who  slides,  wno  holds  by  help  of 

wing, 


Wantinjg  real  foothold,  —  who  can't  keep  up- 
right 
On  the  other  perch,  yonr  neighbor  chose,  not 

you: 
There ^8  no  outwitting  you  respecting  him! 
For   instance,    men   love   money  —  that,    700 

know  — 
And  what  men  do  to  gain  it :  well,  suppose 
A  poor  lad,  say  a  help's  son  in  your  house, 
Listening  at  keyholes,  hears  the  company 
Talk  grand  of  dollaia,  V-notes,  and  so  forth. 
How  hard  thev  are  to  get,  how  good  to  hold, 
How  much  they  buy,  —  if,  saddeuly,  in  pops 

he  — 
"i've  pot  a  V-note !  "  —  what  do  you  say  to 

hmi? 
Wliat  *8  your  first  word  which  follows  your  last 

kick  ? 
*'  Wbere  did  you  steal  it,  rascal  ?  "    That 's  be- 
cause 
He  finds  von,  fain  would  fool  you,  off  your 

perch. 
Not  on  the  special  piece  of  nonsense,  sir. 
Elected  your  parade-ground :  let  him  tir 
Lies  to  the  end  of  the  list,  —  **  He  picked  it 

up^ 
His  cousin  died  and  left  it  him  by  will, 
The  President  flung  it  to  him,  riding  bv. 
An  actress  trucked  it  for  a  curl  of  his  hair. 
He  dreamed  of  luck  and  found  his  shoe  en- 
riched. 
He  dug  up  clay,  and  out  of  clay  made  gold  "  — 
How  would  you  treat  such  possibilities ! 
Would  not  ^ou,  prompt,  investigate  the  case 
W^ith  cowhide  ?     Lies,  lies,  lies,"  you  'd  shout : 

and  why  ? 
Which  of  the  stories  might  not  prove  mere 

truth? 
This  last,  perhaps,  that  clay  was  turned  to 

coin! 
Let 's  see,  now,  give  him  me  to  speak  for  him  I 
How  many  of  yonr  rare  philosophers. 
In  plaguy  books  I  've  had  to  dip  into, 
Beueved  gold  could   be   made    thus,  saw   it 

made, 
And  made  it  ?    Oh,  with  such  philosmthers 
You're  on  your  best  behavior!       While  the 

lad- 
With  him,  in  a  trice,  vou  settle  likelihoods. 
Nor  doubt  a  moment  how  he  got  his  prize : 
In  his  case,  you  hear,  judge  and  execute. 
All  in  a  breath :  so  would  most  men  of  sense. 

But  let  the  same  lad  hear  you  talk  as  grand 
At  the  same  keyhole,  you  and  company. 
Of  signs  and  wonders,  the  invisible  world ; 
How  wisdom  scouts  our  vulgar  unbelief 
More  than  our  vulgarest  credulity ; 
How  good  men  have  desired  to  see  a  ghost, 
What  Johnson  used  to  say,  what  Wesley  did. 
Mother    Goose    thought,     and    fiddlenliddle- 

dee:  — 
If  he  break  in  with,  ^*  Sir,  I  saw  a  ghost !  " 
Ah,  the  ways  change !     He  finds  you  perched 

and  prim : 
It 's  a  conceit  01  yours  that  ghosts  mav  be : 
There 's  no  talk  now  of  cowhide.    **  Tell  it  out ! 
Don't  fear  us !    Take  yonr  time  and  recollect  I 
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Sit  down  first :  try  a  srUas  of  wine,  my  boy  I 
And,  David,  (is  not  that  tout  Christian  name  ?) 
Of  all  things,  should  this  happen  twice  —  it 

™*y  — . 

Be   sore,   while    fresh    in   mind,   yon  let   ns 

know ! '' 
Does  the  boy  blunder,  blurt  out  this,  blab  that. 
Break  down  in  the  other,  as  beginners  will  ? 
All's    candor,    all's    considerateness  —  *' No 

haste! 
Pftnse  and  collect  yourself  !    We  understand  I 
That 's  the  bad  memory,  or  the  natural  shock. 
Or  the  unexplained  phenomena  I '' 

Egad, 
The   boy  takes  heart  of  grace;  finds,  never 

fear. 
The  readiest  way  to  ope  your  own  heart  wide, 
Show  —  what  I  call  your  peacock-perch,  pet 

post 
To  strut,  and  spread   the  tail,  and   squawk 

nponi 
"Just  as  you  thought,  much  as   you  might 

expect! 
Tliere  be  more  things  in  heaven  and  earth, 

Horatio."  .  .  . 
And  8o  on.    Snail  not  David  take  the  hint. 
Grow  bolder,  stroke  you  down  at  quickened 

rate? 
If  he  ruffle  a  feather,  it 's  **  Gently,  patiently  I 
Manifestations  are  so  weak  at  first  1 
Doubtingi  moreover,  kills  them,  cuts  all  short. 
Cures  with  a  vengeance  ! " 

There,  sir,  that 's  your  stvle  ! 
Tou  and  your  boy  —  such  pains  bestowed  on 

him, 
Or  any  headpiece  of  the  average  worth. 
To  teach,  say^reek,  would  perfect  him  apace. 
Make  him  a  Person  C'  Porson  ?  "  thank  yen, 

sir!) 
Much  more,  proficient  in  the  art  of  lies. 
Ton  never  leave  the  lesson  I    Fire  alight. 
Catch   jrou   permitting   it  to   die  I      You  've 

fnends; 
Tliere 's  no  withholding  knowledge, — least  from 

those 
Apt  to  look  elsewhere  for  their  souls'  supply : 
Why  should  not  you  parade  your  lawful  pnze  ? 
Who  finds  a  picture,  digs  a  medal  up, 
£Bt8  on  a  first  edition,  —  he  henceforth 
Gives  it  his  name,  grows  notable :  how  much 

more. 
Who  ferrets  out  a  *' medium"?     ''David's 

^ours, 
Tou  hig^hlv-favored  man  ?    Then,  pity  souls 
Less  privileged  I     Allow  us  share  your  luck ! " 
So,  David  holds  the  cirole,mles  the  roast. 
Narrates  the  vision,  peeps  in  the  glass  ball, 
8ets-to  the  spirit-writing,  hears  the  raps. 
As  the  case  may  be. 

Now  mark !    To  be  precise  — 
Though  I  say,  ''lies"  all  these,  at  this  first 

stage, 
'T  is  just  for  science'  sake :  I  call  such  grubs 
By  the  name  of  what  they  'U  turn  to,  dragon- 
flies. 


Strictly  it 's  what  good  people  style  untruth  ; 
But  yet,  so  far,  not  quite  the  full-gTown  thing: 
It's  fancying,  fable-making,  nonsense-work  — 
What  never  meant  to  be  so  very  bad  — 
'Phu  knack  of  story-telling,  brightening  up 
Each  dull  old  bit  of  fact  that  drops  its  shme. 
One  does  see  somewhat  when  one  shuts  one^s 

eyes. 
If  only  spots  and  streaks ;  tables  do  tip 
In  the  oddest  way  of  themselves :   and  pens, 

good  Ijoid, 
Who  knows  if  you  drive  them  or  they  drive 

you? 
'T  is  but  a  foot  in  the  water  and  out  again  ; 
Not  that  duck'Under  which  decides  your  dive. 
Note  this,  for  it 's  important :  listen  why. 

I  '11  prove,  von  push  on  David  till  he  dives 
And  ends  the  shivering.    Here  's  your  circle, 

now: 
Two-thirds  of  them,  with  heads  like  you  their 

host. 
Turn  up  their  eves,  and  cry,  as  you  expect, 
*'  Lord,  who  'd  nave  thought  it  I "   But  there 's 

always  one 
Looks  wise,  compassionately  smiles,  submits, 
"  Of  your  veracity  no  kind  of  doubt. 
But  —  do  you  feel  so  certain  of  that  boy's  ? 
Really,  I  wonder  I    I  confess  myself 
More  chary  of   my  faith ! "    That 's  galling, 

sir! 
What,  he  the  investigator,  he  the  sage. 
When  all 's  done?    Then,  you  just  nave  shut 

your  eyes. 
Opened  your  mouth,  and  gulped  down  David 

whole. 
You  I  ^  Terrible  were  such  catastrophe  I 
So,  evidence  is  redoubled,  doubled  again. 
And  doubled  besides ;  once  more,  "He  heard, 

we  heard. 
You  and  they  heard,  your  mother  and  your 

wife, 
Your  children  and  the  stranger  in  your  gates : 
Did  they  or  did  they  not?  "    So  mnon  for 

him. 
The  black  sheep,  guest  without  the  wedding- 

garbj 
The  doubting  Thomas !    Now 's  your  turn  to 

crow : 
"  He 's  kind  to  think  you  such  a  fool :  Sludge 

cheats  ? 
Leave  you  alone  to  take  precantions !  " 

Straight 
The  rest  join  chorus.    Thomas  stands  abashed. 
Sips  silent  some  such  beverage  as  this. 
Considers  if  it  be  harder,  shutting  eves 
And  gulping  David  in  good  fellowship. 
Than  gomg  elsewhere,  jpettinsr,  in  exchange, 
With  no  eggnog  to  lubricate  the  food, 
bome  just  as  toiu:h  a  morsel.    Over  the  way. 
Holds  Captain  Sparks  his  court:  is  it  better 

there? 
Have  not  you  hunting<stories,  scalping  scenes. 
And  Mexican  War  exploits  to  swallow  plump 
If  you  'd  be  free  o'  the  stove-side,  rocking- 
chair, 
And  trio  of  aif  able  daaghten  ? 
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Doubt  auccumbfl  \ 
Victory  I    All  your  circle  'a  ^outb  a^u  1 
Out  of  the  clubbing:  of  submiasive  wits, 
David's  performance  rounds,  each  clunk  gets 

patched} 
Every  protrusion  of  a  point  *s  filed  fine. 
All  ^s  fit  to  set  ar rolling  round  thb  world. 
And  then  return  to  David  finally, 
Lies  seven  feet  thick  about  his  first  half-inch. 
Here 's  a  choice  birth  o'  the  supernatural, 
Poor  David's  pledged  to!    YouVe  employed 

no  tool 
That  law  exclaims  at,  save  the  devil's  own, 
Yet  screwed  him  into  henceforth  gulling  you 
To  the  top  o'  3'our  bent,  —  all  out  of  one  half- 
lie! 

You  hold,  if  there 's  one  lialf  or  a  hundredth 

part 
Of  a  lie,  that 's  his  fault,  — his  be  the  penalty  ! 
I  dare  sa^ !    You  'd  prove  firmer  in  his  place  ? 
You  'd  find   the   courage,  —  that   first   fiurry 

over. 
That  mild  bit  of  romancing^work  at  end,  — 
To  interpose  with  *^  It  gets  serious,  this ; 
Must  stop  here.  ^  Sir,  I  saw  no  ghost  at  all. 
Inform  your  friends  I  made  .  .  .  well,  fools 

of  them, 
And  found  yon  ready  made.    I've  lived   in 

clover 
These  three  weeks :  take  it  out  in  kicks  of 

me ! " 
I  doubt  it.    Ask  your  conscience  !    Let  me 

know. 
Twelve  months  hence,  with  how  few  embellish- 
ments 
You  've  t^ld  almighty  Boston  of  this  passaee 
Of  arms  between  us,  your  first  taste  o  the  foil 
From  Sludge  who  could  not  fence,  sir  I    Sludge, 

your  boy ! 
I  lied,  sir,  —  there  !    I  got  up  from  my  gorge 
On  offal  in  the  gutter,  and  preferred 
Your  canvas-backs  :  I  took  their  carver's  size, 
Measured  his  modicum  of  intelli^nce, 
'Tickled  him  on  the  cockles  of  his  heart 
With  a  raven  feather,  and  next  week  found 

myself 
Sweet   and    clean,    dining    daintily,    dizened 

smart. 
Set  on  a  stool  buttressed  by  ladies'  knees. 
Every  soft  smiler  calling  me  her  pet, 
Encouraging  my  story  to  uncoil 
And  creep  out  from  its  hole,  inch  after  inch, 
*^  How  last  night,  I  no  sooner  snug  in  bed, 
Tucked  up,  just  as  they  left  me,  —  than  came 

raps ! 
\Vhile  a  light  whisked  "...*'  Shaped  some- 
what like  a  star  ?  " 
**  WeU,  like  some  sort  of  stars,  ma'am."  —  **  So 

we  thought ! 
And  any  voice  ?     Not  yet  ?    Try  hard,  next 

time. 
If  you  can't  hear  a  voice  j  we  think  yon  may  : 
At  least,  the  Pennsylvaman^  *  medinnis '  did." 
Oh,  next  time  comee  the  voice  !    '*  Just  as  we 

hoped  I " 
Are  not  the  hopers  proud  now,  pleased,  profuse 
O'  the  natural  acknowledgment  ? 


Of  course  I 
So,  off  we  pnsh^  illy-oh-yo,  trim  the  boat, 
On  we  sweep  with  a  cataract  ahead, 
We  're  midway  to  the  Horse-shoe  :  stop,  who 

can. 
The  dance  of  bubbles  gay  about  our  prow  I 
Eicperiences  become  worth  waiting  for, 
Spirits  now  speak  up,  tell  their  inmost  mind. 
And  compliment  the  *^  medium  "  properly. 
Concern  themselves  about  his  Sunday  coat. 
See  rings  on  his  hand  with  pleasure.     Ask 

yourself 
How  you  'd  receive  a  course  of  treats  like  these  I 
Why,  take  the  quietest  hack  and  stall  him  up. 
Cram  him  with  com  a  month,  then  out  witn 

him 
Among  his  mates  on  a  bright  April  mom. 
With  the  turf  to  tread  ;  see  if  you  find  or  no 
A  caper  in  him,  if  he  bucks  or  bolts ! 
Much  more  a  youth  whose  fancies  sprout  as 

rank 
As   toadstool-clump   from   melon-bed.      'T  ia 

soon, 
"Sirrah,  you  spirit,  come,  go,  fetch  and  carry. 
Read,  write,  rap,  rub-a-dub,  and  hang  your- 
self!" 
I  'm  spared  all  further  trouble  ;  all 's  arranged  ; 
Your  circle  does  my  business ;  I  may  rave 
Like  an  epileptic  dervish  in  the  books. 
Foam,  fling  myself  flat,  rend  my  clothes  to 

shreds; 
No  matter :  lovers,  friends  and  countrymen 
Will  lay  down  spiritual  laws,  read  wrong  things 

right 
By  the  rule  o'  reverse.    If  Francis  Venilam 
Styles  himself  Bacon,  spells  the  name  beside 
With  a  p  and  a  JEr,  says  he  drew  breath  in  York, 
Gave  up  the  ghost  in  Wales  when  Cromwell 

reigned, 
(As,  sir,  we  somewhat  fear  he  was  apt  to  say. 
Before  I  found  the  useful  book  that  know^s)  — 
Why,  what  harm  's  done  ?    llie  circle  smiles 

apace, 
"  It  was  not  Bacon,  aft«r  all,  yon  see ! 
W^e  understand  j  the  trick  's  but  natural : 
Such  spirits'  individuality 
Is  hard  to  put  in  evidence  :  they  incline 
To  f^he  and  peer,  these  undeveloped  sorts. 
You  see,  their  world 's  much  like  a  jail  broke 

loose. 
While  this  of  ours  remains  shut,  bolted,  barred, 
W^ith  a  single  window  to  it.    Sludge,  our  friend. 
Serves  as  this  window,  whether  tnin  or  thick. 
Or  stained  or  stainless  ;  he 's  the  medium-pane 
Through  which,  to  see  us  and  be  seen,  they 

peep : 
They  crowd  each  other,  hustle  for  a  chance. 
Tread  on  their   neighbor's  kibes,  play  tricks 

enough ! 
Does  Bacon,  tired  of  waiting,  swerve  aside  ? 
Up  in  his  place  jumps  Bamum  — '  I  'm  your 

man, 
I  '11  answer  you  for  Bacon  I '   Try  once  more  I  " 

Or  else  it 's  —  "  What 's  a  *  medium '  ?    He  's 

a  means,^ 
Good,  bad,  indifferent,  still  the  only  means 
Spirits  can  speak  by  ;  he  may  miscniieciv*^. 
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Stutter  and  stammer,  —  he  's  their  Sludgpe  aud 

drudt^. 
Take  liim  or  leave  him  ;  they  most  hold  their 

peace. 
Or  else,  put  up  with  having:  knowledge  strained 
To  half-expression  through  his  ignorance. 
Suppose,  the  spirit  Beethoven  wants  to  slied 
New  music  he  ^s  brimful  of  ;  why,  he  turns 
The  buidle  of  this  orp;an,  grinds  with  hludge, 
And  what  he  poured  m  at  the  mouth  o*  the 

raiU 
As  a Tliirty-third  Sonata,  (fancy  now!) 
Comes  from  the  hopper  as  biiin-uew  Sludge, 

naught  else, 
The  Shakers^  Uymn  in  Q,  with  a  natural  F, 
Or  the  *  Stars  and  Stripes '  set  to  consecutive 

fourths.^' 

Sir,  where 's  the  scrape  you  did  not  help  me 

through. 
You  that  are  wise  ?    Aud  for  the  fools,  the 

folk 
Who  came  to  see,  —  the  guests,  (observe  that 

word  1 1 
Pray  do  you  find  guests  criticise  your  wine. 
Tour  furniture,  your  grammar,  or  yonr  nose  ? 
Then,  why    your    ** medium''?      What's  the 

difference  ? 
Prove  your  madeira  red-ink  aud  gambc^^,  — 
Your  kludge   a   cheat  —  then,   somebody  's  a 

goose 
For   vaunting   both   as  genuine.     "  Guests  I " 

Don't  ilear! 
They  '11  make  a  wry  face,  nor   too  much  of 

that. 
And  leave  you  in  your  gloiy. 

**  No,  sometimes 
They  doubt  and  say  as  much !  *'    Ay,  doubt 

they  do ! 
And    what 's  the   consequence  ?    ^^  Of  course 

they  doubt ''  — 
(Yon  triumph)  —  *^  that  explains  the  hitch  at 

once! 
Doubt  posed  our  *  medium,'  puddled  his  pure 

mind  ; 
He  gave  them  back  their  rubbish :  pitch  chaff 

in. 
Could  flour  come  out  o'  the  honest  mill  ?  *'    So, 

prompt 
Applaud  the  faithful :  cases  flock  in  point, 
^*  How,  when  a  mocker  willed  a  *  medium '  once 
Should  name  a  spirit  James  whose  name  was 

George, 
*  James.*  cried  the  *  medium,'  —  't  was  the  test 

of  truth!" 
In  short,  a  hit  proves  much,  a  miss  proves  more. 
Does  this  convmce  ?    The  better :  does  it  fail  ? 
Time  for  the  double-shotted  brotiditide,  then  — 
The  grand  means,  last  resource.     Look  black 

aud  big ! 
*^You    style   us  idiots,  therefore  —  why  stop 

short? 
Acoomplioes  in  rascality :  this  we  hear 
In  our  own  house,  from  our  invited  g^est 
Found  brave  enough  to  outrage  a  poor  boy 
Exposed  by  our  good  faith  I    Have  you  been 

hoard  ? 


Now,  then,  hear  us ;  one  man  's  not  quite  worth 

twelve. 
You  see  a  cheat  ?    Here 's  some  twelve  see  an 


Excuse  me  if  I  calculate :  good  day !  " 

Out  slinks  the  skeptic,  all  the  laughs  explode, 

Sludge  waves  his  hat  in  triumph  1 

Or  —  he  don't. 
There's  something  ui  real  truth  (explain  who 

can !) 
One  casts  a  wistful  eve  at,  like  the  horse 
Who  mopes   beneath    stuffed    hay-racks  and 

won't  munch 
Because  he  spies  a  corn-bag :  hang  tliat  truth, 
It  spoils  all  dainties  proffered  in  its  place  I 
I  'ye  felt  at  times  when,  cockered,  cosseted 
And  coddled  bv  the  aforesaid  company. 
Bidden  enjoy  their  bullying,  —  never  fear. 
But  o'er  their  shoulders  spit  at  the  flyii^  man,  — 
I  've  felt  a  child  ;  only,  a  fractious  child 
That,  dandled  soft  by  nurse,  aunt,  grandmother, 
Who  keep  him  from  the  kennel,  sun  and  wind. 
Good  fun  and  wholesome  mud,  —  enjoined  be 

sweet. 
And  comely  and  superior,  —  eyes  askance 
The  raggea  sons  o'  the  gutter  at  their  game. 
Fain  would  be  down  with  them  i'  the  thick  o^ 

the  filth. 
Making  dirt-pies,  laughing  free,  speaking  plain, 
And  calling  granny  the  gray  old  cat  she  is. 
I  've  felt  a  spite,  1  say,  at  you,  at  them, 
Huggings  and  humbug — gnashed  my  teeth  to 

mark 
A  decent  dog  pass  !    It 's  too  bad,  I  say. 
Ruining  a  soul  so  I 

But  what 's  *'  so,"  what's  fixed. 
Where  may  one  stop  ?    Nowhere !    The  cheat- 
ing 's  nursed 
Out  of  the  lying,  softly  and  surely  spun 
To  just  your  length,  sir !  I  'd  8tx>p  soon  enough : 
But  you  're  for  progress.     '*  All  old,  nothing 

new? 
Only  the  usual  talking  through  the  moutli. 
Or  writixu:  by  the  hand  ?    I  own.  I  thought 
This  would  develop,  grow  demonstrable. 
Make  doubt  absurd,  give  figures  we  might  see, 
Flowers  we    might    touch.      There's  no  one 

doubts  you,  Sludge  ! 
You  dream  the  dreaius,  you  see  the  spiritual 

sights. 
The  speeches  come  in  your  head,  beyond  dis- 
pute. 
Still,  for  the  skeptics'  sake,  to  stop  all  mouths, 
We  want  some  outw^l  manifestation  !  —  well. 
The    Pennsylvanians    gained    such ;   why  not 

Sludge  ? 
He  may  improve  with  time  1  " 

Ay,  that  he  may  I 
He  sees  his  lot :  there 's  no  avoiding  fat«. 
'T is  a  trifle  at  first.    "Eh,  David?    Did  you 

hear? 
Yon  jogged  the  table,  your  foot  caused  the 

squeak. 
This  time  yon  're  .  .  .  joking,  are  you  not,  my 

boy?" 
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**N-n-not" — and  I'm  done  for,  bonght  and 

sold  henceforth 
The  old  good  easy  jog-trot  way.  the  ...  eh  ? 
The  .  .  .  not  so  verv  fake,  as  lalsehood  goes, 
The  spinmng  out  and  drawing  fine,  yon  know,  — 
Really  mere  novel-writing  of  a  sort. 
Acting,  or  improTising,  imike-believe. 
Snrely  not  downright  cheatery,  —  anrnow, 
'T  is  done  with  and  my  lot  cast ;  Cneat  *s  my 

name: 
The  fatal  dash  of  brandv  in  yoor  tea 
Has  settled  what  you'll  have  the  sonohong's 

smack  : 
The  caddy  gives  way  to  the  dram-bottle. 

Then,  it  *s  so  cruel  easy  I    Oh,  those  tricks 
Hiat  can't  be  tricks,  those  feats  by  sleight  of 

hand, 
Clearly  no  common  conjurer's  !  —  no,  indeed  I 
A  oonpirer  ?    Choose  me  any  craft  i'  the  world 
A  man  puts  hand  to ;  and  with  six  months' 

pains, 
I  '11  play  you  twenty  tricks  miraculous 
To  peoole  untaught  the  trade :  have  you  seen 

glass  blown. 
Pipes  pierced?    Why,  just  this  biscuit  that  I 

chip. 
Did  vou  ever  watch  a  baker  toss  one  flat 
To  the  oven  ?    Tnr  and  do  it !    Take  my  word, 
Practice  but  half  as  much,  while  limbs  are 

lithe. 
To  turn,  shove,  tUt  a  table,  crack  your  joints. 
Manage  jonr  feet,  dispose  your  hands  aright, 
Work  wires  that  twitch  the  curtains,  play  me 

glove 
At  end  o'  your  slipper,  —  then  put  out  the  lights 
And  .  .  .  there,  there,  all  you  want  you  'U  get, 

I  hope  I 
I  found  it  slip,  easy  as  an  old  shoe. 

Now,  lights  on  table  again  !  I  've  done  my  part. 
You  take  my  place  while  I  give  thanks  and 

rest. 

"  Well,  Judge  Humgmffin,  what 's  your  verdict, 

sir? 
You,  hardest  head  in  the  United  States,  — 
Did  you  detect  a  cheat  here  ?    Wait !    Let 's 

seel 
Just  an  experiment  first,  for  candor's  sake  I 
I  '11  try  and  cheat  you,  Judge  I  die  table  tilts : 
Is  it  I  that  move  it  ?    Write  1    I  '11  press  your 

hand: 
Cry  when  I  pnsh,  or  guide  your  pencil,  Judge  t " 
Sludge  still  triumphant  I   *^  That  a  rap,  indeed  ? 
That,  the  real  writing  ?    Very  like  a  whale  ! 
Then,  if,  sir,  yon  —  a  most  distinguished  man, 
And,  were  the  Judge  not  here,  i  'd  say,  .  .  . 

no  matter ! 
Well,  sir,  if  you  fail,  you  can't  take  us  in,  — 
There 's  little  fear  that  Sludge  wiU !  " 

Won't  he,  ma'am  ? 
But  what  if  our  distinguished  host,  like  Sludge, 
Bade  God  bear  witness  that  he  played  no  trick. 
While  you  believed  that  what  produced  the  raps 
Was  just  a  certain  child  who  died,  yon  know. 
And  whose  last  breath  you  thought  your  lips  had 
felt? 


Eh  ?    That 's  a  ci^ital  point,  ma'am :  Sludge 

begins 
At  your  entreaty  with  your  dearest  dead, 
The  little  voice  set  lisping  once  again. 
The  tiny  hand  xnade  feel  for  yours  once  more. 
The  poor  lost  image  brought  back,  plain  as 

dreams. 
Which  image,  if  a  word  had  chanced  recall. 
The  customary  cloud  would  cross  your  eyes. 
Your  heart  return  the  old  tick,  pay  its  pang  1 
A  right  mood  for  investigation,  this  I 
One^s  at  one's  ease  with  Saul  and  Jonathan, 
Pompey    and    Ccesar :     but    one's    own    lost 

child  .  .  . 
I  wonder,  when  you  heard  the  first  clod  drop 
From  the  spadeful  at  the  grave-side,  felt  yon  tree 
To  investigate  who  twitched  y^ur  funeral  scaif 
Or  brushed  your  flounces?    Then,  it  came  of 

course. 
You  should  be  stunned  and  stupid  ;  then  (how 

ehie?) 
Your  breath  stopped  with  your  blood,  your 

brain  struck  work. 
But  now,  such  causes  fail  of  such  effects, 
Ail 's  changed,  —  the  little  voice  begins  afresh, 
Yet  yon,  cum,  consequent^can  test  and  try 
And  touch  the  truth.     ''Tests?    Didn't  the 

creature  tell 
Its  nurse's  name,  and  say  it  lived  six  years, 
And  rode  a  rocking-horse  ?    Enough  of  testa  I 
Sludge  never  could  learn  that  I  " 

He  could  not,  eh  ? 
Yon  compliment  him.    "  Could  not  ?  "    Speak 

for  yourself  I 
I  'd  like  to  know  the  man  I  ever  saw 
Once,  —  never  mind  where,  how,  why,  when,  — 

once  saw. 
Of  whom  I  do  not  keep  some  matter  in  mind 
He'd  swear  I  ''could  not"  know,  sagacious 

soul ! 
What?     Do  you  live  in  this  world's  blow  of 

blacks, 
Pahiver.  gossipry,  a  single  hour 
Nor  fina  one  smut  has  settled  on  your  nose, 
Of  a  smut*s  worth,  no  more,  no  less  ?  —  one  fact 
Out  of  the  drift  of  facts,  whereby  yon  learn 
What  some  one  was,  somewhere,  some  when, 

somewhy  ? 
You  don't  tell  folk  —  "  See  what  has  stuck  to 

me ! 
Judge  Humgnruffin,  our  most  distinguished  man. 
Your  uncle  was  a  tailor,  and  your  wife 
Thought  to  have  married  Miggs,  miased  him, 

Wtyou!"- 
Do  you,  sir,  though  you  see  him  twice  a-week? 


"  No,"  you  reply,  *'  what  use  retailing  it  ? 
■~      should  I?  '*    "^ 
should. 


Why  should 


But,  you  see,  one  day  yon 


Because  one  day  there  's  much  use,  —  when 

this  fact 
Brings  you  the  Judge  upon  both  gouty  knees 
Before  the  supernatural;  proves  that  Sludge 
Knows,  as  you  say,  a  thing  he  "  could  not'' 

know: 
Will  not    Sludge   thenceforth  keep    an   out- 
stretched face. 
The  way  the  wind  drives  ? 
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*'  Could  not ! "    Look  you  now. 
I  *U  tell  you  a  story  1    There  'a  •  wniskerea 

chap, 
A  foreigoer,  that  teaehee  mnmo  here 
And  gets  his  hread,  —  knowing:  no  better  way : 
He  says,  the  fellow  who  informed  of  him 
And  made  him  flr  his  country  and  fall  West. 
Was  a  hunehbaek  cobbler,  sat,  stitched  soles 

and  sangr,  ^ 
In  some  outlandish  plaoOi  the  oitr  Rome« 
In  a  cellar  by  their  Broadway,  aU  day  lonff ; 
Never  asked  questions,  stopped  to  listen  or  look, 
Nor  lifted  nose  from  lactone ;  let  the  world 
RoU  round  his  three4egged  stool,  and  news  run 

in 
The  ears  he  hardly  seemed  to  keep  pricked  up. 
Well,  that  man  went  on  Sundays,  touched  his 

And  took  his  praise  from  MTemment,  yon  see ; 
For  something-  Uke  two  doilarB  every  week. 
He  *d  engage  tell  you  some  one  little  thing 
Of  some  one  man,  which  led  to  many  more, 
(Because  one  truth  leads  right  to  the  world^s 

end,) 
And  make  yon  that  man's  master  —  when  he 

dined 
And  on  what  dish,  where  walked  to  keep  lus 

health 
And  to  what  street.    Hm  trade  was,  throwing 

thus 
His  sense  out,  like  an  ant-eater's  long  tongue. 
Soft,  innocent,  warm,  moist,  impassible. 
And  when  't  was  crusted  o'er  with  creatures  — 

slick. 
Their  juice  enriched  lus  palate.    ^*  Gould  not 

Sludge !  " 

I  ^U  go  yet  a  step  further,  and  maintain. 
Once  the  imposture  plunged  its  proper  depth 
V  the  rotten  of  your  natures,  all  of  you,  — 
(If  one  's  not  mad  nor  drunk,  and  hardly  then) 
It 's  impossible  to  cheat  —  that 's,  be  found  out  I 
Go  tell  your  brotherhood  this  first  slip  of  mine. 
All  to-day's  tale,  how  yon  detected  Sludge, 
Behaved  unpleasantly^  till  he  was  fain  confess, 
And  so  has  conie  to  grief  1  You  *11  find,  I  think. 
Why  Sludge  still  snaps  his  fingers  in  your  face. 
There  now,  you  've  told  them  !    What 's  their 

prompt  reply  ? 
**Sir,  did  tnat  youth  confess  he  had  cheated 

me, 
I  'd  disbeUeve  him.    He  may  cheat  at  tames : 
That's  in  the  *  medium '-nature,  thus  they  re 

made. 
Vain  and  vindictive,  cowards,  prone  to  scratch. 
And  so  all  cats  are ;  still,  a  eat^s  the  beast 
Yon  coax  the  strange  electric  sparks  from  out, 
By  rubbing  back  its  fur ;  not  so  a  dog. 
Nor  lion,  nor  lamb  :  't  is  the  cat's  nature,  sir  I 
Why  not  the  dog's  ?   Ask  God,  who  made  them 

beasts! 
D'  ve  think  the  sound,  the  nicely-balanced  man 
(Like  me  "  —  aside)  —  "  like  you  yourself,"  — 

(aloud) 
**  —  He 's  stufF  to  make  a  *  medium '  ?    Bless 

vour  soul, 
'T  is  these  hysteric,  hybrid  half-and-halfs, 
Equivocal,  worthless  vermin  yield  the  fire  I 


We  take  such  as  we  find  them,  'ware  their 

tricks, 
Wanting  their  service.     Sir,  Sludge  took  in 

you  — 
How,  I  can't  say,  not  being  there  to  watch  : 
He  was  tried,  was  tempted  by  your  easiness,  — 
He  did  not  take  in  me  I " 

Thank  you  for  Sludge  I 
I  'm  to  be  grateful  to  such  patrons,  eh. 
When  what  you  hear 's  my  best  word  ?    'T  is  a 

challenge. 
'^  Snap  at  all  strangers,  half-tamed  prairie-dog, 
So  you  cower  duly  at  your  keeper's  Deck  ! 
Cat,  show  what  daws  were  made  for,  muffling 

them 
Ouljr  to  me  !    Cheat  others  if  you  can. 
Me,  if  you  dare  ! "    And,  my  wise  sir,  I  dared  — 
Did  cheat  vou  first,  made  you  cheat  others  next, 
And  had  the  help  o'  your  vaunted  manliness 
To  bully  the  iucredulous.    You  nsed  me  ? 
Have  not  I  used  you,  taken  full  revenge. 
Persuaded  folk  they  knew  not  their  own  name, 
And  straight  they  'a  own  the  error !    Who  was 

the  fool 
When,  toan  awe-struck  wide-eyed  open-mouthed 
Circle  of  sageS|  Sludge  would  introdnce 
Milton  composing  baby-rhymes,  and  Locke 
Reasoning  in  gibberish.  Homer  writing  Greek 
In  naughts  and  crosses,  Asaph  setting  psalms 
To  crotchet  and  quaver  ?    I  've  made  a  spirit 

squeak 
In  sham  voice  for  a  minute,  then  outbroke 
Bold  in  my  own,  defying  the  imbeciles  — 
Have  copied  some  ghost's  pothooks,  half  a  page. 
Then  ended  with  my  own  scrawl  undisguised. 
"  All   right  !     The   ghost   was  merely  using 

Sludge, 
Suiting  itself  from  his  imperfect  stock  I  " 
Don't  talk  of  gratitude  to  me  I    For  what  ? 
For  being  treated  as  a  showman's  ape. 
Encouraged  to  be  wicked  and  make  sport, 
Fret  or  sulk,  grin  or  whimper,  any  mood 
So  long  as  the  ape  be  in  it  and  no  man  — 
Because  a  nut  pajs  every  mood  alike. 
Curse  your  superior,  superintending  sort. 
Who,  since  you  hate  smoke,  send  up  boys  that 

climb 
To  cure  your  chimney,  bid  a  ''  medium  "  lie 
To  sweep  you  truth  down !    Curse  your  women 

too. 
Your  insolent  wives  and  daughters,  that  fire  up 
Or  faint  away  if  a  male  hand  squeeze  theirs. 
Yet,  to  encourage  Sludge,  may  play  with  Sludge 
As  only  a  ^*  medium,"  only  the  kind  of  thing 
They  must  humor,  fondle  .  .  .  oh,  to  miscon- 
ceive 
Were  too  preposterous  !    But  I  've  paid  them 

out! 
They  've  had  their  wish  —  called  for  the  naked 

truth. 
And  in  she  tripped,  sat  down  and  bade  them 

stare: 
They  had  to  blush  a  little  and  forgive  I 
"  The  fact  is,  children  talk  so ;  in  next  world 
All  our  conventions  are  reversed,  —  perhaps 
Made  light  of :  something  like  old  prints,  my 

dear! 
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The  Judtpe  haa  une,  he  broufpht  from  Italy^ 
A  metropolis  in  the  background,  —  o^er  a  bndge, 
A  team  of  trottinf?  roadsters,  —  cheerful  groups 
Of  wayside  travellers,  peasants  at  their  work, 
And,  fall  in  front,  quite  unconcerned,  why  not  ? 
Three  nymphs  conversinif  with  a  cavalier, 
And  never  a  rag  among  them :  *  fine,'  folk  cry  — 
And  heavenly  manners  seem  not  ranch  unlike  ! 
Let  Sludge  go  on  ;  we  '11  fancy  it 's  in  print ! '' 
If  such  as  came  for  wool,  sir,  went  home  shorn. 
Where  is  the  wrong  I  did  them  ?    'T  was  their 

choice: 
They  tried  the  adventure,  ran  the  risk,  tossed 

up 
And  lost,  as  some  one 's  sure  to  do  in  games ; 
They  fancied   I  was  made  to  lose,  —  smoked 

glass 
Useful  to  spy  the  sun  through,  spare  their  eyes : 
And  had  I  proved  a  red-hot  ii*on  plate 
They  thought  to  pierce,  and,  for  their  pains, 

grew  blind, 
Whose  were  the  fault  but  theirs  ?    While,  as 

things  go. 
Their  loss  amounts  to  gain,  the  more 's  the 

shame  I 
They  Ve  had  their  peep  into  the  spirit-world. 
And  all  this  world  may  know  it !    They  Ve  fed 

fat 
Their  self-conceit  which  else  had  starved :  what 

chance 
Save  this,  of  cackling  o'er  a  golden  egg 
And  compassing  distmction  from  the  flock,  ^ 
Friends  of  a  feather  ?    Well,  they  paid  for  it. 
And  not  prodigiously  ;  the  price  o'  the  play, 
Not  counting  certain  pleasant  interludes^ 
Was  scarce  a  vulgar  play's  worth.    When  you 

buy 
The  actor's  talent,  do  you  dare  propose 
For  his  soul  beside?    Whereas,  my  soul  you 

buy  I 
Sludge  acts  Macbeth,  obliged  to  be  Macbeth, 
Or  you  '11  not  hear  his  first  word  I    Just  go 

through 
That   slight   formality,  swear   himself 's   the 

Thane, 
And  thenceforth  he  maj  strut  and  fret  his  hour. 
Spout,  spawl,  or  spin  his  target,  no  one  cares  I 
Why  had  n't  I  leave  to  play  tricks.  Sludge  as 

Sluc^e? 
Enough  of  it  all !    I  've  wiped  out  scores  with 

you  — 
Vented  your  fustian,  let  mvself  be  streaked 
Like  tom-fool  with  your  ochre  and  carmine, 
Worn  patchwork  your  respectable  fingers  sewed 
To  metamorphose  somebody,  — ves,  1  ve  earned 
My  wages,  swallowed  down  my  bread  of  shame. 
And  shake  the  crumbs  off  —  where  but  in  your 

face? 

As  for  religion  —  "^^^  I  served  it,  sir  I 
I  '11  stick  to  that !    With  my  phenomena 
I  laid  the  atheist  sprawling  on  his  back, 
Propped  up  Saint  Paul,  or,  at  least,  Sweden- 

borg  I 
In  fact,  it 's  just  the  proper  way  to  balk 
These  troublesome  fellows  —  liars,  one  and  all, 
Are  not  these  skeptics  ?^   Well,  to  ba£Be  them. 
No  use  in  being  squeamish  :  lie  yourself ! 


Erect  srouT  buttress  just  as  wide  o'  the  line. 
Your  side,  as  they  build  up  the  wall  on  theirs ; 
Where  both  meet,  midway  in  a  point,  is  truth. 
High  overhead :  so,  take  your  room,  pile  bricks. 
Lie  !    Oh,  there 's  titillation  in  all  shame  I 
What  snow  may  lose  in  white,  snow  gains  in 

rose  I 
Miss  Stokes  turns  —  Raliab,  —  nor  a  bad  ex- 
change ! 
Glory  be  on  her,  for  the  good  she  wrought, 
Breeding  belief  anew  'neath  ribs  of  death. 
Browbeating  now  the  unabashed  before. 
Ridding  us  of  their  whole  life's  gathered  straws 
By  a  live  coal  from  the  altar  !     vVhj',  of  old. 
Great  men  spent  years  and  years  in  writing 

books 
To  prove  we  've  souls,  and  hardly  proved  it 

then : 
Miss  Stokes  with  her  live  coal,  for  yon  and  me  ! 
Surely,  to  tliis  good  issue,  all  was  fair  — 
Not  oidy  fondling  Sludge,  but,  even  suppose 
He  let  escape  some  spice  of  knavery,  —  well. 
In  wisely  being  blind  to  it !    Don't  you  pi'aise 
Nelson  for  setting  sny-glass  to  blind  eye 
And  sa>'ing  .  .  .  what  was  it  —  that  he  could 

not  see 
The  signal  he  was  bothered  with  ?  Ay,  indeed  I 

I  '11  go  beyond  :  there  's  a  real  love  of  a  lie, 
Liars  find  ready-made  for  lies  they  make. 
As  hand  for  glove,  or  tongue  for  sugar-plum. 
At  best,  't  is  never  pure  and  full  belief ; 
Those  furthest  in  the  qnacmire,  —  don't  suppooe 
They  strayed  there  with  no  warning,  got  no 

chance 
Of   a   filth-speck    in  their   face,  which   they 

clenched  teeth. 
Bent  brow  against  I    Be  sure  they  had  their 

doubts. 
And  fears,  and  fairest  challenges  to  tx^ 
The  floor  o'  the  seeming  solid  sand  I    But  no ! 
Their  faith  was  pledg^,  aoqiuiintance  too  ap> 

prised. 
All  but  the  last  step  ventured,  kerchiefs  waved. 
And  Sludge  called     pet :  "  't  was  easier  march- 
ing on 
To  the  promised  land  ;  join  those  who,  Thurs- 
day next. 
Meant   to   meet   Shakespeare ;    better   follow 

Sludge  — 
Prudent,  oh  sure  I  —  on  the  alert,  how  else  ? 
But  nuJcing  for  the  mid-bog,  all  the  same  I 
To  hear  your  outcries,  one  would  think  I  caught 
Miss  Stokes  by  the  scruff  o'  the  neck,  and 

pit<ohed  lier  flat, 
Foolish-face-foremost !    Hear  these  simpletons, 
That 's  all  I  beg,  before  my  work  's  begun,  ^ 
Before  I  've  touched  them  with  my  finger-tip  ! 
Thus  they  await  me  (do  but  listen,  now  I 
It 's  reasoning,  this  is,  —  I  can't  imitate 
The  baby  voice,  though),  —  "  In  so  many  tales 
Must  be  some  truth,  truth  though  a  pin-point  big. 
Yet,  some  :  a  single  man  's  deceived,  perhaps  — 
Hardly,  a  thousand  :  to  suppose  one  cheat 
Can  gull  all  these,  were  more  miraculous  far 
Than  aught  we  should  confess  a  miracle,"  — ;; 
And  so  on.    llien  the  Judge  sums  up  —  (it's 
rare) 
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Bids  yoo  respect  the  authorities  that  leap 

To  the  jadginent-eeat  at  onoe,  —  why  donH  you 

note 
The  limpid  nature,  the  unblemished  life, 
The  spotless  honor,  indisputable  sense 
Of  the  fint  upstart  with  his  story  ?    What  — 
Outrage  a  boy  on  whom  you  nuVr  till  now 
Het  eyes,  because  he  finds  raps  trouble  him  ? 

Fools,  these  are :  av,  and  how  of  their  oppoeites 
Who  never  did,  at  bottom  of  their  hearts, 
Believe  for  a  moment  ?  —  Men  emasoulate. 
Blank  of  belief,  who  played,  as  ennuohs  use, 
With  superstition  safely,  —  cold  of  blood, 
Who  saw  what  made  for  them  i^  the  mjrstery, 
Took  their  occasion,  and  supported  Kludtpe 

—  As  proselvtes  ?     No,  thank    you,  far   too 

snrewa  1 

—  But  promisors  of  fair  play,  enoouragers 

O^  the  claimant;  who  m  candor  needs  must 

hoist 
Sludge  upon  Mars'  Hill,  get  speech  out  of  Sludge 
To  carry  off,  criticise,  and  cant  about  I 
Did  n't  Athens  treat  Sunt  Paul  so?  *-at  any 

i-ate. 
It 's  ^*  a  new  thing  *'  philosophy  fumbles  at. 
Then  there  's  the  other  picker-out  of  pearl 
From  dungheape,  —  ay,  your  literary  man, 
Who  draws  on  nis  kid  gloves  to  deal  with  Sludge 
Daintily  and  discreetly,  —  shakes  a  dust 
O'  the  doctrine,  flavors  thence,  he  well  knows 

how. 
The  narrative  or  the  novel,  —  half-believes. 
All  for  the  book's  sake,  and  the  public's  stare. 
And  the  cash  that 's  God's  sole  solid  in  this 

world ! 
Look  at  him  !    Trr  to  be  too  bold,  too  gross 
For  the  master  I    Not  you  I     He 's  the  man  for 

muck ; 
Shovel  it  forth,  full-splash,  he  '11  smooth  your 

brown 
Into  artistic  richness,  never  fear ! 
Find  him  the  crude  stuff ;  when  vou  recognize 
Tour  lie  again,  you  '11  doff  your  nat  to  it, 
Dressed  out  for  company  I    *^  For  company," 
I  say.  since  there 's  Uie  relish  of  success : 
Let  all  pay  due  respect,  call  the  lie  truth, 
Save  the  soft  silent  smirking  gentleman 
Who  ushered  in  the  stranger  :  you  must  sigh 
'  *  How  melancholy,  he,  the  onlv  one. 
Fails  to  perceive  the  bearing  of  the  truth 
Himself  gave  birth  tol" —There's  the  tri- 
umph's smack ! 
That  man  would  choose  to  see  the  whole  world 

roll 
I*  the  slime  o'  the  slough,  so  he  might  touch  the 

tip 
Of  his  omsh  with  what   I  call  the  best  of 

browns  — 
Tint  ghost-tales,  spirit-stories,  past  the  power 
Of  the  outworn  umber  and  bistre  1 

Tet  I  think 
There  's  a  more  hateful  form  of  foolery  — 
The  social  sage's,  Solomon  of  saloons 
And  philosophic  dinerH)ut,  the  fribble 
Who  wants  a  doctrine  for  a  chopping^block 
To  try  the  edge  of  his  faculty  upon, 


Prove  how  much  common  sense  he  'U  hack  and 

hew 
I'  the  critical  moment  'twixt  the  soup  and  fish  1 
These  were  my  patrons  :  these,  and  the  like  of 

them 
Who,  rising  in  my  soul  now,  sicken  it,  — 
These  I  have  injured  !    Gratitude  to  tiiese  ? 
The  eratitude,  forsooth,  of  a  prostitute 
To  dae  greenhorn  and   the  bully  —  friends  of 

hers. 
From  the  wag  that  wants  the  queer  jokes  for 

his  club. 
To  the  snuffbox-decorator,  honest  man. 
Who  just  was  at  his  wits'  end  where  to  find 
So  genial  a  Pasiphae  1    All  and  each 
Pay,  compliment,  protect  from  the  police  : 
And  how  she  hates  them  for  their  pains,  like 

me ! 
So  much  for  my  remorse  at  thanklessuess 
Toward  a  deserving  public  I 

But,  for  God? 
Ay,  that 's  a  question  I     Well,  sir,  since  yoa 
press  — 

iHow  vou  do  tease  the  whole  thing  out  of  me  I 
don't  mean  you,   you  know,   when   I  say 

*'them:'*^ 
Hate  you,  indeed  I    But  that  Miss  Stokes,  that 

Judge ! 
Enough,  enough  —  with  sugar :  thank  you,  sir !) 
Now  for  it,  then  I   Will  you  believe  me,  though  ? 
You  've  heard  what  I  confess  ;  I  don't  unsay 
A  single  word :  I  cheated  when  I  could. 
Rapped  with  my  toe-joints,  set  sham  hands  at 

work. 
Wrote  down  names  weak  in  sympathetic  ink, 
Rubbed  odic  lights  with  ends  of  phosphor-match. 
And  all  the  rest ;  believe  that :  beheve  this, 
Bv  the  same  token,  though  it  seem  to  set 
The  crooked  straiglit  again,  unsay  the  said. 
Stick  up  what  I '  ve  knocked  down ;  I  can't  help 

tbat 
It 's  truth  I    I  somehow  vomit  truth  to-dav. 
This  trade  of  mine  —  I  don't  know,  can  t  be 

sure 
But  there  was  something  in  it,  tricks  and  all  I 
Really,  I  want  to  light  up  my  own  mind. 
They  were  tricks,  —  true,  but  what  I  mean  to 

add 
Is  also  true.    First^  —don't  it  strike  yon,  sir  ? 
Go  back  to  the  begmning,  —  the  first  fact 
We  're  taught  is,  there  's  a  world  beside  this 

world, 
With  spirits,  not  mankind,  for  tenantry  ; 
That  much  within  that  world  once  sojourned 

here. 
That  all  upon  this  world  will  visit  there. 
And  therefore  that  we,  bodily  here  below, 
Must  have  exactly  such  an  interest 
In  learning  what  may  be  the  wave  o'  the  world 
Above  us,  as  the  disembodied  folk 
Have  (by  all  analogic  likelihood) 
In  watching  how  things  go  in  the  old  home 
With  us,  their  sons,  successors,  and  what  not. 
Oh,  ves,  with  added  powers  probably, 
Fit  for  the  novel  stAte,  —  old  loves  grown  pure, 
Old  interests  iinderntood  aright,  —  tney  watch  I 
Eyes  to  see,  ears  to  hear,  and  hands  to  help, 
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Proportionate  to  advanoement :  they  're  ahead, 
That  'a  all  —  do  what  we  do,  but  uoblier  done  — 
Use  plate,  whereas  we  eat  onr  meals  off  delf , 
(To  use  a  figrnre.) 

Concede  that,  and  I  ask 
Next  what  may  be  the  mode  of  intei'course 
Between  ns   men   here,   and  those  once-men 

there? 
First  oomes  the  Bible  ^s  speech  ;  then,  history 
With  the  supernatural  element,  —  you  know  — 
All  that  we  sucked  in  with  our  mothers'  milk, 
Grew  up  witib.  got  inside  of  us  at  last, 
Till  it 's  found  bone  of  bone  and  flesh  of  flesh. 
See  now,  we  start  with  the  miraculous. 
And  know  it  used  to  be,  at  all  events : 
What 's  the  fint  step  we  take,  and  can't  but 

take. 
In  arguing:  from  the  known  to  the  obscure  ? 
Why  this :  **  What  was  before,  may  be  to-day. 
Since  Samuel's  ghost  appeared  to  iSaul, — of 

course 
My  brother's  spirit  may  appear  to  me." 
Go  tell  your  teacher  that  f    What 's  his  reply  ? 
What  brings  a  shade  of  doubt  for  the  first  time 
O'er  his  brow  late  so  luminous  with  faith  ? 
**  Such  things  have  been,"  says  he,  '^  aud  there  's 

no  doubt 
Such  things  may  be :  but  I  advise  mistrust 
Of  eyes,  ears,  stomach,  and,  more  than  all,  your 

brain. 
Unless  it  be  of  your  great-grandmother, 
Whenever  they  propose  a  ghost  to  you  I  " 
The  end  is,  there  's  a  composition  struck  ; 
'T  is  settled,  we  've  some  way  of  intercourse 
Just  as  in  Saul's  time ;  only,  different  : 
How,  when  and  where,  precisely,  —  find  it  out  I 
I  want  to  know,  then,  what 's  so  natural 
As  that  a  person  bom  into  this  world 
And  seized  on  by  such  teaching,  should  begin 
With  firm  expectancy  and  a  frank  look-out 
For  his  own  allotment,  his  especial  share 
I'  the  secret,  —  his  particular  ghost,  in  fine  ? 
I  mean,  a  person  bom  to  look  that  way. 
Since  natures  differ  :  take  the  painter-sort, 
One  man  lives  fifty  years  in  ignorance 
Whether  grass  be  green  or  rwl,  —  "  No  kind  of 

eye  ^ 
For  color,'*  say  you  ;  while  another  picks 
And  puts  away^  even  pebbles,  when  a  child. 
Because  of  bluish  spots  and  pinky  veins  — 
**  Give  him  forthwith  a  paint-box  !  "     Just  the 

same 
Was  I  bom  ..."  medium,"  you  won't  let  me 

say,— 
Well,  seer  of  the  supernatural 
Everywhen,  everyhow,  and  everywhere,  — 
Will  that  do? 

I  and  all  such  boys  of  course 
Started  with  the  same  stock  of  Bible-truth  ; 
Only,  —  what  in  the  rest  you  style  their  sense, 
Instinct,  blind  reasoning  but  imperative. 
This,  betimes,  taught  tnem  the  old  world  had 

one  law 
And  ours  another:    "New  world, new  laws," 

cried  they : 
**  None  but  old  laws,  seen  everywhere  at  work," 


Cried  I,  and  by  their  help  es^luned  my  life 
The  Jews'  wav,  still  a  working  way  to  me. 
Ghosts  made  the  noises,  fairies  waved  the  lights, 
Or  Santa  Clans  slid  down  on  New  Year's  ^e 
And  stuffed  with  cakes  the  stocking  at  my  bed, 
Changed    the  worn  shoes,  rubbed    dean  the 

fingOTed  slate 
O'  the  sum  that  came  to  grief  the  day  before. 

This  could  not  last  long :  soon  enough  I  found 
Who  had  worked  wonders  thus,  and  to  what 

end: 
But  did  I  find  all  easy,  like  my  mates  ? 
Henceforth  no  supernatural  any  more  ? 
Not  a  whit :  what  projects  the  billiard-balls  ? 
**  A  cue,"  you  answer.     *'  Yes,  a  cue,"  said  I ; 
"  But  what  hand«  off  the  cushion,  moved  tlie 

cue  ? 
What  unseen  agency,  outside  the  world. 
Prompted  its  puppets  to  do  this  and  that. 
Put  cakes  ana  shoes  and  slates  int4)  their  mind. 
These  mothers  and  aunts,  nay  even  school* 

masters  ?  " 
Thus  high  I  sprang,  and  tliere  have  settled  sinoe. 
Just  so  I  reason,  in  sober  earnest  still, 
About  the  greater  godsends,  what  you  call 
The  serious  gains  and  losses  of  my  life. 
What  do  I  know  or  care  about  your  worid 
Which  either  is  or  seems  to  be  ?    This  snap 
O'  my  fingers,  sir  I    My  care  is  for  myself ; 
Myself  am  whole  and  sole  reality 
Inside  a  raree-show  and  a  market-mob 
Gathered  about  it :  that 's  the  use  of  things. 
'T  is  easy  saying  they  serve  vast  purpnses, 
Advantage  their  grand  selves:  be  it  true  or 

false. 
Each  thing  may  have  two  uses.    What 's  a  star  ? 
A  world,  or  a  world's  sun :  does  n't  it  serve 
As  tAper  also,  timepiece,  weather-elass. 
And  almanac  ?    Are  stars  not  set  for  signs 
When  we  should  shear  our  sheep,  sow  com, 

prune  trees  ? 
The  Bible  says  so. 

Well,  I  add  one  use 
To  all  the  acknowledged  uses,  and  declare 
If  I  spy  Charles's  Wain  at  twelve  to-night, 
It  warns  me,  "  Go,  nor  lose  another  day. 
And   have   your    hair   cut.    Sludge ! "     Ton 

laugh  :  and  why  ? 
Were  such  a  sign  too  hard  for  God  to  give  ? 
No  :  but  Sludge  seems  too  little  for  such  grace : 
Thank  yon,  sir  I    So  you  think,  so  does  not 

Sludge ! 
When  you  and  gruod  men  gape  at  Providence, 
Go  into  history  and  bid  us  mark 
Not  merely  iwwder^plotfl  prevented,  crowns 
Kept  on  kings*  heads  by  miracle  enough. 
But  private  mercies  —  oh,  you  've  told  me,  sir, 
Of  such  interpositions !    How  yourself 
Once,  missing  on  a  memorable  day 
Your    handkerchief  —  just    setting   out,    you 

know,  — 
You  must  return  to  fetch  it,  lost  the  train. 
And  saved  your  precious  self  from  what  be- 

feU 
The  thirty-three  whom  Providence  forgot. 
You  tell,  and  ask  me  what  I  think  of  this  ? 
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Well,  BiTf  I  think  then,  nnoe  yon  needs  matt 

know, 
What  matter  had  jon  and  Boston  city  to  boot 
Sailed    skyward,  like    burnt    onion-peelings? 

Much 
To  you,  no  donbt :  for  me  —  undoubtedly 
The  ontting  of  my  hair  ooneems  me  more, 
Because,  however  sad  the  truth  may  seem, 
Sludge  is  of  all-importanoe  to  himself. 
Tou  set  apart  that  day  in  every  year 
For  special  thanksgiTingv  vers  a  heathen  else  : 
Well,  I  who  eannot  boast  the  like  escape. 
Suppose  I  said,  *'  I  don't  thank  Proviaenoe 
For  my  part,  owing  it  no  gratitude  "  ? 
*^  Nay,  but  you  owe  as  mucn,**--you  'd  tutor  me, 
**  Tou,  every  man  alive,  for  blessings  gained 
In  every  hour  o*^  the  day,  oould  you  but  know  1 
I  saw  mv  OTowning  meroy :  all  have  such, 
Could  tney  but  see !  *'    Well,  sir,  why  don't 

they  see? 
"  Because  they  won't  look,  —  or  perhaps,  they 

can't/' 
Then,  sir,  suppose  I  can,  and  will,  and  do 
Look,  microscopically  as  is  right. 
Into  each  hour  with  its  infinitude 
Of  influences  at  work  to  profit  Sludge  ? 
For  that 's  the  case :  I  ve  sharpened  up  my 

sight 
To  spy  a  providence  in  the  fire's  goin^  out, 
The  kettle's  boilii^.  the  dime's  stiokmg  fast 
Despite  the  hole  i'  tne  poeket.    Gall  such  facts 
Fancies,  too  petty  a  work  for  Providence, 
And  those  same  thanks  which  you  exact  from 

me 
Prove   too   prodigious    payment:   thanks  for 

what. 
If  nothinpr  guards  and  guides  us  little  men  ? 
No,  no,  sir  T    Yon  must  put  away  your  pride, 
Resolve  to  let  Sludge  into  partnership  1 
I  live  by  signs  and  omens :  looked  at  the  roof 
Where  the   pigeons  settle — *'If  the  further 

bird. 
The  white,  takes  wing  first,  I  '11  confess  when 

thrashed ; 
Not,  if  the  blue  does,"  —  so  I  said  to  myself 
Last  weeki  lest  you  should  take  me  by  sur- 
prise: 
Off  flapped  the  white,  —  and  I'm  confessing, 

sir! 
Perhaps  't  is  Providence^s  whim  and  way 
With  only  me,  i'  the  world  :  how  can  yon  tell  ? 
^*  Because  unlikely  I  "    Was  it  likelier,  now, 
That  this  our  one  out  of  all  worlds  beside, 
Tlie  what-d'-you-call-'em   millions,  should  be 

just 
Precisely  chosen  to  make  Adam  for, 
AikI  the  rest  o'  the  tale  ?    Yet  the  tale 's  true, 

you  know : 
Such  undeserving  clod  was  graced  so  once  : 
Why  not  graced  likewise  undeserving  Sludge  ? 
Are  we  merit-mongers,  flaunt  we  filthy  rags  ? 
AU  you  can  bring  against  my  privilege 
b,  tnat  another  way  was  taken  with  you,  — 
Wnich  I  don't  question.    It 's  pure  grace,  my 

luck: 
I  'm  broken  to  the  way  of  nods  and  winks. 
And  need  no  formal  summoning.    You've  a 

help  ; 


Holloa  his  name  or  whistle,  oUu>  your  hands. 
Stamp  with  your  foot  or  pull  the  bell :  all 's 

one. 
He  understands  you  want  him,  here  he  comes. 
Just  so,  I  come  at  the  knocking :  you,  sir,  wait 
The  tongue  o'  the  bell,  nor  stir  before  you 

catoh 
Reason's  clear  tingle,  nature's  clapper  brisk, 
Or  that  traditional  peal  was  wont  to  cheer 
Your  mother's  face  turned  heavenward:  short 

of  these 
There 's  no  authentic  intimation,  eh  ? 
Well,  when  you   hear,  you'll   answer  them, 

start  up 
And  stride  into  the  presence,  top  of  toe. 
And  there  find  Sludge  beforehuid.  Sludge  that 

sprang 
At  noise  o'  the  knuckle  on  the  partition-wall  I 
I  think  myself  the  more  religious  man. 
Religion 's  all  or  nothing ;  it  s  no  mere  smile 
O'  contentment,  sufh  of  aspiration,  sir  — 
No  quality  o'  the  mieliei^tompered  clay 
Like  its  whiteness  or  its  lightness ;  rather,  stuff 
O*  the  very  stuff;  Ufe  of  life,  and  self  of  self. 
I  toll  you,  men  won't  notice  ;  when  Uiey  do. 
They  11  understand.    I  notice  nothing  else : 
I  'm  eyes,  ears,  mouth  of  me,  one  gaze  and 

gape. 
Nothing  eludes  me,  everything  'a  a  hint. 
Handle  and  help.    It 's  all  absurd,  and  yet 
There 's    sometning  in  it  all,  I  know  :   how 

much? 
No  answer  I    What  does  that  prove?    Man's 

still  man. 
Still  meant  for  a  poor  blondering  piece  of  work 
When  all  *s  done ;  but,  if  somewhat 's  done,  like 

this, 
Or  not  done,  is  the  case  the  same  ?    Suppose 
I  blunder  in  my  guess  at  the  true  sense 
O'  the  knuckle-summons,  nine   times  out  of 

ton, — 
What  if  the  tonth  guess  happen  to  be  right  ? 
If  the  tonth  shovel-load  of  powdered  quartz 
Yield  me  the  nugget  ?    I  gather,  crush,  sift  all. 
Pass  o'er  the  failurej  pounce  on  the  success. 
To  give  yon  a  notion,  now  —  (let  who   wins, 

laugh  1) 
When  first  I  see  a  man,  what  do  I  first  ? 
Why,  count  the  letters  which  make  up  his 

name, 
And  as  their  number  chances,  even  or  odd. 
Arrive  at  my  conclusion,  trim  my  course  : 
Hiram  H.  Hoisefall  is  your  honored  name, 
And  have  n't  I  found  a  patron,  sir,  in  you  ? 
**  Shall  I  cheat  this  stranger  ?  "    I  take  apple- 
pips, 
Stick  one  in  either  canthus  of  my  eye. 
And  if  the  left  drops  first  —  (your  left,  sir, 

stuck) 
I  'm  warned,  I  let  the  trick  alone  this  time. 
You,  sir,  who  smile,  superior  to  such  trash. 
You  judge  of  character  by  other  rules  : 
Don't  your  rules  sometimes  fail  you?    Pray, 

what  rule 
Have  you  judged  Sludge  by  hitherto  ? 


You,  everybody  blunders,  just  as  I, 


Oh,  be  sure. 
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In  ampler  things  than  these  by  far  1    For  see  : 
I  knew  two  farmers,  —  one^  a  wiseacre 
Who  studied  seasons,  rummag^ed  almuiacs, 
Quoted  the  dew-point,  registered  the  frost. 
And  then  declared,  for  outcome  of  his  pains, 
Next   summer   must    be    dmnpish:  't  was   a 

^rouj^ht. 
His  neighbor  prophesied  such  drought  would 

fall, 
Sayed  hay  and    com,  made   cent,    per   oent. 

thereby, 
And  proved  a  sa^e  indeed  :  how  came  his  lore  ? 
Because  one  brindled  heifer,  late  in  March, 
Sti£Fened  her  taU  of  evenings,  and  somehow 
He  got  into  his  head  that  drought  was  meant  I 
I  don't  expect  all  men  can  do  as  much  : 
Such  kissing  goes  by  favor.    You  must  take 
A  certain  turn  of  mind  for  this,  —  a  twist 
I'  the  flesh,  as  well.    Be  lazilv  alive. 
Open-mouthed,  like  my  f riena  the  ant-eater, 
Letting  all  nature's  looselv-gnarded  motes 
kSettle  and,  slick,  be  swallowed  I    Think  your- 
self 
The  one  i'  the  world,  the  one  for  whom  the 

world 
Was  made,  expect  it  tickling  at  yonr  month  I 
Then  will  the  swarm  of  busy  buzzing  flies. 
Clouds  of  coincidence,  breaK  egg-shell,  thrive. 
Breed,  multiply,  and  bring  you  food  enough. 

I  can't  pretend  to  mind  your  smilin^r*  sir ! 
Oh,  what  you  mean  is  this  I  Such  intimate  way. 
Close  converse,  frank  exchange  of  offices. 
Strict  sympathy  of  the  immeasurably  greiEit 
With  the  infinitely  smaU,  betokened  here 
By  a  course  of   signs   and  omens,  raps   and 

sparks,-^ 
How  does  it  suit  the  dread  traditional  text 
O'  the  *' Great  and  Terrible  Name"?    ShaU 

the  Heaven  of  Heavens 
Stoop  to  such  child's  play  ? 

Please,  sir,  go  with  me 
A  moment,  and  I  '11  try  to  answer  you. 
The  *'  Magnum  et  terribiU  "  (is  that  right  ?) 
Well,  folk  began  with  this  in  the  early  day ; 
And  all  the  acts  they  recognized  in  proof 
Were  thunders,  lightnings,  earthquakes,  whirl- 
winds, dealt 
Indisputably  on  men  whose  death  they  caused. 
There,  and  there  only,  folk  saw  Providence 
At  work,  —  and  seeing  it,  't  was  right  enough 
All  heads  should  tremble,  hands  wring  hands 

amain. 
And  knees  knock  hard  together  at  the  breath 
O'  the  Name's  first  letter ;  why,  the  Jews,  I  'm 

told. 
Won't  write  it  down,  no,  to  this  very  hour. 
Nor  speak  aloud :  you  know  best  if  't  be  so. 
Each  ague-fit  of  fear  at  end,  they  crept 
(Because  somehow  people  once  bom  must  live) 
Out  of  the  sound,  sight,  swing  and  sway  o'  the 

Name, 
Into  a  comer,  the  dark  rest  of  the  world. 
And  safe   space   where   as  yet  no  fear   had 

reached; 
*Twa8  there  they  looked  about  them,  breathed 
again, 


And  felt  indeed  at  home,  as  we  might  say. 
The  current  o'  common  things,  the  daily  life. 
This  had  their  due  contempt;  no  Name  pnix 

sued 
Man  from  the  mountain-top  where  fires  abide, 
To  his  particular  mouse-hole  at  its  foot 
Where  lie  ate,  drank,  digested,  lived  in  short: 
Such  was  man's  vulgar  biunness,  far  too  small 
To  be  worth  thunder :  ''small,"  folk  kept  on, 

"small," 
With  much  complacency  in  those  great  days  I 
A  mote  of  sand,  you  know,  a  blade  of  grass  — 
What  was  so  despicable  as  mere  grass. 
Except  perhaps  tlie  life  o'  the  worm  or  fly 
Which  fed  there?    These  were  "smalr'  and 

men  were  great. 
Well,  sir,  the   old   way's   altered  somewhat 

since. 
And  the  world  wears  another  aspect  now : 
Somebody  turns  our  spyglass  round,  or  else 
Puts  a  new  lens  in  it :  grass,  worm,  fly  f^roir 

big: 
We  find  great  things  are  made  of  little  things. 
And  little  things  go  lessening  till  at  last 
Comes  Gk>d  behind  them.     Talk  of  moontaina 

now  ? 
We  talk  of  mould  tliat  heaps  the  mountain, 

mites 
That  throng  the  mould,  and  God  that  makes 

the  mites. 
The  Name  comes  close  behind  a  stomach-oyst, 
llie  simplest  of  creations,  just  a  sac 
That 's  mouth,  heart,  legs  and  belly  at  once, 

yet  lives 
And  feels,  and  could  do  neither,  we  conclude. 
If  simplified  still  further  one  d^^ree  : 
The  small  becomes  the  dreadful  and  immense  1 
Ligrhtning,  forsooth?     No   word   more   upon 

that  I 
A  tin-foil  bottle,  a  strip  of  greasy  silk. 
With  a  bit  of  wire  and  Icnob  of  brass,  and 

there  's 
Yonr  doUar's-wortJi  of   lightning  I      But  the 

cyst  — 
The  life  of  the  least  of  the  little  things  ? 

No,  no ! 
Preachers  and  teachers  try  another  taek, 
Come  near  the  truth  this  time  :  they  put  aside 
Tliunder  and  lightning.      "That 's  mistake,'* 

they  cry ; 
"  Thunderbolts  fall  for  neither  fright  nor  sport. 
But  do  appreciable  good,  like  tides. 
Changes  o^  the  wind,  and  other  natural  facts  — 
'  Good  '  meaning  good  toman,  his  body  or  soul. 
Mediate,  immediate,  all  things  minister 
To  man,  —  that 's  settled :  be  our  future  text 
'  We  are  His  children  I '  "     So,  they  now  ha- 
rangue 
About  the  intention,  the  contrivance,  all 
That  keeps  up  an  incessant  play  of  love,  — 
See  the  Bridgewater  book. 

Amen  to  it ! 
Well,  sir,  I  put  this  qnestion :  I  'm  a  child  ? 
I  lose  no  time,  but  take  you  at  your  word : 
How  shall  I  act  a  child's  part  properly  ? 
Your  sainted  mother,  sir,  —  used  you  to  live 
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With  saeh  a  thought  as  this  a-worryiiig  you  ? 
**  8he  has  it  in  her  power  to  throttle  me, 
Or  stab  or  poison :  she  may  tnni  me  out. 
Or  look  me  in,  —  nor  stop  at  this  to-day. 
But  out  me  off  to-morrow  from  the  estate 
I  look  for  "  —  (long  may  you  enjoy  it,  sir !) 
**  In  brief,  she  may  unchild  the  child  I  am/* 
Too  never  had  such  crotchets  ?    Nor  have  1 1 
Who,  frank  confessing  chiidship  from  the  first, 
Cannot  both  fear  and  take  my  ease  at  once. 
So,  don't  fear,  —  know  what  might  be,  well 

enough. 
But  know  too,  child-like,  that  it  will  not  be. 
At  least  in  my  case,  mine,  the  son  and  heir 
O^  the  kingdom,  as  yourself  proclaim  my  style. 
But  do  yon  fancy  I  stop  short  at  this  ?  ^ 
Wonder  if  suit  and  service,  son  and  heir 
Needs  must  expect,  I  dare  pretend  to  find  ? 
If,  looking  for  signs  proper  to  such  an  one, 
I  straight  perodive  them  irresistible  ? 
Concede  that  homage  is  a  son's  plain  right^ 
And,  never  mind  the  nods  and  raps  and  wmks, 
*T  is  the  pure  obvious  supernatural 
Steps  forwai**!,  does  its  duty :  why,  of  course ! 
I  have  pi'esentiments  :  my  dreams  come  true  : 
I  fancy  a  friend  stands  wtiistling  all  in  white 
Blithe  as  a  boblink,  and  he 's  dead  I  learn. 
I  take  dislike  to  a  dog  my  favorite  long. 
And  sell  him ;  he  goes  mad  next  week  and 

snaps. 
I  guess  that  stranger  will  turn  up  to-day 
I  have  not  seen  these  three  years ;    there 's  his 

knock. 
I  wager  '*  sixty  peaches  on  that  tree !  "  — 
That  I  pick  up  a  dollar  in  my  walk. 
That  your  wife's  brother's  cousin's  name  was 

George  — 
And  win  on  all  points.      Oh,  you  wince   at 

this? 
Ton  M  fain  distinguish  between  gift  and  gift, 
Washington's  oracle  and  Sludge's  itch 
O'  the  elbow  when  at  whist  he  ought  to  trump  ? 
With  Sludge  it 's  too  absurd  ?     Finey  draw  the 

line 
Somewhere^  but^  sir,  pour  somewhere  is  not  mine  I 

Bless  us,  I  'm  turning  poet !     It 's  time  to  end. 
How  you  have  drawn  me  out,  sir  I    All  I  ask 
Is — am^  I  heir  or  not  heir  ?    If  I  'm  he. 
Then,  sir,  remember,  that  same  personage 

g?o  judge  by  what  we  read  i'  the  newspaper) 
equires,  beside  one  nobleman  in  gold 
To  carry  up  and  down  his  coronet. 
Another  servant,  probably  a  duke. 
To  hold  eggno^  in  readiness :  why  want 
Attendance,  sir,  when   helps  in   his  father's 

house 
Abound,  I  'd  like  to  know  ? 

Enough  of  talk  I 
My  fault  is  that  I  tell  too  plain  a  tnith. 
Why,  which  of  those  who  say  they  disbelieve, 
Your   clever   people,    but    has   dreamed    his 

dream. 
Caught  his  coincidence,  stumbled  on  his  fact 
He  can't  explain,  (he  '11  tell  you  smilingly,) 
Which  he 's  too  much  of  a  philosopher 
To  count  as  supernatural,  mdeed. 


So  calls  a  puzzle  and  problem,  proud  of  it : 
Bidding  yon  still  be  on  your  guard,  you  know, 
Because  one  fact  don't  make  a  system  stand, 
Nor  prove  this  an  occasional  escape 
Of  spirit  beneath  the  matter  :  that 's  the  way  I 
Just  so  wild  Indians  picked  up,  piece  by  piece, 
Hie  fact  in  California,  the  fine  gold 
That  underlay  the  gravel  —  hoiutled  these, 
But  never  made  a  system  stand,  nor  dug  1 
So  wise  men  hold  out  in  each  hollowed  palm 
A  handful  of  experience,  sparklini^  fact 
They  can't  explain ;  and  since  their  rest  of  life 
Is  all  explainable,  what  proof  in  this  ? 
Whereas  I  take  tne  fact,  the  grain  of  gold. 
And  fling  away  the  dirty  rest  of  life. 
And  adcT this  grain  to  the  grain  each  fool  has 

found 
0'  the  million  other  such  philosophers,  — 
Till  I  see  gold,  all  gold  and  only  eold. 
Truth  questionless  though  unexplainable. 
And  the  miraculous  proved  the  commonplace ! 
The  other  fools  believed  in  mud,  no  doubt  — 
Failed  to  know  gold  they  saw :   was  that  so 

stxunge? 
Are  all  men  bom  to  play  Bach's  fiddle-fugues, 
**  Time  "  with  the  foil  in  carte,  jump  their  own 

height. 
Cut  the  mutton  with  the  broadsword,  skate  a 

five. 
Make  the  red  hazard  with  the  cue,  clip  nails 
While  swimming,  in  five  minutes  row  a  mile. 
Pull  themselves  three  feet  up  with  the  left  arm. 
Do  sums  of  fifty  figures  in  their  head. 
And  so  on,  by  the  scores  of  instances  ? 
The  Sludge  with  luck,  who  sees  the  spiritual 

facts. 
His  fellows  strive  and  fail  to  see,  may  rank 
With  these,  and  share  the  advantage. 

Ay,  but  share 
The  drawback  I    Think  it  over  by  yourself ; 
I  have  not  heart,  sir,  and  the  fire  's  gone  gray. 
Defect  somewhere  compensates  for  success, 
Everv  one  knows  that.    Oh,  we  're  equals,  sir  I 
The  big^legged  fellow  has  a  little  arm 
And  a  less  brain,  though  big  legs  win  the  race : 
Do  you  suppose  I  'scape  the  common  lot? 
Say,  I  was  bom  with  flesh  so  sensitive, 
Soul  so  alert,  that,  practice  helping  both, 
I  guess  what 's  going  on  outside  tibe  veil. 
Just  as  a  prisoned  crane  feels  pairing-time 
In  the  islands  where  his  kind  are,  so  must  fall 
To  capering  by  himself  some  shiny  night, 
As  if  your  back-yard  were  a  plot  of  spice  — 
Thus  am  I  'ware  o'  the  spirit-world:   while 

you. 
Blind  as  a  beetle  that  way,  — for  amends, 
Wliy,  you  can  double  fist  and  floor  me,  sir  I 
Ride  that  hot  hardmouthed  horrid  horse  of 

yours. 
Laugh  while  it  lightens,  play  with  the  great 

Speak  your  mind  though  it  vex  some  friend  to 

hear. 
Never  brag,  never  bluster,  never  blush,  — 
In  short,  you  've  pluck,  when  I  'm  a  coward  -^ 

there  1 
I  know  it.  I  can't  help  it,  —folly  or  no. 
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I  *m  paralyzed,  my  hand  's  no  more  a  hand. 
Nor  my  head  a  head,  in  danger :  yon  can  smile 
And  ohaoge  the  pipe  in  your  oheek.  Your  gift  *a 

not  mine. 
Would  you  swap  for  mine  ?     No  I  but  yon  'd 

add  my  gift 
To  yours :  I  dare  say !    I  too  sigh  at  times, 
Wish  I  were  stouter,  could  tell  truth  nor  flinch, 
Kept  oool  when  threatened,  did  not  mind  so 

much 
Being  dressed  gayly,  makine  strangers  stare, 
Eating  nice  things ;  when  I  ^d  amuse  myself, 
I  shut  my  eyes  and  fancy  in  my  brain, 
I  'm  —  now  the  President,  now  Jenny  Lind, 
Now  Emerson,  now  the  Benicia  3ov  — 
With  all  the  civilized  world  a-wondering 
And  worshipping.  I  know  it  *s  folly  and  worse ; 
I  feel  such  tncks  sap,  honeycomb  the  soul. 
But  I  can't  cure  myself,  — despond,  despair. 
And  then,  hey,  presto,  there 's  a  turn  o'  the 

wheel, 
Under    comes    uppermost,    fate    makes    full 

amends ; 
Sludge  knows  and   sees  and  hears  a  hundred 

things 
You  all  are  blind  to,  -- 1  Ve  mv  taste  of  truth. 
Likewise    my  touch  of   falsenood,  —  vice  no 

doubt. 
But  you  've  your  vices  also  :  I  'm  content. 

What,  sir  ?     You  won't  shake  hands ?     ''Be- 
cause I  cheat  I  '* 
'*  You  *ve  found  me  out  in  cheating  I  "    That 's 

enough 
To   make  an  apostle  swear!      Why,  -when  I 

cheat. 
Mean  to  checUy  do  cheat,  and  am  caught  in  the 

act^ 
Are  you,  or  ratJier^  am  I  sure  o'  the  fact  f 
(There  's  verse  again,  but  I  'm  inspired  some- 
how.) 
Well  then  I  *m  not  sure  !    I  may  be,  perhaps, 
Free  as  a  babe  from  cheating :  how  it  began, 
Hy  gift,  —  no  matter ;  what  'tis  got  to  be 
In  the  end  now,  that's  the  question;  answer 

that  I 
Had  I  seen,  perhaps,  what  hand  was  holding 

mine. 
Leading  me  whither,  I  had  died  of  fright : 
So,  I  was  made  believe  I  led  myself. 
If  I  should  lay  a  six-inch  plank  from  roof 
To  roof,  you  would  not  cross  the  street,  one  step, 
Even  at  your  mother's  summons:   but,  being 

shrewd, 
If  I  paste  paper  on  each  side  the  plank 
And  swear  't  is  solid  pavement,  why,  you  'U 

cross 
Humming  a  tune  the  while,  in  ignorance 
Beacon  Street  sb^tches  a  hundred  feet  below : 
I  walked  thus,  took  the  paper-cheat  for  stone. 
Some  impulse  made  me  set  a  thing  o'  the  move 
Which,  started  once,  ran  really  by  itself ; 
Beer  flows  thus,  suck  the  siphon ;  toes  the  kite, 
It  takes  the  wind  and  floats  of  its  own  force. 
Don't  let  truth's  lump  rot  sti^natit  for  the  ladk 
Of  a  timelv  helpful  lie  to  leaven  it ! 
Fut  a  chalk-egg  beneath  the  clucking  hen, 
Sbft^  bur  a  real  oae*  laudablv  deoeived. 


Daily  for  weeks  to  come.    I  've  told  my  lie. 
And  seen  truth  follow,  marvels  none  of  mine ; 
All  was  not  cheating,  sir,  I  'm  positive ! 
I  don't  know  if  I  move  your  hand  sometimes 
When  the  spontaneous  writing  spreads  so  far. 
If  my  knee  lifts  the  table  all  that  height. 
Why  the  inkstand  don't  fall  off  the  desk  a-tilt. 
Why  the  accordion  plays  a  prettier  waltz 
Than  I  can  pick  out  on  the  pianoforte. 
Why  I  speak  so  much  more  than  I  intend. 
Describe  so  many  things  I  never  saw. 
I  tell  you,  sir,  in  one  sense,  I  believe 
Nothing  at  all,  —  that  everybody  can. 
Will,  and  does  cheat :  but  m  another  sense 
I  'm  ready  to  believe  my  very  self  — 
That  everv  cheat 's  inspired,  and  every  lie 
Quick  with  a  germ  of  truth. 

You  ask  perhaps 
Why  I  should  condescend  to  trick  at  all 
If  I  know  a  way  without  it  ?    This  is  why  I 
There  's  a  strange  secret  sweet  self-sacrifice 
In  any  deseoi-ation  of  one's  soul 
To  a  worthy  end,  —  is  n't  it  Herodotus 
(I  wish  I  could  read  Latin  !)  who  describes 
The  single  ^ift  o'  the  land's  virginity. 
Demanded  in  those  old  £gvptian  rites, 
(I  've  but  a  hazy  notion  —  nelp  me,  sir  !) 
For  one  purpose  in  the  world,  one  day  in  a  life. 
One  hour  in  a  day  —  thereafter,  purify. 
And  a  veil  thrown  o'er  the  past  torevermore  1 
Well  now,  they  understood  a  many  things 
Down  by  Nile  city,  or  wherever  it  was  I  ^ 
I  've  always  vowed,  after  the  minute's  lie, 
And  the  end's  gain, — truth  should  be  mine 

henceforth. 
This  goes  to  the  root  o'  the  matter,  sir,  —  this 

plc^n 
Plnmp  fact:  accept  it  and  unlock  with  it 
The  wards  of  many  a  puzzle  I 

Or,  finally. 
Why  should  I  set  so  fine  a  gloss  on  things  ? 
What  need  I  care  ?    I  cheat  in  self-defence. 
And  there 's  my  answer  to  a  world  of  cheats  I 
Cheat  ?    To  be  sure,  sir  I     What  *s  the  world 

worth  else  ? 
Who  takes  it  as  he  finds,  and  thanks  his  stan? 
Don't  it  want  trimming,  turning,  furbishing  up 
And    polishing  over?     Your  so-styled   great 

men. 
Do  they  accept  one  truth  as  truth  is  found. 
Or  try  their  skill  at  tinkering  ?    What 's  your 

world  ? 
Here  are  you  bom,  who  are,  I  '11  say  at  once, 
Of   the  luckiest  kind,  whether  in  head  and 

heart, 
Bodv  and  soul,  or  all  that  helps  them  both. 
Well,  now,  look  back :  what  faculty  of  yours 
Came  to  its  full,  had  ample  justice  done 
By  growing  when  rain  fell,  oiding  its  time, 
Solidifying  growth  when  earth  was  dead. 
Spiling  up,  broadening  wide,  in  seasons  due  ? 
Never  I     You  shot  up  and  frost  nipped  you  ofif. 
Settled  to  sleep  when  sunshine  bade  yon  sprout ; 
One  faculty  thwarted  its  fellow :  at  the  end. 
All  you  boast  is,  *"*  I  had  i>roved  a  topping  tree 
In  other  dimes,"-—  yet  this  was  the  right  clime 
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Had  yon  foreknown  the  aeaeona.  Tonng, 
you  've  force 

Wastea  like  well-streamg :  old,  —  oh,  then  in- 
deed. 

Behold  a  labyrinth  of  hydranlio  pipes 

Throng-h  which  you  'd  play  off  wondrous  water- 
work  ; 

Only,  no  water 's  left  to  feed  their  play. 

TonniTi  *-~  you  've  a  hope,  an  aim,  a  love ;  it  'a 
tossed 

And  crossed  and  lost :  you  struggle  on,  some 
spark 

Shut  in  your  heart  af^inst  the  paffs  around. 

Through  cold  and  pam ;  these  m  due  time  sub- 
side, 

Now  then  for  age's  triumph,  the  hoarded  light 

Ton  mean  to  loose  on  the  altered  face  of 
things,— 

Up  with  it  on  the  tripod !    It 's  extinct.^ 

Spend  your  life's  remnant  asking,  which  was 
best, 

Ught  smothered  up  that  never  peeped  forth 
once, 

Or  the  cold  cresset  with  full  leaye  to  shine  ? 

Wdl,  accept  this  t.00,  —  seek  the  fruit  of  it 

Not  in  enjoyment,  proved  a  dream  on  earth, 

But  knowledge,  useful  for  a  second  chance, 

Another  life,  —  you  've  lost  this  world  —  you  *ve 
gained 

Its  knowledge  for  the  next.  —  What  knowledge, 
sir. 

Except  that  j'ou  know  nothing?  Kay,  you 
doubt 

Whether  't  were  better  have  made  you  man  or 
brute, 

If  aught  be  true,  if  ^:ood  and  evil  clash. 

No  foul,  no  fair,  no  inside,  no  outside, 

There  's  your  world  I 

Give  it  me  I  I  slap  it  brisk 
With  harlequin's  pasteboard  sceptre :  what 's  it 

now? 
Changed  like  a  rock -flat,  rough  with  rusty 

weed, 
At  first  wash-over  o'  the  returning  wave  I 
All  the  dry  dead  impracticable  stuff 
Starts  into  life  and  light  again ;  this  world 
Pervaded  bv  the  influx  from  the  next. 
I  cheat,  and  what 's  the  happy  oonseauoice  ? 
Ton  find  full  justice  straightway  dealt  you  out. 
Each  want  supplied,  each  ignorance  set  at  ease, 
Each  folly  fooled.    No  life-long  labor  now 
As  the  price  of  worse  tlian  notning  I    No  mere 

film 
Holding  yon  chained  in  iron,  as  it  seems. 
Against  the  outstretch  of  your  very  arms 
And  legs  i'  the  sunshine  moralists  forbid  I 
What  would  you  have  ?  Just  speak  and,  there, 

you  see ! 
Yon  're  supplemented,  made  a  whole  at  last. 
Bacon  .'idvises,  Shakespeare  writes  you  songs, 
And  Mary  Qneen  of  Scots  erabiaces  you. 
Thus  it  goes  on,  not  quite  like  life  jierhaps. 
But  so  near,  that  the  very  difference  piques. 
Shows  that  e'en  better  than  this  best  wOl  be  — 
This  passing  entertainment  in  a  hut 
Whose  bare  walls  take  your  taste  since,  one 

stage  more. 


And  yon  arrive  at  the  palace :  all  half  real. 
And  vou,  to  suit  it,  less  than  real  beside, 
In  a  dream,  lethargic  kind  of  death  in  life. 
That  helps  the  interchange  of  natures,  flesn 
Transfused  by  souls,  and  such  souls  I    Oh,  't  it 

^  choice  ! 
And  if  at  whiles  the  bubble,  blown  too  thin, 
Seem  nigh  on  bursting,  —  if  you  nearly  see 
The  real  world  through  the  false,  —  what  do 

you  see? 
Is  the  old  so  ruined  ?  You  find  you  're  in  a  flock 
O'   the  youthful,  earnest,  passionate  —  genius, 

beauty, 
Rank  and  wealth  also,  if  you  care  for  these : 
And  all  depose  their  natural  rights,  hail  vou 
(That 's  me,  sir)  as  their  mate  and  yoke-fellow. 
Participate  in  Sludgehood  —  nay.  grow  mine, 
I  veritably  possess  them  —  banish  doubt. 
And  reticence  and  modesty  alike ! 
Why,  here 's  the  Qolden  Age,  old  Paradise 
Or  new  Utopia  I    Here  's  true  life  indeed. 
And  the  world  well  won  now,  mine  for  the  first 

timet 

And  all  this  might  be,  may  be,  and  with  good 

help 
Of  a  little  lying  shall  be :  so,  Sludfife  lies ! 
Why,  he 's  at  worst  your  poet  wno  sings  how 

Gbeeks 
That  never  were,  in  Troy  which  never  was. 
Did  this  or  the  other  impossible  great  thing  I 
He 's  LoweU  —  it 's  a  world  (vou  smile  applause) 
Of  his  own  invention  —  wondrous  Longfellow, 
Surprising  Hawthorne  I  Sludge  does  more  than 

they, 
And  acts  the  books  they  write :  the  more  his 

praise  1 

But  why  do  I  mount  to  poets?    Take  plain 

prose  — 
Dealers  in  common  sense,  set  these  at  work. 
What  can  thev'do  without  their  helpful  lies  ? 
Each  states  tne  law  and  fact  and  face  o'  the 

thing 
Just  as  he  *d  have  them,  finds  what  he  thinks 

fit, 
Is  blind  to  what  missuits  him,  just  records 
What  makes  his  case  out,  quite  ignores  the  rest. 
It 's  a  History  of  the  World,  the  Lizard  Age, 
The  Earlj^  Indians,  the  Old  Country  War, 
Jerome  >iapoleon,  whatsoever  you  please. 
All  as  the  author  wants  it.    Such  a  scribe 
You  pay  and  praise  for  putting  life  in  stones, 
Fire  mto  fog,  making  the  past  your  world. 
There  's  plenty  of  **  How  did  you  contrive  to 


The  thread  which  led  you  through  this  laby- 
rinth? 
How  build  such  solid  fabric  out  of  lur  ? 
How  on  so  slight  foundation  found  this  tale. 
Biography,  narrative  ?  "  or,  in  other  words, 
**  How  many  lies  did  it  require  to  make 
The  portly  truth  you  here  present  us  with  ?  " 
"Oh,"  quoth  the    penman,  purring  at  your 
^  praise, 
T  is  fancy  all ;  no  particle  of  fact : 
I  was  poor  and  threadbare  when  I  wrote  that 
book 
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'  Bliss  in  the  Golden  City.'    I,  at  Thebes  ? 
We  writers  paint  out  of  our  heads,  you  se^  I  " 
"  —  Ah,  the  more  wonderful  the  gift  in  you, 
The  more  creativeness  and  godlike  craft !  " 
But  I,  do  I  present  you  with  my  piece, 
It 's  **  What,  JSiudge  ?    When  my  sainted  mo- 
ther spoke 
The  yerses  Lady  Jane  Grey  last  composed 
About  the  rosy  bower  in  the  se^  enth  heaven 
Where  she  and  Queen  Elizabeth  keep  house,  — 
Ton  made  the  raps?    'Twas  your  invention 

that  ? 
Cur,  slave,  and  devil !  "  —  eight  fingers  and  two 

thumbs 
Stuck  in  my  throat  I 

Well,  if  the  marks  seem  gone, 
T  is  because  stiffish  cocktail,  taken  in  time, 
Is  better  for  a  bruise  than  arnica. 
There,  sir !  I  bear  no  malice :  't  is  n't  in  me. 
I  know  I  act»d  wrongly :  stiU,  I  *ve  tried 
What  I  could  say  in  my  excuse,  —  to  show 
The  devil 's  not  all  devil  ...  I  don't  pretend 
He  's  angel,  much  less  such  a  gentieman 
As  you.  sir  I    And  I  've  lost  you,  lost  myself, 
Lost  all-M-1-  .  .  . 

No  —  are  you  in  earnest,  sir  ? 
Oh,  yours,  sir,  is  an  angel's  part !    I  know 
What  prejudice  prompts,  and  what 's  the  com- 
mon course 
Men  take  to  soothe  their  mfHed  self-conceit : 


Only  3rou  rise  superior  to  it  all  I 

No,  sir,  it  don't  hurt  much ;   it  's 


long 


mg 


That  makes  me  choke  a  little  :  the  marks  will 

What  ?    Twenty  V-notes  more,  and  outfit  too, 
And  not  a  word  to  Greeley  ?    One  —  one  kiss 
O'  the  hand  that  saves  me  I    You  '11  not  let  me 

speak, 
I  well  know,  and  I  've  lost  the  right,  too  true  I 
But  I  must  say,  sir,  if  She  hears  (she  does) 
Tour  sainted  .  .  .  Well,  sir,  —  be  it  so !   That 's, 

I  think. 
My  bedroom  candle.     Good-night  I     Bl-l-less 

you,  sir  I 


R-r-r,  yon  brute-beast  and  blackguard  I    Cow- 
ardly scamp  I 
I  only  wish  I  dared  bum  down  the  house 
And  spoil  your  sniggering  I    Oh,  what,  you  're 

the  man  ? 
You  're  satisfied  at  last  ?     Yon  've  found  out 

Sludee  ? 
We  '11  see  that  presently  :  my  turn,  sir,  next  I 
I    too    can    tell    my    story :  brute,  —  do  yon 

hear?  — 
Yon  throttled  your  sainted  mother,  that  old 

hag. 
In  just  such  a  fit  of  passion  :  no,  it  was  .  .  . 
To  get  this  house  of  hers,  and  manv  a  note 
Like  these  .  .  .  I  '11  pocket  them,  however  .  .  . 

five. 
Ten,  fifteen  .  .  .  ay,  you  gave  her  throat  the 

twist. 


Or  else  you  poisoned  her !    Confound  the  cuss ! 
Where  was  my  head  ?    I  ought  to  liave  prophe- 
sied 
He  'U  die  in  a  year  and  join  her :  that 's  the  way. 

I  don't  know  where  my  head  is:  what  had  I 

done? 
How  did  it  all  go  ?    I  said  he  poisoned  her. 
And  hoped  he  'd  have  spruce  given  him  to  repent, 
Whereon  he  picked  this  quarrel,  bullied  nie 
And  called  me  cheat:  I  thrashed  him,  —  who 

could  help  ? 
He  howled  for  mercy,  prayed  me  on  his  knees 
To  cut  and  run  and  save  him  from  disgrace : 
I  do  so,  and  once  off,  he  slanders  me. 
An  end  of  him  !     Begin  elsewhere  anew ! 
Boston  's  a  hole,  the  herring-pond  is  wide, 
V-notes  are  something,  liberty  still  more. 
Beside,  is  he  the  only  fool  in  the  world  ? 


APPARENT  FAILURE 

"  We  shall  soon  lose  a  celebrated  building." 

Paris  Nnvspajtr 

No,  for  I  '11  save  it !    Seven  years  since, 

I  passed  through  Paris,  stopped  a  day 
To  see  the  baptinn  of  your  Pniice ; 

Saw,  made  ray  bow,  and  went  mv  way : 
Walking  the  heat  and  headache  on, 

I  took  the  Seine-side,  you  surmise, 
Thought  of  the  CongresR,  Gortschakoff, 

Cavour's  npiieal  and  Bnol's  replies. 
So  sauntered  till  —  what  met  my  eyes  ? 

Only  the  Doric  little  Morgue  ! 

The     dead  -  house    where    you    show    your 
drowned  : 
Petrarch's  Vauclnse  makes  proud  the  Sorgue, 

Your  Morgue  has  made  the  Seine  renowned. 
One  pays  one's  debt  in  such  a  case  ; 

I  plucked  up  heart  and  entered,  —  stalked, 
Keeping  a  tolerable  face 

Compared  with   some  whose   cheeks   were 
chalked : 
Let  them  I    No  Briton 's  to  be  balked  \ 

First  came  the  silent  gazers  :  next, 

A  screen  of  glass,  we  're  thankful  for ; 
Last,  the  sight's  self,  the  sermon's  text. 

The  three  men  who  did  most  abhor 
Their  life  in  Paris  vesterday, 

So  killed  themselves  :  and  now,  enthroned 
Each  on  his  copper  couch,  they  lay 

Fronting  me,  waiting  to  be  owned. 
I  thought,  and  think,  their  sin 's  atoned. 

Poor  men,  God  made,  and  all  for  that  I 

The  reverence  struck  me ;  o'er  each  head 
Religiously  was  hung  its  hat. 

Each  coat  dripped  by  the  owner's  bed. 
Sacred  from  toncn  :  each  had  his  berth. 

His  bounds,  his  proper  place  of  rest. 
Who  last  night  tenanted  on  earth 

Some     arch,     where     twelve     such      slept 
abreast,  — 
Unless  the  plain  asphalt  seeded  best. 
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How  did  it  happen,  my  poor  boy  ? 

You  wanted  to  be  Baonaparte 
And  have  the  Tuileries  for  toy, 

And  oould  not.  so  it  broke  your  heart  ? 
Yon,  old  one  by  nis  side,  I  jndgre. 

Were,  red  as  blood,  a  sooialist, 
A  leveller !    Does  the  Empire  fcmdge  ^ 

You  Ve  (gained  what  no  Kepublic  niisHed  ? 
Be  quiet,  and  unclench  your  fist  1 

And  this  ~  why,  he  was  red  in  vain, 

Or  black,  —  poor  fellow  that  is  bine  1 
What  fancy  was  it,  turned  your  brain  ? 

Oh,  women  were  the  prize  for  you  1 
Money  gets  women,  cards  and  dice 

Get  money,  and  ill-luck  gets  just 
The  copper  couch  and  one  clear  nice 

Cool  squirt  of  wat^r  o'er  your  bust. 
The  right  thing  to  extingrmsh  lust! 

It  *s  wiser  being  good  than  bad  ; 

It  *s  safer  beinj^r  meek  than  fierce : 
It 's  fitter  beinjBT  sane  than  mad. 

My  own  hope  is,  a  sun  will  pierce 
The  thickest  cloud  earth  ever  stretched  ; 

That,  after  Last,  returns  the  First, 
Thongrh  a  wide  compass  round  be  fetched  ; 

That  what  began  oest,  can't  end  worst. 
Nor  what  Grod  blessed  once,  prove  aoourst. 


EPILOGUE 
First  Spbakbk,  as  David 

On  the  first  of  the  Feast  of  Feasts, 

The  Dedication  Oay, 
When  the  Levites  joined  the  Priests 

At  the  Altar  in  robed  array. 
Gave  signal  to  sound  and  say,  — 

When  the  thousands,  rear  and  van, 
Swwrmingr  ^th  one  accord. 

Became  as  a  single  mui 
(Look,  gesture,  thought  and  word) 

In  praising  and  thanking  the  Lord,  — 


ii.na  uie  crumpets  niaae 
Sounding,  *'  In  Uod  rejoice 

Saying,  *^  In  Him  reioice 
Whose  mercy  endureth  forever  I "  — 

Then  the  Temple  filled  with  a  cloud, 
Even  the  House  of  Uie  Lord  ; 

Porch  bent  and  pillar  bowed : 
For  the  presence  of  the  Lord, 

In  the  glory  of  his  cloud, 
Had  filled  the  House  01  the  Lord. 

Sbcond  Spbaker,  as  Renan 

Gone  now  I    All  gone  across  the  dark  so  far. 
Sharpening  fast,  shuddering  ever,  shutting 
still,  ^ 
Dwindling  into  the  distance,  dies  that  star 
Which  came,  stood,  opened  oiMse  I    We  gazed 
onr  fill 


With  upturned  faces  on  as  real  a  Face 
That,  stooping  from  grave  music  and  mild 
fire, 

Took  in  our  homage,  made  a  visible  place 
Through  many  a  depth  of  glory,  gyre    on 

For  the  dim  human  tribute.    Was  this  true  ? 

Could  man  indeed  avail,  mere  praise  of  his, 
To  help  b^  rapture  God's  own  rapture  too. 

Thrill  with  a  heart's  red  tinge  tliat  pure  pale 
bliss  ? 
Why  did  it  end?    Who  failed   to    beat  the 

breast, 
And  shriek,  and  throw   the  arms  protesting 

wide, 
When  a  first  shadow  sliowed  the  star  addressed 

Itself  to  motion,  and  on  either  side 
The  rims  contracted  as  the  rays  retired  ; 

The  music,  like  a  fountain's  sickening  pulse, 
Subsided  on  itself ;  awhile  transpired 

Some  vestige  of  a  Face  no  pangs  convulse. 
No  prayers  retard  ;  then  even  this  was  gone. 

Lost  in  the  night  at  last.      We,  lone  and 
left 
Silent  through  centuries,  ever  and  anon 

Venture  to  probe  again  the  vault  bereft 
Of  all  now  save  the  lesser  lights,  a  mist 

Of  multitudinous  points,  yet  suns,  men  say  -^ 
And  this  leaps  ruby,  this  lurks  amethyst. 

But  where  may  liide  what  caiue  and  loved 
our  clay  ? 
How  shall  the  sage  detect  in  yon  expanse 

The  star  which  chose  to  stoop  and  stay  for  us  ? 
Unroll  the  records !    Hailed  ye  such  advance 

Indeed,  and  did  vonr  hope  evanish  thus  ? 
Watchers  of  twilight,  is  the  worst  averred  ? 

We  shall  not  look  up,  know  ourselves  are 
seen. 
Speak,  and  be  sure  that  we  again  are  heard, 

Acting  or  suffering,  have  the  disk's  serene 
Reflect  our  life,  absorb  an  earthly  flame. 

Nor  doubt  that,  were   mankind   inert  and 
numb. 
Its  core  had  never  crimsoned  all  the  same, 

Nor,  missing  ours,  its  music  fallen  dumb  ? 
Oh,  dread  succession  to  a  dizzy  post, 

Sad  sway  of  sceptre  whose  mere  touch  ap- 
palls. 
Ghastly  dethronement,  cursed   by  those   the 

most 
On  whose  repugnant  brow  the  crown  next  falls  I 

Third  Shbakbr 

Witless  alike  of  will  and  way  divine. 

How  heaven's  high  with  earth's  low  should 

intertwine ! 
Friends,  I  have  seen  through  your  eyes :  now 

use  mine  I 

Take  the  least  man  of  all  mankind,  as  I ; 
Look  at  his  head  and  heart,  find   how   and 

why 
He  diif ers  from  his  fellows  utterly  : 

Then,  like  me,  wat«h  when  nature  by  degrees 
Grows  alive  round  him,  as  in  Arctic  seas 
(They  said  of  old)  the  instinctive  water  flees 
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Toward  some  elected  point  of  central  rock, 
As   though,    for   its   sake   only,    roamed  the 

flodc 
Of  waves  aboat  the  waste  :  awhile  thej  mock 

With  radiance  caught  for  the  occasion,  —  hues 
Of  blackest  hell  now,  now  snch  reds  and  blues 
As  only  heaven  could  fitly  interfuse,  — 

The  mimic  monarch  of  the  whirlpool,  king 
O^  the  current  for  a  minute  :  then  they  wring 
Up  by  the  roots  and  oversweep  the  thing, 

And  hasten  off,  to  play  again  elsewhere 
The  same  part,  choose  another  pesk;  as  bare, 
They  find  and  flatter,  feast  and  finidi  fiiere. 

When  yon  see  what  I  tell  you,  —  nature  dance 

Aboiu  each  man  of  us,  retire,  advance. 

As  though  the  pageant's  end  were  to  enhance 


His  worth,  and-— once  the  life,  his  product, 

gained  — 
Roll  away  elsewhere,  keep  the  strife  snstained, 
And  show  thus  real,  a  thing  the  North  but 

feigned — 

When  you  acknowledge  that  one  world  could  do 
All  the  diverse  work,  old  yet  ever  new, 
Divide  us,  each  from  other,  me  from  you,  — 

Why,  where  *s  the  need  of  Temple,  when  the 
walls 

O'  the  world  are  that  ?  What  use  of  swells  and 
falls 

From  Ivevites*  choir.  Priests*  cries,  and  trumpet- 
calls? 

Tliat  one  Face,  far  from  vanish,  rather  grows. 
Or  decomposes  but  to  recompose, 
Become  my  universe  that  feels  and  knows ! 
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This,  the  most  long  sustained  of  Browning's 
writings,  was  published  originally  in  four  vol- 
umes, successively  in  November,  Decembert 
1868,  January,  February,  1860.  Mrs.  Orr  has 
given  so  circumstantial  an  account  of  the  incep- 
tion of  the  work,  that  the  main  facts  are  here 
reproduced  from  her  Hand-Bock, 

**  Mr.  Browning  was  strolling  one  day  through 
a  square  in  Florence,  the  Piazza  San  Lorenzo, 
which  is  a  standini?  market  for  old  clothes,  old 
furniture,  and  old  curiosities  of  every  kind, 
when  a  parchment-covered  book  attracted  his 
eye,  from  amidst  the  artistic  or  nondescript 
rubbish  of  one  of  the  stalls.  It  was  the  record 
of  a  murder  which  had  taken  place  in  Rome, 
uid  bore  inside  it  an  inscription  [in  Latin] 
which  Mr.  Browning  transcribes  [on  p«  415]. 

**  The  book  proved,  on  examination,  to  con- 
tain the  whole  history  of  the  case,  as  carried 
on  in  writing,  after  the  fashion  of  those  days : 


pleadings  and  counter-pleadings,  the  depositions 
of  defendants  and  witnesses ;  manuscript  letters 
announcing  the  execution  of  the  murderer,  and 
the  *  instrument  of  the  Definitive  Sentence  ' 
which  established  the  perfect  innocence  of  the 
murdered  wife :  tliese  various  documents  hav- 
ing been  collected  and  bound  together  by  some 
person  interested  in  the  trial,  possibly  the  very 
Cencini.  friend  of  the  Francesohini  family,  to 
whom  the  manuscript  letters  are  addressed. 
Mr.  Browning  bought  the  whole  for  the  value 
of  eightpenoe,  and  it  became  the  raw  material 
of  what  appeared  four  years  later  as  The  Ring 
and  the  Book:' 

In  another  place  Mrs.  Orr  states  that  the  sub- 
ject was  conceived  about  four  years  before  the 
poet  took  it  actually  in  hand,  and  that,  before 
he  wrote  it  himself,  he  offered  the  theme  for 
prose  treatment  to  Miss  Ogle,  the  author  of  A. 
Lost  Love. 


THE  RING  AND  THE  BOOK 

Do  yon  see  this  Ring  ? 

'T  is  Rome-work,  made  to  mateh 
(By  Castellani^s  imitative  craft) 
Etrurian  circlets  found,  some  happy  mom, 
After  a  dropping  April ;  found  alive 
Spark-like  'mia  unearthed  slope-side  figtree- 

roots 
That  roof  old  tombs  at  Chiusi :  soft,  you  see, 
Tet  crisp  as  jewel-cutting.    There 's  one  trick, 
(Craftsmen  instruct  me)  one  approved  device 
And  but  one,  fits  such  slivers  ol  pure  gold 


As  this  was,  —  such  mere  ooongs  from  the  mine. 

Virgin  as  oval  tawny  pendent  tear 

At  beehive-edge  when  ripened  combs  overflow,  — 

To  bear  the  filers  tooth  and  the  hsmmer^s  tap : 

Since  hammer  needs  must  widen  out  the  round, 

And  file  emboss  it  fine  with  lily-flowers. 

Ere  the  stuff  grow  a  ring^thing  right  to  wear. 

That  trick  is,  the  artificer  mmts  up  wax 

With  honey,  so  to  speak  ;  he  mingles  gold 

With  gold's  aUoy,  and,  duly  tempering  both, 

fiffecte  a  mani^eable  mass,  then  works : 

But  his  work  ended,  once  the  thing  a  ring, 

Oh,  there  's  renristination  !    Just  a  spirt 

O^  the  proper  nery  acid  oVr  its  face. 

And  forth  the  allov  unfastened  flies  in  fume ; 
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While,  aell-sofflcient  now.  the  sbame  remaimi, 
The  rondure  hrave,  the  lilied  loveuneeB, 
Gold  aa  it  was,  is.  shall  be  evenuore : 
Prime  nature  with  an  added  artistry  —^ 
No  carat  lost,  and  you  have  gained  a  ring. 
What  of  it  ?    'T  is  a  figure,  a  symbol,  say  ; 
A  thing^s  sign :  now  for  the  thing  signified. 

Do  you  see  this  square  old  yellow  Book,  I 

toss 
I'  the  air,  and  oatch  again,  and  twirl  about 
By  the  crumpled  vellum  covers, — pure  crude 

fact 
Secreted  from  man^s  life  when  hearts  beat  hard, 
And  brains,  high-blooded,  ticked  two  centuries 

einoer 
Examine  it  yourselves !    I  found  this  book, 
Ghive  a  lira  for  it,  eightpenoe  English  just, 
(Mark  the  predestination !)  when  a  Hand, 
Alwavs  above  my  shoulder,  pushed  me  once. 
One  oay  still  fierce  ^mid  many  a  day  struck 

calm, 
Across  a  vi^tuare  Id  Florence,  crammed  with 

^  booths. 
Buzzing  and  blaze,  noontide  and  market-time. 
Toward  Baccio^s  marble, — ay,  the  baaement- 

ledse 
O'  the  peaeetal  where  sits  and  menaces 
John  01  the  Black  Bands  with  the  upright  spear, 
'Twixt  palcuie  and  church,  —  Biooarai  where 

they  lived. 
His  race,  and  San  Lorenzo  where  they  lie. 
Iliis  book,  —  precisely  on  that  palace-step 
Which,  meant  for  lounging  knaves  o*  the  Me- 
dici, 
Now  serves  re-venders  to  display  their  ware,  — 
'Mongst  odds  and  ends  of  ravage,  picture-frames 
White  through  the  worn  gilt,  mirroi^conces 

chipped, 
Bronze  ai^^-heads  once   knobs  attached   to 

chests 
(Handled  when  ancient  dames  chose  forth  bro- 
cade). 
Modem  chalk  drawings,  studies  from  the  nude, 
Samples  of  stone,  jet,  breccia,  porphyry 
Polished  and  rougo,  sundry  amazing  busts 
In  baked  earth  (broken.  Providence  be  praised  I) 
A  wreck  of  tapestry,  proudly-purposed  web 
When  reds  ana  blues  were  indeed  red  and  bluCy 
Now  ofiFered  as  a  mat  to  save  bare  feet 
(Since  carpets  constitute  a  cruel  cost) 
Treading  the  chill  scagliola  bedward  ;  then 
A  pile  of  brown-etched  prints,  two  crazie  each, 
Stopped  by  a  conch  a-top  from  fluttering  forth 
— Sowings^e  Square  with  works  of  one  and 

thesaH^ 
Master,  the  imaginative  Sienese 
Gveat  in  the  scenic  backgrounds  —  (name  and 

fame 
None  of  yon  know,  nor  does  he  fare  the  worse :) 
From  these  . . .  Oh,  with  a  Lionard  going  cheap 
If  it  should  prove,  as  promised,  that  Joconde 
Whereof  a  copy  contents  the  liouvre !  —  these^ 
I  picked  this  book  from.    Five  compeers  in 

flank 
Stood  left  and  ri^ht  of  it  as  tempting  more  — 
A  dogs-eared  Spioilegiumi  the  fond  tale 


O*  the  Frail  One  of  the  Flower,  by  young  Du- 
mas. 

Vulgarized  Horace  for  the  use  of  schools, 

The  Life,  Death,  Miracles  of  Saint  Somebody. 

Saint  Somebody  Else,  his  Miracles,  Death  ana 
Life,  — 

With  this,  one  glance  at  the  lettered  back  of 
which. 

And  **  Stall  I  *'  cried  I :  a  lira  made  it  mine. 

Here  it  is,  this  I  toss  and  take  again ; 
Small-quarto  size,  part  print,  part  manuscript : 
A  book  in  shape  but,  really,  pure  crude  fact 
Secreted   from    mau^s  life  when  hearts  beat 

hard. 
And  brains,  high-blooded,  ticked  two  centuries 

^  since. 
Give  it  me  back  !    The  thing  'a  restorative 
I*  the  touch  and  sight. 

That  memorable  day, 
(June   was   the   month,   Lorenzo   named   the 

Square), 
I  leaned  a  little  and  overlooked  my  prize 
Bv  the  low  railing  round  the  fountaan-sonroe 
Close  to  the  statue,  where  a  step  descends : 
While  clinked  the  cans  of  copper,  as  stooped 

and  ruse 
Thick-ankled  girk  who  brimmed  them,  and 

made  plaios 
For  marketmen  glad  to  pitch  basket  down. 
Dip  a  broad  melon-leaf  that  holds  the  wet. 
And  whisk  their  faded  fresh.    And  on  I  read 
Presently,  though  my  path  grew  perilous 
Between  the  outspread  stniw-work,  piles  of 

plait 
Soon  to  be  fli4>ping,  each  oW  two  black  eyes 
And  swathe  of  Tuscan  hair,  on  f estas  fine  : 
Through  fire-irons,  tribes  of  tongs,  shovels  in 

sheaves, 
Skeleton  bedsteads,  wardrobe-drawers  agi^M, 
Rows  of   tall  slim  brass  lamps  with  dangling 

gear,— 
And  worse,  cast  clothes  a-sweetening  in  the 

sun : 
None  of  them  took  my  eye  from  off  my  prize. 
Still  read  I  on,  from  written  title-page 
To  written  index,  on,  through  street  and  street, 
At  the  Strozzi,  at  the  Pillar,  at  the  Bridge ; 
Till,  by  the  time  I  stood  at  home  again 
In  Caaa  Guidi  by  Felice  Church. 
Under  the  doorway  where  the  black  begins 
With  the  first  stone-slab  of  the  staircase  cold, 
I  had  mastered  the  contents,  knew  the  whole 

truth 
Gathered  together,  bound  up  in  this  book. 
Print  three-nf  ths,  written  supplement  the  rest. 
"  Romana  Homicid forum  "  —  nay, 
Better  translate — "  A  Roman  murder-case : 
Position  of  the  entire  criminal  cause 
Of  Guide  Frauceschini,  nobleman. 
With  certain  Four  the  cutthroats  in  his  pay. 
Tried,  all  five,  and  foimd  guilty  and  put  to 

death 
By  heading  or  hanging  as  befitted  ranks. 
At  Rome  on  February  Twenty  "^^s. 
Since  our  salvation  Sixteen  Nmety  Eight : 
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Wherein  it  is  disputed  if,  aiid  when. 
Husbands  may  kill  adulterous  wives,  yet  'scape 
The  customary  forfeit/' 

Word  for  word, 
So  ran  tlie  title-page:  murder,  or  else 
Legitimate  punishment  of  the  other  crime, 
Accounted  murder  by  mistake,  —  just  that 
And  no  more,  in  a  Latin  cramp  enough 
When  the  law  had  her  eloquence  to  launch. 
But  interfilleted  witli  Italian  streaks 
When  testimony  stooped  to  mother-tongue,  — 
That,  was  this  old  square  yellow  book  about. 

Now,  as  the  ingot,  ere  the  ring  was  forged, 
Lay  gold,  (beseech  you,  hold  that  figure  fast!) 
80,  in  this  book  lay  absolutely  trutJi. 
Fandless  fact,  the  documents  indeeci. 
Primary  lawyeinpleadings  for,  against, 
The  aforesaid  fiye ;   real  summed-up  circum- 
stance 
Adduced  in  proof  of  these  on  either  side, 
Put  forth  and  printed,  as  the  practice  was, 
At  Rome,  in  the  Apostolic  Chamber's  type. 
And  so  submitted  to  the  eye  o'  the  Court 
Presided  over  by  His  Reyerence 
Rome's  GoYemor  and  Criminal  Judge, — the 

trial 
Itself^  to  all  intents,  being  then  as  now 
Here  m  the  book  and  nowise  out  of  it ; 
Seeing,  there  properly  was  no  judgment-bar. 
No  bnnging  of  accuser  and  accused. 
And  whoso  judged  both  parties,  face  to  face 
Before  some  court,  as  we  conceive  of  courts. 
There  was  a  Hall  of  Justice  ;  that  came  last : 
For  Jtistice  had  a  chamber  by  the  hall 
Where  she  took  evidence  first,  summed  up  the 

same. 
Then  sent  accuser  and  accused  alike. 
In  person  of  the  advocate  of  each. 
To  weigh  its  worth,  thereby  arrange,  array 
The  battle.     'T  was  the  so-styled  rise  began. 
Pleaded  (and  since  he  only  spoke  in  print 
The  printed  voice  of  him  lives  now  as  then) 
The  public  Prosecutor —  **  Murder  's  proved  ; 
With  five  .  .  .  what  we  call  qualities  of  bad. 
Worse,  worst,  and  yet  worse  still,  and  still 

worse  yet ; 
Crest  over  crest  crowning  the  cockatrice, 
That  b^jiK&i'  hell's  regalia  to  enrich 
Count  Guido  Franceschini :  punish  him  !  " 
Thus  was  the  paper  put  before  the  court 
In  the  next  stage,  (no  noisy  work  at  all.) 
To  study  at  eaae.    In  dae  time  like  reply 
Came  from  the  so-styled  Patron  of  the  Poor, 
Official  mouthpiece  of  the  five  accused 
Too  poor  to  fee  a  better, —  Guido's  luck 
Or  ewe  his  fellows'  —  which,  I  hardly  know,  — 
An  outbreak  as  of  wonder  at  the  world, 
A  fury-fit  of  outraged  innocence, 
A  passion  of  betrayed  siraplicitv : 
**  Punish  Count  Guido  ?    For  wnat  crime,  what 

hint 
O'  the  color  of  a  crime,  inform  us  first  I 
Reward  him  rather  I    Recognize,  we  say. 
In  the  deed  done,  a  righteous  judgment  dealt ! 
All  conscience  and  au  courage,  —  there's  our 
Count 


THE  RING  AND  THE  BOOK 


Charactered   in  a  word  ;    and,   what 's  m<ire 

strange, 
He  had  companionship  in  priv]le|;e. 
Found  four  courageous  conscientious  friends : 
Absolve,  applaud  all  five,  as  props  of  law, 
iSustainers  of  society  I  —  percnauoe 
A  trifle  over-hasty  with  the  hand 
To  hold  her  tottering  ark,  had  tumbled  else  ; 
But  that 's  a  splendid  fault  whereat  we  wink, 
Wishii]^  your  cold  correctness  sparkled  so  I " 
Thus  paper  second  followed  paper  first, 
Thus  dia  the  two  poin  issue  —  nay,  tlie  four. 
Each  pleader  having  au  adjunct.     **  Tioie,  he 

killed 
—  So  to  speak  — in  a  certain  sort  —  his  wife, 
But  laudably,  since  thus  it  happed !  "   quoth 

one: 
Whereat,  more  witness  and  the  case  postponed. 
**  Thus  it  happed  not,  since  tlins  he  did  the 

deed, 
And  proved  himself  thereby  portentousest 
Of  cutthroats  and  a  prodigy  of  crime. 
As   the  woman   that   he   slaughtered  was   a 

saint. 
Martyr  and   miradel"    quoth   the    other  to 

match: 
Again,  more  witness,  and  the  case  poatponed. 
*^  A  miracle,  ay  —  of  lust  and  impudence ; 
Hear  my  new  reasons  1 "  interposed  the  first : 
*"  —  Coupled  with  more  of  mine  ! "  pursued  his 


peer. 
**  Beside,  the  precedents,  the  authorities  ! " 
From  both  at  once  a  cry  with  an  echo,  that ! 
That  wab  a  firebrand  at  each  fox's  tail 
Unleashed  in  a  cornfield :    soon  spread  fiare 

enough. 
As  hurtled  tJiither  and   there  heaped  them- 
selves 
From  earth's  four  comers,  all  authority 
And  precedent  for  putting  wives  to  death. 
Or  letting  wives  live,  sinful  as  they  seem. 
How  legislated,  now,  in  this  respect, 
Solon  and  his  Athenians  ?    Quote  the  code 
Of  Romulus  and  Rome  I    Justinian  speak  1 
Nor  modern  Baldo,  Bartolo  be  dumb ! 
Tlie  Roman  voice  was  potent,  plentiful ; 
Cornelia  de  S  tear  Us  hurried  to  help 
Pompeia  de  Parricidiis ;  Julia  de 
8omething-or-other  jostled  Lex  this-and-that ; 
King  Solomon  confirmed  Apostle  Paul : 
That  nice  decision  of  Dolabella,  eh  ? 
That  pregnant  instance  of  Theo<1oric,  oh  I 
Down  to  that  choice  example  ^liaii  gives 
(An  instance  I  find  much  insisted  on) 
Of  the  elephant  who,  brute-beast  though  he 

were, 
Tet  understood  and  punished  on  the  spot 
His   master's   naughty   spouse    and   faithless 

friend ; 
A  true  tale  which  has  edified  each  child, 
Much  more  shall  flourish  favored  by  our  court  J 
Pages  of  proof  this  way,  and  that  way  proof. 
And  always  —  once  again  the  case  postponed. 

Tlius    wrangled,    brangled,    jangled    tliey    a 

month, 
—  Only  on  paper,  pleadings  all  in  print, 
Nor  ever  was,  except  i'  the  brains  of  men 
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More  uoiae  by  word  of  mouth  than  yoa  hear 

now  — 
Till  the  court  cut  all  short  with  *^  Judged,  your 

eause. 
Receiye  our  sentence  I    Praise  God  !     We  pro- 
nounce 
Count  Gnido  dcTilish  and  damnable : 
His  wife  Pompilia  in  thought,  word  and  deed, 
Was  perfect  pure,  he  murdered  her  for  that : 
As  for  the  Four  who  helfxed  the  One,  all  Fiye  — 
Why,  let  employer  and  hirelings  share  alike 
In  fruilt  and  guilt's  reward,  the  death  their 
due ! '' 

So  was  the  trial  at  end,  do  vou  suopoee  ? 
"  Guilty  you  find  him,  deatn  yon  doom  him  to  ? 
Ay,  were  not  Guido,  more  than  needs,  a  priest, 
Pnest  and  to  spare  I  "  —  this  was  a  shot  re- 

serred  ; 
I  learn  this  from  epistles  which  begin 
Here  where  the  print  ends,  —  see  the  pen  and 

ink 
Of  the  adyocate,  the  ready  at  a  pinch  I  — 
^'  My  client  boasts  the  clerkly  priyilege, 
Has  taken  minor  orders  many  enou|rn. 
Shows  still  snfELoient  chrism  upon  his  pate 
To  neutralize  a  blood;«tain  :  presbyter, 
Prima  loiutiree,  subdiacontts^ 
S€U:erdo8^  so  he  slips  from  underneath 
Your  power,  the  temporal,  sUdes  imiide  the 

robe 
Of  mother  Church  :  to  her  we  make  appeal 
By  the  Pope,  the  Church's  head  I  *' 

A  parlous  plea, 
Put  in  with  noticeable  dffect,  it  seems ; 
^*  Since  straight,"  —  resumes  the  zealous  orator, 
Making  a  friend  acquainted  with  the  facts,  — 
^^  Onoe  the  word  ^  clerioality '  let  fall. 
Procedure  stopped  and  freer  breath  was  drawn 
By  all  considerate  and  reqxmsible  Rome." 
Ooality  took  the  decent  part,  of  course  ; 
Held  by  the  husband,  who  was  noble  too  : 
Or^  for  the  matter  of  that,  a  churl  would  side 
With  too-refined  susceptibility. 
And  honor  which,  tender  in  the  extreme, 
Stung-  to  the  quick,  must  roughly  right  itself 
At  all  risks,  not  sit  still  aud  whine  for  law 
As  a  Jew  would,  if  you  squeezed  him  to  the 

wall. 
Brisk-trotting  through  the  Ghetto.     Nay,  it 

seems, 
Even  the  Emperor's  Enyoy  had  his  say 
To  say  on  the  subject;    might   not  see,  un- 
moved, 
CiyUity  menaced  throughout  Chriatendoin 
By  too  harsh  measure  dealt  her  champion  here. 
Lastly,  what  made  all  safe,  the  Pope  was  kind. 
From  his  youth  up,  reluctant  to  take  life. 
If  mercy  might  be  jnst  and  yet  show  grace  ; 
Much  more  unlikely  then,  in  extreme  age, 
To  take  a  life  the  general  sense  bade  spare. 
'T  was  plain  that  Guido  would  go  scatheless  yet. 

But  human  promise,  oh,  how  short  of  shine  ! 
How  topple  down  the  piles  of  hope  we  rear ! 
How  history  proves  .  .  .  nay,  read  Herodotus ! 
Suddenly  starting*  from  a  nap,  as  it  were. 


A  dcMleep  with  one  shut,  one  open  orb. 
Cried  the    Pope's   great   self,  —  Innocent   by 

name 
And  nature  too,  and  ei&dhty-sizyears  old, 
Antonio  Pignatelli  of  Naples,  Pope 
Who  had  trod  many  lands,  known  many  deeds. 
Probed  many  hearts,  beginning  with  his  own, 
And  now  was  far  in  reaainess  for  God,  — 
'T  was  he  who  first  bade  leave  those  souls  in 

peace. 
Those  Jansenists,  re-nicknamed  Molinists, 
('Gainst  whom  the  cry  went,  like  a  frowsy  tune. 
Tickling  men's  ears — the  sect  for  a  quarter  of 

an  hour 
I'  the  teeth  of  the  world  which,  clown-like, 

loyes  to  chew 
Be  it  but  a  straw  'twixt  work  and  whistlings 

while, 
Taste  some  vituperation,  bite  awav. 
Whether  at  marjoram-sprig  or  garlic-clove. 
Aught  it  may  sport  with,  spoil,  and  then  spit 

forth,) 
**  Leave  them  alone,"  bade  he,  ^*  those  Moli- 
nists I 
Who  may  have  other  light  than  we  perceive. 
Or  why  is  it  the  whole  world  hates  them  thus  ?  " 
Also  he  peeled  off  that  last  scandal-rag 
Of  Nepotism ;  and  so  observed  the  poor 
That  men  would  merrily  say,  ""  Halt,  deaf  and 

blind. 
Who  feed  on  fat  things,  leave  the  master's  self 
To  gather  up  the  fragments  of  his  feast. 
These  be  the  nephews  of  Pope  Innocent  I  — 
His  own  meal  costs  but  five  carlines  a  day. 
Poor-priest's  allowance,  for  he  claims  no  more." 

—  He  cried  of  a  sudden,  this  great  good  old 

Pope, 
When  they  appealed  in  last  resort  to  him, 
"  I  have  mastered  the  whole  matter :  I  nothing 

doubt. 
Though  Guido  stood  forth  priest  from  head  to 

heel. 
Instead  of,  as  alleged,  a  piece  of  one,  — 
And  further,  were  he.  from  the  tonsurod  scalp 
To  the   sandaled   sole  of   him,  my  son   aud 

Christ's, 
Instead  of  touching  us  b^  finger-tip 
As  you  assert,  and  pressing  up  so  close 
Only  to  set  a  blood-smutch  on  our  robe,  — 
I  and  Christ  would  renounce  aU  right  in  him. 
Am  I  not  Pope,  and  presently  to  cue, 
And  busied  how  to  ronder  my  account. 
And  flhall  I  wait  a  day  ere^  I  decide 
On  doing  or  not  doing  justice  here  ? 
Cut  off  his  head  to*morrow  by  this  time, 
Hang  up  his  four  mates,  two  on  either  hand. 
And  end  one  business  more  I  " 

So  said,  so  done  — 
Rather  so  writ,  for  the  old  Pope  bade  this, 
I  find,  with  his  particular  chirograph. 
His  own  no  such  infirm  hand,  Friday  night  ? 
And  next  day,  February  Twenty  Two, 
Since  our  salvation  Sixteen  Ninety  Eight, 

—  Not  at  the  proper  head-and-hanging-place 
On  bridge-foot  close  by  Castle  Angelo, 
Where  custom  somewhat  staled  the  spectacle, 
('T  was  not  so  well  i'  the  way  of  Rome,  beside, 
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The  noble  Rome,  the  Rome  of  Guido's  rank) 
But  at  the  city's  newer  V^jer  end,  — 
The  cayaloadin^  promenading  place 
Beside  the  G:ate  and  opposite  the  chnrch 
Under  the  xHnoiaii  g^araens  green  with  Spring. 
'Neath  the  obelisk  'twist  the  fountains  in  toe 

Smiare, 
Did  Gnido  and  his  fellows  find  their  fate, 
All  Rome  for  witness^  and — my  writer  adds  — 
Remonstrant  in  its  umversal  grief, 
•Since  Gnido  had  the  soffrage  of  all  Rome. 

This  is  the  bookf ul ;  thns  far  take  the  tmth. 
The    nntempered  gold,  the  fact   untampered 

with, 
The  mere  ring^metal  ere  the  ring  be  made ! 
And  what  has  hitherto  come  of  it  ?    Who  pre- 

serres 
The  niemory  of  this  Gnido,  and  his  wife 
Pompilia,  more  than  Ademollo's  name, 
The  etcher  of  those  prints,  two  crtuie  each. 
Saved    by  a  stone  from    snowing    broad  the 

Square 
With  scenic  backgrounds  ?    Was  this  truth  of 

force? 
Able  to  take  its  own  part  as  truth  should, 
Sufficient,  self Hsustaining  ?     Why,  if  so  — 
Tonder  's  a  fire,  into  it  goes  ray  book. 
As  who  shall  say  me  nay.  and  what  toe  loss  ? 
Ton  know  the  tale  already :  I  may  ask, 
Rather  than  think  to  tell  yon,  more  thereof,  — 
Ask  you  not  merely  who  were  he  and  she. 
Husband  and  wife,  what  manner  of  mankind, 
But  how  you  hold  concerning  this  and  that 
Other  yet-unnamed  actor  in  the  piece. 
The  youj^  fnuik  handsome  couruT  Canon,  now, 
The  priest,  declared  the  lover  of  the  wife. 
He  who,  no  question,  did  elope  with  her. 
For  certain  bring  the  tragedy  about, 
Giuseppe  Caponsacchi  ;  —  his  strange  course 
I'  the  matter,  was  it  right  or  wrong  or  both  ? 
Then  the  old  couple,  slaughtered  with  the  wife 
Bv  the  husband  as  accomplices  in  crime, 
Tnose  Comparini,  Pietro  and  his  spouse, -> 
What  say  you  to  the  right  or  wroiur  of  that, 
When,  at  a  known  name  whispered  through  the 

door 
Of  a  lone  villa  on  a  Christmas  ni^ht. 
It  opened  that  the  poyons  hearts  inside 
Mignt  welcome  as  it  were  an  angel-guest 
Come  in  Christ's  name  to  knock  and  enter,  sup 
And  satisfv  the  lovinff  oum  he  saved ; 
And  so  did  welcome  aevils  and  their  death  f 
I  have  been  silent  on  that  circumstance 
Although  the  couple  passed  for  dose  of  kin 
To  wife  and  husband,  were  by  some  accounts 
Pompilia's  very  parents  :  jrou  know  best. 
Also  that  infant  the  great  joy  was  for. 
That  Gaatano,  the  wife's  two-weeks'  babe. 
The  husband's  first-bom  child,  his  son  and  heir, 
Whose  birth  and  being  turned   his   night  to 

day  — 
Why  must  the  father  kill  the  mother  thus 
Because  she  bore  his  son  and  saved  himself  ? 

Well,  British  Public,  ye  who  like  me  not, 
(God  love  you!)  and  will  have  your  proper 
laugh 


At  the  dark  questicni,  langh  it  I    I  lau^  first. 
Truth  must  prevail,  the  proverb  vows;   and 

truth 
—  Here  is  it  all  i'  the  book  at  last,  as  fiist 
There  it  was  all  i'  the  heads  and  hearts  of 

Rome 
Gentle  and  simple,  never  to  fall  nor  fade 
Nor  be  forgotten.    Yet,  a  little  while. 
The  passage  of  a  century  or  so, 
Deoads  tmice  five,  and  here's  time  paid  hift 

tax. 
Oblivion  gone  home  with  her  harvesting, 
And  all  left  smooth   again  as  scythe   could 

shave. 
Far  from  beginning  with  yon  London  folk, 
I  took  my  book  to  Rome  first,  tried  truth's 

power 
On   likely  people.      "Have   yon    met    musb 

names? 
Is  a  tradition  extant  of  snoh  facts  ? 
Your    law-courts  stand,    your  xeoords  frown 

arrow  : 
What  if  I  rove  and  rummage  ?  "    "  —  Why, 

you  '11  waste 
Your  pains  and  end  as  wise  as  you  began  \ " 
Every  one  snickered :   **  names  and  facts  thns 

old 
Are  newer  much  than  Europe  news  we  find 
Down  in  to-day's  Diario.    Records,  quotha? 
Why,  the  French  burned  them,  what  c^  do 

the  French  ? 
The  rap-and-rending  nation  1    And  it  tells 
Against  the  Church,  no  doubt,  — another  gird 
At  the  Temporality,  your  Trial,  of  course  ?  " 
—  Quite  otherwise  this  time,"  submitted  I : 
Clean  for  the  Church  and  dead  against  toe 

world. 

The  fiesh  and  the  devil,  does  it  tell  for  onoe." 
'*  —  The  rarer  and  the  happier  I    All  the  same, 
Content  you  with  your  treiMure  of  a  book. 
And  waive  what  'a  wanting  I     Take  a  friend's 

advice! 
It 's  not  the  eustom  of  the  country.    Mend 
Your  ways  indeed  and  we  may  stretch  a  point : 
Go  get  you  manned    by  Manning  and  new* 

manned 
By  Newman  and,  mayhap,  wis»-manned  to  boot 
Bv  Wiseman,  and  we  '11  see  or  else  we  won't  I 
Thanks  meantime  for  the  story,  long  and  strong, 
Apretty  piece  of  narrative  enough, 
Wnich  scarce  ought  so  to  drop  out,  one  wonld 

think. 
From  the  more  curious  annals  of  our  kind. 
Do  3rou  tell  the  storv,  now,  in  off-hand  style. 
Straight  from  the  book  ?    Or  simply  here  and 

tiiere, 
(The  while  you  vault  it  through  the  loose  and 

hirge) 
Hang  to  a  hint  ?    Or  is  there  book  at  all. 
And  don't  you  deal  in  poetry,  make-belieTe, 
And  the  white  lies  it  sounds  like  ?  " 

Yes  and  no ! 

From  the  book,  yes  ;  thence  bit  by  bit  I  dug 
The  lingot  truth,  that  memorable  day, 
Assayed  and  knew    my    piecemeal  gain  wai 

gold,— 
Yes;  but  nom  something  else  sorpassing  that. 


it 
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Soiuethinjp  of  mixie  vhioh,  mixed  ap  with  the 

man, 
Mad<i  it  bear  hammer  and  be  firm  to  file. 
Fancy  with  fact  is  iust  one  fact  the  more  ; 
To  wit,  that  fancy  has  informed,  transpierced, 
Thridded  and  so  thrown  fast  the  facts  else  free. 
As  right  throQKh  ring  and  riuK  runs  the  djereea 
And  binds  the  loose,  one  bar  without  a  break. 
I  fused  my  live  soul  and  that  inert  stuff. 
Before  attempting  smithcraft,  on  the  night 
After  the  day  when  —  truth  thus  grasped  and 

gained  — 
The  book  was  shut  and  done  with  and  laid  by 
On  the  cream-colored  massive  agate,  broad 
'Neath  the  twin  cherubs  in  the  tarnished  frame 
O*  the  mirror,  tall  thence  to  the  ceiUnfl«-top. 
And  from  the  reading,  and  that  slab  1  leant 
My  elbow  on,  the  while  I  read  and  read, 
I  turned,  to  free  myself  and  find  the  world. 
And  stepped  out  on  the  narrow  terrace,  buUt 
Over  the  street  and  opposite  the  church, 
And  paced  its  lozenge-brickwork  sprinkled  cool ; 
Because  Felioe-church-side  stretched,  aglow 
Through  each  square  window  fringed  for  fes^ 

tival, 
Whence  came  the  clear  voice  of  the  cloistered 

ones 
CSianting  a  chant  made  for  midsummer  nights — 
I  know  not  what  particular  praise  of  God, 
It  always  came  and  went  with  June.^    Beneath 
I*  the  street,  quick  shown  by  openings  of  the 

sky 
When  flame  fell  silentlv  from  cloud  to  cloud, 
Richer  than  that  gold  snow  Jove  rained  on 

Rhodes, 
The  townsmen  walked  by  twos  and  threes,  and 

talked, 
DrinkuM^  the  blackneas  in  default  of  air  — 
A  busy  human  sense  beneath  my  feet : 
While  in  and  out  the  terraoe^plants,  and  round 
Chie  branch  of  tall  datura,  waxed  and  waned  ^ 
The  lamp-fly  lured  there,  wanting  the  white 

flower. 
Over  the  roof  o*  the  lighted  church  I  looked 
A  bowshot  to  the  street's  end,  north  away 
Out  of  the  Roman  gate  to  the  Roman  road 
By  the  river,  till  I  felt  the  Apennine. 
And  there  would  lie  Arezzo,  the  man's  town, 
The  woman's  trap  and  cage  and  torture-place, 
Also  the  stage  where  the  priest  played  his  part, 
A  spectacle  for  ai^:els,  —  ay,  indeed, 
Tliere  lay  Areszo !    Farther  then  I  fared. 
Feeling  mv  way  on  through  the  hot  and  dense, 
Roroeward,  until  I  found  the  wayside  inn 
hy  Castelnnovo^s  few  mean  hut-uke  homes 
middled  together  on  the  hill-foot  bleak. 
Bare,  broken  only  bv  that  tree  or  two 
Against  the  sudden  bloody  splendor  poured 
Cursewise  in  day's  departure  by  the  snn 
O'er  the  low  house-roof  of  that  squalid  inn 
Where  they  three,  for  the  first  time  and  the 

last. 
Husband  and  wife  aad  priest,  met  face  to  face. 
Whence  I  went  on  again,  the  end  was  near, 
Step  by  step,  mwising  none  and  marking  all, 
Till  Rome  itself,  the  ghastly  eoal,  I  reached. 
Why,  all  the  while,  —  how  comd  it  otherwise  ?  — 
The  life  in  me  abolished  the  death  of  things, 


Deep  calling  unto  deep :  as  then  and  there 

Acted  itself  over  again  once  more 

llie  tragic  piece.    I  saw  with  my  own  eyes 

In  Florence  as  I  trod  the  terrace,  breathed 

The  beauty  and  the  fearfuluess  of  night. 

How  it  had  run,  this  round  from  Rome  to 

Rome  — 
Because,  you  are  to  know,  they  lived  at  Rome, 
Poropilia's  parents,  as  they  thought  themselves, 
Two  poor  ignoble  hearts  who  did  their  best 
Pai*t  God's  way,  part  the  other  way  than  God's, 
To  somehow  make  a  shift  and  scramble  through 
The  world's  mud,  careless  if  it  splashed  and 

spoiled. 
Provided  they  might  so  hold  high,  keep  clean 
Their  child's  soul,  one  soul  white  enough  foe 

three. 
And  lift  it  to  whatever  star  should  stoop. 
What  possible  sphere  of  purer  life  than  theirs 
iShoula  come  in  aid  of  whiteness  hai*d  to  save. 
I  saw  the  star  stoop,  that  they  strained  to  touch, 
And  did  touch  ana  depose  their  treasure  oc. 
As  Guido  Franoeschim  took  away 
Porapilia  to  be  his  forevermore. 
While  they  sang  '*  Now  let  us^  depart  in  peace, 
Having  beneld  thy  glory,  Guido  s  wife  I " 
I  saw  the  star  supposed,  but  fog  o'  the  fen, 
Gilded  star-fashion  by  a  glint  fix>m  hell ; 
Having  been  heaved  up,  haled  on  its  gross  way, 
By  hands  nnguessed  before,  invisible  help 
From  a  dark  brotherhood,  and  specially 
Two  obscure  goblin  creatures,  f  ox-f  acea  this, 
Cat-clawed  the  other,  called  his  next  of  kin 
By    Guido  the    main  monster,  —  cloaked  and 

caped. 
Making  as  they  were    priests,  to  mock  Otod 

more,  — 
Abate  Paul,  Canon  Girolamo. 
These  who  had  rolled  the  starlike  pest  to  Rome 
And  stationed  it  to  suck  up  and  absorb 
The  sweetness  of  Pompilia,  rolled  again 
That  bloated  bubble,  with  her  soul  inside. 
Back  to  Arezzo  and  a  palace  there  — 
Or  say,  a  fissure  in  the  honest  earth 
Whence  long  ago  had  curled  the  vapor  first. 
Blown  big  by  nether  fires  to  appall  day  : 
It  touch^  home,  broke,  and  Dlastea  far  and 

wide. 
I  saw  the  cheated  couple  find  tlie  cheat 
And  guess  what  foul  rite  they  were  captnied 

for,  — 
Too  fain  to  follow  over  hill  and  dale 
That  child  of  theirs  caught  up  thus  in  the  cloud 
And  carried  by  the  Prince  o  the  Power  of  the 

Air 
Whither  he  would,  to  wilderness  or  sea. 
I  saw  them,  in  the  potency  of  fear. 
Break  somehow  through  the  satyr-fanuly 
(For  a  gray  mother  with  a  monkey-mien, 
Moppin&r  and  mowing,  was  apparent  too. 
As,  conndent  of  capture,  aU  took  hands 
And  danced  about  the  captives  in  a  ring) 
— Saw  them  break  through,  breathe  safe,  at 

Rome  again, 
Saved  by  the  selfish  instinct,  losing  so 
Their  ^oved  one  left  with  haters.    These  I  saw 
In  recrudescency  of  baffled  hate, 
Prepare  to  wring  the  uttermost  revenge 
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From  body  and  soul  thus  left  them :  all  was 

sure, 
Fire  laid  and    caldron  set,  the  obscene  ring 

traced, 
The  victim  stripped  and  prostrate  :  wliat  of 

God? 
The  cleaving  of  a  cloud,  a  cr}%  a  crash, 
Quenched  lay  their  caldron,  cowered  i'  the  dust 

the  crew, 
As,  in  a  priory  of  armor  like  Saint  George, 
Out  again  sprang  the  young  good  beauteous 

priest 
Bearii^  away  the  lady  in  his  arms, 
•Saved  for  a  splendid  minute  and  no  more. 
For,  whom  i   the  path  did  that  priest  come 

upon. 
He  and  the  poor  lost  lady  borne  so  brave, 
—  Checking  the  song  of  praise  in  me,  had  else 
Swelled  to  tne  full  for  God^s  will  done  on  earth  — 
Whom  but  a  dusk  misfeatured  messenger. 
No  other  than  the  angel  of  this  life. 
Whose  care  is  lest  men  see  too  much  at  once. 
He  made  the  sign,    such    Glod-glimpse  must 

suffice. 
Nor  prejudice  the  Prince  o^  the  Power  of  the 

Air, 
Whose  ministration  piles  us  overhead 
What  we  call,    first,  earth^s  roof    and,  last, 

heaven's  floor. 
Now  grate  o*  the  trap,  then  outlet  of  the  cage  : 
So  took  the  lady,  left  the  priest  alone^ 
And  once  more  canopied  tne  world  with  black . 
But  through  the  blackness  1  saw  Rome  again, 
And  where  a  solitary  villa  stood 
In  a  lone  garden-quarter :  it  was  eve. 
The  second  of  the  year,  and  oh  so  cold ! 
Ever  and  anon  there  flittered  through  the  air 
A  snow-flake,  and  a  scanty  conch  of  snow 
Crusted  the  grass-walk  and  the  garden-mould. 
All  was  (pave,  silent,  sinister,  —  when,  ha  ? 
Glimmenngly  did  a  pack  of  were-wolves  pad 
The  snow,  those  flames  were  Guidons  eyes  in 

front. 
And  all  five  found  and  footed  it,  the  track. 
To  where  a  threshold-streak  of  warmth  and 

light 
Betrayed  the  villardoor  with  life  inside, 
Wliile  an  inch  outside  were  those  blood-bright 

eyes. 
And  black  lips  wrinkling  o'er  the  flash  of  teeth. 
And  tongues  that  lolled  —  OGk)d  that  madest 

man! 
They  parleyed  in  their  language.    Then  one 

whined  — 
That  was  the  policy  and  masterstroke  — 
Deep  in  his  tnroat  whispered  what  seem^  a 

name  — 
**Open  to  Caponsacchi  I "  Gnido  cried : 
"  Gabriel  I  "   cried  Lucifer  at  Eden-gat«. 
Wide  as  a  heart,  opened  the  door  at  once, 
Showing  the  joyous  couple,  and  their  child 
llie  two-weeks'  mother,  to  the  wolves,  the 

wolves 
To  them.    Close  eyes  I    And  when  the  corpses 

lay 
StarH-stretched,  and   those  the  wolves,  their 

wolf-work  done. 
Were  safe-embosomea  by  the  night  again, 


I  knew  a  necessary  change  in  things ; 

As  when  the  worst  watch  of  the  night  gives 

way. 
And  there  comes  duly,  to  take  cognizance. 
The  scrutinizing  eye-point  of  some  star  — 
And  who  despairs  of  a  new  daybreak  now  ? 
Lo,  the  first  ray  protruded  on  those  five  1 
It  reached  them,  and  each  felon  writJied  trans* 

fixed. 
Awhile  they  palmtated  on  the  spear 
Motionless  over  Tophet :  stand  or  fall  ? 
^*  I  say,  the  spear  should  fall  —  should  stand,  I 

say  I  " 
Cried  the  world  come  to  judgment,  granting 

grace 
Or  dealing  doom  according  to  world's  wont. 
Those  world 's-bystanders  grouped  on  Rome's 

cross-road 
At  prick  and  summons  of  the  primal  curse 
Which  bids  man  love  as  well  as  make  a  lie. 
There  prattled  they,  discoursed  the  right  and 

wrong. 
Turned  wi'ong  to  right,  proved  wolves  sheep  and 

sheep  wolves. 
So  that    you  scarce    distinguished    fell  from 

fleece ; 
Till  out  spoke  a  great  guardian  of  the  fold. 
Stood  up,  put  forth  nis  hand  that  held  the 

crook. 
And  motioned  that  the  arrested  point  decline : 
Horribly  oif,  the  wriggling  dead-weight  reele<t. 
Rushed  to  the  bottom  and  lay  ruined  there. 
Though  still  at  the  pit's  mouth,  despite  tlie 

smoke 
O'  the  burning,  tarriers  turned  again  to  talk 
And  trim  the  balance,  and  detect  at  least 
A  touch  of  wolf  in  what  showed  whitest  sheep, 
A  cross  of  sheep  redeeming  the  whole  wolf,  — 
Vex  truth  a  little  longer :  —  less  and  less. 
Because  years  came  and  went,  and  more  and 

more 
Brought  new  lies  with  them  to  be  loved  in  tnm. 
Till  all  at  once  the  memory  of  the  thing,  — 
The  fact  that,  wolves  or  sheep,  such  creatnres 

were, — 
Which  hitherto,  however  men  supposed. 
Had  somehow  plain  and  pillar-like  prevailed 
I'  the  midst  of  them,  indisputably  fact, 
€h«nite,  time's  tooth  should  grate  against,  not 

graze, — 
Why,  this  proved  sandstone,  friable,  fast  to  fly 
And  give  its  grain  away  at  wish  o'  the  wHnd. 
Ever  and  ever  more  diminutive. 
Base  gone,  shaft  lost,  only  entablature, 
Dwindled  into  no  bigger  than  a  book. 
Lay  of  the  column  ;  and  that  little,  left 
By  the  roadside  'mid  the  ordure,  shards  and 

weeds. 
Until  I  haply,  wandering  that  lone  way. 
Kicked  it  up,  turned  it  over,  and  recognized, 
For  all  tlie  crumblement,  tliis  abacus, 
Tliis  square  old  yellow  book,  —  could  ealoulatfl 
By  this  the  lost  proportions  of  the  style. 

This  was  it  from,  my  fancy  with  those  facts, 
I  used  to  tell  the  tale,  turned  gay  to  grave. 
But  lacked  a  listener  seldom  ;  such  allov, 
Suoh  substance  of  me  interfused  the  Roid 


THE   RING  AND  THE  BOOK 


421 


Which,  wrouf^ht  into  a  shapely  riiiff  therewith. 
Hammered  and  filed,  fingered  and  favored,  last 
Lay  ready  for  tlie  renovatiu{<  wash 
O'  the  WHt^r.    ""How  mnoh  of  the  tale  was 

true  ?  '* 
I  disappeared  ;  the  book  grrew  all  in  all ; 
The  lawyers*  pleadings  swelled  back  to  their 

size,  — 
Doubled  in  two,  the  crease  upon  them  yet, 
For  more  commodity  of  oamage,  see  I  — 
And  these  are  letters,  yeritable  sheets 
That  brought  post-haste  the  news  to  Florence, 

writ 
At  Rome  the  day  Count  Quido  died,  we  find, 
To  stay  the  craving  of  a  client  there. 
Who  bound  the  same  and  so  produced  my  book. 
Lovers  of  dead  truth,  did  ye  fare  the  worse  ? 
Lovers  of  live  truth,  found  ye  false  my  tale  ? 

Well,  now ;  there  *s  nothing  in  nor  out  o*  the 

world 
Good  except  truth :  yet  this,  the  something  else, 
What 's  this  then,  which  proves  good  yet  seems 

untrne  ? 
This  that  I  mixed  with  truth,  motions  of  mine 
That  quickened,  made  the  inertness  malleolar 

ble 
0'  the  gold  was  not  mine,  —  what  *s  your  name 

for  this? 
Are  means  to  the  end,  themselves  in  part  the 

end? 
Is  fiction  which  makes  fact  alive,  fact  too  ? 
The  somehow  may  be  thishow. 

I  find  first 
Writ  down  for  very  A  B  C  of  fact, 
**In    the    beginning  God   made    heaven  and 

earth ;  '^ 
From  which,  no  matter  with  what  lisp,  I  spell 
And  speak  you  out  a  consequence  —  that  man, 
Han,  —  as  befits  the  made,  the  iuFericw  thing,  — 
Purposed,  since  made,  to  grow,  not  make  in 

turn, 
Yet  forced  to  try  and  make,  else  fail  to  grow,  — 
Formed  to  rise,  reach  at,  if  not  prasp  and  gain 
The  good    beyond    him,  —  which    attempt  is 

growth,  — 
Repeats  God^s  process  in  man's  due  degree, 
Attaining  man  s  proportionate  result,  — 
Creates,  no,  but  resuscitates,  perhaps. 
Inalienable,  the  arch-prerogative 
Which  turns  thought,  act — conceives,  expresses 

too! 
No  less,  man,  bounded,  yearning  to  be  free, 
May  so  project  his  surplusage  of  soul 
In  search  of  body,  so  add  self  to  self 
By  owning  what  lay  ownerless  before,  — 
80  find,  so  fill  full,  so  appropriate  forms  ~ 
That,  although  nothing  which  had  never  life 
Shall  get  life  from  him,  be,  not  having  been, 
Yet,  something  dead  mav  get  to  live  again. 
Soniething  with  too  raucn  nfe  or  not  enough. 
Which,  either  way  imperfect,  ended  once  : 
An  end  whereat  man's  impulse  intervenes, 
Makes  new  beginning,  starts  the  dead  alive. 
Completes  the  incomplete  and  saves  the  thing. 
Man  s    breath    were  vain   to    light    a  virgin 

wick, — 


Half«bunied-out,  all  but  quite-queuohed  wicks 

o'  the  lamp 
Stationed  for  temple-service  on  this  earth, 
These  indeed  let  him  breathe  on  and  relume ! 
For  such  man's  feat  is,  in  the  due  degree. 

Mimic  creation,  galvanism  for  life. 
But  still  a  glory  portioned  in  the  scale. 
Why  did  the  mage  say  —  feeling  as  we  are  wont 
For  truth,  and  stopping  midway  short  of  truth, 
And  resting  on  a  he  —  "  I  raise  a  ^host "  ? 
**  Because,"  he  taught  adepts,      nuui  makes 

not  man. 
Yet  b^  a  special  gift,  an  art  of  mis, 
More  tnsignt  and  more  outsight  and  much  more 
Will  to  use  both  of  these  than  boast  mv  mates, 
I  can  detach  from  me,  commission  forth 
Half  of  my  soul ;  which  in  its  pilgrimage 
O'er  old  unwandered  waste  ways  of  the  world, 
May  chance  upon  some  frMrment  of  a  whole. 
Rag  of  flesh,  scrap  of  bone  in  dim  disuse. 
Smoking  flax  that  fed  fire  once :  prompt  therein 
I  enter,  spark-like,  put  old  powers  to  play. 
Push  lines  out  to  the  limit,  lead  forth  last 
(Bv  a  moonrise  through  a  ruin  of  a  crypt) 
What  shall  be  mistily  seen,  murmuringly  heard. 
Mistakenly  felt:    then  write  my  name  with 

Faust's  I  " 
Oh,    Faust,    why    Faust?      Was  not   Elisha 

once?  — 
Who  bade  them  lay  his  staff  on  a  corpse-face. 
There  was  no  voice,  no  hearing :  he  went  in 
Therefore,  and  shut  the  door  npou  them  twain. 
And  prayed  unto  the  Lord :  and  he  went  up 
And  lay  upon  the  corpse,  dead  on  the  couch. 
And  put  his  mouth  upon  its  mouth,  his  eyes 
Upon  its  oyes.  his  hands  upon  its  hands. 
And  stretohea  him  on  the  nesh ;  the  flesh  waxed 

warm  : 
And  he  returned,  walked  to  and  fro  the  houm. 
And  went  up,  stretched  him  on  the  flesh  again, 
And  the  eyes  opened.    'T  is  a  credible  feat 
With  the  right  man  and  way. 

Enough  of  me ! 
The  Book  I    I  turn  its  medicinable  leaves 
In  London  now  till,  as  in  Florence  erst, 
A  spirit  laughs  and  leaps  through  every  limb. 
Ana  lights  my  eye,  and  lifts  me  by  the  hair. 
Letting  me  have  mv  will  again  with  these 
—  How  title  I  the  dead  alive  once  more  ? 

Count  Guide  Franceschini  the  Aretine, 
Descended  of  an  ancient  house,  though  poor, 
A  beak^noeed  bushv*bearded  black-haired  lord, 
Lean,  pidlid,  low  of  stature  yet  robust. 
Fifty  years  old,  —  havii^)^  four  years  1^0 
Married  Pompilia  Comparini,  young. 
Good,  beautitul,  at  Rome,  where  she  was  bom. 
And  brought  her  to  Arezzo,  where  they  lived 
Unhappy  lives,  whatever  curse  the  cause,  — 
This  husband,  taking  four  accomplices. 
Followed  this  wife  to  Rome,  where  she  was  fled 
From  their  Arezzo  to  find  peace  again. 
In  convoy,  eight  months  earlier,  of  a  priest, 
Aretine  slso,  of  still  nobler  birth, 
Giuse|>pe  Caponsaoehi.  —  caught  her  there 
Quiet  in  a  villa  on  a  Cnristmas  night. 
With  only  Pietro  and  VioUmte  by. 
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Both  her  putative  parents  ;  killed  the  three, 
Afired  they,  seventy  each,  and  she,  seventeen, 
And,  twu  weeks  since,  the  mother  of  his  babe 
First-born  and  heir  to   what    the   style    was 

worth 
()'  the  Guido  who  determined,  dared  and  did 
This  deed  just  as  he  purposed  point  by  point. 
Then,  beut  upon  escape,  but  hotly  pressed, 
And   captured   with  hiB  co-ruates  tluit  same 

nigrht. 
He,  brought  to  triid,  stood  on  this  defenoe  — 
Injury  to  his  honor  caused  the  act ; 
And  since  his  wife  was  false,  (as  manifest^ 
By  flisrht  from  home  in  such  companionship,) 
Death,  punishment  deserved  of  the  false  wife 
And  faithless  parents  who  abetted  her 
I*  the  fligrht  aforesaid,  wronged  nor  God  nor 

man. 
**  Nor  false  she,  nor  yet  faithless  they,'^  replied 
The     aoouser ;    **  cloaked   and     masked   this 

murder  glooms ; 
True  was  Pompilia,  loyal  too  the  pair ; 
Out  of  the  man^s  own  heart  a  monster  curled. 
Which  —  crime    coiled    with    connivancy    at 

crime  — 
His  victim^s  breast,  he  tells  you,  hatched  and 

reared ; 
Uncoil  we  and  stretch  stark  the  worm  of  hell  1 " 
A  month  the  trial  swayed  this  way  and  that 
£re  judgment  settled  aown  on  Ghudo's  guilt ; 
Then  was  the  Pope,  that  good  Twelfth  Innocent, 
Appealed  to :  who  well  weighed  what  went  be- 
fore, 
AfElrmed  the  guilt  and  gave  the  guilty  doom. 

Let  this  old  woe  step  on  the  stage  again  I 
Act  itself  o^er  anew  for  men  to  judve. 
Not  by  the  very  sense  and  sight  indeed  — 
(Which  take  at  best  imperfect  cognizance. 
Since,  how  heart  moves  brain,  and  how   both 

move  hand. 
What  mortal  ever  in  entirety  saw  ?) 
—  No  dose  of  purer  truth  than  man  digests,  ^ 
But  truth  with  falsehood,  milk  that  feeds  him 

now. 
Not  strong  meat  he  may   get  to   bear  some 

day  — 
To  wit,  by  voices  we  call  evidence. 
Uproar  in  the  echo,  live  fact  deadened  down. 
Talked  over,  bruited  abroad,  whispered  away, 
Yet  helping  us  to  all  we  seem  to  hear : 
For  how  else  know  we  save  by  worth  of  word  ? 

Here  are  the  voices  presently  shall  sound 
In  due  succession.    First,  the  world^s  outcry 
Around  the  rush  and  ripple  of  any  fact 
Fallen  stonewise,  plumb  on  the  smooth  face  of 

things ; 
The  world  a  guess,  as  it  crowds  the  bank  o*  the 

pool. 
At  what  were  figure  and  substance,  by  their 

splash : 
Then,  by  vibrations  in  the  general  mind, 
At  deptn  of  deed  already  out  of  reach. 
This  threefold  murder  of  the  day  before,  — 
Say,   Half-Rome*s   feel  after    the   vanished 

truth ; 
Honest  enough,  as  the  way  is :  all  the  same, 


Harboring  in  the  centre  of  its  sense 

A  hidden  germ  of  failure,  shy  but  sure. 

To  neutnJize  that  honesty  and  leave 

That  feel  for  truth  at  fault,  as  Uie  wa^  is  too. 

(Some  prepoasesiiion  such  as  starts  amiss, 

By  but  ahair^s  breadth  at  the  shoulder-blade, 

Tne  arm  o^  the  feeler,  dip  he  ne'er  so  bold  ; 

^H)  leads  arm  waveringly,  lets  fall  wide 

O'  the  mark  its  finger,  sent  to  find  and  fix 

Truth  at  the  bottom,  that  deceptive  sjieok. 

With  this  Half-Rome,  —  the  source  of  swervinsr* 

call 
Over-belief  in  Guide's  right  and  wrong 
Rather  than  in  Pompilia's  wrong  and  right : 
Who  shall  say  how,  who  shall  say  why  ?    'T  is 

there  — 
The  instinctive  theorizing  whence  a  fact 
Looks  to  the  eye  as  the  eye  likes  the  look. 
Gossip  in  a  public  place,  a  samplti-speech. 
Some  worthy,  with  his  previous  hint  to  find 
A  husband's  side  the  safer,  and  no  whit 
Aware  he  is  not  iEaous  the  while,  — 
How  such  an  one  supposes  and  states  fact 
To  whosoever  of  a  multitude 
Will  listen,  and  perhaps  prolong  thereby 
Thenot-nnpleasant  flutter  at  the  breast, 
Bom  of  a  certain  spectacle  shut  in 
By   the  church   Lorenxo   opposite.    80,  they 

lounge 
Midway  the  mouth  o'  the  street,  on  Corso  side, 
^Twixt  palace  Fiano  and  palace  Ruspoli, 
Linger  and  listen  ;  keeping  clear  o*  tlie  crowd. 
Yet  wishful  one  could  lend  tliat  crowd  tme^s 

eyes, 
(So  universal  is  its  pli^rue  of  s(|uint) 
And  make  hearts  oeat  our  tune  that  flatter 

false: 
—  All  for  the  truth^s  sake,  mere  truth,  nothingr 

else ! 
How  Half-Rome  found  for  Guide  much  ex- 
cuse. 

Next,  from  Rome's  other  half,  the  opposite 

feel 
For  truth  with  a  like  swerve,  like  unsuccess,  — 
Or  if  success,  by  no  skill  but  more  luck. 
This  time,  through  siding  rather  with  the  wife 
Because  a  fancy-fit  inclined  that  way. 
Than  with  the  husband.    One  wears  drab,  one 

pink ; 
Who  wears  pink,  ask  him  **"  Which  shall  ¥rin 

the  race. 
Of  coupled  ninnero  like  as  egff  and  egg  ?" 
**  —  Why,  if  I  must  choose,  he  with  the  pink 

scarf." 
Doubtless  for  some  such  reason  choice  fell  here. 
A  piece  of  public  talk  to  correspond 
At  the  next  stage  of  the  story ;  just  a  day 
Let  pass  and  new  day  brinss  the  proper  change. 
Anotlier  sample-speech  i'  tne  market-place 
O'  the  Barberini  by  the  Capuoins ; 
Where  the  old  Triton,  at  his  fountain-sport, 
Bernini's  creature  plated  to  the  paps, 
PuiFs  up  steel  sleet  which  breaks  to  diamond 

dust, 
A  soray  of  sparkles  snorted  from  his  conch, 
Hign  over  the  caritellas,  out  o*  the  way 
0*  the  motley  merchandising  multitude. 
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Onr  murder  has  been  done  three  days  ajcOf 
The  frost  is  over  and  gone,  the  south  wind 

laughs, 
And,  to  the  very  tiles  of  each  i*ed  roof 
A-smoke  i'  the  sunshine,  Kome  lies  gc^  and 

glad : 
So,  listen  how,  to  the  other  half  of  Rome, 
Pompilia  seemed  a  saint  and  martyr  both  I 

Then,  yet  another  day  let  oome  and  go. 
With  pause  prelusive  still  of  novelty, 
Hear  a  fresh  speaker !  — neither  this  nor  that 
Half-Rome  aforesaid ;  something  bred  of  both : 
One  and  one  breed  the  inevitable  three. 
Such  is  the  personage  haran^es  you  next ; 
The  elaborated  product,  terlium  quid  : 
Rome's  first  commotion  in  subsidence  gives 
The  curd  o'  the  cream,  flower  o'  the  wheat,  as 

it  were. 
And  finer  sense  o*  the  city.    Is  this  plain  ? 
You  get  a  reasoned  statement  of  the  case. 
Eventual  verdict  of  the  curious  few 
Who  care  to  sift  a  business  to  the  bran 
Nor  coarsely  bolt  it  like  the  simpler  sort. 
Here,  after  ignorance,  instruction  speaks  ; 
Here,  clarity  of  candor,  history^s  soul. 
The  critical  mind,  in  short :  no  goasip-gueas. 
What  the  superior  social  section  thinks, 
In  person  of  some  man  of  qualitv 
Who  —  breathing  musk  from  lace-work    and 

brocade, 
His  solitaire  amid  the  flow  of  frill. 
Powdered  peruke  on  nose,  and  bi^  at  back, 
And  oane  dependent  from  the  ruffled  wrist  — 
Harangues  in  silvery  and  selectest  phrase 
*Neath  waxlight  in  a  gloiified  saloon 
Where  mirrors  multiply  the  girandole  : 
Courting  the  a^robation  of  no  mob. 
But  Eminence  This  and  All-Illustrious  That 
Who  take  snnfF  softly,  range  in  well-bred  ring, 
Card-table-quitters  for  observance'  sake, 
Around  the  argument,  the  rational  word  — 
Still,   spite  its  weight  and  worth,  a  sample- 
speech. 
How  Quality  dissertated  on  the  case. 

So  much  for  Rome  and  rumor ;  smoke  comes 

first: 
Ouoe  let  smoke  rise  untroubled,  we  descry 
Clearlier  what  tongues  of  flame  may  spire  and 

spit 
To  eye  and  ear,  each  with  appropriate  tinge 
According  to  its  food,  or  pure  or  foul. 
The  actors,  no  mere  rumors  of  the  act. 
Intervene.    First  yon  hear  Count  Guide's  voice. 
In  a  small  chamber  that  adjoins  the  court. 
Where  Governor  and  Judges,  summoned  thence, 
Tommati,  Venturini  and  the  rest. 
Find  the  accused  ripe  for  declaring  truth. 
iSof trcushioned  sits  he ;  yet  shifts  seat,  shirks 

touch. 
As,  with  a  twitchy  brow  and  wincing  lip 
And  cheek  that  changes  to  all  kinds  of  white, 
He  proffers  his  defence,  in  tones  subdued 
Near  to  mock-mildness  now,  so  mournful  seems 
The  obtuser  sense  truth  fails  to  satisfy  ; 
Now,  moved,  from  pathos  at  the  wroi^  endured, 
To  passion  ;  for  the  natural  man  is  roused 


At  fools  who  fiist  do  wrong,  then  pour  the  blame 
Of  their  wrong^oin^,  Satan-like,  on  Job. 
Also  his  tongue  at  tmies  is  hard  to  curb ; 
Incisive,  nign  satiric  bites  the  phrase. 
Rough-raw,  yet  somehow  claiming  privilege 

—  It  is  so  hard  for  shrewdness  to  admit 

Folly  means  no  harm  when  she  calls  black 
white  I 

—  Eruption  momentary  at  the  most. 
Modified  forthwith  by  a  fall  o'  the  nre. 

Sage aoquimoenoe  ;  for  the  world's  the  world. 
And,  what  it  errs  in.  Judges  rectify  : 
He  feels  he  has  a  fist,  then  folds  his  arms 
Crosswise  and  makes  his  mind  up  to  be  meek. 
And  never  once  does  he  detacli  his  eye 
From  those  ranged  there  to  slay  hira  or  to  save. 
But  does  his  best  man's-servioe  for  himself. 
Despite, — what  twitches  brow  and  makes  lip 

wince,  — 
His  limbs'  late  taste  of  what  was  called  the 

Cord, 
Or  Vigil-torture  more  facetiously. 
Even  so  ;  they  were  wont  to  tease  the  truth 
Out  of  loth  witness  (toying,  trifling  time) 
By  torture :  't  was  a  trick,  a  vice  of  the  age, 
Here,  there  and  everywhere,  what  would  you 

have? 
Religion  used  to  tell  Humanity 
She  gave  him  warrant  or  denied  him  course. 
And  since  the  course  was  much  to  his  own  mind, 
Of  pinching  flesh  and  puUing  bone  from  bone 
To  unhusk  truth  a-hiding  in  its  huUs, 
Nor  whisper  of  a  warning  stopped  the  way, 
He,  in  their  joint  behalf,  the  burlv  slave. 
Bestirred  him,  mauled  and  maimed  all  recusants, 
While,  prim  in  place.  Religion  overlooked  ; 
And  so  nad  done  till  doomsday,  never  a  sign 
Nor  sound  of  interference  from  her  mouth. 
But  that  at  last  the  burly  slave  wiped  brow, 
Let  eye  give  notice  as  if  soul  were^  there. 
Muttered  ^"T  is  a  vile  trick,  foolish  more  than 

vile, 
Should  have  been  counted  sin ;  I  make  it  so : 
At  anv  rate  no  more  of  it  for  me  — 
Nay,  lor  I  break  the  torture-engine  thus ! " 
Then  did  Relipon  start  up,  stare  amain. 
Look  round  ror  help  and  see  none,  smile  and 

say 
"  What,  broken  is  the  rack  ?    WeU  done  of 

thee  I 
Did  I  forget  to  abrogate  its  use  ? 
Be  the  mistake  in  common  with  us  both  ! 

—  One  more  fault  our  blind  aee  shall  answer  for, 
Down  in  my  book  denonncea  though  it  must  be 
Somewhere*    Henceforth  find  truth  by  milder 

means  I " 
Ah  but,  Religion,  did  we  wait  for  thee 
To  ope  the  book,  that  serves  to  sit  upon. 
And  pick  such  place  out,  we  should  wait  mdeed ! 
That  is  all  historv :  and  what  is  not  now. 
Was  then,  defenaants  found  it  to  their  cost. 
How  Guiao,  after  being  tortured,  spoke. 

Also  hear  Caponsacchi  who  comes  next, 

Man  and  pneat  —  could  you  comprehend  the 

coil  I  — 
In  days  when  that  was  rife  which  now  is  rare. 
How,  mingling  each  its  multifarious  wires, 
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Now  heaven,  now  earth,  now  heaveu  aud  earth 

at  once, 
Had  plucked  at  and  perplexed  their  puppet 

Iiere, 
Played  off  the  young  frank  personable  priest ; 
iSworn  fast  aud  tonsured  plaiu  heaveu^s  celibate, 
And  yet  earth^s  clear-accepted  servitor, 
A  courtly  spiritual  Cupid,  squire  of  dames 
Bv  law  of  love  and  mandate  of  the  mode. 
The  Church's  own,  or  why  parade  her  seal, 
Wherefore  that  chrism  and  consecrative  work  ? 
Yet  verily  the  world's,  or  why  go  badged 
A  prince  of  sonneteers  and  lutanists, 
Show  color  of  each  vanity  in  vogue 
Borne  with  decorum  due  on  blameless  breast  ? 
All  that  is  changed  now,  as  he  tells  the  court 
How  he  had  played  the  part  excepted  at ; 
Tells  it,  moreover,  now  the  second  time : 
Since,  for  his  cause  of  scandal,  his  own  share 
I'  the  flight  from  home  and  husband  of  the  wife, 
He  has  been  censured,  punished  in  a  sort 
By  relegation,  —  exile,  we  should  sa}', 
To  a  short  distance  for  a  little  time,  — 
Whence  he  is  summoned  on  a  sudden  now, 
Informed  that  she,  he  thought  to  save,  is  lost, 
And,  in  a  breath,  bidden  re-tell  his  tale. 
Since  the  first  telling  somehow  missed  effect. 
And  then  advise  in  the  matter.   There  stands  he. 
While  the  same  grim  black-panelled  chamber 

blinks 
As  though  rubbed  shiny  with  the  sins  of  Rome 
Told  the  same  oak  for  ages  —  wave-washed  wall 
Against  which  sets  a  sea  of  wickedness. 
There,  where  you  yesterday  heard  Guido  speak, 
Speaks  Caponsaccni ;  and  there  face  him  too 
Tommati,  Ventnrini  and  the  rest 
Who,  eight  mouths  earlier,  scarce  repressed  the 

smile, 
Forewent  the  wink ;  waived  recognition  so 
Of  peccadillos  incident  to  youth. 
Especially  youth  high-bom ;  for  youth  means 

love. 
Vows  can't  change  nature,  priests  are  only  men. 
And  love  likes  stratagem  and  subterfuge  : 
Which  age,  that  once  was  youth,  should  recog- 
nize. 
May  blame,  but  needs  not  press  too  hard  upon. 
Here  sit  the  old  Judges  then,  but  with  no  grace 
Of  reverend  carriage,  magisterial  port.. 
For  why  ?    The  accused  of  eight  months  since, 

—  the  same 
WTio  cut  the  conscious  figure  of  a  fool. 
Changed  countenance,  dropped  bashful  gaze  to 

ground. 
While  hesitating  for  an  answer  then,  — 
Now  is  grown  judge  himself,  terrifies  now 
This,  now  the  other  culprit  called  a  judge. 
Whose  turn  it  is  to  stammer  and  look  strange. 
As    he    speaks   rapidly,   angrily,  speech    that 

smites : 
And  they  keep  silence,  bear  blow  after  blow. 
Because  the  seeming-solitary  man. 
Speaking  for  God,  ma^  have  an  audience  too. 
Invisible,  no  discreet  judge  provokes. 
How  the  priest  Caponsacchi  said  his  say. 

Then  a  soul  sighs  its  lowest  and  its  last 

After  the  loud  ones,  —  so  much  breath  remains 


Unused  by  the  four-dajra'-dying ;  for  site  lived 
Thus  long,  miraculously  long,  't  was  thought. 
Just  that  Pompilia  might  defend  herself. 
How,  while  the  hireling  and  the  alien  stoop. 
Comfort,  yet  question,  — Bince  the  time  is  brief, 
And  folk,  allowably  inquisitive. 
Encircle  the  low  pallet  where  she  lies 
In  the  good  house  that  helps  the  poor  to  die,  — 
PompiUa  tells  the  story  of  tier  life. 
For  triend  and  lover,  —  leech  and  man  of  law 
Do  service  ;  busy  helnful  miuistrants 
As  varied  in  their  caUii^  as  their  mind. 
Temper  and  a^  :  and  yet  from  all  of  these. 
About  the  white  bed  under  the  arched  roof. 
Is  somehow,  as  it  were,  evolved  a  one,  — 
Small  separate  sympathies  combined  and  large. 
Nothings   that   were,  grown   something   very 

much : 
As  if  the  bystanders  gave  each  his  straw. 
All  he  had,^  though  a  trifle  in  itself. 
Which,  plaited  all  together,  made  a  Cross 
Fit  to  die  looking  on  and  praying  witli, 
Just  as  well  as  if  ivory  or  gold. 
So,  to  the  common  kindliness  she  speaks. 
There  being  scarce  more  privacy  at  the  last 
For  mind  than  body :  but  she  is  used  to  bear. 
And  only  unused  to  the  brotherlv  look. 
How  she  endeavored  to  explain  her  life. 

Then,  since  a  Trial  ensued,  a  touch  o^  the  same 
To  sober  us,  flustered  with  frothy  talk. 
And  teach  our  common  sense  its  helplessness. 
For  why  deal  simply  with  diviiiing-z^. 
Scrape  where  we  tanoy  secret  sources  flow. 
And  ignore  law,  the  recognized  machine. 
Elaborate  display  of  pipe  and  wheel 
Framed  to  unchoke,  pump  up  and  pour  apace 
Truth  till  a  flowery  foam  shall  wash  the  world  ? 
The  patent  truth-extracting  process,  —  ha  ? 
Let  us  make  that  grave  mystery  turn  one  wheel. 
Give  you  a  single  grind  of  law  at  least ! 
One  orator,  of  two  on  either  side. 
Shall  teach  us  the  puissance  of  the  tongue 
—  That  is,  o*  the  pen  which  simulated  tongue 
On  paper  and  saved  all  except  the  sound 
Which  never  was.    Law's  speech  beside  law* 

thought? 

That  were  too  stunning,  too  immense  an  odds  : 
That  point  of  vantage  law  lets  noblv  pass. 
One  lawyer  shall  admit  us  to  behold 
The  manner  of  the  making  out  a  case. 
First  fashion  of  a  speech ;  the  chick  in  egg, 
Tlie  masteinpieoe  law's  bosom  incubates. 
How  Don  Giacinto  of  the  Arcangeli, 
Called  Procurator  of  the  Poor  at  Rome. 
Now  advocate  for  Guido  and  his  mates,  — 
The  jolly  learned  man  of  middle  age. 
Cheek  and  jowl  all  in  laps  with  fat  aud  law. 
Mirthful  as  mighty,  vet,  as  great  hearts  use. 
Despite  the  name  ana  fame  Uiat  tempt  our  flesh, 
Constant  to  that  devotion  of  the  hearth. 
Still  captive  in  those  dear  domestic  ties !  — 
How  he,  —  having  a  cause  to  triumph  u  ith. 
All  kind  of  interests  to  keep  intact. 
More  than  one  efficacious  personage 
To  tranquillize,  conciliate  and  secure. 
And  above  all,  public  anxiety 
To  quiet,  show  its  Guido  in  good  hands,  — 
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Also,  as  if  snoh  burdens  were  too  liipht, 
A  certain  family-feast  to  claim  his  care, 
The  birthday^banquet  for  the  only  son  — 
Patemitv  at  smiling  strife  with  law  — 
How  he  brings  both  to  buckle  in  one  bond  ; 
And,  thick  at  throat,  with  waterish  under-eye, 
Turns  to  hv»  task  ana  settles  in  his  seat 
And  puts  his  utmost  means  hi  practice  now  : 
Wheezes  out  law-phrase,  whillies  Latin  forth. 
And,  just  as  though  roast  lamb  would  never 

be, 
Makes  logic  levigate  the  big  crime  small : 
Rubs  palm  on  palm,  rakes  foot  with  itchy  foot, 
Ck»nceives  and  mchoat.6s  the  argument. 
Sprinkling  each  flower  appropriate  to  the  time, 
—  Ovidian  quip  or  Ciceronian  crank, 
A-bnbble  in  the  lanrnx  while  he  laughs. 
As  he  had  fritters  deep  down  frying  there. 
How  he  turns,  twiitB,  and  tries  the  oily  thing 
Shall  be  —  first  speech  for   Guido  Against  the 

FlBC. 

Then  with  a  skip  as  it  were  from  heel  to  head, 
Leaving  jrourselves  fill  up  the  middle  bulk 
O^  the  Trial,  reconstruct  its  shape  augnst, 
WroTo.  such  exordium  clap  we  to  the  close  ; 
Give  you.  if  we  dare  wing  to  such  a  height, 
The  absolute  ^lory  in  some^  f ull-i>:rown  soeech 
On  the  other  side,  some  finished  butterfly. 
Some  breathing  diamond-flake  with  leaf-gold 

fans, 
That  takes  the  air,  no  trace  of  worm  it  was. 
Or  cabbage-bed  it  had  production  from. 
Giovambattista  o*  the  oottini,  Fisc, 
Pompilia's  patron  by  the  chance  of  the  hour. 
To-morrow  her  persecutor,  —  composite,  he. 
As  becomes  who  must  meet  such  various  calls  — 
Odds  of  age  joined  in  him  with  ends  of  youth. 
A  man  of  ready  smile  and  facile  tear. 
Improvised  hopes,  despairs  at  nod  and  beck, 
And  language  —  ah,  the  gift  of  eloquence  ! 
Language  that  goes,  goes,  easy  as  a  glove. 
O'er  good  and  evil,  smoothens  both  to  one. 
Rashness  helps  caution  with  him,  fires  the  straw, 
In  free  enthusiastic  careless  fit. 
On  the  first  proper  pinnacle  of  rock 
Which  offers,  as  reward  for  all  that  zeal. 
To  lure  some  bark  to  founder  and  bring  gain : 
While  calm  sits  Caution,  rapt  with  heavenward 

eye, 
A  true  confessor's  gaze,  amid  the  glare 
Beaconing  to  the  breaker,  death  and  hell. 
**  WeU  done,  thou  good  and  faithful  I ''  she  ap- 
proves: 
'*  Hadst  thou  let  slip  a  fagot  to  the  beach. 
The  crew  might  surely  spy  thy  precipice 
And  save  their  boat ;  the  simple  and  the  slow 
Mierht  so,  forsooth,  forestall  tne  wrecker's  fee  ! 
Let  the  next  crew  be  wise  and  hail  in  time  !  " 
Just  80  compounded  is  the  outside  man. 
Blue  juvenile  pure  eye  and  pippin  cheek. 
And  brow  all  prematurely  soiled  and  seamed 
With  sudden  a{?e,  bright  devastated  hair. 
Ah,  but  you  miss  the  very  tones  o'  the  voice. 
The  scrannel  pipe  that  screams  in  heights  of 

head. 
As,  in  his  modest  studio,  all  alone. 
The  tall  wight  stands    artiptoe,  strives   and 
strainSf 


Both  eyes  shut,  like  the  cockerel  that  would 

crow. 
Tries  to  his  own  self  amorously  o'er 
What  never  will  be  uttered  else  than  so  ~- 
Siuoe  to  the  four  walls.  Forum  and  Mars'  Hill, 
Speaks  out  the    poesy  which,  penned,  turns 

prose. 
Clavecmist  debarred  his  instrument. 
He  yet  thrums  —  shirking  neither  turn  nor  tnll, 
With  desperate  finger  on  dumb  table-edge  — 
The  sovereign  rondo,  shall  conclude  his  Suite, 
Charm  an  imaspnary  audience  there. 
From  old  CoreUi  to  young  Haendel,  both 
I'  the  flesh  at  Rome,  ere  ne  perforce  go  print 
The  cold  black    score,  mere    music    lor  the 

mind  — 
The  last  speech  against  Guido  and  his  gang. 
With  special  end  to  prove  Pompilia  pure. 
How  the  Fisc  vindicates  Pompuia's  fame. 

Then  comes  the  all  but  end,  the  ultimate 
Judgment    save    yours.     Pope    Innocent  the 

Twelfth, 
Simple,  SM^ions,  mild  yet  resolute. 
With  prudence,  probitv  and  —  what  beside 
From  the  other  world  ne  feels  impress  at  times, 
Having  attained  to  fourscore  years  and  six,  — 
How,  when  the  court  found  Guido  and  the  rest 
Guilty,  but  law  supplied  a  subterfuge 
And  passed  the  final  sentence  to  the  Pope, 
Hcj  bringing  his  intelligence  to  bear 
This  last  time  on  what  ball  behoves  him  drop 
In  the  urn,  or  white  or  black,  does  drop  a  black, 
Send  five  souls  more  to  just  precede  his  own. 
Stand  him  in  stead  and  witness,  if  need  were. 
How  he  is  wont  to  do  God's  work  on  earth. 
The  manner  of  his  sitting  out  the  dim 
Droop  of  a  sombre  February  day 
In  the  nlain  doset  where  he  does  such  work. 
With,  rrora  all  Peter's  treasu^,  one  stool. 
One  table  and  one  lathen  oruafiz. 
There  sits  the  Pope,  hit  thoughts  for  company ; 
Grave  but  not  sad, — nay,  something  like  a 

cheer 
Leaves  the  lips  free  to  be  benevolent. 
Which,  all  day  long,  did  duty  firm  and  fast. 
A  cherishing  uiere  is  of  foot  and  knee, 
A  chafing  loose-skinned  large-veined  hand  with 

hand, — 
What  steward  but  knows  when  stewardship 

earns  its  wage. 
May  levy  praise,  anticipate  the  lord  ? 
He  reads,  notes,  lays  the  papers  down  at  last. 
Muses,  then  takes  a  turn  about  the  room ; 
Unclasps  a  huge  tome  in  an  antique  guise, 
Primitive  print  and  t4)ngue  lialf  obsolete, 
That  stands  him  in  diuraal  stead  ;  opes  page. 
Finds  place  where  falls  the  passage  to  be  conned 
According  to  an  order  long  in  use : 
And,  as  he  comes  upon  the  evening's  chance. 
Starts  somewhat,  solemnizes  straight  his  smile, 
Then  reads  aloud  that  portion  first  to  last. 
And  at  the  end  lets  fiow  his  own  thoughts  forth 
Likewise  aloud,  for  respite  and  relief, 
Till  by  the  dreary  relics  of  the  west 
Wan  through  the  half-moon  window,  all  his 

Ught, 
He  bows  the  head  while  the  lips  move  in  prayer, 
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Writes  some  three  brief  lines,  signs  and  seals 

the  same, 
Tinkles  a  hand-bell,  bids  the  obseqnioos  Sir 
Who  puts  foot  presently  o'  the  dosetrsill 
He  watched  outside  of,  bear  as  supersoribed 
That  mandate  to  the  Governor  forthwith : 
Then  heaves  abroad  his  cares  in  one  good  sigh, 
Traveises  corridor  with  no  arm's  help. 
And  so  to  sup  as  a  clear  consoienoe  snoold. 
The  manner  of  the  judgment  of  the  Pope. 

Then  must  speak  Guido  yet  a  second  time, 
Satan's  old  saw  being  apt  here  —  skin  for  skin. 
All  a  man  hath  that  will  he  give  for  life. 
While  life  was  graspable  ana  gainable. 
And  bird-like  buzzed  her  wings  round  Guido's 

brow. 
Not  much  truth  stiffened  out  the  web  of  words 
He  wove  to  catoh  her :  when  away  she  flew 
And  death  came,  death's  breath  nvelled  up  the 

lies, 
Left  bare  the  metal  thread,  the  fibre  fine 
Of  truth,  i'  the  spinning :  the  true  words  shone 

last. 
How  Guido,  to  another  purpose  quite. 
Speaks  and  despairs,  the  last  nignt  of  his  life, 
In  that  New  Prison  by  Castle  AjDgelo 
At  the  bridge-foot:  the  same  man,  another 

voice. 
On  a  stone  bench  in  a  dose  fetid  cell, 
Where  the  hot  vapor  of  an  agonv, 
Struck  into  drops  on  the  ooldwall,  mns  down  — 
Horrible  worms  made  out  of  sweat  and  tears  — 
There  crouch,  wellnigh  to  the  knees  in  dungeon- 
straw, 
Lit  by  the  sole  lamp  suffered  for  their  sake, 
Two  awe-struck  fignres,  this  a  Cardinal, 
That  an  Abate,  both  of  old  styled  friends 
O'  the  thing  j;>art  man,  part  monster  in  the  midst, 
So  changed  is  Franceschini's  gentle  blood. 
The  tiger-cat  screams  now,  that  whined  before. 
That  pried  and  tried  and  trod  so  {pngerly. 
Till  in  its  siUdness  the  trap-teeth  joined ; 
Then  you  know  how  the  bristling  fury  foams. 
They  usten,  this  wrapped  in  his  folds  of  red. 
While  his  feet  fnmble  for  the  filth  below ; 
The  other,  as  beseems  a  stouter  heart, 
Working  his  best  with  beads  and  cross  to  ban 
The  enemy  that  comes  in  like  a  flood 
Spite  of  the  standard  set  up,  verily 
And  in  no  trope  at  all,  against  him  there : 
For  at  the  prison-f^te,  just  a  few  steps 
Outside,  already,  m  the  doubtful  dawn. 
Thither,  from  tnis  side  and  from  that,  slow 

sweep 
And  settle  dowit  in  silence  solidlv. 
Crow-wise,  the  frightful  Brotherhood  of  Death. 
Black-hatted  and  black-hooded  huddle  they. 
Black  rosaries  a-dan^ling  from  each  waist ; 
So  take  they  their  gnm  station  at  the  door, 
T<»tsheslit,  skuU-and-crossbones-bannerspread, 
And  that  gigantic  Christ  with  open  arms. 
Grounded.    Nor  lacks  there  aught  but  that  the 

group 
Break  fortn,  intone  the  lamentable  psalm, 
**  Out  of    the  deeps.   Lord,  have    I  cried  to 

thee ! "  — 
When  inside,  from  the  tme  profound,  a  sign 


Shall  bear  intelligence  that  the  foe  is  foiled. 
Count  Guido  Franceschini  has  oonfessed. 
And  is  absolved  and  reconciled  with  God. 
Then  they,  intoning,  may  hogin  their  maivh. 
Make  by  the  longest  way  for   the   People's 

Square, 
Carry  the  criminal  to  his  crime's  award : 
A  mob  to  cleave,  a  scaffolding  to  reach. 
Two  gallows  and  Mannaia  crowning  all. 
How  Guido  made  defence  a  second  time. 

Finally,  even  as  thus  by  step  and  step 

I  led  you  from  the  level  of  to-day 

Up  to  the  summit  of  so  long  ago, 

Here,  whence  I  point  you  the  wide  prospect 

round  — 
Let  me,  by  like  steps,  slope  yon  back  to  smooth^ 
Land  you  on  motheivearth,  no  whit  the  worse. 
To  feed  o'  the  fat  o'  the  furrow  :  free  to  dweU. 
Taste  our  time's  better  things  profusely  spruia 
For  all  who  love  the  level,  com  and  wine. 
Much  cattle  and  the  many-folded  fleeoe. 
Shall  not  my  friends  go  feast  again  on  sward. 
Though  cognizant  of  country  in  the  clouds 
Higher  than  wistful  eagle's  homy  eye 
Ever  unclosed  for,  'mid  ancestral  crags. 
When  morning  broke  and  Spring  wasbaok  onoe 

more. 
And  he  died,  heaven,  saye  by  his  heart,  nn- 

reachea? 
Tet  heaven  my  fancy  lifts  to,  ladder-like,  ^- 
As  Jack   reached,  nolpen  of   his   beanstalk- 
rungs  I 

A  novel  country :  I  might  make  it  mine 
By  ohosii^  which  one  aspect  of  the  year 
Suited  mood  best,  and  putting  solely  that 
On  panel  somewhere  in  the  Itouse  of  Fame, 
Landscaping  what  I  saved,  not  what  I  saw  : 
—  Might  fix  you,  whether  frost  in  goblin-time 
Startled  the  moon  with  his  abrupt  bright  laugh. 
Or,  August's  hair  afloat  in  filmy  fire. 
She  fell,  arms  wide,  face  foremost  on  the  world. 
Swooned  there  and  so  singed  out  the  strength 

of  things. 
Thus  were  abolished  Spring  and  Autumn  both. 
The  land  dwarfed  to  one  likeness  of  the  land. 
Life   cramped  oorpse-fsshion.     Rather  learn 

and  love 
Each  facet-flash  of  the  revolving  year  I  — 
Red,  green  and  blue  that  whirl  into  a  white, 
The  variance  now,  the  eventual  unity, 
Which  make  the  miracle.     See  it  for  your- 
selves. 
This  man's  act,  changeable  because  alive ! 
Action  now  shrouds,  nor  shows  the  informing 

thought ; 
Man,  like  a  glass  ball  with  a  spark  antop. 
Out  of  the  magic  fire  that  lurks  inside. 
Shows  one  tint  at  a  time  to  take  the  eye: 
Which,  let  a  finger  touch  tJie  silent  sleep. 
Shifted  a  hair's-breadth  shoots  you  dark  for 

bright, 
Suffuses  bright  with  dark,  and  baffles  so 
Tour  sentence  absolute  for  shine  or  shade. 
Once  set  such  orbs,  — white  styled,  Uack  stip 

matized,  — 
A-rolling,  see  them  once  on  the  other  side 
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Your  good  men  and  yonr  bad  men  everj  one. 

From  Giiido  Franoeechini  to  Gny  Faux, 

OH  wonld  you  rub  your  eyes  and  change  your 


Sncb,  Britiah  Pablio.  ye  who  like  me  not, 
(Qod  loye  you !)  —  wnom  I  yet  have  hibored  for, 
Perehanoe  more  careful  whoBo  rune  may  read 
Than  erst  when  all,  it  seemed,  could  nuwl  who 

ran, — 
Perehanoe   more   earless    whoeo   reads   may 

praise 
Than  fate  when  he  who  praised  and  read  and 

wrote 
Was  apt  to  find  himself  the  selfsame  me,  — 
iSueh  labor  had  such  issue,  so  I  wrought 
This  arc,  by  furtherance  of  such  alloy, 
And  so,  by  one  spirt,  take  away  its  traoe 
Till,  juslanably  golden,  rounds  my  ring. 

A  ring  without  a  poey,  and  that  ring  mine  ? 

0  lyrie  LoTC,  half  angel  and  half  bird, 
And  sAi  a  wonder  and  a  wild  desire,  — 
Boldest  of  hearts  that  oyer  braved  the  sun. 
Took  sanctuary  within  the  holier  blue. 
And  sang  a  kindred  soul  out  to  his  face,  — 
Yet  human  at  the  red-ripe  of  the  heart  — 
When  the  first  summons  from  the  darkling 

earth 
Reached  thee  amid  thy  chambers,  blanched 

their  blue. 
And  bared  them  of  the  glory  —  to  drop  down. 
To  toil  for  man,  to  suffer  or  to  die,  — 
This  is  the  same  voice:    can  thy  soul  know 

change? 
Hail  then,  and  hearken  from  the  realms  of  help ! 
Never  mav  I  commence  my  song,  mv  due 
To  God  who  beet  taught  son^  by  gift  of  thee. 
Except  with  bent  head  and  beseeching  hand  — 
That  still,  despite  the  distance  and  the  dark. 
What  was,  again  may  be ;  some  interchange 
Of  grace,  some  splendor  once  thy  very  thought, 
Some  benediction  anciently  thy  smile : 
—  Never  conclude,  but  raising  hand  and  head 
Thither  where   eyes,  that  cannot  reach,  yet 

veam 
For  all  hope,  all  sustainment,  all  reward. 
Their  utmost  up  and  on,  —  so  blessing  back 
In  those  thy  realms  of  help,  that  heaven  thy 

home. 
Some  whiteness  which,  1  judge,  thy  face  makes 

proud, 
Some  wanness  where,  I  think,  thy  foot  may 

faUI 

II 
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What,  yon,  Sir,  come  too  ?    (Just  the  man  I  'd 

meet.) 
Be  ruled  by  me  and  have  a  care  o*  the  crowd : 
This  way,  while  fresh  folk  go  and  get  their 

gaze : 

1  ^11  teU  you  like  a  book  and  save  yonr  shins. 
fie,  what  a  roaring  day  we  Ve  had  !    Whose 

fault? 


Lorenzo  in  Luoina,  —  here  *s  a  church 
To  hold  a  crowd  at  need,  accommodate 
All  comers  from  the  Corso  !    If  this  crush 
Make  not  its  priests  ashamed  of  what  they 

show 
For  temple-room,  don*t  prick  them  to  draw 

purse 
And  down  with  bricks  and  mortar,  eke  us  out 
The  beggarly  transept  with  its  bit  of  apse 
Into  a  decent  space  for  Christian  ease. 
Why,  to-day's  lucky  pearl  is  cast  to  swine. 
Listen  and  estimate  toe  luck  they  've  had  1 
(The  right  man,  and  I  hold  him.) 

Sir,  do  you  see, 
They  laid  both  bodies  in  the  church,  tms  mom 
The  first  thing,  on  the  chancel  two  steps  up, 
Behind  the  lime  marble  balustrade ; 
Disposed  them,  Pietro  the  old  murdered  fool 
To  the  riffht  of  the  altar,  and  his  wretched  uife 
On  the  outer  side.    In  trying  to  count  stabs. 
People  supposed  Violante  showed  the  most. 
Till  somebody  explained  us  that  mistake  : 
His  wounds    haa    been   dealt  oat  indifferent 

where. 
But  she  took  all  her  stabbings  in  the  face. 
Since  punished  thus  solely  for  honoris  sake. 
Honoris  causd,^  that  ^s  the  proper  tenn. 
A  delicacy  there  is,  our  gallants  hold. 
When  you  avenge  your  honor  and  onlv  then. 
That  you  disfigure  the  subject,  fray  the  face. 
Not  just  take  life  and  end,  in  clownish  guise. 
It  was  Violante  gave  the  first  offence. 
Got  therefore  the  conspicuous  punishment : 
While  Pietro,  who  helped  merely,  his  mere 

death 
Answered  the  purpose,  so  his  face  went  free. 
We  fancied  even,  tree  as  you  please,  that  face 
Showed  itself  still  intolerably  wronged  ; 
Was  wrinkled  over  with  resentment  yet. 
Nor  calm  at  all,  as  murdered  faces  use. 
Once  the  worst  ended :  an  indignant  air 
O'  the  head  there  was  -*  H  is  said  the  body 

turned 
Round  and  awav,  rolled  from  Violante  ^s  side 
Where  they  had  laid  it  loving^husband-like. 
If  so,  if  corpses  can  be  sensitive, 
VHiv  did  not  he  roll  right  down  altar-step. 
Roll  on  through  nave,  roll  fairlv  out  of  church, 
Deprive  Lorenzo  of  the  spectacle. 
Pay  back  thus  the  succession  of  affronts 
Whereto  this  church  had  served  as  theatre  ? 
For  see  :  at  that  same  altar  where  he  lies. 
To  that  same  inch  of  step,  was  brought  the  babe 
For  blessing  after  baptism,  and  there  styled 
Pompilia,  and  a  string  of  names  beside. 
By  his  bad  wife,  some  seventeen  years  ago. 
Who  purchased  her  simplv  to  pakn  on  him. 
Flatter  his  dotage  and  aetraud  the  heirs. 
Wait  awhile  I    Also  to  this  very  step 
Did  this  Violante,  twelve  years  afterward. 
Bring,  the  mock-mother,  that  child-cheat  full- 
grown, 
Pompilia,  in  pursuance  of  her  plot. 
And  there  brave  God  and  man  a  second  time 
Bv  linking  a  new  victim  to  the  lie. 
There,  having  made  a  match  unknown  to  him, 
She,  still  unknown  to  Pietro,  tied  the  knot 
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Which  nothing  cuts  except  this  kiiid  of  knife ; 
Yes,  made  her  daaijrhter,  as  the  girl  was  held, 
Many  a  man,  and  honest  man  beside. 
And  man  of  birth  to  boot,  —  clandestinely 
Because  of  this,  because  of  that,  because 
O*  tlie  devil^s    will    to    work    his    worst    for 

once,  — 
Confident  she  could  top  her  part  at  need 
And,  when  her  husband  must  be  told  in  turn, 
Ply  tlie  wife's  trade,  play  off  the  sex's  trick 
And,  alternating  worry  with  quiet  qualms, 
Bravado  with  submissiveness,  prettily  fool 
Her  Pietro  into  patience:  so  it  proved.^ 
Ay,  'tis  four  years  since  man  and  wife  they 

pew. 
This  Guide  Franceschiui  and  this  same 
Pompilia,  foolishly  thought,  falsely  declared 
A  Comparini  and  the  couple's  child : 
Just  at  this  altar  where,  l>eneath  the  piece 
Of  Master  Guido  Reni,  Christ  on  cross, 
Second  to  naught  observable  in  Rome, 
That  couple  lie  now,  murdered  yestereve. 
£ven  the  blind  can  see  a  providence  here. 

From  dawn  till  now  that  it  is  mowing  dusk, 
A  multitude  has  flocked  and  filled  the  church. 
Coming  and  going,  coming  back  again. 
Till  to  count  crazed  one.    Rome  was  at  the 

show. 
People   climbed  up  the  columns,  fought  for 

spikes 
C  the  chapel-rail  to  perch  themselves  upon. 
Jumped  over  and  so  broke  the  wooden  work 
Painted  like  porphyry  i<o  deceive  tiie  eye  ; 
8erve  the  priests  right!    The  organ-loft  was 

crammed. 
Women  were  fainting,  no  few  fights  ensued, 
In  short,  it  was  a  show  repaid  your  pains : 
For,  though  their  room  was  scant  undoubtedly. 
Yet  they  did  maniH^e  matters,  to  be  just. 
A  little  at  this  Lorenzo.    Body  o'  me  I 
I  saw  a  body  exposed  once  .  .  .  never  mind  I 
Enough  that  here  the  bodies  had  their  due. 
No  stinginess  in  wax.  a  mw  all  round, 
And  one  big  taper  at  each  head  and  foot. 

So,  people  pushed  their  way,  and  took  their  turn. 
Saw,  threw  their  eyes  up,  crossed  tlieroselves, 

gave  place 
To  pressure  from  behind,  since  all  the  world 
Knew  tJie  old  pair,  could  talk  the  tragedy 
Over  from  first  to  last :  Pompilia  too,  ' 
Those    who   had    known    her  —  what 't    was 

worth  to  them ! 
Guide's  acquaintance  was  in  less  request ; 
The  Count  had  lomiged  somewhat  too  long  in 

Rome, 
Made  himself  cheap  ;  with  him  were  hand  and 

glove 
Barbers  and  blear-eyed,  as  the  ancient  sings. 
Also  he  is  alive  and  like  to  be : 
Had  he  considerately  died,  —  aha ! 
I  Jostled  Luca  Cini  on  his  staff, 
&lute  in  the  midst,  the  whole  man  one  amase. 
Staring  amain  and  crossing  brow  and  breast. 
*'  How  now  ?  "  asked  I.    '*  'T  is  seventy  years, 

quoth  he, 
Since  I  first  saw,  holding  my  father's  hand. 
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Bodies  set  forth  :  a  mauv  have  I  seen. 
Yet  all  was  poor  to  this  I  live  and  see. 
Here  the  world  's  wickedness  seals  up  the  sum : 
What  with  Molinos'  doctrine  and  this  deed. 
Antichrist  surely  comes  and  doomsday 's  near. 
May  I  depart  in  peace,  I  have  seen  my  see.** 
''  Depart  then,"  I  advised, ''  nor  block  the  road 
For   youngsters   still    behindhand    with   such 

sights  1" 
"  Why  no,"  rejoins  the  venerable  sire, 
*'  I  know  it 's  horrid,  hideous  past  belief. 
Burdensome  far  beymd  what  eye  can  bear ; 
But  they  do  promise,  when  Pompilia  dies 
I'  the  course  o'  the  day,  —and  she  can't  outlive 

night,  ■— 
The^  '11  oring  her  body  also  to  expose 
Beside  the  parents,  one,  two,  three  abreast ; 
That  were  indeed  a  sight  whidh,  might  I  see, 
I  trust  I  should  not  last  to  see  the  like !  " 
\yhereat  I  bade  the  senior  spare  his  shanks. 
Since  doctors  give  her  till  to-night  to  live. 
And  tell  us  how  the  butchery  fa«ppened.     ^*  Ah, 
But  you  can't  know  1 "  siglu  he,  "'I  'U  not  de- 
spair : 
Beside  I  'm  useful  at  explaining  things  — 
As,  how  the  dagger  laid  there  at  the  feet. 
Caused  the  peculiar  cuts ;  I  mind  its  make. 
Triangular  V  the  blade,  a  Genoese, 
Armed  with  those  little  hook-teeth  on  the  edge 
To^  open  in  the  flesh  nor  shut  again  : 
I  like  to  teach  a  novice :  I  shall  stay ! " 
And  stay  he  did,  and  stay  be  snre  he  will. 

A  personage  came  by  the  private  door 

At  noon  to  have  his  look  :  I  name  no  names  : 

Well  then,  His  Eminence  the  Cardinal, 

Whose  servitor  in  honorable  sort 

Guido   was   once,  the   same   who   made   tlie 

match, 
(Will  you  have  tlie  truth?)   whereof  we  see 

effect. 
Nu  sooner  whisper  ran  he  was  arrived 
Than  up  pops  Curate  Carlo,  a  brisk  lad. 
Who  never  lets  a  good  occasion  slip. 
And  volunteers  improving  the  event. 
We  looked  he  'd  give  the  history  s  self  some 

help. 
Treat  us  to  how  the  wife's  confession  went 
(This    inoming  she  confessed    her  crime,  we 

know) 
And,     mavbe,    throw    in    something   of     the 

Priest - 
If  he  's  not  oi'dered  back,  punished  anew, 
The  gallant,  Caponsacchi,  liUcifer 
I'  the  garden  where  Pompilia,  Eve-like,  lured 
Her  Adam  Guido  to  his  fault  and  fall.^ 
Think  you  wegot  a  sprig  of  speech  akin 
To  this  from  Carlo,  with  the  Cardinal  there  ? 
Too  wary  he  was,  too  widely  awake,  I  trow. 
He  did  the  murder  in  a  dozen  words ; 
Then  said  that  all  such  outrages  crop  forth 
I'  the  course  of  nature,  when  Molinos'  tares 
Are  sown  for  wheat,  flourish  and  choke  the 

^  Church: 
So  slid  on  to  the  abominable  sect 
And  the  philueopliio  sin  —  we  've  heard  all  that. 
And  the  Cardinal  too,  (who  book-made  on  the 

same) 
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But,  for  the  murder,  left  it  where  he  foand. 
Oh   but   he  *8  quick,  the    Curate,  luiude   his 

game ! 
And,  alter  all,  we  have  the  main  o*  the  fact  : 
Case  could  not  well  be  eiinpler,  —  mapped,  as  it 

were, 
We  follow  the  murder^s  maze  from  eonroe  to 


By  the  red  line,  past  mistake  :  one  seee  indeed 
Not  only  how  all  was  and  must  have  been. 
But  oannot  other  than  be  to  the  end  of  time. 
Turn  out  here  by  the  Ruspoli  I    Do  you  hold 
Guido  was  so  prodigiously  to  blame  ? 
A  certain  cousin  of  yours  has  told  you  so  ? 
Blxactly !     Here 's  a  friend  shall  set  you  right, 
Let  him  but  have  the  handsel  of  your  ear. 

These  wretched  Compariui  wero  onoe  gay 
And  galliard,  of  the  modest  middle  class  : 
Bom  in  this  quarter  fieventj  years  ago, 
And  married  young,  they  hved  the  accustomed 

life. 
Citizens  as  they  were  of  good  repute : 
And,  childless,  naturally  took  their  ease 
With  only  their  two  selves  to  care  about 
And  use  the  wealth  for :  wealthy  is  the  word. 
Since  Pietro  was  possessed  of  house  and  land  -^ 
And   specially    one   house,    when   good   days 

^  smiled. 
In  Via  Vittoria,  the  aspeotable  street 
Where  he  lived  mainly ;  but  another  house 
Of  less  pretension  did  he  buy  betimes. 
The  villa,  meant  for  jaunts  and  jollity, 
I'  the  Pauline  district,  to  be  private  there  — 
Just  what  puts  murder  in  an  eneray^s  head. 
Moreover,  —  here  ^s  the  worm  i*  the  core,  the 

germ 
O'  the  rottenness  and  ruin  which  arrived,  — 
He  owned  some  usufruct,  had  moneys'  use 
Lifelong,  but  to  determine  with  his  life 
In  heirs  default :  so,  Pietro  craved  an  heir, 
(The  stoi^  always  old  and  always  new) 
Shut  his  fool's-eyes  fast  on  the  visible  good 
And  wealth  for  certain,  opened  them  owl- wide 
On  fortune^s  sole  piece  of  forgetf ulness. 
The  child  that  should  have  l^u  and  would  not 

be. 

Hence,  seventeen  years  1^0,  conceive  his  glee 
When  first  Violante,  'twixt  a  smile  and  blush. 
With  touch  of  agitation  proper  too. 
Announced  that,  spite  of  her  unpromising  age, 
The  miracle  woula  in  time  be  manifest. 
An  heir^s  birth  was  to  happen :  and  it  did. 
Somehow  or  other,  —  how,  aU  in  good  time  I 
By  a  trick,  a  sleight  of  hand  you  are  to  hear,  — 
A  child  was  bom,  Pompilia,  for  his  joy. 
Plaything  at  once  and  prop,  a  fairy-gift, 
A  saints'    grtuse  or,  say,  grant  of   the  good 

God,— 
A  fiddle-pin's  end  I    What  imbeciles  are  we  I 
Look  now :  if  some  one  could  have  prophesied, 
*'  For  love  of  you,  for  liking  to  your  wiie, 
I  undertake  to  crush  a  snake  I  spy 
Settling  itself  i'  the  soft  of  both  ^onr  breasts. 
Give  me  yon  babe  to  strangle  pamlessly  ! 
She  '11  soar  to  the  safe  :  you  '11  have  your  cry- 
ing out, 


Then  sleep,  then  xvake,  then  sleep,  then  end 

your  days 
In  peace  and  plenty,  mixed  with  mild  regret. 
Thirty  years  nenoe  when  Christmas  takes  uld 

folk  "  - 
How  had  old  Pietro  sprung  up,  crossed  himself. 
And  kicked  the  conjurer !    Whereas  you  and  I, 
Being  wise  with  after*wit,  had   clapped  our 

hands ; 
Nay,  added,  in  the  old  fool's  interest, 
*' Strangle  the  black-eyed  babe,  so  far  so  good, 
But  on  condition  you  relieve  tlie  man 
0'  the  wife  and  throttle  him  Violante  too  — 
She  is  the  mischief  1 " 

We  had  hit  the  mark. 
She,  whose  trick  brought  the  babe  into  the 

world, 
She  it  was,  when  the  babe  was  grown  a  girl, 
Jud&;ed  a  new  trick  should  reinforce  the  old, 
Send  vigor  to  the  lie  now  somewhat  spent 
By  twelve  years'  service ;  lest  £ve'B  rule  de- 
cline 
Over  this  Adam  of  hers,  whose  cabbage-plot 
Throve  dubiously  since  turned  fools'-paradise. 
Spite  of  a  nightingale  on  every  stump. 
Pietro's  estate  was  dwindling  day  by  day. 
While  he,  rapt  far  above  such  mundiuie  care. 
Crawled  all-fours  with  his  baby  pick-a-back. 
Sat  at  serene  cats'-cradle  with  his  child. 
Or  took  the  measured  tallness,  top  to  toe, 
Of  what  was  grown  a  great  girl  twelve  years 

old  : 
Till  sudden  at  the  door  a  tap  discreet, 
A  visitor's  premonitory  coup^h. 
And  poverty  had  reached  him  in  her  rounds. 

This  came  when  he  was  past  the  working-time, 
Had  learned  to  dandle  and  forgot  to  dig. 
And  who  must  but  Violante  cast  about, 
Contrive  and  task  that  head  of  hers  again  ? 
She  who  had  caught  one  fish  could  miake  that 

catch 
A  bigger  still,  in  angler's  policy : 
So,  with  an  angler's  mercy  for  the  bait. 
Her  minnow  was  set  wriggling  on  its  barb 
And  tossed  to  raid-stream  ;  which  means,  this 

grown  girl 
With  the  great  eyes  and  bounty  of  black  hair 
And  first  crisp  vouth  that  tempts  a  jaded  taste, 
Was  whisked  i'  the  way  of  a  certain  man,  who 

snapped. 

Count  Guido  Franceschini  the  Aretine 
Was  head  of  an  old  noble  house  enough. 
Not  over-rich,  you  can't  have  everything. 
Hut  such  a  man  as  riches  rub  against. 
Readily  stick  to,  —  one  w^ith  a  right  to  them 
Bom  in  the  blood :  't  was  in  his  very  brow 
Always  to  knit  itself  against  the  world. 
Beforehand  so,  when  that  world  stinted  due 
Service  and  suit :  the  world  ducks  and  defers. 
As  such  folks  do,  he  had  come  up  to  Rome 
To  better  his  fortune,  and,  since  mimy  years, 
Was  friend  and  follower  of  a  cardinal ; 
Waiting  the  rather  thus  on  providence. 
That  a  slirewd  vonnger  poorer  brother  yet 
The  Abate  Paolo,  a  regular  priest, 


430 


THE  RING  AND  THE   BOOK 


Had  long:  since  tried  hu  powers  and  found  he 

8waiu 
With  the  deftest  on  the  Galilean  pool : 
But  then  he  was  a  web-foot,  free  o'  the  wave. 
And  no  ambi{n>otia  dab-chick  hatched  to  strut, 
Humbled  by  any  fond  attempt  to  swim 
When  fiercer  fowl  usurped  his  dunghill-top  — 
A  whole  priest,  Paolo,  no  mere  piece  of  uue. 
Like  Guido  tacked  thus  to  the  Church's  tail ! 
Guide  moreover,  as  the  head  o'  the  house, 
Clairainfc  the  main  prize,  not  the  lesser  luck. 
The  centre  lily,  no  mere  chiokweed  fringe. 

He  waited  and  learned  waiting,  thirty  years ; 
Got  promise,  missed  performanoe  —  what  would 

you  have  ? 
No  petty  poet  rewards  a  nobleman 
For  spending  youth  in  splendid  lackey-work. 
And  there  's  conourrenoe  for  each  rarer  prize ; 
When  that  falls,  rougher  hand  and  readier  foot 
Push  aside  Guido  spite  of  his  black  looks. 
The  end  was,  Guido,  when  the  warning  showed. 
The  first  white  hair  i'  the  glass,  gave  up  the 

game. 
Determined  on  returning  to  his  to¥m, 
Making  the  best  of  bad  mourable. 
Patching  the  old  palace  up  and  lin|rering  there 
The  customary  life  out  with  his  kin. 
Where  honor  helps  to  spice  the  scanty  bread. 

Just  as  he  trimmed  his  lamp  and  girt  his  loins 
To  go  his  journey  and  be  wise  at  home. 
In  uie  right  mood  of  disappointed  worth, 
Who  but  Violante  sudden  spied  her  prey 
(Where  was  I  with  that  aiffilsi*-siiiiile  ?) 
And    threw    her   bait,    Pompilia,    where    he 

sulked  — 
A  gleam  i'  the  gloom  I 

^liat  if  he  gained  thus  much, 
Wrung  out  this  sweet  drop  from  tlie  bitter 

Past, 
Bore  o£F  this  rose-bud  from  the  prickly  brake 
To   justify  such   torn  clothes  and   scratched 

hands, 
And,  after  all,  brought  something  back  from 

Rome? 
Would  not  a  wife  serve  at  Arezzo  well 
To  light  the  dark  house,  lend  a  look  of  vouth 
To  the  mother's  face  grown  meagre,  left  alone 
And  famished  with  the  emptinees  of  hope, 
Old  Donna  Beatrice  ?    Wife  you  want 
Would  you  play  family-representative. 
Carry  you  elder>brotherly,  high  and  right 
O^er  what  may  prove  the  natural  petulance 
Of  the  third  brother,  younger,  greedier  still, 
Girolamo,  also  a  fledgeling  priest, 
Beginning  life  in  turn  with  callow  beak 
Agape  for   luck,  no  luck    had   stopped   and 

stilled. 
Such  were  the  pinks  and  grays  about  the  bait 
Persuaded  Guido  gulp  down  hook  and  all. 

What  constituted  him  so  choice  a  catch. 
You  question  ?   Past  his  prime  and  poor  beside  I 
Ask  that  of  any  she  who  knows  the  trade. 
Why  first,  here  was  a  nobleman  with  friends, 
A  palace  one  might  ran  to  and  be  safe 


When  presently  the  threatened  fate  should  fall, 
A  big^browed  master  to  block  doorway  up, 
Parltjy  with  people  bent  on  pushiiig  bjr. 
And    praying   the    mild    Pietro   quick   dear 

scores: 
Is  birth  a  privilege  and  power  or  no  ? 
Also  —  but  jud^e  of  the  inasnlt  desir^^d. 
By  the  price  paid  and  luanuer  of  tlie  sale. 
Tne  Count  was  made  woo,  win  and  wed  at 

once  : 
Asked,  and  was  haled  for  answer,  lest  the  haat 
Should  cool,  to  8an  Lorenzo,  one  blind  eve, 
And  had  Pompilia  put  into  his  arms 
O'  the  sly  there,  by  a  hasty  candle-blink. 
With  sanction  of  some  priest-confederate 
Properly  paid  to  make  short  work  and  sure. 

So  did  old  Pietro's  daughter  change  her  style 

For  Guido  Franceschini's  lady-wite 

£re  Guido  knew  it  well ;  and  why  this  liaste 

And  scramble  and  indeceut  secrecy  ? 

*^  Lest  Pietro,  all  the  while  in  ignorance. 

Should  get  to  learn,  gainsay  and  break  the 

match: 
His  peevishness  had  promptly  put  aside 
Such  honor  and  refused  the  proffered  boon. 
Pleased  to  become  authoritative  once. 
She  remedied  the  wilful  man's  mistake —  " 
Did  our  discreet  Violante.    Rather  say. 
Thus  did  she  lest  the  object  of  her  game, 
Guido  the  gulled  one,  give  him  but  a  chance, 
A  moment^  respite,  time  for  thinking  twice. 
Might  count  the  cost  before  he  sold  himself. 
And  try  the  clink  of  coin  they  paid  him  wiui. 

But  coin  paid,  bargain  struck  and    business 

done. 
Once  the  clandestine  marriage  over  thus. 
All  parties  made  perforce  the  best  o'  the  fact ; 
Pietro  could  play  vast  indignation  off. 
Be  ignorant  and  astoundMi,  dupe,  poor  soul. 
Please  yon,  of  daughter,  wife  and  son-in-law. 
While  Guido  found  himself  in  flagrant  fault. 
Must  e'en  do  suit  and  service,  soothe,  subdue 
A  father  not  unreasonably  chafed. 
Bring  him  to  terms  by  paying  son's  devoir. 
Pleasant  initiation  I 

The  end,  this : 
Guide's  broad  back  was  saddled  to  bear  all  — 
Pietro,  Violante,  and  Pompilia  too,  — 
Three  lots  cast  confidently  in  one  lap. 
Three  dead-weights  with  one  arm  to  lift  tha 

three 
Out  of  their  limbo  up  to  life  again. 
The  Roman  household  was  to  strike  fresh  root 
In  a  new  soil,  fpraoed  with  a  novel  name, 
Gilt  with  an  alien  glory,  Aretine 
Henceforth  and  never  Roman  any  more, 
By  treaty  and  engagement ;  thus  it  ran  : 
Pompilia's  dowry  for  Pompilia's  self 
As  a  thiug  of  course, — she  paid  her  own  ex- 
pense ; 
No  loss  nor  gain  there :  but  the  couple.  >'on  see, 
The^,  for  their  part,  turned  over  first  of  all 
Their  fortune  in  its  rags  and  rottenness 
To  Guido,  fusion  and  confusion,  he 
And  his  vrith  them  and  theirs,  —  whatever  rag 
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With  00111  reeidnary  fell  on  floor 
When  Brother  Paolo^H  energetie  shake 
Should    do   the   relios  juBtioe :    sinoe    *t  waa 

thonflrht, 
Ouoe  Yulnerable  Pietro  out  of  reach, 
That,  left  at  Rome  as  representatiye, 
The  Abate,  backed  by  a  potent  patron  here. 
And  otherwise  with  purpfe  Hushing  him, 
Might  play  a  good  game  with  the  creditor, 
Make  up  a  moiety  which,  great  or  small. 
Should  go  to  the  common  stock  —  if  anything, 
Quido's,  so  far  repayment  of  the  cost 
About  to  be,  —  and  if.  as  looked  more  like. 
Nothing*  —  why,  all  tne  nobler  cost  were  his 
Who  guaranteed,  for  better  or  for  worse. 
To  Pietro  and  Violante,  house  and  home, 
Kith  and  kin,  with  the  piok  of  company 
And  life  o'  the  fat  o'  the  land  while  life  should 

last. 
How  say  you  to  the  bargain  at  first  blush  ? 
Why  did  a  middle-aged  not-silly  man 
Show  himself  thus  Msotted  all  at  once  ? 
Quoth  Solomon,  one  black  eye  does  it  all. 

They  went  to  Arezzo,  — Pietro  and  his  spouse, 
Witn  just  the  dusk  o'  the  day  of  Hfe  to  spend, 
Eager  to  use  the  twilight,  taste  a  treat. 
Enjoy  for  once  with  neither  sta^jr  nor  stmt 
The  luxury  of  lord-and-lady-ship, 
And  reaUse  the  stufE  and  nonsense  long 
A-simmer  in  their  noddles  |  Tent  tiie  fume 
Bom  there  and  bred,  the  oitisen^s  conceit 
How  fares  nobility  while  crossing  earth, 
What  nunpart  or  inrisible  body-guard 
Keeps  off  the  taint  of  common  uie  £nom  such. 
They  had  not  fed  for  nothing  on  the  tales 
Of  grandees  who  ^ye  banquets  worthy  Joto, 
Spending  gold  ss  if  Plutus  paid  a  whim, 
Serred  with  obeisances  as  when  . .  .  what  God  ? 
I  'm  at  the  end  of  my  tether ;  *t  is  enough 
Tou  understand  what  they  came  primed  to  see : 
While  Guido  who  should  minister  the  sight, 
Stay  all  this  qualmish  fin*eedines8  of  soul 
With  apples  and  with  flagons  —  for  his  part. 
Was  set  on  life  diyerse  as  pole  from  pole  : 
Lost  of  the  flesh,  lost  of  the  eye,  —  what  else 
Was  he  just  now  awake  from,  sick  and  nge. 
After  the  yery  debauch  they  would  begin  ?  — 
Suppose  such  stuff  and  nonsense  reidl^  were. 
That  bubble,  they  were  bent  on  blowing  big. 
He  had  blown  already  till  he  burst  his  cheeks. 
And  hence  found  soapsuds  Intter  to  the  tongue. 
He  hoped  now  to  walk  softly  all  his  days 
In  soberness  of  spirit,  if  haply  so. 
Pinching  and  paring  he  mignt  jhimish  forth 
A  f  m^  board,  bare  sustenance,  no  more. 
Till  times,  that  could  not  well  grow  worse, 
should  mend. 

Tlius  minded  then,  two  parties  mean  to  meet 
And  make  each  otner  happy.    The  first  week, 
And  fancy  strikes  fact  ana  explodes  in  full. 
"  This/'  shrieked  the  Comparini,  ''  this  the 

Count, 
The  palace,  the  signorial  priyilege, 
The  pomp  and  pageantry  were  promised  us  ? 
For  tnis  haye  we  exchanged  our  libertr. 
Our  competence,  our  darung  of  a  child? 


To  house  as  spectres  in  a  sepulchre 
Under  this  black  stone  heap,  the  street's  dis- 
grace, 
Grimmest  as  that  is  of  the  gruesome  town. 
And  here  piok  garbage  on  a  pewter  plate. 
Or  cough  at  yerjuice  dripped  ^m  eartheih 

ware  ? 
Oh  Via  Vittoria,  oh  the  other  place 
r  the  Pauline,  did  we  giye  you  up  for  this  ? 
Where 's  the  foregone  housekeeping  good  an4 

The  neighborliness,  the  companionship. 
The  treat  and  feast  when  holidays  came  round, 
The  daily  feast  that  seemed  no  treat  at  all. 
Called  common   by  the  uncommon  fools  we 

were  I 
Even  the  sun  that  used  to  shine  at  Rome, 
Where  is  it  ?    Robbed  and  starved  and  frozen 

too, 
We  will  haye  justice,  justice  if  there  be  1 " 
Did  not  they  shout,  did  not  the  town  resound  I 
Guide's  old  lady-mother  Beatrice, 
Who   since    her  husband,  Count  Tommaso's 

death. 
Had  held  sole  sway  i'  the  house,  —  the  doited 

crone 
Slow  to  acknowledge,  curtaey  and  abdicate,  — 
Was  recognized  of  true  noyercal^pe. 
Dragon  and  deyil.    His  brother  (Hrolamo 
Came  next  in  order:    priest  was  he?     The 

worse  [ 
No  way  of  winning  him  to  leaye  his  mumps 
And  help  the  laugh  against  old  ancestry 
And  formal  habits  long  since  out  of  date. 
Letting  his  youth  be  patterned  on  the  mode 
Approved  of  where  Violante  laid  down  law. 
Or  did  he  brighten  up  by  way  of  change, 
Dispose  himself  for  fuTaoility  ? 
The  malapert,  too  complaisant  by  half 
To  the  alaimed  young  noyice  of  a  bride ! 
Let  him  go  buzz,  betake  himself  elsewhere. 
Nor  singe  his  fly-wings  in  the  candle-flame  I 

Four  months'  probation  of  this  purgatory. 
Dog-snap  and  oat-claw,  curse  and  counterblast. 
The  devil's  self  were  sick  of  his  own  din ; 
And  Pietro,  after  trumpeting  huge  wrongs 
At  church  and  market-place,  pillar  and  post. 
Square's  comer,  street's  end,  now  the  palace- 
step 
And  now  the  wine-house  bench  —  while,  on  her 

side, 
Violante  up  and  down  was  voluble 
In  whatsoever  pair  of  ears  would  perk 
From  goody,  gossip,  cateivoousin  and  sib, 
Curious  to  peen  at  ^e  inside  of  things 
And  catch  in  tne  act  pretentious  poverty 
At  its  wits'  end  to  keep  appearance  up. 
Make  both  ends  meet,  —  nothing  tne  vulgar 

loves 
like  what  this  couple  pitched  them  right  and 

left. 
Then,  their  worst  done  that  way,  both  struck 

tent,  marched 
—  Renounced  their  share  o'  the  bargain,  flung 

what  dues 
Guido  was  bound  to  pay,  in  Guide's  face. 
Left  their  hearts'-darling,  treasure  of  die  twain 
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And  so  forth,  the  poor  inexperienced  bride, 
To  her  own  devices,  bade  Arezxo  rot. 
Cursed  life  sigiiorial,  and  sought  Rome  once 
more. 

I  see  the  comment  ready  on  your  lip, 

^*  The  better  fortune,  Guidons  —  fiH^e  at  least 

By  this  defection  of  the  foolish  pair. 

He  could  begfin  make  profit  in  some  sort 

Of  the  young  bride  and  the  new  quietness, 

Lead  ms  own  life  now,  henceforth  breathe  un- 

plagued/' 
Could  he?    You  know  the  sex  like  Guidons 

self. 
Learn  the  Violante-nature ! 

Once  in  Rome, 
By  way  of  helping  Guido  lead  such  life, 
Her  first  act  to  inaugurate  return 
Was,  she  got  pricked  in  conscience :  Jubilee 
Gave  her  the  nint.    Our  Pope,  as  kind  as  just, 
Attained  his  eighty  years,  announced  a  Doon 
Should  make  us  bless  the  fact,  held  Jubilee  — 
Short    shrift,   prompt    pardon    for    the    light 

offence. 
And  no  rough  dealing  with  the  regular  crime 
So  this  occasion  were  not  suffered  slip  — 
Otherwise,  sins  commuted  as  before. 
Without  tne  least  abatement  in  the  price. 
Now,  who  had  thought  it  ?    All  this  while,  it 

seems. 
Our  sage  Violante  had  a  sin  of  a  sort 
She  must  compound  for  now  or  not  at  all. 
Now  be  the  ready  riddance  I    She  confessed 
Pompilia  was  a  fable^  not  a  fact : 
She  never  bore  a  child  in  her  whole  life. 
Had  tliis  child  been  a  chai^feling,  that  were 

grace 
In  some  degree,  exchange  is  hardly  theft ; 
Ton  take  your  stand  on  truth  ere  leap  your 

lie:  • 

Here  was  all  lie,  no  touch  of  truth  at  all, 
AU  the  lie  hers  —  not  even  Pietro  guessed 
He  was  as  childless  still  as  twelve  years  since. 
The  babe  had  been  a  find  i'  the  filth-heap.  Sir, 
Catch  from  the  kennel !    There  was  found  at 

Rome, 
Down  in  the  deepest  of  our  social  dregs, 
A  woman  who  professed  the  wanton's  trade 
Under  the  requisite  thin  coverture, 
Communis  meretrix  and  washer-wife : 
The  creature  thus  conditioned  found  by  chance 
Motherhood  like  a  jewel  in  the  muck, 
And  straightway  eitiier  trafficked  with    her 

prize 
Or  listened  to  the  tempter  and  let  be,  — 
Made  pact  abolishing  her  place  and  part 
In  womankind,  beast-fellowship  indeed. 
She  sold  this  babe  eight  months  before  its  birth 
To  our  Violante,  Pietro's  honest  spouse. 
Well-famed  and  widely-instanced  as  that  crown 
To  the  husband,  virtue  in  a  woman's  shape. 
She  it  was,  bought,  paid  for,  passed  off  the 

thing 
As  very  flesh  and  blood  and  child  of  her 
Despite  the  flagrant  fifty  years,  —  and  why  ? 
Partly  to  please  old  Pietro,  fill  his  cup 
With  wine  at  the  late  hour  when  lees  are  left. 


And  send  him  from  life's  feast  rejoicingly,  — 
Partly  to  cheat  the  rightful  heirs,  agape, ' 
Each  uncle's  cousin's  orother's  son  of  nim, 
For  that  same  principoi  of  the  usufruct 
It  vext  him  he  must  die  and  leave  behind. 

Such  was  the  sin  had  come  to  be  confessed. 
Which  of  the  tales,  the  first  or  last,  was  true  ? 
Did  she  so  sin  once,  or,  confessing  now. 
Sin  for  the  first  time  ?    Either  way  you  will. 
One  sees  a  reason  for  the  cheat :  one  sees 
A  reason  for  a  cheat  in  owning  cheat 
Where  no  cheat  had  been.  What  of  the  revenge  ? 
What  prompted  the  contrition  all  at  once. 
Made  the  avowal  easy,  the  shame  slight  ? 
Why,  prove  they  but  Pompilia  not  their  child, 
No  child,  no  dowry !  this,  supposed  their  diild. 
Had  c  aimed  what  this,  shown  alien  to  their 

blood,  ^ 
Claimed  nowise :  Guide's  claim  was  through  his 

wife. 
Null  then  and  void  with  hers.    The  biter  bit. 
Do  you  see  !    For  such  repa^rment  of  the  past, 
One  might  conceive  the  penitential  pair 
Ready  to  bring  their  case  before  the  courts, 
Publish  their  infamy  to  all  the  world 
And,  arm  in  arm,  go  chuckling  thence  content. 

Is  this  your  view  ?    'T  was  Gnido's  anyhow, 
And  colorable :  he  came  forward  then, 
Protested  in  his  very  bride's  behalf 
Against  this  lie  and  all  it  led  to,  least 
Of  all  the  loss  o'  the  dowry ;  no  I    From  her 
And  him  alike  he  would  expunge  the  blot. 
Erase  the  brand  of  such  a  bestial  birth, 
Participate  in  no  hideous  heritage 
Gathered  from  the  gutter  to  be  garnered  up 
And  glorified  in  a  palace.    Peter  and  Paul ! 
But  that  who  likes  may  look  upon  the  pair 
Exposed  in  yonder  church,  and  show  his  skill 
Bv  saying  which  is  eye  and  which  is  monlii 
Through  those  stabs  thick  and  threefold,  —  but 

tor  that  — 
A  strong  word  on  the  liars  and  their  lie 
Might  crave  expression  and  obtain  it,  Sir ! 
—  Though  prematurely,  since  there  's  more  to 

come. 
More  that  will  shake  your  confidence  in  things 
Your  cousin  telk  you,  —  may  I  be  so  bold  ? 

This  makes  the  first  act  of  the  faroe,  —  anon 
The  sombre  element  comes  stealing  in 
Till  all  is  black  or  blood-red  in  the  piece. 
Guido,  thus  made  a  laughiiuf-stock  abroad, 
A  proverb  for  the  market-place  at  home, 
Left  alone  with  Pompilia  now,  this  graft 
So  reputable  on  his  ancient  stock, 
Tliis  plague-seed  set  to  fester  his  sound  flesh. 
What  does  the  Count  ?    Revenge  him  on  his 

wife? 
Unfasten  at  all  risks  to  rid  himself 
The  noisome  lazar-badge,  fall  foul  of  fate. 
And,  careless  whether  the  poor  rag  was  ware 
O'  the  part  it  played,  or  helped  unwittingly. 
Bid  it  go  bnm  and  leave  his  frayed  flesh  free  ? 
Plainly,  did  Gnido  open  both  doors  wide. 
Spurn  thence  the  cur-cast  creature  and  clear 

scores 
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As  nian  m^^ht,  tempted  in  extreme  like  this  ? 
No,  birth  and  breedinif ,  and  compaaaion  too 
Saved  her  such  scandal.    She  was  yoimg,  he 

thought. 
Not  privy  to  the  treason,  punished  rooet 
I'  the  proclamation  of  it ;  why  make  her 
A  partT  to  the  crime  she  suffered  by  ? 
Then  the  black  eyes  were  now  her  very  own, 
Not  any  more  Violante*s :  let  her  live, 
Lose  in  a  new  air,  under  a  new  sun, 
The  taint  of  the  imputed  parentage 
Truly  or  falselv,  take  no  more  the  touch 
Of  Pietro  and  hia  partner  anyhow  ! 
All  might  go  well  yet. 

So  she  thought,  herself, 
It  seems,  since  what  was  her  first  act  and  deed 
When  news  came  how  these  kindly  ones  at 

Rome 
Had  stripped  her  naked  to  amuse  the  world 
With  spots  here,  spots  there  and  spots  every- 
where V 
—  For  I  should  tell  you  that  they  noised  abroad 
Not  merely  the  main  scandal  of  her  birth. 
But  slanders  written,  printed,  published  wide, 
Pamphlets  which  set  torth  all  the  pleasantry 
Of  how  the  promised  glory  was  a  dream, 
The  power  a  bubble,  and  the  wealth  —  why, 

dust. 
There  was  a  picture,  painted  to  the  life, 
Of  those  rare  doings,  that  superlative 
Initiation  in  magnificence 
Conferred  on  a  poor  Roman  family 
By  favor  of  Arezzo  and  her  first 
And  famousest,  the  Franceschini  there. 
Yon  had  the  Countship  holding  head  aloft 
Bravely  although  bespattered,  shifts  and  straits 
In  keeping  out  o'  the  way  o'  the  wheels  o*  the 

world. 
The  comic  of  those  home-contrivances 
When  the  old  lady-mother's  wit  was  taxed 
To  find  six  dfunorous  mouths  in  food  more 

real 
Than  fruit  plucked  off  tlie  cobwebbed  family- 
tree. 
Or  acorns  shed  from  its  gilt  mouldered  frame  — 
Cold  glories  served  up  with  stale  fame  for  sauce. 
What,  I  ask,  —when  the  drnnkenness  of  hate 
Hiccuped  return  for  hospitality, 
Befouled  the  table  they  had  feasted  on. 
Or  say,  —  God  knows  I  '11  not  prejudge  the 

case, — 
Grievances  thus  distorted,  ma^ified. 
Colored  by  <]|uarrel  into  calumny,  — 
What  side  did  our  PompDia  first  espouse  ? 
Her  first  deliberate  measure  wan,  sne  wrote. 
Pricked  by  some   loyal    impulse,  straight  to 

Rome 
And  her  husband's  brother  the  Abate  there, 
Who,  having  managed  to  effect  the  match. 
Might  take  men's  censure  for  its  ill  success. 
She  Tonde  a  clean  breast  also  in  her  turn. 
And  qualified  the  couple  properly. 
Since  whose   departure,    hell,  she    said,  was 

heaven. 
And  the  house,  late  distracted  by  their  peals, 
Quiet  as  Carmel  where  the  lilies  live. 
Herself  had  oftentimes  complained  :  but  why  ? 


All  her  complaints  had  been  their  prompting, 

tales 
Trumped  up,  devices  to  this  very  end. 
Their  game  had  been  to  thwart  her  husband's 


And  cross  his  will,  malign  his  words  and  ways. 
To  reach  this  issue,  furnish  this  pretence 
For  impudent  withdrawal  from  their  bond,  — 
Theft,  mdeed  murder,  since  they  meant  no  less 
Whose  last  injwiction  to  her  simple  self 
Had  been  —  what   parents'  -  precept    do  yon 

think? 
That  she  should  follow  after  with  all  speed, 
Fly  from  her  husband's  house  dandestmely, 
Jom  them  at  Rome  again,  but  first  of  all 
Pick  ui>  a  fresh  companion  in  her  flight. 
So  putting  youth  ana  beauty  to  fit  use,  — 
Some  gay  oare-devil  cloak-and-rapier  spark 
Capable  of  adventure,  —  helped  by  whom 
She,  some  fijie  eve  when  lutes  were  in  the  air. 
Having  put  poison  in  the  poeset-onp. 
Laid  lumds  on  money,  jewels  and  the  like. 
And,  to  conceal  the  thing  with  more  effect, 
B^  way  of  parting  beneoiction  too. 
Fired  the  house,  —  one  would  finish  famously 
I'  the  tumult,  slip  out,  scurry  off  and  away 
And  turn  up  merrily  at  home  once  more. 
Fact  this,  and  not  a  dream  o'  the  devil.  Sir  I 
And  more  than  this,  a  fact  none  dare  dispute, 
Word  for  word,  sucn  a  letter  did  she  write. 
And  such  the  Abate  read,  nor  simply  read 
But  gave  all  Rome  to  ruminate  upon, 
In  answer  to  such  charges  as,  I  say. 
The  couple  sought  to  be  beforehand  with. 

The  cause  thus  carried  to  the  courts  at  Rome, 

Guide  away,  the  Abate  had  no  choice 

But  stand  lorth,  take  his  absent  brother's  part. 

Defend  the  honor  of  himself  beside. 

He  made  what  head  he  might  against  the  pair. 

Maintained  Pompilia's  birth  legitimate 

And  all  her  rights  intact  —  hers,  Guido's  now  : 

And  so  far  bv  his  policy  turned  their  flank, 

(The  enemy  being  beforehand  in  the  place) 

That,  —  though  the  courts  allowed  the  cheat  for 

fact. 
Suffered  Violante  to  parade  her  shame. 
Publish  her  infamy  to  heart's  content. 
And  let  the  tale  o*  the  feigned  birtli  pass  for 

proved,  — 
Yet  they  stopped  there,  refused  to  intervene 
And  dispossess  the  imiocents,  befooldd 
Bv  gifts  o'  the  guilty,  at  guilt's  new  caprice. 
They  would  not  take  away  the  dowry  now 
Wrongfully  given  at  first,  nor  bar  at  all 
Succession  to  the  aforesaid  usufruct. 
Established  on  a  fraud,  nor  play  the  game 
Of  Pietfo's  child  and  now  not  Pietro^  child 
As  it  might  suit  the  gamester's  purpose.    Thiift 
Was  justice  ever  ridiculed  in  Rome : 
Such  be  the  double  verdicts  favored  here 
Which  send  away  both  parties  to  a  suit 
Nor  puffed  up  nor  oast  down,  —  for  each  a 

crumb 
Of  right,  for  neither  of  them  the  whole  loaf. 
Whence,  on  the  Comparini's  part,  appeal  — 
Counter-appeal  on  Guido's,  —  that 's  tlie  game : 
And  so  the  matter  stands,  even  to  this  hour. 
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fiandied  as  balls  are  in  a  tennis-court, 

And  so  might  stand,  unless  some  heart  broke 

first, 
Till  doomsday. 

Leaye  it  thus,  and  now  reyert 
To  the  old  Arezzo  whence  we  moved  to  Rome. 
We  'ye  had  enough  o'  the  parents,  false  or  true, 
Now  for  a  touch  o^  the  daughter's  quality. 
The  start 's  fair  henceforth,  every  obstacle 
Out  of  the  young  wife's  footpaUi,  slie  's  alone, 
Left  to  walk  warily  now  :  how  does  she  walk  ? 
Why,  once  a  dwelling's  threshold  marked  and 

crossed 
In  rubric  by  the  enemy  on  his  rounds 
As  eligible,  as  fit  place  of  prey. 
Baffle  him  henceforth,  keep  him  out  who  can ! 
Stop  up  the  door  at  the  first  hint  of  hoof, 
Presently  at  the  window  taps  a  horn, 
And  Satan  's  by  your  firesiae,  never  fear  I 
Porapilia,  left  alone  now,  found  herself ; 
Found  herself  young  too.  sprightly,  fair  enough, 
Matched  with  a  husbana  old  beyond  his  age 
(Though  that  wus  something  uke  four  times 

her  ovm) 
Because  of  cares  past,  present  and  to  come : 
Found  too  the  house  dull  and  its  inmates  dead. 
So,  looked  outside  for  light  and  life. 

And  love 
Did  in  a  trice  turn  up  with  life  and  light,  — 
The  man  with  the  aureole,  sympaSiy  made 

flesh, 
The  all-consoling  Caponsaochi,  Sir  t 
A  priest  —  what  else  should  the  consoler  be  ? 
With  goodly  shoulder-blade  and  proper  leg, 
A  porUy  make  and  a  symmetric  shape, 
And  curls  that  clustered  to  the  tonsure  quite. 
This  was  a  bishop  in  the  bud,  and  now 
A  canon  full-blown  so  far :  priest,  and  prieet 
Nowise  exorbitantly  overworked. 
The  courtly  Christian,  not  so  much  Sunt  Paul 
As  a  saint  of  Cseear's  household :  there  posed  he 
Sending  his  god-glance  after  his  shot  shaft, 
ApoUos  turned  Apollo,  while  the  snake 
Pompilia  writhea  transfixed   through  all  her 

spires. 
He,  not  a  visitor  at  Guide's  house, 
Scarce  an  acquaintance,  but  in  prime  request 
With  the  magnates  of  Arezzo,  was  seen  here. 
Heard  there,  felt  everywhere  in  Guido's  path 
If  Guide's  wife's  path  be  her  husband's  too. 
Now  he  threw  comfits  at  the  theatre 
Into  her  lap,  —  what  harm  in  Carnival  ? 
Now  he  pressed  close  till  his  foot  touched  her 

gown, 
Eus  hand  brushed  hers,  —  how  help  on  prom- 
enade? 
And,  ever  on  wei|;hty  business,  found  his  steps 
Incline  to  a  certam  haunt  of  doubtful  fame 
Which  fronted  Guido's  palace  by  mere  chance  ; 
While  —  how    do   accidents     sometimes   com- 
bine !  — 
Pomj^ilia  chose  to  cloister  up  her  charms 
Just  m  a  chamber  that  o'erlooked  the  street. 
Sat  there  to  pray,  or  peep  thence  at  mankind. 

This  passage  of  arras  and  wits  amused  the  town. 
At  last  the  husband  lifted  eyebrow,  —  bent 


On  day-book  and  the  study  how  to  wring 
Half  the  due  vintage  from  the  worn-out  vines 
At  the  villa,  tease  a  quarter  the  old  rent 
From    the    farmstead,  tenants    swore  would 

tumble  soon,  — 
Pricked  up^  his  ear  a-singing  day  and  night 
With  "ruin,  ruin;" — and    so  surpiised    at 

last  — 
Why,  what  else  but  a  titter  ?    Up  he  jumps. 
Back  to  mind  come  those  scratchings  at  the 

gronge. 
Prints  of  the  paw  about  the  outhouse  :  rife 
In  liiB  head  at  once  again  are  word  ana  wink. 
Mum  here  and  budget  there,  the  smell  o'  the  foz« 
The  musk  o'  the  gallant.     ''  Friends,  there  'a 

falseness  here !  '* 

The  proper  help  of  friends  in  such  a  strait 

Is  waggery,  the  world  over.    Laugh  him  free 

O'  the  regular  jealous-fit  that 's  incident 

To  all  old  husbands  that  wed  brisk  young  wives, 

And  he  '11  go  duly  docile  all  his  days. 

"  Somebody  courts  your  wife.  Count  ?    Wliere 

and  when  ? 
How  and  why?    Mere  horn-madness:  have  a 

carel 
Tour  lady  loves  her  own  room,  sticks  to  it. 
Looks  herself  in  for  hours,  you  say  yourself. 
And  —  what,     it's    Caponsaochi    means    yoa 

harm? 
The  Canon  ?    We  caress  him,  he 's  the  world's, 
A  man  of  such  acceptance,  —  never  dream. 
Though  he  were  fiff^  times  the  fox  yon  fear. 
He  'd  risk  his  brush  for  your  particular  chick. 
When  the  wide  town 's  his  hen-roost  I    Fie  o' 

the  fool  I " 
So  they  dispensed  their  comfort  of  a  kind. 
Guide  at  last  cried,  *'  Something  is  in  the  air. 
Under  the  earth,  some  plot  against  mv  peace. 
The  trouble  of  eclipse  hangs  overhead  ; 
How  it  should  come  of  that  officious  orb 
Your  Canon  in  my  system,  you  must  say  : 
I  say  —  that  from  the  pressure  of  this  spring 
Began  the  chime  and  interchange  of  beils. 
Ever  one  whisper,  and  one  whisper  more, 
And  just  one  whisper  for  the  silvery  last. 
Till  all  at  once  a-row  the  bronze-throats  bunt 
Into  a  larum  both  significant 
And  sinister  :  stop  it  I  must  and  will. 
Let  Caponsaochi  tiftke  his  hand  away 
From  tke  wire  I  —  disport  himself  in  other  paths 
Than  lead  precisely  to  my  palace-^te,  — 
Look  where  he  likes  except  one  window's  way 
Where,  cheek  on  hand,  and  elbow  set  on  sill. 
Happens  to  lean  and  say  her  litanies 
Ever^  day  and  all  day  long,  just  my  wife  — 
Or  wife  and  Caponsaochi  may  fare  the  worse  1 '' 

Admire  the  man's  simplicity.    **  I  '11  do  this, 
I  '11  not  have  that,  1 41  punish  and  prevent  I  "  -^ 
'T  is  easy  saying.    But  to  a  fray,  you  see. 
Two  parties  ^.    The  badger  shows  his  teeth  : 
The  fox  nor  hes  down  sheep-like  nor  dares  fight. 
Oh,  the  wife  knew  the  appropriate  warfare  well, 
The  way  to  put  suspicion  to  the  blush  I 
At  first  nint  of  remonstrance,  up  and  out 
I'  the  face  of  the  world,  yon  found  her:  she 
could  speak. 
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8t«te  her  cM«,  —  Fraaoesohiiii  was  a  luune, 
Guido  had  his  full  share  of  foes  and  friendt  — 
Why  should  not  she  oall  these  to  arbitrate  *i 
She  bade  the  Governor  do  i^vemanoe. 
Cried   oat  on   the  Archbishop,  —  why,  there 

now, 
Take  him  for  sample  \    Three  sueceasive  timee 
Had  he  to  reconduct  her  by  main  force 
Prom  where  she  took  her  station  opposite 
His  shut  door,  —  on  the  public  steps  thereto. 
Wringing  her  hands,  when  he  came  out  to  see. 
And  uinekinfc  all  her  wronn  forth  at  his  foot,  — 
Back  to  the  husband  and  the  house  she  fled : 
Judge  if  that  husband  warmed  him  in  the  faoe 
Of  friends  or  frowned  on  foes  as  heretofore  1 
Judge  if  he  missed  the  natural  ipin  of  folk, 
Or  lacked  the  customary  oomphment 
Of  cap  and  bells,  the  luckless  husband's  fit  I 

So  it  went  on  and  on  till  —  who  was  right  ? 
One  merry  April  morning,  Guido  woke 
After  the  cuclcoo,  so  late,  near  noonday, 
With  an  inordinate  yawming  of  the  iaws, 
Efltfs  plugged,  eyes  gummed  together,  palate, 

tongue 
And  teeth  one  mud-paste  made  of  poppsr-milk  ; 
And  found  hia  wife   flown^  his  sontoire  the 

worse 
For  a  nmimage,  —  iewelry  that  was,  was  not. 
Some  money  there  nad  made  itself  wings  too,  — 
'Hie  door  lay  wide  and  yet  the  servanto  slept 
Sound  as  the  dead,  or  dozed,  which  does  as  well. 
In  short,  Pompilia,  she  who,  candid  soul. 
Had  not  so  much  as  spoken  all  her  life 
To  the  Canon,  nay,  so  much  as  peeped  at  him 
Between    her    fingers    while   she   prayed  in 

church,  — 
This  lamb-like  innocent  of  fifteen  years 
(Such  she  was  grown  to  by  this  time  of  day) 
Had  simply  put  an  opiate  in  the  drink 
Of  the  whole  household  overnight,  and  then 
Got  up  and  gone  about  her  work  secure. 
Laid  nand  on  this  waif  and  the  other  stray. 
Spoiled  the  Philistine  and  marched  out  of  doors 
In  company  of  the  Canon,  who.  Lord's  love. 
What  with  his  daily  duty  at  the  church. 
Nightly  devoir  where  ladies  congregate. 
Had  something  else  to  mind,  assure  yourself. 
Beside  PompiUa,  paragon  tiiough  she  be, 
Or  notice  if  ner  nose  were  sharp  or  blunt  I 
Well,  anyhow,  albeit  impoosible. 
Both  of  them  were  together  jollily 
Jaunting  it  Rome-ward,  half-way  there  by  this. 
While  Gfudo  was  left  go  and  get  undrugged. 
Gather  his  wite  up,  groaningly  give  thanks 
Wken  neighbors  crowded  roundhim  to  condole. 
*^  Ah/*  quoth  a  gossip,  **  well  I  mind  me  now. 
The  Count  did  always  say  he  thought  he  felt 
He  feiured  as  if  this  very  chance  might  fall  I 
And  when  a  man  of  fifty  finds  his  corns 
Ache  and  his  jointe  throo,  and  foresees  a  storm. 
Though  neighbois  laugh  and  say  the  sky  is 

clear. 
Let  us  henceforth  believe  him  weatherwise ! '' 
Then  was  the  story  told,  I  '11  out  you  short : 
All  neighbors  knew :   no  mystery  in  the  world. 
The  loTers  left  at  nightfall  —  overnight 
Had  Caponsacchi  come  to  carry  off 


Pompilia.  —  not  alone,  a  friend  of  hia, 

One  Guiliiohini,  the  more  conversant 

With  Guide's  housekeeping  that  he  was  just 

A  cousin  of  Guide's  ana  might  play  a  prank  -^ 

(Have  not  you  too  a  cousin  that 's  a  wag  ?) 

—  Lord  and  a  Canon  also,  —  what  would  yoa 

have? 
Such  are  the  red-clothed  milk-swoUen  popp7* 

heads 
That  stand  and  stiffen  'mid  the  wheat  o'  the 

Church  1  — 
This  worthy  came  to  aid,  abet  his  best. 
And  so  the  house  was  ransacked,  booty  bagged. 
The  lady  led  downstairs  and  out  dE  doors 
Guided  and  guarded  till,  the  city  paawd, 
A  carriage  lay  convenient  at  the  gate. 
Good-by  to  the  friendly  Canon ;  the  loving  one 
Could  peradventnre  do  the  rest  himself. 
In  jumps  Pompilia,  after  her  the  priest, 
"  Whip,  driver  1    Money  makes  the  mare  to  go. 
And  we  've  a  bagful.    Take  the  Roman  road  1 '' 
So  said  the  neighbors.    This  was  eight  houn 

since. 

Guido  heard  all,  swore  the  befitting  oaths, 
Shook  off  the  relics  of  his  poi8on-<dnnoh. 
Got  horse,  was  f airlv  started  in  pursuit 
With  never  a  frienci  to  follow,  found  the  track 
Fast  enough,  't  was  the  straight  Perugia  way. 
Trod  soon  upon  their  very  heels,  too  late 
Bv  a  minute  only  at  Camoscia,  reached 
Cniusi,  Foli^no,  ever  the  fugitives 
Just  ahead,  just  out  as  he  gidloped  in. 
Getting  the  good  news  ever  fresh  and  freah, 
Till,  lo.  at  the  last  stage  of  all,  last  post 
Before  Rome,  ~  as  we  say,  in  sight  of  Rome 
And  safety  (there 's  impunity  at  Korae 
For  priests    you  know;  at  —  what 's  the  little 

place?  -- 
What  some  call  Castelnnovo,  some  just  call 
The  Osteria,  because  o'  the  post-house  inn,  — 
There,  at  the  journey's  all  but  end,  it  seems. 
Triumph  deceived  them  and  undid  them  boui. 
Secure  they  might  foretaste  felicity 
Nor  fear  surprisal :  so,  they  were  surprised. 
There  did  they  halt  at  early  evening,  there 
Did  Guido  overtake  them :  't  was  ouiybreak  ; 
He  came  in  time  enough,  not  time  too  much. 
Since  in  the  courtyaroTstood  the  Canon's  self 
Urging  the  drowsy  stable-grooms  to  haste 
Hameas  the  horses,  have  the  journey  end. 
The   trifling   four -hours'    running,   so    reach 

Rome. 
And  the  other  runaway,  the  wife  ?    Upstairs, 
Still  on  the  couch  where  she  had  wgetkt  the 

night. 
One  couch  in  one  room,  and  one  room  for  both. 
So  gained  they  six  hours,  so  were  lost  there* 

by. 

Sir,  what 's  the  sequel  ?    Lover  and  beloved 
Fall  on  their  knees?    No   impudence  serves 

here? 
Thev  beat  their  breasts  and  beg  for  easy  death. 
Confess  this,  that  and  the  other  ?  —  anyhow 
Confess  there  wanted  not  some  likelihood 
To  the  supposition  so  preposterous. 
That,  0  Pompilia,  thy  sequestered  eyes 
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Had  iiuticud,  straying  o^er  the  prayer-book  *8 

edge, 
More  of  the  Caiion  than  that  black  his  coat,^ 
Buckled  his  shoes  were,  broad  his  hat  of  brim : 
And  that,  O  Canon,  thy  religious  care 
Had  breathed  too  soft  a  benedicite 
To  banish  trouble  from  a  lady's  brettst 
So  lonely  and  so  lovely,  nor  so  lean  I 
This  you  expect  ?    Indeed,  then,  mnch  you  err. 
Not  to  such  ordinary  end  as  this 
Had  Caponsacchi  flung  the  cassock  far, 
Doffed  the  priest,  donned  the  perfect  cavalier. 
The  die  mvbs  cast :  over  shoes  over  boots  : 
And  just  as  she,  I  presently  shall  show, 
Pompilia,  soon  looked  Helen  to  the  life. 
Recumbent  upstairs  in  her  pink  and  white, 
So,  in  the  inn-vard,^  bold  as  't  were  Troy-town, 
There  stmttea  Paris  in  correct  costume. 
Cloak,    cap    and    feather,     no    appointment 

missed. 
Even  to  a  wicked-looking  sword  at  side, 
He  seemed  to  find  and  feel  familiar  at. 
Nor  wanted  words  as  ready  and  as  big 
As  the  part  he  played,  the  bold  abasnless  one. 
*"  I  interposed  to  save  your  wife  from  death, 
Yourself  from  shame,  the  true  and  only  shame  : 
Ask  your  own   conscience   else !  —  or,  failing 

that, 
What  I  have  done  I  answer,  anywhere, 
Here,  if  you  will ;  yon  see  I  have  a  sword : 
Or,  since  I  have  a  tonsure  as  you  taunt, 
At  Rome,  by  all   means,  —  priests   to   try  a 

priest. 
Only,  speak  where  your  wife's  voice  can  reply ! " 
Ana  then  he  fingered  at  the  sword  again. 
•So,  Gnido  callea,  in  aid  and  witness  both. 
The  Public  Force.    The  Commissary  came, 
Officers  also  ;  they  secured  the  priest ; 
Then,  for  his  more  confusion,  mounted  up 
With  him,  a  guard  on  either  side,  the  stair 
To  the  bedroom  where  stiU  slept  or  feigned  a 

sleep 
His  paramour  and  Gnido's  wife  :  in  burst 
The  company  and  bade  her  wake  and  rise. 

Her  defence?    This.    She  woke,  saw,  sprang 

upright 
I^  the  midst  and  stood  as  terrible  as  truth. 
Sprang  to  her  husband^s  side,  caught  at  the 

sword 
That  hung  there  useless,  —  since  they  held  each 

hand 
O'  the  lover,  had  disarmed  him  properly,  — 
And  in  a  moment  out  flew  the  bright  thing 
Full  in  the  face  of  Ouido :  but  for  help 
O*  the  guards,  who  held  her  back  and  pinioned 

her 
With  pains  enough,  she  had  finished  you  my 

tale 
With  a  flourish  of  red  all  roimd  it,  pinked  her 

man 
Prettily ;  but  she  fought  them  one  to  six. 
They  stopped  that,  —  but  her  tongue  continued 

free : 
She  spat  forth  such  invective  at  her  spouse, 
O'erfrothed  him  with  such  foam  of  murderer, 
Thief,  pandar  —  that   the  popular   tide   soon 

turned. 


The  favor  of  the  very  s6mti,  straight 

Ebbed  from  the  husband,  set  towards  his  wife ; 

People  cried  '*  Hands  off,  pay  a  priest  re- 
spect I  " 

And  "^persecuting  fiend *^  and  *^ martyred 
saint'' 

Began  to  lead  a  measure  from  lip  to  lip. 

But  facts  are  facts  and  flinch  not;  stubborn 

things, 
And  the  question  ^'  Prithee,  friend,  how  comee 

my  purse 
V  the  poke  of  you  ?  "  —  admits  of  no  replv. 
Here  was  a  priest  found  out  in  masqu(*riu(e, 
A  wife  caught  playing  truant  if  no  more ; 
While  the  Count,  mortified  in  mien  enooeh, 
And,  nose  to  face,  an  added  palm  in  lengui. 
Was  plain  writ ""  husband  ''  ever^'  piece  (»f  himi 
Capture  once  made,  release  coulct  hardly  be. 
Beside,  the  prisoners  both  made  appeal, 
"  Take  us  to  Rome ! " 

Taken  to  Rome  they  were ; 
The  husband  trooping  after,  pitoouslv. 
Tail  between  legs,  no  talk  of  triumph  now  — 
No  honor  set  firm  on  its  feet  once  more 
On  two  dead  bodies  of  the  guilty,  —  nay, 
No  dubious  salve  to  honor's  broken  pate 
From  chance   that,  after  all,  the  hurt  might 

seem 
A   skin-deep  matter,  scratch    that  leaves  no 

scar  : 
For  Guide's  first  search,  —  ferreting,  poor  sonl. 
Here,  there  and  evei^  where  in  the  vile  place 
Abandoned    to   him   when    their  backs  were 

turned. 
Found  -  furnishing  a  last  and  best  regale  - 
All  the  love-letters  bandied  'twixt  the  pair 
Since  the  first  timid  trembling  into  life 
O'  the  love-star  till  its  stand  at  fiery  full. 
Mad  prose,  mad  verse,  fears,  hopes,  triumph, 

despair. 
Avowal,  aisclaimer,  plans,  dates,  names,  —  was 

naught 
Wanting  to  prove,  if  proof  consoles  at  all, 
Tliat  this  had  been  but  the  fif tli  act  o'  the  pieoe 
Whereof  the  due  proemium,  months  ago, 
These   playwrights  had   put  forth,  and  ever 

since 
Matured  the  middle,  added  'neath  his  nose. 
He  might   go   cross   himself:    the   ease   was 

clear. 

Therefore  to  Rome  with  the  clear  case ;  thers 

plead 
Each  party  its  best,  and  leave  law  do  each 

right. 
Let  law  shine  forth  and  show,  as  God  in  heaven, 
Vice  prostrate,  virtue  pedestalled  at  last. 
The  triumph  of  truth  I    What  else  shall  glad 

our  gaze 
When  once  authority  has  knit  the  brow 
And  set  the  brain  behind  it  to  decide 
Between  the  wolf  and  sheep  turned  litigants  ? 
*'  This  is  indeed  a  business,^'  law  shook  head : 
'*  A  husband  charges  hard  things  on  a  wife. 
The  wife  as  hai^l  o*  the  husband  :  whose  fault 

here? 
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A  wife  that   flies  her  huahand^s  hoiue,  does 

wrong: : 
The  male  fnend^s  interference  looks  aniiae, 
Lends  a  suspicion  :  but  suppose  the  wife, 
On  the  other  hand,  be  jeopardized  at  home  — 
Nay,  that  she  simply  hold,  ill-tfrouudedly. 
An  apprehension  sne  is  jeoporaized,  — 
And  further,  if  the  friend  partake  the  fear. 
And,  ui  a  commendable  charity 
Which   triisteth  all,   trust   her  that  she  mis- 
trusts, — 
What  du  thay  but  obey  law  —  natural  law  ? 
P^tence  may  this  be  and  a  cloak  for  sin. 
And  circumstances  that  concur  i*  the  close 
Hint  {IS  much,  loudly  —  yet  scarce  loud  enough 
To   drown   the  answer  *  strange  may  yet  be 

true  ' : 
Innocence  often  looks  like  guiltiness. 
The  accused  declare  that  in  thou^rht,  word  and 

deed. 
Innocent  were  they  both  from  first  to  last 
An  male-babe  haply  laid  by  female-babe 
At  church  on  edge  of  the  baptismal  font 
Tf^ther  for  a  minute,  perfect-pure. 
Difficult  to  believe,  vet  possible. 
As  witness  Juseph,  tJie  friend's  patron-saint.^ 
The  night   at   the    inn  —  there    charity    nigh 

chokes 
£re  swallow  what  they  both  asseverate  ; 
Though  down  the  giiUet  faith  may  feel  it  go. 
When   mindful    oi  what   flight  fatigued   the 

flesh 
Out  of  its  faculty  and  fleslilineas, 
Subdued  it  to  the  soul,  as  saints  assure : 
So  long  a  flight  necessitates  a  fall 
On  the  first  bed,  though  in  a  lion's  den. 
And  the  first  pillow,  though  the  lion's  back : 
l>iflBcult  to  believe,  yet  possible. 
Last  come  the  letters'  bundled  beastliness  — 
Authority  repu^nis  give  glance  to  —  nay. 
Turns  head,  ana  almost  lets  her  whip-lash  fall ; 
Yet  here  a  voice  cries    '  Respite  I  '  from  the 

clouds  — 
The  accused,  both  in  a  tale«  protest,  disclaim. 
Abominate  the  horror :  *"  Not  my  hand ' 
Asserts  the  friend  —  *  Nor  mine  '  chimes  in  the 

wife, 
*  Seeing  I  have  no  hand,  nor  write  at  all.' 
Illiterate  —  for  she  (;obs  on  to  ask. 
What  if  tlie  friend  did  pen  now  verse  now 

prose. 
Commend  it  to  her  notice  now  and  then  ? 
'T  was  pearls  to  swine  :  she  read  no  more  than 

wrote. 
And  kept  no  more  than  read,  for  as  they  fell 
She  ever  brushed  the  burr-like  things  away. 
Or,  better,  burned  them,  quenched  the  fire  in 

smoke. 
Ab  for  this  fardel,  filth  and  foolishness. 
She  sees  it  now  the  first  time  :  bum  it  too ! 
While  for  his  part  the^  friend  vows  ignorance 
Alike  of  what  bears  his  name  and  bears  hers : 
'T  is  forgery,  a  felon's  masterpiece. 
And,  as  'tis  said  the  fox  still  nnds  tlie  stench, 
Home-manufacture  and  the  husband's  work. 
Though  he  confesses,  the  ingenuous  friend, 
That  certain  missives,  letters  of  a  sort. 
Flighty  and  fe  >b1e,  which  assigned  themselves 


To  the  wife,  no  less  have  fallen,  far  too  oft. 

In   his  patn:    wherefrom  he  understood  just 

tlus- 
That  were  they  verily  the  lady's  own. 
Why,  she  who  penuea  them,  suice  he  never  saw 
Save  for  one  minute  the  mere  face  of  her, 
hiiice  never  liad  tliere  been  the  interchan^ 
Of  word  with  word  between  them  all  their  lifs. 
Why,  she  must  be  the  fondest  of  the  frail. 
And  fit,  she  for  the  '  apaye '  he  flung. 
Her  letters  for  the  flame  they  went  to  feed  I 
But,  now  he  sees  her  face  and  hears  her  speech, 
Much  he  repents  him  if,  in  fauoy-t'reuk 
For  a  moment  the  minutest  measurable. 
He  coupled  her  with  the  first  flimsy  word 
O'  the  self-spim  fabric  some  mean  spider^oul 
Furnished  forth :  stop  his  films  and  stamp  on 

him! 
Never  was  such  a  tangled  knottiness, 
But  thus  authority  cuts  the  Qordian  tliroue-h, 
And  mark  how  her  decision  suits  the  need! 
Here  's  troublesomeness,  scandal  on  both  sides, 
Plenty  of  fault  to  find,  no  absolute  crime  : 
Let  each  side  own  its  fault  and  make  amends  I 
What  does  a  priest  in  cavalier's  attire 
Consorting  publicly  with  vagrant  wives 
In  quarters  olose  as  the  confessional. 
Though  innocent  of  harm  ?   'T  is  liarm  enough: 
Let  him  pay  it,  —  say,  be  relegate  a  good 
Three  years,  to  spend  in  some  place  not  too  far 
Nor  yet  too  near,  midway  'twixt  near  and  far, 
Rome  and  Arezzo,  —  Civita  we  choose. 
Where  he  may  lounge  away  time,  live  at  large. 
Find  out  the  nroper  fimction  of  a  priest. 
Nowise  an  exue,  —  tliat  were  punishment,  — 
But  one  our  love  thns  keeiis  out  of  harm's  way 
Not  more  from  the  husband's  anger  than,  may- 
hap. 
His  own  .  .  .  say,  indiscretion,  waywardness. 
And  wanderings  when  £aster  eves  grow  warm. 
For  the  wife,  —  well,  our  best  step  to  take  with 

her. 
On  h  ir  own  showing,  were  to  shift  her  root 
From  the  old  cold  shade  and  unhappy  soil 
Into  a  generous  ground  that  fnmts  the  south  : 
Where,  since  her  callow  soul,  a-shiver  lat«. 
Craved  simply  warmth  and  called  mere  pass- 
ers-by 
To  the  rescue,  she  should  have  her  fill  of  shine. 
Do  house  and  husband  hinder  and  not  help  ? 
Why  then,  forget  both  and  st^y  here  at  peace. 
Come  into  our  community,  enroll 
Herself  alcmg  with  those  givxl  Convertites, 
Those  sinners  saved,  those  Magdaleiis  re-made. 
Accept  their  ministration,  well  bestow 
Her  body  and  patiently  ])08sess  her  soul. 
Until  we  see  wnat  better  can  be  done. 
Last  for  the  husband  :  if  his  I  ale  prove  true. 
Well  is  he  rid  of  two  domestic  |)lagiies  — 
Both  wife  that  ailed,  do  whatsoever  he  would, 
And  friend  of  hers  tliat  underttH)k  the  cure. 
See.  what  a  double  load  we  lift  frotn  breast  I 
Off  he  may  go,  return,  resume  old  life. 
Laugh  at  the  priest  here  and  Pompilia  there 
In  limbo  each  and  punished  for  their  pains. 
And  grateful  tell  the  inouiring  neighborhood  — 
In  Rome,  no  wrong  but  has  its  remedy." 
The  case  was  dosed.    Now,  am  I  fair  or  no 
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Id  what  I  utter  ?    Do  I  state  the  facts. 
Having  f  oreohosen  a  side  ?    I  promisea  70U ! 

The  Canon  Gaponsacchi,  then,  was  sent 

To  chanee  liis  erarb,  re-trim  his  tonsure,  tie 

The  clerkly  silk  round,  every  phut  correct. 

Make  the  impressive  entiy  on  liis  place 

Of  relegation,  thrill  his  Civita, 

As  Ovid,  a  like  suil'erer  in  the  cause. 

Planted  a  primrose-patch  by  Pontus  :  where,  — 

Wliat  with  much  culture  of  the  sonnet-stave 

And  converse  with  the  aborigines. 

Soft  8avj^^ry  of  eyes  unused  to  roll. 

And  hearts  that  all  awry  went  pit-a-pat 

And  wanted  setting  right  in  charity,  — 

What  were  a  couple  of  years  to  wlule  away? 

Pompilia,  as  enjoined,  betook  herself 

To  the  aforesaid  Convertites^  soft  sisterhood 

In  Via  Lungara,  where  the  light  ones  live, 

Spin,  pray,  then  sing  like  linnets  o'er  the  flax. 

**  Anywhere,  anyhow,  out   of   my  husbmid's 

house 
Is  heaven,"  cried  she,  —  was  therefore  suited  so. 
But  for  Count  Guido  Franceschini,  he  — 
The  injured  man  thus  righted  —  found  no  hea- 
ven 
I'  the  house  when  he  returned  there,  1  engage. 
Was  welcomed  by  the  city  turned  upside  down 
In  a  chorus  of  inquiry.    **  What,  back  —  you  ? 
And  no  wife  ?    Left  ner  with  the  Penitents  ? 
Ah,  being  youn^  and  jsretty,  't  were  a  shame 
To  have  her  wmpped  in  public :  leave  the  job 
To  the  priests  who  understand !    Such  priests 

as  yours  — 
(Pontifex  Maxinius  whipped  Vestals  onoe) 
Our  madcap  Caponsacchi :  think  of  him  I 
So,  he  fired  up,  showed  fight  and  skill  of  fence  ? 
Av,  you  drew  also,  but  you  did  not  fight ! 
The  wiser,  't  is  a  word  and  a  blow  with  him, 
True  Caponsacchi,  of  old  Head-i*-the-Sack 
That  fought  at  Fiesole  ere  Florence  was  : 
He  had  done  enough,  to  firk  you  were  too  much. 
And  did  the  little  lady  menace  you, 
Make  at  your  breast  with  your  own  harmless 

sword  ? 
The  spitfire !   WeU,  thank  God  you  ^re  safe  and 

sound. 
Have  kept  the  sixth  commandment  whether  or 

no 
The  lady  broke  the  seventh  :  I  only  wish 
I  were  as  saint-like,  could  contain  me  so. 
I,  the  poor  sinner,  fear  I  should  have  left 
Sir  Priest  no  nose-tip  to  turn  up  at  me  I  " 
You,  Sir,  who  listen  but  interpose  no  word, 
Ask  yourself,  had  you  borne  a  baiting  thus  ? 
Was  it  enough  to  make  a  wise  man  mad  ? 
Oh,  but  I  Ul  have  your  verdict  at  tlie  end  ! 

Well,  not  enough,  it  seems :  such  mere  hurt 

falls, 
Frets  awhile,  aches  long,  then  grows  less  and 

less. 
And  so  gets  done  with.     Such  was  not  the 

scheme 
O'  the  pleasant  Comparini :  on  Guide's  wound 
Ever  in  due  succession,  drop  by  drop, 
Came  slow  distilmi^nt  from  the  alembic  here 
Set  on  to  simmer  by  (3aiiidian  hato. 


Corrosives  keeping  the  man's  misery  raw. 
First  fire-drop,  — when  he  thought  to  make  the 

best 
O'  the  bad,  to  wring  from  out  the  sentencie 

passed, 
Poor,  pitiful,  absurd  although  it  were. 
Yet  what  might  eke  him  out  result  enough 
And  make  it  worth  while  to  have  had  the  rig^ht 
And  not  the  wrong  i'  the  matter  judged   at 

Rome. 
Inadequate  her  punishment,  no  less 
Punished  in  some  slight  sort  his  wife  had  been  ; 
Then,  punished  for  adultery,  what  else  ? 
On  such  admitted  crime  he  tnonght  to  seize, 
And  institute  procedure  in  the  courts 
Which  cut  corruption  of  this  kind  from  man. 
Cast  loose  a  wife  proved  loose  and  castaway : 
He  claimed  in  due  form  a  divorce  at  least. 

This  claim  was  met  now  by  a  counterclaim : 
Pompilia  sought  divorce  from  bed  and  board 
Of  Guide,  whose  outrageous  cruelty, 
Wlioee  mother's  malice  and  whose  brother's  hate 
Were  just  the  white  o'  the  charge,  such  dread- 
ful depths 
Blapkened  its  centre,  —  hints  of  worse  tlian 

hate, 
Love  from  that  brother,  by  that  Guidons  guile. 
That   mother's   prompting.     Such  reply  waa 

made, 
So  was  the  engine  loaded,  wound  up,  sprui^: 
On  Guide,  who  received  bolt  full  in  breast ; 
But  no  less  bore  up,  giddily  perhaps. 
He  had  the  Abate  Paolo  still  in  Rome, 
Brother  and  friend  and  f^hter  on  liis  side : 
Tliey  rallied  in  a  measure,  met  the  foe 
Manlike,  joined  battle  in  the  public  courts. 
As  if  to  shame  supine  law  f  i*om  her  sloth  : 
And  waiting  her  award,  let  beat  the  while 
Arezzo's  banter,  Rome's  buffoonery, 
On  this  ear  and  on  that  ear,  deaf  alike^ 
Safe  from  worse  outrage.     Let  a  scorpion  nip. 
And  never  mind  till  he  contorts  his  tail ! 
But  there  was  sting  i'  the  creature;  thus  it 

struck. 
Guido  had  thought  in  his  simplicity  — 
That  lying  declaration  of  remorse. 
That  story  of  the  child  which  was  no  child 
And  motherhood  no  motherhood  at  all, 
—  That  even  this  sin  might  have  its  sort  of  good 
Inasmuch  as  no  question  more  could  be,  — 
Call  it  false,  call  the  story  true,  —  no  claim 
Of  further  parentage  pretended  now : 
The  parents  had  abjured  all  right,  at  least, 
I'  the  woman  owned  his  wife:  to  plead  right 

still 
Were  to  declare  the  abjuration  false  : 
He  was  relieved  from  any  fear  henceforth 
Their  hands  might  touch,  their  breath  defile 

again 
Pompilia  with  his  name  upon  her  yet. 
Well,  no :  the  next  news  was,  Pompilia's  health 
Demanded  change  after  full  three  long  weeks 
Spent  in  devotion  with  the  Sisterhood,  — 
Which  rendered  sojourn — so  the  court  opined  — 
Too  irksome,  since  the  convent's  walls  were  high 
And  windows  narrow,  nor  was  air  enough 
Nor  light  enough,  but  all  looked  prison-like. 
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The  last  thing  whioh  had  oome  in  the  ooort^s 

head. 
Propose  a  new  expedient  therefore.  —  this  I 
She  had  demanded  —  had  obtained  indeed, 
By  intarvention  of  her  pityiujg:  friends 
Or  p^^rliape  lovers  —  (beauty  in  distress. 
Beauty  whose  tale  is  the  town-talk  betdde, 
Never    lacks    friendship's    arm     about     her 

neok)  — 
Obtained  remission  of  the  penalty, 
Permitted  transfer  to  some  private  place 
Where  better  air,  more  light,  new  food  might 

soothe  — 
Incarcerated  (call  it,  all  the  same) 
At  some  sure  friend's  house  she  must  keep  in- 
side. 
Be  fotmd  in  at  requirement  fast  enough,  — 
Domut  pro  carcere^  in  Roman  style. 
Yon  keep  the  house  i'  the  main,  as  most  men 

do, 
And  all  good  women :  but  free  otherwise, 
Should  friends  arrive,  to  lodge  them  and  what 

not? 
And  such  a  domum^  such  a  dwelling-plaoe, 
Having  all  Rome  to  choose  from,  wnere  cho«e 

she? 
Wliat  house  obtained  Pompilia's  preference  ? 
Why,  jiist  the  Comparini's  —  just,  do  yon  mark, 
Theirs  who  renounced  all  part  and  lot  in  her 
So  long  as  Guido  could  be  robbed  thereby, 
And  only  fell  back  on  relationship 
And  found  their  daughter  safe  and  sound  again 
When  that  might  surelier  stab  him :  yea,  the 

pair 
Who,  as  I  told  you,  first  had  baited  hook 
With  this  poor  gilded  fly  Pomnilia-thing, 
Then  caught  the  fish,  pullea    Guido   to  the 

shore 
And  gutted  him,  —  now  found  a  further  use 
For  the  bait,  would  trail  the  gauze  wings  yet 

again 
1'  the  way  of  what  new  swimmer  passed  their 

stand. 
The^  took  Pompilia  to  their  hiding-plaoe  — 
Not  in  the  heart  of  Rome  as  formerly, 
Under  observance,  subject  to  control  — 
Bat   out  o'  the  way,  —  or  in  the  way,   who 

knows  ? 
That  blind  mute  villa  lurking  by  the  gate 
At  Via  Paulina,  not  so  hard  to  miss 
By  the  honest  eye,  easy  enough  to  find 
In  twilight  bv  marauders :  where  perchance 
Some  muffled  Caponsacchi  might  repair, 
Employ  odd  moments  when  he  too  tried  chimge. 
Found  that  a  friend's  abode  was  pleasanter 
Than  rel^:ation,  penance  and  the  rest. 

Come,  here's  the  last  drop  does  its  worst  to 
wound, 

Here 's  Guido  poisoned  to  the  bone,  you  say. 

Tour  boasted  still's  full  strain  and  strength: 
not  so  ! 

One  masteir«qaeeze  from  screw  shall  bring  to 
birth 

The  hoard  i'  the  heart  o'  the  toad,  hell's  quint- 
essence. 

He  learned  the  true  convenience  of  the  change. 

And  why  a  convent  lacks  the  cheerful  hearts 


And  helpful  hands  whioh  female  straits  re- 
quire, 
When,  in  the  blind  mute  villa  by  the  gate, 
Pompilia  —  what  ?    sang,    danced,    saw    com- 
pany ? 
—  Gave  birth.  Sir,  to  a  child,  his  son  and  heir, 
Or  Guide's  heir  and  Caponsacohi's  sou. 
I  want  your  woiti  now  :  what  do  you  say  to 

this? 
Wliat  would  sav  little  Arezzo  and  ^reat  Rome» 
And  what  did  God  say  and  the  devil  say, 
One  at  each  ear  o'  the  man,  the  husband,  now 
The  father  ?    Why,  the  overburdened  mind 
Broke  down,  what  was  a  bram  became  a  blaze. 
In  fury  of  the  moment —  (that  first  news 
Fell  on  the  Count  among  his  vines,  it  seems. 
Doing  his  farm- work,)  —  why,  he  summoned 

steward, 
Called  in  the  first  four  hard  hands  and  stout 

hearts 
From  field  and  furrow,  poured  forth  his  appeal. 
Not  to  Rome's  law  ana  gospel  any  more, 
But  this  clown  with  a  mother  or  a  wife, 
That  dodpole  with  a  sister  or  a  son  : 
And,  whereas  law  and  gospel  held  their  peace, 
What  wonder  if  the  sticks  and  stones  cried  out  ? 

All  five  soon  somehow  found  themselves  at 

Roma, 
At  the  villa  door :  there  was  the  warmth  and 

light- 
The  sense  of  life  so  just  an  inch  inside  — 
Some  angel  must  hiave  whispered  *'  One  more 

ehancel " 

He  gave  it :  bade  the  others  stand  aside : 
Knocked  at  the  door,  —  ''  Who  is  it  knocks  ?  '* 

cried  one. 
"  I  will  make,"  surely  Guide's  aogel  urged, 
*^  One  final  essay,  last  experiment, 
Speak  the  word,  name  the  name  from  out  all 

names. 
Which,  if,  — as  doubtless  strong  illusions  are. 
And  strai^e  disgnisings  whereby  truth  seems 

false. 
And,  since  I  am^  but  man,  I  dare  not  do 
God's  work  until  assured  I  see  with  God,  — 
If  I  should  bring  my  lii)8  to  breathe  that  name 
And  they  be    innocent,  —  nay,   by  one   mere 

touch 
Of  innocence  redeemed  from  utt«r  guilt,  — 
That  name  will  bar  the  door  and  bid  fate  pass. 
I  will  not  say  '  It  is  a  messenger, 
A  neighbor,  even  a  belated  man. 
Much  less   your  husband's  friend,  your  huft- 

band's  self : ' 
At  such  appeal  the  door  is  bound  to  ope. 
But  I  will  say  "  —  here 's  rhetoric  and  to  mare  I 
Why,  Sir,  the  stumbling-block  is  cursed  and 

kicked. 
Block  though  it  be;  the  name  that  brought 

oifence 
Will  bring  offence :  the  burnt  child  dreads  the 

fire 
Although  that  fire  feed  on  some  taper-wick 
Whioh  never  left  the  lUtar  nor  singed  a  fly  : 
And   had  a  harmless   man   tripped   you   by 

chamoe. 
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How  would  you  wait  him,  stand  or  step  aside, 
When  next  you  heard  he  i-olled  your  way? 
Kuough. 

**  Giuseppe  Caponsacclii !  '^  Guido  cried ; 
And  open  flew  the  door :  enoui^h  again. 
Vengeance,  you  know,  burst,  like  a  mountain- 
wave 
That  holds  a  monster  in  it,  over  the  house. 
And  wiped  its  filthy  four  walls  free  at  last 
With    a  wash  of    hell-fire,  —  father,   motlier, 

wife, 
Killed  them  all,  bathed  his  name  clean  in  their 

blood, 
And,  reeking  so,  was  caught,  his  friends  and  he. 
Haled  hither  and  imprisoned  yesternight 
O^  the  day  all  this  was. 

Now,  Sir,  tale  is  told. 
Of  how  the  old  couple  come  to  lie  in  state 
Though  hacked  to  pieces,  —  never,  the  expert 

say, 
So  thorough  a  study  of  stabbing  —  while  the 

wife 
(Viper-like,  very  difficult  to  slay) 
Writhes  still  through  every  ring  of  her,  poor 

wretch, 
At  the    Hospital  hard    by  —  survives,    we  '11 

hope, 
To  somewhat  purify  her  putrid  soul 
By  full  confession,  inake  so  much  amends 
While  time  lasts;  since  at  day's  end  die  she 

must. 

For   Caponsacchi,  —  why,    they  '11   have   him 

here. 
As  hero  of  the  adventure,  who  so  fit 
To  figure  in  the  coming  Carnival  ? 
'T  will  make  the  fortune  of  whate'er  saloon 
Hears  him  recount,  with  helpful  cheek,  and  eye 
Hotl^  indignant  now,  now  dewy-dimmed, 
The  incidents  of  flight,  pursuit,  surprise, 
(capture,  with  hintA  of  kisses  all  between  — 
While  Guido,  wholly  unromantic  spouse. 
No  longer  fit  to  laugh  at  since  the  blood  ^ 
Gave  the  broad  farce  an  all  too  brutal  air, 
Why,  he  and  those  four  luckless  friends  of  his 
May  tumble  in  the  straw  this  bitter  day  — 
I^id  by  the  heels  i'  the  New  Prison,  I  near. 
To  bide  their  trial,  since  trial,  and  for  the  life, 
Follows  if  but  for  form's  sake  :  yes,  indeed  ! 

But  with  a  certain  issue :  no  dispute, 
**  Try  him,"  bids  law  :  formalities  oblige  : 
But  as  to  the  issue,  —  look  me  in  tlie  face  !  — 
If  the  law  thinks  to  find  them  guilty.  Sir, 
Master  or  men  —  touch  one  hair  of  the  five, 
Then  I  sa^  in  the  name  of  all  that 's  left 
Of  honor  m  Rome,  civility  i'  the  world 
Whereof    Rome    boasts    herself    tlie    central 

source,  — 
There 's  an  end  to  all  hope  of  jiutice  more. 
AstrsBa  's  gone  indeed,  let  hope  go  too ! 
Who  is  it  dares  impugn  the  natural  law, 
I>eny   God's  word       the  faithless  wife  shall 

die"? 
What,  are  we  blind?     How  can  we  fail  to 

learn 
This  crowd  of  miseries  make  the  man  a  mark, 


Accumulate  on  one  devoted  head 
For  our  example  ?  —  youra  and  mine  who  t^ad 
Its  lesson  thus  —  **  Henceforward  let  none  dare 
tStand,  like  ii  natural  in  the  public  way, 
Letting  the  very  urchins  twitch  his  beard 
And  tweak  his  nose,  to  earn  a  nickname  so. 
Be  stvled  male-Grissel  or  else  modem  Job  !  *' 
Htid  Guido,  in  the  twinkling  of  an  eye. 
Summed  up  the  reckoning,  promptly  paid  him- 
self. 
That  morning  when  he  came  up  with  the  pair 
At  the  wayside  inn,  — exacted  his  just  dent 
By  aid  of  what  first  mattock,  pitchfork,  axe 
Came  to  hand  in  the  helpful  stable-yaid, 
And  with  that  axe,  if  providence  so  pleased. 
Cloven  each  head,  by  some  Rolando-stroke, 
In  one  clean  cut  from  crown  to  clavicle, 
—  Shun  the  priest-gallant,  the  wife-paramonr, 
Sticking,  for  all  defence,  in  each  skull's  cleft 
The  rhyme  and  reason  of  the  stroke  thus  dealt. 
To  wit,  those  letters  and  last  evidence 
Of  shame,  each  package  in  its  proper  place,  — 
Bidding,  who  pitied,  undistend  the  skulls,  — 
1  say,  the  world  had  praised  the  man.    But  no ! 
lliat  were  too  plain,  too  straight,  too  simply 

just! 
He  hesitates,  calls  law  forsooth  to  help. 
And  law,  distasteful  to  who  calls  in  law 
W^hen  honor  is  beforehand  and  would  serve, 
What  wonder  if  law  hesitate  in  turn. 
Plead  her  disuse  to  calls  o'  the  kind,  reply 
^Smiling  a  little),  '*  'T  is  yourself  assess 
ilie  worth  of  what 's  lost,  sum  of  damage  done. 
Wliat  vou  touched  with  so  light  a  finger-tip, 
You  whose  concern  it  was  to  grasp  the  thing. 
Why  roust  law  gird  herself  and  grapple  with  ? 
Law,  alien  to  the  actor  whose  warm  blood 
Asks  heat  from  law  whose  veins  run  lukewarm 

milk,  — 
What  you  dealt  lightly  with,  shall  law  make  out 
Heinous  forsooth  r  " 

Sir,  what 's  tlie  good  of  law 
In  a  case  o'  the  kind  ?  None,  as  she  all  but  says. 
Call  in  law  when  a  neighbor  breaks  your  fence, 
Cribs  from  your  field,  tampers  with  rent  or 

lease, 
Touches  the  purse  or  pocket,  —  but  wooes  your 

wife  ? 
No:    take  the  old  way  trod  when  men  were 

men ! 
Guido  preferred  the  new  path,  —  for  his  iMiins, 
Stuck  m  a  quagmire,  floundered  worse  ana 

worse 
Until  he  managed  somehow  scramble  back 
Into  the  safe  sure  rutted  road  once  more. 
Revenged  his  own  wron^  like  a  gentleman. 
Once  back  'mid  the  familiar  prints,  no  doubt 
He  made  too  rash  amends  for  his  fii'st  fault. 
Vaulted  too  loftily  over  what  barred  him  late. 
And    lit    i'  the   mire    again,  —  the   common 

chance, 
The  natural  over^nergv  :  the  deed 
Maladroit  yields  three  cleatbs  instead  of  one. 
And  one  life  left :    for  where  's    the   Canon *9 

corpse  ? 
All  which    is   the  worse  for  Guido,  but,  be 

frank  — 
The  better  for  you  and  me  and  all  the  world. 
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HosbancU  of  wives,  espNBcially  in  Rome. 
The  thincr  is  put  ri^ht,  in  the  old  place,  —  ay, 
The  rod  nanes  on  its  nail  behind  the  door. 
Fresh  from  the  brine :  a  matter  I  commend 
To  the  notice,  diirin^r  Carnival  that 's  near, 
()f  a  certain  what  's-his-name  and  jackanapes 
Somewhat  too  civil  of  eves  with  lute  and  song 
About  a  house  here,  where  I  keep  a  wife. 
(You,  being  his  cousin,  may  go  tell  him  so.) 


Ill 

THE  OTHER  HALF-ROME 

Another  day  that  finds  her  living  yet, 
Jjittle  Pompilia,  with  the  patient  brow 
And  lamentable  smile  on  those  poor  lips. 
And,  under  the  white  hospital-array, 
A  flower-like  body,  to  frighten  at  a  bruise 
You  'd  think,  yet  now,  stabbed  through  and 

through  again, 
Alive  i^  the  ruins.     ^T  is  a  miracle. 
It  seems  that,  when  her  husband  struck  her 

firat. 
She  prayed  Madonna  just  that  she  might  live 
•So  lung  as  to  confess  and  be  absolved  : 
And  whether  it  was  that,  all  her  sad  life  long 
Never  before  successful  in  a  prayer, 
This  praver  rose  with  authority  too  dread,  — 
Or  whether,  because  earth  was  hell  to  her, 
By  compensation,  when  the  blackness  broke 
She  got  one  glimpse  of  quiet  and  the  cool  blue. 
To  show  her  for  a  moment  such  things  were,  — 
Or  else,  —  as  the  Augustinian  Brother  thinks. 
The  friar  who  took  confession  from  her  lip,  — 
When  a  probationary  soul  that  moved 
From  nobleness  to  nobleness,  as  she. 
Over  tlie  rough  way  of  the  world,  succumbs. 
Bloodies  its  last  thorn  with  unflinching  foot, 
The  uigels  love  to  do  their  work  betimes, 
Stanch  some  wounds  here  nor  leave  so  much 

for  God. 
Who  knows  ?    However  it  be,  confessed,  ab- 
solved. 
She  lies,  with  overplus  of  life  beside 
To  speak  and  right  herself  from  first  to  last. 
Right  the  friend  also,  lamb-pure,  lion-brave. 
Care  for  the  boy's  concerns,  to  save  the  son 
From  the  sire,  her  two-weeks'  infant  orphaned 

thus. 
And  —  with  best  smile  of  all  reserved  for  him  — 
Pardon  that  sire  and  husband  from  tlie  heart. 
A  miracle,  so  tell  your  Molinists  I 

There  she  lies  in  the  long  white  laxar^house. 
Rome   has   besieged,  these   two   days,  never 

doubt. 
Saint  Anna  s  where  she  waits  her  deatb,  to 

hear 
Though  but  the  cliink  o'  the  bell,  turn  o'  the 

hinge 
V^en  the  reluctant  wicket  opes  at  last, 
I^ets  in,  on  now  this  and  now  that  pretence. 
Too   many  by  half,  —  complain    the   men   of 

art, — 
For  a  patient  in  such  plight.    The  lawyers  first 
P;iid  tne  due  visit  —  justice  must  be  done  ; 
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They  took  her  witness,  why  the  murder  was. 
Tlien  the  priests  followed  pi-operly.  —  a  soul 
To    shrive ;     't  was    Brotner    Celestine's  own 

right. 
The  same  who  noises  thus  her  gifts  abroad. 
But  many  more,   who  found  they  were    old 

friends. 
Pushed  in  to  nave  their  stare  and  take  their  talk 
And  go  forth  boasting  of  it  and  to  boast. 
Old  Monna  Baldi  chatters  like  a  jay. 
Swears  —  but  that,  prematurely  trundled  out 
Just  as  she  felt  the  benefit  begin. 
The  miracle  was  snapped  up  by  somebody,  — 
Her  palsied  limb  ^gan  prick  and  promise  life 
At  touch  o'  the  bedclotnes  mertly,  —  how  much 

more 
Had  she  but  brushed  the  body  as  she  tried ! 
Cavalier  Carlo  —  well,  there  's  some  excuse 
For  him  —  Maratta  who  paints  Virgins  so  — 
He  too  must  fee  the  porter  and  slip  by 
With  pencil  cut  and  paper  squared,  and  straight 
There  was  he  figuring  away  at  face : 
A  lovelier  face  is  not  in  Kome,''  cried  he. 
Shaped  like  a  peacock's  egg,   the    pure  as 

pearl, 

That  hatches  you  anon  a  snow-white  chick." 
Then,  oh  that  pair  of  eyes,  that  pendent  hair. 
Black  this  and  black  the  other  I    Mighty  fine  — 
But  nobody  cared  ask  to  paint  the  same. 
Nor  grew  a  poet  over  hair  and  eyes 
Four  little  years  ago,  when,  ask  and  have. 
The  woman  who  wakes  all  this  rapture  leaned 
Flower-like  from  out  her  window  long  enough. 
As  ranch  uncomplimented  as  nncropp^ 
Bv  comers  and  goers  in  Via  Vittoria :  eh  ? 
'Tis  just  a  flower's  fate :  past  parterre  we  trip. 
Till     peradventure     some     one     plucks     our 

sleeve  — 
*'Yon  blossom  at  the  brier's  end,  that's  the 

rose 
Two  jealous  people  fought  for  yesterday 
And  killed  eacn  other:    see,  there's   undis' 

turbed 
A  pretty  pool  at  the  root,  of  rival  red !  " 
Then  cry  we,  '*  Ah,  the  perfect  paragon  1 " 
Then  crave  we,  **  Just  one  keepsake-leaf  fox 

us!" 

Truth  lies  between :  there 's  anyhow  a  child 
Of  seventeen  years,  whether  a  flower  or  weed, 
Ruined :  who  did  it  shall  account  to  Christ  — 
Having  no  pity  on  the  harmless  life 
And  gentle  face  and  girlish  form  he  found, 
And    thus  flings  back.     Go   practise  if   you 

please 
With  men  and  women :  leave  a  child  alone 
For  Christ's  particular  love's  sake !  —  so  I  say. 

Somebodv  at  the  bedside  said  much  more, 

Took  on  him  to  explain  the  secret  cause 

O'  the  crime  :  quotn  he,  **  Such  crimes  are  very 

rife, 
Exi^lode  nor  make  us  wonder  nowadays. 
Seeing  that  Antichrist  disseminates 
That  doctrine  of  the  Philosophic  Sin : 
Molinos'  sect  will  soon  make  earth  too  hot  I  '* 
"Nay,"  groaned    the   Augustinian,   '^what's 

there  new  ? 
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Crime  will  not  fail   to  flare  up  from  men^s 

hearts 
While  hearts  are  men^s  and  so  bom  criminal ; 
Which  one  tact,  always  old  yet  ever  new, 
Accounts  for  so  much  crime  that,  for  my  part, 
Molinos  may  go  whistle  to  the  wind 
That   waits   outside   a    certain    church,    you 

know ! '' 

Thougrh  really  it  does  seem  as  if  she  here, 
Porapilia,  livmg  so  and  dyinur  thus. 
Has  nad  imdue  exi^erience  how  much  crime 
A  heart  can  hatch.     Why  was  she  made  to 

learn 
—  Not  you,  not  I,  not  even  Molinos'  self  — 
What  Guido  Franceschini's  heart  could  hold  ? 
Thus  saintahip  is  effected  probably  ; 
No  sparing  saints  the  process !  —  wnich  the  more 
Tends  to  uie  reconciling  us,  no  saints, 
To  sinnership,  immunity  and  all. 

For  see  now :  FHetro  and  Violante's  life 
Till  seventeen  vears  ago,  all  Rome  rai^ht  note 
And  quote  for  happy  —  see  the  signs  distinct 
Of  happiness  as  we  yon  Triton's  trump. 
What  oould  they  be  but  happy  ?  —  balanced  so. 
Nor  low  i'  the  social  scale  nor  yet  too  high, 
Nor  poor  nor  richer  than  comports  with  ease, 
Nor    bright   and    envied,    nor    obscure    and 

scorned. 
Nor  so  young  that  their  pleasures  fell  too  thick, 
Nor  old  past  catching  pleasure  when  it  fell, 
Nothing  above,  below  the  iust  degree, 
All  at  me  mean  where  joy  s  components  mix. 
So  again,  in  the  couple's  very  souls 
You  saw  the  adequate  half  with  half  to  match. 
Each  having  and  each  lacking  somewhat,  both 
Making    a  whole    that    had   all    and  lacked 

naught. 
The  round  and  sound,  in  whose  composure  just 
The  ac4q[uiescent  and  recipient  side  ^ 
Was  Pietro's,  and  the  stirring  striving  one 
Violante's :  both  in  union  ^ve  the  due 
Quietude,  enterprise,  craving  and  content. 
Which  go  to  boaily  health  and  peace  of  mind. 
But  as  *t  is  said  a  body,  rightly  mixed, 
Each  element  in  eouipoise,  would  last 
Too  long  and  live  forever,  —  accordingly 
Holds  a  germ  -  sand-grain  weight  too  much  i' 

^  the  scale  — 
Ordained  to  get  predominance  one  day 
And  so  bring  all  to  ruin  and  release,  — 
Not  otherwise  a  fatal  germ  lurked  here  : 
**  With  mortals  much  must  go,  but  something 

stays  : 
Nothing  will  stay  of  our  so  happy  selves." 
Out  of  the  very  ripeness  of  lif  e  s  core 
A  worm  was  brea  —  "  Our  life  shall  leave  no 

fmit." 
Enough  of  bliss,  they  thought,  ooiild  bliss  bear 

seed. 
Yield  its  like,  propagate  a  bliss  in  turn 
And  keep  the  kind  up  ;  not  supplant  themselveB 
But  put  m  evidence,  record  they  were, 
Show  them,  when  done  with,  i    the  shape  of  a 

child. 
"  'T  is  in  a  child,  man  and  wife  grow  complete. 
One  flesh  :  God  says  so :  let  him  do  his  work  1  '* 


Now,  one  reminder  of  this  gnawing  want, 
One  special  prick  o'  the  maggot  at  the  core. 
Always  befell  when,  as  the  day  came  round, 
A  certain  yearly  sum,  —  our  Pietro  being. 
As  the  long  name  runs,  an  usufructuary,  — 
Dropped  in  the  common  bag  as  interest 
Of  money,  his  till  death,  not  afterwax^. 
Failing  an  heir :  an  heir  would  take  and  talce, 
A  child  of  tlieirs  be  wealthy  in  their  place 
To  nobody's  hurt  —  the  stranger  else  seixed  aJL 
Prosperity  rolled  river-like  and  stopped, 
Makmg  their  mill  ppo :  but  when  wheel  wore  ont. 
The  wave  would  hnd  a  space  and  sweep  on  free 
And,  half-a-mile  off,  grind    some  neighbor's 
com. 

Adam-like,  Pietro  sighed  and  said  no  more  : 
Eve  saw  the  apple  was  fair  and  good  to  taste. 
So,  plucked  it,  naving  asked  the  snake  advice. 
She  told  her  husband  God  was  mei-cif  ul. 
And  his  and  her  prayer  granted  at  the  last: 
Let  the  old  mill-stone  moulder,  —  wheel  ait- 

worn. 
Quartz  from  the  quarry,  shot  into  the  stream 
Adroitly,  as  before  should  go  bring  grist  — 
Their  house  continued  to  them  by  an  heir. 
Their  vacant  heart  replenished  with  a  child. 
We  have  her  own  coniession  at  full  length 
Made  in  the  first  remorse  :  't  "was  Jubilee 
Peali^  in  the  ear  o'  the  conscience  and  it  woke.. 
She  found  she  had  offended  God  no  doubt. 
So  much  was  plain  from  what  had  happened 

since. 
Misfortune  on  misfortune  ;  but  she  harmed 
No  one  i'  the  world,  so  far  as  she  could  see. 
The  act  had  gladdened  Pietro  to  the  height. 
Her  spouse  whom  God  himself  must  gladden  so 
Or  not  at  all :  thus  much  seems  probable 
From  the  implicit  faith,  or  rather  say 
Stupid  creduiitv  of  the  foolish  man 
Who  swallowed  such  a  tale  nor  strained  a  whit 
Even  at  his  wife's  far-over^fifty  years 
Matching    his    sixty -and -under.     Him    she 

blessed ; 
And  as  for  doing  an^  detriment 
To  the  veritable  heir, —  why,  tell  her  first 
Who  was  he  ?    Which  of  all  the  hands  held  up 
I'  the  crowd,  one  day  would  gather  round  their 

gate 
Did  she  so  wrong  by  intercepting  thus 
The  ducat,  spendthrift  fortune  thought  to  flin^ 
For  a  scramble  just  to  make  the  mob  break 

shins  ? 
She  kept  it,  saved  them  kicks  and  cuffs  thereby. 
While  at  the  least  one  good  work  had  she 

wrought, 
Good,  dearly  and  incontestably  I    Her  cheat  — 
What  was  it  to  its  subject,  the  child's  self, 
But  charity  and  religion  ?    See  the  girl ! 
A  body  most  like  —  a  soul  too  probably  — 
Ooomed  to  death,  such  a  double  death  as  waits 
The  illicit  offspring  of  a  common  trull. 
Sure  to  resent  and  forthwith  rid  herself 
Of  a  mere  interruption  to  sin's  trade. 
In  the  effieacions  way  old  Tiber  knows. 
Was  not  so  much  proved  bv  the  ready  sale 
O'  the  child,  glad  transfer  of    this  irksome 

ehanoe? 
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Well  theu,  she  had  eaught  up  this  oastaway : 
This  fitM^e    egg^    aoine    oarolew    wild    bird 

dropped, 
^he  had  picked  from  where  it  waited  the  foot- 
fall. 
And  put  in  her  own  breast  till  forth  broke  finch 
Able  to  ang  God  praise  on  mornings  now. 
What    so    ezoeflsive   harm    was   done?  —  slie 
asked. 

To  which  demand  the  dreadful  answer  oomes  — 
For  that  same  deed,  now  at  Lorenzo^s  ehuroh, 
Both  a^ntB,  conscious  and  inoonsoious,  lie  ; 
While  she,  tJie  deed  was  done  to  benefit, 
Lies  also,  the  most  lamentable  of  things. 
Yonder  where  curious  people  count  her  breaths, 
Caloniate  how  long  vet  the  little  life 
Unspilt  may  serve  their  turn  nor  spoil  the  show, 
GiTS  ^em  their  story,  then   the  church  its 
group. 

Well,  having  gained  Pompilia^  the  girl  grew 
I'  the  midst  of  Pietro  here,  Violante  there. 
Each,  like  a  semicircle  with  stretched  arms. 
Joining  the  other  round  her  preciousness  — 
Two  walls  that  go  about  a  garden-plot 
Where  a  chance  sliver,  branchlet  shpt  from  bole 
Of  some  tongue-leaved  eye-figured  Eden  tree, 
Filohed  by  two  exiles  and  borne  far  away, 
Patiently  glorifies  their  solitude,  — 
Year  by  year  mounting,  grade  by  grade  sur^ 

mount 
The  bnilded  brick-work,  vet  is  compassed  still. 
Still  hidden  happily  and  shielded  safe,  — 
Else    why  should   miracle    have  graced    the 

ground? 
But  on  the  twelfth  sun  that  brought  April 

there 
What  meant  that  laugh  ?     The  coping-stone 

was  reached : 
Nay,  above  towered  a  light  tuft  of  bloom 
To  be  toyed  with  by  butterfly  or  bee. 
Done  good  to  or  else  harm  to  from  outside  : 
Pompuia's  root,  stalk  and  a  branch  or  two 
Home  endoeed  still,   the  rest  would    be  the 

world  *8. 
All  which  was  taught  our  couple  though  ob- 
tuse. 
Since  walb  have  ears,  when  one  day  brought  a 

Eriest, 
-mannered  sof  t-speeched  sleek-cheeked 
visitor, 
The  notable  Abate  Paolo  —  known 
As  younger  brother  of  a  Tuscan  house 
Whereof  the  actual  representative, 
€k>unt  Guide,  had  employed  his  youth  and  age 
In  culture  of  Rome^s  most  productive  plant  — 
A  cardinal :  but  vears  pass  and  change  comes. 
In  token  of  whicn,  here  was  our  Pamo  brought 
To  broach  a  weighty  business.  Might  he  speak  ? 
Yes^ —  to  Violante  somehow  caught  alone 
While  Pietro  took  his  after-dinner  doze. 
And  the  young  maiden,  busily  as  befits, 
Minded  her  broider-f rame  three  chambers  off. 

So  —  giving  now  his  great  flap-hat  a  gloss 
With  flat  o^  the  hand  between-whiles,  soothing 
now 


The  silk  from  out  its  creases  o'er  the  calf. 

Setting  the  8tockin|{:  clerical  again. 

But  never  disengagug.  once  engaged. 

The  thin  clear  gray  hold  of  his  eyes  on  her  — 

He  dissertated  on  that  Tuscan  bouse. 

Those  Franceschini,  —  very  old  they  were  — 

Not  rich  however  —  oh,  not  rich,  at  least. 

As  people  look  to  be  wno,  low  i'  the  scale 

One  way,  have  reason,  rising  all  thepr  can 

By  favor  of  the  money-bag !   't  is  fair  — 

Do  all  gifts  go  together  ?    Bat  don^t  suppose 

That  being  not  so  rich  means  all  so  poor  f 

Say  rather,  well  enough  —  i*  the  way,  indeed, 

Ha,  ha,  to  fortune  better  than  the  best : 

Since  if  his  brother'H  patron-friend  kept  faith. 

Put  into  promised  play  the  Cardinalate, 

Their  house  might  wear  the  red  doth  that  keeps 

warm, 
Woidd  but  the  Count  have  patience  —  there  ^s 

the  point  !^ 
For  he  was  slipping  into  years  apace. 
And  years    make  men   restless  —  they  needs 

must  spy 
Some  certainty,  some  sort  of  end  assured. 
Some  sparkle,  though  from  topmost  beacon-tip. 
That  warrants  life  a  harbor  through  the  haze. 
In  short,  call  him  fantastic  as  you  choose. 
Guide  was  home-sick,  yearned  for  the  old  sights 
And  usual  faces,  —  fain  would  settle  himself 
And  have  the  patron's  bounty  when  it  fell 
Irrigate  far  rather  than  deluge  near. 
Go  fertilize  Arezzo,  not  flood  Rome. 
Sooth  to  say,  't  was  the  wiser  wish :  the  Count 
Proved  wanting  in  ambition,  —  let  us  avouch, 
Since  truth  is  best,  —  in  callousness  of  heart. 
And  winced  at  pin-pricks  whereby  honors  hang 
A  ribbon  o'er  each  puncture :  his  —  no  soul 
Ecclesiastic  (here  the  hat  was  brushed). 
Humble  but  self-snstaininpr,  calm  and  cold. 
Having,  as  one  who  puts  his  hand  to  the  plougl^ 
Renounced  the  over-vivid  funilv-feel  -^ 
Poor  brother  Guide !    All  too  plain,  he  pined 
Amid  Rome's  pomp  and  glare  for  dinginess 
And  that  dilapidated  palace-shell 
Vast  as  a  quarry  and,  very  like,  as  bare  — 
Since  to  this  comes  old  grandeur  nowadays  ~— 
Or  that  nbeiird  wild  villa  in  the  waste 
O'  the  hillside,  breezy  though,  for  who  likes  air, 
Vittiano,  nor  unpleasant  with  its  vines. 
Outside  the  city  and  the  summer  heats. 
And  now  his  harping  on  tliis  one  tense  chord 
The  villa  and  the  palace,  palace  this  ^ 
And  villa  the  other,  all  day  and  all  night 
Creaked  like  the  implacable  cicala's  cry 
And  made  one's  ear-drum  ache :  naught  else 

would  serve 
But  that,  to  light  his  mother's  visage^  up 
With  second  youth,  hope,  gayety  again. 
He  must  find  straightway,  woo  ana  haply  win 
And  bear  away  triumphant  back,  some  wife. 
Well  now,  the  man  was  rational  in  his  way : 
He,  the  Abate,  —  ought  he  to  interpose  ? 
Unless  by  straining  still  his  tutelage 
(Priesthood  leaps  over  elder-brothership) 
Across  this  dimcnlty :  then  let  go, 
Leave  the  poor  fellow  in  peace  I    Would  thai 

be  wrong  ? 
There  was  no  making  Guido  great,  it  seerosy 
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Spite  of  himself :  tlieii  happy  b«  his  dole  1 

I.ideed,  the  Abate's  little  iutei-est 

Wan  soiuewhat  neai'ly  touched  i'  the  case,  they 

saw : 
Since  if  his  simple  kinsman  so  were  bent, 
Begran  his  rounds  in  Home  to  catch  a  wife, 
Fim  soon  would  such  uuworldliness  surjinse 
The  rare  bird,  sprinkle  salt  on  phceuix'  tail. 
And  so  secure  the  nest  a  si>arrow-hawk. 
No  lack  of  mothers  here  in  Home,  —  no  dread 
Of  daugrhters  lured  as  hu-ks  by  lookin^^lans  ! 
The  first  naiue-peekine  credit-scratching;  fowl 
Would  drop  her  unfiea^ed  cuckoo  in  oiu*  nest 
To  eather  grayness  there,  give  voice  at  leiif^tli 
And  shame  the  brood  .  .  .  but  it  was  lui^  ngo 
When  crusades  were,  and  we  sent  eaj^les  forth ! 
No,  that  at  least  the  A^)ate  could  forestall. 
He  read  the  thout^ht  within  his  brother's  woi'd. 
Knew  what  he  purposed  better  than  himself. 
We  want  no  name  and  fame  —  hiiving  our  own : 
No  worldly  a^;s;nuidizement  —  such  we  fly : 
But  if  some  wonder  of  a  woman  Vheart 
Were  yet  untainted  on  this  grimy  earth. 
Tender  and  true  —  tradition  tells  of  such  — 
Prepared  to  iMint  in  time  and  tune  with  ours  — 
If  some  gooa  girl  (a  girl,  since  she  must  take 
The  new  bent,  live  new  life,  adopt  new  modes) 
Not  wealthy  (Guido  for  his  rank  was  poor) 
But  with  wliatever  dowrj'  came  to  hand,  — 
There  were  the  lady-love  predestinate  I 
And  somehow  the  Abate's  guardian  eye  — 
Scintillant,  rutilant,  fraternal  fii*e,  — 
Roving  round  every  way  had  seized  the  prize 
—  The  instinct  of  us,  we,  the  spiritualty  I 
Come,  cards  on  table  :  waa  it  true  or  false 
That  here  —  here  in  tnis  very  tenement  — 
Yea,  Via  Vittoria  did  a  marvel  hide, 
Lily  of  a  maiden,  white  with  intact  leaf 
Guessed  through  the  sheath  that  saved  it  from 

the  snn  ? 
A  daughter  with  the  mother's  hands  still  clasped 
Over  her  head  for  fillet  virginal, 
A  wife  worth  Guido's    house  and  hand  and 

heart? 
He  came  to  see  ;  had  spoken,  he  could  no  less  — 
(A  final  cherish  of  the  stockinged  calf) 
If  harm  were,  — well,  the  matter  was  off  his 

mind. 

Then  with  the  great  air  did  he  kias,  devont, 
Violante's  hand,  and  rise  up  his  whole  height 
(A  certain  purple  gleam  about  the  black) 
And  go  forth  grandly,  —  as  if  the  Pope  came 

next. 
And  so  Violante  rubbed  her  eyes  awhile. 
Got  up  too,  walked  to  wake  her  Pietro  soon 
And  pour  into  his  ear  the  mighty  news 
How  somebody  had  somehow  somewhere  seen 
Their  treet^p-tiift  of  bloom  above  the  wall. 
And  came  now  to  apprise  them  the  tree's  self 
Was  no  such  crab-sort  as  should  go  feed  swine, 
But  veritable  gold,  the  Hesperian  ball 
Ordained  for  Ilercules  to  haste  and  pluck. 
And  bear  and  ^ive  the  Gods  to  banquet  w^ith  — 
Hercules  standing  ready  at  the  door. 
Whereon  did  Pietro  rub  his  eyes  in  turn. 
Look  very  wise,  a  little  woeful  too. 
Then,  periwig  on  head,  and  cane  in  hard. 


Sally  forth  dignifiedly  into  the  Square 
Of  Spain  acroes  Babbuino  the  six  steps, 
Toward  the    Boat-fountain  where    our  idlers 

lounge,  — 
Ask,  for  form's  sake,  who  Hercules  mipht  be. 
And  have  congratulation  from  the  world. 

Heartily  laughed  the  world  in  his  foors-faoe 

And  told  him  Hercules  was  just  the  heir 

To  the  stubble  once  a  cornfield,  and  brick-hear 

Where  used  to  be  a  dwelling-place  now  burned. 

Guido  and  Franoeschini  ;  a  Count,  —  ay: 

But  a  cross  i'  the  poke  to  bless  Uie  Countship  ? 

Nol 
All  gone  except  sloth,  pride,  rapacity, 
Humors  of  the  imposthume  incident 
To  rich  blood  tliat  nms  tliin,  —  nursed  to  a 

head 
By  the  rankly-salted  soil  —  a  cardinal's  court 
where,  parasite  and  picker-up  of  crumbs. 
He  had  hung  on  long,  and  now,  let  go,  said 

some. 
Shaken  off,  said  others,  —  but  in  any  case 
Tired  of  the  trade  and  something  worse  for 

wear. 
Was  wanting  t^i  chaiige  town  for  countr}*  qnick. 
Go  home  ^ain :  let  Pietro  help  him  home  ! 
The  brother.  Abate  Paolo,  shrewder  mouse, 
Had  pricked  for  comfortable  quarters,  inched 
Into  the  core  of  Rome,  and  fattened  so  ; 
But  Guido,  oyer^burly  for  rat's  hole 
Suited  to  clerical  slimness,  starved  ontade. 
Must  shift  for  himself:  and  so  the  shift  was 

this ! 
What,  was  the  snug  retreat  of  Pietro  tracked. 
The  little  provision  for  his  old  age  snuffed  ? 
*'  Oh,  make  your  girl  a  lady,  an  you  list. 
But  have  more  mercy  on  our  wit  than  vaunt 
Your  bargain  as  we  burgesses  who  brag  I 
Why,  Goodman  Dullard,  if  a  friend  must  speaks 
Would  the  Count,  think  you,  stoop  to  you  and 

yours 
Were  there  the  value  of  one  penny-piece 
To  rattle  'twixt.  his  palms  —  or  likelier  laugh. 
Bid  your  Pompilia  help  you  black  his  shoe  ?  *' 

Home  again,  shaking  oft  the  puzzled  nate. 
Went  Pietro  to  announce  a  change  inaee<], 
Tet  point  Violante  where  some  solace  lay 
Of  a  rueful  sort,  —  the  taper,  quenched  so  soon. 
Had  ended  merely  in  a  snuff,  not  stink  — 
Congratulate  there  was  one  hope  the  less, 
Not  misery  the  more :  and  so  an  end. 

The  manage  thus  impossible,  the  n>st 
Followed:   our  spokesman,   Paolo,  heard  hia 

fate. 
Resignedly  Count  Guido  bore  the  blow  : 
Violante  wiped  away  the  transient  tear. 
Renounced  the  playing  Danae  to  gold  dreams, 
Praised  much  her  Pietro's  prompt  sagacious- 

ness, 
Found  neighbors'  envy  natural,  lightly  laughed 
At  gossips  malice,  fairly  wrapped  herself 
In  her  integrity  three  folds  about, 
And,  letting  i)ass  a  little  day  or  two, 
Tlirew,  even  over  that  integrity, 
Another  wrappage,  ^wmely  one  thick  veil 
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That  hid  her,  matron-wise,  from  head  to  foot, 

And,  by  the  hand  holdin?  a  girl  veiled  too, 

Stood,  one  dim  end  of  a  Deoeraber  day, 

In  ^Munt  Lorenzo  on  the  altar^tep  — 

Just  where  she  ties  now  and  that  girl  will  lie  — 

Only  with  fiftv  candles'  company 

Now,  in  the  place  of  the  poor  wmking  one 

Which  saw  — doors  shut  and  sacristan  made 

sure  — 
A  priest  —  perhaps  Abate  Paolo  —  wed 
Guido  clandestinely,  irrevocably 
To  his  Porapilia  aged  thirteen  vears 
And  five  months,  —  witness  the  church  regis- 
ter,— 
Pompilia,  (thns  become  Count  6uido*s  wife 
Clandestinely,  irrevocably  liisj 
Who  all  the  while  had  borne,  f  i-om  first  to  last, 
As  brisk  a  part  i^  the  bargain,  as  von  lamb. 
Brought  forth  from    basket  and  set  out  for 

sale. 
Bears  while  they  chaffer,  wary  market-man 
And  voluble  housewife,  o'er  it,  — each  in  turn 
Patting  the  curly  calm  inconsoious  head. 
With  the    shambles  ready  round  the  comer 

there. 
When  the  talk's  talked    out  and  a  bargain 
struck. 

Transfer  complete,  why,  Pietro  was  apprised. 
Violante   sobbed    the   sobs    and    prayed    the 

prayers. 
And  said  the  serpent  tempted  so  she  fell. 
Till  Pietro  had  to  clear  his  brow  apace 
And  make  the  best  of  matt-era :  wrath  at  first,  — 
How  else  ?  pacification  presently. 
Why  not  ?  —  could  flesn  withstand  the  impur- 

pled  one. 
The  very  Cardinal.  Paolo's  patron-friend  ? 
Who,  justifiably  snmamed     a  hinge," 
Knew  where  the  mollifying  oil  should  drop 
To  cure  the  creak  o'  the  valve,  —  considerate 
For  frailty,  patient  in  a  naughty  world. 
He  even  volunteered  to  supervise 
The  roiigh  draught  of  those  marriage-articles 
Signed  in  a  hurry  by  Pietro,  since  revoked : 
Trust 's  politic,  suspicion  does  the  harm. 
There  is  but  one  way  to  browbeat  this  world, 
Dnmb « founder   doubt,    and    repay   scorn   in 

kind, — 
To  go  on  trusting,  namely,  till  faith  move 
Mountains. 

And  fsuth  here  made  the  mountains  move. 
Why,  friends  whose  zeal  cried  *^  Caution  ere 

tooUte!"  — 
Bade  **  Pause  ere  jump,  with  both  feet  joined, 

on  slough  I "  — 
Counselled      If   rashness  then,  now   temper- 
ance I "  — 
Heard  for  their  pains  that  Pietro  had  closed 

eyes, 
Jnmp^  and  was  in  the  middle  of  the  mire. 
Money  and  all,  just  what  should  sink  a  mtm.^ 
By  the  mere  marriage,  Guido  gained  forthwith 
Dowry,  his  wife's  right ;  no  rescinding  there  : 
But  Inetro,  why  must  he  needs  ratify 
One  gift  Violante  gave,  nay  down  one  doit 
Promised  in  first  fool's-nnrry  ?    Grasp  the  bag 


Lest   the  son's   service  flag,  —  is   reason  and 

rhyme. 
Above  all  when  the  son's  a  son-in-law. 
Words  to  the  wind  !    The  parents  cast  their 

lot 
Into  the  lap  o'  the  daughter :  and  the  son 
Now  with  a  right  to  Ue  there,  took  what  fell, 
Pietro's  whole  having  and  holding,  house  and 

field. 
Goods,  chattels  and  effects,  his  worldly  worth 
Present  and  in  perspective,  all  renounced 
In  favor  of  Guido.    As  for  the  usufruct  — 
The  interest  now,  the  principal  anon, 
Would  Guido  please  to  wait,  at  Pietro's  death  : 
Till  when,  he  must  support  the  couple's  ohaiige, 
Bear   wiUi    them,    housemates,    pensionaries, 

pawned 
To  an  alien  for  fulfilment  of  their  pact. 
Guido  should  at  discretion  deid  them  orts, 
Bread-bounty  in  Arezzo  the  strange  place,  — 
They  who  had  Uved  deliciously  and  rolled 
Rome's  choicest  comfit  'neath  the  tongue  before. 
Into  this  quag,  |*  jump  "  bade  the  Cardinal  I 
And  neck-deep  in  a  mmute  there  flounced  they. 

But  they  touched  bottom  at  Arezzo  :  there  — 
Four   months'  ezi>erience  of  how  craft    and 

greed. 
Quickened  by  penury  and  pretentions  hate 
Of  plain  truth,  brutirf  and  bestialize,  — 
Four  months'  taste  of  apportioned  insolence, 
Cruelb^  graduated,  dose  oy  dose 
Of  rnfnanism  dealt  out  at  bed  and  board. 
And  lo,  the  work  was  done,  success  clapped 

hands. 
The  starved,  stripped,  beaten  brace  of  stupid 

dupes 
Broke  at  last  in  their  desperation  loose. 
Fled  away  for  their  lives,  and  lucky  so ; 
Found  their  account  in  casting  coat  afar 
And  bearing  off  a  shred  of  skin  at  least : 
Left  Guido  lord  o'  the  prey,  as  the  Hon  is. 
And,  careless  what  came  after,  carried  their 

wrongs 
To  Rome,  —  I  nothing  doubt,  with  such  remorse 
As  folly  feels,  since  pain  can  make  it  wise. 
But  crime,  past  wisdom,  which  is  innocence, 
Needs  not  be  plagued  with  till  a  later  day. 

Pietro  went  back  to  beg  from  door  to  door. 
In  hope  that  memory  not  quit«  extinct 
Of  cheery  days  and  festive  nights  would  move 
Friends  and  acquaintance  —  after  the  natural 

laugh. 
And  tributary  **  Just  as  we  foretold  —  " 
To  show  some  bowels,  give  the  dregs  o'  the  cup, 
Scraps  of  the  trencher,  to  their  host  that  was. 
Or  let  him  share  the  mat  with  the  mtistiff,  he 
Who  lived  large  and  kept  open  house  so  long. 
Not  so  Violante :  ever  ahead  i'  the  march, 
Quick  at  the  by-road  and  the  cut-across. 
She  went  first  to  the  oest  adviser,  God  — 
\^^08e  finger  unmistakably  was  felt 
In  all  this  retribution  of  the  past. 
Here  was  the  prize  of  sin,  luck  of  a  lie  I 
But  here  too  was  what  Holy  Year  would  help. 
Bound  to  rid  sinners  of  sin  vulgar,  sin 
Abnormal,  sin  prodigious,  up  to  sin 
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Impoesible  and  supposed  for  Jubilee*  sake : 
To  lift  the  leadenest  of  lies,  let  soar 
The  soul  unhampered  by  a  feather-weigrht. 
**  I  will,"  said  she,  **go  bum  out  this  bad  hole 
That  breeds  the  scorpion,  balk  the  plague  at 

least 
Of  hope  to  further  plague  by  progeny : 
I  will  confess  xuy  fault,  be  punished,  ves. 
But  pardoned  too :  Saint  Peter  pays  tor  all." 

So,  with  the  crowd  she  mixed,  made  for  the 

dome. 
Through  the  great  door  new-broken  for  the 

nonce 
Marched,  muffled  more  than  ever  matron-wise, 
Up  the  left  nave  to  the  formidable  throne, 
Fell  into  file  with  this  the  poisoner 
And  that  the  parricide,  and  reached  in  turn 
The  poor  repugnant  Penitentiarv 
Set  at  this  gnl^-hole  o*  the  world's  discharge 
To  help  the  frightf ullest  of  filth  have^  vent, 
And  then  knelt  down  and  whispered  in  his  ear 
How  she  had  bought    Pompiiia,  palmed  the 

babe 
On  Pietro,  passed  the  girl  off  as  their  cliild 
To  Guido,  and  defrauded  of  his  due 
This  one  and  that  one,  —  more  than  she  could 

name. 
Until  her  solid  piece  of  wickedness 
Happened  to  split  and  spread  woe  far  and  wide : 
Contritely  now  she  brought  the  case  for  cure. 

Replied  the  throne  —  **  Ere   God  forgive  the 

guilt. 
Make  man  some  restitution !    Do  ^our  part  1 
The  owners  of  your  husband's  heritage, 
Barred    thence  by  this  pretended  biilh  and 

heir,  — 
Tell  them,  the  bar  came  so,  is  bi'oken  so, 
Theirs  be  the  due  reversion  as  before  I 
Tour  husband  who,  no  partner  in  the  guilt. 
Suffers  the  penalty,  led  blindfold  thus 
By  love  of  what  he  thought  his  flesh  and  blood 
To  alienate  his  all  in  her  behalf,  — 
TeU  him  too  such  contract  is  null  and  void  I 
Last,  he  who  personates  your  son-in-law, 
Who  with  sealed  eyes  and  stopped  ears,  tame 

and  mute. 
Took  at  your  hand  that  bastard  of  a  whore 
Tou  called   your  daughter  and    he   calls   his 

wife,  — 
Tell  him,  and  bear  the  anger  which  is  iiist ! 
Then,  penance  so  performed,  may  pardon  be  t  " 

Who  could  gainsay  this  just  and  risrlit  award  ? 
Nobody  in  the  world  :  but,  out  o'  the  world, 
Who  knows  ?  —  might  timid  intervention  be 
From  any  makmhiit  of  an  angel-guide. 
Substitute  for  celestial  guardianship. 
Pretending  to  take  care  of  the  girPs  self  : 
**  Woman,  confessing  crime  is  healthy  work. 
And  telling  truth  relieves  a  liar  like  you. 
But  how  of  my  quite  unconsidered  charge  ? 
No  thought  if,  while  this  good  befalls  yourself. 
Aught  in  the  way  of  harm  may  find  out  her  ?  " 
No  least  thought,  I  assure  you:  truth  being 

truth. 
Tell  it  and  shame  the  devil  I 


Said  and  done  : 
Home  went  Violante,  and  disbosomed  all : 
And  Pietro  who,  six  months  before,  had  borne 
Woi-d  after  word  of  such  a  piece  of  news 
Like  so  nmch  cold  steel  mohed  through  hi£ 

breast-blade, 
Now  at  its  entry  gave  a  leap  for  joy. 
As  who  —  what  did  I  say  of  one  in  a  quag  ?  — 
Should  catch  a  hand  from  heaven  and  spring 

thereby 
Out  of  the  mud,  on  ten  toes  stand  onoe  more. 
''  What  ?    All  that  used  to  be,  may  be  again  ? 
My  money  mine  again,  my  house,  my  land. 
My  chairs  aiid  tables,  ^1  mine  evermore  ? 
What,  the  girPs  dowry  never  was  the  girrs, 
And,  unpaid  vet,  is  never  now  to  pay  ? 
Then  the  girl  s  self,  my  pale  Pompiua  child 
That  ustid  to  be  my  own  with  her  great  eyes  — 
He  who  drove  us  fortli,  why  should  he  keep  her 
When  proved  as  very  a  pauper  as  himself  r 
Will  she  come  back,  with  nothing  changed  at 

all. 
And  laugh,  *  But  how  you  dreamed  uneasily  I 
I  saw  the    great   drops  stand    here    on  your 

brow  — 
Did  I  do  wrong  to  wake  you  with  a  kiss  ?  * 
No,  indeed,  darling !    No,  for  wide  awake 
I  see  another  outburst  of  surprise : 
The  lout-lord,  bully-beggar,  oraggartrsneak. 
Who,  not  content  witn  cutting    purse,  crops 

ear  — 
Assuredlv  it  sliall  be  salve  to  mine 
When   this  great   news   red-letters   him,  the 

rogue  I 
A^,  let  him  taste  the  teeth  o^  the  trap,  this  foz. 
Give  us  our  Iamb  back,  golden  fleece  and  all. 
Let  her  creep  in  and  warm  our  breasts  again  I 
Why  care  for  the  past  ?  —  we  three  are  our  old 

selves, 
And   know  now  what   the   outside  world   is 

worth." 
And  so,  he  carried  case  before  the  courts ; 
And  there  Violante,  blushing  to  the  bone. 
Made  public  declaration  of  her  fault. 
Renounced  her  motherhood,  and  prayed  the  law 
To  interpose,  frustrate  of  its  effect 
Her  folly,  and  redress  the  injury  done. 

Whereof  was  the  disastrous  consequence, 
That  though  indisputably  clear  the  case 
(For  thirteen  years  are  not  so  lai^  a  lapse. 
And  still  six  witnesses  survived  in  Rome 
To  prove  the  truth  o*  the  tale)  —  yet,  patent 

wrong 
Seemed  Guidons ;  the  first  cheat  had  chanced 

on  him  :  ^ 
Here  was  the  pity  that,  deciding  right, 
Those  who  began  the  wrong  would  gain  the 

prize. 
Guido  pronounced  the  stoiy  one  long  lie 
Lied  to  do  robbery  and  take  revenge ; 
Or  say  it  were  no  lie  at  all  but  truth. 
Then,  it  both  robbed  the  right  heirs  and  shamed 

him 
Without  revenge  to  humanize  the  deed : 
What  had  he  oone  when  first  they  shamed  him 

thus? 
But  that  were  too  fantastic :  losels  tliey, 
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And  leasuifiT  this  worldVwonder  of  a  lie. 
They  lied  to  blot  him  though  it  brand  them- 
selves. 

So  answered  Gnido  through  the  Abaters  month. 
Wherefore  the  court,  its  customary  way, 
Inclined  to  the  middle  course  the  sage  affect. 
They  held  the  child  to  be  a  ohangelii^^  —  good  : 
But,  lest  the  husband  got  no  good  thereby, 
They  willed  the  dowry,  thou^n  not  hers  at  all. 
Should  yet  be  his,  if  not  by  n^ht  tlien  grace  — 
Part-payment  for  the  plain  injustice  done. 
As  for  that  other  contract,  Pietro's  work, 
Renunciation  of  his  own  estate. 
That  must  be  cancelled  —  give  him  back  his 

gifts, 
He  was  no  partv  to  the  cheat  at  least ! 
So  ran  the  judgment: — whence  a  prompt  ap- 
peal 
On  botn  sides,  seeing  right  is  absolute. 
Cried  Pieti'o,  **  Is  the  child  no  child  of  mine  ? 
Why  give  her  a  child's  dowry  ?"  —  "  Have  I 

right 
To  the  (towry,  why  not  to  the  rest  as  well  ?  " 
Cried  Quido,  or  cried  Paolo  in  his  name : 
Till  law  said,  ""  Reinvestigate  the  case  I  " 
And  so  the  matter  pends,  to  this  same  day. 

Hence  new  disaster  —  here  no  outlet  seemed  : 
Whatever  the  fortune  of  the  battlefield. 
No  path  whereby  the  fatal  man  might  march 
Victorious,  wreath  on  head  and  spoils  in  hand. 
And  back  turned  full  upon  the  baffled  foe,  — 
Nor  cranny  whence,  desperate  and  disgraced, 
Stripped  to  the  skin,  he  might  be  fain  to  crawl 
Worm-like,  and  so  away  with  his  defeat 
To  other  fortune  and  a  novel  prey. 
No,  he  was  pinned  to  the  place  there,  left  alone 
With  his  immense  hate  and,  the  solitary 
Subject  to  satisfy  that  hate,  his  wife. 
*"*  Cast  her  off  ?    Turn  her  naked  out  of  doors  ? 
Elasily  SMd !    But  still  the  action  pends. 
Still  dowry,  piincipal  and  interest, 
Pietro's  possessions,  all  I  bargained  for,  — 
Any  good  day,  be  but  my  friends  alert. 
May  ffive  them  me  if  she  continue  mine. 
Yet,  keep  her  ?  ^  Keep  the  puppet  of  my  foes  — 
Her  voice  that  lisps  me  back  tneir  curse  —  her 

eye 
They  lend  their  leer  of  triunoph  to  —  her  lip 
I  touch  and  taste  their  very  nlth  upon  ?  '' 

In  short,  he  also  took  the  middle  course 
Rome  taught  hini  —  did  at  last  excogitate 
How  he  might  keep  the  good  and  leave  the 

had 
Twined  in  reyenge,  yet  extricable,  —  nay 
Make  the  very  hate's  eruption,  very  rush 
Of  the  unpent  sluice  of  cruelty  relieve 
His  heart  first,  then  go  fertilize  his  field. 
W^hat  if  the  girl-wife,  tortured  with  due  care. 
Should  take,  as  thongli  spontaneously,  the  road 
It  were  impolitic  to  tnrost  her  on  ? 
If,  goaded,  she  broke  out  in  full  revolt. 
Followed  her  parents  i'  the  face  o'  the  world. 
Branded  as  runaway,  not  castaway, 
Self-sentenced  and  self-punished  in  the  act  ? 
So  should  the  loathed  form  and  detested  face 


Launch  themselves  into  hell  and  there  be  lost 
While  he  looked  o'er  the  brink  with  folded 

arms  ; 
So  shomld  the  heaped-up  shames  go  shuddering 

back 
O'  the  head  o'  the  heapers,  Pietro  and  his  wife, 
And  bury  in  the  breakage  three^  at  once  : 
While  Guido,  left  free,  no  one  right  renounced, 
Gain  present,  gain  prospective,  aU  the  gain. 
None  of  the  w^e  except  her  rights  absorbed. 
Should  ask  law  what  it  was  law  paused  about  — 
If  law  were  dubious  still  whose  word  to  take. 
The  husband's  —  dignified  and  derelict. 
Or  the  wife's  — the  .  .  .  what  I  tell  you.    It 

should  be. 

Guide's  first  step  was  to  take  i»Bn,  indite 

A  letter  to  the  Abate,  —  not  his  own, 

His  wife's,  —  she  should  re-write,  sign,  seal  and 

send. 
She  liberally  told  the  household^news. 
Rejoiced  her  vile  prc^enitors  were  gone. 
Revealed  their  malice  —  how  they  even  laid 
A  last  injunction  on  her,  when  they  fled. 
That  she  should  forthwith  find  a  paramour, 
Complot  with  him  to  gatiier  spoil  enough. 
Then  burn  the  house  down,  —  taking  previoofl 

care 
To  poison  all  its  inmates  overnight,  — 
Ana  so  companioned,  so  provisioned  too. 
Follow  to  Rome  and  there  join  fortunes  gay. 
This  letter,  traced  in  pencil-characters, 
Guido  as  easily  got  retraced  in  ink 
By  his  wife's  pen,  guided  from  end  to  end, 
As  if  it  had  been  just  so  much  Chinese. 
For  why  ?    That  wife  could  broider,  sing  per- 
haps. 
Pray  certainlv,  but  no  more  read  than  write 
This  letter,      which  yet  write  she  must,"  he 

"  Being  half  courtesv  and  compliment. 
Half  sisterliness  :  take  the  thing  on  trust !  " 
She  had  as  readily  retraced  the  words 
Of    her  own    death-warrant,  — in   some    sort 

't  wa«  so. 
This  letter  ihe  Abate  in  due  course 
Communicated  to  such  curious  souls 
In  Rome  as  needs  must  pry  into  the  cause 
Of  quarrel,  wh^  the  Comparini  fled 
The  Franceschmi,  whence  the  grievance  grew. 
What    the  hubbub  meant:      Nay,  —  see  the 

wife's  own  word, 
Authentic  answer  I    Tell  detractors  too 
There 's  a  plan  formed,  a  programme  figured 

here 
—  Pray  Gk)d  no  after-practice  put  to  proof. 
This  letter  cast  no  light  upon,  one  day  I  " 

So  much  for  what  should  work  in  Rome :  back 

now 
To  Arezzo,  follow  up  the  project  there. 
Forward  the  next  step  with  as  bold  a  foot. 
And  plague  Pompilia  to  the  height,  you  see ! 
Accordingly  did  Guido  set  himself 
To  worry  up  and  down,  across,  around. 
The  woman,  hemmed   in  by  her  household' 

bars, 
Chase  her  about  the  coop  of  daily  life. 
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Having  first  stopped  each  outlet  thenoe  save  one 
Which,  like  bird  with  a  ferret  in  her  haunt, 
She  needs  must  seize  as  sole  way  of  escape 
Thou^rh  there  was  tied  and  twittering?  a  decoy 
To  seem  as  if  it  tempted,  —  just  the  plume 
O'  the  popinjay,  not  a  real  respite  there 
From  tooth  and    claw  of    something    in  the 

dark,  — 
Giuseppe  Capousacchi. 

Now  begins 
Tlie  tenebrific  passage  of  the  tale : 
How  hold  a  lignt,  display  the  cavern  ^s  gorge  ? 
How,  in  this  phase  of  the  affair,  show  tmUi  ? 
Here  \a  the  dying  wife  who  smiles  and  says, 
*'  So  it  was,  —  so  it  was  not,  —  how  it  was, 
I  never  knew  nor  ever  care  to  know  —  '^ 
Till  they  all  weep,  phj'sican,  man  of  law, 
Even  that  poor  old  bit  of  battered  brass 
Beaten  out  of  all  shape  by  the  world^s  sins. 
Common  utensil  of  the  lazai^hoiise  — 
Confessor  Celestino  groans,  **  *T  is  truth. 
All  truth  and  only  truth:  there ^s  something 

here. 
Some  Dreseuce  in  the  room  beside  us  all, 
Somettiing  that  every  lie  expires  before  : 
No  question  she  was  pure  from  first  to  last/* 
So  far  is  well  and  helps  as  to  believe  : 
But  beyond,  she  the  helpless,  simple-sweet 
Or  silly-sooth,  unskilled  to  break  one  blow 
At  her  good  fame  by  putting  finger  forth,  — 
How  can  she  render  service  to  the  truth  ? 
The  bird  says,  *^  So  I  fluttered  where  a  springe 
Caught  me  :  the  springe  did  not  contrive  itself, 
That  I  know :  who  contrived  it,  God  forgive  !  ** 
But  we,  who  hear  no  voice  and  have  dry  eyes. 
Must  ask,  —  we  cannot  else,  absolving  her,  — 
How  of  the  part  placed  by  that  same  decoy 
r  the  catchmg,  caging  ?    Was  himself  caught 

first? 
We  deal  here  with  no  innocent  at  least. 
No  witless  victim,  —  he  *s  a  man  of  the  age 
And   priest   beside,  —  persuade   the    mocking 

world 
Mere  charity  boiled  over  in  this  sort ! 
He  whose  own  safety  too,  —  (the  Pope  's  ap- 
prised — 
Good-natured  with  the  secular  offence, 
The    Pope   looks   grave    on  priesthood   in   a 

scrcipe)  — 
Our  priest  s  own  safety  therefore,  maybe  life. 
Hangs  on  the  issue  !    You  will  find  it  hard. 
Guido  is  here  to  meet  you  with  fixed  foot. 
Stiff  like  a  statue  —  ^'  Leave  what  went  before  ! 
My  wife  fled  i'  the  company  of  a  priest. 
Spent  two  daj'B  and  two  nights  alone  with  him  : 
Leave  what  came  after  I  '^    He  stands  hard  to 

throw. 
Moreover  priests  are  merely  flesh  and  blood  ; 
When  we  get  weakness,  and  no  guilt  beside, 
"T  is  no  such  great  ill-fortune :  finding  ^r^y, 
We  gladly  call    that  white  which  might   be 

black. 
Too  used  to  the  double-dye.    So,  if  the  priest, 
Moved  by  Pompilia^s  youth  and  beauty,  gave 
Way  to  tne  natural  weakness  .  .  .   Anyhow, 
Here  be  facts,  charaotory  ;^  what  they  spell 
Determine,  and  thence  pick  what  sense  you 

may! 


There  was  a  certain  young  bold  handsome  priesfc 

Popular  in  the  city,  far  and  wide 

Famed,  since  Arezzo  *s  but  a  little  place. 

As  the  best  of  good  companions,  ga^  and  grave 

At  the  decent  minute  ;  settled  in  his  stall. 

Or  sidling,  lute  on  lap,  by  lad^^s  couch, 

Ever  the  courtly  Canon :  see  in  him 

A  proi)er  star  to  climb  and  culminate. 

Have  its  due  handbi'eadth  of  the  heaven  at 

Rome, 
Though  meanwhile  pausing  on  Are^^s  edge, 
As  modest  candle  does  ^mid  mountain  fog. 
To  rub  off  redness  and  rusticity 
Ere  it  sweep  chastened,  gain  the  silvei^phere  ! 
Whether  through  Guide's  absence  or  what  else, 
Thu)  Capousacchi.  favorite  of  the  town. 
Was  yet  no  friend  of  his  nor  free  o'  the  house. 
Though  both  moved  in  the  regular  magnates* 

march  : 
Each  must  obseiTe  the  other *s  tread  and  halt 
At  church,  saloon,  theatre,  house  of  nlay. 
Who  could  help  noticing  the  husband's  uouch. 
The  black  of  liLs  brow  —  or  miss  the  news  that 

buzzed 
Of  how  the  little  solitary  wife 
Wept  and  looked  out  of  window  all  day  long  ? 
What  need  of  minute  search  into  such  springs 
As  start  men,  set  o'  tlie  move  ?  —  machmery 
Old  as  earth,  obvious  as  the  noonday  sun. 
Why,  take  men  as  they  come, — an  instance 

now, — 
Of  all  those  who  have  simply  gone  to  see 
Pompilia  on  her  deathbed  since  four  days, 
Half  at  the  least  are,  call  it  how  you  please, 
In  love  with  her  —  I  don't  except  the  priests 
Nor  even  the  old  confessor  whose  eyes  run 
Over  at  what  he  styles  his  sister's  voice 
Who  died  so  early  and  weaned  him  from  the 

world. 
Well,  had  they  viewed  her  ere  the  paleness 

pushed 
The  last  o'  the  red  o'  the  rose  awav,  while  yet 
Some  hand,  adventurous  'twixt  the  wind  and 

her. 
Might  let  shy  life  run  back  and  raise  the  flower 
Rich  with  reward  up  to  tlie  guardian's  Aioe,  — 
Would  they  have  kept  that  hand  employed  all 

day 
At  fumbling  on  with  prayer-book  pages  ?    No ! 
Men  are  men  :  why  tnen  need  I  say  one  word 
More  than  that  our  mere  man  the  Canon  here 
Saw,  pitied,  loved  Pompilia  ? 

This  is  why ; 
This  startling  why :  that  Caponsacchi's  self — 
Whom  foes  and  friends  alike  avouch,  for  good 
Or  ill,  a  man  of  truth  whate'er  betide, 
Intrepid  idtogether,  reckless  too 
How  his  own  fame  and  fortune,  tossed  to  the 

winds. 
Suffer  by  any  turn  the  adventure  take, 
Nayj  more  —  not  thrusting,  like  a  badge  to  hide, 
'Twixt  shirt  and  skin  a  joy  which  shown  is 

shame  — 
But  flirting  flag-like  i'  the  face  o'  the  world 
This  tell-taJe  kerchief,  this  conspicuous  love 
For  the  lady,  —  oh,  called   innocent   love,  I 

know! 
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Oiily,  saeh  soarlet  fiery  innocence 

As  most  folk  would  try  muffle  up  in  ahade,  — 

—  'Tis  strange  then  that  this  else  abashless 

mouth 
Should  yet  maintain,  for  truth *s  sake  which  is 

6od*8, 
That  it  was  not  he  made  the  first  advance, 
That,  even  ere  word  had  passed  between  the 

two, 
Pompilia  penned  him  letters,  passionate  prayers, 
If  not  love,  then  so  simulating  love 
That  he,  no  novice  to  the  taste  of  thyme, 
Turned  from  such  over^luscious  honey-clot 
At  end  o'  the  flower,  and  would  not  lend  his  lip 
Till  .  .  .  but  the  tale  here  frankly  outsoais 

faith: 
There  must  be  falsehood  somewhere.    For  her 

Pompilia  quietly  constantly  avers^ 

She  never  penned  a  letter  m  her  life 

Nor  to  the  Canon  nor  an^  other  man. 

Being  incompetent  to  write  and  read : 

Nor  had  she  ever  uttered  word  to  him,  nor  he 

To  her  till  that  same  evening  when  they  met, 

She  on  her  window-terrace,  he  beneath 

I^  the  public  street,  as  was  their  fateful  chance. 

And  she  adjured  him  in  the  name  of  God 

To  find  out,  bring  to  pass  where,  when  and  how 

Escape  with  him  to  Rome  might  be  contrived. 

Means  were  found,  plan  laid,  time  fixed,  she 

avers. 
And  heart  assured  to  heart  in  loyalty. 
All  at  an  impulse !    All  extemporized 
As  in  romance-books  !    Is  tliat  credible  ? 
Well,  yes  :  as  she  avers  this  with  calm  mouth 
Dying,  I  do  think  **  Credible  !  "  you  'd  ciy  ~ 
Did  not  the  priest^s  voice  come  to  break  the 

spell. 
They  questioned  him  apart,  as  the  custom  is. 
When  first  the  matter  made  a  noise  at  Rome, 
And  he,  calm,  constant  then  as  she  is  now, 
For  truth *s  sake  did  assert  and  reassert 
Those  letters  called  him  to  her  and  he  came, 

—  Which  damns  the  story  credible  otherwise. 
Why  should  this  man — mad  to  devote  himself, 
Careless  what  comes  of  his  own  fame,  the  first — 
Be  studious  thus  to  publish  and  declare 

Just  what  the  lightest  nature  loves  to  hide. 
So  screening  lady  from  the  by word^s  laugh 
*^  First  spoke  the  lady,  last  the  cavalier  !  ^' 

—  I  say,  —  why  should  the  man  tell  truth  just 

now 
When  Gfraceful  lying  meets  such  ready  shrift  ? 
Or  is  there  a  first  moment  for  a  priest 
As  for  a  woman,  when  invaded  shame 
Must  have  its  first  and  last  excuse  to  show  ? 
Do  both  contrive  lovers  entry  in  the  mind 
Shall  look,  i'  the  maimer  of  it,  a  sunnrise. 
That  after,  once  the  flag  o*  the  fort  hauled 

down. 
Effrontery  may  sink  drawbridge,  open  gate, 
Welcome  and  entertain  the  conqueror  ? 
Or  what  do  you  say  to  a  touch  of  the  devil's 

worst? 
Can  it  be  that  the  husband,  he  who  wrote 
The  letter  to  lus  brotlier  I  told  you  of , 
I*  the  name  of  her  it  meant  to  criminate,  — 
What  if  he  wrote  those  letters  to  the  priest  ? 


Further  the  priest  says,  when  it  first  befell. 
This  folly  o^  the  letters,  that  he  checked  the 

flow, 
Put  them  back  lightly  each  with  its  reply. 
Here  again  vexes  new  discrepancy : 
There  never  reached  her  eye  a  word  from  him  : 
He  did  write  but  she  could  not  read  —  could 

just 
Bum  the  offence  to  wifehood,  womanhood, 
So  did  burn  :  never  bade  him  come  to  her. 
Yet  when  it  proved  he  roust  come,  let  him  come, 
And  when  he  did  come  though  uncalled,  —  why, 

spoke 
Prompt  by  an  inspiration  :  thus  it  clianced. 
Will  you  go  somewhat  back  to  understand  ? 

When  first,  pursuant  to  his  plan,  there  sprang, 

Like  an  uncaged  beast.  Guidons  cruelty 

On  soul  and  body  of  his  wife,  she  cried 

To  those  whom  law  appoints  resource  for  such, 

The  secular  guardian,  —  that 's  the  Governor, 

And   the   Archbishop, — that^s   the   spiritual 

guide. 
And  prayed  them  take  the  claws  from  out  her 

flesh. 
Now,  this  is  ever  the  ill  coiwequence 
Of  beinff  noble,  i)oor  and  difficult, 
Unp:ainly,  yet  too  great  to  disregard,  —  ^ 
llus  —  that  bom  peers  and  friends  hereditary, — 
Though  disinclined  to  help  from  their  own  store 
The  opprobrious  wight,  put  penny  in  his  poke 
From  private  purse  or  leave  the  door  ajar 
When  he  goes  wistful  by  at  dinner-time,  — 
Yet,  if  his  needs  conduct  him  where  they  sit 
Smugly  in  office,  judge  this,  bishop  that. 
Dispensers  of  the  shine  and  shade  o^  the  place  — 
And  if,  friend's  door  shut  and  friend's  purse 

undrawn. 
Still  potentates  may  find  the  office-seat 
Do  as  good  service  at  no  cost  —  give  help 
By-the-bye,  pay  up  traditional  dues  at  once 
Just  through  a  feather-weight  too  much  i'  the 

scale. 
Or  finger-tip  forgot  at  the  balance-tongue,  — 
Why,  only  churls  refuse,  or  Molinists. 
Thus  when,  in  the  first  roughness  of  surprise 
At  Guide's  wolf-face  whence  the  sheepskin  fell, 
Tlie  frightened  couple,  all  bewilderment, 
Rushea   to   the  Governor,  —  who  else  rights 

wrong? 
Told  him  their  tale  of  wrong  and  erased  re- 
dress— 
^Vhy,  then  the  Governor  woke  up  to  the  fact 
That  Guido  was  a  friend  of  old,  poor  Count !  — 
So,  promptly  naid  his  tribute,  promised  the  pair 
Wholesome  chastisement  should  soon  cure  their 

(qualms 
Next  time  they  came,  wept,  prated  and  told 

lies: 
So  stopped  all  prating,  sent  them  dumb  to  Rome. 
Well,  now  it  was  Pompilia's  turn  to  try  : 
The  troubles  pressing  on  her,  as  I  said. 
Three  times  sne  rushed,  maddened  by  misery. 
To  the  other  mighty  man,  sobbed  out  her  prayer 
At  footstool  of  the  Archbishop  —  fast  the  friend 
Of  her  husband  also  I    Oh,  good  friends  of  yore  I 
So  the  Archbishop,  not  to  oe  outdone 
By  the  Gk>vemor,  break  custom  more  than  be. 
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Thrice  bade  the  f  oolisli  woman  stop  her  tongue, 
Unloosed  her  hands  from  harassing:  his  gout,  ^ 
Coached  her  and  carried  her  to  the  Count  again, 
—  His  old  friend  should  be  master  in  his  house. 
Rule  his  wife  and  correct  her  faults  at  need  ! 
Well,  driven  from  post  to  pillar  in  this  wise. 
She,  as  a  last  resource,  betook  herself 
To  one,  should  be  no  family-friend  at  least, 
A  simple  friar  o'  the  city  ;  confessed  to  him. 
Then  told  how  fierce  temptation  of  release 
By  self-dealt  death  was  busy  with  her  soul. 
And  urged  that  he  put  this  in  words,  write  plain 
For  one  who  could  not  write,  set  down  her  prayer 
That  Pietro  and  Violante,  parent-like 
If  somehow  not  her  parents,  should  for  love 
Come  save  her,  pluck  from  out  the  flame  the 

brand 
Themselves  had  thoughtlessly  tlirust  in  so  deep 
To  send  gay-colored  sparkles  up  and  cheer 
Their  seat  at  the  chmmey-oomer.    The  good 

friar 
Promised  as  much  at  the  moment ;    but,  alack. 
Night   brings   discretion:     he   was    no    one^s 

friend, 
Tet  presently  found  he  could  not  turn  about 
Nor  take  a  step  i'  the  case  and  fail  to  tread 
On  some  one^s  toe  who  either  wtts  a  friend. 
Or  a  friend's  friend,  or  friend's  friend  thrice* 

removed. 
And  woe  to  friar  by  whom  offences  come ! 
So,  the  course  bemg  plain,  —  with  a  general 

si^h 
At  matnmony  the  profound  mistake,  — 
He  threw  reluctantly  the  business  up. 
Having  his  other  penitents  to  mind. 

If  then,  all  outlets  thus  secured  save  one. 
At  last  she  took  to  the  open,  stood  and  stared 
With  her  wan  face  to  see  where  Grod  might 

wait  — 
And  there  found  CapomMcehi  wait  as  well 
For  the  precious  something  at  perdition  ^s  edge, 
He  only  was  predestinate  to  save,  — 
And  if  they  recognized  in  a  critical  flash 
From  the  zenith,  each  the  other,  her  need  of 

him. 
His  need  of  .  .  .  say,  a  woman  to  perish  for. 
The  regular  way  o'  the  world,  yet  break  no 

vow, 
Do  no  hann  save  to  himself,  —  if  this  were 

thus  ? 
How  do  yon  say  ?  It  were  improbable ; 
So  is  the  legend  of  my  patron-saint. 

Anyhow,  whether,  as  Gnido  states  the  case, 
Pompilia— Hke  a  starving  wretch  i'  the  street 
Who  stops  and  rifles  the  nrst  passenger 
In  the  great  right  of  an  excessive  wrong  — 
Did  somehow  call  this  stranger  and  he  came,  — 
Or  whether  the  strange  sudden  interview 
Blazed  as  when  star  and  star  must  needs  go 

close 
Till   each   hurts   each    and   there  is   loss   in 

heaven  —  ' 

Whatever  way  in  this  strange  world  it  was,  — 
Pompilia  and  Caponsacchi  met,  in  fine, 
She  at  her  window,  he  i'  the  street  beneath. 
And  understood  eaoh  other  at  first  look. 


All  was  determined  and  performed  at  onoe. 

And  on  a  certain  April  evening,  ]at« 

I'  the  month,  this  girl  of  sixteen,  bride  and 

wife 
Three  years  and  over,  —  she  who  hitherto 
Had  never  taken  twenty  steps  in  Rome 
Beyond  the  church,  pimied  to  her  mother's 

gown. 
Nor,  in  Arezzo,  knew  her  way  through  street 
£xcept  what  led  to  the  Archbishop's  door,  — 
Such  an  one  itwe  up  in  the  dark,  laid  hand 
On  what  came  first,  clothes  and  a  trinket  or 

two. 
Belongings  of  her  own  in  the  old  day,  — 
Stole  from  the  side  o^  the  sleeping  spouse  — 

who  kno^s? 
Sleeping  perhaps,  silent  for  certain,  —slid 
Ghost-like  from  great  dark  room  to  great  dark 

room, 
In  through  the  tapestries  and  out  iM^n 
And  onward,  unembarrassed  as  a  Tate, 
Descended  staircase,  gained  last  door  of  all, 
Sent  it  wide  open  at  nrst  push  of  iMdm, 
And  there  stood,  first  time,  last  and  only  time. 
At  liberty,  alone  in  the  open  street,  — 
Unquestioned,  unmolested  found  herself 
At  tlie  city  i^ate,  by  Caponsacchi 's  side, 
Hope  there,  joy  there,  life  and  aU  good  again. 
The  carriage  there,  the   convoy   there,  light 

there 
Broadening  ever  into  blaze  at  Rome 
And  breaking  small  what  long  miles  lay  be- 
tween ; 
Up  she  sprang,  in  he  followed,  they  were  safe. 

The  husband  quotes  this  for  incredible, 
AU  of  the  story  from  first  word  to  last : 
Sees  the  priest^s  iiand  throughout  upholding 

hers. 
Traces  his  foot  to  the  alcove,  that  nij^t, 
Whither  and  whence  blindfold  he  knew  the 

way. 
Proficient  in  all  craft  and  stealthiness ; 
And  cites  for  proof  a  servant,  eye  that  watched 
And  ear  that  opened  to  purse  secrets  up, 
A  woman-spy,  —  suborned  to  give  and  take 
Letters  ana  tokens,  do  the  work  of  shame 
Tlie  more  adroitly  that  herself,  who  helped 
Communion  thus  between  a  tainted  pair. 
Had  long  since  been  a  leper  thick  in  spot, 
A  common  truU  o*  the  town :  die  witnessed 

all. 
Helped  many  meetincn.  partings,  took  her  wage 
And  then  told  Guido  the  whole  matter.     Lies ! 
The  woman's  life   confutes   her   word,  —  her 

word 
Confutes  itself :  *'  Thus,  thus  and  thus  I  lied.'* 
And  thus,  no  question,  still  you  lie,"  we  say. 


4i 


*^  Ay,  but  at  last,  e'en  have  it  how  yon  will. 
Whatever  the  means,  whatever  the  way,  ex- 
plodes 
The  consummation  "  ~  the  accusers  shriek : 
"  Here  is  the  wife  avowedly  found  in  flight, 
And  the  companion  of  her  night,  a  priest : 
She   flies   her   husband,    he   the   ohnrcn    his 

spouse: 
Whatistliis?" 
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Wife  and  priest  alike  reply, 
*^  ThiB  is  the  aimple  ihiug  it  claims  to  be, 
A  course  we  took  for  lite  and  honor's  sake, 
Very  strangCf  Tery  justifiable." 
She  says,  *'  God  pat  it  in  my  head  to  fly. 
As  when  the  martin  migrates :  autumn  daps 
Her  h^uids,  cries  *  Winter's  cominir,  will  be 

here, 
Off  with  you  ere  the  white  teeth  overtake  I 
Flee  I '    So  I  fied :   this  friend  was  the  warm 

day, 
The  south  wind  and  whatever  favors  flight ; 
I  took  the  favor,  had  the  help,  how  else  ? 
And  so  we  did  fly  rapidly  all  night, 
All  day,  all  nijrht  —  a  longer  night  —  again. 
And  then  another  dav,  longest  of  days. 
And  all  the  while,  wnether  we  fled  or  stopped, 
I  scarce  know  how  or  why,  one  thought  filled 

both, 

*  Fly  and  arrive  I '    So  long  as  I  found  strength 
I  talked  with  my  companion,  told  him  much, 
Knowing  Uiat  he  knew  more,  knew  me,  knew 

God 
And  God's  disposal  of  me,  —  but  the  sense 
O'  the  blessed  night  absorbed  me  in  the  main. 
And  speech  became  mere   talking  through  a 

sleep, 
Till  at  the  end  of  that  last  longest  night 
In  a  red  daybreak,  when  we  reached  an  inn 
And  ray  companion  whie^red  *  Next  stage  — 

Rome !  ^ 
Sudden  the  weak  flesh  fell  like  piled-up  cards. 
All  the  frail  fabric  at  a  finger's  touch. 
And  prostrate  the  poor  soul  too,  and  i  said, 

*  But  though  Comit  Guide  were  a  furlong  off. 
Just  on  me,  I  must  stop  and  rest  awhile  T ' 
Then  somethii^  like  a  huge  white  wave  o'  the 

sea 
Broke  o'er  my  brain  and  buried  me  in  sleep 
Blessedly,  till  it  ebbed  and  left  me  loose. 
And  where  was  I  found  but  on  a  strange  bed 
In  a  strange  room  like  hell,  roaring  with  noise. 
Ruddy  with  flame,  and  filled  with  men,  in  front 
Who  but  the  man  you  call  viy  husband  ?  ay  — 
Count  Guide  once  more  between  heaven  and 

me. 
For  there  my  heaven  stood,  my  salvation,  yes  — 
That  Caponsacchi  all  my  heaven  of  help. 
Helpless  himself,  held  prisoner  in  the  hands 
Of  men  who  looked  up  in  my  husband's  face 
To  take  the  fate  thence  he  should  signify. 
Just  as  the  way  was  at  Arezzo.    Then, 
Not  for  my  sake  but  his  who  had  helped  me  — 
I  sprang  up,  reached  him  with  one  bound,  and 

seized 
The  sword  o'  the  felon,  trembling  at  his  side. 
Fit  creature  of  a  coward,  unsheathed  the  thing 
And    would   have    pinned   him    through   the 

poison-bag 
To  the  wall  and  left  him  there  to  palpitate. 
As  you  serve  scorpions,  but  men  interpoeea  — 
I^sarmed  me,  gave  his  life  to  him  again 
That  he  might  take  mine  and  the  other  lives ; 
And  he  has  done  so.    I  submit  myself  I " 

The  priest  says  —  oh,  and  in  the  main  result 
The  tacts  asseverate,  he  truly  says, 
As  to  the  very  act  and  deed  of  hmi, 


However  you  mistrust  the  mind  o'  the  man  — 
The  flight  was  just  for  flight's  sake,  no  pretext 
For  aught  excei>t  to  set  Pompilia  free. 
He  says,   ^'I  cite  the  husband's  self's  worst 

charge 
In  i^roof  of  my  best  word  for  both  of  us. 
Be  It  oonceded  that  so  many  times 
We  took  our  pleasure  in  his  palace :  then. 
What  need  to  fly  at  all  ?  —  or  flying  no  less. 
What  need  to  outrage  the  lips  sick  and  white 
Of  a  woman,  and  bring  ruin  down  beside, 
By  halting  when  Rome  lay  one  stage  beyond  ?  " 
So  does  he  vindicate  Pompilia's  fame, 
Confirm  her  story  in  all  points  but  one  — 
This ;  that,  so  fleeing  and  so  breathing  forth 
Her  last  strength  in  the  prayer  to  halt  a  while, 
She  makes  confusion  of  tne  reddening  white 
Which  was  the  sunset  when  her  strength  gave 

way. 
And  the  next  sunrise  and  its  whitening  red 
Which  she  revived  in  when  her  husband  came : 
She  mixes  both  times,  mom  and  eve,  in  one. 
Having  lived  through  a  blwik  of  night  'twixt 

each 
Though  dead-asleep,  unaware  as  a  corpse. 
She  on  the  bed  above  ;  her  friend  below 
Watched  in  the  doorway  of  the  inn  the  while. 
Stood  i'  the  red  o'  the  mora,  that  she  mistakes, 
In  act  to  rouse  and  quicken  the  tardy  crew 
And  hurry  out  the  horses,  have  the  stage 
Over,  the  last  league,  reach  Rome  and  be  safe : 
When  up  came  Guido. 

Guide's  tale  begins  — 
How  he  and   his  whole  household,  drunk  to 

death 
By  some  enchanted  potion,  poppied  drugs 
Plied  bv  the  wife,  lay  powerless  in  gross  sleep 
And  left  the  spoilers  unimpc^led  way, 
Could  not  shake  off  their  poison  ana  pursue, 
Till  noontide,  then  made  shift  to  get  on  horse 
And  did  pursue:  which  means   he  took  his 

time. 
Pressed  on  no  more  than  lingered  after,  step 
By  step,  just  making  sure  o'  the  fugitives. 
Till  at  the  nick  of  time,  he  saw  his  chance. 
Seized  it,  came  up  with  and  surprised  tihe  pair. 
How  he  must  needs  have  gnawn  lip  and  gnashed 

teeth. 
Taking  successively  at  tower  and  tovm. 
Village  and  roadside,  still  the  same  report : 
**  Yes,  such  a  pair  arrived  an  hour  ago. 
Sat  in  the  carriage  just  where  now  you  stand. 
While  we  got  horses  readv,  —  turned  deaf  ear 
To  all  entreaty  they  would  even  alight ; 
Counted     the    minutes    and    resumed    their 

course." 
Would  they  indeed  escape,  arrive  at  Rome, 
Leave  no  least  ]oop>hole  to  let  murder  through. 
But  foil  him  of  his  captured  infamy. 
Prize   of   guilt    proved   and   perfect  ?    So   it 

seemed  : 
Till,  oh  the  happy  chance,  at  last  stage,  Rome 
But  two  short  hours  off,  Castelnuovo  reached. 
The  guardian  angel  gave  reluctant  place, 
Satan  stepped  forward  with  alacrity, 
Pompilia's  flesh  and  blood  succumbed,  perforoe 
A  halt  was,  and  her  husband  had  his  will. 
Perdue  he  eouehed,  counted  out  hour  by  hour 


452 


THE  RING  AND   THE   BOOK 


Till  he  should  spy  m  the  east  a  ai^al-streak  — 
Nigrht  had  beeu,  marrow  was,  triumph  would 

be. 
Do  you  see  the  plan  delicionsly  complete  ? 
The  rush  upou  the  unsuspecting  sleep. 
The  easy  executiMi,  the  outcry 
Over  the  deed,  "'  Take  notice  all  the  world  ! 
Tliese  two  dead   bodies,  locked   still  in  em- 
brace, — 
The  man  is  Caponsacchi  and  a  priest, 
The  woman  is  my  wife :  they  fled  me  late. 
Thus  have  I  found  and  you  behold  them  thus. 
And  may  judge  me  :  do  you  approve  or  no  V  '^ 

Snocees  did  seem  not  so  improbable. 

But  that  already  Satan^s  laugh  was  heard,^ 

His  black  back  turned  on  Guido  —  left  i'  the 

lurch 
Or  rather,  balked  of  suit  and  service  now. 
Left  to  improve  on  both  by  one  deed  more, 
Bum  up  the  better  at  no  distant  day, 
Bodv  and  soul  one  holocaust  to  hell. 
Anyhow,  of  this  natural  consequence 
Did  just  the  last  link  of  the  long  chain  snap  : 
For  an  eruption  was  o'  the  priest,  alive 
And  alert,  calm,  resolute  and  formidable. 
Not  the  least  look  of  fear  in  that  broad  brow  — 
(hie  not  to  be  disposed  of  by  surprise. 
And  armed  moreover  —  who  had  guessed  as 

much  ? 
Yes,  there  stood  he  in  secular  costume 
Complete  from  head  to  heel,  with  sword  at 

side. 
He  seemed  to  know  the  trick  of  perfectly. 
There  was  no  prompt  suppression  of  the  man 
As  he  said  calmly,     I  have  saved  your  wife 
From  death  *  there  was  no  other  way  but  tliis ; 
Of  what  do  I  defraud  you  except  death  ? 
Chai^  any  wrong  bevond,  I  answer  it." 
Guido,  the  v^orous,  had  met  his  match ,^ 
Was  forced  to  demand  help  instead  of  flight. 
Bid  the  authorities  o^  the  place  lend  aid 
And  make  the  best  of  a  broken  matter  so. 
They  soon  obeyed  the  summons  —  I  suppose, 
Apprised  and  ready,  or  not  far  to  seek  — 
I^id  hands  on  Caponsacchi,  found  in  fault, 
A  priest  yet  flagraiitlv  accoutred  thus,  — 
Then,  to  make  good   Count  Guidons  further 

charge. 
Proceeded,  prisoner  made  lead  the  way. 
In  a  crowd,  upstairs  to  the  chamber-door. 
Where  wax-whit.e,  dead  asleep,  deep  beyond 

dream. 
As  the  priest  laid  her,  lay  Pompilia  yet. 

And  as  he  mounted  step  and  step  with   the 

crowd 
How  I  see  Guido  taking  heart  again  ! 
He  knew  his  wife  so  well  and  the  wav  of  her  — 
How  at  the  outbreak  she  would  shroud  her 

shame 
In  heirs  heart,  would  it  mercifully  yawn  — 
How,  failing  that,  her  forehead  to  his  foot. 
She  would  crouch  silent  till  t>he  great   doom 

fell, 
Leave  him  triumphant  with  the  crowd  to  see 
Guilt  motionless  or  writhing  like  a  worm  ! 
No  I    Second  misadyenture,  this  worm  turned, 


I  told  you  :  would  have  slain  him  on  the  spot 
With  his  own  weapon,  but  they  seizea  her 

hands: 
Leaving  her  tongue  free,  as  it  tolled  the  knell 
Of  Guidons  hope  so  lively  late.    The  past 
Took    quite    another    shape  now.    She    who 

shrieked, 
"  At  least  and  forever  I  am  mine  and  Grod's, 
Thanks  to  his  liberating  angel  DeaUi  — 
Never  again  degraded  to  be  yours 
The  ignoble  noble,  the  unmanly  man. 
The  beast  below  the  beast  in  bmtishness !  "  — 
This  was  the  froward  child,  ''  tlie  restif  lamb 
Used     to    be    cherished    in    his  breast,^^    he 

giH>aned- 
"£at  from  his  hand  and  drink  from  out  his 

cu 


Tlie  while  liis  fingers  pushed  their  loving  way 
Thi'ough   curl    on    curl    of   that   soft  coat  — 

alas. 
And  she  all  silverly  baaed  gratitude 
While  meditating  mischief !  "  — and  so  forth. 
He  must  invent  another  story  now  ! ' 
The  ins  and  outs  o'  the  rooms  were  searched  : 

he  found 
Or  showed  for  found  the  abominable  prize  — 
Love-letters  from  his  wife  who  cannot  write. 
Love-letters    in  reply   o'    the  priest  —  thank 

God!  — 
Who  can  write  and  confront  his  character 
With  this,  and  prove  the  false  thing  forged 

throughout : 
Spitting  whereat,  he  needs  must  spatter  whom 
But  Guidons  self  ?  —  that  foiged  and  falsified 
Chie  letter  called  Pompilia's,  past  dispute  : 
Then  why  not  these  to  make  sure  still  more 

sure? 

So  was  the  case  concluded  then  and  there : 
Guido  preferred  his  charges  in  due  form, 
Called  on  the  law  to  adjudicate,  consigned 
The  accused  ones  to  the  Prefect  of  the  place. 
(Oh   mouse-birth    of    that  mountain-like   re- 
venge ! ) 
And  so  to  nis  own  place  betook  himself 
After    the  spring  that  failed,  —  tlie  wildcat's 

way. 
The  captured  parties  were  conveyed  to  Rome  ; 
Investigation  followed  here  i'  the  court  — 
Soon  to  review  the  fruit  of  its  own  work. 
From  then  to  now  beuig  eight  months  and  no 

more. 
Guido  kept  out  of  sight  and  safe  at  home : 
The  Abate,  brother  Pjm»1o,  helped  most 
At  words  when    deeds  were  out  of  question, 

pushed 
Nearest  the  purple,  best  played  deputy, 
So,  pleaded.  Guide's  representative 
At  the  court,  shall  soon  try  Guido's  self,  — 

what 's  more, 
The  court  that  also  took  —  I  told  you.  Sir — 
That  statement  of  that  couple,  how  a  cheat 
Had  been  i*  the  birtli  of  the  babe,  no  child  of 

theirs. 
That   was  the   prelude  ;  tliis,  the  play^s  first 

act: 
Whereof  we  wait  what  comes,  crown,  close  of 

all. 
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Well,  the  rcMsalt  was  something  of  a  shade 
Oil  the  parties  thns  accused,  —  how  otherwise  ? 
^hade,  bnt  with  shine  as  unmistakable, 
flach  had  a  prompt  defence  :  Porapilia  first  — 
*\Earth  was  tntide  hell  tome  who  aid  no  harm  : 
I  only  oonld  emerjce  one  war  from  heU 
By  catching  at  the  one  hand  held  me,  so 
I  caught  at  it  and  thereby  stepped  to  heaven  : 
If  that  be  wron?,  do  with  me  what  yon  will  I  *' 
Then  Gaponsacchi  with  a  grave  grand  sweep 
C  the  arm  as  though  his  soul  warned  baseness 

off  — 
'^  If  as  a  man,  then  mnch  more  as  a  priest 
I  hold  me  bound  to  help  weak  innocence  : 
If  so  mv  worldly  reputation  burst. 
Being  the  bubble  it  is,  why,  burst  it  nuiy  : 
Blame  I  can  bear  though  not  blameworthiness. 
But  use  your  sense  first,  see  if  the  miscreant 

proved, 
The  man  who  tortured  thns  the  woman,  thus 
Have  not  both  laid  the  trap  and  fibced  the  Inra 
Over  the  pit  should  bury  body  and  soul ! 
His  facts  are  lies :  his  letters  are  the  fact  — 
An  infiltration  flavored  with  himself  ! 
As  for  the  fancies  —  whether  .  .  .  what  is  it 

you  say  ? 
The  Isbdy  loves  me,  whether  I  love  her 
In  the  forbidden  sense  of  your  surmise,  — 
If,  with  the  midday  blaze  of  truth  above, 
The  unlidded  eye  of  God  awake,  aware. 
You  needs  must  pry  about  and  trace  the  birth 
Of  each  stray  beam  of  light  may  traverse  night. 
To  the  night ^s  sun  that  *s  Lucifer  himself, 
Do  so,  at  other  time,  in  other  place. 
Not  now  nor  here !    Enough  that  first  to  last 
I  never  touched  her  lip  nor  she  my  hand, 
Nor  either  of  us  thought  a  thought,  much  less 
•Spoke  a  word  which   the  Vii^^in  might  not 

hear. 
Be  such  your  question,  thus  I  answer  it.^* 

Then  the  court  had  to  make  its  mind  up,  spoke. 
**  It  is  a  thorny  question,  yea,  a  tale 
Hard  to  believe,  out  not  impossible : 
Who  can  be  absolute  for  eitner  side  ? 
A  middle  course  is  happily  open  yet. 
Here  has  a  blot  surprised  the  social  blank,  — 
Wliether  through  favor,  feebleness  or  fault, 
No  matter,  leprosy  has  touched  our  robe 
And  we  unclean  must  needs  be  purified. 
Here  is  a  wife  makes  holiday  from  home, 
A  priest  caught  playing  truant  to  his  churohf 
In  masquerade  moreover :  both  allege 
Enough  excuse  to  stop  onr  lifted  scourge 
Which  else  would  heavily  fall.    On  the  other 

hand. 
Here  is  a  husband,  a^r  and  man  of  mark, 
Who  comes  complaining  here,  demands  redress 
As  if  he  were  the  pattern  of  desert  — 
The  while  those  plaguy  allegations  frown. 
Forbid  we  grant  nim  the  redress  he  seeks. 
To  all  men  be  our  moderation  known  ! 
Rewarding  none  while  compensating  each, 
Hurting  aU  round  though  harming  nobody. 
Husband,  wife,  priest,  scot-free  not  one  shall 

'scape. 
Yet  priest,  wife,  husband,  boast  the  unbroken 

head 


From  application  of  our  excellent  oil : 
So  that,  whatever  be  the  fact,  in  fine, 
We  make  no  miss  of  iustice  in  a  sort. 
First,  let  the  husband  stomach  us  he  may. 
His  wife  shall  neither  be  i-eturned  him,  nti  — 
Nor  branded,  whipped  and  caged,  but  jnst  con- 
signed 
To  a  convent  and  the  quietude  she  craves  ; 
So  is  he  rid  of  his  domestic  plague  : 
What  better  thing  can  happen  to  a  man  ? 
Next,  let  the  priest  retire  —  unshent,  uushamed. 
Unpunished  as  for  perpetrating  crime. 
But  relegated  (not  imprisoned.  Sin*  1) 
Sent  for  three  years  to  clarify  his  youth 
At  Civita,  a  rest  by  the  way  to  Rome  : 
There  let  his  life  skim  off  its  last  of  lees 
Nor   keep   this    dubious   color.     Judged    the 

cause: 
All  parties  may  retire,  content,  we  hope.*' 
That 's  Rome's  way,  the  traditioniU  road  of  law ; 
Whither  it  leads  is  what  remains  to  tell. 

The  priest  went  to  his  relegation-place. 
The  wife  to  her  convent,  brother  raolo 
To  the  arms  of  brother  uuido  with  the  news 
And   this    beside  —  his   charge  was   counter- 
charged ^ 
The  Comparim,  his  old  brace  of  hates, 
Were  breathed    and   vigilant   and   venomous 

now  — 
Had  shot  a  second  bolt  where  the  first  stuck, 
And  followed  up  the  pending  dowry-suit 
By  a  procedure  should  release  the  wife 
From  so  much  of  the  marriage-bond  as  barred 
Escape  when  Guido  turned  the  screw  too  much 
On  his  wife's  flesh  and  blood,  as  husband  may. 
No  more  defence,  she  turned  and  made  attack, 
Claimed  now  divorce  from  bed  and  board,  in 

short: 
Pleaded  such  subtle  strokes  of  cruelty, 
Such  slow  sure  siege  laid  to  her  body  and  soul, 
As,  proved,  —  and  proofs  seemed  coming  tliick 

and  fast,  — 
Would  gain  both  freedom  and  the  dowry  back 
Even  should  the  first  suit  leave  them  in  his 

grasp: 
So  urged  the  Comparini  for  the  wife. 
Guido  had  gained  not  one  of  the  good  things 
He  grasped  at  by  his  creditable  plan 
O'  the  flight  and  following  and  the  rest :  the  suit 
That  smouldered  late  was  fanned  to  fury  new, 
This  adjunct  came  to  help  with  fiercer  Are, 
While  he  had  got  himseli  a  quite  new  plague  — 
Found  the  world's  face  an  universal  grin 
At  this  last  best  of  the  Hundred  Merry  Tales 
Of  how  a  young  and  spritely  clerk  devised 
To  carry  off  a  spouse  that  moped  too  much. 
And  cured  her  of  the  vapors  in  a  trice  : 
And  how  the  husband,  playing  Vulcan's  part, 
Told  by  the  Sun,  started  in  hot  pursuit 
To  catch  the  lovers,  and  came  haltuig  up, 
Cast  his  net,  and  then  called  the  Gods  to  see 
The  convicts  in  their  rosy  inipndence  — 
Whereat  said  Mercury,  *^  Would  that  I  were 

Mars!" 
Oh  it  was  rarei  and  naughty  all  the  same ! 
Brief,  the  wiie's  courage  and  cunning,   -  the 

priest's  show 
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Of  ohiyalxy  and  adroitnew,  —  last  not  least. 
The  husbasd  —  how  he  ne^er  showed  teeth  at 

aU, 
Whose  bark   had   promised  biting;  but  just 

sneaked 
Back   to  his  kennel,  tail    'twixt   legs,  as    *t 

were,  — 
All  this  was  hard  to  gulp  down  and  digest. 
ISo  pavs  the  devil  his  liegeman,  brass  for  gold. 
But  this  was  at  Arezzo :  here  in  Rome 
Brave  Paolo  bore  up  against  it  all  — 
Battled  it  out,  nor  wanting  to  himself 
Nor  Ouido  nor  the  House  whose  weight  he  bore 
Pillar-like,  by  no  force  of  arm  but  brain. 
He  knew  his  Rome,  what  wheels   to  set  to 

work; 
Plied  influential  folk,  pressed  to  the  ear 
Of  the  efficacious  purple,  pushed  his  way 
To  the  old  Pope^s  self,  —  past  decency  inaeed,  — 
Praying  him  take  the  matter  in  his  hands 
Out  of  the  regular  court^s  incompetence. 
But  times  are  chaiuired  and  nephews  out  of  date 
And  favoritism  un»shionable :  the  Pope 
Said,  *''  Render  Csesar  what  is  Ciesar's  due  I  '* 
As  for  the  Comparini's  counter-plea, 
He  met  that  by  a  counter>plea  again. 
Made  Guide  claim  divorce  —  with  help  so  far 
By  the  trial  ^s  issue  :  for,  why  punishment 
However  slight  unless  for  guiltiness 
However  slender  ?  —  and  a  molehill  serves 
Much  as  a  mountain  of  offence  this  way. 
So  was  he  gathering  strength  on  every  side 
And  growint^  more  and  more  to  menace  —  when 
All  of  a  terrible  moment  came  the  blow 
That  beat  down  Paolo^s  fence,  ended  the  play 
O'  the  foil  and  brought  Mannaia  on  the  stage. 

Five  months  had  passed  now  since  Pompilia^s 

Months  spent   in   peace   among    the  Convert 

nuns: 
This,  —  being,  as  it  seemed,  for  Guide's  sake 
Solely,  what  pride  might  call  imprisonment 
And  onote  as  something  gained,  to  friends  at 

home,  — 
This  naturally  was  at  Guidons  charge  : 
Grudge  it  he  mi^ht,  but  penitential  fare, 
Prayers,  preachmgs,  who  but  he  defrayed  the 

cost  ? 
So,  Paolo  dropped,  as  nrozy,  doit  by  doit 
Like  heart's  blood,  till  —  what 's  here  ?    What 

notice  comes  ? 
Tlie  convent's  self  makes  application  bland 
That,  since  Pompilia's  health  is  fast  o'  the 

wane. 
She  may  have  leave  to  go  combine  her  cure 
Of  soul  with  cure  of  body,  mend  her  mind 
Together  with  her  thin  arms  and  sunk  eyes 
That  want  fresh  air  outside  the  convent-wall, 
Say  in  a  friendlv  house,  —  and  which  so  fit 
As  a  certain  villa  in  the  Pauline  way, 
That  happens  to  hiild  Pietro  and  his  wife. 
The  natural  guardians?    "Oh,  and  shift  the 

cure 
Ton  shift  the  cost,  too ;  Pietro  pays  in  tarn, 
And  lightens  Gnido  of  a  load  I    And  then. 
Villa  or  convent,  two  names  for  one  thing, 
Always  the  sojourn  means  impriflonm«nt, 


Domua  pro  caroert  —  nowise  we  relax. 
Nothing  abate  :  how  answers  Paolo  ?  " 


Ton, 


What  would  you  answer  ?    All  so  smooth  and 

fair, 
Even  Paul's  astuteness  sniffed  no  harm  i'  the 

world. 
He  authorisied  the  transfer,  saw  it  nuuie 
And,  two  months  after,  reaped  the  fruit  of  the 

same,^ 
Having  to  sit  down,  rack  his  brain  and  find 
What  phrase  should  serve  hira  best  to  notii^ 
Our  Guide  that  by  happy  providence 
A  son  and  heir,  a  babe  was  bom  to  him 
I'  the  villa.  —  go  tell  sympathizing  friends  I 
Yes,  snch  had  been  Pompilia's  privilege : 
She,  when  she  fled,  was  one  month  gone  with 

child, 
Kno^n  n  to  herself  or  unknown,  either  way 
Availing  to  explain  (say  men  of  art) 
The  strange  and  passionate  precipitance 
Of  maiden  startlvd  into  motherhood 
Which  changes  body  and  soul  by  nature's  law. 
So  when  the  she-dove  breeds,  strange  yearnings 

come 
For   the  unknown   shelter   by   nndreamed-oi 

shores, 
And  there  is  bom  a  blood-pulse  in  her  heart 
To  fight  if  needs  be,  though  with  flap  of  wing, 
For  the  wool-flock  or  the  fujvtuft,  though  a 

hawk 
Contest  the  prize,  —  wherefore,  she  knows  not 

yet. 
Anyhow,  thus  to  Guide  came  the  news. 
'*  I  shall  have  quitted  Rome  ere  you  arrive 
To  take  the  one  step  left,"  —  wrote  Paolo. 
Then  did  the  winch  o'  the  winepress  of  all  hate. 
Vanity,  disappointment,  grudge  and  greed, 
Take  the  last  turn  that  screws  out  pure  revenge 
With  a  bright  bubble  at  the  brim  beside  — 
Bv  an  heir  s  birth  he  was  assured  at  once 
O  tlie  main  prize,  all  Uie  money  in  dispute  : 
Pompilia's  dowrv  m^ht  revert  to  her 
Or   stay    with    him    as   lava's  caprice   should 

point,  — 
But  now—  nuw  —  what  was  Pietro's  shall  be 

hera. 
What  was  hers  shall  remain  her  own.  —  if  hers. 
Why  then.  —  oh,  not  her  husband's,  but  —  hei 

heir's ! 
That  heir  being  his  too,  all  grew  his  at  last 
By  this  road  or  by  that  road,  since  they  join. 
Before,  why,  push  he  Pietro  out  o'  the  world,  —' 
Tlie  current  of  the  money  stopped,  vou  see, 
Pompilia  being  proved  no  Pietro's  child  : 
Or  let  it  be  Pompilia's  life  he  quenched. 
Again  the  current  of  the  money  stopped,  — 
Guide  debarred  his  rights  as  husband  soon. 
So  the  new  prooess    threatened; — now,  the 

chance. 
Now,  the  resplendent  minute !  Clear  the  earth. 
Cleanse  the  house,  let  the  three  but  disappear, 
A  child  remains,  depositary  of  all. 
That  Guido  may  enjoy  his  own  again. 
Repair  ail  losses  by  a  master-stroke, 
Wipe  out  the  past,  all  done  all  left  undone. 
Swell  the  good  present  to  best  evermore. 
Die  into  new  life,  which  let  blood  baptize  t 
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So,  i*  tlie  blue  of  a  sudden  sulphur-blaze. 
Both  why  there  was  one  step  to  take  at  Rome, 
And  why  he  should  not  meet  with  Paolo  there, 
He  saw  —  the  ins  and  outs  to  the  heart  of  hell  — 
And  took  the  straigrht  line  thither  swift  and 

sure. 
He  rushed  to  Vittiano,  fouud  four  sons  o*  the 

soil. 
Brutes  of  his  breedinfir«  "with  one  spark  i*  the 

olod 
That  served  for  a  soul,  the  looking^  up  to  him 
Or  aught  cidled  Francesohini  as  life,  death, 
Heaven,  hell,  —  lord    paramount,    assembled 

these. 
Harangued,  equipped,  instmoted,  pressed  each 

clod 
With  his  wiU^s  imprint ;  then  took  horse,  plied 

spur. 
And  so  arrived,  all  five  of  them,  at  Rome 
(^  Christma»-£ve,  and  forthwith  found  them- 
selves 
Installed  i^  the  vacancy  and  solitude 
Left  them  by  Paolo,  the  oodsiderate  man 
Who,  good  as  liis  word,  had  disappeared  at  once 
As  if  to  leave  the  stage  free.    A  whole  week 
Did  Guido  spend  in  study  of  his  part, 
Then  plaved  it  fearless  of  a  failure.    One, 
Struck  tne  year's  clock  whereof  the  hours  are 

days, 
And  off  was  rung  o*  the  little  wheels  the  chime 
^*  Good  will  on  earth  and  peace  to  man:  ''  but, 

two. 
Proceeded  the  same  bell,  and,  evening  come. 
The  dreadful  five  felt  finger-wise  their  way 
Across  the  town  by  blind  cuts  and  black  turns 
To  the  little  lone  suburban  villa :  knocked  — 
**  Who  may  be  outside  ?  "  called  a  well-known 

voice. 
"  A  friend  of  Caponsacohi's  bringing  friends 
A  letter." 

That 's  a  test,  the  excusers  say : 
Ay,  and  a  test  conclusive,  I  return. 
What  ?    Had  that  name  brought  touch  of  guilt 

or  taste 
Of  fear  with  it,  aught  to  dash  the  present  joy 
With  memory  of  tne  sorrow  just  at  end,  — 
She,  happy  in  her  parents*  arms  at  lengthy 
WiUi    the    new  blessing   of    the    two-weeks' 

babe,  — 
How  had  that  name's  announcement  moved  the 

wife? 
Or,  as  the  other  slanders  circulate. 
Were  Caponsacchi  no  rare  visitant 
On  nights  and  davs  whither  safe  harbor  lured. 
What  bait  had  been  i'  the  name  to  ope  the 

door? 
The  promise  of  a  letter  ?    Stealthy  guests 
Have  secret  watchwords,  private  entrances : 
The  man's  own  self  might  have  been  found  in- 
side 
And  all  the  scheme  made  frustrate  by  a  word. 
No :  but  since  Guido  knew,  none  knew  so  well. 
The  man  had  never  since  returned  to  Rome 
Nor  seen  the  wife's  face  more  than  villa's  front, 
So,  could  not  be  at  hand  to  warn  or  save,  — 
For  that,  he  took  tliis  sure  way  to  the  end. 

'*  Come  in,"  bade  poor  Violante  cheerfully. 


Drawing  the  door-bolt :  that  death  was  the  first, 
Stabbed  through  and  through.    Pietro,  close  on 

her  heels. 
Set  up  a  cry  —    Let  me  confess  myself  1 
Grant  but  confession  I  "    Cold  steel  was  the 

grant. 
Then  came  PompiHa's  turn. 

Then  they  escaped. 
The  noise  o'  the  slaughter  roused  the  neighbor* 

hood. 
The^  had  forgotten  just  the  one  thing  more 
Which  saves  i'  the  circumstance,  the  ticket,  to 

wit, 
Which  puts  post-horses  at  a  traveller's  use : 
So,  all  on  foot,  desperate  through  the  dark 
Reeled  they  like  drunkards  along  open  road. 
Accomplished  a  prodigious  twenty  miles 
Homeward,  and  gained  Baccano  very  near. 
Stumbled  at  last,  deaf,  dumb,  blind  tnrous^  the 

feat. 
Into  a  grange  and,  one  dead  heap,  slept  there 
TUl  the  pursuers  hard  upon  their  trace 
Reached  them  and  took  them,  red  from  head  to 

heel. 
And  brought  them  to  the  prison  where  they  lie. 
The  couple  were  laid  i'  the  church  two  days  ago, 
And  the  wife  lives  yet  by  miracle. 

AU  is  told. 
Ton  hardly  need  ask  what  Count  Guido  says. 
Since  something  he  must  say.    *^  I  own  Uie 

deed  -  " 
(He  cannot  choose,  —  but  —  )  *^  I  declsre  the 

same 
Just  and  inevitable,  —  since  no  way  else 
Was  left  me.  but  by  this  of  taking  life, 
To  save  my  honor  which  is  more  than  life. 
I  exeroisea  a  husband's  rights."    To  which 
The  answer  is  as  prompt  —  **  There  was  no  fault 
In  any  one  o'  the  three  to  punish  thus : 
Neither  i'  the  wife,  who  kept  all  faith  to  you. 
Nor  in  the  parents,  whom  yourself  first  duped. 
Robbed  and   maltreated,  then  turned  out  of 

doors. 
You  wronged  and  they  endured  wrong ;  yours 

the  fault. 
Next,  had  endurance  overpassed  the  mark 
And  turned  resentment  needing  remedy,  — 
Nay,  put  the  absurd  impossible  case,  for  once  — 
Tou  were  all  blameless  of  the  blame  alleged 
And  they  blameworthy  where  you  fix  all  blame, 
Still,  why  this  violation  of  the  law  ? 
Yourself  elected  law  should  take  its  course. 
Avenge  wrong,  or  show  vengeance  not  your 

right  ; 
Why,  only  when  the  balance  in  law's  hand 
Trembles  against  you  and  inclines  the  way 
O'  the  other  party,  do  you  make  protest. 
Renounce  arbitrament,  fiying  out  of  court. 
And  crying  *  Honor's  hurt    the  sword  must 

cure'? 
Aha,  and  so  i'  the  middle  of  each  suit 
Trying  i'  the  courts,  —  and  you  had  three  in 

play 
With  an  appeal  to  the  Pope's  self  beside.  — 
What,  you  may  chop  and  change  and  right  your 

wrongs. 
Leaving  the  law  to  lag  as  she  thinks  fit  ?  " 
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That  were  too  temptingly  commodions,  Count ! 
One  would  have  still  a  remedy  in  reserve 
Should  reach  the  aniest  oldest  sinner,  you  see ! 
One^s  honor  forsooth  ?    Does  that  take  hurt 

alone 
From  the  extreme  outrage  ?    I  who  have  no 

wife, 
Being  ^et  sensitive  in  my  degree 
As  Graido,  —  must  discover  hurt  elsewhere 
Which,  half  compounded  for  in  days  gone  by, 
May  profitably  break  out  now  afresh. 
Need  cure  from  my  own  expeditious  hands. 
The  lie  that  was,  as  it  were,  imputed  me 
When  you  objected  to  my  contract's  clause,  — 
The  theft  as  good  a«,  one  may  say,  alleged. 
When  you,  co-heir  in  a  wilL  excepted.  Sir, 
To  my  administration  of  effects, 
—  Aha,  do  you  think  law  disposed  of  these  ? 
My  honor's    touched    and    shall   deal  death 

around  I 
Count,  tliat  were  too  commodious,  I  repeat ! 
If  auv  law  be  imperative  on  us  all, 
Of  all  are  you  the  enemy :  out  with  ycu 
From  the  common  light  and  air  and  fife  of  man  I 


IV 


TERTIUM   QUID 

True,  Excellency  —  as  his  Highness  says. 
Though  she 's  not  dead  yet,  she  's  as  good  as 

stretched 
Symmetrical  beside  the  other  two  ; 
Though  he 's  not  judged  yet,  he  's  the  same  as 

judged. 
So  do  the  facts  abound  and  superabound  : 
And  nothing  hinders  that  we  lift  the  case 
Out  of  the  shade  into  the  shine,  allow 
Qualified  persons  to  pronounce  at  last, 
Nay,  edge  in  an  authoritative  word 
Between  this  rabble  Vbrabble  of  dolts  and  fools 
Who  make  up  reasonless  unreasoning  Rome. 
"  Now  for  the  Trial !  "  they  roar :  ^'  the  Trial 

to  test 
The  truth,  weigh  husband  and  weigh  wife  afike 
I'  the  scales  of  law,  make  one  scale  kick  the 

beam  r\ 
Law's  a  machine  from  which,  to  please  the 

mob. 
Truth  the  divinity  must  needs  descend 
And  clear  things  at  the  play's  fifth  act  —  aha  ! 
Hammer  into  their  nodales  who  was  who 
And  what  was  what.     I  tell  the  simpletons, 
"  Could  law  be  competent  to  such  a  feat 
'T  were  done  already :  what  begins  next  week 
Is  end  o'  the  Trial,  last  link  of  a  chain 
Whereof  the  fire;t  was  forged  three  years  ago 
\Mien  law  addressed  herself  to  set  wrong  right. 
And  proved  so  slow  in  t-aking  the  first  step 
Tliat  ever  some  new  grievance,  —  tort,  retort. 
On  one  or  the  other  side,  —  o'ertook  i'  the 

game. 
Retarded  sentence,  till  this  deed  of  death 
Is  thrown  in,  as  it  were,  last  bale  to  boat 
Crammed  to  the  edge  with  cargo  —  or  passen- 
gers? 
*  Trecpntos  inaeris:  ohf..jam  satis  est ! 


Hue  appelle  I '  —  pasaei^ers,  the  word  must  be.'* 
Long  smoe,  the  boat  was  loaded  to  my  eyes. 
To  hear  the  rabble  and  brabble,  you  'd  call  the 

case 
Fused  and  confused  past  human  finding  out. 
One  calls  the  square  round,  t'  other  toe  round 

square  — 
And  pardonablv  in  that  first  surprise 
O'  the  blood  that  fell  and  splashed  the  dia^ 

gram: 
But  now  we  've  used  our  eyes  to  the  violenl 

hue 
Can't  we  look  through  tiie  crimson  and  trace 

lines? 
It  makes  a  man  despair  of  history, 
Eusebius  and  the  established  fact  —  fig's  end ! 
Oh,  give  the  fools  their  Trial,  rattle  away 
With  tlie  leash  of  lawyera,  two  on  either  side  — 
One  barks,  one  bites,  —  Masters  Arcangeli 
And  Spreti,  —  that 's  the  husband's  ultimate 

hope 
Against  tlie  Fisc  and  the  other  kind  of  Fisc, 
Bound  to  do  barking  for  the  wife :  bow  —  wow  ! 
Why,  Excellency,  we  and  his  Highness  here 
Would  settle  the  matt-er  as  sufficientlv 
As  ever  will  Advocate  This  and  Fiscal  That 
And  JudgtB  the  Other,  with  even  —  a  word  and 

a  wink  — 
We  well  know  who  for  ultimate  arbiter. 
Let  us  beware  o'  the  basset-table  —  lest 
We  iog  the  elbow  of  Her  Eminence, 
Jostle  nis  cards,  —  he  '11  rap  you  out  a  .  .  .  st ! 
By  the  window-seat !    Ana  here 's  the  Marquis 

too! 
Indulge  me  but  a  moment :  if  I  fail 
—  Favored   with    such   an    audience,    under* 

stand !  —  ^ 
To  set  things  right,   why,  class  me  with  tlie 

mob 
As  uuderstander  of  the  mind  of  man ! 

Tlie  mob,  —  now,  that 's  just  how  the  error 

^  comes! 
Bethink  you  that  yon  have  to  deal  with  plebs. 
The  commonalty  ;  this  is  an  episode 
In  burgess-Ufe,  —  why  seek  to  aggrandize. 
Idealize,  denaturalize  the  class  ? 
People  talk  iust  as  if  they  had  to  do 
Witn  a  noble  pair  that  .  .  .  Excellency,  your 

ear! 
Stoop  to  me.  Highness,  —  listen  and  look  your- 
selves ! 

This  Pietro,  this  Violante,  live  their  life 

At  Rome  in  the  easy  way  that 's  far  from  worsL 

Even  for  their  betters,  —  themselves  love  tliem- 

selves. 
Spend  their  own  oil  in  feeding  their  own  lamp 
That  their  own  faces  may  grow  bright  thereby. 
They  get  to  fifty  and  over :  how  's  the  lamp  ? 
Full  to  the  depth  o'  the  wick,  —  moneys  so 

much ; 
And  also  with  a  remnant,  —  so  much  more 
Of  moneys,  — which  there  's  no  consuming  now. 
But,  when  the  wick  shall  moulder  out  some  day, 
Failing  fresh  twist  of  tow  to  use  up  dregs. 
Will  lie  a  prize  for  the  passer-bv,  —  to  wit, 
Any  one  tnat  can  prove  himselt  the  heir. 
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Seeing,  the  oonple  are  wantiu^  in  a  ehild : 
Meantime  their  wick  swims  in  the  safe  hroad 

bowl 
O'  the  middle  rank,  —  not  raised  a  beacon  *s 

heisht 
For  wind    to  raragef  nor  dropped  till  lamp 

graxa  ground 
Like  cresset,  mudlarks  poke  now  here  now 

there, 
€k>ing  their  rounds  to  probe  the  ruts  i'  the  road 
Or  fish  the  luck  o*  the  puddle.    Pietro's  soul 
Was  satisfied  when  cron^  smirked,  **  No  wine 
Like  Pietro's,  and  he  dnnks  it  every  day !  ^* 
His  wife^s  heart  swelled  her  bodice,  joyed  its 

fill 
When   neighbon   turned   heads   wistfully   at 

ehureh, 
Si^ed  at  the  load  of  lace  that  came  to  pi«y* 
1^11,  haTing  got  through  fifty  years  of  flare. 
They  bum  out  so,  induLro  so  their  dear  selves. 
That  Pietio  finds  himself  in  debt  at  last. 
As  he  were  any  lordling  of  us  all : 
And,  now  that  dark  begins  to  creep  <m  day, 
CreditosB  grow  nneajsy,  talk  aside. 
Take  counsel,  then  importune  all  at  once. 
For  if  the  good  fat  rosy  careless  man. 
Who  has  not  hud  a  ducat  by,  decease  — 
Let  the  lamp  fall,  no  heir  at  hand  to  catch  — 
Why,  being  childless,  there 's  a  spilth  i*  the 

street 
O^  the  remnant,  there  *s  a  scramble  for  the 

dregs 
By  the  stranger :    so,  they  grant  him  no  long 

day 
But  come  in  a  body,  clamor  to  be  paid. 

What's  his  resource?    He  asks  and  straight 

obtains 
The  customary  lai^pess,  dole  dealt  out 
To,  what  we  call  our  ""poor  dear  shamefaced 


ones. 


»> 


In  secret  <moe  a  month  to  spare  the  shame 
O*  the  slothful  and  the  spendthrift,  —  pauper- 
saints 
The  Pope  puts  meat  i'  the  month  of,  ravens 

they- 
And  providenoe  he  —  just  what  the  mob  ad- 
mires ! 
That  is,  instead  of  putting  a  prompt  foot 
On  selfish  worthless  human  slugs  whose  slime 
Has  failed  to  lubricate  their  path  in  life. 
Why,  the  Pope  picks  the  first  ripe  fruit  that 

falls 
And  gracious  puts  it  in  the  vermin^s  wa^. 
Pietro  could  never  save  a  dollar  ?    Straight 
He  must  be  subsidized  at  our  expense  : 
And  for  his  wife  —  ^e   harmless   household 

sheep 
One  ought  not  to  see  harassed  in  her  age  — > 
Judge,  by  the  way  she  bore  adversity, 
O'  the  patient  nature  you  ask  pity  for  I 
How  long,  now,  would  the  roughest  market- 
man, 
Handlii^  the  creatures  huddled  to  tlie  knife, 
Harass  a  mutton  ere  she  made  a  mouth 
Or  menaced  biting  ?     Yet  the  poor  sheep  here, 
Violante,  the  old  mnocent  burgess-wife, 
L&  her  first  difficulty  showed  great  teetii 


Fit  to  crunch  up  and  swallow  a  gtHxl  round 

crime. 
She  meditates  the  tenure  of  the  Trust, 
Fidei  rommistUM  is  the  lawyer-phrase. 
These  funds  that  only  want  an  lieir  tc»  take  — 
Goes  o'er  the  gamut  o'  the  creditor's  cry 
By  semitones  from  whine  to  snarl  high  up 
And  growl  down   low,  one   sctUa   in   sundry 

keys,— 
Pauses  with  a  little  compunction  for  the  face 
Of  Pietro  frustrate  of  its  ancient  cheer,  — 
Never  a  bottle  now  for  friend  at  need,  — 
Comes  to  a  stop  on  her  own  frittered  lace 
And  neighboriy  condolences  thereat. 
Then  makes  her  mind  up,  sees  the  thing  to  do: 
And  so,  deliberate,  snaps  house-book  clasp, 
Posts  off  to  vespers,  missal  beneath  arm, 
PaSBSs  the  propw  San  Lorenzo  by. 
Dives  down  a  little  Une  to  the  left,  is  lost 
In  a  labyrinth  of  dwellings  best  unnamed. 
Selects  a  certain  blind  one,  black  at  base, 
Blinking   at   top,  —  the    sign    of    we    know 

what, — 
One  candle  in  a  casement  set  to  wink 
Streetward,  do  service  to  no  shrine  inside,  — 
Mounts  thither  by  the  filthy  flight  of  stairs. 
Holding  the  cord  by  the  wall,  to  the  tip-top. 
Gropes  for  the  door  i'  the  dark,  ajar  of  course. 
Raps,  opens,  enters  in :  upstarts  a  thing 
Naked  as  needs  be  —  *'  What,  you  rogue,  't  is 

you? 
Back,  —  how  can  I  have  taken  a  fartliing  3ret  ? 
Mercy  on  me,  poor  sinner  that  I  am  I 
Here^s  .  .  .  why,  I  took  you  for  Madonna's  self 
With  all  that  snaden  swirl  of  silk  i*  the  place ! 
What    may    your    pleasure    be,    my    oomiy 

dame  ?  '^ 
Tour  Excellency  supplies  aught  left  obscure  ? 
One  of  those  women  that  abound  in  Rome, 
Whose  needs  oblige  them  eke  out  one  poor  trade 
By  another  vile  one  :  her  ostensible  work 
Was  washing  clothes,  out  in  the  open  ur 
At  the  cistern  hy  Citorio  ;  her  true  trade  — 
Whispering  to  idlers,  when  they  stopped  and 

praised 
The  ankles  she  let  liberally  sliine 
In  kneeling  at  the  slab  by  the  fountain-side. 
That  there  was  plentjir  more  to  criticise 
At  home,  that  eve,  i'  the  house  where  candle 

blinked 
Decorously  above,  and  all  was  done 
I'  the  holy  fear  ot  God  and  cheap  beside. 
Violante,  now,  had  seen  this  woman  wash. 
Noticed  and  envied  her  propitious  shape. 
Tracked  her  home  to  her  house-top,  noted  too, 
And  now  was  come  to  tempt  her  and  propose 
A  bargain  far  more  shameiul  than  the  firat 
Which  trafficked  her  virginity  away 
For  a  melon  and  three  pauls  at  twelve  years 

old. 
Five  minutes'  talk  with  this  poor  child  of  Kve, 
Struck  was  the  bargain,  business  at  an  end  — 
^^Then,  six  months  hence,  that  persuii  whom 

yen  trust, 
Comes,  fetches  whatsoever  babe  it  be  ; 
I  keep  the  price  and  secret,  you  the  babe. 
Paying  beside  for  mass  to  make  all  straight : 
Meantime,  I  pouch  the  earnest-raoney-pieco." 
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Down-«tairs  again  goes  fumblmg  by  the  rope 
Violante,  triumphit^  in  a  flourish  of  fire 
From  her  own  brain,  self*lit  by  such  sncoen,  — 
Gains  church  in  time  for  the  ifagnijicat. 
And  gives  forth  *^  My  reproof  is  taken  away, 
And  blessed  shall  mankind  proclaim  me  now,'' 
•So  that  the  officiating  priest  tarns  ronnd 
To  see  who  profEers  the  obstreperous  praise : 
Then  home  to  Pietro,  the  enraptured-much 
But   puzzled-more   when   tola   the   wondrons 

news  — 
How  orisons  and  works  of  charity, 
CBeside  that  pair  of  pinners  and  a  coif, 
Birthday  surprise   last  Wednesday    was   five 

weeks) 
Had  borne  fruit  in  the  aatunm  of  his  life,  — 
They,  or  the  Orvieto  in  a  double  dose. 
Anyhow,  she  must  keep  house  next  six  months. 
Lie  on  the  settle,  avoid  the  three-legged  stool. 
And,  chiefly,  not  be  crossed  in  wish  or  whim, 
And  the  result  was  like  to  be  an  heir. 

Accordingly,  when  time  was  come  about. 
He  found  himself  the  sire  indeed  of  this 
Francesca  Vittoria  Pompilia  and  the  rest 
O'  the  names  whereby  he  sealed  her  his,  next 

day. 
A  crime  complete  in  its  way  is  here,  I  hope  ? 
Lies  to  God,  lies  to  man,  every  way  lies 
To  nature  and  civility  and  the  moae  : 
Flat  robbery  of  the  proper  heirs  thus  foiled 
O'  the  due  sucoeasion,  — and,  what  followed 

thence. 
Robbery  of  God,  through  the  confessor's  ear 
Debarred  the  most  noteworthy  incident 
When  all  else  done  and  undone  twelvemonth 

through 
Was  put  in  evidence  at  Easter-time. 
All  other  peccadillos  I  -*  but  this  one 
To  the  pnest  who  comes  next  day  to  dine  with 

us? 
'T  were  inexpedient ;  decency  forbade. 

Is  so  far  clear  ?    Yon  know  Violante  now, 
Compute  her  capability  of  crime 
By  tnis  authentic  instance  ?    Black  hard  oold 
Crime  like  a  stone  you  kick  up  with  your  foot 
I'  the  middle  of  a  field  P 

I  thought  as  much. 
But  now,  a  aueetion,  ~  how  long  does  it  lie, 
The  bad  ana  barren  bit  of  stuff  you  kick. 
Before  encroached  on  and  encompassed  round 
With  minute  moss,  weed,  wild-flower — made 

alive 
By  worm,  and  fly,  and  foot  of  the  free  bird  ? 
Tour  Highness,  —  healthy  minds  let  bygones 

be. 
Leare  old  crimes  to  grow  young  and  virtnooEh 

Uke 
I'  the  sun  and  air ;  so  time  treats  ugly  deeds : 
They  take  the  natural  blessing  of  all  change. 
There  was  the  joy  o'  the  huslMind  silly-sooth. 
The  softening  of  the  wife's  old  wicked  heart. 
Virtues  to  right  and  left,  profusely  paid 
If  so  they  might  compensate  the  saved  sin* 
And  then  the  sudden  existence,  dewy-dear, 
O'  the  rose  above  the  dnngheap,  the  pure  duld 


As  good  as  new  created,  since  withdrawn 
From  the  horror  of  the  pre-appointed  lot 
With    the  unknown    father  and    the  mother 

known 
Too  well,  —  some   fourteen  years  of   squalid 

youth. 
And  then  libertinage,  disease,  the  grave  — 
Hell  in  life  here,  hereafter  life  in  hell : 
Look  at  that  horror  and  this  soft  repose  ! 
Why,  moralist,  the  sin  has  saved  a  soul ! 
Then,  even   the    palpable   grievance    to   the 

heirs  — 
'Faith,  this  was  no  frank  setting  hand  to  throat 
And  robbing  a  man,  but  .  .  .  Excellenoy,  by 

your  leave. 
How  aid  you  get  that  marvel  of  a  gem. 
The  sapphire  with  the  Graces  grand  ana  Greek  ? 
The  story  is,  stooping  to  pick  a  stone 
From  the  pathway  through  a  vineyard  —  no- 
man's-land  — 
To  pelt  a  sparrow  with,  you  chanced  on  this : 
Why  now,  do  those  five  clowns  o'  the  family 
O'  the  vinedresser  digest  their  poiridge  worse 
That  not  one  keeps  it  in  his  goatskin  pouch 
To  do  flint'a-service  with  the  tinder-oox  ? 
Don't  cheat  me,  don't  cheat  you,  don't  cheat  a 

friend ! 
But  are  you  so  hard  on  who  jostles  just 
A  stranger  with  no  natural  sort  of  claim 
To  the  navings  and  the  holdings  (here's  the 

point) 
Unless  by  misadventure,  and  defect 
Of  that  which  ought  to  be  —  nay,  which  there  '• 

none 
Would  dare  so  much  as  wish  to  profit  by  — 
Since  who  dares  put  in  just  so  many  words 
**  May  Hetro  fail  to  have  a  child,  please  God ! 
So  shall  his  house  and  goods  belong  to  me. 
The  sooner  that  his  heart  will  pine  betimes  '*  ? 
Well  then,  God  does  n't  please,  nor  heart  shall 

pine! 
Because  he  has  a  child  at  last,  yon  see. 
Or  selfsame  thing  as  though  a  cnild  it  were. 
He  thinks,  whose  sole  concern  it  is  to  think  : 
If  he  accepts  it  why  should  yon  demur  ? 

Moreover,  say  that  certain  sin  there  seem, 
The  proper  process  of  unsinning  sin 
Is  to  oegin  welL-doing  somehow  else. 
Pietro,  —  remember,  with  no  sin  at  all 
I'  the  substitution,  —  why,  this  gift  of  God 
Flung  in  his  lap  from  over  Paradise 
Steadied  him  in  a  moment,  set  him  straight 
On  the  good  path  he  had  been  strajring  from. 
Henceforwara  no  more  wilfulness  and  waste. 
Cuppings,  caronsings,  —  these  a  sponge  wiped 

out. 
All  sort  of  self-denial  was  easy  now 
For  the  child's  sake,  the  chatelaine  to  be. 
Who  must  want  ranch  and  might  want  who 

knows  what  ? 
And  so,  the  debts  were  paid,  habits  refomied. 
Expense  curtailed,  the  dowry  set  to  grow. 
As  for  the  wife,  —  I  said,  hers  the  whole  nn  : 
So,  hen  the  exemplary  penance.    'T  was  a  text 
Whereon  folk  preached  and  praised,  the  distriot 

through : 
^*  Oh,  make  us  happy  and  yon  make  ns  good  1 
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It  all  oomes  of  God  eiTin*e  her  a  child  : 
8aoh  gtauoea  follow  God's  best  earthly  gift  I  " 

Here  yon  put  bv  my  t^nard,  pass  to  m^  heart 
By  the  honie-tnruat  —  **  There  's  a  he  at  base 

ofalL'' 
Why,  thou  exact  Prince,  is  it  a  pearl  or  no, 
Yon  globe  apou  the  PrinoipesHa's  neok  ? 
That  great  roiiud  glory  of  pellacid  stuff, 
A  fish  secreted  round  a  grain  of  grit  ! 
Do  yon  call  it  worthless  for  the  worthless  core  ? 
(She  does  n't,  who  well  knows  what  she  changed 

for  it.) 
So,  to  our  brace  of  bui^pesses  again ! 
You  see  so  far  i'  the  story,  who  was  right,^ 
Who  wrong,  who  neither,  don't  you  r    What, 

you  don't  V 
£h?   Well,  admit  there's  somewhat  dark  i' 

the  case, 
Let 's  on  —  the  rest  shall  clear,  I  promise  yon. 
Leap  over  a  dozen  years  :  tou  find,  these  passed, 
An  old  good  easy  creditable  sire, 
A  careful  housewife's  beaming  bustling  face, 
Both  wrapped  up  in  the  love  of  their  one  child, 
The  strange  tall  pale  beautiful  creature  grown 
Lily-like  out  o'  the  cleft  i'  the  sun-smit  rock 
To  bow  its  white  miraculous  birth  of  buds 
I'    the  way    of    wandering  Joseph   and    his 

spouse, — 
So  painterB  fancy :  here  it  was  a  fact. 
And  this  their  lily,  — could  they  but  transplant 
And  set  in  vase  to  stand  by  Solomon's  porch 
'Twixt  lion  and  lion  1  —  this  Pompilia  of  theirs. 
Could  they  see  worthily  married,  well  bestowed, 
In  house  and  home !    And  why  despair  of  this 
With  Rome  to  choose  from,  save  the  topmost 

rank? 
Themselves  would  help  the  choice  with  heart 

and  soul. 
Throw  their  late  savings  in  a  common  heap 
To  go  with  the  dowr^,  and  be  followed  in  time 
By  the  heritage  legitimately  hers  : 
And  when  such  paragon  was  found  and  fixed. 
Why,   they    might    chant   their    ^^  Nunc    di- 

mte<i«  "  straight. 

Indeed  the  prize  was  simply  full  to  a  fault. 
Exorbitant  for  the  suitor  they  should  seek. 
And  social  class  should  choose  among,  these 

cits. 
Yet  there  's  a  latitude :  exceptional  white 
Amid  the  general  brown  o'  the  species,  lurks 
A  burgees  nearly  an  aristocrat, 
Legitimately  in  reach :  look  out  for  him  I 
Wliat  banker,  merchant,  has  seen  better  days, 
What  second  rate  painter  a-pnshing  up, 
Poet  a-slipping  down,  shall  bid  the  best 
For  this  young  beauty  with  the  thumping  pune  ? 
Alack,  were  it  but  one  of  such  as  these 
So  like  the  real  thing  that  they  pass  for  it, 
All  had  gone  well !  ^  Unluckily,  poor  souls. 
It  proved  to  be  the  impossible  thing  itself  ; 
Truth  and  not  sham  :  nence  ruin  to  them  all. 

For,  Guide  Franoesohini  was  the  head 
Of  an  old  family  in  Arezzo,  old 
To  that  degree  they  could  afFord  be  poor 
Better  than  most :  tho  case  is  common  too. 


Out  of  the  vast  door  'soutcheoned  overhead. 

Creeps  out  a  serving^man  on  Saturdays 

To  cater  for  the  week,  — turns  up  anun 

I'  the  market,  chaffering  for  the  lamb's  least 

leg, 
Or  the  quarter-fowl,  less  entrails,  claws  and 

comb: 
Then  back  again  with  prize,  —  a  liver  begged 
Into  the  bargain,  gizzard  overlooked. 
He 's  mincing  these  to  give  the  beans  a  taste. 
When,  at  your  knock,  he  leaves  the  simmering 

soup. 
Waits  on  the  curious  stranger-visitant, 
Napkin  in  half-wiped  hand,  to  show  the  rooms. 
Point  pictures  out  have  hung  their  hundrea 

years, 
**  Priceless,"  he  tells  you,  —  puts  in  his  place  at 

once 
The  man  of  money :  yes,  you  're  banker-king 
Or  merchant-kaiser,  wallow  in  your  wealth 
While  patron,  the  house-master,  can't  afford 
To  stop  our  ceilingp-hole  that  rain  so  rots : 
But  he  's  the  man  of  mark,  and  there  's  his 

shield. 
And  yonder  's  the  famed  Rafael,  first  in  kind, 
The  painter  painted  for  his  grandfather. 
And  you  have  paid  to  see :  **  Grood  morning, 
^Sir!"  ^ 

Such  \a  the  law  of  oompenbation.    Still 
The  poverty  was  getting  nigh  acute  ; 
There  gaped  so  many  noble  mouths  to  feed, 
Beans  must  suffice  unflavored  of  the  fowl. 
The  mother,  —  hers  would  be  a  span-out  life 
I'  the  nature  of  things;  the  sisters  had  done 

well 
And  married  men  of  reasonable  rank  : 
But  that  sort  of  illumination  stops. 
Throws  back  no  heat  upon  the  parent-hearth. 
The  family  instinct  felt  out  for  its  fire 
To  the  Church,  —  the  Church  traditionally  helps 
A  second  son  :  and  such  was  Paolo, 
Established  hero  at  Rome  those  thirty  years. 
Who  played   the   regular   game,  —  priest  and 

Abate, 
Made  friends,  owned  house  and  land,  became  of 

use 
To  a  personage  :  his  ooorse  lay  clear  enough. 
The  youngest  caught  the  sprmpathetic  flame. 
And,  though  unfledged  wmgs  kept  him  still  i' 

the  cage. 
Yet  he  shot  up  to  be  a  Canon,  so 
Clung  to  the  higher  perch  and  crowed  in  hope. 
Even  our  Guido,  eldest  brother,  went 
As  far  i'  the  way  o'  the  Church  as  safety  seemed, 
He  being  Head  o'  the  House,  ordained  to  wive,— 
So,  could  but  dally  with  im  Order  or  two 
And  testify  good-will  i'  the  cause :  he  dipt 
His  top-hair  and  thus  far  affected  Christ. 
But  main  promotion  must  fall  otherwise. 
Though  still  from  the  aide  o'  the  Church :  and 

hei»  was  he 
At  Rome,  since  first  youth,  worn  threadbare  of 

?onl 
By  forty-six  years'  rubbii^  on  hard  life, 
G^etting  fast  tired  o'  the  game  whose  word  is  — 

**  Wait  I " 
When  one  day,  —  he  too  having  his  Cardinal 
To  serve  in  some  ambiguous  sort,  as  serve 
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To  draw  tlie  comih  the  plumes  o'  the  hones' 

heads,  — 
The  Cardinal  saw  fit  to  dispense  with  him, 
Ride  with    oue  plume  the    less  ;    and  off    it 

di-opped. 

Guido  thus  left,  —  with  a  youth  spent  in  Tain 
And  not  a  penny  in  purse  to  sliow  for  it,  — 
Advised  with  Paolo,  bent  no  doubt  in  chafe 
The  black  brows  somewhat  formidably,  growled 
*'  Where  is  the  good  I  came  to  get  at  liome  ? 
Where  the  repaynient  of  the  servitude 
To  a  purple  popinjay,  whose  feet  I  kiss, 
Knowing  his  father  wiped  the  shoes  of  mine  ?  " 

"  Patience,"  pats  Paolo  the  recalcitrant  — 
**  You  have  not  had,  so  far,  the  proper  luck, 
Nor  do  my  gains  sunice  to  keep  us  both : 
A  modest  competency  is  nune,  not  more. 
You  are  the  Count  however,  yours  the  style. 
Heirdom  and  state,  —  you  can't  expect  all  good. 
Had  I,  now,  held  your  hand  of  caids  .  .  .  well, 

well  — 
WHiat  's  yet  unplayed,  I  'U  look  at,  by  your 

leave. 
Over  your  shoulder,  —  I  who  made  my  game, 
Let  '8  se«,  if  I  can't  help  U>  handle  yours. 
Fie  on  yun,  iill  the  Honors  in  your  fist, 
Countship.  Househeadship,  —  how    have   you 

misaealt  I 
Why,  in  the  first  place,  these  will  marry  a  man  I 
Notum  tonsuribus  !    To  the  Tonaor  then  ! 
Come,  clear  your  looks,  and  choose  your  fresh- 
est suit, 
And,  after  function  's  done  with,  down  we  go 
To  the  woraan-doaler  in  perukes,  a  weuch 
I  and  some  others  settled  in  the  shop 
At  Place  Colonna :  she  's  an  oracle.  ^  Hmm  I 
*  Dear,  't  is  my  brother  :  brother,  't  is  my  dear. 
Dear,  give  us  counsel  I    Whom  do  you  suggest 
As  properest  party  in  the  quarter  round 
For  the  Count  here  ?  —  he  is  minded  to  take 

wife. 
And  fui'ther  tells  me  he  intends  to  slip 
Twenty  zecchines  under  the  bottom-scalp 
Of  his  old  wig  when  he  sends  it  to  revive 
For  the  wedding  :  and  I  add  a  trifle  too. 
You  know  wliat  personage  I  'm  potent  with.' " 
And  so  plumped  out  Pompilia's  name  the  first. 
She  told  them  of  the  household  and  its  ways. 
The  ea^  husband  and  the  shrewder  wife 
In  Via  Vittoria,  —  how  the  tall  young  girl. 
With  hair  black  as  yon  pat^h  and  eyes  as  big 
As  yon  pomander  to  make  f i-eckles  f)y. 
Would  nave  jo  much  for  certain,  and  so  much 

more 
In  likelihood,  —  why,  it  suited,  slipt  as  smooth 
As  the  Pope's  pantonine  dt»es  on  the  Poise's  foot. 
*'  I  "11  to  the  husband  ! "'  Guido  ups  and  cries. 
"  Ay,  so  you  'd  play  your  last  court-card,  no 

doubt  1  " 
Puts  Paolo  in  with  a  groan  —  *'  Only,  you  see, 
'T  is  I,  this  time,  that  supervise  your  lead. 
Priests  play  with  women,  maids,  wives,  mothera 

—  why? 
These  play  with  men  and  take  them  off  our 

hands. 
Did  I  come,  counsel  with  some  out-beard  gruff 


Or  rather  this  sleek  young-old  barberess  ? 
Go,  brother,  stand  you  rapt  in  the  ante-room 
Of  Her  Efficacity  my  Caioinal 
For  an  hour,  —  he  likes  to  have  lord-suitors 

lounge,  — 
While  I  betake  myself  to  the  ^ay  mare, 
The    better   horse,  —  how   wise   the   people's 

word!  — 
And  wait  on  Madam  Violante." 

Said  and  done. 
He  was  at  Via  Vittoria  in  three  skips : 
Proposed  at  once  to  fill  up  the  one  want 
O'  tne  bux^:ess-family  which,  wealthy  enough. 
And  comfortable  to  heart's  aesire,  yet  oronohed 
Outside  a  gate  to  heaven,  —  locked,  bolted, 

barred, 
Whereof  Count  Guido  had  a  key  he  kept 
Under  his  pillow,  but  Pompilia's  hand 
Might  slide  behind  his  neck  and  pilfer  thence. 
The  key  was  fairy  ;  its  mere  mention  made 
Violante  feel  the  thing  shoot  one  sharp  ray 
That  reached  the  womanly  heart :  so  —     I 

sent  I 


Then  was  the  matter  broached  to  Pietro ;  then 
Did  Pietro  make  demand  and  get  response 
That  in  the  Countship  was  a  truth,  but  in 
The  counting  np  of  the  Count's  cash,  a  lie. 
He  thereupon  stroked  grave  his  chin,  looked 

great. 
Declined  the  honor.    Then  the  wife  wiped  tear. 
Winked  with  the  other  eye  turned  Paolo-ward, 
Wliispered  Pompilia,  stole  to  church  at  eve. 
Found  Guido  there  and  got  the  marriage  done. 
And  finally  begged  pardon  at  tlie  feet 
Of  her  di'ar  lora  and  master.    Whereupon 
Quoth    Pietro  —  **  Let  us  make  the   best  of 

things  I" 
*'  I  knew  your  love  would  license  us,"  quoth 

she  : 
Quoth  Paolo  once  more,  *^  Mothers,  wives  and 

maids. 
These  be  the  tools  wherewith  priests  manage 

men." 

Now,  here  take  breath  and  ask,  —  which  bird 

o'  the  brace 
Deooyed  the  other  into  clapnet  ?    Who 
Was  fool,  who  knave  ?    Neitlier  and  both,  per- 
chance. 
There  was  a  bargain  mentally  proposed 
On   each    side,   sti-aight   and   plain   and   fair 

enough  ; 
Mind  knew  its  own  mind :  but  when  mind  must 

speak. 
The  bargain  have  expression  in  plain  terms, 
Tliere  came  the  blunder  incident  to  words. 
And  in  the  clumsy  process,  fur  turned  foul. 
The  straight  backbone-thought  of  the  crooked 

speech 
Were  just  —  ^*  I  Guido  truck  my  name  and  rank 
For  so  much  money  uid   youth  and   female 

charms.  — 
We  Pietro  and  Violante  give  our  child 


TERTIUM   QUID 


4<$l 


And  wealth   to  yon   for  *  riie  i'  tho  world 

thereby/' 
Snoh  naked  truth  while  chambered  in  the  brain 
^:>hock8   nowioe :    walk   it  forth   by   way   of 

tongfue,  — 
Out  on  the  <miioal  nnaeerolinesB  I 
Hence  was  we  need,  on  either  ride,  of  a  lie 
To  eerve  as  decent  wrapoage :  eo,  Goido  gives 
Money  for  money,  —  and  they,  bride  fur  groom. 
Having,  he,  not  a  doit,  they,  not  a  child 
Honestly  theirs,  but  this  poor  waif  and  stray. 
According  to  the  words,  each  cheated  each ; 
But  in  the  inexpressive  barter  of  thoughts, 
Each  did  give  and  did  take  the  thing  designed. 
The  rank  on  this  side  and  the  cash  on  that  — 
Attained  the  object  of  the  trafiic,  so. 
The  wav  of  the  world  J^e  daily  bargain  struck 
In  the  nnt  market !    Why  sells  Jack  his  ware  ? 
**  For  the  sake  of  serving  an  old  customer.*' 
Why  does  Jill  buy  it  ?       Simply  not  to  break 
A  custom,  pass  the  old  stall  the  first  time." 
Why,  you  know  where  the  gist  is  of  the  ex- 
change; 
Each  sees  a  profit,  throws  the  fine  words  in. 
Don't  be  too  hard  o'  the  pair  I    Had  each  pre- 
tence 
Been  simultaneously  diBOovered,  stript 
From  off  the  body  o'  the  transaction,  just 
As  when  a  cook  (will  Excelleucy  f oi^ve  ?) 
Strips  away  those  long  rough  superfluous  legs 
From  eitlier  side  the  crayfish,  leaviuj^  folk 
A  meal  all  meat  henceforth,  no  ganushry, 
(With   your  respect.  Prince  1)  —  balance   had 

been  kept, 
Xo  party  blamed  the  other,  —  so,  starting  fair, 
AH  subsequent  fence  of  wrong  returned   by 

wron|f 
I'  the  matrimonial  thrust  and  parry,  at  least 
Had    followed   on  equal   terms.     But,  as   it 

chanced. 
One  party  had  the  advantage,  saw  the  cheat 
Of  the  other  first  and  kept  its  own  concealed : 
And  the  luck  o'  the  first  discovery  fell,  beside. 
To  liie  least  admit  and  self-poasessed  o'  the  paii*. 
*T  was  foolish  Pietro  and  his  wife  saw  first 
The  nobleman  was  penniless,  and  screamed 
''We  are  cheated!-' 

Such  unprofitable  noise 
Angers  at  all  times :  but  when  those  who  plague. 
Do  it  from  inside  your  own  house  and  home, 
Gnats  which  yourself  have  dosed  the  curtain 

round. 
Noise  goes  too  near  the  brain  and  makes  yon 

mad. 
The  gnats  say.  Guide  used  the  candle-flame 
Unfairly,  —  worsened  that  first  bad  of  his. 
By  practising  all  kinds  of  cruelty^ 
Tu  oust  them  and  suppress  the  wail  and  whine, — 
That  speedilv  he  so  soared  and  bullied  them. 
Fain  were  they,  long  before  five  months  had 

passed, 
To  b^  him  grant,  from  what  was  once  their 

wealth. 
Just  so  much  as  would  help  them  back  to  Rome, 
Where,  when  they  finished  paving  the  last  doit 
O'  the  dowry,  they  might  bee  from  door  to  door. 
So  say  the  Comoarini  —  as  if  it  c«&me 


Of  pure  resentment  for  this  worse  than  bad, 
That  then  Violante,  feeling  conscience  prick, 
Confessed  her  substitution  of  the  child 
Whence  all  the  harm  fell,  —  and  that  Pietra 

firet 
Bethought  him  of  advantage  to  himself 
I'  the  deed,  as  part  revenge,  part  remedy 
For  all  miscalculation  in  the  pact. 

On  the  other  hand,  *'  Not  so  I "  Quido  retorts  — 
*'  I  am  the  wron^ped,  solely,  from  first  to  last. 
Who  gave  the  dif^ty  I  engaged  to  give. 
Which  was,  is,  cannot  but  continue  gain. 
My  being  poor  was  a  by-circumstance, 
Miscalculated  piece  of  untowardness. 
Might  end  to-morrow  did  heaven's  windows 

ope. 
Or  uncle  die  and  leave  me  his  estate. 
You  should  have  put  up  with  the  minor  flaw, 
Getting  the  main  prize  of  the  jeweL    If  wealth. 
Not   rank,  had   oeen   prime   object   in  your 

thoughts, 
Whv  not  have  taken  the  batcher's  son,  the  boy 
O'  the  baker  or  candlestick-maker  9    In  all  the 

rest. 
It  was  vourselves  broke  compact  and  played 

false. 
And  made  a  life  in  common  impoarible. 
Show  me  the  stipulation  of  our  uond 
That  you  should  make  your  profit  of  being  in- 
side 
My  house,  to  hustle  and  edge  me  out  o'  the 

same. 
First  make  a  laughing-stock  of  mine  and  me. 
Then  round  us  in  the  ears  from  mom  to  night 
(Because  we  show  wry  faces  at  your  mirth) 
That  you  are  robbed,  starved,  beaten  and  what 

not  I 
Ton  fled  a  hell  of  your  own  li^hting-up. 
Pay  for  your  own  miscalculation  too  : 
You  thought  nobility,  gained  at  any  price, 
Would  smt  and  satisfy,  —  find  the  mistake. 
And  now  retaliate,  not  on  yourselves,  but  me. 
And  how  ?    By  telling  me,  i'  the  face  of  the 

world, 
I  it  is  have  been  cheated  all  this  while. 
Abominably  and  irreparably,  —  rav  name 
Given  to  a  cur-cast  mongrel,  a  drao's  brat, 
A  beggar's  by-blow,  —  thus  depriving  me 
Of  what  yourselves  allege  the  whole  and  sole 
Aim  on  my  part  i'  the  marriage,  —  money,  to 

wit. 
This  thrust  I  have  to  parry  by  a  guard 
Which  leaves  me  open  to  a  counter-thrust 
On  the  other  side,  —  no  way  but  there  's  a  pass 
Clean  through  me.    If  I  prove,  as  I  hope  to  do, 
Tliere  's  not  one  truth  in  this  your  odious  tale 
O*  the  buying,  selling,  substituting —  prove 
Your  dairghter  was  and  is  your  daughter, — 

well. 
And  her  dowry  hers  and  therefore  mine,  —  what 

then  ? 
AVliy,  where 's  the  appropriate  punishment  for 

this 
Enormous  lie  hatched  for  mere  malice'  sake 
To  rnin  me  ?    Is  that  a  wron^  or  no  ? 
And  if  I  try  revenge  for  remedy. 
Can  I  well  make  it  strong  and  bitter  enough  ?  " 
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I  anticipate  however  — only  ask. 

Which  of  the  two  here  sinned  most  ?    A  nice 

point ! 
Wliich  brownnesB  is  least  black,  —  decide  who 

can, 
Wafi^er-by-battle-of-clieatinr !  What  do  yon  say, 
Highness  ?    Suppose,  your  Excellency,  we  leave 
The  question  at  this  stage,  proceed  to  the  next. 
Both  parties  step  out,  fiKht  their  prize  upon, 
In  the  eye  o'  the  world  V 

Tliey  brandish  law  ^grninst  law ; 
The  grinding:  of  such  blades,  each  parry  of  each, 
Throws  terrible  sparks  off,  over  and  above  the 

thrusts, 
And  makes  more  sinister  the  fight,  to  the  eye, 
llian  the  very  wounds  that  follow.    Beside  the 

tale 
Which  the  Comparini  have  to  re-assert, 
'Iliey  needs  must  write,  print,  publish  all  abroad 
The  straitnesses  of  Guidons  household  life  — 
The  petty  nothings  we  bear  privately 
But  break  down  under  when  fools  flock  to  jeer. 
Wliat  is  it  all  to  the  facts  o*  the  couple's  case. 
How  helps  it  prove  Pompilia  not  their  child, 
If  Guido  s  mother,  brother,  kith  and  kin 
Fare  ill,  lie  hard,  lack  clothes,  lack  fire,  lack 

food? 
Tliat  *8  one  more  wrong  than  needs. 

On  the  other  hand, 
Guido,  — whose  cue  is  to  dispute  the  truth 
O'  the  tale,   reject  the    slianie  it  throws  on 

him,  — ^ 
He  may  retaliate,  fight  his  foe  in  turn 
And  welcome,  we  aUoT?.    Ay,  but  he  can't ! 
He 's  at  home,  only  acts  by  proxy  here  ; 
Law  may  meet  law,  —  but  all  the  gibes  and 

jeer^ 
The  superfluity  of  naughtiness, 
Tliose  libels   on  liis   House,  —  how  reach    at 

them  ? 
Two  hateful  faces,  grinning  all  aglow. 
Not  only  make  parMO  of  spoil  they  filched. 
But  foiu  him  m>m  the  height  of  a  tower,  you 

Unluckily  temptation  is  at  hand  — 
1  o  take  revenge  on  a  trifle  overlooked, 
A  pet  lamb  they  have  left  in  reach  outside, 
Woose  first  bleat,  when  he  plucks  the  wool 

away, 
Will  strike  the  grinnera  grave :  his  wife  re- 

nmiufl. 
Who,  frmr  months  f  arlier,  some  thirteen  years 

old. 
Never  a  mile  away  from  mother's  house 
And  petted  to  the  height  of  her  desire. 
Was  told  one  morning  that  her  fate  had  come. 
She  must  be  married  —  just  as,  a  month  liefore. 
Her  mother  told  her  she  must  comb  her  hair 
And  twist  h^^r  curls  into  one  knot  behind. 
These  fools  forgot  their  pet  lamb,  fed   with 

flowers. 
Then  'ticed  as  usual  by  the  bit  of  cake. 
Out  of  the  bower  into  the  butcherv. 
Plague  her,  he  plagues  them  threefold :  but 

how  plague  ? 
The  world  may  have  its  word  to  say  to  that : 


Ton  can't  do  some  things  with  impunity. 
What  remains  .  .  .  well,  it  is  an  ugly  thought .  • , 
But  that  he  drive  herself  to  plague  herself — 
Herself  disgrace  herself  and  so  disgrace 
Who  seek  to  disgrace  Guido  ? 

There 's  the  cine 
To  what  else  seems  gratuitously  vile. 
If,  as  is  said,  from  this  time  forth  the  rack 
\\  as  tried  upon  Pompilia :  't  was  to  wrench 
Her  limbs  into  exposure  that  brings  shame. 
The  aim  o'  the  cruelty  being  so  crueller  still. 
That  cruelty  almost  grows  compassion's  self 
Could  one  attribute  it  to  mere  return 
O*  the  parents'  outrage,  wrong  avenging  wrongs, 
lliey  see  in  tiiis  a  deeper  deadlier  aim. 
Not  to  vex  just  a  body  they  held  dear. 
But  blacken  too  a  soul  the^  boasted  white, 
And  show  the  world  their  saint  in  a  lover's 

arms, 
No  matter  how  driven  thither,  —  so  they  say. 

On  the  other  hand,  so  much  is  easily  said, 
And  Guido  lacks  not  an  apologist. 
The  pair  had  nobody  but  themselves  to  blame. 
Being  selfish  beasts    throughout  no   less,    no 

more: 
— -  Cared  for  themselves,  their  supposed  good, 

nought  else. 
And  brought  about  the  marriage  ;  good  proved 

bad. 
As  little  tney  oared  for  her  its  victim  —  nay, 
Meant  she  sliould  stay  behind  and  take  the 

chance. 
If  haply  they  might  wriggle  themselves  free. 
Thev  baited  their  own  hook  to  catch  a  fish 
With  this  poor  worm,  failed  o'  the  prize,  and 

then 
Soufjpht  how  to  unbait  tackle,  let  worm  float 
Or  sink,  amuse  the  monster  whQe  they  'scaped. 
Under  the  best  stars  Hymen  brings  above, 
Had  all  been  honesty  on  either  side, 
A  common  sincere  effort  to  good  end. 
Still,  this   would  prove   a  difficult   problem. 

Prince ! 
—  Given,  a  fair  wife,  aged  tliirteen  yean, 
A  husband  poor,  care-bitten,  sorrow-sunk, 
Little,    long  -  nosed,    bush  -  bearded,    lautem- 

jawea, 
Forty-six  years  old,  —  place  the  two  grown  one. 
She,  cut  off  sheer  from  every  natural  aid. 
In  a  strange  town  witli  no  familiar  face  — 
He,  in  his  own  parade-ground  or  retreat 
If  need  were,  free  from  challenge,  much  less 

check 
To  an  irritated,  disappointed  will  — 
How  evolve  happiness  from  such  a  match  ? 
'T  were  hard  to  serve  up  a  ccnigenial  dish 
Out  of  these  ill-agreeing  morseb.  Duke. 
By  the  best  exercise  of  the  cook  s  cxi^. 
Best  interspersion  of  spice,  salt  and  sweet ! 
But  let  two  ghastly  scullions  concoct  mess 
With    brimstone,    pitch,    vitriol   and   devil'a- 

dung  — 
Throw  in  abuse  o'  the  man,  his  body  and  soni. 
Kith,  kin  and  generation,  shake  all  slab 
At  Rome,  Arezzo,  for  the  world  to  nose. 
Then  end  by  publishing,  for  fiend's  arch-prank. 
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That,  over  and  above  sauoe  to  the  meat's  self, 
Why,  even  the  meat,  bedevilled  thus  iu  dish, 
Was  never  a  pheasant  but  a  oarrion-orow  — 
Prince,  what  will  then  the  natural   loathing 

be? 
^^1lat  wonder  if  this  ?  —  the  compound  pL^^e 

o'  the  piur 
Pricked  Guido,  —  not  to  take  the  course  they 

hoped. 
That  is,  submit  him  to  their  statement's  truth, 
Acce()t  its  obvious  promiiie  of  relief, 
And  thrust  them  out  of  doors  the  girl  asain 
Since  the  girl's  dowry  would  nut  enter  uiere, 
—  Quit  of  the  one  if  balked  of  the  other :  no ! 
Ratner  did  rage  and  hate  so  work  in  liim. 
Their  product  proved  the  horrible  conceit 
Tliat  he  should  plot  and  plan  and  bring  to  pass 
His  wife  might,  of  her  own  free  will  and  deed, 
Relieve  him  of  her  presence,  get  her  ^ne, 
And  yet  leave  all  the  dowry  safe  behmd, 
Confirmed  his  own  henceforward  past  dispute, 
While  blotting  out,  as  by  a  belch  of  hell, 
Tlieir  triumph  in  her  misery  and  death. 

You  see,  the  man  was  Aretine,  had  touch 
0^  the  subtle  air  that  breeds  the  subtle  wit ; 
Was  noble  too.  of  old  blood  thrice-refined 
That  shrinks  trom  clownish  coarseness  in  dis- 
gust: 
Allow  that  such  an  one  may  take  revenge. 
You  don't  expect  he  '11  catch  up  stone  and  fiing, 
Or  try  eross-buttock,  or  whirl  quarter^taff  ? 
Instead  of  the  honest  drubbing  downs  bestow. 
When  out  of  temper  at  the  dinner  spoilt. 
On   meddling   mother  -  in  -  law   and  tiresome 

wife,  — 
Substitute  for  the  clown  a  nobleman. 
And  prou  have  Guido,  practising,  't  is  said, 
Inmutigably  from  the  very  first. 
The  finer  vengeance  :  this,  they  say,  the  fact 
O*    the   famous    letter    shows— the    writing 

traced 
At  Guido's  instance  by  the  timid  wife 
Over  the  pencilled  words  himself  writ  first  — 
^M)erein  she,  who  could  neither  write  nor  read, 
Was  made  unblushingly  declare  a  tale 
To  the  brother,  the  Abate  then  in  Rome, 
How  her  putative  parents  had  impressed, 
On  their  departure,  their  enjoinment ;  bade 
^^  We  being  safely  arrived  here,  follow,  you  I 
Poison  your  hnslNmd,  rob,  set  fire  to  all. 
And  then  by  means  o'  the  gallant  vou  procure 
With  ease,  by  helpful  eye  and  ready  tongue. 
Some  brave  youth  ready  to  dare,  do  and  die. 
You  shall  run  off  and  merrily^  reach  Rome 
W^ere  we  noay  live  like  flies  in  honey-pot :  "  — 
Such  being  exact  the  programme  of  the  course 
Imputed  her  as  carried  to  effect. 

They  also  say,  —  to  keep  her  straight  tlierein, 
All  sort  of  tortiure  was  piled,  pain  on  pain. 
On  either  side  Pompilia^s  path  of  life. 
Built  round  about  and  over  against  bv  fear, 
Circumvallated  month  by  month,  and  week 
By  week,  and  day  by  day,  and  hour  by  hour, 
Close,  closer  and  yet  closer  still  with  p^iin, 
Xo  outlet  from  the  encroaching  jvun  save  just 
Where  stood  one  savior  like  a  piece  of  heaven. 


Hell's  arms  would  strain  round  but  for  this 

blue  gap. 
She,  they  say  further,  first  tried  every  chink, 
Every  unaginable  break  i'  the  firo, 
As  way  of  escape  :  ran  to  the  Commissary, 
Who  bade  her  not  malign  his  friend  her  spouse ; 
Flung  herself  thrice  at  the  Archbishop's  feet. 
Where  three  times  the  Archbishop  let  her  lie. 
Spend   her  whole  sorrow  and  sob  full  heait 

forth. 
And  tlien  took  up  the  slight  load  from  the 

ground 
And  bore  it  back  for  husband  to  chastise,  — 
Mildly  of  course,  —  but  natural  right  is  right. 
So  went  she  slipping  ever  yet  catching  at  help, 
Missiiig  tlie  higfh  till  come  to  lowest  and  last, 
To  wit,  a  certain  friar  of  mean  degree, 
Who  heard  her  story  in  confession,  wept. 
Crossed  himself,  showed  the  man  within  the 

monk. 
**  Then,  will  you  save  me,  you  the  one  i'  the 

world  ? 
I  cannot  even  write  my  woes,  nor  put^ 
My  prayer  for  help  in  wonls  a  friend  may 

read, — 
I  no  more  own  a  coin  than  have  an  hour 
Free  of  observance,  —  I  was  watched  to  church. 
Am  watched  uo«,  sliall  be  watched  back  pres- 
ently, — 
How  buy  the  skill  of   scribe  i'  the  market- 
place? 
Prav  you,  write  down  and  send  whatever  I  sav 
C  the  need  I  have  my  parents  take  me  hence  I ' ' 
The  good  man  rubbed  his  eyes  and  could  not 

choose  — 
Let  her  dictate  her  letter  in  such  a  sense 
That  parents,  to  save  breaking  down  a  wall. 
Might  lift  her  over :  she  went  back,  heaven  in 

heart. 
Then  the  good  man  took  counsel  of  his  conch. 
Woke  and  thought  twice,  the  second  thought 

the  best : 
"  Here  am  I,  foolish  body  that  I  be. 
Caught  all  but  pushing,  teaching,  who  but  I, 
My  bett4»rs  their  ]>lain  duty,  —  what,  1  dare 
Help  a  cafte  the  Archbishop  would  not  help, 
Mend  matters,  peradventure,  God  loves  mar  ? 
What  hath  the  married  life  but  strifes  au<l 

plagues 
For  proper  dispensation  ?    So  a  fool 
Once  tonched  the  ark,  —  poor  Uzzah  that  I 

am  ! 
Oh  married  ones,  much  rather  should  I  bid, 
111  patience  all  of  ye  possess  your  souls ! 
This  life  is  brief  and  troubles  die  with  it : 
Where  were  the  prick  to  soar  up  homeward 

else?" 
So  saying,  he  burat  the  letter  he  had  writ, 
Said  Ave  for  her  intention,  in  its  place. 
Took  snuff  and  comfort,  and  had  done  with 

aU. 
Then  the  grim  arms  stretched  yet  a  little  more 
And  each  touched  each,  all  but  one  streak  i' 

the  midst. 
Whereat  stood  Caponsacchi,  who  cried,  ^*  This 

way. 
Out  by  me  I    Hesitate  one  moment  more 
And  the  fire  shuts  oat  me  and  shuts  in  you  I 
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Here  my  baud  holds  you  life  out!  "     Where* 

upon 
She  olai^)ed  the  hand,  which  closed  on  hers  and 

drew 
Pompilia  out  o'  the  circle  now  complete. 
Whose  fault  or  shame  but  Guido's  ?  —  ask  her 

friends. 

But  then  this  is  the  wife^s  —  Pompilia^s  tale  — 
Eve^s  .  .  .  no.  not  £ve*s,  since  Eve,  to  speak 

the  trutn, 
Was   hardly   fallen    (our   candor   mig^bt   pro- 
nounce) 
When  simply  saying  in  her  own  defence 
**  The  serpent  tempted  me  and  I  did  eat.^* 
So  much  of  pacadisal  nature,  Eve's  ! 
Her  daughters  ever  since  prefer  to  urge 
^^  Adam  so  starved  me  I  was  fain  accept 
The  apple  any  serpent  pushed  my  way.'' 
What  an  elaborate  theory  have  we  here, 
Ingeniously  nursed  up,  pretentiously 
Brought  forth,  pushed  forward  amid  trumpet- 
blast. 
To  account  for  the  thawing  of  an  icicle, 
Show  us  there  needed  iEtna  vomit  flame 
Ere  run  the  crystal  into  dewdrops  !    Else, 
How,  unless  heU  broke  loose  to  cause  the  step, 


way  they 


How  could  a  married  lad^r  go  astray  ? 
Bless  the  fools  I     And  't  is  just  Uus 

are  blessed. 
And  the  world  wags  still,  —  because  fools  are 

sure 

—  Oh,  not  of  my  wife  nor  your  daughter !    No  I 
But  of  their  own :  the  case  is  altered  quite. 
Look  now,  —  last  week,  the  lady  we  all  love,  — 
Daughter  o'  the  couple  we  all  venerate, 

Wife  of  the  husbana  we  all  cap  before, 
Mother  o'  the  babes  we  all  breathe  blessings 

on,  — 
Was  caught  in  converse  with  a  negro  pa^e. 
Hell  thawed  that  icicle,  else  *^  Whv  was  it  — 
WTiy  ?  "  asked  and  echoed  the  fools.      '*  Be- 
cause, you  fools,  —  " 
So  did  the  dame's  self  answer,  she  who  could. 
With  that  fine  candor  only  forthcoming 
WHien  't  is  no  odds  whether  withheld  or  no  — 
**  Because  my  husband  was  the  saint  you  say, 
And,  —  with   that   childish   goodness,  absurd 

faith, 
Stupid  self-satisfaction,  you  so  praise,  — 
Saint  to  you,  insupportable  to  me. 
Had  he,  —  insteaa  of  calling  me  fine  names. 
Lucre tia  and  Susanna  and  so  forth, 
And  curtaining  Correggio  carefully 
Lest  I  be  taught  that  Leda  had  two  legs,  — 

—  But  once  never  so  Uttle  tweaked  my  nose 
For  peeping  through  mv  fan  at  Carnival, 
Confessmg  thereby,  *  I  nave  no  easy  task  — 
I  need  use  all  my  powers  to  hold  you  mine, 
And  then,  —  why  t  is  so  doubtful  if  they  serve, 
That  —  take  this,  as  an  e«uiiest  of  despair  ! ' 
Why,  we  were  quits:  I  had  wiped  tne  harm 

away, 
Thought,  *  Tlie  man  fears  me  1 '  and  foregone 

revenge." 
We  must  not  want  all  this  elaborate  work 
To  solve  the  problem  why  young  Fancy-and- 

flesh 


Slips  from  the  dull  side  of  a  spouse  in  yean, 
Betakes  it  to  the  breast  of  Brisk-and-bold 
Whose  loTe-scrapes  furnish   talk  for  all  the 
town! 

Accordingly,  one  word  on  the  other  side 

Tips  over  tne  piled-up  fabric  of  a  tale. 

Gnido  says  —  that  is,  always,  his  friends  say  — 

It  is  unlikely,  from  the  wickedness. 

That  any  man  treat  any  woman  so. 

The  letter  in  question  was  her  very  own. 

Unprompted  and  unaided  :  she  could  write  — 

As  able  to  write  as  ready  to  sin,  or  free. 

When  there  was  danger,  to  deny  both  facts. 

He  bids  you  mark,  herself  from  first  to  last 

Attributes  all  the  so«tyled  torture  just 

To  jealousy,  —jealousy  of  whom  but  just 

This  very  Caponsacchi !    How  suits  here 

This  witn  the  other  alleged  motive,  Prince  ? 

Would  Gnido  make  a  terror  of  the  man 

He  meant  should  tempt  tiie  woman,  as  they 

oharp:e? 
Do  you  f right  your  hare  that  you  may  oatch 

^  your  hare  ? 
Consioer  too,  the  charge  was  made  and  met 
At  the  proper  time  and  place  where  proofs  were 

plain  — 
Heard  patiently  and  disposed  of  thoroughly 
Bv  the  nighest  powers,  possessors  of  most  light. 
The  Governor  for  the  law  and  the  Archbishop 
For  the  gospel :  which  acknowledged  primacies, 
'T  is  impudently  pleaded,  he  conla  warp 
Into  a  tacit  partnership  with  crime  — 
He  being  the  while,  believe  their  own  account. 
Impotent,  penniless  and  miserable  ! 
He   further   asks  —  Duke,   note   the   knotty 

X>oint!  — 
How  he  —  concede  him  skill  to  play  such  part 
And  drive  his  wife  into  a  gallant's  arms  — 
Could  bring  the  gallant  to  play  his  part  too 
And  stand  with  arras  so  opportunely  wide  ? 
How   bring  this  Caponsacchi,  —  with    whom, 

friends 
And  foes  alike  agree,  throughout  his  life 
He  never  interchanged  a  civil  word 
Nor  lifted  courteous  cap  to  —  him,  how  bend 
To  such  observancy  of  beck  and  call, 
—  To   undertake   this   strange   and   perilous 

feat 
For  the  good  of  Guide,  using,  as  the  lure, 
Pompilia  whom,  himself  ana  she  avouch. 
He  had  nor  spoken  with  nor  seen,  indeed. 
Beyond  sight  in  a  public  theatre, 
When  she  wrote  letters  (she  that  could  not 

write ! ) 
The  importunate  shamelessly-protested  love 
Which  brought  him,  though  reluctant,  to  her 

feet, 
And  forced  on  him  the  plunge  which,  howsoe'er 
She  mi^ht  swim  up  i'  the  whirl,  must  bury 

him 
Under  abysmal  black  :  a  priest  contrive 
No  better,  no  amour  to  be  hudied  up. 
But  open  flight  and  noonday  infamy  r 
Try  and  concoct  defence  for  sudi  revolt  I 
Take   the    vnfe's  tale   as  true,  say  she  was 

wronged, — 
Pray,  in  what  rubric  of  the  breviary 
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Do  you  find  it  roB^stered  —  the  part  of  a  priest 
la  —  that  to  rig^ht  wrongB  from  the  ohoroh  he 

skip, 
Go  ioumeyins:  with  a  woman  that 's  a  wife. 
And  be  pursaed,  o  'ertaken  and  captured  .  .  . 

how? 
In  a  hiy-dress,  pUying  the  kind  sentinel 
Where  the  wife  sleeps  (says  he  who  beet  should 

know) 
And  sleeping,  sleepless,  both  have  spent  the 

nignt  1 
Could  no  one  else  be  found  to  serve  at  need  — 
No  woman  —  or  if  man,  no  safer  sort 
Than  this  not  wellrrepated  turbulence  ? 

Then,  look  into  lus  own  account  o'  the  case  I 
He,  beinpr  the  stranger  and  astonished  one, 
Yet  received  protestations  of  her  love 
From  lady  neither  known  nor  oared  about : 
Love,  so  protested,  bred  in  him  disgust 
After  the  wonder,  —  or  incredulity. 
Such  impudence  seeming  impassible. 
But,  soon  assured  such  impudence  might  be. 
When  he  had  seen  with  his  own  eyes  at  last 
Letters  thrown  down  to  him  i'  the  very  street 
From  behind  lattice  where  the  lady  lurked. 
And   read   their  passionate  summons  to  her 

side  — 
Why  then,  a  thousand  thoughts  swarmed  up 

and  in, — 
How  he  had  seen  her  once,  a  mementos  space, 
Observed  she  was  both  young  and  beautiful. 
Heard  everywhere  report  she  suffered  much 
From  a  jealous  husband  thrice  her  age,  —  in 

short. 
There  flashed  the  propriety,  expediency 
Of  treating,  trying  mii^ht  thejr  come  to  terms, 

—  At  all  events,  granting  the  interview 
Frayed  for,  one  so  adapted  to  assist 
Decision  as  to  whether  he  advance, 
Stand  or  retire,  in  his  benevolent  mood ! 
Therefore  the  interview  befell  at  length  ; 
And  at  this  one  and  only  interview, 

He  saw  the  sole  and  nngle  course  to  take  — 
Bade  her  dispose  of  him,  head,  heart  and  hand. 
Did  her  behest  and  braved  the  consequence, 
Not  for  the  natural  end,  the  love  of  man 
For  woman  whether  love  be  virtue  or  vice. 
But,  please  you,  altogether  for  pitv's  sake  — 
I^ty  of  innocence  and  helplessness  1 
And  how  did  he  assure  himself  of  both  ? 
Had  he  been  the  house-inmate,  visitor, 
Eye-witness  of  the  described  martyrdom. 
So,  competent  to  pronounce  its  remedy 
Ere   rush   on   such    extreme    and    desperate 

course  — 
LiTolving  such  enormity  of  harm. 
Moreover,  to  the  husband  judged  thus,  doomed 
And  danmed  without  a  word  in  his  defence  ? 
Not  he  I  the  truth  was  felt  by  instinct  here, 

—  Process  which  saves  a  world  of  trouble  and 

time. 
There 's  the  priest^s  story :  what  do  you  say 

to  it, 
Trying  its  truth  by  your  own  instinct  too. 
Since  that 's  to  be  the  expeditious  mode  ? 
"  And  now,  do  hear  my  version,''  Quido  cries  : 
*  I  accept  argument  and  inference  both. 


It  would  indeed  have  been  miraculous 
Had  such  a  confidency  sprung  to  birth 
With  no  more  fanning  from  acquaintanceship 
Than  here  avowed  by  my  wife  and  this  priest. 
Only,  it  did  not :  you  must  substitute 
The  old  stale  unromantic  way  of  fault. 
The  commonplace  adventure,  mere  intrigue 
In  prose  form  with  the  unpoetic  tricks, 
CheatingB  and   lies :    they    used  the  hackney 

chair 
Satan  jaunts  forth  with,  shabby  and  service- 
able, 
No  gilded  jimcrack-novelty  from  below. 
To  bowl  you  along  thither,  swift  and  sure. 
That  same  officious  go-between,  the  wench 
Who  gave  and  took  the  letters  of  the  two. 
Now  offers  self  and  service  back  to  me  : 
Bears  testimony  to  visits  night  bv  night 
When   all   was   safe,    the  husband    far   and 

away,  — 
To  many  a  timely  slipping  out  at  large 
By  light  o'  the  morning-star,  ere  he  should 

wake. 
And  when  the  fugitives  were  found  at  last, 
Why,  with  them  were  found  also,  to  belie 
What  protest  they  might  make  of  innocence. 
All  documents  yet  wanting,  if  need  were. 
To  establish  guilt  in  them,  disgrace  in  me  — 
The  chronicle  o' the  converse  from  its  rise 
To  culmination  in  this  outnige :  read ! 
Letters  from  wife  to  priest,  from  priest   to 

wife, — 
Here  they  are,  read  and  say  where  they  chime 

in 
With  the  other  tale,  superlative  purity 
0'  the   pair  of  saints  I     I  stand   or   fall  by 

these.'' 

But  then  on  the  other  side  again,  —  how  sav 
The  pair  of  saints?    That  not  one  word  is 

theirs  — 
No  syllable  o'  the  batch  or  writ  or  sent 
Oryet  received  by  either  of  the  two. 
*^  Found,"  says  the  priest,  *'  because  he  needed 

them, 
Failing  all  other  proofs,  to  prove  our  fault : 
So,  here  they  are,  just  as  is  natural. 
Oh  yes  —  we  had  our  missives^  each  of  us ! 
Not  these,  but  to  the  full  as  vile,  no  doubt : 
Hers   as  from   me,  —  she  could  not  read,  so 

burnt,  — 
Mine  as  from  her,  —  I  burnt  because  I  read. 
Who  forged  and  found  them?     Cui  profue- 

rint  I " 
(I   take   the   phrase   out   of   your  Highness* 

mouth) 
*^He  who  would  gain  by  her  fault  and  my 

fall. 
The  trickster,  schemer  and  pretender  —  he 
Whose  whole  career  was  lie  entailing  lie 
Sought  to  be   sealed  truth  by  the  worst  lie 

hist!" 

Guide  rejoins — "Did  the  other  end   o'    the 

tale 
Match  this  beginning !    'T  is  alleged  I  prove 
A  murderer  at  the  end,  a  man  of  force 
Prompt,  indiscriminate,  effectual ;  good  I 
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Then  what  need  all  tiiis  triAuig  Moiuaii's-work, 
letters  and  einbaasies  and  weak  intritnie, 
When  will  and  power  were  mine  to  end  at  once 
Safely  and  surely  ?    Mui*der  had  come  tirat 
Not  last  with  such  a  man,  assure  yourselves  ! 
The  silent  acquetta^  stilling  at  command  — 
A  drop  a  day  V  the  wine  or  soup,  the  dose,  — 
The  shattering  beam   tliat   breaks  above  the 

bed 
And  beats  out  brains,  with  nobody  to  blame 
Except  the  wormy  age  which  eats  even  oak,  — 
Nay,  the  stiuich  steel  or  trusty  cord,  —  who 

cares 
I*  the  blind  old  palace,  a  pitfall  at  each  step, 
With  none  to  see,  much  moi-e  to  interpose 
O^  the  two,  three,  oreepiag^house-dog-servant- 

things 
Bom    mine  and    bred    mine  V    Had    I   w^illed 

gross  death, 
I  had  found  neai^r  paths  to  thrust  him  prev 
Than  this  that  goes  meandering  here  and  there 
Throngh  half  the  world  and  calls  down  in  its 

course 
Notice  and  noise,  —  hate,  vei^feauce,  should  it 

fail. 
Derision  and  contempt  though  it  succeed  ! 
Moreover,  what  o*  the  future  son  and  heir  ? 
The  unborn  babe  about  to  be  called  mine,  — 
What  end  in  heaping  all  this  shame  on  him, 
Were  I  indiff ei*ent  to  my  own  black  share  ? 
Would  I  liave  tried  these  crookednesses,  say. 
Willing  and  able  to  effect  the  straight  ?  " 

'*  Ay,  would  you !  '*  —  one  may  hear  the  priest 

retort, 
*'  Being  as  you  are,  i^  the  stock,  a  man  of  guile. 
And  ruffianism  but  an  added  gi*aft. 
You,  a  bom  coward,  try  a  coward^s  arms, 
Trick  and  chicane,  —  and  only  when  these  fail 
I3oe8  violence  follow,  and  like  fox  you  bite 
Caught  out  in  stealing.    Also,  the  disgrace 
Yon  haiYlly  shrunk  at,  wholly  shrivelled  her : 
You  plunged  her  thin  white  delicate  hand  i* 

the  iiame 
Along  with  your  coarse  homy  brutish  fist, 
Held  them  a  second  there,  then  drew  out  both 
—  Yours  roughed  a  little,  hers  ruined  tlirough 

and  thixingh. 
Your  hurt  would  heal  forthwith  at  ointment's 

touch  — 
Namely,  succession  to  the  inheritance 
Which  bolder  crime  had  lost  you :  let  things 

change. 
The  birth  o'  the  bov  warrant  the  bolder  crime,   | 
Why,  murder  was  determined,  dared  and  done. 
For  me,"  the  priest  proceeds  with  his  reply, 
**  The  look  o'  the  thing,  the  chances  of  mistake, 
All  were  a|rainst  me,  —  that,  I  knew  the  first :     { 
But,  knowmg  also  what  my  duty  was, 
I  did  it :  I  must  look  t-o  men  more  skilled 
In  reading  hearts  than  ever  was  the  world." 

Highness,  decide  !  Pronounce,  Her  Excellency  ! 

Or  .  .  .  even  leave  this  argument  in  doubt, 

Account  it  a  fit  nuitter,  taken  up 

With  all  its  faces,  manifold  enough, 

To  ponder  on  —  what  fronts  us,  the  next  stage, 

Next  legal  process  ?    Ouido,  in  pursuit, 


Coming  up  with  the  fugitives  at  the  inn, 
Causea  both  to  be  arrested  then  and  there 
And  sent  to  Rome  for  judgment  on  the  case  - 
lliither,  with  all  his  armory  of  proofs. 
Betook  himself  :  't  is  there  we  *ll  meet  him  now, 
Waiting  the  further  issue. 

Here  yon  smile : 
^^  And  never  let  him  henceforth  dare  to  plead  — 
Of  all  pleas  and  excuses  in  the  world 
For  any  deed  hereafter  to  be  done  — 
His  irrapressible  wrath  at  honor's  \i  ound ! 
Passion  and  madness  irrepressible  ? 
Whv,  Count  and  cavalier,  the  husband  comes 
And  catches  foe  i'  the  very  act  of  shame ! 
There  's  man  to  man,  —  nature  must  liave  her 

wav,  — 
We  look  lie  should  have  cleared  things  on  the 

spot. 
Yes,  then,  indeed  —  even  though  it  prove  he 

erred  — 
Though  tlie  ambiguous  first  appearance,  moimt 
Of  solid  injury,  melt  soon  to  mist. 
Still,  —  had  he  slain  the  lover  and  the  wife  — 
Or,  since  she  was  a  woman  and  his  wife. 
Slain  him,  but  stiipt  her  naked  to  the  skin. 
Or  at  best  left  no  more  of  an  attire 
Than  patch  sufficient  to  pin  paper  to. 
Some  one  love-letter,  infaiinr  and  all. 
As  passport  to  the  Paphos  fit  for  such. 
Safe-conduct  to  her  natural  home  the  stews,  — 
Good !    One  had  recognized  the  power  o'  the 

pulse. 
But  when  he  stands,  the  stock-fish,  —  sticks  to 

law  — 
Offers  the  hole  in  his  heart,  all  fresh  and  wanu. 
For  scrivener's  pen  to  jmke  and  play  about  — 
Can  stand,  can  stare,  can  tell  nis  beads  pei^ 

haps. 
Oh,  let  us  hear  no  sj'llable  o'  the  rage ! 
Such  rage  were  a  convenient  afterthought 
For  one  who  would  have  shown  his  teeth  be- 
like, 
Exliibited  unbridled  rage  enough. 
Had  but  the  priest  been  found,  as  was  to  hope. 
In  serge,  not  silk,  with  crucifix,  not  sword: 
AVhereas  the  gray  innocuous  grub,  of  yore, 
Had  hatched  a  hornet,  tickle  to  the  touch. 
The  priest  was  metamorphosed  into  knight. 
And  even  the  timid  wife,  whose  cue  was  — 

sliriek. 
Bury  her  brow  beneatli  his  trampling  foot,  — 
She  too  sprang  at  him  like  a  pythoness  : 
So,  gulp  down  rage,  passion  must  be  postponed. 
Calm  be  the  word  !    Well,  our  word  is — we 

brand 
Tliis  part  o'  the  business,  howsoever  the  rest 
Befall." 

"  Nay,"  interpose  ss  prompt  his  friends  — 
**  This  is  the  worm's  way  f   So  you  adjudge  re- 
ward 
To  the  forbearance  and  legality 
Yourselves  begin  by  inculcating  —  ay. 
Exacting  from  us  all  with  knife  at  throat ! 
This  one  wrong    more  you    add  to   wrong's 

amount,  — 
You  publish  ul,  with  the  kind  comment  here, 
*  Its  victim  was  too  cowardly  for  revenge.'  " 
Make  it  your  own  case,  —  you  who  stjind  aiiart  I 
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Tlio  husband  wakeH  one    mom   from    heavy 

sleep, 
With  a  taste  of  poppy  in  his  mouth,  —  rubs  eves, 
finds  his  wife  flown ,  his  strous^box  ransacked 

too. 
Follows  as  he  best  can,  overtakes  i*  the  end. 
Yon  bid  him  use  hb  privil^pe  :  well,  it  seems 
He  ^s  scarce  cool-blooded  enough  for  the  rifpht 

move  — 
Does  not  shoot  when  the  game  were  sure,  but 

stands 
Be  wild  <f  red  at  the  critical  minute,  — since 
liti  has  the  first  flash  of  the  fact  alone 
To  jud^  from,  act  with,  not  the  steady  lights 
Of  after-knowledge,  —  yuiu-s  who  stand  at  ease 
To  try  conclusions :  he  »  in  smother  and  smoke, 
Yon  outside,  with  explusion  at  an  end : 
The  sulphur  may  be  lightning  or  a  squib  — 
He  *11  know  in  a  minute,  but  ull  then,  ne  doubts. 
Back  from  what  you  know  to  what  he  knew  not  1 
Hear  the  priest's  lofty  '"  1  am  innocent,'^ 
The  wife  s    as  resolute  *'  You  are   guilty ! " 

Come ! 
Are  you  not  st4iggered  ?  —  paiuie,  and  you  lose 

the  move ! 
Naught  left  you  but  a  low  appeal  to  law, 
**  Coward  '^  tied  to  your  tail  tor  compliment  I 
Another  consideration :  have  it  your  way  I 
Admit  the  worst :  his  courage  failed  the  Count, 
He  *s  cowardly  like  the  best  o^  the  burgesses 
He  ^8  grown  incorporate  with,  —  a  very  our. 
Kick  him  from  out  your  circle  by  all  means  I 
Why,  trundled  down  this  reputable  stair, 
8till,  the  church-door  lies  wide  to  take  liim  in. 
And  the  court-porch   also  :    in  he  sneaks  to 

each, — 
**  Yes,  I  have  lost  my  honor  and  my  wife. 
And,  being  moi'eover  an  ignoble  hound. 
I  dare  not  jeopardize  my  ufe  for  them  !  '' 
Religion  and    Law  lean    forward  from  their 

chairs, 
"  Well  done,  thou  good  and  faithful  servant !  " 

Ay, 
Not  only  applaud  him  that  he  scorned  the  world, 
But  pmiisn  should  he  dare  do  otherwise. 
If  the  case  be  clear  or  turbid,  —  you  must  say  ! 

Thus,  anyhow,  it  mounted  to  the  stage 

In  the  law-courts,  —  let  ^s  see  clearly  from  this 

point  I  — 
Where  the  priest  tells  his  stoiy  true  or  false. 
And  the  wife  her  story,  and  the  husband  his. 
All  with  result  as  happy  as  before. 
The  courts  would  nor  condemn  nor  yet  acquit 
This,  that  or  the  other,  in  so  distinct  a  sense 
As  end  the  strife  to  either^s  absolute  hies : 
Pronounced,  in  place  of  something  definite, 
*"  Each  of  the  parties,  whether  goat  or  sheep^ 
I*  the  main,  has  wool  to  show  and  hair  to  hide. 
Each  has  brought  somehow  trouble,  is  somehow 

cause 
Of  pains  enough,  —  even  though  no  worse  were 

proved. 
Here  is  a  husband,  cannot  rule  his  wife 
Without  provoking  her  to  scream  and  scratch 
And  scour  the  fields,  — causelessly,  it  nuiy  be : 
Here  is  that  wife,  —  who  makes  her  sex  our 

plague. 


Wedlock,  our  bugbear,  —  perhaps  with  cause 

eu<»ugh : 
And  here  is  the  truant  pritsst  o'  the  trio,  worst 
Or  best  —  each  quality  being  conceivable. 
Ijet  us  impose  a  little  mulct  on  each. 
We  punish  youth  in  state  of  pnpila^ 
Who  talk  at  hours  when  youth  is  bound  to 

sleep. 
Whether  the  prattle  turn  upon  Saint  Rose 
Or  Donna  Oliiupia  of  the  Vatican : 
*Tis  talk,  talked  wisely  or  unwiselv  talked, 
I*  tlie  dormitory  where  to  talk  at  all 
Transgresses,  and  is  mulct :  as  here  we  mean. 
For  the  wife,  —  let  her  betake  herself,  for  rest, 
After  her  run,  to  a  House  of  Convertites  — 
Keep  there,  as  good  as  real  imprisonment : 
Being  sick  and  tired,  she  will  recover  so. 
For  the  priest,  spritely  strayer  out  of  bounds. 
Who  nuide  Arezzo  hot  to  hold  him,  —  Rome 
Profits  by  lus  withdrawal  from  the  scene. 
Let  him  be  relegate  to  Civita, 
Circumscribed  by  its  bounds  till  matters  mend : 
There  he  at  letist  lies  out  o*  the  way  of  harm  ^ 
From  foes  —  perhaps  from  the  too  friendly  fair. 
And  finally  for  the  husband,  whose  rash  rule 
Has  but  itself  to  blame  for  this  ado,  — 
If  he  be  vexed  that,  in  our  judgments  dealt, 
He  fails  obtain  what  he  accounts  his  right. 
Let  him  go  comforted  with  the  thought,  no  less, 
That,  turn  each  sentence  howsoever  ne  may. 
There  ^s  satisfaction  to  extract  therefrom. 
For,  does  he  wish  his  wife  proved  innocent  ? 
Well,  she 's  not  guilty,  he  may  safely  urge, 
Has  missed    the    stripes  dishonest  wives  en- 
dure— 
This  being  a  fatlierly  pat  o^  the  cheek,  no  more. 
Does  he  wish  her  guilty  ?    Were  she  otlierwise 
Would  she  be  locked  up,  set  to  say  her  prayers. 
Prevented  intercourse  with  the  outside  world. 
And  that  suspected  priest  m  banishment, 
Whose  portion  is  a  further  help  i^  the  case  ? 
Oh,  ay,  you  all  of  you  want  the  other  t^ing, 
The  extreme  of  hiw,  some  verdict  neat,  coni' 

plete, — 
fjther,  the  whole  o^  the  dowry  in  your  poke 
With  full  release  from  the  false  wife,  to  boot. 
And  heading,  hanging  for  the  priest,  beside  — 
Or,  contrary,  claim  freedom  for  the  wife. 
Repayment  of  each  penny  iiaid  her  spouse. 
Amends  for  the  past,  release  for  tne  future ! 

Such 
Is  wisdom  to  the^  children  of  this  world  ; 
But  we  Ve  no  mind,  we  children  of  the  light, 
To  miss  the  advantage  of  the  golden  mean, 
And  push  things  to  the  steel  point.  ^^    Thus  the 
courts. 

Is  it  settled  so  far  ?    Settled  or  disturbed. 
Console  yourselves :  ^t  is  like  ...  an  instance, 

now  I 
You've  seen  the  puppets,  of  Place  Navona, 

pUy,  - 
Punch  and  his  mate,  —  how  threats  pass,  blows 

are  dealt. 
And  a  crisis  comes :  the  crowd  or  clap  or  hiss 
Accordingly  as  disposed  for  man  or  wife  — 
When  down  the  actors  duck  awhile  perdue, 
Donning  what  novel  rag-and-feather  trim 
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Best  saits  the  next  adventare,  new  effect : 
And,  —  by  the  time  the  mob  is  on  the  move, 
With  somethint>:  like  a  judg:ment  pro  and  con^  — 
There  ^s  a  whistle,  up  again  the  actors  pop 
In  t^  other  tatter  with  fresh-tinselled  staves, 
To  re-engage  in  one  last  worst  fight  more 
Shall  show,  what  you  thought  tragedy  was  farce. 
Note,  that  the  climax  and  tlie  crown  of  things 
Inyariably  is,  the  deyil  appears  himself, 
Armed  and  accontred,  iioms  and  hoofs  and 

tail  I 
Just  s<»,  nor  otherwise  it  proved  —  you  '11  see  : 
Move  to  the  murder,  never  mind  the  rest  1 

Guido,  at  such  a  general  duck-down, 

I*  the  breathing-space,  —  of  wife  to  convent 

here. 
Priest  to  his  relegation,  and  himself 
To  Arezzo,  —  had  resigned  his  part  perforce 
To  brother  Abate,  who  bustled,  did  his  best, 
Ketrieved  things  somewhat,  mani^ed  the  three 

suits  — 
Since,  it  should  seem,  there  were  three  suits-at- 

law 
Behoved  him  look  to,  still,  lest  bad  grow  worse : 
First  civil  suit,  — the  one  the  parents  brought, 
Inajpuguing  the  legitimacy  of  his  wife. 
Affirming  thence  the  nullity  of  her  rights : 
This  was  before  the  Rota,  —  Molin^s, 
That  *s  judge  there,  made  that  notable  decree 
Which  partly  leaned  to  Guido,  as  1  said,  — 
But  Pietro  had  appealed  f^ainst  the  same 
To  the  very  court  will  judge  what  we  judge 

now  — 
Tommati  and  his  fellows,  —  Suit  the  first. 
Next  civil  suit,  —  demand  on  the  wife's  part 
Of  separation  from  the  husband's  bed 
On  plea  of  cruelty  and  risk  to  life  — 
Glairas  restitution  of  the  dowry  paid, 
Immunity  from  p^ing  any  more  : 
This  second,  the  Vicegerent  has  to  judge.^ 
Third  and    last  suit,  —  this  time,  a  oriminal 

one,  — 
Answer  to,  and  protection  from,  both  these,  — 
Guido 's  complaint  of  guilt  against  his  wife 
In  the  Tribunal  of  the  Governor, 
Venturini,  also  judge  of  the  present  cause. 
Three  suits  of  all  importance  plaguing  him 
Beside  a  little  private  enterprise 
Of  Guide's,  —  essay  at  a  shorter  cut. 
For  Paolo,  knovring  the  right  way  at  Rome, 
Had,  even  while  superintending    these  three 

suits 
I'  the  regular  way,  each  at  its  proper  court. 
Ingeniously  made  interest  with  the  Pope 
To  set  such  tedious  regular  fonns  aside, 
And,  acting  the  supreme  and  ultimate  jud^, 
Declare  for  the  husband  and  against  the  wife. 
Well,  at  such  crisis  and  extreme  of  straits,  — 
The  man  at  bay,  buffeted  in  this  wise,  — 
Happened  the  strangest  accident  of  all. 
**Then,"  sigh  friends,  "  the  last  feather  broke 

his  back, 
Made  him  forget  all  nossible  remedies 
Save  one  —  he  rnshecl  to,  as  the  sole  relief 
From  horror  and  the  abominable  thing." 
"  Or  rather,"  laugh  foes,  **  then  did  there  be- 
fall 


The  luckiest  of  conceivable  events. 
Most  pregnant  with  impunity  for  him. 
Which  henceforth  turned  the  flauk  of  aU  at- 
tack, ^ 
And  bade  him  do  his  wickedest  and  worst." 

—  The  wife's  withdrawal  from  the  Convertitea, 
Visit  to  the  villa  where  her  parents  lived. 
And  birth  there  of  his  babe.    Divei^noe  here  I 
I  simply  take  the  facts,  ask  what  tliey  show. 

First  comes  this  thunderclap  of  a  surprise : 
Then  follow  all  the  signs  and  silences 
Premonitory  of  earthquake.     Paolo  first 
Vanished,   was  swept  off  somewhere,  lost  to 

Rome : 
rWells  dry  up,  while  the  sky  is  sunny  and  blue.) 
Then  Guido  girds  himself  for  enterprise. 
Hies  to  Vittiano,  counsels  with  his  steward. 
Comes  to  terms  with  four  peasants  young  and 

bold. 
And  starts  for  Rome  the  Holy,  reaches  her 
At  very  holiest,  for  't  is  Christmas  £ve. 
And  makes  straight  for  the  Abate's  dried-up 

font. 
The  lodge  where  Paolo  ceased  to  work  the 

pipes. 
And  then,  rest  taken,  observation  made 
And  plan  completed,  all  in  a  grim  week. 
The  nve  proceed  in  a  body,  reach  the  place, 

—  Pietro  s,  at  the  Paolina,  silent,  lone. 
And  stupefied  by  the  propitious  snow. 

'T  is   one    i'    the  evening:    knock:    a   voioe, 

"  Who 's  there  ?  " 
**  Friends  with  a  letter  from  the  priest  yonr 

friend." 
At  the  door,  straight  smiles  old  Violante's  self. 
She  falls,  —  her  son-in-law  stabs  through  and 

through. 
Reaches  through  her  at  Pietro — **With  your 

son 
This  is  the  way  to  settle  suits,  good  sire  I  " 
He  bellows,  **  Mercv  for  heaven,  not  for  earth  ! 
Leave  to  confess  and  save  my  sinful  soul. 
Then  do  your  pleasure  on  the  body  of  me  !  " 

—  **  Nav,  father,  soul  with  body  must  take  its 

chance !  " 
He  presently  got  his  portion  and  lav  still. 
And  last,  Pompilia  rushes  here  and  there 
Like  a  dove  among  the  lightnings  in  her  brake. 
Falls  also  :  Guido  s,  this  last  husband's-act. 
He  lifts  her  by  the  long  dishevelled  hair. 
Holds  her  away  at  arm's  length  with  one  hand, 
While  the  other  tries  if  lite  come  from  the 

mouth  — 
Looks  out  his  whole  heart's  hate  on  the  shut 

eyes. 
Draws  a  deep  satisfied  breath,  **  So— dead  at 

last!'^ 
Throws    down    the  burden  on  dead   Pietro^s 

knees. 
And  ends  all  w^itli  **  Let  us  away,  my  boys  !  " 

And,  as  they  left  by  one  door,  in  at  the  other 
Tumbled  the  neignl>or8  —  for  the  shrieks  had 

pierced 
To  the  mill  and  the  grange,  this  cottage  and 

that  shed. 
Soon  followed  the  Public  Force  ;  pursuit  began 
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Though   Gnido  had  the  stait  and  ohoM  th« 

road  : 
So,  that  same  night  waa  he,  with  the  other 

four. 
Overtaken  near  Baccano,  —  where  they  sank 
By  the  wayside,  in  some  shelter  meant   for 

heasts, 
And  now  lay  heaped  tosrether,  nozzUng  swine, 
£aoh  wrapped  in  bloody  oloak,  each  grasping 

still 
His  unwiped  weapon,  sleeping  all  the  same 
The  sleep  o*  the  just, —  a  jonmey  of  twenty 

miles 
Brought  jiiat  and  unjust  to  a  level,  you  see. 
The  only  one  i'  the  world  that  suffered  aught 
By  the  whole  night*s  toil  and  trouble,  flight  and 

chase. 
Was  just  the  officer  who  took  them.  Head 
O^  the  Public  Force,  —  Patrizj,  zealous  soul. 
Who,  having  but  duty  to  snatain  weak  flesh. 
Got  heated,  caught  a  fever  and  so  died  : 
A  warning  to  the  over^vigilajt, 
—  Virtue  in  a  chafe  should  change  her  linen 

quick. 
Lest  pleurisy  get  start  of  providence. 
(That  *s  fur  the  Cardinal,  and  told,  I  tliink  I) 

Well,  thev  bring  back  the  company  to  Rome. 
Says  Guiao,  *^  By  your  leave,  I  fain  would  ask 
How  yon  found  out  ^t  waa  I  who  did  the  deed  ? 
What  put  you  on  my  trace,  a  foreigner, 
Supposed  in  Arezzo,  —  and  assurecUy  safe 
Except  for  an  oversight :  who  told  vou,  pray  ?  " 
*'  Why,  naturally  your  wife  1 "     l>own  Guide 

drops 
O*  the  horse  he  rode,  ->  they  have  to  steady 

and  stay 
At  either  side  the  brute  that  bore  him  bound. 
So  strange  it  seemed  his  wife  should  live  and 

speak  ! 
She  had  prayed  —  at  least  so  people  tell  you 

now  — 
For  but  one  thing  to  the  Virion  for  herself, 
Not  simply,  as  did  Pietro  'mid  the  stabs,  — 
Time  to  confess  and  get  her  own  soul  saved,  — 
But  time  to  make  the  truth  apnarent,  tmth 
For  Good's  sake,  lest  men  shonla  believe  a  lie : 
Which  seems  to  have  been  about  the  single 

prayer 
She  ever  put  up,  that  was  granted  her. 
With  this  hope  in  her  head,  of  telling  truth,  — 
Being  familiarized  with  pain,  beside,  — 
8he  bore  the  stabbing  to  a  certain  pitch 
Without  a  useless  cry,  was  flung  for  dead 
On  Pietro's  lap,  and  so  attained  her  point. 
Her  friends  subjoin  this  —  have  I  done  with 

them  ?  — 
And  cite  the  miracle  of  continued  life 
(She  was  not  dead  when  I  arrived  just  now) 
Aa  attestation  to  her  probity. 

Does  it  strike  your  Excellency?     Why,  your 

Highness, 
The  self-command  and  even  the  final  prayer, 
Onr  candor  must  acknowledge  explieaole 
Aa  easily  by  the  consciousness  of  gnilt. 
So,  when  Uie^  add  that  her  confession  runs 
She  was  of  wifehood  one  white  innocence 


In  thought,  word,  aet,  from  first  of  her  thort 

To  last  of  it ;  praving,  i'  the  face  of  death, 
That  God  f  oigtva  her  other  sins  —  not  this. 
She  is  charged  with  and  must  die  for,  that  aha 

failed 
Anyway  to  her  hnsband :  while  thereon 
Comments  the  old  Religious  —  **  So  maoh  good. 
Patience  beneath  enormity  of  ill, 
I  hear  to  my  confusion,  woe  is  me, 
binner  that  I  stand,  shamed  in  the  walk  and 

gait 
I   have  practised   and   grown   old   in,    by  a 

child  1 "  ~ 
Guidons  friends  shrug  the  shoulder,  **  Just  the 

same 
Prodigious  absolute  calm  in  the  last  honr 
Confinns  us,  —  being  the  natural  result 
Of  a  life  which  urovea  consistent  to  the  doaa. 
Having   bravea  heaven  and    deceived  eartk 

throughout. 
She  braves  still  and  deceives  still,  gains  thereby 
Two  ends,  she  prises  beyond  earth  or  heaven: 
First  sets  her  lover  free,  imperilled  sore 
By  the  new  turn  things  take :  he  answers  yet 
For  the  put  he  played  :  they  have  sammoiied 

him  indeed : 
The  paat  ripped  up,  he  may  be  punished  still: 
What  better  wav  of  saving  him  than  this  ? 
Then,  —  thus  she  dies  revenged  to  the  utter- 
most 
On  Guide,  dn^  him  with  her  in  the  dark. 
The  lower  still  the  better,  do  you  doubt  ? 
Thus,  two  ways,  does  she  love  her  love  to  the 

end. 
And  hate  her  hate,  —  death,  hell  is  no  snoli 

price 
To  pay  for  these,  —  lovers  and  haters  hold." 

But  there 's  another  parry  for  the  thmst. 

**  Confession,*'      cry     folks  —  *'a    ocmfession, 

think  1 
Confession  of  the  moribund  is  true  I " 
Which  of  them,  my  wise  friends  ?    This  pnhfie 

one. 
Or  the  private  other  we  shall  never  know  ? 
The     private     may     contain  —  your    caauists 

teach  — 
The  acknowledgment  of,  and  the  penitence  for, 
That  other  pubUc  one,  so  people  sa^. 
However  it  be,  —  we  trench  on  delicate  ground. 
Her  Eminence  is  peei>in^  o'er  the  cards,  — 
Can  one  find  nothmg  in  behalf  of  this 
Catastrophe  ?    Deaf  folks  accuse  the  dumb ! 
You  criticise  the  drunken  reel,  fool's-speeeh, 
Maniacal  gesture  of  the  man,  —  we  grant! 
But  who  poured  poison  in  his  cup,  we  ask? 
Recall  the  list  of  nis  excessive  wrongs, 
First  cheated  in  his  wif  e^  robbed  by  her  km, 
Rendered  anon  the  laughing-stock  o'  the^  world 
Bv  the  story,  true  or  false,  of  his  wife's  birth,  •— 
The  last  seal  publicly  apposed  to  shame 
By  the  open  night  of  wife  and  priest, — why, 

Sirs, 
Step  out  of  Rome  a  furloi^,  would  you  know 
What  anotherguess  tribunal  than  ours  here, 
Mere  worldly  Court  without  the  help  of  ^n^Mse, 
Thinks  of  just  that  one  incident  o'  tna  flbght? 
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Qttido  preferred  the  eanie  oomplaint  before 
The  court  at  Arezzo,  bar  of  the  Qranduke,  — 
In  virtue  of  it  beine  Tuscany 
Where  the  offence  had  rise  and  fligrht  began,  — 
Selfsame  comphunt  he  made  in  the  sequel  here 
Where  the  offence  grew  to  the  full,  the  flight 
Ebded  :    offence  and  flight,  one  fact    judged 

twice 
Bv  two  distinct  tribunals,  —  what  result  ?  ^ 
There  was  a  sentence  passed  at  the  same  time 
By  Arezzo  and  confirmed  by  the  Graudnke, 
Which  nothing  balks  of  swift  and  sure  effect 
But  absence  of  the  guilty,  (flight  to  liotue 
Frees  them  from  Tuscan  jurisdiction  now) 
—  Condemns  the  wife  to  the  opprobrious  doom 
Of  all  whom  law  just  lets  escape  from  death. 
The  Stinche,  House  of  Punishment,  for  life,  — 
That 's  what  the  wife  deserves  iu  Tuscanjr  : 
Here,  she  deserves — remitting  with  a  smile 
To  her  father*s  house,  main  object  of  the  flight! 
The  thief  presented  with  the  tniug  he  steals ! 

At  this  discrepancy  of  judgments  —  mad. 
Hie  man  took  on  himself  uie  office,  judged  ; 
And  the  only  argument  against  the  use 
O*  the  law  he  thus  took  into  his  own  hands 
Is  .  .  .  what,  I  ask    you  V  —  that,  revenging 

wrong, 
He  did  hot  revenge  sooner,  kill  at  first 
Whom  he  killed  last !    That  b  the  final  charge. 
•Sooner  ?    What  ^s  soon  or  late  i*  the  case  ?  — 

ask  we. 
A  wound  i*  the  flesh  no  doubt  wants  prompt  re- 
dress : 
It  smarts  a  little  to-day,  well  in  a  week. 
Forgotten  in  a  montn ;  or  never,  or  now,  re- 


venge 


f 


But  a  wound  to  the  soul  ?    That  rankles  worse 

and  worse. 
Shall  I  comfort  you,  explaining — *^  Not  this 

once 
But  now  it  may  be  some  five  hundred  times 
I  called  you  ndfian,  pandar.  liar  and  rogue  : 
The  injury  must  be  less  by  lapse  of  time  ?  " 
The  wrong  is  a  wrong,  one  and  immortal  too, 
And  that  vou  bore  it  those  five  hundred  times, 
Ijct  it  rankle  unrevenged  five  hundred  years. 
Is  just  five  hundred  wrongs    the  more    and 

worse  I 
Men,  plf^:ued  this  fashion,  get  to  explode  this 

way, 
If  left  no  other. 

*^  But  we  left  this  man 
Many  another  way,  and  there  ^s  his  fault,  ^' 
'T  is  answered  —  **  He  himself  preferred  our 

arm 
()*  the  law  to  fight  his  battle  with.    No  doubt 
We  did  not  open  him  an  armory 
To  pick  and  choose  from,  use,  and  then  reject. 
He  tries  one  weapon  and  fails,  —  he  tries  the 

next 
And   next :    he   flourishes   wit   and   common 

sense. 
They  fail  him,  —  he  plies  logic  doughtily. 
It  fails  him  too,  —  thereon,  discovers  last 
I  le  has  been  blind  to  the  combustibles  — 
That  all  the  while  he  is  aglow  with  ire, 


Boiling  with  irrepressible  rage,  and  so 

May  try  explosives  and  discard  cold  steel,  — 

tio  hires  assassins,  plots,  plans,  executes ! 

Is  this  the  honest  self-forgetting  rage 

We  are  called  to  pardon?    Does  the  foriov 

bull 
Pick  out  four  heli)-mates  from  the  grazing  herd 
And  journey  witli  them  over  hill  and  dale 
Till  he  find  his  enemy  :'" 

What  rejoinder?  save 
That  friends  accept  our  bull-similitude. 
Bull-like,  —  the  indiscriminate  slaughter,  rude 
And  reckless  aggravation  of  revenge. 
Were  all  i*  the  way  o'  the  brute  who  never 

once 
Ceases,  amid  all  provocation  more, 
To  bear  in  mind  the  first  tormentor,  first 
Giver  o'  the  wound  that  goaded  him  to  fight : 
And,  though  a  dozen  follow  and  reinforce 
The  aggressor,  wound  iu  front  and  wound  in 

flank. 
Continues  undisturbedly  pursuit, 
And  only  after  prostrating  his  prize 
Turns  on  the  pettier,  makes  a  general  prey. 
So  Gnido  nislied  against  Violaute,  first 

I  Author  of  all  his  wrongs,  fons  et  origo 

I  Malorum  —  drops   first,  deluge  since,  —  which 
done, 

I  He  finished  with  the  rest.    Do  vou  blame  a 

I  buU  ? 

In  truth  you  look  as  puzzled  as  ere  I  preached  ! 
How  is  that  ?    There  are  difficulties  perhaps 
On  any  supposition,  and  either  side. 
Each  part^  wants  too  much,  claims  sympathy 
For  its  object  of  compassion,  more  than  just. 
Cry  the  wife^s  friends,  *"  Oh,  the  enormous  crime 
Caused  by  no  provocation  in  the  world  ! " 
*'  Was  not  the  wife  a  little  weak  ?  "  —  inquire  — 
**  Punished  extravagantly,  if  you  please. 
But  meriting  a  little  pimishment  ? 
One  treated  inconsiderately,  say, 
Rather  than  one  deserving  not  at  all 
,  Treatment  and  discinline  o'  the  harsher  sort  ?  '* 
i  No,  they  must  have  ner  purity  itself. 
I  Quite  angel,  —  and  her  jiarents  angels  too 
j  Of  an  aged  sort,  immaculate,  word  and  deed : 
At  all  events,  so  seeming,  till  the  fiend. 
Even  Guide,  oy  his  folly,  forced  from  them 
The  untoward  avowal  of  the  trick  o*  the  birth, 
Which  otherwise  were  safe  and  secret  now. 
Why,  here  you  have  the  awf  uUest  of  crimes 
For  nothing  1    Hell  broke  loose  on  a  butterfly  I 
A  dragon  bom  of  rose-dew  and  the  moon  I 
Yet  here  is  the  monster !    Wliy  he  *s  a  mere 

man  — 
Bom,  bred  and  brought  up  in  the  usual  way. 
His  mother  loves  him,  still  his  brothers  stick 
To  the  good  fellow  of  the  boj'ish  games ; 
The  Governor  of  his  town  knows  and  approves. 
The  Archbishop  of  the  plai*e  knows  and  assists : 
Here  he  has  Cardinal  This  to  vouch  for  the 

past,. 
Cardinal  That  to  trust  for  the  future,  —  match 
And  marriage  were  a  Cardinals  making,  —  in 

short. 
What  if  a  tragedy  be  acted  here 
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Iniposiuble  for  malice  to  imprOTe, 

And  innocent  Gnido  with  his  innocent  four 

He  aidded,  all  five,  to  the  gfuilty  three, 

That  we  of  these  last  days  be  edifipd 

With  one  full  taste  o*  the  justice  of  the  world  ? 

The  loni;^  and  the  short  is,  truth  seems  what  I 

show :  — 
Undoubtedly  no  pains  ought  to  be  spared 
To  give  the  mob  an  inkling  of  our  lights. 
It  seems  unduly  harsh  to  put  the  man 
To  the  torture,  as  I  hear  the  court  intends. 
Though  readiest  way  of  twisting  out  the  truth  ; 
He  is  noble,  and  he  may  be  innocent. 
On  the  other  hand,  if  they  exempt  the  man 
(As  it  is  also  said  they  hesitate 
On  the  fair  ground,  presumptive  guilt  is  weak 
I*  the  case  en  nobility  and  privilege),  — 
What  crime  that  ever  was,  ever  will  be. 
Deserves  the  torture  ?    Then  abolish  it ! 
Tou  see  the  reduction  ad  absurdum^  Sirs  ? 

Her  Ezcellenov  must  pronounce,  in  fine  t 
What,  she  preiers  going  and  joining  play  ? 
Her  Highness  finds  it  late,  intends  retire  ? 
I  am  of  their  mind  :  only,  all  this  talk  talked, 
'T  was  not  for  nothing  that  we  talked,  I  hope  ? 
Both  know  as  much  about  it,  now,  at  least. 
As  all  Rome  :  no  particular  thanlu,  I  b^  I 
(You  '11  see,  I  have  not  so  advanced  myself. 
After  my  teaching  the  two  idiots  here  1) 


V 
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Thanks,  Sir,  but,  should  it  please  the  reverend 

Court, 
I  feel  I  can  stand  somehow,  half  sit  down 
Without  help,  make  shift  to  eveu  speak,  you 

Fortified  by  the  sip  of  .  .  .  why,  't  is  wine, 

Velletri,  —  and  not  vinegar  and  gall, 

8o  ohanp:ed  and  good  the  ixme»  grow  I  Thanks, 

kmd  Sir ! 
Oh,  but  one  sip 's  enough  !    I  w^ant  my  head 
To  save  my  neck,  there  's  work  awaits  me  stUl. 
How  cautious   and   considerate  .  .  .  ale,  aie, 

aie. 
Nor  ybur  fault,  sweet  Sir  I    Come,  you  take  to 

heart 
An  ordinary  matter.    Law  is  law. 
Noblemen  were  exempt,  tlie  vnl^^  thought. 
From  rackii^r ;  but,  since  law  thinks  otherwise, 
I  have  been  put  to  the  rack :  all 's  over  now, 
And  neither  wrist  —  what  men  style,  out  of 

joint : 
If  any  harm  be,  His  the  slioulder^blade. 
The  left  one,  that  seems  wrong  i'  the  socket,  — 

Sirs, 
Much  could  not  happen,  I  was  quick  to  faint. 
Being  past  my  prime  of  life,  and  out  of  health, 
bi  short,  I  thank  you,  —  yes,  and  mean  the 

word. 
Needs  must  the  Court  be  slow  to  understand 
How  this  quite  novel  form  of  taking  pain. 
This  getting  tortured  merely  in  the  nesh, 


Amounts  to  almost  an  agreeable  change 
In  my  ease,  me  fastidious,  plied  too  much 
With   opposite    treatment,  used  (forgive   the 

joke) 
To  the  rasp-tooth  toying  with  this  brain  of 

mine. 
And,  in  and  out  my  heart,  the  play  o'  the 

probe. 
Four  years  have  I  been  operated  on 
I'  the  soul,  do  you  see  —  its  tense  or  tremulous 

part  — 
M^  self-respect,  my  care  for  a  good  name. 
Pride  in  an  old  one,  love  of  kmdred  -^  just 
A  mother,  brothers,  sisters,  and  the  like. 
That  looked  up  to  my  face  when  days  were 

dim. 
And  fancied  they  found  light  there  —  no  one 

spot. 
Foppishly  sensitive,  but  has  paid  its  pang. 
That,  and  not  this  you  now  oolige  me  with. 
That  was  the  Vigil-torment,  if  you  please  I 
Tlie  poor  old  noble  House  that  drew  the  rags 


O*  the  Franceschini's  once  superb  array 

"to  alin" 
by^- 


Close  round  her,  hoped  to  slink  unchallenged 


Pluck  off  these  I    Tum^  the  draperr  inside  out 
And  teach    the    tittering   town   how   scarlet 

wears  ! 
Show  men  the  lucklessness,  the  improvidence 
Of  the  easy-natnred  Count  before  this  Count, 
The  father  I  have  some  slight  feeling  for. 
Who   let   the  world   slide,  nor  foresaw  tiiat 

friends 
Then  proud  to  cap  and  kiss  their  patron's  dioe, 
Woula,  when  the  purse  he  left  held  spider- 
webs, 
Properly  push  his  child  to  wall  one  day  ! 
Mimic  the  tetchy  humor,  furtive  glance. 
And  brow  where  half  was  furious,  half  fa* 

tigfued, 
O^  the  same  son  got  to  be  of  middle  age. 
Sour,  saturnine,  —  your  humble  servant  here,  — 
When  things  grow  cross  and  the  young  wife,  he 

finds 
Take  to  the  window  at  a  whistle's  bid. 
And  yet  demurs  thereon,  preposterous  fool !  — 
Whereat  the  worthies  judge  he  wants  advice 
And  beg  to  civilly  ask  what  *s  evil  here. 
Perhaps  remonstrate  on  the  habit  they  deem 
He  ^s  given  unduly  to,  of  beating  her  : 
.  .  .  Oh,  sure  he  beats  her  —  why  says  John  so 

else. 
Who  is  cousin  to  George  who  is  sib  to  Teela^s 

self 
Who  cooks  the  meal  and  combs   the  lady's 

hair? 
What !    'T  is  my  wrist  you  merely  dislocate 
For  the  future  when  you  mean  me  martyrdom  ? 

—  Let  the  old  raother^s  economy  alone, 

How  the  brocade-strips  saved  o^the  seamy  side 
O^  the  wedding-ffown  buv  raiment  for  a  vear  ? 

—  How  she  can  aress  and  dish  up  —  lordly  dish 
Fit  for  a  duke,  lamb's  head  and  purtenance  — 
With  her  proud  hands,  feast  household  so  a 

week  ? 
No  word  o'  the  wine  rejoicing  God  and  man. 
The  less  when  three-parts  water?     Then,  I 

say. 
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A  trifle  of  torture  to  the  fleeh,  like  yoixxe. 
While  Boul  is  spared  such  foretaste  of  hell-fire, 
Is  naugrht.    But  I  curtail  the  catalo^e 
Through  policy,  —  a  rhetorician^s  tnck,  — 
Because  I  would  reserre  some  choicer  points 
O^  the  practice,  more  exactly  parallel 
paying  an  eye  to  climax)  with  what  gift. 
Eventual  grace  the  Court  may  have  in  store 
I'  the  way  of  plague  —  what  crown  of  punish- 
ments. 
When  I  am  hanged  or  headed,  time  enough 
To  prove  the  tenderness  of  only  thatj 
Mere  heading,  hanging,  —  not   their  counter- 

part. 
Not  demonstration  puhlic  and  precise 
That  I,  having  married  the  mongrel  of  a  drah, 
Am  bound   to   grant  that  mongrel-brat,  my 

wife, 
Her  mother^s  birthrightrUcense  as  is  qust,  — 
Let  her  sleep  undisturbed,  i^  the  family  style. 
Her  sleep  out  in  the  embraces  of  a  |>riest, 
Nor  disallow  their  bastard  as  my  heir ! 
Tour  sole  mistake  —  dare  I  submit  so  much 
To  die  reverend  Court  ?  — has  been  in  all  this 

pains 
To  make  a  stone  roll  down  hill,  —  rack  and 

wrench 
And  rend  a  man  to  pieces,  all  for  what  ? 
Why  —  make  him  ope  mouth  in  his  own  defence. 
Show  cause  for  what  he  has  done,  the  irregular 

deed, 
(Since  that  he  did  it,  scarce  dispute  can  be) 
And  clear  his  fame  a  little,  beside  the  luck 
Of  stopping  even  yet,  if  possible, 
Discomfort  to  his  flesh  from  noose  or  axe  — 
For  that,  out  come  the  implements  of  law ! 
May  it  content  mv  lords  the  gracious  Court 
To  listen  only  half  so  patient-long 
As  I  will  in  uiat  sense  profusely  speak. 
And  —  fle,  they  shall  not  call   in  screws  to 

help! 
I  killed  Pompilia  Franceschini,  Sirs  ; 
Killed  too  the  Comparini,  husband,  wife. 
Who  called  themselves,  by  a  notorious  lie, 
Her  father  and  her  mother  to  ruin  me. 
There 's  the  irregular  deed  :  you  want  no  more 
Than  right  interpretation  of  uie  same, 
And  truth  so  far  —  am  I  to  understand  ? 
To  that  then,  with  convenient  speed,  —  because 
Now  I  consider,  —  yes,  despite  my  boast, 
There  is  an  ailing  in  this  omoplate 
May  clip  my  speech  all  too  abruptly  short. 
Whatever  the  good-will  in  me.    Now  for  truth ! 

I*  the  name  of  the  indivisible  Trinity  !  ^ 

Will  my  lords,  in  the  plentitude  of  their  light, 

Weigh  well  that  all  this  trouble  has  come  on 

me 
Through  my  persistent  treading  in  the  paths 
Where  I  was  trained  to   go, — wearing  that 

yoke 
My  shoulder  was  predestined  to  receive, 
Bom  to  the  hereoitary  stoop  Mid  crease  ? 
Noble,  I  recc^nized  my  nobler  still. 
The  Church,  my  suzenun  ;   no  mock-mistress, 

she; 
The  secular  owned   the   spiritual:    mates  of 

mine 


Have  thrown  their  careless  hoofs  up  at  her  call 
**  Forsake  the  clover  and  come  drag  my  wain !  *' 
There  they  go  cropping:  I  protruded  nose 
To  halter,  bent  my  nadc  of  docile  beast, 
And  now  am  whealed,  one  wide  wound  all  od 


me. 


For  being  found  at  the  eleventh  hour  o'  the  day 
Padding  the  mill-track,  not  neck-deep  in  grass : 

—  My  one  fault,  I  am  stiffened  by  my  work, 

—  My  one  reward,  I  help  the  Court  to  smile  I 

I  am  representative  of  a  great  line, 
One  of  the  first  of  Uie  old  families 
In  Arezzo,  ancientest  of  Tuscan  towns. 
When  my  worst  foe  is  fain  to  challenge  this, 
His  worst  exception  runs  —  not  first  in  rank 
But  second,  noble  in  the  next  degree 
Only  ;  not  malice^  self  maligns  me  more. 
So,  my  lord  opposite  has  composed,  we  know, 
A  marvel  of  a  book,  sustains  the  point 
That  Francis  boasts  the  primacy  ^mid  saints ; 
Yet  not  inaptly  hath  his  aigument 
Obtained  response  from  yon  my  other  lord 
In  thesis  published  with  the  world^s  applause 

—  Rather  't  is  Dominic  such  post  befits : 
Why,  at  the  worst,  Francis  stays  Francis  still. 
Second  in  rank  to  Dominic  it  may  be. 

Still,  very  saintly,  very  like  our  Xiord ; 

And  I  at  least  desoena  from  Gnido  once 

Homa^r  to  the  Empire,  naught  below  — 

Of  which  account  as  proof  that,  none  o'  the  line 

Having  a  single  gift  beyond  brave  blood. 

Or  able  to  do  au^ht  but  give,  give,  give 

In  blood  and  brain,  in  house  and  land  and  cash. 

Not  get  and  garner  as  the  vulgar  may. 

We  became  poor  as  Francis  or  our  Lord. 

Be  that  as  it  likes  you.  Sirs,  —  whenever  it 

chanced 
Myself  grew  capable  anyway  of  remark, 
(Which   was   soon  — penury   makes   wit   pre- 
mature) 
This  struck  me,  I  was  poor  who  should  be  rich 
Or  pay  that  fault  to  the  world  which  trifles  not 
Wlien  lineage  lacks  the  flag  yet  lifts  the  pole: 
On,  therefore,  I  must  move  forthwith,  transfer 
My  stranded  self,  bom  fish  with  gill  and  fin 
Fit  for  the  deep  sea,  now  left  flap  bare-backed 
In  slush  and  sand,  a  show  to  crawlers  vile 
Reared  of  the  low-tide  and  aright  therein. 
The  enviable  youth  with  the  old  name, 
Wide  chest,  stout  arms,  sound  brow  and  "prick- 

ing  veins, 
A  heartiul  of  desire,  man^s  natural  load, 
A  brainful  of  belief,  tlie  noble  ^s  lot,  — 
All  this  life,  cramped  and  gasping,  high  and  dry 
r  the  wave's  retreat,  —  the  misery,  good  my 

lords. 
Which  made  you  merriment  at  Rome  of  late,  — 
It  made  me  reason,  rather  —  muse,  demand 

—  Why  our  bare  dropping  palace,  in  the  street 
Where  such-an-one  wnose  grandfather  sold  tri|)e 
Was  adding  to  his  purchased  pile  a  fourth 
Tall  tower,  could  hardly  show  a  turret  sound  ? 
Why  Countess  Beatrice,  whose  sou  I  am. 
Cowered  in  the  wintei^time  as  she  spun  flax. 
Blew  on  the  earthen  basket  of  live  ash. 
Instead  of  jaunting  forth  in  coach  and  six 
Like  such-another  widow  who  ne'er  was  wed  ? 
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I  asked  my  fellows,  how  came  this  about  ? 
^*Wliy,  Jack,  the  sutler's  child,  perhaps  the 

camp's, 
Went  to  the  wan,  fought  sturdily,  took  a  town 
And  eot  rewarded  as  was  natural. 
She  OT  ihe  coach  and  six  —  excuse  me  there ! 
Whv,  don't  you  know  the  story  of  her  friend  ? 
A  clown  dressed  vines  on  someoody's  estate. 
His  boy  recoiled  from  muck,  liked  Latin  more. 
Stuck  to  his  pen  and  got  to  be  a  priest, 
Till  one  day  .  .  .  don't  you  mind  that  telling 

tract 
Against  Molinos,  the  old  Cardinal  wrote  ? 
He  penned  and  dropped  it  in  the  patron's  desk, 
Who,  deep  in  thougnt  and  absent  much  of  mind. 
Licensed  the  thing,  allowed  it  for  his  own ; 

8 nick  came  promotion,  —  suum  cuique^  Count  I 
h,  he  can  pay  for  coach  and  six,  be  sure  !  " 
*^ — Well,  let  me  go,  do  likewise:  war's  the 

word  — 
That  way  the  Franceschini  worked  at  first, 
I  'U  take  ray  turn,  try  soldiership."  —  **  What, 

you? 
The  eldest  son  and  heir  and  prop  o'  the  house. 
So  do  you  see  your  duty  ?    Here 's  your  post. 
Hard  by  the  hearth  and  altar.    (Roam  from 

roof. 
This  youngster,  play  the  fprpsy  out  of  doors. 
And  who  keeps  kith  and  kin  that  fall  on  us  ?) 
Stand  &8t,  stick  tight,  conserve  your  gods  at 

home  I " 
**  —  Well  then,  the  quiet  course,  the  contrary 

trade ! 
We  had  a  cousin  amon^  us  once  was  Pope, 
And  minor  glories  manifold.    Try  the  Church, 
The  tonsure,  and,— since  heresy 's  but  half-slain 
Even  by  the  Cardinal's  tract  he  thought  he 

wrote, — 
Have  at  Molinos  I  "  —  *'  Have  at  a  fool's  head  i 
Tou  a  priest  ?    How  were  marriajge  possible  ? 
There  must  be  Franceschini  till  tune  ends  — 
That's  ^our  vocation.     Make  your  brothers 

pnests, 
Paul  studl  be  porporate,  and  Girolamo  step 
Red-stockinged  in  the  presence  when  you  choose. 
But  save  one  Francescnini  for  the  age  I 
Be  not  the  vine  but  dig  and  dung  its  root. 
Be  not  a  priest  but  gira  up  priesthood's  loins, 
With  one  foot  in  Arezzo  stnde  to  Rome, 
Spend  yourself  there  and  bring  the  purchase 

back! 
Qo  hence  to  Rome,  be  gruided  I  " 

Sol  was. 
I  turned  alike  from  the  hillside  zigzag  thread 
Of  way  to  the  table-land  a  soldier  takes. 
Alike  from  the  low-lying  pasture-place 
Where  churchmen  graze,  recline  and  ruminate, 
—  Ventured  to  mount  no  platform  like  my  lords 
Who  judge  the  world,  bear  brain  I  dm  not 

brag- 
But  stationed  me,  might  thus  the  expression 

serve. 
As  who  should  fetch  and  carry,  come  and  go, 
Meddle  and  make  i'  the  cause  my  lords  love 

most  — 
The  public  weal,  which  hangs  to  the  law,  which 

holds 


By  the  Church,  which  hi^ypens  to  be  through 

God  himself. 
Humblv  I  helped  the  Church  till  here  I  stand,— 
Or  would  stand  but  for  the  omoplate,  yon  see  I 
Bidden  qualify  for  Rome,  I,  having  a  field, 
Went,  sold  it,  laid  the  sum  at  Peter's  foot : 
Which  means  —  I  settled  home-accounts  with 

speed. 
Set  apart  just  a  modicum  should  suffice 
To  hold  the  villa's  head  above  the  waves 
Of  weed  inundating  its  oil  and  wine. 
And  prop  roof,  stanchion  wall  o'  the  palace  so 
As  to  keep  breath  i'  the  body,  out  of  heart 
Amid  the  advance  of  neighboring  loftiness  — 
^People  like  building  where  they  used  to  beg)  •— 
Till  succored  one  day,  —  shared  the  residue 
Between  my  mother  and  brothers  and  sisters 

there. 
Black-eyed  babe  Donna  This  and  Donna  That, 
As  near  to  starving  as  might  decently  be, 

—  Left  myself  journey-charges,  change  cd  suit, 
A  purse  to  put  i'  the  pocket  of  the  Groom 

O'  the  Chamber  of  the  patfon,  and  a  glove 
With  a  ring  to  it  for  the  digits  of  the  niece 
Sure  to  be  helpful  in  his  household,  —  then 
Started  for  Rome,  and  led  the  life  prescribed. 
Close  to  the  Church,  though  clean  of  it,  I  as- 
sumed 
Three  or  four  orders  of  no  consequence, 

—  They  cast  out  evil  spirits  and  exorcise. 
For  example  ;  bind  a  man  to  nothing  more. 
Give  clerical  savor  to  his  layman 's-aalt. 
Facilitate  his  claim  to  loaf  and  fish 

Should  miracle  leave,  beyond  what  feeds  the 

flock. 
Fragments  to  brim  the  basket  of  a  friend  — 
While,  for  the  world's  sidie,  I  rode,  danced  and 

gamed. 
Quitted  me  like  a  courtier,  measured  mine 
With  whatsoever  blade  had  fame  in  fence, 

—  Ready  to  let  the  basket  go  its  round 

Even  though  my  turn  was  come  to  help  myself. 

Should  Dives  count  on  me  at  dinner-time 

As  inst  the  understander  of  a  joke 

Ana  not  immoderate  in  repartee. 

Utrique  sic  parahu^  Sirs,  I  said, 

*^  Here,"  (in  the  fortitude  of  years  fifteen, 

Sogood  a  pedagogue  is  penury) 

'*  Here  wait,  do  service,  —  serving  and  to  serve  I 

And,  in  due  time,  I  nowise  doubt  at  all, 

The  recognitiou  ai  my  service  comes. 

Next  year  I  'm  only  sixteen.    I  can  wait." 

I  waited  thirtv  years,  may  it  please  the  Court: 
Saw  meanwhile  many  a  denizen  o'  the  dung 
Hop,  skip,  jump  o'er  my  shoulder,  make  him 

wings 
And  fly  aloft,  —  succeed,  in  tJie  usual  phrase. 
Everv  one  soon  or  late  comes  round  by  Rome  : 
Stand  still  here,  you  '11  see  all  in  turn  succeed. 
Why,  look  you,  so  and  so,  the  physician  here. 
My  father's  lacquev's  son  we  sent  to  school, 
Doctored  and  dosed  this  Eminence  and  that. 
Salved  the  last  Pope  his  certain  obstinate  sore, 
Soon  bought  land  as  became  him,  names  it  now: 
I  grasp  bell  at  his  gxiffin-guarded  gate. 
Traverse  the  half-mile  avenue,  —  a  term, 
A  csrpress,  and  a  statue,  three  and  three,  — 
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Deliver  message  from  m^  Monsigiior, 

With  varietur  at  lounge  i*  the  vestibule 

I  *m  barred  from,  who  bear  mud  upon  mv  shoe. 

My  fadier^s  chaplain's  nephew,  Chamberlain,  — 

Nothing  less,  please  you  I  —  courteous  all  the 

same, 
'-  He  does  not  see  me  though  I  wait  an  hour 
At  his  staircase-landing  'twixt  the  brace  of 

busts, 
A  noseless  iSylla^  Marius  maimed  to  match, 
My  father  gave  him  for  a  hexastich 
Made  on  my  birthday,  —  but  he  sends  me  down. 
To  make  amends,  that  relic  I  prize  most  — 
The  nnbumt  end  o'  the  very  candle,  Sirs, 
Purfled  with  paint  so  prettily  round  and  round, 
He  carried  in  such  state  last  Peter's-day,  — 
In  token  I,  his  gentleman  and  squire, 
Had  held  the  bridle,  walked  his  managed  mule 
Without  a  tittup  the  prooesaion  through. 
Nay,    ihe    official, — one    you    know,    sweet 

lords!  — 
Who  drew  the  warrant  for  my  transfer  late 
To  the  New  Prisons  from  Tordinona,  —  he 
Gbacionsly  had  remembrance  —  **'  Francesc  .  .  . 

ha? 
His    fdre,    now -how    a    thing   shall    come 

about  I  — 
Paid  me  a  dozen  florins  above  the  fee. 
For  drawing  deftly  np  a  deed  of  sale 
When  troubles  fell  so  thick  on  hini,  good  heart. 
And  I  was  prompt  and  pushing  I  By  all  means  I 
At  the  New  Prisons  be  it  his  son  shall  lie,  — 
Anything  for  an  old  friend  I  *' and  thereat 
^gned  name  with  triple  flourish  underneath. 
These  were  my  fellows,  such  their  fortunes  now. 
While  I  —  kept  fasts  and  feasts  innumerable, 
Matins  and  vespers,  functions  to  no  end 
I^  the  train  of  Monsignor  and  Eminence, 
As  gentleman-squire,  and  for  my  zeal's  reward 
E[ave  rarely  missed  a  place  at  the  table-foot 
Except  when  some  Ambassador,  or  such  like. 
Brought  his  own  people.    Brief,  one  day  I  felt 
TheTick  of  time  inside  me,  turning-point 
And  slight  sense  there  was  now  enough  of  this : 
That  I  was  near  my  seventh  climacteric. 
Hard  upon,  if  not  over,  the  middle  life. 
And,  although  fed  by  the  east-wind,  fulsome- 
fine 
\^th  foretaste  of  the  Land  of  Promise,  still 
My  gorge  gave  symptom  it  might  play  me  false ; 
Better  not  press  it  further,  —  oe  content 
With  Uvin^  and  dying  only  a  nobleman, 
Who  merely  had  a  father  great  and  rich, 
Who  simply  had  one  greater  and  richer  yet. 
And  so  on  back  and  back  till  first  and  best 
Began  i'  the  night :  I  finish  in  the  day. 
*^  The  mother  must  be  getting  old/^  I  said  ; 
^  The  sisters  are  well  wedded  away,  our  name 
Can  manage  to  pass  a  sister  off,  at  need. 
And  do  for  dowry  :  both  my  brothers  thrive  — 
Regular  priests  tliey  are,  nor,  bat-like,  'bide 
'Twixt  flesh  and  fowl  with  neither  privilege. 
My  spare  revenue  must  keep  me  and  mine. 
I  am  tired :  Arezzo's  air  is  good  to  breathe  ; 
Vittiano,  —  one  limes  flocks  of  thrushes  there  ; 
A  leathern  coat  costs  little  and  lasts  long  : 
IjCt  me  bid  hope  good-by,  content  at  home  I  '* 
Thus,  one  day,  I  disbosomed  me  and  bowed. 


Whereat  began  the  little  buzz  and  thrill 

O'  the  gazers  round  me ;  each  face  brightened 

up : 
As  when  at  your  Canno,  deep  in  dawn, 
A  gamester  says  at  last,  *'  I  play  no  more. 
Forego  gain,  acquiesce  in  loss,  withdraw 
Anyhow :  "  and  the  watchers  of  his  ways, 
A  trifle  struck  compunctious  at  the  word. 
Yet  sensible  of  relief,  breathe  free  once  more. 
Break  uj)  the  ring,  venture  polite  advice  — 
'*  How,  Sir?  So  scant  of  heart  and  hope  indeed  ? 
Retire  with  neither  cross  nor  pile  ftt>m  play  ?  — 
So    incurious,    so    short-casting?  —  give    your 

chance 
To  a  younger,  stronger,  bolder  spirit  belike. 
Just  when  luck  turns  and  the  fine  throw  sweeps 

all?" 
Such  was  the  chorus :  and  its  goodwill  meant — 
^'  See  that  the  loser  leave  door  handsomely ! 
There 's  an  ill  look,  —  it 's  sinister,  spoils  sport. 
When  an  old  bruised  and  battered  year-by-year 
Fighter  with  fortune,  not  a  penny  in  poke. 
Reels  down  the  steps  of  our  establishment 
And  staggers  on  broad  daylight  and  the  world. 
In  shagrag  beard  and  doleful  doublet,  drops 
And  breMS  his  heart  on  the  outside  :  people 

]>rate 
^  Such  is  the  profit  of  a  trip  upstairs ! ' 
Contrive  he  sidle  forth,  balked  of  the  blow 
Best  dealt  by  way  of  moral,  bidding  down 
No  curse  but  blessings  rather  on  our  heads 
For  some  poor  prize  ne  bears  at  tattered  breast, 
home  palpable  sort  of  kind  of  gf)od  to  set 
Over  ana    i^^inst    the    grievance  :  give   him 

quick !  " 
Whereon  protested  Paul,  *"  Go  hang  yourselves  ! 
Leave  him  to  me.    Cotuit  Guido  ana  brother  of 

mine, 
A  word^  in   your  ear!    Take   courage,    since 

faint  heart 
Ne'er  won  .  .  .  alia,  fair  lady,  don't  men  say  ? 
There  's  a  sors,  there  's  a  right  N'irgilian  dip  I 
Do  you  see  the  happiness  o*  the  hint  ?    At  worst. 
If  the  Church  want  no  more  of  you,  the  Court 
No  more,  and  the  Camp  an  little,  the  ii^rrates,  — 

come. 
Count  yon  are  counted :  still  you  've  ooat  to  back. 
Not  clotk  of  gold  and  tissue,  as  we  hoped, 
But  cloth  with  sparks  and  spangles  on  its  frieze 
From  Camp,  Court,  Church,  enough  to  make  a 

shine. 
Entitle  you  to  carry  home  a  wife 
With  the  proper  dowrv,  let  the  worst  betide  ! 
Why,  it  was  just  a  wife  you  meant  to  take  !  " 

Now,  Paid's  advice  was  weighty :  priests  should 

know  : 
And  Paul  apprised  me,  ere  the  week  was  out, 
That  Pietro  and  Violante,  the  easy  pair, 
The  cits  enough,  iKnth  stomach  to  be  more. 
Had  just  the  daughter  and  exact  the  sum 
To  truck  for  the  quality  of  myself:  *'She  V. 

young. 
Pretty  and  rich  :  yon  're  noble,  classic,  choice. 
Is  it  to  be  a  match  ?  "     *^  A  match,"  said  I. 
Done !    He  proposed  all,  I  accepted  all. 
And  we  performed  all.    So  I  said  and  did 
Simply.    As  simply  followed,  not  at  first. 
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But  vith  the  outbreak  of  mufortune,  still 
One   oomment   on   the   saying   and    doinir — 

"  What  ? 
No  blush  at  the  avowal  yon  dared  buy 
A  eirl  of  a^  beseems  vour  gi'anddaughterf 
Like  ox  or  ass  ?    Are  nesh  aud  blood  a  ware  ? 
Are  heart  and  soul  a  chattel  ?  ^' 

Softly,  Sirs ! 
Will  the  Conrt  of  its  charity  teach  poor  me 
Anxious  to  learn,  of  any  way  i'  the  world. 
Allowed  bycust-ura  and  convenience,  save 
This  same  which,  taught  from  my  youth  up,  I 

trwl? 
Take  nw  along  with  you  ;  where  was  the  wrong 

step? 
If  what  I  gave  in  barter,  style  and  state 
And  all  that  hangs  to  Fraucesohinihood, 
Were  worthless,  —  why,  society  goes  to  ground. 
Its    rules    are    idiot's  -  raunbling.      Honor   of 

birth,  — 
If  that  thing  has  no  value,  cannot  buy 
Something  with  value  of  another  sort. 
Yon  've  no  reward  nor  |iunishment  to  ^ve 
1*  the  giving  or  the  takuig  honor  ;  straight 
Yonr  84)oial  fabric,  pinnacle  to  base, 
Comes  down  a-olatter  like  a  house  of  cards. 
Gret  honor,  and  keep  honor  free  from  flaw, 
Aim   at   still   higher   honor, —  gabble   o'    the 

goose  ! 
Go  bid  a  second  blockhead  like  myself 
Spend  fifty  jears  in  guardiiuf  bubbles  of  breath, 
Soapsuds  with  air  i'  the  bell>',  gilded  brave, 
Guarded  and  guided,  all  to  break  at  touch 
O^  the  first  young  girl^s  hand  and  first  old  fooFs 

purse ! 
All  my  privation  and  endurance,  all  ^ 
Love,  loyalty  and  labor  dared  and  did, 
Rddle-de-dee  I  —  why,  doer  and  darer  both,  — 
Count  Guido  Franoeschini  had  hit  the  mark 
Far  better,  spent  his  life  with  more  effect. 
As  a  dancer  or  a  prizer,  trades  that  pay  I 
On  the  other  hand,  bid  this  buffoonery  cease. 
Admit  that  honor  is  a  privilege. 
The  question  follows,  privilege  worth  what  ? 
Why,  worth  the  market-price,  —  now  up,  now 

down, 
Just  so  with  this  as  with  aU  other  ware : 
Therefore  essay  the  market,  sell  your  name. 
Style  and  condition  to  who  buys  them  best !  ^ 
^*  Does  my  name  purchase, '^  had  I  dared  in- 
quire, 
**  Your  niece,  my  lord  ?  "  there  would  have  been 

rebuff 
Though  courtesy,  your  Lordship  cannot  else  — 
*^  Not  altogether !    Rank  for  rank  may  stand : 
But  I  have  wealth  beside,  jrou  —  poverty ; 
Your  scale  flies  up  there :  bid  a  second  bid,  ^ 
Rank  too  and  wealth  too  I "    Reasoned  like 

yourself  I 
But  was  it  to  you  I  went  with  |roods  to  seU  ? 
This  time  't  was  my  scale  quietly  kissed  the 

ground. 
Mere  rank  against  mere  wealth — some  youth 

beside, 
Some  beauty  too,  thrown  into  the  bargain,  just 
As  the  buyer  likes  or  lets  alone.    I  thought 
To  deal  o*  the  square:  others  find  fault,  it 

seems: 


The  thing  is,  those  my  offer  most  concerned, 
Pietro,  violante,  oried  they  fair  or  foul  ? 
What  did  they  make  o*  the  terms?    Prepos- 
terous terms  ? 
Why  then  accede  so  promptly,  close  with  sucli 
Nor     take     a   miimte    to   chaffer  i*    Bargain 

struck. 
They  straight  grew  bilious,  wislied  their  money 

back. 
Repented  them,  do  doubt :  why,  so  did  I, 
So  did  ^our  Lordship,  if  town-talk  be  true. 
Of  pacing  a  full  farm^s  worth  for  that  piece 
By  JPietroof  Cortona  —  probably 
HLb  scholar  Ciro  Ferri  may  have  retouched  — 
You  carinsr  more  for  color  than  design  — 
Getting  a  little  tired  of  oupids  too. 
That 's  incident  to  all  the  folk  who  buy  I 
I  am  charged,  I  know,  with  gilding  fact  by 

fraud ; 
I  falsified  aud  fabricated,  wrote 
Myself  down  roughly  richer  than  I  prove. 
Rendered  a  wrong  revenue,  —  grant  it  all  I 
Mere  grace,  mere  coquetry  such  fraud,  I  say : 
A  flourish  round  the  figures  of  a  sum 
For  fashion's  sake,  that  deceives  nobody. 
The  veritable  back-bone,  understood 
Essence  of  this  same  bargain,  bUnk  and  bare. 
Being  the  exchange  of  quality  for  wealUi,  — 
What  may  such  fancy-flights  be?    Flecks  of 

oil 
Flirted  by  chapmen  where  plain  dealing  grates. 
I  may  have  dripped  a  drop  —  *^My  name  I 

sell; 
Not  but  that  I  too  boast  my  wealth ''  —  as  they, 
**  —  We  bring  yon  riches ;  still  our  ancestor 
Was  hardly  the  rapscallion,  folk  saw  flogged. 
But  heir  to  we  know  who,  were  rights  of  force  I " 
They  knew  and  I  knew  where  the  back-bone 

lurked 
I'  the  writhinss  of  the  bargain,  lords,  believe  1 
I  paid  down  all  engaged  for,  to  a  doit. 
Delivered  them  jnst  that  which,  their  life  long. 
They  hungered  in  the  hearts  of  them  to  gain  -~ 
Incorporation  with  nobility  thus 
In   word  and   deed :  for  that  they  gave  me 

wealth. 
But  when  they  came  to  try  their  gain,  my 

gift. 
Quit  Rome  and  qualify  for  Arezzo,  take 
The  tone  o'  the  new  sphere  that  absorbed  iihe 

old. 
Put  away  gossip  Jack  and  goody  Joan 
And  go  become  familiar  with  the  Great, 
Grieatness    to   touch    and    taste   aud  handle 

now,  — 
Why,  then,  —  they  found  that  all  was  vanity, 
Vexation,  and  what  Solomon  describes  t 
The  old  abundant  city-fare  was  best. 
The  kindly  warmth  o*  the  commons,  the  glad 

clap 
Of  the  equal  on  the  shoulder,  the  frank  grin 
Of  the  underling  at  all  so  many  spoons 
fire-new  at  neighborly  treat,  —  oest,  best  and 

best 
Beyond  compare !  —  down  to  the  loll  itself 
O'  the  pot-house  settle,  —  better  such  a  bench 
Than  the  stiff  crucifixion  by  my  dais 
Under  the  piecemeal  damask  canopy 
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With  die  ooToneted  ooat-of-amas  artop  1 
Poverty  and  privation  for  pride's  sake, 
AH  tiiey  engaged  to  easily  brave  and  bear,  — 
Witk    the    fit  upon    them   and  their    brains 

flrwork,  — 
Proved  a  nondurable  to  the  sobered  sots. 
A  banished  prince,  now,  will  exude  a  jnioe 
And  salamander-like  support  the  flame  : 
He  dines  on  chestnuts,   chucks  the  husks  to 

help 
The  broil  o*  the  brazier,  pays  the  due  baioc, 
Goes  off  light-hearted  :  his  grimace  begins 
At  the  funny  humors  of  tlie  christeniug^feast 
Of    friend   the    money  -  lender,  —  then     he  's 

touched 
By  the  flame  and  frizzles  at  the  babe  to  kiss  I 
Here  was  the  converse  trial,  opposite  mind : 
Here  did  a  petty  nature  split  on  rook 
Of  vulgar  wants  predestinate  for  such  — 
One  dish  at  supper  and  weak  wine  to  boot ! 
The  prince  had  grinned  and  borne :  the  citizen 

shrieked, 
Summoned   the   neU;:hborhood    to   attest   the 

wrong, 
Made  noisy  protest  he  was  murdered,  —  stoned 
And  burned  and  di^wned  and  hanged,  —  then 

broke  away. 
He  and  his  wife,  to  tell  their  Rome  the  rest. 
And  this  vou  admire,  you  men  o*  the  world, 

my  lords  ? 
This  moves  compassion,  makes  yon  doubt  my 

faith? 
Whv,  I  appeal  to  .  .  .  sun  and  moon  f    Not  I ! 
Rather  to  rlautus,  Terence,  Boccaccio's  Book, 
My    townsman,    frank    Ser    Franco's    merry 

Tales,  — 
To  all  who  strip  a  vizard  from  a  face, 
A  body  from  its  padding,  and  a  soul 
fVom  froth  and  ignorance  it  stvles  itself,  — 
If  this  be  other  than  the  dailv  nap 
Of  purblind  greed  that  dog^like  still  drops  bone, 
Grasps   shadow,   and  then  howls  the  ease  is 

hard! 

80  much  for  them  so  far :  now  for  myself, 
My  profit  or  loss  i'  the  matter :  married  am  I : 
Text  whereon  friendly  censors  burst  to  preach. 
Ay,  at  Rome  even,  long  ere  I  was  left 
To  regulate  her  life  for  my  young  bride 
Alone  at  Arezzo,  friendliness  outbroke 
(Sifting  my  future  to  predict  its  fault) 

Purcnase  and  sale  being  thus  so  plain  a  p<nnt. 
How  of  a  certain  soul  bound  up,  maybe, 
I'  the  barter  with  the  body  and  money-bags  ? 
From  the  bride's  soul  what  is  it  ^on  eiroect  ?  " 
Why,  loyalty  and  obedience,  —  wish  and  will 
To  settle  woA  suit  her  fresh  and  plastic  mind 
To  the  novel,  not  disadvantageous  mould ! 
Father  and  mother  shall  the  woman  leave, 
Cleave  to  the  husband,  be  it  for  weal  or  woe : 
There  is  the  law :  what  sets  this  law  aside  ^ 
In  my  particular  case  ?    My  friends  submit 
**  Guide,  ^rnardian,  benefactor,  — fee,  faw,  fum, 
The  fact  is  you  are  forty-five  years  old. 
Nor  very  comely  even  for  that  age : 
Girls  must  have  boys."   Why,  let  girls  say  so 

then, 
Nor  call  the  boys  and  men,  who  say  the  same. 


Brute  this  and  beast  the  other  as  they  do  t 
Come,  cards  on  table !    When  you  chant 

next 

Epithalamium  full  to  overflow 
With  praise  and  glory  of  white  womanhood. 
The  (Uiaste  and  pure  —  troll  no  such  lies  o'er 

lip  I 
Put  in  uieir  stead  a  crudity  or  two. 
Such  short  and  simple  statement  otthe  case 
As  youth  chalks  on  our  walls    at  spring-  of 

I  ear  I 
shall  still  think  nobler  of  the  sex. 
Believe  a  woman  still  may  take  a  man 
For  the  short  period  that  nis  soul  wears  flesh. 
And,  for  the  soul's  sake,  understand  the  fault 
Of  armor  frayed  by  fighting.    Tush,  it  tempts 
One's  tongue  too  much !    I  '11  say  —  the  law 's 

the  law: 
With  a  ¥df  e  I  look  to  find  all  wif  eliness. 
As  when  I  buy,  timber  and  twig,  a  tree  — 
I  buy  the  song  o'  the  nightingale  inade. 

Such  was  the  pact :  Pompilia  from  the  firat 
Broke  it,  refused  from  the  beginning  day 
Either  in  body  or  soul  to  cleave  to  mine. 
And  published  it  forthwith  to  all  the  world. 
No   rupture,  —  you    must    join   ere   you  oaa 

break,  — 
Before  we  had  cohabited  a  month 
She  found  I  was  a  devil  and  no  man,  ~- 
Made  common  cause  with  those  who  found  as 

much. 
Her  parents,  Pietro  and  Violante, — moved 
Heaven  and  earth  to  the  rescue  of  all  three. 
In  four  months'  time,  the  time  o'  the  parents* 

stay, 
Arezzo  was  arringing,  bells  in  a  blaze, 
With  the  unimagiiiiu>le  story  rife 
I'  the  month  of  man,  woman  and  child — to 

wit 
My  misdemeanor.    First  tJie  lighter  side, 
Ludicrous  face  of  things,  —  how  very  poor 
The  Franoeschini  had  become  at  last. 
The  meanness  and  the  misery  of  each  shift 
To  save  a  soldo,  stretch  and  make  ends  meet. 
Next,  the  more  hateful  aspect,  —  how  myself 
With  cruelty  beyond  Caligula's 
Had  stripped  and  beaten,  robbed  and  murdered 

tJiem, 
The  good  old  couple,  I  decoyed,  abused. 
Plunaered  and  then  cast  out,  and  happily  bo, 
Since,  —  in  due  course  the  abominable  oomes, — 
Woe  worth  the  poor  young  wife  left  lonely  here  ] 
Repugnant  in  my  person  as  my  mind, 
I  sought,  —  was  ever  heard  of^snch  revenge  ? 
—  To  lure  and  bind  her  to  so  cursed  a  couch, 
Such  co-embrace  with  sulphur,  snake  and  toad. 
That  she  was  fain  to  rush  forth,  call  the  stones 
O'  the  common  street  to  save  her,  not  from  hate 
Of  mine  merely,  but  .  .  .  must  I  bum  my  Iipe 
With  the  blister  of  the  lie  ?  •  .  .  the  sa^yr'love 
Of  who  but  my  own  brother,  the  young  priest. 
Too  long  enforced  to  lenten  fare  belike. 
Now  tempted  by  the  morsel  tossed  him  full 
I'  the  trencher  where  lay  bread  and  herbs  at 

best. 
Biark,  tliis  yourselves  say  I  —  this,  none  disal- 
lows, 
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Was  charged  to  me  by  the  universal  voice 
At  the  instiKation  of  my  four-months'  wife !  — 
And  then  vou  ask,  *^  iSach  charges  so  preferred, 
(Truly  or  falsely,  here  concerns  us  not) 
Pricked  you  to  punish  now  if  not  before  ?  — 
Did  not  uie  harshness  double  itself,  the  hate 
Harden  ?  *'    I  answer,  ^*  Have  it  your  way  and 

wiU  I  " 
Say  my  resentment  grew  apaoe :  what  then  ? 
Do  you  cry  out  on  the  marvel  ?    When  I  find 
That  pure  smooth  egg  which,  laid  within  my 

nest. 
Could  not  out  hatch  a  comfort  to  us  all. 
Issues  a  cockatrice  for  me  and  mine,^ 
Do  yon  stare  to  see  me  stamp  on  it?    Swans 

are  soft : 
la  it  not  clear  that  she  you  call  my  wife. 
That  any  wife  of  any  husband^  caught 
Whetting  a  sting  like  this  agamst  his  breast,  — 
Speckled  with  fragments  of  the  fresh  -  broke 

shell. 
Married  a  month  and^  making  outcry  thus,  — 
Proves  a  plague-prodigy  to  uod  and  man  ? 
She  married :  what  was  it  she  married  for, 
Counted  upon  and  meant  to  meet  therebv  ? 
**  Love,*'  suggests  some  one,  *^  love,  a  little  word 
Whereof  we  have  not  heard  one  syllable." 
So,  the  Pompilia,^  child,  girl,  wife,  in  one, 
W^anted  the  beating  pulse,  the  rolling  eye, 
The  frantic  ^[estnre,  the  devotion  due 
From  Thyrsis  to  Ne«era  I    Guide's  love  — 
Why  not  ProvenQal  roses  in  his  shoe, 
Phmie  to  his  cap,  and  trio  of  guitars 
At  casement,  with  a  bravo  close  beside  ? 
Good  things  all  these  are,  dearly  claimable 
When  the  fit  price  is  paid  the  proper  way. 
Had  it  been  some  friend's  wife,  now,  threw  her 

fan 
At  my  foot,  with  iust  this  prettv  scrap  attached. 
^*  Shame,  death,  damnation  —  fall  these  as  they 

may. 
So  I  find  you,  for  a  minute  I    Come  this  eve  t " 
—  Why,  at   such   sweet   self-sacrifice,  —  who 

knows  ? 
I  might  have  fired  up,  found  me  at  my  post. 
Ardent  from  head  to  heel,  nor  fewed  catoh 

cough. 
Nay,  had  some  other  friend's  .  .  .  say,  daugh- 
ter, tripped 
Upstairs  and  tumbled  fiat  and  frank  on  me, 
Bareheaded  and  barefooted,  with  loose  hair 
And  garments  all  at  large, — cried  **Take  me 

thus! 
Duke  So-and;So,  the  greatest  man  in  Rome  — 
To  escape  his  hand  and  heart  have  I  broke 

bounds. 
Traversed  the  town  and  reached  you !  "  -^  Then, 

indeed. 
The  ladv  had  not  reached  a  man  of  ice  ! 
I  would  nave  rummaged,  ransacked  at  the  word 
Those  old  odd  comers  of  an  empty  heart 
For  remnants  of  dim  love  the  long  disused, 
And  dusty  crnmblings  of  romance  !    But  here. 
We  talk  of  just  a  marriage,  if  you  please  — 
The  every-oay  conditions  and  no  more ; 
Where  do  these  bind  me  to  bestow  one  drop 
Of  blood  shall  dye  my  wife's  true-love-knot 

pink? 


Pompilia  was  no  pigeon,  Venus'  pet. 
That  shuffled  from  between  her  pressing  paps 
To  sit  on  my  rough  shoulder,  —  but  a  hawk, 
I  bought  at  a  hawk's  price  and  carried  home 
To  do  hawk's  service  —  at  the  Rotunda,  say, 
Where,  six  o'  the  callow  nestlings  in  a  row, 
You  pick  and  choose  and  pay  the  prioe  for  such. 
I  have  paid  my  pound,  await  my  penny's  worth. 
So,  hoodwink,  starve  and  properly  train  m^  bird, 
And,  should  she  prove  a  haggard,  —  twist  her 

neck! 
Did  I  not  pay  my  name  and  style,  my  hope 
And  trust,  my  all?    Through  spending  these 

amiss 
I  am  here  I     'T  is  scarce  the  gravity  of  the  Court 
Will  blame  me  that  I  never  piped  a  tune, 
Treated  my  falcon-gentle  like  my  finch. 
The  obligation  I  incurred  was  just 
To  practise  mastery,  prove  nay  mastership :  — 
Pompilia's  duty  was  — submit  herself. 
Afford  me  pleasure,  perhaps  cure  my  bile. 
Am  I  to  teach  my  lords  what  marri^e  means, 
What  God  ordains  thereby  and  man  fulfils 
Who,  docile  to  the  dictate,  treads  the  house  ? 
My  lords  have  chosen  the  happier  part  with  Paul 
And  neither  marrv  nor  bum,  —  yet  priestliness 
Can  find  a  parallel  to  the  marriage-bond 
In  its  own  olessed  special  ordinance 
Whereof  indeed  was  marriage  made  the  type : 
The  Church  may  show  her  insubordinatiC, 
As  marriage  her  refractory.    How  of  the  Monk 
Who  finds  the  olaustral  regimen  too  sharp 
After  the  first  month's  essay?    What's  the 

mode 
With  the  Deacon  who  supports  indifEerently 
The  rod  o'  the  Bishop  when  he  tastes  its  smart 
Full  four  weeks  ?    Do  you  straightway  slacken 

hold 
Of  the  innocents,  the  all-unwary  ones 
Who,  eager  to  profess,  mistook  their  mind  ?  — 
Remit  a  fast-day's  rigor  to  the  Monk 
Who    fancied    Francis'    manna    meant    roast 

Snails, — 
e  the  Deacon  sweet  society. 
He  never  thought  the  Levite-rule  renounced,  -*- 
Or   rather   prescribe  short   chain   and   sharp 

scourge 
Corrective  of  such  peccant  humors  ?    This  — 
I  take  to  be  the  Church's  mode,  and  mine. 
If  I  was  over-harsh,  —  the  worse  i'  the  wife 
Who  did  not  win  from  harshness  as  she  ought, 
Wanted  the  patience  and  persuasion,  lore 
Of  love,  should  cure  me  and  console  herself. 
Put  case  that  I  mishandle,  flurry  and  fright  ^ 
My  hawk  through  dumsineas  in  sportsmanship, 
Twitch  out  five  pens  where  plucking  one  would 

serve  — 
What,  shall  she  bite  and  claw  to  mend  the  case  f 
And.  if  you  find  I  pluck  five  more  for  that. 
Shall  you  weep     How  he  roughs  the  turde 

there  "  ? 

Such  was  the  starting ;  now  of  the  further  step. 
In  Hpu  of  taking  penance  in  good  part. 
The  Monk,  with  hue  and  cry,  summons  a  mob 
To  make  a  bonfire  of  the  convent,  say,  — 
And  the  Deacon's  pretty  piece  of  virtue  (save 
The  ears  o'  the  Court  1    I  try  to  save  my  head) 
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IiiBtnicted  b^  the  ingenuous  postulant, 
Taxes  the  Bishop  with  adulter)',  (mud 
Needs  must  pair  o£P  with  mud,  and  filth  with 

filth)  — 
Such  being  ray  next  experience.    Who  knows 

not  — 
The  couple,  father  and  mother  of  my  wife, 
Returned  to  Rome,  published  before  my  lords, 
Put  into  print,  made  circulate  far  and  wide 
That  they  had  cheated  me  who  cheated  them  ? 
Pompilia,  I  supposed  their  daughter,  drew 
Breath    first    'mid    Rome^s    worst    raukness, 

through  the  deed 
Of  a  drab  and  a  rqg^e,  was  by-blow  bastard-babe 
Of  a  nameless  strumpet,  passed  off,  palmed  on 

me 
As  the  daughter  with  tlie  dowry.     Daughter  ? 

Dirt 
O'  the  kennel !     Dowrj'  ?    Dust  o'  the  street ! 

Naught  more 
Naught  less,  naught  else  but  —  oh  —  ah  —  as- 
suredly 
A  Franceschini  and  my  verj'  wife  ! 
Now  t.ake  this  charge  as  you  will,  for  false  or 

true,  — 
Tliis  charge,  preferred  before  your  very  selves 
Wlio  jud^e  me  now,  —  I  pray  you,  adjudge 

again. 
Classing  it  with  the  cheats  or  with  the  lies. 
By  whicli  categfory  I  suffer  most ! 
But  of  their  reckoning,  theira  who  dealt  with  me 
In  either  fashion,  —  I  reserve  my  word, 
Justify  that  in  its  place  ;  I  am  now  to  say, 
\A'liichever  point  o^  the  chai^  might  poison 

most, 
Pompilia's  duty  was  no  doubtful  one. 
You  put  the  protestation  in  her  mouth, 
"  Henceforward  and  forevermore,  avaunt 
Ye  fiends,  who  drop  disguise  and  glare  revealed 
In  your  own  sliape,  no  longer  father  mine 
Nor  mother  mine !    Too  nakedly  yon  liate 
Me  whom  vou  looked  as  if  you  loved  once,  —  me 
Whom,  whether  true  or  false,  your  tale  now 

damns, 
Divulged  thus  to  my  public  infamy. 
Private  perdition,  absolute  overthrow. 
For,  hate  my  husband  to  your  hearts'  content, 
I,  spoil  and  prey  of  you  from  first  to  last, 
I  wno  have  done  you  the  blind  service,  lured 
The  lion  to  your  pitfall,  —  I,  thus  left 
To  answer  tot  my  ignorant  bleating  there, 
I  should  have  been  remembered  and  withdrawn 
From  the  first  o'  the  natural  fury,  not  flung  loose 
A  proverb  and  a  byword  men  will  mouth 
At  the  cross-way,  m  the  comer,  up  and  down 
Rome  and  Arezzo,  —  there,  full  in  ray  face. 
If  ray  lord,  missing  them  and  finding  me. 
Content  himself  with  casting  his  reproach 
To  drop  i'  the  street  where  such  impostors  die. 
Ah,  but  —  that   husband,   what   tlie    wonder 

were  I  — 
If,  far  from  casting  thus  away  the  rag 
Smeared  with  the  plague,  his  hand  had  chanced 

upon. 
Sewn  to  his  pillow  by  Locusta's  wile,— 
Far  from  abolishing,  root,  stem  and  branch. 
The  mii^^Towth  of  infectious  mistletoe 
Foisted  into  his  stock  for  honest  graft,  — 


If  he  repudiate  not,  renounce  nowise. 

But,  guarding,  p^idii^  me,  maintain  my  cause 

By  making  it  his  own,  (what  other  way  ?) 

—  To  keep  my  name  for  me,  he  call  it  his. 
Claim  it  of  who  would  take  it  by  their  lie,  — 
To  save  my  wealth  for  me  —  or  babe  of  mine 
Their  lie  was  framed  to  bepigar  at  the  birth  >  - 
He  bid  them  loose  grasp,  give  our  gold  again  : 
If  he  become  no  putner  with  the  pair 

Even  in  a  game  which,  played  adroitly,  gives 
Its  winner  life's  great  wonderful  new  chance,  -  - 
Of  marrying,  to  wit,  a  second  time,  — 
Ah,  if  he  did  thus,  what  a  friend  were  he ! 
Anger  he  might  show,  —  who  can  stamp  out 

flame 
Yet  spread  no  black  o'  the  brand  ?  —  yet,  rough 

albeit 
In  the  act,   as  whose  bare  feet  feel  embers 

scorch. 
What    ^ace  were  his,  what   gratitude  were 

mine  !  " 
Such  protestation  should  have  been  my  wife's. 
Lookmg  for  this,  do  I  exact  too  much  ? 
Why,  hero  's  the  —  word  for  word  so  much,  no 

moro  — 
Avowal  she  made,  her  pure  spontaneous  speech 
To  my  brother  the  Abate  at  firat  blush. 
Ere  the  good  impulse  had  begun  to  fade : 
So  did  she  make  confession  for  the  pair. 
So  pour  forth  praises  in  her  own  behalf. 
**  Ay,  the  false  letter,*'  interpose  my  lords  — 
"The  simiUated  writing,  —  ^  was  a  trick  : 
You  traced  the  signs,  slie  merely  marked  the 

same. 
The  pi'oduct  was  not  hers  but  vours.'^      Alack, 
I  want  no  moro  impulsion  to  tell  truth 
From  the  other  tnck,  the  torture  inside  there ! 
I  confess  all  —  let  it  be  understood  — 
And  deny  notliing !    If  I  baffle  you  so, 
Can  so  fence,  in  the  plentitnde  of  ri^ht, 
That  my  poor  lathen  dagger  puts  aside 
Each  pass  o'  the  Bilboa,  beats  you  all    the 

same,  —  ^ 
What  matters  inefficiency  of  blade  ? 
Mine  and  not  hers  the  letter,  —  conceded,  lords ! 
Liipute  t«  me  that  practice  !  —  take  as  proved 
I  taught  mv  wife  her  duty,  made  her  see 
What  it  behoved  her  see  and  say  and  do. 
Feel  in  her  heart  and  with  her  t^tngue  declare, 
And,  whether  sluggish  or  recalcitrant. 
Forced  her  to  take  the  right  step,  I  myself 
Was  marohing  in  raarital  rectitude ! 
Wliy,  who  finds  fault  here,  say  the  tale  be  true  ? 
W^ould  not  my  lords  commend  the  priest  whose 

zeal 
Seized  on  the  sick,  morose  or  moribund. 
By  the  palsy-smitten  finger,  made  it  cross 
His  brow  correctly  at  the  critical  time  ? 

—  Or  answered  for  the  inarticulate  babe 
At  baptism,  in  its  stead  declared  the  faith. 
And  saved  what  else  would  perish  unprof  eased  ? 
True,  the  incapable  hand  may  rally  yet. 
Renounce  tlie  sign  with  renovated  strength.  — 
The  babe  may  grow  up  man  and  Molinist,  — 
And  so  Pompilia,  set  in  the  good  path 

And  left  to  go  alone  there,  soon  might  see 
That  too  fnuik-forward,  all  too  simple-Btmight 
Her  step  was,  and  decline  to  tread  the  rough. 
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Wlien  here  lay,  tempting^  foot,  the  meadow-side, 
And  there  the  coppice  rang  with  edition ^-birds  I 
^Soon  she  discovered  she  was  young  and  fair, 
That  many  in  Arezzo  knew  as  much. — 
Yes.  this  next  cup  of  bitterness,  my  lords, 
Had  to  begin  go  tilling,  drop  by  drop, 
Its  measure  up  of  full  ais^nst  for  me, 
filtered  into  by  everv  noisome  drain  — 
Societv^s  sink  toward  which  all  moisture  runs. 
Would    not   you  prophesy  —  '*iShe   on  whose 

brow  L4  stamped 
The  note  of  the  imputation  that  we  know,  — 
Rightly  or  wrongly  mothered  witli  a  whore,  — 
Such  an  one,  to  disprove  the  frightful  charge, 
What  will  she  but  exaggerate  chastity, 
Err  in  excess  of  wifehoml,  a^  it  were, 
Renounce  even  levities  permitted  vouth. 
Though  not  youth  struck  to  age  by  a  thunder- 
bolt? 
Cry  *  wolf  *  i^  the  sheepfold,  where  *s  the  sheep 

dares  bleat. 
Knowing  the  she^erd  listens  for  a  growl  ?  " 
So  yon  expect.    How  did  the  devil  decree  ? 
Why,  mpr  lords,  just  the  contrary  of  course ! 
It  was  m  the  house  from  the  window,  at  the 

church 
From  the  hassock,  —  where  the  theatre  lent  its 

lodge, 
Or  staging  for  the  public  show  left  space,  — 
That  still  Pompilia  needs  must  find  herself 
Launching  her  looks  forth,  letting^  looks  reply 
As  arrows  to  a  challenge ;  on  all  sides 
Ever  new  contribution  to  her  lap. 
Till  one  day,  what  is  it  knocks  at  my  clenched 

teeth 
But  the  cup  full,  curse-collected  all  for  me  ? 
And  I  must  needs  drink,  drink  this  gallant^s 

l^raise. 
That  minion^H  prayer,  the  other  fop*8  reproach. 
And   come  at    the  dregs    to  —  Caponsaochi  I 

Sirs, 
I,  —  chin  deep  in  a  marsh  of  misery. 
Struggling  to  extricate  my  name  and  fame 
And  rortmie  from  the  marsh  would  drown  them 

all, 
My  face  the  sole  nnstrancrled  part  of  me,  — 
I  must  have  this  new  gao-fly  in  that  face, 
Must  free  me  from  the  attacking  lover  too  I 
Men  say  I  battled  ungracefully  enough  — 
Was  harsh,  uncouth  and  ludicrous  beyond 
The  proper  part  o*  the  husband :  have  it  so  I 
Tour  lordships  are  considerate  at  least  — 
Yoo  order  me  to  spaak  in  my  defence 
Plainly,  expect  no  qnaverii^  tuneful  trills 
As  when  you  bid  a  singer  solace  you,  — 
Nor  look  that  I  shall  give  it,  for  a  grace, 
Staru  pede  in  uno :  —  you  remember  well 
In  the  one  case,  't  is  a  plainson?  too  severe, 
This  BtoTT  of  m^  wrongs,  —  ana  that  I  ache 
And  need  a  chair,  in  the  other.    wAsk  you  me 
Why,  when  I  felt  this  trouble  flap  my  face, 
Already    pricked    with    every    shame    could 

perch,  — 
When,  with  her  parents,  my  wife  plagued  me 

too,  — 
Whv  I  enforced  not  exhortation  mild 
To  leave  whore  Vtricks  and  let  mv  brows  alone, 
With  mulct  of  comfits,  promise  of  perfume  ? 


**Far  from  that!    No,  you  took  the  opposite 

course. 
Breathed  threat«niiigs,  rage  and  slaughter ! " 

What  you  will ! 
And  the  end  has  come,   the  doom  is  verily 

here, 
Unhindered  by    the    tlireatening.     See  fate's 

flare 
Full  on  each  face  of  the  dead  guilty  three ! 
Look  at  them  well,  and  now,  lords,  look  at 

this! 
Tell  me :  if  on  that  day  when  I  found  first 
That  Caponsacchi  thought  the  nearest  way 
To  his  church  was  some  half-mile  round  by  my 

door. 
And  that  he  so  admired,  shall  I  suppose. 
The  mamier  of  the  swallows^  come-and-go 
Between  die  props  o*  the  window  overhead,  — 
That  window  nappeninfi^  to  be  my  wife's,  — 
As  to  stand  gazing  by  the  hour  on  high. 
Of  May-^ves,  while  she  sat  and  let  him  smile,  — > 
If  I,  —  instead  of  threateniu|:,  talking  big, 
Showing  hair-powder,  a  prodi|;ioi]8  pinch, 
For  poison  in  a  bottle,  —  making  believe 
At  desperate  doings  with  a  bauble-sword. 
And  otner  bugaboo-and-baby-work,  — 
Had,  vrith  the  vulgarest  household  implement, 
Calmly  and  quietly  cut  off,  clean  through  bone, 
But  one  joint  of  one  finger  of  my  wife. 
Saying,  *"  For  listening  to  the  serenade. 
Here  ^  ^our  ring-finger  shorter  a, full  third : 
Be  certain  I  will  dice  away  next  joint. 
Next  time  that  anybody  underneath 
Seems  somehow  to  be  sauntering  as  he  hoped 
A  flower  would  eddv  out  of  your  hand  to  his. 
While  you  please  fidget  with  the  branch  above 
O'  the  rose-tree  in  the  terrace  !  "  —  had  I  done 

so. 
Why,  there  had  followed  a  quick  sharp  scream, 

some  pain, 
Much  calling  for  plaister,  damage  to  the  dress, 
A  somewhat  sulky  countenance  next  day. 
Perhaps  reproaches,  —  but  reflections  too  I 
I  don't  hear  much  of  harm  that  Malchus  did 
After  the  incident  of  the  ear,  my  lords ! 
Saint  Peter  took  the  efficacious  way ; 
Malchus  was  sore  but  silenced  for  his  life : 
He  did  not  hang  himself  i'  the  Potter's  Field 
Like  Judas,  who  was  trusted  with  the  bag 
And  treated^  to  sops  after  he  proved  a  thief. 
So,  by  this  time,  my  true  and  obedient  w^ife 
Might  have  been  telling  beads  with  a  gloved 

hand ;  ^ 
Awkward  a  little  at  prickiiuf  hearta  and  darts 
On  sampler  poesiblv,  out  well  otherwise : 
Not  where  Kome  uiudders  now  to  see  her  lie. 
I  give  that  for  the  course  a  wise  man  takes  ; 
I  took  the  other  however,  tried  the  fool's. 
The  lighter  remedy,  brandislied  rapier  dread 
With  cork-bail  at  the  tip,  boxed  Malchus*  ear 
Instead  of  severing  the  cartilage. 
Called  her  a  terrible  nickname  and  the  like. 
And  thare  an  end :  and  what  was  the  ena  of 

that? 
What  was  the  good  effect  o'  the  gentle  course  ? 
Why,  one  night  I  went  drowsily  to  bed. 
Dropped  asleep  suddenly,  not  suddenly  woke, 
But  aid  wake  with  rough  rousing  and  loud  cry, 
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To  find  noon  in  my  face,  a  crowd  in  my  room. 
Fumes  in  my  brain,  fire  in  my  throat,  my  wife 
Gone    God  knows    whither,  —  riflea   yesture- 

chest, 
And  ransacked  money-ooffer.    *^  What  does  it 

mean  ?  " 
The  servants  had  been  drugged  too,  stared  and 

yawned, 
**  It  must  be  that  our  lady  has  eloped  I '' 

—  "Whither    and    with    whom?"  — "With 

whom  but  the  Canon^s  self  ? 
One  recognizes  Caponsacchi  there  1 "  — 
(By  this  time  the  admiring  neighborhood 
Jomed  chorus  round  me  while  I  rubbed  my 

eyes) 
"  'T  is  months  since  their  intelligenoe  began,  — 
A  comedy  the  town  was  privy  to,  — 
He  wrote  and  she  wrote,  she  spoke,  he  re- 
plied. 
And  going  in  and  out  your  house  last  nig^t 
Was  easy  work  for  one  ...  to  be  plain  with 

you  .  .  . 
Accustomed  to  do  both,  at  dusk  and  dawn 
When  you   were  absent,  —  at  the   villa,  you 

know. 
Where  husbandry  required  the  master-mind. 
Did  not  you  know  ?    Why,  we  all  knew,  you 

seel " 
And  presently,  bit  bv  bit,  the  full  and  true 
Particulars  oi  the  tale  were  volunteered 
With  all  the  breathless  zeal  of  friendship  — 

"Thus 
Matters  were  managed :  at  the  seventh  hour  of 

night"  .  .  . 

—  "Later,  at  daybreak"  .  .  .  "Caponsacchi 


came"  .  . 


—  "  While  you  and  all  your  household  slept  like 

death. 
Dragged   as   your  supper   was   with   drowsy 
stuff"  .  .  . 

—  "  And  your  own  cousin  GuiUichini  too  — 
Either  or  Doth  entered  your  dwelling-place. 
Plundered  it  at  their  pleasure,  miule  prize  of 

all. 
Including  vonr  wife"  .  .  .  — "Oh,  your  wife 

led  the  way. 
Out  of  doors,  on  to  the  gate"  .  .  *  —"But 

gates  are  shut, 
In  a  decent  town,  to  darkness  and  such  deeds  : 
They  climbed  the  wall—  your  lady  must  be 

lithe  — 
At  the  gap,  the  broken  bit "...  —  "  Torrione, 

true ! 
To  escape  the  questioning  guard  at  the  proper 

gate, 
Clemente,  where  at  the   inn,  hard  by,   *the 

Horse,' 
Just  outside,  a  calash  in  readiness 
Took  the  two  principals,  all  alone  at  last. 
To  gate  San  Spirito,  which  overlooks  the  road. 
Leads  to  Perugia,  Rome  and  liberty." 
Bit  by  bit  thus  miade-up  mosaic-wise. 
Flat  lay  my  fortune,  —  tessellated  floor. 
Imperishable  tracery  devils  should  foot 
And  frolic  it  on,  around  my  broken  gods. 
Over  my  desecrated  hearth. 

So  much 
For  the  terrible  effect  of  threatening.  Sirs  I 


Well,  this  way  I  was  shaken  wide  awake^ 
Doctored  and  drenched,  somewhat  unpoisoned 

so. 
llien,  set  on  horseback  and  bid  seek  the  lost, 
I  started  alone,  head  of  me,  heart  of  me 
Fire,  and  each  limb  as  languid  .  .  .  ah,  sweet 

^  lords. 
Bethink  you  I  •—  poison-torture,  try  persuade 
The  next  refractory  Molinist  with  that !  .  .  . 
Floundered  through  day  and  night,  another  day 
And  yet  another  night,  and  so  at  last. 
As  Lucifer  kept  fuling  to  find  hell. 
Tumbled  into  the  court-yard  of  an  inn 
At  the  end,  and  fell  on  whom  I  thought  to 

find. 
Even  Caponsacchi,  —  what  part  once  was  priest. 
Cast  to  tne  winds  now  with  the  cassock-rags : 
In  cape  and  sword  a  cavalier  confessed. 
There  stood  he  chiding  dilatory  grooms, 
Chafing  that  only  horseflesh  and  no  team 
Of  eagles  would  supply  the  last  relay. 
Whirl  him  along  the  league,  the  one  poet  more 
Between  the  couple  and  Kome  and  liberty. 
'T  was  dawn,  the  couple  were  rested  in  a  sort. 
And  though   the  lady,    tired,  —  the  tenderer 

sex, — 
StUl  lingered  in  her  chamber,  —  to  adjust 
The  limp  hair,  look  for  any  blush  astray,  — 
She  would  descend  in  a  twinkling,  —  "Have 

you  out 
The  hoiaes  therefore  ! " 

So  did  I  find  my  wife. 
Is  the  case  complete  ?     Do  your  eyes  here  see 

with  mine  ? 
Even  the  parties  dared  deny  no  one 
Point  out  of  all  these  points. 

What  follows  next? 
*'  Why,  that  then  was  the  time,"  you  interpose, 
"  Or  then  or  never,  while  the  fact  was  fresn. 
To  take  the  natural  vengeance :  there  and  tliiis 
Thepr  and  you,  —  somebody  had  stuck  a  sword 
Beside   you   while   he   pushed   jron   on  your 

horse, — 
'T  was  requisite  to  slay  the  couple.  Count  I " 
Just  so  my  friends  say  —  "  Kill  I  "  they  cry  in 

a  breath. 
Who  presently,  when  matters  grow  to  a  head 
And  I  do  kill  tne  offending  ones  indeed,  — 
When  crime  of  theirs,  only  surmised  before. 
Is  patent,  proved  indiiBputably  now,  — 
When  remedy  for  wrong,  untried  at  the  time. 
Which  law  professes  shall  not  fail  a  friend. 
Is  thrice  tried  now,  found  threefold  w^orse  than 

null,  — 
When  what  might  turn  to  transient  shade,  who 

knows? 
Solidifies  into  a  blot  which  breaks 
Hell's   black   off   in   pale   flakes  for  fear  of 

mine, — 
Then,  when  I  claim  and  take  revenge  —  "So 

rash?" 
They  cry  —  "so  little  reyerenoe  for  the  law  ?  " 

Listen,  my  masters,  and  distingfuish  here  1 
At  first,  1  called  in  law  to  act  and  help : 
Seeing  I  did  so,  "  Why,  'tis  clear,"  they  cry, 
"  You  shrank  from  gallant  readiness  and  risk. 
Were  coward :  the  thing 's  inexplicable  else." 
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Sweet  my  lords,  let  the  thing  be  I    I  fall  flat. 
Play  the  reed,  not  the  oak,  to  breath  of  man. 
Only  ^  inform  my  ignorance  1    Say  I  stand 
Convioted  of  the  having  been  afraid, 
Proved  a  poltroon,  no  fion  but  a  lamb,  ** 
Does  that  deprive  me  of  my  right  of  Iamb 
And  give  my  fleece  and  flesh  to  the  first  wolf  ? 
Are  eonnohs,  women,  children,  shieldless  quite 
Against  attack  their  own  timidity  teinpts  ? 
Cowardice  were  misfortune  and  no  crime  I 

—  Take  it  that  way,  since  I  am  fallen  so  low 

I  scarce  dare  brush  the  fly  that  blows  m^  face, 
And    thank   the   man  who   simply  spits  not 

there,  — 
Unless  the  Court  be  generous,  comprehend 
How  one  brought  up  at  the  verv  feet  of  law 
As  I,  awaits  tne  grave  Gamaliers  nod 
Ere   he   dench  flst  at  outrage,  —  much  less, 

stab! 

—  How,  ready  enough  to  rise  at  the  right  time, 
I  still  could  recognize  no  time  mature 
Unsanctioned  by  a  move  o*  the  judgment-seat, 
So,  mute  in  misery,  eyed  my  masters  here 
Motionless  till  the  authoritative  word 
Pronounced  amercement.     There  ^s  the  riddle 

^  solved : 
This  is  just  why  I  slew  nor  her  nor  him. 
But  called  in  law,  law's  delegate  in  the  place. 
And  bade  arrest  the  guilty  couple,  Sim  1 
We   had  some  trouble  to  do  so  —  yon  have 

heard 
They  braved   me,  —  he   with   arrogance   and 

scorn. 
She,  with  a  volubility  of  curse, 
A  conversancy  in  the  skill  of  tooth 
And  claw  to  make  suspicion  seem  absurd, 
Nay,  an  alacrity  to  put  to  proof 
At  my  own  throat  my  own  sword,  teach  me  so 
To  trv  conclusions  bettor  the  next  time,  — 
Which  did  the  proper  service  with  the  mob. 
They  never  tried  to  put  on  mask  at  all : 
Two  avowed  lovers  forcibly  torn  apart, 
Upbraid  the  tyrant  as  in  a  playhouse  scene. 
Ay,  and  with  proper  clapping  and  applause 
From  the  audience  that  enjoys  the  bold  and 

free. 
I  kept  still,  said  to  myself,  ''There's  law  I" 

Anon 
We  searched  the  chamber  where  they  passed 

the  night. 
Found  what  confirmed  the  worst  was  feared  be- 
fore, 
However  needless  confirmation  now  — 
The  witohes'  circle  intact,  charms  undisturbed 
That  raised  the  spirit  and  succubus,  —  letters, 

to  wit. 
Love-laden,  each  the  bag  o'  the  bee  that  bore 
Honey  from  lily  and  rose  to  Cupid's  hive,  — 
Now,  poetry  in  some  rank  blossom-burst, 
Now,  prose,  —  **  Come  here,  go  there,  wait  such 

a  while^ 
He 's  at  the  villa,  now  he  's  back  again : 
We  are  saved,  we  are  lost,  we  are  lovers  all  the 

same  I " 
All  in  order,  all  complete,  —  even  to  a  clue 
To  the  drowsiness  that  happed  so  ofyportune  — 
No  mystery,  when  I  read.     Of  all  things,  find 
What  wine  Sir  Jealousy  aeoides  to  drink  — 


Red  wine  ?    Because  a  sleeping-potion,  dust 
Dropped  into  white,  discolors  wine  and  shows.'* 

—  *'  Oh,  but  we  did  not  write  a  single  word ! 
Somebody  forged  the  letters  in  our  name !  —  " 
Both  in  a  brei^  protested  presently. 

Aha,  Sacohetti  again  I  —  *'  Dame,'* — quoth  the 

Duke, 
*^  What  meaneth  this  epistle,  counsel  me, 
Ipick  from  out  thy  placket  and  perusef 
Wherein  my  page  averreth  thou  art  white 
And   warm   and   wonderful    'twixt   pap  and 

pap?" 
'*  Sir,'^laughed  the  Ladv,  '"t  is  a  counterfeit  I 
Thy  page  md  never  stroke  but  Dian's  breast. 
The  pretty  hound  I  nurture  for  thy  sake  : 
To  lie  were  losel,  —  by  my  fay,  no  more  I  " 
And  no  more  say  I  too,  and  spare  the  Court. 

Ah,  the  Court  I  yes,  I  come  to  the  Court's  self ; 
Such  the  case,  so  complete  in  fact  and  proof, 
I  laid  at  the  feet  of  law,  — there  sat  my  lords. 
Here  sit  they  now,  so  may  they  ever  sit 
In  easier  attitude  than  suite  my  haunch  I 
In  this  same  chamber  did  I  bare  my  sores 
O'  the  soul  and  not  the  body,  —  shun  no  diame. 
Shrink  from  no  probing  of  the  ulcerous  part. 
Since  confident  in  Nature,  —  which  is  Qod,  — 
That  she  who,  for  wise  ends,  concocts  a  plague. 
Curbs,  at  the  right  time,  the  plague's  virulence 

too: 
Law  renovates  even  Lazarus,  —  cures  me  ! 
Caesar  thou  seekest  ?     To  Caosar  thou  slialt  go ! 
CiBsar  's  at  Rome :  to  Rome  accordingly  I 

The  case  was  soon  decided :  both  weights,  cast 
I'  the  balance,  vibrate,  neither  kicks  the  beam. 
Here  away,  there  away,  this  now  and  now  that. 
To  every  one  o'  my  grievances  law  gave 
Redress,  could  purblind  eye  but  see  the  point. 
The  wife  stood  a  convicted  runa|rate 
From  house  and  husband,  —  driven  to  such  a 

course 
By  what  she  somehow  took  for  cruelty, 
Oppressiou  and  imperilment  of  life  — 
Not  that  such  things  were,  but  that  so  they 

seemed  : 
Therefore,  the  end  conceded  lawful,  (^since 
To  save  life  there  's  no  risk  should  stay  our 

leap) 
It  follows  that  all  means  to  the  lawful  end 
Are  lawful  likewise,  —  poison,  theft  and  flight. 
As  for  the  priest's  part,  did  he  meddle  or  make. 
Enough  that  he  too  thought  life  jeopardized ; 
Concede  him  then  the  color  charity 
Casts  on  a  doubtful  course,  —  if  blackish  white 
Or  whitish  black,  will  charity  hesitete  ? 
What  did  he  else  but  act  the  precept  out, 
Leave,  like  a  provident  shepherd,  his  safe  flock 
To  follow  the  single  lamb  and  strayaway  ? 
Best  hope  so  and  think  so,  —  that  the  ticklish 

time 
I'  the  carriage,  the  tempting  privacy,  the  last 
Somewhat  ambiguous  accident  at  the  inn, 

—  All    may    bc^r    explanation :    may  ?   then, 

must  I 
The  letters,  —  do  they  so  incriminate  ? 
I  But  what  if  the  whole  prove  a  prank  o'  the  pen, 
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Fligrht  of  the  fancy,  noue  of  theim  at  all. 
Bred  of  the  vapors  of  my  brain  belike, 
Or  at  worst  mere  exercise  of  scliolar's-wit 
In  the  courtly  Caponsacchi :  verse,  convict? 
Did  not  Catullus  write  less  seemly  once  ? 
Yet  doctus  and  unblemished  he  abides. 
Wherefore  so  ready  to  infer  the  worst  ? 
Still,  I  did  riffhteously  in  bringing:  doubts 
For  the  law  to  solve,  —  tiike  the  solution  now  ! 
**  Seeing    that   tlie  said   associates,   wife  and 

priest, 
Bear  themselves  not  without  some  touch  of 

blame 
—  Else  w^hy  the  potlier,  scandal  and  outcry 
Which  trouble  our  peace  and  require  chastise- 
ment '? 
We.  for  complicity  in  Pompilia^s  flight 
Ana  deviation,  and  carnal  intercourse 
With  the  same,  do  set  aside  and  rel^^ate 
The  Canon  Caponsacchi  for  three  years 
At  Civita  in  the  neighborhood  of  Rome : 
And  we  consign  Pompilia  to  the  care 
Of  a  certain  Ssterhood  of  penitents 
I^  the  city's  self,  expert  to  deal  with  such.'* 
Word  for  word,  there 's  your  judgment  I    Read 

it,  lords. 
Re-utter  your  deliberate  penalty 
For    the    crime    yourselves    establish  I    Your 

award  — 
Who  chop  a  man^s  right-hand  off  at  the  wrist 
For  tracing  with  forefinger  words  in  wine 
O^  the  table  of  a  drinking-booth  that  bear 
Interpretation  as  they  mocked  the  Church  I 
^-Wno  brand  a  woman    black   between  the 

brensts 
For  sinning  by  connection  with  a  Jew : 
Vt'hile  for  uie  Jew's  self  —  pudency  be  dumb  1  — 
You  mete  out  punishment  such  and  such,  yet  so 
Punish  the  adultery  of  wife  and  priest  I 
Take  note  of  that,  before  the  Molinists  do. 
And  read  me  right  the  riddle,  since  right  must 

be! 
\\liile  I  stood  rapt  away  with  wonderment, 
Voices  broke  in  upon  my  mood  and  muse.  ^ 
*^Do  you  sleep?  '*  began  the  friends  at  either 

ear, 
**  The  case  is  settled,  —  yon  willed  it  should  be 

so  — 
None  of  our  counsel,  always  recollect  I 
With  law's  award,  budge !    Back  into  your 

place ! 
Your  betters  shall  arrange  the  rest  for  you. 
We  '11  enter  a  new  action,  claim  divorce  : 
Your  marriage  was  a  eheat  themselves  allow : 
You  erred  i'  the  person,  —  might  have  married 

thus 
Your  sister  or  yonr  daughter  unaware. 
We  '11  gain  you,  that  way,  liberty  at  least. 
Sure  of  so  much  by  law's  own  showing.    Up 
And  ofiF  with  yon  and  your  unluckiness  — 
Leave  us  to  bury  the  blunder,  sweep  things 

smooth ! " 
I  was  in  humble  frame  of  mind,  be  sure  I 
I  bowed,  betook  me  to  my  place  (^;ain. 
Station  by  station  I  retraced  the  road. 
Touched  at  this  hostel,  passed  this  post-house  by. 
Where,  fresh-remembered  yet,  the  fugitives 
Had  risen  to  the  heroic  stature :  still  — 


*'  That  was  the  bench  they  sat  on,  —  tliere  'a 

the  board 
They  took  the  meal  at,  —  yonder  garden-ground 
Thev  leaned  across  the  gate  of,"  —  ever  a  word 
O'  the  Helen  and  the  Paris,  with  ^^  Ha  I  you  're 

he, 
The    .    .    .    much-commiserated    husband?" 

Step 
By  step,  across  the  pelting,  did  I  reach 
Arezzo,  underwent  the  archway's  grin. 
Traversed  the  length  of  sarcasm  in  the  street. 
Found  myself  in  my  horrible  house  once  more. 
And  after  a  colloquy  ...  no  word  assists  I 
With  the  mother  and  the  brothers,  stiffened  me 
Straight  out  from  head  to  foot  as  dead  mau 

does. 
And,  thus  prenared  for  life  as  he  for  hell. 
Marched  to  the  public  Square  and  met  the 

world. 
Apologize  for  the  pincers,  palliate  screws  ? 
Ply  me  with  such  toy-trifles,  I  entreat ! 
Trust  who  has  tried  both  sulphur  and  aopa-in- 

wine  I 

I  played  the  man  as  I  best  might,  bade  friends 
Put  non-essentials  by  and  face  the  fact. 
"  What  need  to  hang  myself  as  yon  advise  ? 
The  paramour  is  banished,  —  the  ocean's  width. 
Or  the  suburb's  length.  —  to  Ultima  Thule,  say. 
Or  Proxima  Civitas,  what 's  the  odds  of  name 
And  place  ?   He 's  banished,  and  the  fact 's  the 


Why  should  law  banish  innocence  an  inch  ? 
Here 's  guilt  then,  what  eke  do  I  care  to  know^  ? 
The  adulteress  lies  imprisoned,  — whether  in  a 

weU 
With  bricks  above  and  a  snake  for  oomnany. 
Or  tied  by  a  garter  to  a  bedpost,  —  mucn 
I  mind  what 's  little,  —  least 's  enough  and  to 

spare  I 
The  little  fillip  on  the  coward^s  cheek 
Serves  as  though  crab-tree  cudgel  broke  his 

pate. 
Law  has  pronounced  there  's  punishment,  less 

or  more : 
And  I  take  note  o'  the  fact  and  nse  it  thus  — 
For  the  first  flaw  in  the  original  bond, 
I  claim  release.    My  contract  was  to  wed 
The  dauehter  of  Pietro  and  Violant«.    Both 
Protest  they  never  had  a  child  at  all. 
Then  I  have  never  made  a  contract :  good  I 
Cancel  me  quick  the  tiling  pretended  one. 
I  shall  be  free.    What  matter  if  hurried  over 
The  harbor-boom  by  a  great  favoring  tide. 
Or  the  last  of  a  spent  ripple  that  lifts  and 

leaves  ? 
The  Abate  is  about  it.    Laugh  who  wins ! 
You  shall  not  laugh  me  out  en  faith  in  law  I 
I  listen,  through  all  your  noise,  to  Rome !  " 

Rome  spoke. 
In  three  months  letters  thence  admonishea  me, 
*^  Your  plan  for  the  divorce  is  all  mistake. 
It  would  hold,  now,  had  you,  taking  thought  to 

wed 
Rachel  of  the  blue  eye  and  golden  hair. 
Found    swarth-skinned    Leah    cumber    conoh 

next  day : 
But  Rachel,  blue-eyed  golden-haired  aright. 
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Proving:  to  be  ooIt  Labiui*B  child,  not  Lot*s, 

HemainB  yoan  all  th«  aaiue  forerennore. 

No  whit  to  the  purpose  is  jirour  pies :  yon  err 

1*  the  ])eraoa  and  the  quabty  —  uowiae 

In  the  individnaL,  —  that  *8  the  ease  in  point ! 

You  go  to  the  gronnd,  —  are  met  by  a  cruss-enit 

For  separation,  of  the  Rachel  here. 

From  bed  and  board,  —  she  is  the  injured  one, 

Yun  did  the  wrou^  and  have  to  answer  it. 

A»  for  the  eircnmstanoe  of  impriaoimient 

And  color  it  lends  to  this  yonr  new  attack. 

Never  fear,  that  point  is  considered  too  ! 

The  durance  is  already  at  an  end  ; 

The  convent-quiet  preyed  upon  her  health. 

She  is  transferred  now  to  her  parents*  house 

—  No-parents,  when  tliat  cheats  and  plunders 

you. 
But  parental^  agun  confessed  in  full. 
When  such  confession  pricks  and  places  yon 

more  — 
As  now  —  for,  this  their  house  is  not  the  house 
In  Via  Vittoria  wherein  neighbors*  wateh 
Might  incommode  the  freedom  of  your  wife, 
But  a  certain  villa  smothered  up  in  vines 
At  the  town^s  edge  by  the  gato  i*  the  Pauline 

way, 
Ont  of  eye-reach,  out  of  ear-shot,  little  and  lone. 
Whither  a  friend,  —  at  Civita,  we  hope, 
A  good  half-dozen-hoars*    ride    off,  —  might, 

some  eve. 
Betake  himself,  and  whence  ride  back,  some 

mom. 
Nobody  the  wiser  :  but  be  that  as  it  may, 
l)o  not  afflict  yonr  brains  with  trifles  now. 
You  have  stiU  three  soits  to  manage,  all  and 

each 
Ruinous  traly  should  the  event  play  false. 
It  is  indeed  the  likelier  so  to  do, 
That  brother  Paul,  your  single  prop  and  stay. 
After  a  vain  attempt  to  bring  the  Pope 
To  set  aside  procedures,  sit  himaelf 
And  summarily  use  prerogative. 
Afford  us  the  infallible  fiuger^s  tact 
To  disentwine  your  tangle  of  affairs, 
Paul,  —  finding  it  moreover  past  his  strength 
To  stem  the  irruption,  bear  Rome^s  ridicule 
Of  .  .  .  since  fneuds  mast  speak  ...  to  be 

round  with  7on  .  .  . 
Of  the  old  outwitted  husband,  wronged  and 

wroth. 
Pitted  against  a  brace  of  juveniles  — 
A  brisk  priest  who  is  versed  in  Ovid*8  art 
More  than  his  *  Summa,*  and  a  gamesome  wife 
Able  to  act  Corinna  without  book. 
Beside  the  waggish  parents  who  played  dupes 
To  dupe  the  duper  —  (and  trnlv  aivers  scenes 
Of  the  Arezzo  palace,  tickle  rib 
And  tease  eye  till  the  tears  come,  so  we  laugh  ; 
Nor  wants  the  shock  at  the  inn  its  comic  force. 
And  then  the  letters  and  poetry  —  nurum  sal!) 

—  Paul,  finally,  in  such  a  state  of  things, 
After  a  brief  temptation  to  ^o  jump 
And  join  the  fishes  in  the  Tiber,  drowns 
Sorrow  another  and  a  wiser  way  : 

House  and  goods,  he  has  sold  all  off,  is  gone,  ^ 
Leaves  Rome,  —  whetlier  fur  France  or  Spain, 

who  knows  ? 
Or  Britam  aknost  divided  from  our  orb. 


You  have  lost  him  anyhow.*' 

Now,  —  I  see  my  lords 
Shift  in  their  seat,  — would  I  could    do  tlie 

same : 
They   probably   please   expect   my   bile   was 

moved 
To  purpoee,  nor  mudi  bhime  me :  now,  they 

judge. 
The  nenr  titillation  nrged  mv  flesh 
Break  through  the  bonds.    By  your  pardon,  no, 

sweet  Sirs  I 
IgDt  such  missives  in  the  public  place  : 
When   I   sousrht    home,  —  with   soen    news, 

mounted  stair 
And  sat  at  last  in  the  sombre  gallery, 
TT  was  Autumn,  the  old  mother  in  bed  betimes^ 
Having  to  bear  that  cold,  the  finer  frame 
Of   her   daughter-in-law  had    found  intolera- 
ble- 
Tlie  brother,  walking  misery  awav 
O*  Uie  mountain-side  with  dog  and  gun  belike,) 
As  I  supped,  ate  the  coarse  bread,  drank  the 

wine 
Weak  once,  now  acrid  with  the  toad*s-head- 

squeeze, 
Mv  wife's  bestowment.  —  I  broke  silence  thus  : 
*'  Let  me,  a  man,  manfully  meet  the  fact. 
Confront  the  worst  o*  the  truth,  end,  and  have 

peace ! 
I  am  irremediably  beaten  here,  — 
The  gross  illiterate  vulgar  couple,  —  bah  ! 
Why,  they  have   measured   forces,  mastered 

mine, 
Made  me  their  siwil  and  prey  from  first  to  last. 
They  have  got  my  name,  —  't  is  imiled  now 

fast  to  theirs. 
The  child  or  changeling  is  anyway  my  wife  ; 
Point  by  point  as  they  plan  they  execute. 
They  g>in  all,  and  I  lose  hll  —  even  to  the  lure 
That  led  to  loss,  —  they  have  the  wealth  again 
They  hazarded  awhile  to  hook  roe  with. 
Have  caught  the  fish  and  find  the  bait  entire  : 
They  even  have  their  child  or  changeling  back 
To  trade  with,  turn  to  account  a  second  time. 
The  brother,  presumably  might  tell  a  tale 
Or  give  a  warning,  —  he,  too.  flies  the  field. 
And  with  him  vanish  help  and  hope  of  help. 
They  have  caught  me  in  the  cavern  where  I  fell, 
Covered  my  loudest  cry  for  human  aid 
With  this  enormous  paving-stone  of  shame. 
Well,  are  we  demigods  or  merely  clay  ? 
Is  success  still  attendant  on  desert  ? 
Is  this,  we  live  on,  heaven  and  the  final  state, 
Or  eartli  which  means  probation  to  the  end  ? 
Why  claim  escape  from  man's  pn^destined  lot 
Of  beinfi^  beaten  and  baffled  ?  —  God's  decree. 
In  whicn  I,  bowing  bniise<l  head,  acquiesce. 
Ono  of  us  Franceschini  fell  long  since 
P  the  Holy  Land,  betrayed,  tradition  nuis, 
To  Paynims  bv  the  feigning  of  a  girl 
He  mshed  to  free  from  ravisher,  and  found 
Lay  safe  enon^h  with  friends  in  ambuscade 
Who  flayed  him  while  she  clapped  her  handn 

and  laughed  : 
Let  roe  end,  falling  by  a  like  device. 
It  will  not  b3  so  hard.     I  am  the  last 
O'  my  line  which  will  not  suffer  any  more. 
I  have  attained  to  my  foil  fifty  years. 
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(About  the  averaee  of  us  all,  't  is  said, 
Thousrh  it  seems  longer  to  the  unlucky  man) 
—  Lived  through  my  share  of  life ;  let  all  end 

here, 
Me  and  the  house  and  grief  and  shame  at  onoe. 
Friends    my    informants,  —  I   can    bear   your 

blow ! " 
And  I  believe  ^t  was  in  no  unmeet  match 
For  the  stoic's  mood,  with  something  tike  a 

smile. 
That,  when  morose  December  roused  me  next, 
I  took  into  my  hand,  broke  seal  to  read 
The  new  epistle  from  Rome.     **  All  to  no  use  ! 
Whatever  the  turn  next  injury  take,'^  smiled  I, 
**  Here  ^s  one  has  choeen  his  part  and  knows 

his  cue. 
I  am  done  with,  dead  now  ;  strike  away,  good 

friends  I 
Are  the  three  suits  decided  in  a  trice  ? 
Against  me,  —  there  ^s  no  question  !    How  does 

it  go? 
Is  the  parentage  of  m^  wife  demonstrated 
Infamous  to  her  wish  /    Parades  she  now 
Loosed  of  the  cincture  that  so  irked  the  loin  ? 
Is  the  last  penny  extracted  from  my  purse 
To  mulct  me  for  demanding  the  first  nound 
Was  promised  in  return  for  value  paia  ? 
Has  tne  priest,  with  nobody  to  court  beside, 
Courted  the  Muse  in  exile,  bitched  my  hap 
Into  a  rattling  ballad-rhyme  which,  iMtwled 
At  tavern-doors,  wakes  rapture  everywhere. 
And  helps  cheap  wine  down  throat  this  Christ- 
mas time. 
Beating  the  bagpipes  ?    Any  or  all  of  these  I 
As  well,  good  friends,  you  cursed  my  palace 

here 
To  its  old  cold  stone  face,  —  stuck  your  cap  for 

crest 
Over  the  shield  that  *s  extant  in  the  Square,  — 
Or  spat  on  the  statue^s  cheek,  the  impatient 

world 
Sees  cumber  tomb-top  in  our  family  churoh : 
Let  him  creep  under  covert  as  I  shall  do, 
Half  below-ground  already  indeed.    6ood-by  ! 
My  brothers  are  priests,  and  childless  so  ;  that  *s 

well  — 
And,  thank  God  most  for  this,  no  child  leave 

None  after  me  to  bear  till  his  heart  break 
The  being  a  Franceschini  and  my  son  I '' 

**Nay,'*  said  the  letter,  **  but  you  have  just 

that ! 
A  babe,  your  veritable  son  and  heir  — 
Lawful,  —  't  is  only  eight  months  since  your 

wife 
Left  yon,  —  so,  son  and  heir,  your  babe  was 

born 
Last  Wednesday  in  the  villa,  —  you  see  the 

cause 
For  <;^uitting  Convent  without  beat  of  drum, 
Stealmg  a  hurried  march  to  this  retreat 
That  *8  not  HO  savage  as  the  Sisterhood 
To  slips  and  stumbles  :  Pietro^s  heart  is  soft, 
Violrtnt«  leans  to  pity's  side,  —  the  pair 
Ushered  you  into  life  a  bouncing  boy  : 
And  he 's  already  hidden  away  and  safe 
From  any  claim  on  him  you  mean  to  make  — 


They  need  him  for  themselves,  —  don't  fear, 

they  know 
The  use  o*  the  bantling,  —  the  nerve  thus  laid 

bare 
To  nip  at,  new  and  nice,  with  finger-nail !  " 

Then  I  rose  up  like  fire,^  and  fire-like  roared. 
What,  all  is  only  beginning  not  ending  now  ? 
The  worm  which  wormed  its  way  from  skin 

through  flesh 
To  the  bone  and  there  lay  biting,  did  its  best,  — 
What,  it  goes  on  to  scrape  at  the  boners  self. 
Will  wind  to  inmost  marrow  and  madden  me  ? 
There  's  to  be  yet  my  representative. 
Another  of  the  name  shall  keep  displayed 
The  flflg  with  the  ordure  on  it,  brandiw  still 
The  broken  sword  has  served  to  stir  a  jakes  ? 
Who  will  he  be,  how  will  you  call  the  man  ? 
A  Franceschini,  —  when  who  out  my  purse, 
Filched  my  name,  hemmed  me  round,  hustled 

me  hard 
As  rogues  at  a  fair  some  fool  they  strip  i'  the 

midst. 
When  these  count  gains,  vaunt  pillage  pres- 
ently :  — 
But  a  Caponsacchi,  oh,  be  very  sure  I 
When  what  demands  its  tribute  of  applause 
Is  the  cunning  and  impudence  o*  the  pair  of 

cheats. 
The  lies  and  lust  o'  the  mother,  and  the  brave 
Bold  carriage  of  the  priest,  worthily  crowned 
By  a  witness  to  his  feat  i'  the  following  age,  — 
And  how  this  threefold  cord  oonld  hook  and 

fetch 
And  land  leviathan  that  king  of  pride  1 
Or  sa^Kf  by  some  mad  miracle  of  chance, 
Ifl  he  indeed  my  flesh  and  blood,  this  babe  ? 
Was  it  because  fate  forged  a  link  at  last 
Betwixt  my  wife  and  me,  and  both  alike  ^ 
Foimd  we  had  henceforth  some  one  thing  to 

love. 
Was  it  when  she  could  damn  my  soul  indeed 
She  unlatched  door,  let  all  the  devils  o^  tlie 

dark 
Dance  in  on  me  to  cover  her  escape  ? 
Why   then,  the    surplusage  of  disgrace,    the 

spilth 
Over  and  above  the  measure  of  infamy. 
Failing  to  take  effect  on  my  coarse  flesh 
Seasoned    with    scorn    now,     saturate     with 

shame,  — 
Is  saved  to  instil  on  and  corrode  the  brow. 
The  baby-softness  of  my  first-bom  child  — 
The  child  I  had  died  to  see  though  in  a  dream. 
The  child  I  was  bid  strike  out  for,  beat  the 

wave 
And  baffle  the  tide  of  troubles  where  I  swam. 
So  I  might  touch  shore,  lay  down  life  at  last 
At  the  feet  so  dim  and  distant  and  divine 
Of  the  apparition,  as  't  were  Mary's  babe 
Had  held,  through  night  and  storm,  the  torch 

aloft.  — 
Bom  now  in  very  deed  to  bear  this  brand 
On  forehead  and  curse  me  who  could  not  save  I 
Rather  be  the  town-talk  true.  Square's  jest, 

street's  jt»er 
True,  my  own  inmost  heart's  confession  tme. 
And  he  the  priest's  bastard  and  none  of  nune  I 
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Ay,  there  was  caiue  for  flight,  ewift  fiigiht  and 

sore  I 
The  husband  gets  unruly,  breaks  all  bounds 
When  he  encounters  some  familiar  face, 
Fashion  of  feature,  brow  and  eyes  and  lips 
Where  he  least  looked  to  find  them,  —  time  to 

flyl 
This  bastard  then,  a  nest  for  hiin  is  made, 
As  the  manner  is  of  vermin,  in  my  flesh  — 
Shall  I  let  Uie  filthy  pest  buzz,  flap  and  sting, 
Busy  at  my  vitals  and,  nor  hand  nor  foot 
Lift,  but  let  be,  lie  still  and  rot  resigned  ? 
No,  I  appeal  to  God,  —  what  says  himself, 
How  lessons  Nature  when  I  look  to  learn  ? 
Whv,  that  I  am  alive,  am  still  a  man 
Witn  brain  and  heart  and  tongue  and  right- 
hand  too  — 
Nay,  even  with  friends,  in  such  a  cause  as  this. 
To  right  me  if  I  fail  to  take  my  right. 
No  more  of  law  ;  a  voice  beyond  the  law 
£nteiB  my  heart,  Quis  est  pro  Domino  f 

Myself,  in  my  own  Vittiano,  told  the  tale 
To  my  own  serving^people  summoned  there  : 
Told  the  first  half  or  it,  scarce  heard  to  end 
By  judges  who  got  done  with  judgment  quick 
And  clamored  to  go  execute  her  'hest  — 
Who  cried,  *"*  Not  one  of  us  that  dig  your  soil 
And  dress  your  vineyard,  prune  your  olive- 
trees, 
But  would  have  brained  the  man  debauched 

our  wife. 
And  staked  the  wife  whose  lust  allured  the  man. 
And  paunohed  the  Duke,  had  it  been  possible. 
Who  ruled  the  land,  yet  barred  us  such  re- 
venge I  " 
I  fixed  on  the  first  whose  eyes  caught  mine, 
_         some  four 

i:tesolttte  youngsters  vrith  the  heart  still  fresh, 
Filled  my  purse  with  the  residue  o'  the  coin 
Unoaught-up  by  my  wife  whom  haste  made 

blind. 
Donned  the  first  rough  and  rural  garb  I  found. 
Took  whatsoever  weapon  came  to  hand. 
And  out  we  flung  and  on  we  ran  or  reeled 
Romeward.    I  have  no  memory  of  our  way, 
Only  that,  when  at  intervals  the  cloud 
Of  horror  about  me  opened  to  let  in  life, 
I  listened  to  some  song  in  the  ear,  some  snatch 
Of  a  legend,  relic  of  religion,  stray 
Fragment  of  record  very  strong  and  old 
<H  tne  first  conscience,  the  anterior  right. 
The  God's-grift  to  mankind,  impulse  to  ouench 
The  antagonistic  spark  of  heU  and  tread 
Satan  and  all  his  malice  into  dmt. 
Declare  to  the  world  the  one  law,  right  is  right. 
Then  the  doud  re-encompassed  me,  and  so 
I  found  myself,  as  on  the  wings  of  winds. 
Arrived :  I  was  at  Rome  on  Gnristmas  Eve. 

Festive   bells  —  everywhere  the  Feast  o*  the 

Babe, 
Joy  upon  earth,  peace  and  good  will  to  man  ! 
I  am  tiaptized.     1  started  and  let  drop 
The    dagger.      *^  Where    is   it,    his   promised 

peace?" 
Nine  days  o*  the  Birth-Feast  did  I  pause  and 

pray 


To  enter  into  no  temptation  more. 

I  bore  the  hateful  hoiuM,  mv  brother^s  once. 

Deserted,  —  let  the  ghost  of  social  joy 

Mock  and  make  mouths  at  me  from  empty 

room 
And  idle  door  that  missed  the  master^s  step,  — 
Bore  the  f  ruik  wonder  of  incredulous  eyes. 
As  my  own  people  watched  without  a  word, 
Waited,  from  where  they  huddled  round  the 

hearth 
Black  like  all  else,  that  nod  so  slow  to  come. 
1  stopped  mv  ears  even  to  the  inner  call 
Of  the  dread  duty,  only  heard  the  song 
*'  Peace  upon  earth,"  aaw  nothing  but  the  faoe 
O*  the  Holy  Infant  and  the  halo  there 
Able  to  cover  yet  another  faoe 
Beliind  it,  Satan^s  which  I  else  should  see. 
But,  day  bv  day,  joy  waned  and  withered  off: 
The  Babe  s  face,  premature  with  peak  and 

pine. 
Sank  into  wrinkled  ruinous  old  age, 
Suffering    and   death,    then   mist-like   disap- 
peared. 
And  showed  only  the  Cross  at  end  of  all, 
Left  nothing  more  to  interpose  *twixt  me 
And  the  dread  duty.  —  for  the  angels'  song, 
^*  Peace  upon  earth,"  louder  and  louder  peaJed. 
**  0  Lord,  how  long,  how  long  be  unavenged  ?  " 
On  the  ninth  day.  this  grew  too  much  for  man. 
I  started  up —    Some  end  must  be!"     At 

once. 
Silence:  then,  scratching  like  a  death-watch- 

tick. 
Slowly  within  my  brain  was  syllabled, 
**  One  more  concession,  one  decisive  way 
And  but  one,  to  determine  thee  the  truth,  — 
This  way,  in  fine,  I  whisper  in  thy  ear : 
Now  doubt,  anon  decide,  thereupon  act ! " 

**"  That  is  a  way,  thou  whisperest  in  ray  ear  I 
I  doubt,  I  will  decide,  then  act,"  said  I  — 
Then  beckoned   my  companions:    *^Time   is 
come  I " 

And  so,  all  yet  uncertain  save  the  will 
To  do  right,  and  the  daring  aught  save  leaye 
Right  undone,  I  did  find  myself  at  last 
I'  the  dark  before  die  villa  with  mv  friends, 
And  made  the  ezpeiiment,  the  final  test. 
Ultimate  chance  that  ever  was  to  be 
For  the  wretchedness  inside.    I  knocked — pro- 
nounced 
The  name,  the  predetermined  touch  for  truth, 
*'  What  welcome  for   the   wanderer?     Open 

straight  —  "  ^  ^ 
To  the  friend,  physician,  friar  upon  his  rounds, 
Traveller  belated,  beggar  lame  and  blind  ? 
No,  but  —  "'to  Caponsaochi ! "    And  the  door 
Opened. 

And  then,  —  why,  even  then,  I  think, 
I'    the  minute    that  confirmed   my  worst  of 

fears, 
Surely,  —  I  prajr  God  that  I  think  aright  1  — 
Had  but  Pompilia^s  self,  the  tender  thing 
Who  once  was  good  and  pure,  was  once  my 

lamb 
And  lay  in  my  bosom,  had  the  well-known 
shape 
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Fronted  lue  iu  the  doorway,  — stood  there  faint 
With  the  recent  pang,  iierhape,  of  giving  birth 
To  what  might,  though  by  miracle,  seem  m}' 

child, — 
Nay  more,  I  will  sa^,  had  even  tlie  aged  fool 
Pietro,  the  dotard,  in  whom  folly  and  age 
Wrought,  more  tJian  enmity  or  malevolence. 
To  practise  and  conspire  against  my  peace,  — 
Haa  either  of  these  but  opened,  I  nad  paused. 
But  it  was  she  the  hag,  she  that  bronglit  hell 
For  a  dowry  with  her  to  her  husband  s  house, 
iShe    the    mock-motlier,    she    that    made   tlie 

match 
And    married    me    to    perdition,    spring    and 

soni'ce 
O^  the  Hi'e  inside  me  that  boiled  ui)  from  heart 
To  brain  and  hailed  the  Fury  gave  it  birth,  — 
Violante  Comparini,  she  it  was, 
With  the  old  grin  amid  the  wrinkles  yet. 
Opened :  as  if  in  turning  from  the  Cross, 
\\  ith  trust  to  keep  the  sight  and  save  my  soul, 
I  had  stumbled,  fii-st  thing,  on  the  serpen t^s 

head 
Coiled  with  a  leer  at  foot  of  it. 

There  was  the  end ! 
Tlien  was  I  rapt  away  by  the  impulse,  one 
Immeasurable  everlasting  wave  of  a  need 
To  abolish  that  detested  life.     ^T  was  done  : 
You  know   the  rest  and  how  the  folds  o^  the 

thing. 
Twisting  for  help,  involved  the  other  two 
More  or  less  serpent-like  :  how  I  was  mad, 
Blind,  stamped  on  all,  the  earth-worms  with 

the  asp, 
And  ended  so. 

Yon  came  on  me  tliat  night, 
Your  officers  of  justice,  —  caught  the  crime 
In  the  first  natural  frenzy  of  remorse  ? 
Twentv  miles  oif,  sound  sleeping  as  a  child 
On  a  cloak  i'  the  straw  which  promised  shelter 

first. 
With  the  bloody  aruLs  beside  me,  —  was  it  not 

so? 
Wherefore  not  ?     Wliy,  how  else  should  I  be 

found  ? 
I  was  my  own  self,  had  my  sense  again, 
My  soul  safe  from  the  serpents.     I  could  sleep  : 
Indeed  and,  dear  my  lords,  I  shall  sleep  now, 
Spite  of  my  shoulder,  in  five  minutes^  space. 
When  you  dismiss  me,  having  truth  enough ! 
It  is  but  a  few  days  are  passed,  I  find. 
Since  this  adventure.     Do  you  tell  me,  four  ?^ 
Then  the  dead  are  scarce  (juiet  where  they  lie, 
Old  Pietro,  old  Violante,  side  by  side 
At  the  church  Lorenzo,  —  oh,   they  know  it 

well! 
So  do  I.    But  my  wife  is  still  alive, 
Has  breath  enough  to  tell  her  story  yet. 
Her  way,  which  is  not  mine,  no  doubt  at  all. 
And  Caponsacchi,  you  have  sunmioned  him,  — 
W^as  he  so  far  to  send  for  ?    Not  at  hand  ? 
I  thought  some  few  o^  the  stabs  were  in  his 

heart. 
Or  had  not  been  so  lavish :  less  had  served. 
Well,  he  too  tells  his  story, —  florid  prose 
As  smooth  as  mine  is  rough.      You  see,  my 

lords. 
There  will  oe  a  lying  intoxicating  smoke 


Bom  of  the  blood,  —  confusion  probably,  — 
For  lies  breed  lies  — but  all  that  rests  with 

:^'on! 
The  trial  is  no  concern  of  mine  ;  with  me 
The  main  of  the  care  is  over :  I  at  least 
Recognize  who  took  that  huge  burden  off. 
Let  me  begin  to  live  again.     I  did 
God's  bidding   and   luan^s  duty,  so,  breathe 

free; 
Look  you  to  the  rest  I     I  heard  Himself  pre- 
scribe. 
That  great  Physician,  and  dared  lance  the  core 
Of  the  bad  ulcer ;  and  the  rage  al>ates, 
I  am  myself  and  whole  now  :  I  uroyed  cured 
Bv  the  eves  that  see,  the  ears  tiiat  hear  again. 
The  limbs  that  have  releamed  their  youthful 

play, 
The  healthy  taste  of  food  and  feel  of  clothes 
And  taking  to  our  common  life  once  more. 
All  that  now  urges  my  defence  from  death. 
The  willingness  to  live,  what  means  it  else  ? 
Before,  —  but  let  the  very  action  speak  ! 
Judge  for  yourselves,  what  life  seemed  worth 

to  me 
Who,  not  by  proxy  but  in  person,  pitched 
Head-foremost  into  danger  as  a  fool 
That  never  cares  if  he  can  swim  or  no  — 
So  he  but  find  the  bottom,  braves  the  brook. 
No  man  omits  precaution,  quit«  n<^lect8 
Secrecy,  safety,  schemes  not  how  retreat. 
Having  schemed  he  might  advance.    Did  I  su 

scheme  ? 
Why,  with  a  warrant  which  H  is  ask  and  have. 
With  horse  thereby  made  mine  without  a  word, 
I  had  f^ined  tlie  frontier  and  slept  safe  that 

night. 
Then,  my  companions,  —  call  them  what  you 

please, 
Slaye  or  stipendiary,  —  what  need  of  one 
To  me  whose  right-hand  did  its  owner ^s  work  ? 
Hire  an  assassin  yet  expose  yourself  ? 
As  well  buy  glove  and  then  tlirust  naked  hand 
I*  the  thoni-bush.    No,  the  wise  man  stays  at 

home. 
Sends  only  agents  out,  with  nay  to  earn : 
At  home,  when  they  come  back,  —  he  straight 

discards 
Or  else  disowns.    Why  use  such  tools  at  all 
When  a  man's  foes  are  of  his  house,  like  mine, 
Sit  at  his  board,  sleep  in  his  bed  ?    Why  noise, 
When  there 's  the  acquetta  and  the  silent  way  ? 
Clearly  my  life  was  valueless. 

But  now 
Health  is  returned,  and  sanity  of  soul 
Nowise  indifferent  to  the  body's  harm. 
I  find  the  instinct  bids  me  save  m^  life ; 
My  wits,  too,  rally  round  me ;  I  pick  up 
And  use  the  arms  that  strewed  the  ground  be- 
fore. 
Unnoticed  or  spumed  aside :  i  take  my  st-and, 
Make  mv  defence.    God  shall  not  lose  a  life 
May  do  nim  further  service,  while  I  speak 
And  you  hear,  you  my  judges  and  last  hope  I 
You  are  the  law  :  't  is  to  the  law  I  look. 
I  began  life  b^  hanging  to  the  law. 
To  the  law  it  is  I  hang  till  life  shall  end. 
My  brother  made  appeal  to  the  Pojm),  't  is  true, 
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To  Btay  Drooeedingi,  judge  mv  oanae  himaelf 
Nor  tronble  law,  —  some  f oiuuieaB  of  oonoeit 
That  rectitade,  safiiiioity  sufficed 
The  investigator  in  a  ease  like  mine. 
Dispensed  with  the  machine  of  law.    The  Pope 
Knew  better,  set  aside  my  brother's  plea 
And  pat  me  back  to  law,  ~  referred  the  oaose 
yidjudices  meot^  — doubtlessly  did  well. 
Here,  then,  I  clateh  my  judges,  —  I  claim  law  — 
Cry.  by  the  higher  law  whereof  your  law 
O'  tote  land  is  humbly  representative,  — 
CrVi  on  what  point  is  it,  where  eitlier  accuse, 
I  fail  to  famish  you  defence  ?    I  stand 
Acquitted,  aetuiUly  or  virtually, 
Bv  everv  intermediate  kind  of  court 
That  takes  account  of  r^ht  or  wrong  in  man, 
Each  unit  in  the  series  that  begins 
With  Qod's  throne,  ends  with  tne  tribunal  here. 
God  breathes,  not  speaks,  his  verdicts,  felt  not 

heard, 
Passed  on  snooessively  to  each  court  I  call 
Man's  oonseience,  custom,  manners,  all  that 

make 
More  and  more  effort  to  promulgate,  mark 
God's  verdict  in  determinable  words. 
Till  last  come  human  jurists — solidify 
Fluid  result.  —  what 's  fizable  lies  forged. 
Statute,  —  tne  residue  escapes  in  fume. 
Yet  haass  aloft,  a  dond,  as  palpable 
To  the  finer  sense  as  word  the  legist  welds. 
Justinian's  Pandects  only  make  precise 
What  8imi»ly  sparkled  in  men's  eyes  before. 
Twitched  in  tneir  brow  or  quivered  on  their 

lip. 
Waited  the  speech  they  called  but  would  not 

come. 
These  courts  then,  whose  decree  your  own  con- 
firms.— 
Take  my  wnole  life,  not  this  last  act  alone, 
Look  on  it  by  the  light  reflected  thence  I 
What  has  Society  to  charge  me  with  ? 
Come,  unreservedly,  — favor  none  nor  fear,  — 
I  am  Guide  Franeeschini,  am  I  not  ? 
Yon  know  the  courses  I  was  free  to  take  ? 
I  took  just  that  which  let  me  serve  the  Church, 
I  gave  it  all  my  labor  in  bodv  and  soul 
Tul  these  broke  down  i'  tne  service.    **  Spe- 
cify?" 
Well,  my  last  patron  was  a  Cardinal. 
I  left  him  unoonvioted  of  a  fault  — 
Was  even  helped,  by  way  of  ^patitude, 
Into  the  new  life  that  I  left  him  for, 
This  very  misery  of  the  marriage,  —  he 
Blade  it,  kind  soul,  so  far  as  in  him  lay  — 
Signed  the  deed  where  you  yet  may  see  his 

name. 
He  is  gone  to  his  reward,  —  dead,  being  my 

mend 
Who  could  have  helped  here  also,  —  that,  of 

course! 
So  far,  there 's  my  aoc^uittal,  I  suppose. 
Then  comes  the  marriage  itself — no  question, 

lords, 
Of  the  entire  validi^r  of  that !  ^ 
In  the  extremity  of  distress,  't  is  true, 
For  after-reasons,  furnished  abundantly, 
I  wished  the  thing  invalid,  went  to  vou 
Only  some  months  since,  set  you  duly  f  orih 


My  wrong  and  prayed  your  remedy,  that  a  cheat 
Should  not  have  force  to  cheat  ray  whole  life 

long. 
^^  Annul  a  marriage  ?     'T  is  impossible  ! 
Though  ring  about  your  neck  be  brass  not  gold. 
Needs  must   it   clasp,  gtuigreiie   you  all   the 

same !  " 
Well,  let  me  have  the  benefit,  just  so  far, 
O'  the  fact  announced,  —  my  wife  then  is  my 

wife, 
I  have  allowance  for  a  husband's  right. 
I  am  charged  witli  passing  right's  due  bound, 

— such  acts 
As  I  thought  joat,  my  wife  called  cruelty. 
Complained  of  in  due  form, —  convoked  no  court 
Of  common  gossipry,  but  took  her  wrongs  — 
And  not  once,  but  so  long  as  patience  served  — 
To  the  town's  top,  jurisdiction's  pride  of  place. 
To  the  Archbishop  and  the  Governor. 
These  heard  her  change  with  my  reply,  and  found 
That  futile,  this  sufficient :  they  dismissed 
The  hysteric  c|uerulous  rebel,  and  confirmed 
Authority  in  its  wholesome  exercise. 
They,  with  directest  access  to  the  facts. 
**  —  Ajr,  for  it  was  their  friendship  favored  you, 
Hereditary  allianne  against  a  breach 
I'  the  social  order :  prejudice  for  the  name 
Of  Franeeschini  I  "  — So  I  hear  it  said : 
But  not  here.    You,  lords,  never  will  vou  say 
*''  Such  is  the  nullity  of  grace  and  trutn. 
Such  the  corruption  of  the  faith,  such  lapse 
Of  law,  such  warrant  have  the  Molinists 
For  daring  repreheni  us  as  they  do,  — 
That  we  pronounce  it  just  a  common  case. 
Two  digmtaries,  each  m  his  degree 
First,  foremost,  this  the  spiritual  head,  and  that 
The  secular  ann  o'  the  body  politic. 
Should,  for  mere  wrongs'  love  and  injustice' 

sake,  ^ 
Side  with,  aid  and  abet  in  cruelty 
This  broken  beggarly  noble,  —  bribed  perhaps 
By  his  watered    wine  and   mouldy  crust   of 

bread  — 
Rather  than  that  sweet  tremulous  flower-like 

wife 
Who  kissed  their  hands  aud  curled  about  their 

feet 
Looking  the  irresistible  loveliness 
In  tears  that  takes  man  captive,  turns  "... 

enough  I 
Do  you  blast  your  predecessors  ?    What  for- 
bids 
Posterity  to  trebly  blast  yourselves 
Who  set  the  example  and  instruct  tJieir  tongrue  ? 
You  dreaded  the  crowd,  succumbed  to  the  pop- 
ular cry. 
Or  else,  would  nowise  seem  defer  thereto 
And  jield  to  public  clamor  though  i'  the  right ! 
You  ridded  your  eye  of  my  unseemliness, 
The  noble  wnose  misfortune  wearied  you,  — 
Or,  what 's  more  probable,  made  common  cause 
With  the  cleric  section,  punished  in  myself 
Maladroit  uncomplaisant  laitj^. 
Defective  in  behavior  to  a  pnest 
Who  claimed  the  customary  partnership 
1'  the  house  and  the  wife.    Lords,  any  lie  will 

serve  1 
Look  to  it,  —  or  allow  me  freed  so  far  I 
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Then  I  proceed  a  step,  come  with  dean  hands 
Thus  far,  re-tell  the  tale  told  eis:ht  months  since. 
The  wife,  you  allow  so  far,  I  have  not  wronged, 
Has  fled  my  roof,  plundered  me  and  decamped 
In  company  with  the  priest  her  paramour: 
And  I  gave  chase,  came  up  with,  caught  the  two 
At  the  wayside  inn  where  hoth  had  spent  the 

night. 
Found  them  in  flagrant  fault,  and  found  as  well, 
£v  documents  with  name  and  plan  and  date, 
The  fault  was  furtive  then  that  ^s  flagrant  now, 
Their  intercourse  a  long  estahlished  crime. 
I  did  not  take  the  license  law's  self  gives 
To  slay  both  criminak  o'  the  spot  at  tlie  time, 
But  held  my  hand,  —  pref  errea  play  prodigy 
Of  patience  which  the^  world  calls  cowardice, 
Rather  than  seem  anticipate  the  law 
And  oast  discredit  on  its  organs,  ■;--  yon. 
So,  to  your  bar  I  brought  both  criminals, 
And  made  my  statement :  heard  their  counter- 
charge. 
Nay,  —  their  corroboration  of  my  tale. 
Nowise  disputing  its  all^;emeut8,  not 
I'  the  main,  not  more  than  nature's  decency 
Compels  men  to  keep  silence  in  this  kind,  — 
Only  contending  that  the  deeds  avowed 
Would  take  another  color  and  bear  excuse. 
You  were  to  judge  between  us :  so  you  did. 
You  disregard  the  excuse,  you  oreathe  away 
The  color  of  innocence  and  leave  guilt  black  ; 
**  Guilty  "  is  the  decision  of  the  court. 
And  that  I  stand  in  consequence  untouched, 
One  white  integrity  fiom  head  to  heel. 
Not  guilty^  ?    Why  then  did  you  punish  them  ? 
True,  punishment  has  been  inadequate  — 
*T  is  not  I  only,  not  my  friends  that  joke, 
My  foee  that  jeer,  who  echo  *'  inadequate  "  — 
For,  by  a  chance  that  comes  to  help  for  once. 
The  same  case  simultaneouslv  was  judged 
At  Arezzo,  in  the  province  oi  the  Court 
Where  the  crime  had  its  beginning  but  not  end. 
They  then,  deciding  on  but  naif  o*  the  crime, 
The  effraction,  robbery,  —  features  of  the  fault 
I  never  cared  to  dwell  upon  at  Rome,  — 
What  was  it  they  adjudged  as  penalty 
To  Pompilia,  —  the^  one  criminal  o'  the  i^ahr 
Amenable  to  their  judgment,  not  the  pneet 
Who  is  Rome's  ?    Why,  just  imprisonment  for 

life 
I'  the  Stinche.    There  was  Tuscany's  award 
To  a  wife    that    roba  her   husband:   yon  at 

Rome  — 
Havixig  to  deal  with  adnlterv  in  a  wife 
And,  in  a  priest,  breach  of  tne  priestly  vow  — 
Give  gentle  seouestration  for  a  month 
In  a  manageable  Convent,  then  release, 
You  call  imprisonment,  in  the  very  house 
O'  the  very  couple,  which  the  aim  and  end 
Of  the  culprits  crime  was — just  to  reach  and 

rest 
And  there  take  solace  and  defy  me  :  well,  — 
This  difference  'twixt  their  penalty  and  yours 
Ls  immaterial :  make  your  penalty  less  — 
Merely  that  she  shonla  henceforth  wear  black 

gloves 
And  white  fan,  she  who  wore  the  opposite  — 
Why,  all  the  same  the  fact  o'  the  thing  sub- 
sists. 


Reconcile  to  your  conscience  as  you  may. 

Be  it  on  your  own  heads,  you  prononnoed  bnt 

half 
O'  the  penalty  for  heinonsness  like  hers 
And  his,  that  pays  a  fault  at  Carnival 
Of  coraflt-peltmg  past  discretion's  law, 
Or  accident  to  handkerchief  in  Lent 
Which  falls  perversely  as  a  lady  kneels 
Abruptly,  and  but  half  conceals  her  neck  I 
I  acquiesce  for  my  part :  punished,  thongh 
By  a  pin-point  soratoh,  means  guilty:  guilty 

means 
—  What  have  I  been  but  innocent  hitherto  ? 
Anyhow,  here    the   offence,  being   ponidied, 

ends. 

Ends  ?  —  for  you  deemed  so,  did  3rou  not,  sweet 

lords? 
That  was  throughout  the  veritable  aim 
O'  the  sent-ence  light  or  heavy,  —  to  redress 
Recognized  wrong  ?    You  righted  me,  I  think  ? 
Well  then,  —  what  if  I,  at  this  last  of  all. 
Demonstrate  vou,  as  my  whole  pleading  proves. 
No  particle  of  wrong  received  thereby 
One  atom  of  right  ?  —  that  ouxe  grew  worse  dis- 
ease? 
That  in  the  process  you  call  **  justioe  done  " 
AH  along  you  have  nipped  away  just  inch 
By  inch  the  creeping  climbing  length  of  plagae 
Breaking  my  tree  oi  life  from  root  to  branch. 
And  left  me,  after  all  and  every  act 
Of  your  interference,  —  lightened  of  what  load  ? 
At  liberty  wherein  ?    Mere  words  and  wind ! 
^'  Now  I  was  saved,  now  I  should  feel  no  more 
The  hot  breath,  find  a  respite  from  fixed  eye 
And  vibrant  tongue  1 "    Why,  scarce  yonr  back 

was  turned. 
There  was  the  reptile,  that  feigned  death  at 

first. 
Renewing  its  detested  spire  and  spire 
Around  me,  rising  to  such  heights  of  hate 
That,  so  far  from  mere  purpose  now  to  onish 
And  coil  itself  on  the  remains  of  me. 
Body  and  mind,  and  there  flesh  fang  content. 
Its  aim  is  now  to  evoke  life  from  death, 
Make  me  anew,  satisfy  in  my  son 
The  hunger  I  may  feed  but  never  sate, 
Tormented  on  to  perpetuity  — 
My  son,  whom  dead,  I  shall  know,  understand, 
Feel,  hear,  see,  never  more  escape  the  sight 
In  heaven  that's  turned  to  hell,  or  hell  re- 
turned 
(So  rather  say)  to  this  same  earth  again,  — 
Moulded  into  the  image  and  made  one. 
Fashioned  of  soul  as  featured  like  in  face, 
First  taught  to  laugh  and  lisp  and  stand  and 

go 
By  that  thief,  poisoner  and  adulteress 

I  call  Pompilia,  he  calls  .  .  .  sacred  name, 

Be  unpronounced,  be  unpolluted  here ! 

And  last  led  up  to  the  glory  and  prize  of  hate 

By  his  .  .  .  foster-father,  Caponsacchi's  self. 

The  perjured  priest,  pink  of  conspirators. 

Tricksters  ana  knaves,  yet  polished,  superfine. 

Manhood  to  model  adolescence  by  I 

Lords,  look  on  me,  declare,  —  when,  what  I 

show. 

Is  nothing  more  nor  less  than  what  you  deemed 
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And  dolad  me  out  for  justioe,  —  whmt  did  yon 

say  ? 
For  reparation,  restitution  and  more,  — 
WUl  yon  not  thank,  praise,  bid  me  to  your 

breasts 
For  having  done  the  thinv  yon  thonrht  to  do, 
And  thoroughly  tramnlea  out  sin*s  life  at  last  P 
I  haye  heightened  phrase  to  make  your  soft 

speeoh  serve, 
Doubled  the  blow  you  but  essayed  to  strike, 
Carried  into  effect  vour  mandate  here 
That  else  had  fallen  to  ground :  mere  duty 

done, 
Oversieh't  of  the  master  just  supplied 
By  zeal  i'  the  servant.    I,  being  used  to  serve. 
Have  simply  .  .  .  what  is  it  they  charge  me 

with? 
Blackened  again,  made  legible  once  more 
Your  own  decree,  not  permanently  writ. 
Rightly  conceived  but  all  too  faintly  traced. 
It  readU  efficient,  now.  oomminatory, 
A  tenor  to  the  wicked,  answers  so 
The  mood  o*  the  magistrate,  the  mind  of  law. 
Absolve,  then,  me,  law's  mere  executant  I 
Protect  your  own  defender,  —  save  me.  Sin  I 
Give  me  my  life,  give  me  my  liberty. 
My  good  name  and  my  civic  rights  again  I 
It  would  be  too  fond,  too  complacent  play 
Into  the  hands  o*  the  devil,  should  we  lose 
The  game  here,  I  for  God :  a  soldier^bee 
That  yields  his  life,  exenterate  with  the  stroke 
O^  the  sting  that  saves  the  hive.    I  need  that 

life. 
Oh,  never  fear !     I  '11  find  life  plenty  use 
Though  it  should  last  five  years  more,  aches 

and  all  I 
For,  first  thing,  there  *s  the  mother^s  age  to 

help  — 
Let  her  come  break  her  heart  upon  my  breast, 
Not  on  the  blank  stone  of  my  nameless  tomb  I 
The  fugitive  brother  has  to  be  bidden  back 
To  the  old  routine,  repugnant  to  the  tread. 
Of  daily  suit  and  service  to  the  Church,  — 
Througli  gibe  and  jest,  those  btones  that  Shi- 

mei  flung  I 
At,  and  the  spirit-broken  youth  at  home. 
The  awe-struck  altar-ministrant,  shall  make 
Amends  for  faith  now  palsied  at  the  source. 
Shall  see  truth  vet  triumphant,  justice  yet 
A  victor  in  the  battle  of  this  world  ! 
Give  me  —  for  last,  best  gift  —  my  son  again, 
Whom  law  makes  mine,  —  I  take  him  at  your 

word. 
Mine  be  he,  by  miraculous  mercy,  lords  I 
Let  me  lift  up  his  youth  and  innocence 
To  purify  my  palace,  room  by  room 
Purged  of  the  memories,  lend  from  his  bright 

brow 
Light  to  the  old  proud  paladin  my  sire 
Slmmk  now  for  shame  mto  the  darkest  shade 
O'  the  tapestry,  showed  him  once  and  shrouds 

him  now ! 
Then  may  we,  —  strong  from  that  rekindled 

smile,  — 
Qo  forward,  face  new  times,  the  better  day. 
And  when,  in  tames  made  better  through  your 

brave 
Decision  now,  —  might  but  Utopia  be  I  — 


Rome  rife  with  honest  women  and  strong  men, 
Manners  reformed,  old  habits  back  once  more, 
Customs  that  recognise  the  standard  worth,  -- 
The  wholesome  household  rule  in  force  agiun, 
Husbuids  once  more  God's  representative, 
Wives  like  the  typical  Spouse  once  more,  and 

Priests 
No  longer  men  of  Belial,  with  no  aim 
At  leaung  silly  women  captive,  but 
Of  rising  to  such  duties  as  yours  now,  — 
Then  will  I  set  my  son  at  my  ri^ht-hand 
And  tell  his  father's  story  to  this  point. 
Adding,  '^  The  task  seemed  superhuman,  still 
I  dared  and  did  it,  trusting  Goa  and  law  : 
And    they    approved  of  me :    give   praise  to 

both  I" 
And  if,  for  answer,  he  shall  stoop  to 


My  hand,  and  peradventure  start  thereat,  — 
I  engage  to  smile,  *^  That  was  an  accident 
I'  the  necessary  process,  —  just  a  trip 
O'  the  torture-irons  in  their  search  for  truth,  — 
Hardly  misfortune,  and  no  fault  at  all." 


VI 
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Answer  you.  Sirs  ?    Do  I  understand  aright  ? 
Have  patience  I    In  this  sudden  smoke  from 

heU,- 
So  things  dispraise  themselves.  —  I  cannot  see 
My  own  hand  held  thus  broad  before  my  face 
And  know  it  again.    Answer  you  ?    Then  that 

means 
Tell  over  twice  what  I,  the  first  time,  told 
Six  months  ago :  *t  was  here,  I  do  believe. 
Fronting  you  same  three  in  this  very  room, 
I  stood  and  told  you :  yet  now  no  one  laughs. 
Who  then  .  .  .  nay,  dear  my  lords,  but  laugh 

yon  did. 
As  good  as  laugh,  what  in  a  judge  we  style 
Laughter  -*  no  levity,  nothing  indecorous,  lords  I 
Only,  —  I  think  I  apprehend  the  mood : 
There  was  the  blameless    shrug,  permissible 

smirk, 
The  pen's  pretence  at  play  with  the  pursed 

mouth. 
The  titter  stifled  in  the  hoUow  pidm 
Which  rubbed  the  eyebrow  and  caressed  the 

nose. 
When  I  first  told  my  tale :  they  meant,  you 

know, 
**  The  sly  one,  all  this  we  are  bound  believe  I 
Well,  he  can  say  no  other  than  what  he  says. 
We    have  been    young,    too,  —  come,  there 's 

greater  guilt ! 
Let  him  but  decently  disembroil  himself. 
Scramble  from  out  the  scrape  nor  move  the 

mud,  — 
We  solid  ones  may  risk  a  finger-stretch  !  " 
And  now  you  sit  as  ^rave,  stare  as  aghast 
As  if  I  were  a  phantom :  now  'tis  —  '^  Friend, 
Collect  yourself! "  — no  laughing  matter  more  — 
^^  Counsel  the  (^'Ourt  in  this  extremitjy. 
Tell  us  again !  '*  —  tell  that,  for  telhng  which, 
I  got  the  jocular  piece  of  punishment. 
Was  sent  to  lounge  a  little  in  the  place 
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Whence  now  of  a  sudden  hei-e  ^uu  ttiuumon  me 
To  take  the  intelligence  from  just  —  your  lips  I 
You,  Judge  Tommati,  who  then  tittered  moet,  — 
That  she  1  helped  eight  montlis  since  to  escape 
Her  husband,  was  retaken  by  the  same, 
Three  days  ago,  if  I  have  seized  your  sense,  — 
(I  being  disallowed  to  interfere, 
Meddle  or  make  in  a  matter  none  of  mine. 
Fur  you  and  law  were  guardians  quite  enough 
O'  the  innocent,  without  a  pert  priest's  help)  — 
And  that  he  has  butchered  iier  accoi-dingly. 
As  she  foretold  and  as  myself  believed,  — 
And,  so  foretelline  and  believing  so. 
We  were  punisliea,  both  of  us,  the  merry  way : 
Therefore,  tell  once  again  the  tale !   For  what  ? 
Pompilia  is  only  djdug  while  I  speak  I 
Why  does  the  mirth  liang  fire  and  miss  the 

smile  ? 
My  masters,  there 's  an  old  book,  vou  diould  con 
For  strange  adventures,  apnlicable  yet, 
T  is  stuffed  with.   Do  you  know  that  there  was 

once 
This  thing :  a  multitude  of  worthy  folk 
Took  recreation,  watched  a  certain  group 
Of  soldiery  intent  upon  a  game,  — 
How  first  they  wrangled,^  but  soon  fell  to  play, 
Hiraw  dice,  —  the  best  diversion  in  the  world. 
A  word  in  your  ear,  —  the^  are  now  casting  lots, 
Ay,  witli  that  gesture  quaint  and  cry  uncouth, 
For  the  coat  of  One  murdered  an  hour  ago  I 
I  am  a  priest,  —  talk  of  what  I  have  learned. 
Pompiha  is  bleeding  out  her  life  belike, 
Gaspmg  away  the  latest  breath  of  all. 
This  minute,  while  I    talk  — not  while    you 

laugh. 

Yet,  being  sobered  now\  what  is  it  you  ask 
By  way  of  explanation  ?    There  's  the  fact  t 
It  seems  to  fill  the  universe  with  sight 
And  sound,  —  from  the  four  comers  of  this 

earth 
Tells  itself  over,  to  mv  sense  at  least. 
But  you  may  want  it  lower  set  i*  the  scale,  — 
Too  vast,  too  close  it  clangs  in  the  ear,  perhaps  ; 
You  M  stand  back  just  to  comprehend  it  more. 
Well  then,  let  me,  the  hollow  rock,  condense 
The  voice  o'  the  sea  and  wind,  interi)ret  you 
The  mystery  of  this  murder.    God  above  I 
It  is  too  paltry,  such  a  transference 
O*  the  storm's  roar  to  the  cranny  of  the  stone  ! 

This  deed,  yon  saw  begin  —  why  does  its  end 
Surprise  yon  ?    Why  snould  the  event  enforce 
The  lesson,  we  ourselves  learned,  she  and  I, 
From  the  first  o'  the  fact,  and  taught  you,  all 

in  vain  ? 
This  Guido  from  whose  throat  you  took  my 

gwwp. 
Was  this  man  to  be  favored,  now,  or  feared. 
Let  do  his  will,  or  have  his  will  restrained, 
111  the  relation  with  Pompilia  ?  —  say  ! 
Did  any  other  man  need  interpose 
—  Oh,  though  first  comer,  though  as  strange  at 

the  work 
As  fiibble  must  be.  coxcomb,  fool  that 's  near 
To  knave  as,  say,  a  priest  who  fears  the  world  — 
Was  he  bound  brave  the  peril,  save  the  doomed. 
Or  go  on.  sing  his  snatch  and  pluck  his  flower. 


Keep  the  straight  path  and  let  ih»  viodm  die  ? 

I  held  so  ;  vou  decided  othervrise, 

Saw  no  such  peiil,  therefore  no  such  need 

To  st<^  song,  loosen  flower,  and  leave  path. 

Law, 
Law  was  aware  and  watching,  would  suffice. 
Wanted  no  priest's  intrusion,  palpably 
Pretence,  too  nuuiifest  a  subterfuge  1 
Whereupon  I,  priest,  coxcomb,  fribble  and  fooL, 
Ensconced  me  in  my  comer,  thus  rebuked, 
A  kind  of  culprit,  over^ealous  hound 
Kicked  for  his  pains  to  kennel ;  I  gave  place 
To  you,  and  let  the  law  reign  paramount: 
I  left  Pompilia  to  your  watch  and  ward. 
And  now  you  point  me  —  there  and  thus  she 

lies! 

Men,  for  the  last  time,  what  do  you  want  with 

me? 
Is  it,  —  you  acknowledge,  as  it  were,  a  use, 
A  profit  in  employing  me  ?  —  at  length 
I  may  conceivably  help  the  august  law  ? 
I  am  free  to  break  the  blow,  next  hawk  that 

swoops 
On  next  dove,  nor  miss  much  of  good  repute  ? 
Or  what  if  this  your  summons,  after  all, 
Be  but  the  form  of  mere  release,  no  more. 
Which  turns  the  key  and  lets  the  captive  go  ? 
I  have  paid  enough  in  person  at  Civita, 
Am  free,  —  what  more  need  I  concern  me  with  ? 
Thank  you  I    I  am  rehabilitated  then, 
A  verv  reputable  priest.    But  slie  — 
The  glory  of  life,  the  beauty  of  the  worid. 
The  splendor  of  heaven,  .  .  .  well.  Sirs,  does 

no  one  move  ? 
Do  I  speak  ambiguously  ?    The  glory,  I  say. 
And  the  beauty.  1  say,  and  splendor,  still  say  I, 
Who,  priest  and  trained  to  live  my  whole  life 

long 
On  beauty  and  splendor,  solely  at  their  sourci^, 
God,  —  have  thus  recognized  my  food  in  her. 
You  tell  me,  tliat  ^s  fast  d^ing  while  we  talk, 
Pompilia  1    How  does  lemty  to  me 
Remit  one  death-bed  pang  to  her  ?     Come, 

smile! 
The  proper  wink  at  the  hot-headed  youth 
Who  lets  his  soul  show,  through  transparent 

words. 
The  mundane  love  that  ^s  sin  and  scandal  too ! 
You  are  all  struck  acquiescent  now,  it  seems : 
It  seems  the  oldest,  gravest  signer  here. 
Even  the  redoubtable  Toramati,  sits 
Chopfadlen,  —  understands  how  law  nught  take 
Service  like  mine,  of  brain  and  heart  and  hand, 
In  good  part.    Better  late  than  never,  law  ! 
You  unoerstand  of  a  sadden,  gospel  too 
Has  a  claim  here,  may^  possibly  pronounce 
Consistent  with  mv  priesthood,  worthy  Christ, 
That  I  endeavorea  to  save  Pompilia  ? 

Then, 
You  were  wrong,  you  see:  that^s  well  to  see, 

though  late : 
That 's  all  weinay  expect  of  man,  this  side 
The  grave :  his  good  is  —  knowing  he  is  bad : 
Thus  will  it  be  with  us  when  the  books  ope 
And  we  stand  at  the  bar  on  judgment-day. 
Well  then,  I  have  a  mind  to  speak,  see  cause 
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To  relarae  the  quenched  flax  by  th»  dreadful 

Bnm  my  soul  ont  in  ■bowing  yon  the  truth. 
I  heard,  last  time  I  stood  here  to  be  judged, 
What  is  priest^sKluty,  —  labor  to  pluck  tares 
And  weed  the  com  of  Moliniun  ^  let  me 
Make  yon  hear,  this  time,  how,  m  such  a  case, 
Man,  be  he  in  the  priesthood  or  At  plouf^h, 
Mindful  of  Christ  or  marohing  step  by  step 
With  .  .  .  what  *s  his  style,  the  other  potentate 
Who  bids  have  courage  and  keep  honor  safe, 
Nor  let  minuter  admonition  tease  ?  — 
How  he  is  bound,  better  or  worse,  to  act. 
Earth  will  not  end  througrh  this  misjudgment, 


no 


For  Tou  and  the  others  like  you  sure  to  come, 
Fresh  work  is  sure  to  follow,  —  wickedness 
That  wants  withstandiiw-  Many  a  man  of  blood. 
Many  a  man  of  ffuile  wul  clamor  yet. 
Bid  you  redress  nis  grievanoe,  —  as  he  clutched 
The  prey,  forsooth  a  stranger  stepped  between. 
And  there  ^s  the  good,  gripe  in  pure  waste  1  My 

part 
Is  done :  i'  the  doing  it,  I  pass  away 
Oat  of  the  world.    I  want  no  more  with  earth. 
I^et  me,  in  heaven's  nama,  use  the  very  snuff 
O'  the  taper  in  one  last  epark  shall  show  truth 
For  a  moment,  show  Pompilia  who  was  true  I 
Not  for  her  sake,  but  yours  :  if  she  is  dead. 
Oh,  Sirs,  she  can  be  loved  by  none  of  you 
Muet  or  least  priestlv  I    faints,  to  do  us  good. 
Must  be  in  heaven,  I  seem  to  understand : 
We  never  find  them  saints  before,  at  least. 
Be  her  first  prayer  then  presently  for  you  — 
She  has  done  the  good  to  me  ... 

What  is  all  this  ? 
There,  I  was  bom,  have  lived,  shall  die,  a  fool ! 
This  is  a  foolish  outset :  —  might  with  cause 
Give  color  to  the  verv  lie  o^  the  man, 
The  murderer,  —  make  as  if  I  loved  his  wife 
In  thd  way  he  called   love.    He  is  the  fool 

there ! 
AVliy,  had  there  been  in  me  the  touch  of  taint, 
I  had  picked  up  so  much  of  knaves^-policy 
As  hide  it,  keep  one  hand  pressed  on  the  place 
Suspected  of  a  spot  would  damn  us  both. 
Or  no,  not  her !  —  not  even  if  any  of  you 
Dares  think  that  I,  i'  the  face  of  death,  her 

death 
That 's  in  my  eyes  and  ears  atid  brain  and  heart, 
Liie,  —  if  he  does,  lot  him  !    I  m«an  to  say, 
ISo  he  stop  there,  stay  thought  from  smirching 

her 
The  snow-white  soul  that  angels  fear  to  take 
Untenderly.    But,  all  the  same,  I  know 
I  too  am  taintless,  and  I  bare  my  breant. 
You  can't  think,  men  as  yon  are,  all  of  yon. 
But  that,  to  hear  thus  snddunlv  snch  an  end 
Of  such  a  wonderful  white  soul,  that  <K)mes 
Of  a  man  and  murderer  calling  the  white  black. 
Must    shake  nie,   trouble    and    disadvantage. 

Sirs, 
Only  seventeen  I 

Why,  good  and  wise  you  are  I 
Tou  might  at  the  beginninfir  st^p  my  mouth : 
So,  none  would  be  to  speak  for  ner,  that  knew. 
I  talk  impertinently,  and  you  bear, 


All  the  same.    This  it  is  to  have  to  do 
With  honest  hearts  :  thev  easily  may  err. 
But  in  the  main  they  wish  well  to  the  truth. 
You  are    Christians ;  somehow,   no  one  ever 

plucked 
A  rag,  even,  from  the  body  of  the  Lord. 
To  wear  and  mock  with,  but,  despite  himself. 
He  looked  the  greater  and    was  the  better. 

Yes, 
I  shall  go  on  now.    IX)es  she  need  or  not 
I  keep  calm  ?    Calm  I  '11  keep  as  inouk  tluit 

croons 
Transcribing     battle,      earthquake,     famine, 

plague. 
From  parchment  to  his  cloister's  chroniele. 
Not  one  word  more  from  the  point  now  I 

I  begin. 
Yes,  I  am  one  of  your  body  and  a  priest. 
AJso  I  am  a  younger  son  o'  the  House 
Oldest  now,  greatest  once,  in  my  birth-town 
Arezzo,  I  recognize  no  eqiial  there  — 
(I  want  all  arguments,  all  sorts  of  arms 
That  seem  to  serve,  —  use  this  for  a  reason, 

wait!) 
Not  therefore  thrust  into  the  Church,  because 
O'  the  piece  of  bread  one  gets  there.    We  were 

first 
Of  Fiesole,  that  rings  still  with  the  fame 
Of  Capo-in-8acoo  our  progenitor : 
When  Florence  ruined  Fiesole,  our  folk 
Migrated  to  the  victor-city,  and  there 
Flourished, —  our  palace  and  our  tower  attest, 
In  the  Old  Mereato,  —  this  was  years  ago. 
Four  hundred,  full,  —  no,  it  wants  fourteen  just. 
Our  arms  are  those  of  Fiesole  itself. 
The  shield  quartered  with  white  and  red :  a 

branch 
Are  the  Salviati  of  us,  nothing  more. 
That  were  good  help  to  the  Church  ?     But 

better  still  — 
Not  simply  for  the  advantage  of  my  birth 
I'  the  way  of  the  world,   was  I  proposed  for 

priest; 
But  because  there 's  an  illustration,  late 
r  the  day,  that 's  loved  and  looked  to  as  a 

saint 
Still  in  Arezzo,  he  was  bishop  of, 
Sixtv  years  since :  he  spent  to  the  last  doit 
His  bishop's-revenue  among  the  poor, 
And  used  to  tend  the  needy  and  the  sick, 
Barefoot,  because  of  his  humility. 
He  it  was,  —  when  the  Grandnke  Ferdinand 
Swore  he  would  raze  our  city,  plough  the  place 
And  sow  it  with  salt,  because  we  Aretines 
Had  tied  a  rope  about  the  neck,  to  hale 
The  statue  of  his  father  from  its  base 
For  hate's  sake,  —  he  availed  by  prayers  and 

tears 
To  pacify  the  Duke  and  save  the  town. 
This  was  my  father's  father's  brother.    You  see. 
For  his  sake,  how  it  was  I  had  a  right 
To  the  selfsame  office,  bishop  in  the  egg. 
So,  grew  i'  the  garb  and  prattled  in  the  school, 
Was  made  expect,  from  infancy  almost. 
The  proper  mood  o'  the  priest :  till  time  ran  by 
And  bronght  the  day  when  I  must  read  the 

vows. 
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Declare  the  world  renounced,  and  undertake 
To  become  priest  and  leave  probation,  —  leap 
Over  the  leage  into  the  other  life, 
Having  gone  trippingly  hitherto  up  to  the  height 
O'er  the  wan  wator.    Just  a  vow  to  read  I 

I  stopped  short  awe-«truck.    ^^  How  shall  holiest 

flesh 
Engage  to  keep  such  vow  inviolate, 
How  much  leas  mine  ?     I  know  myself  too 

weak. 
Unworthy !    Choose  a  worthier  stronger  man !  " 
And  the  vexy  fiiahop  smiled  and  stopped  my 

mouth 
In  its  mid-protestation.    **  Incapable  ? 

glualraiflh  of  conscience  ?    Thou  mgennons  bov  I 
lear  up  the  clouds  and  cast  thy  scruples  far  I 
I  satisfp^  thee  there 's  an  easier  sense 
Wherem  to  take  such  vow  than  suits  the  first 
Rough  rigid  reading.    Mark  what  makes  all 

smooth. 
Nay,  has  been  even  a  solace  to  m]rself ! 
The  Jews  who  needs  must,  in  their  synagogue, 
Utter  sometimes  the  holy  name  of  God, 
A  thing  their  superstition  boggles  at. 
Pronounce  aloud  the  ineffable  sacrosanct, — 
How  does  theiitahrewdnees  help  them  ?   In  this 

wise; 
Another  set  of  sounds  they  substitute. 
Jumble  so  consonants  and  vowels  —  how 
Should  I  know  ?  —  that  there  grows  from  out 

the  old 
Quite  a  new  word  that  means  the  very  same  — 
And  o'er  the  hard  place  slide  they  with  a  smile. 
Giuseppe  Maria  Caponsncchi  mine, 
Noboay  wants  yon  in  these  latter  days 
To  prop  the  Church  by  breaking  your  back- 
bone, — 
As  the  necessary  way  was  once,  we  know. 
When  Diocletian  flourished  and  his  like. 
That  building  of  the  buttress-work  was  done 
By  martyrs  and  confessors :  let  it  bide. 
Add  not  a  brick,  but,  where  you  see  a  chink. 
Stick  in  a  sprig  of  ivy  or  root  a  ruse 
Shall  make  amends  and  beautify  the  pile  I 
We  profit  as  ^ou  were  the  painf  ullest 
O'  the  martyrs,  and  vou  prove  yourself  a  mateh 
For  the  cruellest  confessor  ever  was. 
If  you  march  boldly  up  and  take  your  stand 
Where  their  blood  sosjcs,  their  bones  yet  strew 

the  soil, 
And  cry  *  l^ake  notice,  I  the  voung  and  free 
And  well-to-do   i'  the  world,  thus   leave  the 

world. 
Cast  in  my  lot  thus  with  no  gav  young  world 
But  the  grand  old  Church :  she  tempts  me  of 

the  two !  ' 
Renounce  the  world  ?  Kay,  keep  and  give  it  us  I 
Let  us  have  you,  and  boast  of  what  you  bring. 
We  want  the  pick  o'  the  earth  to  practise  with, 
Not  its  off Hcon  ring,  halt  and  deaf  and  blind 
In  soul  and  body.    There  's  a  rubble-stone 
Unfit  for  the  front  o'  the  building,  stuff  to  stow 
In  a  gap  behind  and  keep  us  weather-tight : 
There  's  porphyry    for  the    prominent  place. 

Good  lack  ! 
Saint  Paul  has  had  enou^rh  and  to  spare,  I  trow, 
Of  ragged  runaway  Oneeiinus  : 


He  wante  the  right-hand  with  the  signet-iing 
Of  King  Agrippa,  now,  to  shake  and  use. 
I  have  a  heavy  scholar  cloistered  up. 
Close  under  luck  and  key,  kept  at  his  task 
Of  letting  F^nelon  know  the  lool  he  is. 
In  a  book  I  promise  Christendom  next  Spring. 
Why,  if  he  covets  so  much  meat,  the  down. 
As  a  lark's  wing  next  Friday,  or,  anv  day. 
Diversion  beyond  catehing  his  own  fleas. 
He  shall  be  properly  swinged,  I  promise  him. 
But  you,  who  are  so  onite  another  paste 
Of  a  man,  —  do  you  obey  me  ?    Cultivato 
Assiduous  that  superior  gift  you  have 
Of  making  madrigals  —  (who  told  me  ?    Ah  1) 
Get  done  a  Marinesque  Adoniad  straight 
With  a  pulse  o*  the  blood  a^prioking,  here  and 

That  I  may  tell  the  lady, *  And  he 's  oois I"' 

So  I  became  a  priest:  those  terms  changed  all, 
I  was  good  enough  for  that,  nor  cheated  so  ; 
I  could  live  thus  and  still  hold  head  erect. 
Now  you  see  why  I  mav  have  been  before 
A  fribble  and  coxoomD,  yet,  as  priest,  bveak 

^  word 
Nowise,  to  make  vou  disbelieve  me  now. 
I  need  that  you  should  know  my  truth.    Well, 

then. 
According  to  prescription  did  I  live, 
—  Conformed  myself,  both  read  the  breviary 
And  wrote  the  rhymes,   was  punotoal  to  my 

plaoe 
I^  the  Pieve,  and  as  diligent  at  my  post 
Where  beauty  and  fashion  rule.    I  tnrove  apaoe^ 
Sub-deacon,  Canon,  the  authority 
For  delicate  plar  at  tarocs,  and  arbiter 
O^  the  magmtnae  of  fan-mounts  :  all  the  whila 
Wanting  no  whit  the  adyantage  of  a  hint 
Benignant  to  the  promising  pupil,  —  thus : 
*'  Enough  attention  to  the  Countess  now. 
The  young  one ;  *t  is  her  mother  rules  the  roast. 
We  know  where,  and  puts  in  a  word  :  go  pay 
Devoir  to-morrow  morning  after  mass ! 
Break  that  rash  promise  to  preach,  Pasdon- 

week! 
Has  it  escaped  you  the  Archbishop  grunts 
And  snuffles   when   one   grieves   to   tell   his 

Grace 
No  soul  dares  treat  the  subject  of  the  day 
Since  his  own  masterly  handling  it  (ha,  ha  I) 
Five  years  ago,  —  when  soniet>ody  oonld  help 
And  touch  up  an  odd  phrase  in  time  of  need, 
(He,  he  !)  —  and  aomebody  helps  you,  my  son! 
Therefore,  don^t  prove  so  indispensable 
At  the  Pieve,  sit  more  loose  i*  the  seat,  nor 

grow 
A  fixture  by  attendance  mom  and  eve  I 
Arexzo  *s  iust  a  haven  midway  Rome  — 
Rome  *s  the  eventual  harbor,—  make  for  port. 
Crowd  sail,  crack  cordage  I    And  your  cargo 

be 
A  polished  presence,  a  genteel  manner,  wit 
At  will,  ana  tact  at  every  pore  of  vou  I 
I  sent  our  lump  of  learning.  Brother  Clout, 
And  Father  Slouch,  our  piece  of  piety. 
To  see  Rome  and  try  suit  the  Canlinal. 
Thitlier  they  dumiM^umped,  beads  and  book 

in  hand. 
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And  ever  siiiee  't  is  meat  for  mma  and  maid 
How  both  flopped  down,  prayed  bleesinp  on 

bent  pate 
Bald  many  an  inch  beyond  the  tonsure's  need, 
Never  onoe  dreaming,  the  two  moony  dolts, 
There  *s  nothing*  moves  his  Eminence  so  much 
As  —  far  from  idl  this  awe  at  sanctitude  — 
Heads  that  waur,  eyes  that  twinkle,  modified 

mirUi 
At  the  closet-lectures  on  the  Latin  tongue 
A  lady  learns  so  much  by,  we  know  where. 
Why,  body  o'  Bacchus,  you  should  craTS  his 

rule 
For  pauaeB  in  the  elenac  eouplet,  chasms 
Permissible  only  to  Catullus  I    There  ! 
Now  go  to  duty  :  brisk,  braak  Priscian's  head 
By  reading  the  day's  office — there  's  no  help. 
Ton  We  Ovid  in  your  poke  to  plaster  that ; 
Amen 's  at  the  end  of  all :  then  sup  with  me  I  " 

Well,  after  three  or  four  ^rears  of  this  life, 

In  proeeantion  of  my  caUmg,  I 

Found  m^raelf  at  the  theatre  one  ni§^t 

With  a  brother  Canon,  in  a  mood  and  mind  • 

P^per  enough  for  the  place,  amused  or  no : 

When  I  saw  enter,  stand,  and  seat  hemelf 

A  lady,  young,  tall,  beautiful,  strange  and  sad. 

It  was  as  when,  in  our  cathedral  once, 

As  I  got  yawningly  tiirough  matin-song, 

I  saw/accAini  bear  a  burden  up. 

Base  it  on  the  high-altar,  break  awa^r 

A  board  or  two,  and  leaye  the  thing  inside 

Lofty  and  lone :  and  lo,  when  next  I  looked. 

There  was  the  Rafael !    I  was  still  one  stare. 

When  —  **Nay,  I'll  make  her  giTe  you  back 

your  gaze  "  — 
Said  Cancm  Conti ;  and  at  the  word  he  tonaod 
A  paper-twist  of  comfits  to  her  lap. 
And  dodged  and  in  a  trice  was  at  my  back 
Nodding  from  oyer  my  shoulder.    Then  she 

turned, 
Looked  our   wa^,  smiled   the   beautiful   sad 

stranere  smile. 
*'  Is  not  she  fair?    'Tis  my  new  cousin,"  said 

he: 
**  The  fellow  lurking  there  i'  the  black  o'  the 

box 
Is  Gnido,  the  old  scapegrace :  she 's  his  wife, 
MarriM^d  three  yean  since :  how  his  Conntship 

sulks  I 
He  has  brought  little  back  from  Rome  beside, 
After  the  bragging,  bullying.    A  fair  face. 
And  —  they  do  say  —  a  pocketful  of  gold 
When  be  can  worry  both  her  parents  dead. 
I  dooH  go  much  there,  for  the  chamber 's  cold 
And  the  coffee  pale.    I  got  a  turn  at  first 
Paying  my  duty :  I  obeyed  they  crouched 
—  The  two  old  frightened  fanuly  spectres  — 

dose 
In  a  comer,  each  on  each  like  mouse  on  mouse 
I'  the  cat's  cage  :  ever  since,  I  stay  at  home. 
Hallo,  there's  Quido,  the    black,  mean   and 

small. 
Bends  his  brows  on  us  —  please  to  bend  your 

own 
On  the  shapely   nether  limbs  of  Light^kirts 

there 
By  way  of  a  diTusion  I    I  was  a  fool 


To  fling  the  sweetmeats.    Prudence,  for  God's 

love ! 
To-morrow  I  '11  make  my  peace,  e'en  tell  some 

fib, 
Try  if  I  can't  find  means  to  take  you  there.** 

That  night  and  next  day  did  the  gaze  endure. 
Burnt  to  my  brain,  as  sunbeam  through  shut 

eyes. 
And  not  once  changed  the  beautiful  sad  strange 

smile. 
At  vespers  Conti  leaned  beside  my  seat 
I'  the  choir,  —  part  said,  part  sung  —  **  In  ex-^el-^ 

ait  — 
All  *s  to  no  purpose ;  I  haye  louted  low. 
But  he  saw  you  staring  —  quia  tub  —  don  t  in- 

dine 
To  know  you  nearer ;  him  we  would  not  hold 
For  Hercules,  —  the  man  would  lick  your  shoe 
If  you  and  certain  efficacious  friends 
Managed  him  warily,  —  but  there  a  the  wife : 
Spare  her,  because  he  beats  her,  as  it  is, 
She 's  breaking  her  heart  quite  fast  enough  — 

jam  tu  — 
Soj  be  ^ou  rational  and  make  amends 
With  httle  Light-skirts  yonder  —  in  tecula 
Securi<Hho-o-rum»    Ah,  you  rogue  I    Every  one 

knows 
What   great  dame   she   makes   jealous:   one 

agunst  one. 
Play,  and  win  both  I " 

^rs.  ere  the  week  was  out, 
I  saw  and  said  to  myself,  *'  Light-skirts  hides 

teeth 
Would  make  a  dog  sick,  —  the   great   dame 

shows  spite 
Should  driye  a  cat  mad :  *t  is  but  poor  work 

this-- 
Counting  one's  finscers  till  the  sonnet 's  crowned. 
I  doubt  much  if  Miemno  really  be 
A  better  bard  than  Dante  after  all. 
'T  is  more  amusiog  to  go  pace  at  eve 
I*  the  Daomo,  —  watch  the  day's  last  gleam 

outside 
Tnm,  as  into  a  skirt  of  God's  own  robe. 
Those  lancet-windows'  jewelled  mirade,  — > 
Than  go  eat  the  Archbishop's  ortolans. 
Digest  his  jokes.    Luckily  Lent  is  near  : 
Who  cares  to  look  will  find  me  in  my  stall 
At  the  Pieve,  constant  to  this  faith  at  least  — * 
Never  to  write  a  canzonet  any  more." 

So,  next  week,  *t  was  my  patron  spoke  abrupt. 
In  altered  guise,  **  Youuf^  man,  can  it  be  true 
Tlint  after  all  year  promise  of  sound  fruit, 
Tou  have  kept  away  from  Countess  young  or 

old 
And  gone  play  truant  in  church  all  day  long  ? 
Are   you     turning    Molinist  ?  **    I    answered 

ouick  * 
''Sir,  what  if  I  turned  Christian?    It  might  be. 
The  fact  is,  I  am  troubled  in  my  mind. 
Beset  and  pressed  hard  by  some  novel  thoughts. 
This  your  Arezso  is  a  limited  world  ; 
There 's  a  strange  Pope,  —  't  is  said,  a  priest 

who  thinks. 
Rome  is  the  port,  yon  say  :  to  Rome  I  go. 
I  will  liye  alone,  one  does  so  in  a  crowd, 
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And  look  into  my  heart  a  little/*     ^*  Lent 
Vmded,"  — I   told    friends,  — "I   shall   go  to 
Rome." 

One  evening  I  was  sitting  in  a  muse 

Over  the  opened  *'  Sunmia/^  darkened  round 

By  the  mid-Maroh  twilight,  thinking  how  ray 

life 
Had  shaken  under  nie.  —  broke  short  indeed 
And   showed    the   gap    'twixt  what  is,  what 

should  be,  — 
And  into  what  abysm  the  soul  may  slip, 
Leave  aspiration  here,  achievement  there, 
lacking  omnipotence  to  connect  extremes  — 
I'liiuking  morel »ver  .  .  .  oh,  thinking,  if  you 

like, 
How  utterly  dissociated  was  I 
A  priest  and  celibate,  from  the  sad  strange 

wife 
Of  Guide,  —  just  as  an  instance  to  the  point. 
Naught  more,  —  how  I  had  a  whole  store  of 

strengths 
Eating  into  my  heart,  which  craved  employ. 
And  sne,  perhaps,  need  of  a  finger^s  help,  — 
And  yet  there  was  no  way  in  the  wide  world 
To  stretch  out  mine  and  so  relieve  mvself ,  — 
How  when  the  page  o'  the  ""  Summa  "  preached 

its  best. 
Her  smile  kept  glowing  out  of  it,  as  to  mock 
The  silence  we  could  break  by  no  one  word,  — 
There  came  a  tap  without  the  chamber-door. 
And  a  whisper,  when  I  bade  who  tapped  speak 

out, 
And,  in  obedience  to  my  summons,  last 
In  pflided  a  masked  muffled  niyster>% 
Laid  lightly  a  letter  on  the  opened  book, 
Th<»ri  stood  with  folded  arras  and  foot  demure, 
Pointing  as  if  to  mark  the  minutes*  flight. 

I  took  the  letter,  read  to  the  effect 
That  she,  I  lately  flnng^  the  comfits  to, 
Had  a  warm  heart  to  give  me  in  exohan^, 
And  gave  it,  —  loved  me  and  confessed  it  thus. 
And  bade  me  render  thanks  by  word  of  mouth. 
Going  that  night  to  stfch  a  side  o'  the  house 
Where  the  small  terrace  overhangs  a  street 
Blind  and  deserted,  not  the  sti^et  in  front : 
Her  husband  being  away,  the  surly  patch, 
At  his  villa  of  Vittiano. 

**  And  you  ?  "  -  I  asked : 
"  What  may  you  be  ?  "  *'  Count  Guido's  kind  of 

maid  — 
Most  of  us  have  two  functions  in  his  house. 
We  all  hate  him,  the  lady  suffers  much, 
'T  is  jnst  we  show  compassion,  fnmish  help, 
iSpecially  since  her  choice  is  fixed  so  well. 
What  answer  may  I  bring  to  cheer  the  sweet 
Pompilia?" 

Then  I  took  a  pen  and  wrote : 
"  No  more  of  this  !    That  you  are  fair,  I  know : 
But  other  thoughts  now  occupy  my  mind. 
1  should  not  thus  have  played  the  insensible 
Once  on  a  time.     What  made  you  —  may  one 

ask  — 
Marry  yonr  hideous  husband  ?     *T  was  a  fault. 
And  now  you  taste  the  fruit  of  it.    Farewell. 
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There  I  **  smiled  I  as  she  snatched  it  and  war 

gone  — 
"  There,  let  the  jealous  miscreant,  —  Gnido*r 

self. 
Whose  mean  soul  grins  through  this  transparent 

trick,  — 
Be  balked  so  far,  defraude<l  of  his  aim ! 
What  fund  of  satisfaction  to  the  knave. 
Had  I  kicked  this  his  messen^r  down  stairs. 
Trussed  to  the  middle  of  her  impudence. 
And  set  his  heart  at  ease  so  !    No,  indeed  I 
There  's  the  reply  which  he  shall  turn  and  twist 
At  pleasure,  snuff  at  till  his  brain  grow  dnmk. 
As  the  bear  does  when  he  finds  a  scented  glove 
That  puzzles  him,  —  a  hand  and  yet  no  hand. 
Of  other  perfume  than  his  own  foul  paw  I 
Last  month,  I  had  doubtless  chosen  to  pUj  the 

dupe, 
Accepted  the  mock-invitation,  kept 
The  sham  appointment,  cudgel  beneath  cloak, 
Prepared  myself  to  pull  the  appointer's  self 
Out  of  the  window  mm  his  hiding-place 
Behind  the  gown  of  this  part-messenger 
Part-mistress  who  would  personate  the  wife. 
Such  had  seemed  onoe  a  jest  permissible : 
Now,  I  am  not  i'  the  mood." 

Back  next  mom  brooght 
The  messenger,  a  second  letter  in  hand. 
**  You  are  cruel,  Thyrsis,  and  Myrtilla  moans 
Neglected  but  adores  yon,  makes  request 
For  mercy :  why  is  it  yon  dare  not  come  ? 
Such  virtue  is  scarce  natural  to  your  age  : 
You  must  love  some  one  else ;  I  hwur  you  do. 
The  Barun's  daughter  or  the  Advocate^s  wife. 
Or  both,  —  all  *s  one,  would  you  make  me  the 

third  — 
I  take  the  crumbs  from  tible  gratefully 
Nor  grudge  who  feasts  there.      'Faith,  I  blush 

and  blaze ! 
Yet  if  I  break  all  bounds,  there  *s  reason  sore. 
Are  you  determinedly  bent  on  Rome  ? 
I  am  wretched  here,  a  moiuter  tortures  me : 
Carry  me  witJi  you !    Come  and  say  you  will  I 
Concert  this  very  evening !    Do  not  write  I 
I  am  ever  at  the  window  of  my  room 
Over  the  terrace,  at  the  Ave.    Come  I  '* 

I  questioned  —  lifting  half  the  woman^s  mask 
To  let  her  smile  loose.    "  So,  yon  gave  my 

line 
To  the  merry  hidy?"      'She  kissed  off  the 

wax, 
And  put  what  paper  was  not  kissed  away 
In  her  bosom  t-o  go  bum :  but  merry,  no  I 
She  wept  all  night  when  evening  brought  no 

friend. 
Alone,  the  unkind  missive  at  her  breast ; 
Thus  Philomel,  the  thorn  at  her  breast  too. 
Sings"  .  .  .  "Writes    this   second    letter?" 

"  Even  so ! 
Then    she  may  peep  at    vespers    forth  ?  "  — 

*'  What  ri«k 
Do  we  run  o'  the    husband  V"  —  '*Ah,  —  nc 

risk  at  all  1 
He  is  more  stupid  even  than  jealous.    Ah  — 
That  was  the  reason  ?    Why.  the  man  'a  away ! 
Beside,  his  bugbear  is  that  friend  of  yours. 
Fat  little  Canon  Conti.    He  feacs  him. 
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How  should  he  dream  of  you?    I  told  yoa 

truth: 
He  g^oes  to  the  villa  at  Vittiano  —  ^t  is 
The  time  when  iSpriiif^-aap  rises  in  the  yine  — 
Spends  the  nitpht  there.     And  then  his  wife  *s  a 

child: 
Does  he  think  a  child  outwits  him  ?    A  mere 

child: 
Yet  so  fuU-grown,  a  dish  for  any  duke. 
Don^t   qoarrel  longer    with    such    otites,    hut 

come !  ^^ 

I  wrote,  "  In  vain  do  yon  solicit  me. 
I  am  a  priest :  and  yon  are  wedded  wife. 
Whatever  kind  of  brute  your  husband  prove. 
I    have  scruples,  in  short.      Yet  should  yoa 

reaUvshow 
Sign    at   the   window  .  .  .  but   nay,  best   be 

good! 
My  thonghts   are   elsewhere."  —  ^*Take   her 

that!" 

-  "  Again 
JjCt  the  incarnate  meanness,  cheat  and  spy, 
Mean  to  the  marrow  of  him,  make  his  heart 
His  food,  anticipate  heirs  worm  once  more  ! 
Let  him  watch  shivering  at  the  window  —  ay, 
And  let  this  Inrbrid,  this  his  light-of-love 
And  lackey-of-lies,  —  a  saee  economy,  — 
Paid   with   embracings   for   the    rank    braas 

coin, — 
Let  her  report  and  make  him  chuckle  o'er 
The  breakdown  of  ray  resolution  now. 
And  lour  at  disappointment  in  good  time  ! 
—  So  tantalize  ana  so  enrage  by  turns. 
Until  the  two  fall  each  on  the  other  like 
Two  famished  spiders,  as  the  coveted  fly. 
That  to3rs  long,  leaves  their  net  and  them  at 

last!" 

And  so  the  missives  foUowed  thick  and  fast 
For  a  month,  say,  —  I  still  came  at  every  turn 
On  the  soft  sly  adder,  endloi^  ^neath  my  tread. 
I  was  met  i^  the  street,  made  sign  to  in  the 

church,' 
A  slip  was  found  i*  the  door^ill,  scribbled  word 
'Twiict  page  and  page  o^  the  prayer-book  in  my 

place. 
A  cmmpled  thing  dropped  even  before  my  feet, 
Pushed  through  the  olind,  above  the  terrace- 
rail, 
Ajb  I  passed,  by  day,  the  very  window  once. 
And  ever  from  comers  woula  be  peering  up 
The  messenger,  with  tlie  selfsame  demand, 
**  Obdurate  still,  no  flesh  but  adamant  ? 
Nothing  to  cure  the  wound,  assuage  the  throe 
O'  the  sweetest  lamb  that  ever  loved  a  bear  ?  " 
And  ever  my  one  answer  in  one  tone  — 
*'  Go  your  ways,  temptress  !    Let  a  priest  read, 

pray, 
Unpl^:aed  of  vain  talk,  visions  not  for  him  ! 
In  the  end,  yon^U  have  your  will  and  ruin 
mel" 

One  dav,  a  variation :  thus  I  read : 

**"  Yon  have  gained  little  by  timidity. 

My  husband  tias  found  out  my  love  at  length, 

Sees  cousin  Conti  was  the  stalking-horse. 

And  }'on  the  j;arae  he  covered,  poor  fat  soul  I 


Bly  httsband  is  a  formidable  foe, 
Will  stick  at  nothing  to  destroy  you.    Stand 
Prepared,  or  better,  ran  till  yoa  reach  Rome  1 
I  bade  you  visit  me,  when  tJie  last  place 
My  tyrant  would  have  turned  snspicioas  at. 
Or  cared  to  seek   you  in,  was  .  .  .  why  say, 

where? 
But  now  all  *s  changed :  beside,  the  season  *8 

past 
At  the  villa,  —  wants  the  master *s  eye  no  more. 
Anyhow,  I  beseech  yon,  sta^  away 
From  the  window  !      He  might  well  be  posted 

there." 

I  wrote^ — ^^*  You  raise  my  courage,  or  call  up 
My  curiosity,  who  am  but  man. 
Tell  him  he  owns  the  palace,  not  the  street 
Under  —  that  *s  his  and  yours  and  mine  alike. 
If  it  should  please  me  pad  the  path  this  eve, 
Quido  will  have  two  troubles,  nrst  to  get 
Into  a  rage  and  then  get  out  again. 
Be  cautious,  though :  at  the  Avf  !  " 

You  of  the  court 
When  I  stood  question  here  and  reached  this 

point 
O*  the  narrative,  —  search  notes  and  see  and  say 
If  some  one  did  not  interpose  with  smile 
And  sneer.  '*  And  prithee  why  so  confident 
That  the  nusband  must,  of  all  needs,  not  the 

wife, 
Fabricate  thus,  — what  if  the  lady  loved  ? 
What  if  she  wrote  the  letters  ?  " 

Learned  Sir, 
I  told  yon  there  's  a  picture  in  our  churoh. 
Well,  if  a  low>browed  verger  sidled  up 
Bringing  me,  like  a  blotch,  on  his  prod's  point, 
A  transflxed  scorpion,  let  the  reptile  vmthe. 
And   then  said,   '*See   a   thing   that   Rafael 

made  — 
This  venom  issued  from  Madonna*s  mouth  I  " 
I  should  reply,  ^*  Rather,  the  soul  of  you 
Has  issued  from  your  body,  like  from  like. 
By  way  of  the  ordure-comer  I  " 

But  no  less, 
I  tired  of  the  same  long  black  teasing  lie 
Obtruded  thus  at  ever^  turn ;  the  pest 
Was  far  too  near  the  picture,  anyhow  : 
One  does  Madonna  service,  making  clowns 
Remove  their  dung-heap  from  the  sacristy. 
"'  I  will  to  the  window,  as  he  tempts,"  said  I : 
**  Yes,  whom  the  easy  love  has  failed  allure. 
This  new  bait  of  adventure  tempts, — think) 

he. 
Though  the  imprisoned  lady  keeps  afar. 
There  will  they  lie  in  ambush,  heads  alert, 
Kitli,  kin,  and  Count  mustered  to  bite  mv  heel 
No  mother  nor  brother  viper  of  the  brood 
Shall    scuttle    off     without     the     instructive 

bruise  I " 

So  I  went:   crossed  street  and  street:   **Th^ 

next  street's  turn, 
I  stand  beneath  the  terrace,  see,  above. 
The  black  of  the  ambusli-window.    Then,  in 

place 
Of  hand's  throw  of  soft  prelude  over  lute. 
And   cough    that   clears    way   for   the    ditty 

List."  — 
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I  began  to  laoffh  already  —  *'  he  will  have 
^  Oat  of  the  hole  you  hide  in,  on  to  the  front, 
Count  Guide  Francesohini,  show  yourself ! 
Hear  what  a  man  thinks  of  a  thing  like  you. 
Aud  after,  take  this  foulness  in  your  face  I ' 

The  words  lay  living  on  my  lip,  I  made 

The  one  turn  more  —  and  there  at  the  window 

stood. 
Framed  in  its  black  square  length,  with  lamp 

in  hand, 
Pompilia ;  the  same  great,  grave,  griefEul  air 
As  stands  i'  the  dusk,  on  altar  that  I  know. 
Left  alone  with  one  moonbeam  in  her  cell. 
Our  Lady  of  all  the  Sorrows.    Ere  I  knelt  — 
Assured  myself  that  she  was  flesh  and  blood  — 
She  had  looked  one  look  and  vanished. 

I  thought  —  **  Just  so : 
It  was  herself,  they  have  set  her    there    to 

watch  — 
Stationed  to  see  some  wedding-band  go  by. 
On  fair  pretence  that  she  must  bless  the  bride. 
Or  wait  some  funeral  with  friends  wind  past, 
And  erave  peace  for  the  corpse  that  claims  its 

due. 
She  never  dreams  they  used  her  for  a  snare. 
And  now  withdraw  the  bait  has  served  its  turn. 
Well  done,  the  husband,  who  shall  fare  the 

worse ! " 
And  on  my  lip  agfain  was  —  **  Out  witli  diee, 
Guido  I^*'  ^  when  all  at  once  she  reappeared  ; 
But.  this  time,  on  the  terrace  overhead. 
So  dose  above  me,  she  conld  almost  touch 
My  head  if  she  bent  down  ;  and  she  did  bend. 
While  I  stood  still  as  stone,  all  eye,  all  ear. 

She  began  —  "*"  Ton  have  sent  me  letters.  Sir : 
I  have  read  none,  I  can  neither  read  nor  write  ; 
But  she  you  gave  them  to,  a  woman  here, 
One  of  the  people  in  whose  power  I  am. 
Partly  explained  their  sense,  I  think,  to  me 
Obliged  to  listen  while  she  inculcates 
That  you,  a  priest,  can  dare  love  me,  a  wife, 
Desire  to  live  or  die  as  I  shall  bid, 
^he  makes  me  listen  if  I  will  or  no) 
Because  you  saw  my  face  a  single  time. 
It  cannot  be  she  says  the  thing  you  mean ; 
Such  wickedness  were  deadly  to  us  both : 
But  good  true  love  would   help  me   now  so 

much  — 
I  tell  myself,  you  may  mean  good  and  true. 
Ton  offer  me,  I  seem  to  understand. 
Because  I  am  in  poverty  and  starve. 
Much  money,  where  one  piece  would  save  my 

life. 
The  silver  cup  upon  the  altar-cloth 
Is  neither  yours  to  give  nor  mine  to  take  ; 
But  I  might  take  one  bit  of  bread  therefrom, 
Since  I  am  starving,  and  return  the  rest. 
Yet  do  no  harm  :  this  is  ray  very  ciise. 
I  am  in  that  strait,  I  may  not  dare  abstain 
From  so  much  of  assistance  as  would  bring 
The  guilt  of  theft  on  neither  vou  nor  me ; 
But  no  superfluous  particle  of  aid. 
I  think,  it  you  will  let  me  state  my  case. 
Even  had  you  been  so  fancy-fevered  here. 
Not  your  sound  self,  yon  must  grow  healthy 

now  — 


Care  only  to  bestow  what  I  can  take. 
That  it  is  only  you  in  the  wide  world, 
Knowins:  me  nor  in  thought  nor  word  nor  deed, 
Who,  all  unprompted  save  by  your  own  heart. 
Come  proffering  assistance  now,  —  were  strange 
But  that  my  whole  life  is  so  strange :  as  strange 
It  is,  mv  husband  whom  I  have  not  wronged 
Should  hate  and  harm  me.    For  his  own  soul's 

sake. 
Hinder  the    harm !     But  there  is  somethiog 

more, 
And  that  the  strangest :  it  has  got  to  be 
Somehow  for  my  sake  too,  and  ^et  not  mine, 
—  This  is  a  riddle  —  for  some  kmd  of  sake 
Not  any  clearer  to  myself  than  you. 
And  yet  as  certain  as  that  I  draw  breath,  — 
I  would  fain  live,  not  die  —  oh  no,  not  die  I 
My  case  is,  I  was  dwelling  happily 
At  Rome  with  those  dear  Comparini,  called 
Father  and  mother  to  me ;  when  at  once 
I  found  I  had  become  Count  Guide's  wife : 
Who  then,  not  waiting  for  a  moment,  changed 
Into  a  fury  of  fire,  if  once  he  was 
Merely  a  man :  lus  face  threw  fire  at  mine, 
He  laid  a  hand  on  me  that  burned  all  peace. 
All  joy,  all  hope,  and  last  all  fear  away. 
Dipping  the  bou^h  of  life,  so  pleasant  once. 
In  hre  which  shrivelled  leaf  aud  bud  alike, 
Burning  not  only  present  life  but  past. 
Which  you  might  think  was  safe  beyond  his 

reach. 
He  reached  it,  though,  since  that  beloved  pair. 
My  father  once,  my  mother  sdl  those  years. 
That  loved  me  so,  now  say  I  dreamed  a  dream 
And  bid  me  wake,  henceforth  no  child  of  theirs. 
Never  in  all  the  time  their  child  at  idl. 
Do  you  understand  ?    I  cannot :  yet  so  it  is. 
Just  so  I  say  of  you  that  proffer  help : 
I  cannot  underst.(uid  what  prompts  your  soul, 
I  simply  needs  must  see  that  it  is  so. 
Only  one  strange  and  wonderful  thing  more. 
They  came  here  with  me,  those  two  dear  ones, 

kept 
AU  the  Old  love  up,  till  my  husbatid,  till 
His  people  here  so  tortured  them,  they  fled. 
And  now,  is  it  because  I  gix>w  in  flesh 
And  spirit  one  with  him  tlieir  torturer. 
That  they,  renouncing  him,  must  cast  off  me  ? 
If  I  were  graced  by  God  to  have  a  child. 
Could  I  one  day  deny  God  graced  me  so  ? 
Then,  since  m^  husband  hates  me,  I  shall  break 
No  law  that  reigns  in  this  fell  house  of  hate. 
By  using  —  letting  have  effect  so  much 
Of  hate  as  hides  me  from  that  whole  of  hate 
Would  take  my  Ufe  which  I  want  and  must 

have  — 
Just  as  I  take  from  your  excess  of  love 
Enough  to  save  my  life  with,  aU  I  need . 
The  Archbishop  said  to  murder  me  were  sin  : 
My  leaving  Gmdo  were  a  kind  of  death 
With  no  sin,  —  more  death,  he  must  answer  for. 
Hear  now  what  death  to  him  and  life  to  you 
I  wish  to  pay  and  owe.    Take  me  to  Rome  ! 
You  go  to  Rome,  the  servant  makes  me  hear. 
Take  me  as  you  would  take  a  dog,  I  think, 
Masfcerless  left  for  strangers  to  imutreat : 
Take   me  home  like   that — leave  me  in  the 

house 
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Where  the  father  and  the  mother  are ;  and  soon 
The^  *11  oome  to  know  and  call  me  by  my  name, 
Their  child  once  more,  since  child  I  am,  for 

all 
They  now  forget  me,  which  is  the  worst  o*  the 

dream  — 
And  the  way  to  end  dreams  is  to  break  them, 

stand. 
Walk,  go :  then  help  me  to  stand,  walk,  and  go ! 
The  Governor  said  the  strong  should  help  the 

weak  : 
Yon  know  how  weak  the  strongest  women  are. 
How  conld  I  find  my  way  there  by  myself  ? 
I  cannot  even  call  out,  make  them  hear  — 
Just  as  in  dreams :  I  have  tried  and  proved  the 

fact. 
I  have  told  this  story  and  more  to  good  great 

men. 
The  Archbishop  and  the  Governor :  they  smiled. 
*'  Stop  vonr  mouth,  fair  one  1  ^  —  presently  they 

nowned, 

*  Get  you  gone,  disengage  yon  from  our  feet  1  ^ 
I  went  in  my  despair  to  an  old  priest. 

Only  a  friar,  no  g^reat  roan  like  these  two, 
But  good,  the  Augnstinian,  people  name 
Romano,  — he  confessed  me  two  months  since : 
He  fears  God,  why  then  needs  he   fear  the 

world? 
And  when  he  questioned  how  it  came  about 
That  I  was  found  in  danger  of  a  sin  — 
Despair  of  anv  help  from  providence,  — 

*  Since,  though  your  husband  outiage  you,'  said 

he, 

*  That  is  a  case  too  common,  the  wives  die 
Or  live,  but  do  not  sin  so  deep  as  this '  — 
Then  I  told  —  what  I  never  will  tell  you  — 
How.  worse  than  husband's  hate,  I  had  to  bear 
Tlie  love  —  soliciting  to  shame  c^led  love  — 
Of  his  brother,  —  the  young  idle  priest  1*  the 

house 
With  only  the  devil  to  meet  there.    ^This  is 

grave  — 
Tee,  we  must  interfere  :  I  counsel,  —  write 
To  those  who  used  to  be  your  parents  once. 
Of  dangers  here,  bid  them  convey  you  hence  !  * 

*  But,'  said  I,  '  when  I  neither  read  nor  write  ? ' 
Then  he  took  pitv  and  promised  '  I  will  write.' 
If  he  did  so,  —  why,  tbe^  are  dumb  or  dead : 
Either  they  give  no  credit  to  the  tale. 

Or  else,  wrapped  wholly  up  in  their  own  joy 
Of  sudi  escape,  they  care  not  who  cries,  stiU 
I'  the  clutches.    Anyhow,  no  word  arrives. 
AH  such  extravagance  and  dreadfulness 
Seems  incident  to  dreaming,  cured  one  way,  — 
Wake  me !    The  letter  I  received  this  morn, 
Said  —  if  the  woman  spoke  your  very  sense  — 

*  Tou  would  die  for  me : '  I  can  believe  it  now  : 
For  now  the  dream  gets  to  involve  yourself  > 
First  of  all,  you  seemed  wicked  ana  not  good, 
In  writinf^  me  those  letters :  you  came  in  ^ 
Like  a  thief  upon  me.    I  this  morning  said 

In  m^  extremity',  entreat  the  thief  I 

Try  if  he  have  in  him  no  honest  touch  I 

A  thief  mi^ht  save  me  from  a  murderer. 

*T  was  a  thief  said  the  last  kind  word  to  Christ : 

Christ  took  the  kindness  and  forgave  the  theft : 

And  so  did  I  prepare  what  I  now  say. 

But  now,  that  yon  stand  and  I  see  your  faoe, 


Though  yon  have  never  uttered  word  yet,  — 

well,  I  know, 
Here  too  has  been  dream^work,  dehwion  too, 
And  that  at  no  time,  you  with  the  eyes  here. 
Ever  intended  to  do  wrong  bv  me, 
Nor  wrote  such  letters  thereiore.    It  is  false, 
And  you  are  true,  have  been  true,  will  be  true. 
To  Rome  then,  —  when  is  it  you  take  me  there  ? 
Each  mmute  lost  is  mortal.    When  P  —  I  ask." 

I  answered,  "  It  shall  be  when  it  can  be. 
I  will  go  henee  and  do  your  pleasure,  find 
The  sure  and  speedy  means  of  travel,  then 
Come  back  and  take  you  to  your  friends  in 

Rome. 
There  wants  a  carriage,  money  and  the  rest,  — 
A  day's  work  by  to-morrow  at  this  time. 
How  shall  I  see  you  and  assure  escape  ?  '* 

She  replied,  **  Pass,  to-morrow  at  this  hour. 
If  I  am  at  the  open  window,  well  :^ 
If  I  am  absent,  drop  a  hanokerokief 
And  walk  bv  !    I  shall  see  from  where  I  watch, 
And  know  that  all  is  done.    Return  next  eve, 
And  next,  and  so  till  we  can  meet  and  speak !  " 
*'  To-morrow  at  this  hour  I  pass,"  said  I. 
She  was  withdrawn. 

Here  is  another  point 
I  bid  yon  pause  at.    When  I  told  thus  mr. 
Some  one  said,  subtly,  **  Here  at  least  was  round 
Your  confidence  in  error,  —  you  perceived 
The  spirit  of  the  letters,  in  a  sort. 
Had  been  the  lady's,  if  the  body  should  be 
Supplied  by  Guido :  say,  he  foived  them  all ! 
Here  was  the  unforged  fact  —  she  sent  for  yon, 
Spontaneously  elected  you  to  help, 
—  What  men  call,  loved  you :  (iuido  read  her 

mind. 
Gave  it  expression  to  assure  the  world 
The  case  was  just  as  he  foresaw  :  he  wrote. 
She  spoke." 

Sirs,  that  first  simile  serves  still,  — 
That  falsehood  of  a  scorpion  hatehed,  I  say, 
Nowhere  i'  the  world  but  in  Madonna's  mouth. 
Go  onl    Suppose,  that  falsehood  foiled,  next 

eve 
Pictured  Madonna  raised  her  painted  hand, 
Fixed  the  face  Rafael  bent  above  the  Babe, 
On  my  face  as  I  flung  me  at  her  feet : 
Such  miracle  vouchsafed  and  manifest, 
Would  that  prove  the  first  lying  tale  was  true  ? 
Pompilia  spoke,  and  I  at  once  received. 
Accepted  my  own  fact,  my  miracle 
Self -authorized  and  self -explained,  —she  chose 
To  summon  me  and  signify  her  choioe. 
Afterward,  —  oh  1  I  gave  a  passing  glance 
To  a  certain  ugly  doud-shape.  gobunHihred 
Of  hell-smoke  nurrsring  past  the  splendid  moon 
Out  now  to  tolerate  no  darkness  more. 
And  saw  right  through  the  thing  that  tried  to 

pass 
For  truth  and  solid,  not  an  empty  lie : 
^*  So,  he  not  only  forged  the  words  for  her 
But  words  for  me,  made  letters  he  called  mine : 
What  I  sent,  he  retained,  gave  these  in  place, 
AH  by  the  mistress-messenger  1    As  I 
Recognized  her,  at  potency  of  truth, 
So  she,  by  the  crystalline  soul,  knew  me, 
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Never  mistook  the  sig^ns.     Enough  of  thiB  — 
Let  the  wraith  go  to  iiothinguess  again, 
Here  is  the  orh,  have  only  tliought  for  her  !  ^* 

**  Thought  ?  ^'  nay,  Sin,  what  shall  follow  was 

not  thought : 
I  have  thought  sometimes,  and  thought  long 

and  hard. 
I  have  stood  before,  gone  round  a  serious  thin^, 
Tasked  my  whole  mind  to  touch  and  clasp  it 

close. 
As  I  stretch  forth  mv  arm  to  touch  this  bar. 
God  and  man,  and  wnat  duty  I  owe  both,  — 
I  dare  to  say  I  have  confronted  these 
In  thought :  but  no  such  faculty  helped  here. 
I  put  forth  no  thought, — powerless,  all  that 

night 
I  paced  the  cihy  :  it  was  the  first  Spring. 
By  the  invjision  I  lay  passive  to, 
In  rushed  new  thin^p,  the  old  were  rapt  away  ; 
Alike  abolished  —  tiie  imprisonment 
Of  the  outside  air,  the  inside  weight  o*  the 

world 
That  pulled  me  down.     Death  meant,  to  spurn 

the  ground. 
Soar  to  the  sky.  —  die  well  and  von  do  that. 
The  very  immolation  made  the  bliss ; 
Death  was  the  heart  of  life,  and  all  the  harm 
My  folly  had  crouched  to  avoid,  now  proved  a 

veil 
Hiding  all  gain  my  wisdom  strove  to  grasp : 
As  if  the  intense  centre  of  the  flame 
Should  turn  a  heaven  to  that  devoted  fly 
Which  hitherto,  sophist  alike  and  sage. 
Saint  Thomas  with  his  sober  gray  goose-quill. 
And  sinner  Plato  by  Cei>hiBian  reed. 
Would  fain,  pretending  just  the  insect's  good. 
Whisk  off,  drive  back,  consign  to  shade  again. 
Into  another  state,  under  new  rule 
I  knew  myself  was  passing  swift  and  sure ; 
Whereof  Uie  initiatory  pang  approached. 
Felicitous  annoy,  as  bittersweet 
As  when  the  virgin-band,  the  victors  chaste. 
Feel  at  the  end  the  earthly  garments  drop. 
And  rise  with  something  of  a  rosy  shame 
Into  immortjil  nakedness :  so  I 
Lay,  and  let  come  the  proper  throe  would  thrill 
Into  the  ecstasy  and  outthrob  pain. 

I*  the  gray  of  dawn  it  was  I  found  myself 
Facing  the  pillared  front  o'  the  Pieve  —  mine, 
My  church :  it  seemed  to  say  for  the  first  time, 
**  nut  am  not  I  the  Bride,  the  mvstic  love 
C  the  Lamb,  who  took  thy  plighted  troth,  my 

Sriest, 
thy  warm  heart  on  my  heart  of  stone 
And  freeze  thee  nor  unfasten  any  more  ? 
This  is  a  fleshly  woman,  —  let  the  free 
Bestow    their  life-blood,  thou  art   pulseless 

now ! " 
See  I    Day  by  day  I  had  risen  and  left  this 

church 
At  the  signal  waved  mc  by  some  foolish  fan. 
With  half  a  curse  and  half  a  pitying  smile 
For  the  monk  I  stumbled  over  in  my  hast-e, 
Proetrat«  and  corpse-like  at  the  altar-foot 
Intent  on  his  corona :  then  the  church 
Was  ready  with  her  quip,  if  word  conduced. 


To  quicken  my  pace  nor  stop   for  prating  — 

**  There ! 
Be  thankful  you  are  no  sach  ninny,  go 
Rather  t.o  teach  a  black-eyed  novice  cards 
Than  gabble  Latin  and  protrude  that  nose 
Smootn  to  a  sheep's  through  no  brains  and  mnch 

faith ! " 
That   sort   of    incentive !     Now    the    church 

changed  tone  — 
Now,  when  I  found  out  first   that   life  and 

death 
Are  means  to  an  end,  that  passion  uses  both. 
Indisputably  mistress  of  the  man 
Whose  fonn  of  worship  is  self-sacrifice  : 
Now,  from  the  stone  lungs  sighed  the  scrannel 

voice, 
**  Leave  that  live  passion,  come  be  dead  with 

me!" 
As  ifr  i^  the  fabled  garden,  I  had  gone 
On  great  adventure,  plucked  in  ignorance 
Hedge^fruit,  and  feasted  to  satiety. 
Laughing  at  such  hi^h  fame  for  hips  and  haws. 
And  scorned  the  achievement :  then  come  all  at 

once 
O*  the  prize  o'  the  place,  the  thing  of  perfect 

gold. 
The  apple*s  self  :  and.  scarce  my  eye  on  thai. 
Was  Vare  as  well  o    the  seven-fold  dragon^s 

watch. 

Sirs,  I  obeyed.    Obedience  was  too  strange,  — 
This  new  thing  that  had  been  struck  into  me 
By  the  look  o  the  lady,  —  to  dare  disobev 
The  first  authoritative  word.    *T  was  Grod'a. 
I  had  been  lifted  to  the  level  of  her, 
Could  take  such  sounds  into  my  sense.    I  said, 
**  We  two  are  cognizant  6*  the  Master  now  ; 
She  it  is  bids  me  bow  the  head :  how  true, 
I  am  a  priest !    I  see  the  function  here  ; 
I  thought  the  other  way  self-sacrifice : 
This  is  the  true,  seals  up  the  perfect  sum. 
I  pay  it,  sit  down,  silently  obey." 

So,  I  went  home.    Dawn  broke,  noon  broadened, 

I  sat  stone-still,  let  time  run  over  me. 
The  sun  slant«a  into  my  room,  had  reached 
The  west.    I  opened  book,  —  Aquinas  blazed 
With  one  blacK  name  only  on  the  white  page. 
I  looked  up,  saw  the  sunset :  vespers  rang  : 
*'  She  counts  the  minutes  till  I  keep  my  word 
And  come  sa^r  all  is  ready.    I  am  a  priest. 
Duty  to  God  is  duty  to  her :  I  think 
God,  who  created  her,  will  save  her  too 
Some  new  wajr,  by  one  miracle  the  more. 
Without  me.    Then,  prayer  may  avful  perhaps." 
I  went  to  my  own  place  V  the  Pieve,  read 
The  office :  I  was  back  at  home  again 
Sitting  i'  the  dark.    **  Could  she  but  know  — 

but  know 
That,  were  there  good  in  this  distinct  from 

God's, 
Really  good  as  it  reached  her,  though  procured 
By  a  sin  of  mine,  —  1  should  sin :  God  lorgivea. 
She  knows  it  is  no  fear  withholds  me :  fear  ? 
Of  what  ?    Suspense  here  is  the  terrible  thing. 
If  she  should,  as  she  counts  the  minutes,  come 
On  the  fantastic  notion  that  I  fear 
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The  world   now,  fear   the  Archbishop,    fear 

perhape 
Coant  Guide,  he  who,  havinff  fonped  the  lies, 
May  wait  the  work,  attend  the  eneot,  —  I  fear 
The  sword  of  Quido  !    Let  God  see  to  that  — 
Hating  lies,  let  not  her  believe  a  lie  I  *' 

Afain  the  moruiiv?  found  me.     **  I  will  work, 
^e  down  my  foolish  tlioughts.    Thank  God  so 

far! 
I  have  saved  her  from  a  scandal,  stopped  the 

tongues 
Had  broken  else  into  a  cackle  and  hiss 
Around  the  noble  name.    Duty  is  still 
Wisdom :  I  have  been  wise.'*    So  the  day  wore. 

At  eveninf?  —  **  But,  acliieving:  victory, 
I  must  not  blink  the  priest^s  peculiar  part. 
Nor  shrink  to  counsel,  comfort:    priest    and 

friend  — 
How  do  we  discontinue  to  be  friends  ? 
I  will  go  minister,  advise  her  seek 
Help  at  the  source,  —  above  all,  not  despair : 
There  may  be  other  lutppier  help  at  hand. 
I  hope  it,  —  wherefore  then  neglect  to  say  ? '' 

There  she  stood  —  leaned  there,  for  the  second 

time, 
Over  the  terrace,  looked  at  me,  then  spoke  : 
*''  Why  is  it  you  have  suffered  me  to  stay 
Breaking  my  heart  two  days  more  tlian  was 

need? 
Why  delay  help,  your  own  heart  yearns  to 

give  ?^ 
Yon  are  i^fain  here,  in  the  selfsame  mind, 
I  see  here,  steadfast  in  the  face  of  you,  — 
You  grudge  to  do  no  one  thin<^  that  I  ask. 
Why  then  is  nothing  done?    You  know  my 

need. 
Still,  through  God's  pity  on  me,  there  is  time 
Ajid  one  day  more :  sluul  I  be  saved  or  no  ?  " 
I   answered  —  '*  Lady,    waste   no  thought,  no 

word 
Even  to  forgive  me !    Care  for  what  I  care  — 
Only !    Now  follow  me  as  I  were  fate  I 
Leiive  this  house  in  the  dark  to-morrow  night. 
Just  before   daybreak  :  —  there  'a  new  moon 

this  eve  — 
It  seta,  and  then  begins  the  solid  black. 
Descend,  proceed  to  the  Torrione,  step 
Over  the  low  dilapidated  wall, 
Take  San  Clemente,  there  's  no  other  gate 
Uiqcuarded  at  the  hour :  some  paces  thence 
An  inn  stands  ;  cross  to  it ;  I  snail  be  there." 

She  answered,  '*  If  I  can  but  find  the  way. 
But  I  shall  find  it.    Go  now  !  " 

I  did  go. 
Took  rapidly  the  route  myself  prescribed, 
Stopped  at  Torrione,  climbed  tne  ruined  place, 
Proved  that  the  gate  was  practicable,  reached 
Hie  inn,  no  eye,  despite  the  dark,  oould  miss. 
Knocked  there  and  entered,  made  the  host  se- 
cure: 
**  With  Caponsacchi  it  is  ask  and  have ; 
I  know  my  betters.    Are  you  bound  for  Rome  ? 
I  get  swift  horse  and  trusty  man,"  said  he. 


Then  I  retraced  my  steps,  was  found  onoe  more 
In  mv  own  house  for  the  last  time :  there  lay 
The  broad  pale  opened  **  Sumnia."    **Shttt  his 

book. 
There 's  other  showing !    'T  was  a  Thomas  too 
Obtained  —  more  favored  than  his  namesake 

here  —  ^ 
A  gift,  tied  faith  fast,  foUed  the  tug  of  doubt,  — 
Our  Lady's  girdle ;  down  he  saw  it  drop 
As  she  ascended  into  heaven,  they  say  : 
He  kept  that  safe  and  bade  all  doubt  adieu. 
I  too  have  seen  a  lady  and  hold  a  grace." 

I  know  not  how  the  night  passed:  morning 

broke. 
Presently  came  my  servant.     "  Sir,  this  eve  — 
Do  you  forget  ?  "    I  started.     ''How  forget? 
What  is  it  you  know  ?  "    *'  With  due  suoinis- 

sion,  Sir, 
This  beiiig  last  Monday  in  the  month  but  one, 
And  a  vigil,  since  to-morrow  is  Saint  George, 
And  feast-dav,  and  moreover  day  for  copes, 
And  Canon  Conti  now  away  a  month. 
And  Canon  Crispi  sour  because,  foiwKith, 
You  let  him  sulk  in  stall  and  bear  the  brunt 
Of  the  octave  .  .  .  Well,  Sir,  'tis  important  I  '* 

"True  I 
Hearken,  I  have  to  start  for  Rome  this  night. 
No  word,  lest  Crispi  overboil  and  burst  1 
Provide  me  with  a  laic  dress  1    Throw  dust 
I'  the  Canon's  eye,  stop  his  tongue's  scandal  so  I 
See  there  's  a  sword  in  case  of  accident." 
I  knew  the  knave,  the  knave  knew  me. 

And  thus 
Tlirough  each  familiar  hindrance  of  the  day 
I>id  I  make  steadily  for  its  hour  and  end,  — 
Felt  time's  old  barrier-growth  of  right  and  fit 
GKve  way  through  all  its  twines,  and  let  me 

«o. 
Use  and  wont  recognized  the  excepted  man. 
Let  speed  the  special  service,  —  and  I  sped 
Till,  at  the  dead  between  midnight  ana  morn, 
Tliere  was  I  at  the  goal,  before  the  gate. 
With  a  tune  in  the  eats,  low  leading  up  to  loud, 
A  light  in  the  eyes,  faint  that  wonla  soon  be 

flare. 
Ever  some  spiritual  witness  new  and  new 
In  faster  frequence,  crowding  solitude 
To  watch  the  way  o'  the  warfare,  —  till,  at  last. 
When  the  ecstatic  minute  must  bring  birth. 
Began  a  whiteness  in  the  distance,  waxed 
Whiter  and  whiter,  near  grew  and  more  near, 
Till  it  was  she :  there  did  Pompilia  come : 
The  white  I  saw  shine  through  her  was  her 

soul's. 
Certainly,  for  the  body  was  one  black, 
Blsxsk  from  head  down  to  foot.    She  did  not 

speak. 
Glided  mto  the  carriage.  —  so  a  cloud 
Gathers  the  n^oon  up.       By  San  Spirito, 
To  Rome,  as  if  the  road  burned  underneath  ! 
Reach  Rome,  then  hold  my  head  in  pledge,  I 

pay 
The  run  and  the  risk  to  heart's  content  I  *' 

Just  that, 
I  said,  —  then,  in  another  tick  of  time. 
Sprang,  was  beside  her,  she  and  I  alone. 
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So  it  began,  our  flight  through  dusk  to  clear. 
Through  day  and  night  and  day  again  to  nignt 
Onoe  more,  and  to  last  dreadful  dawn  of  all. 
Sirs,  how  should  I  lie  quiet  in  ray  grare 
Unless  ^ou  suffer  me  wring,  drop  bv  drop, 
Mr  brain  dry,  make  a  riddance  of  tne  dienoh 
Of  minutes  with  a  memory  in  each. 
Recorded  motion,  breath  or  look  of  hers. 
Which  Doured  forth  would  present  yon  one  pure 

glass, 
Mirror  you  plain  —  as  God^s  sea,  glaned  in  gold, 
His  saints  —  the  perfect  soul  Pompilia  ?    Men, 
You  must  know  that  a  man  gets  drunk  with 

truth 
Stagnant  inside  him  1    Oh,  they  Ve  killed  her, 

Sirs! 
Can  I  be  calm  ? 

Calmly  I    Each  incident 
Proves,  I  maintain,  that  action  of  the  flight 
For  the  true  thing  it  was.  The  first  faint  scratch 
O'  the  stone  will  test  its  nature,  teach  its  worth 
To  idiots  who  name  Parian  —  coprolite. 
After  all,  I  shall  give  no  glare  —  at  best 
Only  display  you  certain  scattered  lights 
Lamping  the  rush  and  roll  of  the  abyss: 
Nothing  but  here  and  there  a  fire-point  pricks 
Wavelet  from  wavelet :  well ! 

For  the  first  hour 
We  both  were  silent  in  the  night,  I  know : 
Sometimes  I  did  not  see  nor  understand. 
Blackness  engulfed  me,  — partial  stupor,  say  — 
Then  I  would  break  way,  breathe  through  the 

surprise. 
And  be  aware  again,  and  see  who  sat 
In  the  dark  vest  with  the  white  face  and  hands. 
I  said  to  myself  —  '*  I  have  caught  it,  I  con- 
ceive 
The  mind  o'  the  mystery :  *t  is  the  way  they 

wake 
And  wait,  two  martyrs  somewhere  in  a  tomb 
Each  hy  each  as  their  blessing  was  to  die  ; 
Some  signal  they  are  promised  and  expect,  — 
When  to  arise  before  the  trumpet  scares : 
So,  throujph  the  whole  course  of  the  world  they 

wait 
The  last  day,  but  so  fearless  and  so  safe  I 
No  otherwise,  in  safety  and  not  fear, 
I  lie,  because  she  lies  too  bv  my  side." 
You  know  this  is  not  love,  Sirs,  —  it  is  fiiith. 
The  feeling  that  there's  God,  he  reigns  and 

rules 
Out  of  this  low  world  :  that  is  all ;  no  harm  1 
At  times  she  drew  a  soft  sigh  —  music  seemed 
Always  to  hover  just  above  her  lips, 
Not  settle,  —  break  a  silence  music  too. 

In  the  determined  morning,  I  first  found 
Her  head  erect,  her  face  turned  full  to  me, 
Her  soul  intent  on  mine  through  two  wide  eyes. 
I  answered  them.    **  You  are  saved  hitherto. 
We  have  passed  Perugia,  — gone  round  by  the 

wooa. 
Not  through,  I  seem  to  think,  — and  opposite 
I  know  Assisi ;  this  is  holy  ground." 
Then  she  resumed.    ^*  How  long  since  we  both 

left 
Arezzo  ?  "  —  **  Years  —  and  certain  hours  be* 

Bide." 


It  was  at  .  .  .  ah,  but  I  forget  the  names ! 
*T  is  a  mere  postrhouse  and  a  hovel  or  two  ; 
I  left  the  carriage  and  got  bread  and  wine 
And  brought  it  her.  —     Does  it  detain  to  eat  ?  " 
"  —  They  stay  perforce,  change  horses,  ~  there- 
fore eat ! 
We  lose  no  minute  :  we  arrive,  be  sure  I  " 
This  was  —  I  know  not  where  —  Uiere  *s  a  greftt 

hiU 
Close  over,  and  the  stream  has  Inst  its  bridge, 
One  fords  it.    She  began  —  '*  I  have  heard  say 
Of  some  sick  body  that  my  mother  knew, 
'T  was  no  ^i:ood  sign  when  in  a  limb  diseased 
All  the  pain  suddenly  departs,  —  as  if 
The  guiurdian  angel  discontinued  pain 
Because  the  hope  of  cure  was  gone  at  last : 
The  limb  will  not  again  exert  itself. 
It  needs  be  pained  no  longer :  so  with  me, 
—  My  soul  whence  all  the  pain  is  past  at  once : 
All  pain  must  be  to  work  some  good  in  the  end. 
True,  this  I  feel  now,  this  may  be  that  good, 
Pain  was  because  of,  —  otherwise,  I  fear  I  " 

She  said.  —  a  lon^  while  later  in  the  day, 
When  I  had  let  tne  silence  be,  — abrupt  — 
**Have  you  a  mother?"    *'She  di^,  I  was 

bom." 
" A  sister  then ? "    ''No sister."    ''Who  was 

it  — 
What  woman  were  yon  used  to  serve  this  way. 
Be  kind  to.  till  I  called  you  and  you  came  ?  " 
I  did  not  like  that  word.    Soon  afterward  — 
"  Tell  me,  are  men  unhappy,  in  some  kind 
Of  mere  unhappiness  at  being  men. 
As  women  suiter,  being  womanish  ? 
Have  you.  now,  some  unhappiness,  I  mean. 
Bom  of  what  may  be  man's  strength  overmuoh« 
To  match  the  undue  susceptibility. 
The  sense  at  every  pore  wnen  hate  is  close  ? 
It  hurts  us  if  a  baby  hides  its  face 
Or  child  strikes  at  us  punily,  calls  names 
Or  makes  a  mouth,  —  much  more  if  stranger 

men 
Laugh  or  frown,  —  just  as  that  were  much  to 

bear  I 
Yet  rocks  split,  —  and  the  blow-oall  does  no 

more, 

Quivers  to  feathery  nothing  at  a  touch ; 

And  strength  may  have  its  drawback,  weakness 
111 
scapes." 

Once  she  asked,  "What  is  it  that  made  yon 

smile. 
At  the  great  gate  with   the  eagles  and  the 

snakes. 
Where  the  company  entered,  't  is  a  long  time 

since  ?  " 
"  —  Forgive  —  I  think  you  would  not  under- 
stand : 
Ah,  but  you  ask  me,  —therefore,  it  was  this. 
That  was  a  certain  bishop's  villa-gate, 
I  knew  it  by  the  eagles,  —  and  at  once 
Remember  this  same  bishop  was  just  he 
People  of  old  were  wont  to  bid  me  please 
If  I  would  catch  preferment :  so,  I  smiled 
Because  an  impulse  came  to  me,  a  whim  — 
What  if  I  prayed  the  prelate  leave  to  speak, 
Began  upon  him  in  his  presence-hall 
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—  '  What,  still  at  work  so  gray  and  obsolete  ? 
Still  rocheted  and  mitred  more  or  less  ? 
Don^t  you  feel  all  that  out  of  fashion  now  ? 
I  find  out  when  the  day  of  things  is  done !  ^ '' 

At  eve  we  heard  the  anyelus :  she  turned  — 

**  I  told  you  I  can  neither  read  nor  write. 

My  life  stopped  with  the  play-time  ;    I  will 

learn, 
If  I  begin  to  live  afpain :  but  you  — 
Who  are  a  priest  —  wherefore  do  you  not  read 
The  service  at  this  hour  ?    Read  Gabriel's  song, 
The  lesson,  and  then  read  tha  little  prayer 
To  Raphael,  proper  for  us  travellers  I '' 
I  did  not  like  that,  neither,  but  I  read. 

When  we  stopped  at  Foligno  it  was  dark. 

The  people  oi  the  post  came  out  with  lights : 

The  driver  said,  *'''  This  time  U>>morrow,  may 

Saints  only  help,  relays  ountinne  good. 

Nor  robbers  hinder,  we  arrive  at  Rome. 

I  urged,  —  '*  Why  tax  your  strength  a  second 

night  ? 
Trust  me,  alight  here  and  take  brief  repose ! 
We  are  out  of  harm's  reach,  past  pursuit :  go 

sleep 
If  but  an  hour  I  I  keep  watch,  guard  the  while 
Here  in  the  doorway."    But  her  whole  face 

changed. 
The  misery  grew  again  about  her  mouth. 
The  eyes  burned  up  from  faintness,  like  the 

fawn's 
Tired  to  death  in  the  thicket,  when  she  F»»el8 
The  probinir  spear  o'  the  huntsman.      "  Oh,  no 

stay  I " 
She  cried,  in  the  fawn's  cry,  '*  On  to  Rome,  on, 

on  — 
Unless  't  w  you   who   fear,  —  which   cannot 

be!'- 

We  did  go  on  all  night ;  but  at  its  close 

She  was  troubled,  restless,  moaned  low,  talked 

at  whiles 
To  herself,  her  brow  on  quiver  with  the  dream : 
Once,  wide  awake,   she   menaced,    at   arms' 

length 
Waved  away  something—** Never  again  with 

you! 
My  soul  is  mine,  mv  body  is  my  soul's : 
Tou  and  1  are  divided  ever  more 
In  soul  and  body :  get  you  gone  !  "    Then  I  — 
"  Wlw,  in  my  whole  life  I  have  never  prayed  ! 
Oh,  it  the  God,  that  only  can,  would  help ! 
Am  I  his  priest  with  power  to  oast  out  fiends  ? 
Let  God  arise  and  all  his  enemies 
Be  scattered  I "    By  mom,  there  was  peace,  no 

sigh 
Out  of  the  deep  sleep. 

When  she  woke  at  last, 
I   answered  the  first  look  —  **Scaroe    twelve 

hours  more. 
Then,  Rome  I    There  probably  was  no  pursuit. 
There  cannot  now  be  peril :  bear  up  brave  I 
Just  some  twelve  hours  to  press  through  to  the 

prize: 
Then,    no   more   of    the   terrible   journey  I " 

**  Then, 


No  more  o'  the  journey :  if  it  might  but  last  I 
Always,  my  life  long,  thus  to  journey  still ! 
It  is  the  interruption  that  I  dread,  ~ 
With  no  dread,  ever  to  be  here  and  thus  I 
Never  to  see  a  face  nor  hear  a  voice  1 
Yours  is  no  voice ;   yon  speak  when  you  are 

dumb  ; 
Nor  face,  I  see  it  in  the  dark.    I  want 
No   face   nor   voice   that   change   and    grow 

unkind.'* 
That  I  liked,  that  was  the  best  thing  she  said. 

In  the  broad  day,  I  dared  entreat,  **  Desoend  1 " 

I  told  a  woman,  at  the  garden-gate 

By  the  post-house,  white  and  pleasant  in  the 

sun, 
**  It  is  my  sister,  —  talk  with  her  apart ! 
She  is  married  and  unhi4>py,  you  perceive  ; 
I  take  her  home  because  her  beaa  is  hurt ; 
Comfort  her  as  you  women  understand  I " 
So,  there  I  left  them  by  the  garden-wall. 
Paced  the  road,  then  bade  put  the  horses  to. 
Came  back,  and  there  she  sat:   close  to  her 

knee, 
A  black-eyed  child  still  held  the  bowl  of  milk. 
Wondered  to  see  how  little  she  could  drink, 
And  in  her  anns  the  woman's  infant  lay. 
She  smiled  at  me,  **  How  much  good  this  has 

done! 
This  is  a  whole  night's  rest  and  how  much 

more ! 
I  can  proceed  now,  though  I  wish  to  stay. 
How  do  you  call  that  tree  with  the  thick  top 
Tlmt  holds  in  all  its  leafy  green  and  gold 
The  sun  now  like  an  immense  egg  of  fire  ?  " 
(It  was  a  million-leaved  mimosa.)    **  Take 
The  babe  away  from  me  and  let  me  go  !  " 
And  in  the  carriiwe,  **  Still  a  day,  my  friend  I 
And  perhaps  half  a  night,  the  woman  fears. 
Ipray  it  finish  since  it  cannot  last. 
There  may  be  more  misfortune  at  the  close. 
And  where  will   you    bj?     God   suffice   me 

then  ! " 
And   presently  —  for   there    was   a    roadside- 
shrine  — 
'*  When  I  was  taken  first  to  my  own  church 
Lorenzo  in  Lucina,  beino:  a  girl. 
And  bid  confess  my  faults,  I  interposed 
*  But  teach  me    what   fault   to   ocmfess   and 

know  ! ' 
So,    the    priest   said  —  ^  Tou   should   bethink 

yourself : 
Each   human    being   needs   must   have   done 

wrong ! ' 
Now,  be  yon  candid  and  no  priest  but  friend — 
Were  I  surprised  and  killed  nere  on  the  spot, 
A  runaway  from  husband  and  his  home, 
Do  you  account  it  were  in  sin  I  died  ? 
My  husband  used  to  seem  to  harm  me,  not  .  .  » 
Not  on  pretence  he  punished  sin  of  mine, 
Nor  for  sin's  sake  and  lust  of  cruelty, 
But  as  I  heard  him  bid  a  farming-man 
At  the  villa  take  a  lamb  once  to  the  wood 
And  there  ill-treat  it,  meaning  that  the  wolf 
Should  hear  its  cries,  and  so  come,  quick  be 

caught. 
Enticed  to  the  trap :  he  practised  thus  with  ma 
Tbai  so,  whatever  were  his  gain  thereby, 
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Othen  than  I  might  become  prey  and  8pc»U. 
Had  it  been  onlv  between  our  two  selves,  —  ^ 
His  pleasure  ana  my  pmn,  —  why,  pleasure  him 
By  (tying,  nor  such  need  to  make  a  coil ! 
But  this  was  worth  an  effort,  that  my  |)ain 
Should  not  become  a  snare,  prove  pain  three- 
fold 
To  other  people  —  strangers  —  or  nnbom  — 
How  should  I  know  ?    I  sought  release  from 

that  — 
I  think,  or  else  from,  —  dare  I  say,  some  cause 
^>uch  as  is  put  into  a  tree,  which  turns 
Away  from  the  north  wind  with  what  nest  it 

holds,  — 
The  woman  said  that   trees   so  turn :    now, 

friend. 
Tell  me,  because  I  cannot  trust  myself ! 
You  are  a  man :  what  have  I  done  amiss  ?  '^ 
You  must  conceive  my  answer,  —  I  forget  — 
Taken  up  wholly  with  the  thought,  perhaps, 
Tliie  time  she  might  have  s^a, — might,  did 

not  say  — 
*'  You  are  a  priest/*    She  said,  **  my  friend." 

Day  wore, 
We  passed  the  places,  somehow  the  calm  went. 
Again  the  restless  eyes  began  to  rove 
In  new  fear  of  the  foe  mine  could  not  see. 
8he  Meandered  in  her  mind,  —  addressed  me 

once 
"Gaetauo !  "  —  that  is  not  my  name  :    whose 

name  ? 
I  grew  alarmed,  my  head  seemed  turning  too. 
I    quickened    pace    with    promise    now,    now 

threat: 
Bade  drive  and  drive,  nor  any  stopping  more. 
**  Too  deep  i*  the  thick  of  the  struggle,  struggle 

tlirough  I 
Then  drench  her  in  repose  though  death *s  self 

pour 
The  plenitude  of  quiet,  — help  us,  God, 
WTiom  the  winds  carry !  " 

Suddenly  I  saw 
The   old   tower,  and  the  little   white-walled 

dump 
Of  buildings  and  the  cypress-tree  or  two,  — 
**  Already  Castelnuovo  —  Home!  "  I  cried, 
*'  As  good  as  Rome,  —  Rome  is  the  next  stage, 

think ! 
Tliis  is  where  travellers*  hearts  are  wont  to 

beat. 
Say  you  are  saved,  sweet  lady ! "       Up  she 

woke. 
The  sky  was  fierce  with  color  from  the  sun 
Setting.    She  screamed  out,  **No,  I  must  not 

die! 
Take  me  no  farther,  I  should  die  :  stay  here  ! 
I  liave  more  life  to  save  than  mine  !  ** 

She  swooned. 
We  seemed  safe :  what  was  it  foreboded  so  ? 
Out  of  the  coach  into  the  inn  I  bore 
The  motionless  and  breathless  pure  and  pale 
Pompilia,  —  bore  her  through  a  pitying  group 
And  hiid  her  on  a  couch,  still  calm  and  cured 
Bv  deep  sleep  of  all  woes  at  once.    The  host 
Was  urgent,  '*  Let  her  stay  an  hour  or  two  I 
Ijeave  hpr  to  ns,  all  will  be  right  by  mom ! " 
Oh,  my  foreboding  I    But  I  could  not  chooee. 


I  paced  the  passage,  kept  watch  all  night  long. 
I  listened,  —  not  one  movement,  not  one  sigh. 
^*  Fear  not :  she  sleeps  so  sound !  "  they  said : 

but  I 
Feared,  all  the  same,  kept  fearing  more  and 

more, 
Found  inj'self  throb  with  fear  from  head  to  foot. 
Filled  with  a  sense  of  such  impending  woe. 
That,  at  first  pause  of  night,  pretence  of  gray, 
I  made  my  mind  up  it  w^as  mom.  —  *'Keach 

Rome, 
Lest  hell  reach  her !    A  dozen  miles  to  make. 
Another  long  breath,  and  we  emei^ ! "    I  stood 
I*  the  courtyard,  I'oused   the  sleepy  grooms. 

**  Have  out 
Carriage  and  hoi-se,  give  haste,  take  gold !  ** 

said  I. 
Wliile  they  made  ready  in  the  doubtful  mom,  ~  - 
*T  was  the  last  minute.  —  needs  must  I  ascend 
And  break  her  sleep ;  I  turned  to  go. 

And  there 
Faced  me  Count  Guido,  there  posed  the  mean 

man 
As   master,  —  took    the   field,  encamped   his 

rights, 
Cliallenged  the  world :  there  leered  new  tri- 
umph, there 
Scowled  tbe  old  malice  in  the  visage  bad 
And  black  o*  the  scamp.    Soon  triumph  suppled 

the  tongue 
A  little,  malice  glued  to  his  dry  throat, 
And  he  part  howled,  pait  hissed  .  .  .  oh,  how 

he  kept 
Well  out  o    the  way,  at  arm's  length  and  to 

spare  I  — 
**  My  salutation  to  your  priestship  !    Wliat  ? 
Matutinal,  busy  with  book  so  soon 
Of  an  April  day  that  *s  damp  as  tears  that  now 
Deluge  Arezzo  at  its  darling's  flight  ?  — 
'T  is  unf ur,  wrongs  feminity  at  large, 
To  let  a  single  dame  monopolize 
A  heart  the  whole  sex  claims,  should  share  alike : 
Therefore  I  overtake  you.  Canon  !    Come  ! 
The  lady,  —  could  yon  leave  her  side  so  soon  ? 
Yon  have  not  yet  experienced  at  her  hands 
My  treatment,  you  lay  down  undrugged,  I  see ! 
Hence  this  alertness  —  hence  no  death-in-life 
Like  what  held  arms  fast  when  she  stole  from 

mine. 
To  be  sure,  you  took  the  solace  and  repose 
That  first  night  at  Folifpio  !  —  news  abound 
O*  the  road  by  this  time, —  men  regaled  me 

much. 
As  past  them  I  came  halting  after  you, 
Vulcan  pursuing  Mars,  as  poets  sinf^,  — 
Still  at  the  last  here  pant  1,  but  arrive, 
Vulcan  —  and  not  without  my  Cydoiw  too. 
The  Commissary  and  the  nnpoisoned  arm 
O'  the  Civil  Force,  should  Mrts  turn  mutineer. 
Enough  of  fooling :  capture  the  culprits,  friend ! 
Here  is  the  lover  in  the  smart  disguise 
With  the  sword,  —  he  is  a  priest,  so  mine  lies 

still. 
There  upstairs  hides  my  wife  the  runaway. 
His  leman  :  the  two  plotted,  poisoned  first, 
Plundered  me  after,  and  eloped  thus  far 
Where  now  you  find   them.      Do  your  duty 

quick ! 
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Arrefit  and  hold  him !    That  *b  done :  now  catch 

her!" 
During  this  speech  of  that  man,  —  well,  I  stood 
Away,  as  he  managed,  —  still,  I  stood  as  near 
The  throat  of  him,  —  with  these  two  hands,  my 

own,  — 
As  now  I  stand  near  yours,  iSir,  —  one  quick 

spring. 
One  great  good  satisfying  gripe,  and  lo ! 
There  had  he  lain  abolished  with  his  lie. 
Creation   pnrged   o^    the   miscreate,  man   re« 

deemed, 
A  spittle  wiped  off  from  the  face  of  God  I 
L  in  some  measure,  seek  a  poor  excuse 
For  what  I  left  undone,  in  jost  this  fact 
That  my  first  feeling  at  the  speech  I  quote 
Was  —  not  of  what  a  blasphemy  was  dared. 
Not  what  a  bag  of  venomed  pumleuce 
Was  split  and  noisome,  —  but  how  splendidly 
Mirthtul,  how  ludicrous  a  lie  was  launched  1 
Would  Moli^re^s  self  wish  more  than  hear  such 

man 
Call,  claim  such  woman  for  his  own,  his  wife. 
Even  though,  in  due  amazement  at  the  boast, 
He  had  stammered,  she  moreover  was  divine  ? 
She  to  be  his,  —  were  hardly  less  absurd 
Tlian  that  he  took  her  name  into  his  mouth, 
Licked,  and  then  let  it  go  again,  the  beast. 
Signed  with  his  slaver.    Oh,  she  poisoned  him. 
Plundered  him,  and  the  rest  I    Well,  what  I 

wished 
Was,  that  he  would  but  go  on,  say  once  more 
So  to  the  world,  and  get  his  meed  of  men, 
Tlie  fist's  reply  to  the  filth.    And  while  I  mnsed. 
The  minute,  oh  the  misery,  was  gone ! 
On  either  idle  hand  of  me  there  stood 
Really  an  officer,  nor  laughed  i'  the  least : 
Nay,  rendered  justice  to  his  reason,  laid 
Logic  to  heart,  as  't  were  submitted  them 
**  Twice  two  makes  four." 

**'  And  now,  catch  her  1 "  he  cried. 
That  sobered  me.   "^  Let  myself  lead  the  way  — 
Ere  you  arrest  me,  who  am  somebody. 
Being,  as  von  hear,  a  priest  and  privileged,  — 
To  the  lady's  cliamber  I    I  presume  you  —  men 
Expert,  instructed  how  to  find  out  truth. 
Familiar  with  the  guise  of  guilt.    Detect 
Guilt  on  her  face  when  it  meets  mine,  then  judge 
Between  us  and  the  mad  d<^  howling  there  !  " 
Up  we  all  went  together,  in  they  broke 
O'  the  chamber  late  my  chapel.    There  she  lay. 
Composed  as  when  I  hud  her,  that  last  eve, 
O'  the  conch,  still  breathless,  motionless,  sleep's 

self. 
Wax-white,  seraphic,  saturate  with  the  sun 
O'  the  morning  that  now  flooded  from  the  front 
And  filled  the  window  with  a  light  like  blood. 
'*  Behold  the  poisoner,  the  adulteress, 
— And  feigning  sleep  too !   Seize,  bind  I ''  Guido 

hissed. 

She  started  up,  stood  erect,  face  to  face 

With  the  husband :  back  he  fell,  was  buttressed 

there 
By  the  window  all  aflame  with  morning-red, 
He  the  black  figure,  the  opprobrious  blur 
Against  all  peace  and  joy  and  light  and  life. 
'*  Away  from  between  me  and  hell  ]  '*  she  cried : 


**  Hell  for  me,  no  embracing  any  more  ! 

I  am  God's,  I  love  God,  God  —  whose  knees  I 

clasp. 
Whose  utterly  most  just  award  I  take. 
But  bear  no  more  love-making  devilM :  hence ! " 
I  may  have  made  an  effort  to  reach  her  side 
From  where  I  stood  i'  the  doorway,  —  anyhow 
I  found  the  arms,  1  wanted,  pinioned  fast, 
Was  powerless  in  the  clutch  to  left  and  right 
O'  the  rabble  pouring  in,  rascalitv 
Enlisted,  rampant  on  the  side  of  hearth, 
Home  and  the  husband,  —  pay  in  prospect  too  I 
They  heaped  themselves  upon  me.     ""  Ha  I  — 

and  him 
Also  vou  outrage  ?    Him,  too,  my  sole  friend, 
Guaroian  and  savior  ?    That  I  balk  you  of, 
Since  —  see  how  God   can   help  at   last  and 

worst  I  '* 
She  sprang  at  the  sword  that  hung  beside  him, 

seized. 
Drew,  brandished  it,  the  sunrise  burned  for  joy 
O'  the  blade,  ''  Die,"  cried  she,  ''  devU,  in 

God's  name ! " 
Ahjbut  they  all  closed  round  her,  twelve  to  one 
—  Tlie  unmaulv  men,  no  woman-mother  made, 
Spawned  somehow  I    Dead-white  and  disarmed 

she  lay. 
No  matter  for  the  sword,  her  word  sufficed 
To  spike  the  coward  through  and  through :  he 

shook. 
Could  only  spit  between  the  teeth  —  *'  You  see  V 
You  hear  ?    Bear  witness,  then !    Write  down 

.  .  ,  but  no  — 
Carrv  these  criminals  to  the  prison-house, 
For  nrst  thing !    I  b^n  my  search  meanwhile 
After  the  stolen  effects,  gold,  jewels,  plate, 
Money  and  clothes,  the^  robbed  me  of  and  fled, 
With  no  few  amorous  pieces,  verse  and  prose, 
I  have  much  reason  to  expect  to  find.'' 

When  I  saw  that  —  no  more  than  the  first  mad 

speech. 
Made  out  the  speaker  mad  and  a  laughing-stock, 
So  neither  did  this  next  device  explode^ 
One  listener's  indignation,  —  that  a  scribe 
Did  sit  down  ;  set  himself  to  write  indeed. 
While  sundiy  knaves  began  to  peer  and  pry 
In  comer  and  hole,  — that  Guiao,  wiping  brow 
And  getting  him  a  countenance,  was  fast 
Losing  his  fear,  begimiing  to  strut  free 
O'  the  stage  of  his  exploit,  snuff  here,  sniff 

there,  — 
Then  I  took  truth  in,  guessed  sufficiently 
The  service  for  the  moment.     *' What  I  say, 
Sl^ht  at  your  peril !    We  are  aliens  here. 
My  adversary  and  I,  called  noble  both ; 
I  am  the  nobler,  and  a  name  men  know. 
I  could  refer  our  cause  to  our  own  court 
In  our  own  country,  but  prefer  appeal 
To  the  nearer  jurisdiction.    Being  a  priest. 
Though  in  a  secular  garb,  —  for  reasons  good 
I  shaU  adduce  in  due  time  to  my  peers,  — 
I  demand  that  the  Church  I  serve,  decide 
Between  us,  right  the  slandered  Iculy  there. 
A  Tuscan  noble,  I  might  claim  the  Duke : 
A  priest,  I  rather  cnoose  the  Church,  —  bid 

Rome 
Cover  the  wronged  with  her  inviolate  shield." 
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There  was  no  rehudng:  this :  ihey  bore  me  off, 
They  bore  her  off,  to  separate  cells  o'  the  same 
Ignoble  prison,  and,  separate,  thence  to  Rome. 
Fompilia^s  face,  then  and  thus,  looked  on  me 
The  last  time  in  this  life  :  not  one  sifi^ht  since, 
Never  anotlier  s^ht  to  be  I    And  yet 
I  thoneht  I  had  saved  her.     I  appealed  to 

Rome : 
It  seems  I  simply  sent  her  to  her  death. 
You  tell  me  she  is  dying  now,  or  dead ; 
I  cannot  bring  myself  to  quite  believe 
This  is  a  place  yon  torture  people  in : 
What  if  tnis  your  intelligence  were  just 
A  subtlety,  an  honest  wile  to  work 
On  a  man  at  unawares  ?    *T  were  worthy  you. 
No,  Sirs,  I  cannot  have  the  lady  dead ! 
That  erect  form,  flashing  brow,  fulgurant  eye, 
That  voice  immortal  (oh,  that  voice  of  hers  I) 
That  vision  in  the  blood-red  daybreak  —  that 
Leap  to  life  of  the  pale  electric  sword 
Angels  go  armed  with,  —  that  was  not  the  last 
O*  the  lady!    Come,  I  see  through  it«  you  find  — 
Know  the  manoeuvre  I    Also  herself  said 
I  had  saved  her  :  do  you  dare  say  she  spoke 

false? 
Let  me  see  for  myself  if  it  be  so ! 
Though  she  were  dying,  a  Priest  might  be  of 

use. 
The  more  when  he  ^s  a  friend  too,  —  she  called 

me 
Far  beyond  **  friend.*'    Come,  let  me  see  her — 

indeed 
It  is  my  duty,  being  a  priest :  I  hope 
I  stand  confessed,  established,  proved  a  priest  ? 
My  punishment  had  motive  that,  a  priest 
I,  in  a  laic  garb,  a  mundane  mode, 
EHd  what  were  Harmlessly  done  otherwise. 
1  never  touched  her  with  my  finger-tip 
Except  to  carry  her  to  the  couch,  that  eve. 
Against  my  heart,  beneath  my  head,  bowed 

low. 
As  we  priests  carry  the  paten :  that  is  why 
—  To  get  leave  and  go  see  her' of  your  grace  — 
I  have  told  you  this  whole  story  over  again. 
Do  I  deserve  grace  ?    For  I  might  lock  lips. 
Laugh  at  vour  jurisdiction :  what  have  you 
To  do  with  me  in  the  matter  ?    I  suppose 
You  hardly  think  I  donned  a  bravo^s  dress 
To  have  a  hand  in  the  new  crime  ;  on  the  old, 
Judgment's  delivered,  penalty  imposed, 
I  was  chained  fast  at  Civita  nand  and  foot  — 
She  had  only  you  to  trust  to,  you  and  Rome, 
Rome  and  the  Church,  and  no  pert  meddling 

priest 
Two  days  ago,  when  Guido,  with  the  right, 
Hacked    her  to  pieces.    One    might    well  be 

wroth ; 
I  have  been  patient,  done  my  best  to  help : 
I  come  from  Civita  and  punishment 
As  friend  of  the  court  —  and  for  pure  friend- 
ship's sake 
Have  told  my  tale  to  the  end,  —  nay,  not  the 

end  — 
For,  wait  —  I  '11  end  —  not  leave  yon  that  excuse ! 

When  we  were  parted,  — shall  I  go  on  there  ? 
I  was  presently  brought  to  Rome  —  yes,  here  I 
stood 


lor  per- 


Oppoeite  yonder  very  erudfix  — 

And  there  sat  you  and  yon,  Sirs,  quite  the 

same. 
I  heard  char:^,  and  bore  Question,  and  told  tal« 
Noted  down  m  the  book  there,  —  turn  and  see 
If,  by  one  jot  or  tittle,  I  vary  now  ! 
I'  the  color  the  tale  takes,  tnere  's  change  per- 
haps ; 
'T  is  natural,  since  the  sky  is  different, 
Eclipse  in  the  air  now ;  stui,  the  outline  stays. 
I  showed  you  how  it  came  to  be  my  part 
To  save  the  lady.    Then  your  clerk  produced 
Papers,  a  pack  of  stupid  and  impure 
Banalities  called  letters  about  love  — 
Love,  indeed,  —  I  could  teach  who  styled  them 

so. 
Better,  I  think,  though  priest  and  loveless  both ! 
*'  —  How  was  it  that  a  wife,  young,  innocent. 
And    stranger   to    your   person,    wrote    tiiis 

page  ?  "  — 
**  —  She  wrote  it  when  the  Holy  Father  wrote 
The  bestifdity  that  posts  through  Rome, 
Put  in  his  mouth  by  Pasqnin."    **Nc 

haps 

Did  you  return  these  answers,  verse  andproae. 
Signed,  sealed  and   sent  the   lady  ?    Tnere 's 

your  hand  1  "^ 
"  —  This  precious  piece  of  verse,  I  really  judge. 
Is  meant  to  copy  my  own  character, 
A  clumsy  mimic ;  and  this  other  prose. 
Not  so  much  even  ;  both  rank  forgery  : 
Verse,  quotha  ?   Bembo's  verse  1    W  hen  Saint 

John  wrot-e 
The  tract '  De  Trtbus^'  I  wrote  this  to  match." 
**  —  How  came  it,  then,  the  documents  were 

found 
At  the  inn  on  your  departure  ?  '*  —  "I  opine. 
Because  there  were  no  documents  to  fina 
In  my  presence, — you  must  hide  before  you 

find. 
Who  forged  them  hardly  practised  in  my  view ; 
Who    found  them  waited   till    I   turned   my 

back." 
*^  —  And  what  of  the  clandestine  visits  paid, 
Nocturnal  passage  in  and  out  the  house 
With    its   lord   absent?     'T   is   alleged   yon 

climbed'-  .  .  . 
**  —  Flew  on  a  broomstick  to  the  man  i'  the 

moon ! 
Who  witnessed  or  will  testify  this  trash  ?  " 
"  —  The  trusty  servant,  Margherita's  self. 
Even  she  who  brought  you  letters,  you  con- 
fess. 
And,  you  confess,  took  letters  in  reply: 
Forget  not  we  have  knowledge  of  the  facts  I " 
**  —  Sirs,  who  have  knowledge  of  the  facts,  de- 
fray 
The  expenditure  of  wit  I  waste  in  vain, 
Trjring  to  find  out  just  one  fact  of  all ! 
She  wno  brought  letters  from  who  could  not 

write. 
And  took  back  letters  to  who  could  not  read,  — 
Who  was  that  messenger,  of  your  charity  ?  " 
**  —  Well,  so  far  favors  you  the  circumstance 
That  this  same  messenger  .  .  .  how  shall  we 

say?  .  .  . 
Sub  imputatione  meretricis 
LaborcUt  —  which  makes  aocnsation  null  : 
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We  waive  this  woman's:  —  naught  makea  yoid 

the  next. 
Borsi,  called  Venerino,  he  who  drove, 
( >^  the  first  night  when  you  fled  awav,  at  length 
Deposes  to  your  kissinsB  in  the  coachf 
—  Frequent,   frenetic"  .  .  .  **When    deposed 

he  so?" 
'^  After    some     weeks     of    sharp     imprison- 
ment "  •  .•  • 
'*  Granted^  by  friend  the  Governor.  I  engage  "  — 
**  —  For  his  participation  in  your  flight  I 
At  length  his  obduracy  melting  made 
The  avowal  mentioned  *^  .  .  .  **  Was  dismissed 

forthwith 
To  liberty,  poor  knave,  for  recompense. 
Sirs,  give  what  credit  to  the  lie  you  can  ! 
For  me,  no  word  in  mv  defence  T  speak, 
And  God  shall  argue  for  the  lady  I  '* 

So  , 
Did  I  stand  question,  and  make  answer,  still 
With  the  same  result  of  smiling  disbelief. 
Polite  impossibility  of  faith 
In  such  luPected  virtue  in  a  priest ; 
But  a  showing  fair  play,  an  mdnlgenoe,  even, 
To  one  no  worse  than  others  after  all  — 
Who  had  not  brought  disgrace  to  the  order, 

played 
Discreetly,  ruffled  gown  nor  ripped  the  doth 
In  a  bungling  game  at  romps :  I  have  told  you. 

Sirs  — 
If  I  pretended  simply  to  be  pure 
Honest  and  Christian  in  the  case,  —  absurd ! 
As  well  go  boast  myself  above  the  needs 
O'  the  human  nature,  careless  how  meat  smelhi, 
Wine  tastes,  —  a  saint  above  the  smack  1    But 

once 
Abate  my  crest,  own  flaws  i*  the  flesh,  agree 
To  go  with  the  herd,  be  hog  no  more  nor  leas. 
Why,  horn   in   common   herd   have   common 

rignts: 
I  must  not  be  unduly  borne  upon, 
Who  just  romanced  a  little,  sowed  wild  oats. 
But  ^scaped  without  a  scandal,  flagrant  fault. 
My  name  helped  to  a  mirthful  circumstance : 
**  Joseph  "  would  do  well  to  amend  his  plea : 
Undoubtedly  — some  toying  with  the  wife, 
But  as  for  ruffian  violence  and  rape, 
Potiphar  pressed  too  much  on  the  other  side  I 
The  intrigue,  the  elopement,  the  disguise, — 

well  chara:ed ! 
The  letters  and  verse  looked  hardly  like  the 

truth. 
Tour  apprehension  was  —  of  guilt  enough 
To  be  compatible  with  innocence. 
So,  punished  best  a  little  and  not  too  much. 
Haa  I  struck  Guido  Franceschini's  face. 
You  had  counselled  me  withdraw  for  my  own 

sake. 
Balk    him    of  bravo  -  hiring.      BViends    came 

round. 
Congratulated,  "  Nobodpr  mistakes  I 
The  pettiness  o'  the  forfeiture  defines 
The  peccadillo :  Guido  gets  his  share : 
His  wife  is  free  of  husband  and  hook-nose. 
The  mouldy^  viands  and  the  mother-in-law. 
To  Civita  with  you  and  amuse  the  time, 
Travesty  us  *  De  Raplu  Helena  I  * 
A  funny  figure  must  the  husband  cut 


When  the  wife  makes  him  skip,  —  too  tiekHsh, 

eh? 
Do  it  in  Latin,  not  the  Vulgar,  then  t 
Seasons  —  we  '11  oopjr  and  send  his  Eminence. 
Itlind  —  one  iambus  in  the  final  foot ! 
He  '11  rectify  it,  be  your  friend  for  life  I  " 
Oh,  Sirs,  depend  on  me  for  much  new  light 
Thrown  on  the  jnstioe  and  religion  here 
By    this   proceeding,   much    fresh   food    for 

thought ! 

And  I  was  just  set  down  to  study  these 

In  rele^tion,  two  short  days  ago, 

Admiring  how  you  read  the  rules,  when,  dap, 

A  thunder  comes  into  my  solitude  — 

I  am  caught  up  in  a  whirlwind  and  cast  here. 

Told  of  a  sudden,  in  this  room  where  so  late 

You  dealt  out  law  adroitly,  that  those  scales, 

I  meekly  bowed  t«,  took  my  allotment  from, 

Guido  has  snatched  at,  broken  in  your  hands. 

Metes  to  himself  the  murder  of  his  wife. 

Full  measure,  pressed  down,  runnii^  over  now  ! 

Can  I  assist  to  an  explanation  ?  —  Yes, 

I  rise  in  your  esteem,  sagacious  Sirs, 

Stand  up  a  renderer  of  reasons,  not 

The   officious   priest    would   personate    Saint 

George 
For  a  mock  Princess  in  undragoned  days. 
What,  the  blood  startles  you  ?    What,  after  all 
The  priest  who  needs   must  carry  sword  on 

thigh 
May  find  imperative  use  for  it?    Then,  there 

was 
A  Princess,  was  a  dragon  belching  flame. 
And  should  have  been  a  Saint  George  also? 

Then, 
There  mieht  be  worse  schemes  than  to  break 

the  Donds 
At  Arezzo,  lead  her  by  the  little  hand. 
Till  she  reached  Rome,  and  let  her  try  to  live  ? 
But  you  were   law  and   gospel, — would  one 

nlease 
Stand  back,  allow  your  ^ulty  dbow-room  ? 
You  blind  guides  who  must  needs  lead  eyes 

that  see  I 
Fools,  alike  ignorant  of  man  and  QoA. ! 
What  was  there  here  should  have  perplexed 

your  wit 
For  a  wink  of  the  owl-eyes  of  you  ?    How  miss, 

then. 
What's  now  forced  on  you  by  this  flare  of 

fact  — 
As  if  Saint  Peter  failed  to  recognize 
Nero  as  no  apostle,  John  or  James, 
TiU  some  one  burned  a  mar^,  made  a  torch 
O'  the  blood  and  fat  to  show  his  features  by  I 
Could  yon  fail  read  this  cartulary  aright 
On  head  and  front  of  Franoeschini  there, — 
Large  -  lettered     like    hell's    masterpiece    of 

print,  — 
That  he,  from  the  beginning  pricked  at  heart 
Bv  some  lust,  letch  of  hate  against  his  wife, 
Plotted  to  plague  her  into  overt  sin 
And   shame,  would  slay  Pompilia   body  and 

soul,  ^ 
And  save  his  mean  self  —  miserably  caught 
I'  the  quagmire  of  his  own  tricks,  cheats  and 

lies? 
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—  Tliat   himself  wrote    those    paiiers,  —  from 

himself 
To  himself,  —  which,  i*  the  name  of  me  and 

her, 
His  mistress-messenger  gave  her  and  me. 
Touching  us  with  such  pustules  of  the  soul 
That  she  and  I  might  take  the  taint,  be  shown 
To  the  world  and  shuddered  over,  speckled  so  ? 

—  Thac  the  agent  put  her  sense  into  my  words, 
Madd  substitution  of  the  thing  she  hoped. 

For  the  thing  she  had  and  held,  its  opposite. 
While  the  husband  in  the  backgromid  bit  his 

lips 
At  each  fresh  failure  of  his  precious  plot  ? 

—  That  when  at  the  last  we  did  rusli  each  on 

each, 
Bt  no  chance  but  because  God  willed  it  so  — 
The  spark  of  truth  was  struck  from  out  our 

souls  — 
Made  all  of  me,  descried  in  the  first  glance, 
Seem  fair  and  honest  and  permissible  love 
O*  the  good  and  true  —  as  the  first  glance  told 

me 
There  was  no  duty  patent  in  the  world 
Like  daring  try  be  good  and  true  myself, 
Leaving  the  snows  of  things  to  the  Lord   of 

JShow 
And  Prince  o'  the  Power  of  the  Air.    Our  very 

Even  to  its  most  ambiguous  circumstance, 
Irrefragably  proved  how  futile,  false  .  .  . 
Why,  men  —  men  and  not  boys  —  boys  and  not 

babes  — 
Babes  and  not  beasts — beasts  and  not  stocks 

and  stones !  — 
Had  the   liar^s   lie  been  true  one  pin  -  point 

speck. 
Were  I  the  accepted  suitor,  free  o^  the  place, 
Disposer  of  the  time,  to  come  at  a  call 
Ana  go  at  a  wink  as  who  should  say  me  nay,  — 
What  need  of  flight,  what  were  the  gain  there- 
from 
But  just  damnation,  f ailui*e  or  success  ?  , 
Damnation  pure  and  simple  to  her  the  wife 
And  me  the  priest  —  who  bartered  private  bliss 
For  public  reprobation,  the  safe  shade 
For  the  sunshine  which  men  see  to  pelt  me  by  : 
VV^hat  other  advantage  —  we  who  led  the  days 
And  nights  alone  i*  the  house  —  was  flight  to 

find? 
In  our  whole  journey  did  we  stop  an  hour. 
Diverge  a  foot  from  strait  road  till  we  reached 
Or  would  have  reached  —  but  for  that  fate  of 

ours  — 
The  father  and  mother,  in  the  eye  of  Rome, 
The  eye  of  yourselves  we  made  aware  of  us 
At  the  first  fall  of  misfortune  ?    And  indeed 
You  did  so  far  g^ive  sanction  to  our  flight. 
Confirm  its  purpose,  as  lend  helping  hand. 
Deliver  up  Fompilia  not  to  him 
She  fled,  but  those  the  flight  was  ventured  for. 
Why  then  coidd  you,  who  stopped  short,  not 

go  on 
One  poor  step  more,  and  justify  the  means, 
Having  allowed  the  end  ?  —  not  see  and  say, 
^*  Here  's  the  exceptional  conduct  that  should 

claim 
To  be  exceptionally  judged  on  rules 


Which,  understood,  make  no  exception  here  *'-^ 
Why  play  instead  into  the  devil's  hands 
By  dealing  so  ambi^ously  as  |rave 
Guido  the  power  to  intervene  like  me. 
Prove  one  exception  more  ?    I  saved  his  wife 
Against  law :  against  law  he  slays  her  now  : 
Deal  with  him ! 

I  have  done  with  being  judged. 
I  stand  here  gruiltless  in  thought,  M'ord  and 

deed. 
To  the  point  that  I  apprise  yon,  —  in  contempt 
For  all  misapprehending  ignorance 
O*  the  human  heart,  much  more  the  mind  of 

Christ,  — 
That  I  assuredly  did  bow,  was  blessed 
By  the  revelation  of  Pompilia.    There  ! 
Such  is  the  final  fact  I  fling  you.  Sirs, 
To   mouth    and    mumble    and    misinterpret: 

there ! 
**  The  priest  *s  in  love,"  have  it  the  vulgar 

way  I 
Unpriest  me,  rend  the  rags  o'  the  vestment, 

do — 
Degrade  deep,  diseufranchise  all  you  dare  — 
Remove  me  from  the  midst,  no  longer  priest 
And  fit  companion  for  the  like  of  yon  — 
Your  gay  Aoati  with  the  well-turned  leg 
And  rose  i*  the  hatrrim,  Canons,  cross  at  neck 
And  silk  mask  in  the  ix>cket  of  the  gown. 
Brisk  bishops  with  the  world^s  musk  still  nn- 

brushed 
From  the  rochet ;  I  Ul  no  more  of  these  good 

things  : 
There  *s  a  crack  somewhere,  something  that 's 

unsound 
I*  the  rattle ! 

For  Pompilia  —  be  advised. 
Build  churches,  go  pray !    You  will  find  me 

there, 
I  know,  if  you  come,  —  and  you  will  come,  I 

know. 
Why,  there  's  a  Judge  weeping !    Did  not  I 

say 
Yon  were  good  and  true  at  bottom  ?    Yon  see 

the  truth — 
I  am  glad  I  helped  yon  :  she  helped  me  just  so. 

But   for   Count   Guido,  —  you    must    counsel 

there ! 
I  bow  my  head,  bend  to  the  very  dust. 
Break  myself  up  in  shame  of  faultiness. 
I  had  him  one  whole  moment,  as  I  said  — 
As  I  remember,  as  will  never  out 
O'  the  thoughts  of  me,  —  I  had  him  in  arm^s 

reach 
There,  —  as  you  stand,  Sir,  now  you  cease  to 

sit,  — 
I  could  have  killed  him  ere  he  killed  his  wife, 
And  did  not :  he  went  off  alive  and  well 
And  then  efl^ected  this  last  feat  —  through  ine  I 
Me  — not   through    you  —  dismiss    that   fear  I 

'T  was  you 
Hindered  me  staying  here  to  save  her, —  not 
From  leaving  you  and  going  back  to  him 
And  doing  service  in  Arezzo.    Come, 
Instruct  me  in  procedure  !     I  conceive  — 
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In  all  due  self-abasement  miffht  I  speak  — 
How    vuu    will    deal    vrith   Guidu:    oh,  not 

death! 
Death,  if  it  let  her  life  be  :  otlierwiMe 
Not  deatli,  —  your  lighta  will  teach  you  dear- 
er!   I 
Certainly  have  an  instinct  of  my  own     ^ 
I'  the  matter :  beai*    with  me  aiid  weigh    its 

worth ! 
Let  us  uro  away  —  leave  Qnido  all  alone 
Back  on  the  world  again  that  knows  him  now  ! 
I  think  he  will  be  fouud  (indulge  so  far !) 
Not  to  die  so  much  as  slide  out  of  life, 
Pushed  by  the  general  horror  and  conimon  hate 
Low,  lower,  —  left  o'  the  very  ledge  of  tliiugs, 
I  seem  to  see  him  catch  convulsively 
One  by  one  at  all  honest  forms  of  life. 
At  reason,  order,  decency  and  use  — 
To  cramp  him  and  get  foothold  by  at  least ; 
And  still  they  disem^age  them  from  his  dntoh. 
**  What,  vou  are  he,  then,  had  Pompilia  once 
And  so  forwent  her  ?    Take  not  uu  with  us  I  " 
And  thus  I  see  him  slowly  and  surely  edged 
Off  all  the  table-laud  whence  life  upspriiigs 
Aspiring  to  be  immortality. 
As  the  snake,  hatched  on  nill-top  by  mischance. 
Despite  his  wriggling,  slips,  slides,  slidders  down 
Hillside,  lies  low  and  prostrate  on  the  smooth 
Level  01  the  outer  place,  lapsed  in  the  vale : 
So  I  lose  Guido  in  the  loneliness, 
•Silence  and  dusk,  till  at  the  doleful  end, 
At  the  horizontal  line,  creation's  verge. 
From  what  just  is  to  absolute  nothingness  — 
Whom  is  it,  strainii^  onward  still,  he  meets  ? 
W^hat  other  man  deep  further  in  the  fate. 
Who,  turning  at  the  prize  of  a  footfall 
To  flatter  him  and  promise  fellowship. 
Discovers  in  the  act  a  frightful  face  — 
Jndas,  made  monstrous  by  much  solitude ! 
The  two  are  atone  now  !    Let  them  love  their 

love 
That  bites  and  claws  like  hate,  or  hate  their 

hate 
Tliat  mops  and  mows  and  makes  as  it  were 

love ! 
There,  let  them  each  tear  each  in  devirs-fuu, 
Or  fondle  this  the  other  while  malice  aches  — 
Both  teach,  both  learn  detestability  ! 
Kiss  him  the  kiss.  Iscariot !    P<iy  that  back. 
That  smatoh  o^  the  slaver  blistering  on  your 

lip, 
By   the   better   trick,    the   insult   he  spared 

Christ - 
Lure  him  the  lure  o'  the  letters,  Aretine  ! 
Lick  him  o'er  slimy-smooth  witii  jelly-filth 
O'  the  verse-and-prose  pollution  in  love's  gmae  I 
The  cockatrice  is  with  the  basilisk  I 
Tliere  let  them  grapj^le,  denizens  o'  the  dark, 
Foes  or  friends,  but  mdissolubly  bound. 
In  their  one  spot  out  of  the  ken  of  God 
Or  care  of  man,  forever  and  evermore ! 

"Why,  Sirs,  what 's  this  ?    Why,  this  is  sorry 

and  strange ! 
FutUity,  divagation:  this  from  me 
Bound  to  be  rational,  jiuitify  an  act 
Of    Hob<*r    man !  —  whereas,    being   moved  so 

much. 


I  give  you  cause  to  doubt  the  lady  s  mind  : 
A  pretty  sarwiam  for  the  v^orld  t    I  fear 
You  do  ner  wit  injustice,  —  all  through  me  I 
Like  my  fate  all  through,  —  ineffective  help  I 
A  poor  rash  advocate  Tprove  myself. 
You  might  be  angry  witn  good  cause :  but  sure 
At  the  advocate,  —  only  at  the  undue  zeal 
That  spoils  the  force  of  his  own  plea,  I  think  ? 
My  part  was  jnst  to  tell  you  how  tliinf^  stand, 
(State  facts  and  not  be  flustered  at  their  fume. 
But  then  't  is  a  priest  speaks :  as  for  love,  — 

no! 
If  you  let  buzz  a  vulgar  fly  like  that 
About  your  brains,  as  if  I  loved,  forsooth. 
Indeed.  Sirs,  you    do  wrong  I      We    had    no 

thought 
Of  such  infatuation,  she  and  I : 
There  are  many  points  that  pi-ove  it:   do  be 

just ! 
I  told  you,  —  at  one  little  roadside-place 
I  spent  a  good  half-hour,  paced  to  and  fro 
The  garden  :  just  to  leave  her  free  awhile, 
I  plucked  a  handful  of  Spring  herb  and  bloom : 
I  might  have  sat  beside  her  on  the  bench 
Where  the  children  were :  I  wish  the  thing  had 

been. 
Indeed  :    the  event  could  not  be  worse,  you 

know: 
One  more  half -hour  of  her  saved  !    She  's  dead 

now,  Sirs ! 
While  I  was  rumung  on  at  such  a  rate. 
Friends  should  have  plucked  me  by  the  sleeve  : 

I  went 
Too  much  o'^  the  trivial  outside  of  her  face 
And  the  puritv  that  shone  there  —  plain  to  me, 
Not  to  you,  what  more  natural  ?    Nor  am  I 
Infatuated,  —  oh,  I  saw,  be  sure ! 
Her  brow  had  not  the  right  Hue,  leaned  too 

much, 
I  Painters  would  say ;  they  like  the  straight-up 

Greek : 
This  seemed  bent  somewhat  with  an  invisible 

crown 
Of  martyr  and  saint,  not  such  as  art  approves. 
And  how  the  dark  orbs  dwelt  deep  underneath. 
Looked  out  of  such  a  sad  sweet  heaven  on  me  I 
The  lips,  compressed  a  little,  came  forward  too, 
Careful  for  a  whole  world  of  sin  and  pain. 
That  was  the  face,  her  husband  makes  his  plea, 
He  sought  jnst  to  disflgure,  —  no  offence 
Beyond  that  I    Sirs,  let  us  be  rational ! 
He  needs  must  vindicate  his  honor,  —  ay,  ^ 
Yet  shirks,  the  coward,  in  a  clown's  du^uise. 
Away  from  the  scene,  endeavors  to  escape. 
Now,  had  he  done  so,  slain  and  left  no  trace 
O'  the  slaver,  —  what  were  vindicated,  pray  ? 
You  had  found  his  wife  disflgnred  or  a  corpse. 
For  what  and  by  whom  ?    It  is  too  palpable  I 
Then,  here 's  another  point  involving  law  : 
I  use  this  ai^piment  to  show  you  meant 
No  calumny  against  us  by  that  title  ^ 
O'  the  sentenoe, — liars  try  to  twist  it  so  : 
What  penalty  it  bore,  I  had  to  pav 
Till  further  proof  should  follow  of  innocence  -^ 
Proiustionis  ob  d^ectum^  —  proof  ? 
How  could  vou  get  proof  without  tnring  us  ? 
You  went  tnrongh  the  preliminary  form. 
Stopped  there,  contrived  this  sentence  to  amuse 
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The  adversary.    If  the  tide  ran 

For  more  tbau  fault  imputed  and  not  proved. 

That  was  a  simple  penman^s  error,  else 

A  slip  i^  the  phrase,  —  as  when  we  say  of  yon 

"  Charged  with  m justice  "  —  which  may  either 

be 
Or  not  be,  —  *t  is  a  name  that  sticks  mean- 
while. 
Another  relevant  matter :  fool  that  I  am  I 
Not  what  I  wish  true,  yet  a  point  friends  urge  : 
It  b  not  true,  —  yet,    since  friends  think  it 

helps,  — 
She  only  tried  me  when  some  others  failed  — 
Began  with  Conti,  whom  I  told  you  of, 
And  Guillichini,  Quido^s  kinsfolk  both. 
And  when  abandoned  by  them,  not  before. 
Turned    to  me.     That's  oonelosive  why  she 

turned. 
Much  good  they  p:ot  by  the  happy  cowardice ! 
Conti  is  dead,  poisoned  a  month  ago : 
Does   that    much  strike  you  as  a  sin?    Not 

much, 
After  the  present  murder,  —  one  mark  more 
On  the  Moor's  skin,  —  what  is  black  by  blacker 

still  ? 
Conti  had  come  here  and  told  truth.     And  so 
With  Guillichini ;  he  's  condemned  of  course 
To  the  galleys,  as  a  friend  in  this  affair, 
Tried  and  condemned  for  no  one  thing  i'  the 

world, 
A  fortnight  since  by  who  but  the  Governor  ?  — 
The  just  judge,  who  refused  Pompilia  help 
At  first  blush,  being  her  husband  s  friend,  yon 

know. 
There  are  two  tales  to  suit  the  separate  courts, 
Arezzo  and  Rome :  he  tells  you  here,  we  fled 
Alone,  unhelped,  —  lays   stress  on   the   main 

fault. 
The  spiritual  sin,  Rome  looks  to :  but  elsewhere 
He  likes  best  we  should  break  in,  steal,  bear  off, 
Be  fit  to  brand  and  pillory  and  flog  — 
That 's  the  charge  goes  to  the  heart  of  the 

Governor : 
If  these  unpriest  me,  von  and  I  may  yet 
Converse,  Vinoenzo  Alarzi-Medici  I 
Oh,  Sirs,  there  are  worse  men  than  yon,  I  say  I 
More  easily  duped,  I  mean  ;  this  stupid  lie, 
Its  liar  never  dared  propound  in  Rome, 
He  gets  Arezzo  to  receive,  —  nay  more. 
Gets  Florence  and  the  Duke  to  authorize ! 
This  is  their  Rota's  sentence,  their  Granduke 
Signs  and  seab  I    Rome  for  me  henceforward 

—  Rome, 
Where  better  men  are,  —  most  of  all,  that  man 
The  Au^ustinxan  of  the  Hospital, 
Who  writes  the  letter,  —  he  confessed,  he  says, 
Many  a  dying  person,  never  one 
80  sweet  and  true  and  pure  and  beautiful. 
A  good  man !    Will  you  make  him  Pope  one 

day? 
Not  that  he  is  not  good  too,  this  we  have  — 
But  old,  —else  he  would  have  his  word  to 

speak. 
His  truth  to  teach  the  world :  I  thirst  for  truth, 
But  shall  not  drink  it  till  I  reach  the  source. 

Sirs,  I  am  ^uiet  again.    Ton  see,  we  are 
So  very  jntiable,  uie  and  I, 


Who  had  oonceivably  been  otherwise. 
Forget  distemperatnre  and  idle  heat  I 
Apart  from  truth's  sake,  what's  to  move  so 

inuch  ? 
Pompilia  will  be  presently  with  God  ; 
I  am,  on  earthy  as  good  as  out  of  it, 
A  relegated  pnest ;  when  exile  ends, 
I  mean  to  do  my  duty  and  live  long. 
She  and  I  are  mere  strangers  now  :  but  priests 
Should  study  passion ;  how  else  cure  mankind. 
Who  come  for  help  in  passionate  extremes  ? 
I  do  but  play  with  an  imagined  life 
Of  who,  unfettered  by  a  vow,  unblessed 
By  the  higher  call,  —  since  yon  will  hare  it 

so,— 
Leads  it  companioned  by  the  woman  there. 
To  live,  and  see  her  learn,  and  learn  by  her, 
Out  of  the  low  obscure  and  petty  world  — 
Or  only  see  one  purpose  and  one  will 
Evolve  themselves  i'  the  world,  change  wron^ 

to  right: 
To  have  to  do  with  nothing  but  the  true. 
The  good,  the  eternal  —  and  these,  not  alone 
In  the  main  current  of  the  general  life, 
But  small  experiences  of  every  day, 
Concerns  of  the  particular  hearth  and  home : 
To  learn  not  only  by  a  comet's  rush 
But   a  rose's    biru,  —  not   by  the  grandeur. 

God,- 
But  the  comfort,  Christ.    All  this,  how  far 

awayl 
Mere  delectation,  meet  for  a  minute's  dream  !  ^ 
Just  as  a  drudging  student  trims  his  lamp. 
Opens  his  Plutarch,  puts  him  in  the  place 
Of  Roman,  Grecian ;  draws  the  patched  gown 

dose. 
Dreams,  '"  Thus  should  1  fight,  save  or  rule  th^^ 

world  ! "  - 
Tlien  smilingly,  contentedly,  awakes 
To  the  old  solitary  nothingness. 
So  I,  from  such  communion,  pass  content  .  .  . 

O  greats  just,  good  God  I    Miserable  me ! 


VII 

POMPILIA 

I  am  just  seventeen  yean  and  five  months  old. 
And,  if  I  lived  one  day  more,  three  full  weeks ; 
'T  is  writ  so  in  the  church's  register, 
Lorenzo  in  Luoina,  all  my  names 
At  length,  so  man^  names  for  one  poor  ohild, 
—  Franoesca  Camilla  Vittoria  Angela 
Pompilia  Comparini,  —  laughable  ! 
Also  't  is  writ  that  I  was  married  there 
Four  years  ago :  and  they  will  add,  I  hope, 
When  they  insert  my  death,  a  word  or  two,  — 
Omitting  all  about  the  mode  of  death,  — 
This,  in  its  place,  this  which  one  cares  to  know, 
That  I  had  been  a  mother  of  a  son 
Exactly  two  weeks.    It  will  be  through  grace 
O'  the  Curate,  not  through  any  claim  I  have  ; 
Because  the  boy  was  bom  at,  so  baptized 
Close  to,  the  Villa,  in  the  proper  church : 
A  pretty  church,  I  say  no  word  against. 
Yet  stranger-like,  —  while  this  Lorenzo  seems 
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My  own  paitiealar  plsfOe,  I  always  aay. 

I  used  to  wonder,  when  I  stood  aearoe  hin^h 

As  the  bed  here,  what  the  marble  lion  meant. 

With  half  his  body  mshinftr  from  the  wall, 

£atinf?  the  figrure  of  a  prostrate  man  — 

(To  the  right,  it  is,  of  entry  by  the  door)  — 

An  ominous  si^rn  to  one  baptised  like  me, 

Married,  and  to  be  buried  there,  1  hope. 

And  they  should  add,  to  have  my  life  complete. 

He  IB  a  hoy  and  Qaetan  by  name  — 

Gaetano,  ror  a  reason,  ^  if  the  friar 

Don  Celestine  will  ask  tliis  grace  for  me 

Of  Curate  Ottoboni :  he  it  was 

Baptized  me  :  he  remembera  my  whole  life 

As  I  do  his  gray  hair. 

All  these  few  things 
I  know  are  true,  —  will  you  remember  them  ? 
Because  time  6ies.    The  surgeon  cared  for  me. 
To  count  my  wounds,  —  twenty-two   dagger- 
wounds. 
Five  deadly,  but  I  do  not  snffer  nrineh  ~ 
Ch  too  much  pain,  —  and  am  to  die  to-night. 

Oh  how  good  God  is  that  my  babe  was  bom, 
—  Better  than  bom,  baptized  and  hid  away 
Before  this  happened,  safe  from  being  hurt ! 
That  had  been  sin  God  could  not  well  forgive : 
He  was  too  young  to  smile  and  save  himself. 
When  they  took,  two  days  after  he  was  bom, 
My  babe  away  from  me  to  be  baptized 
And  hidden  awhile,  for  fear  Lis  foe  should 

find, — 
The  countrywoman,  used  to  nursing  babes. 
Said, "'  Why  take  on  so  ?  where  is  the  great  loss  ? 
Tliese  next  three  weeks  he  will  but  sleep  and 

feed, 
Only  begin  to  smile  at  the  month^s  end ; 
He  woukl  not  know  you,  if  you  kept  him  here, 
Sooner  than  that ;  so,  spend  three  merry  weeks 
Snug  in  the  Villa,  fitting  strong  and  stout. 
And  then  I  bring  him  back  to  be  your  own. 
And  both  of   you  may  steal    to — we  know 

where  I  " 
The  month  ~  there  wants  of  it  two  weeks  this 

day  I 
StilL  I  half  fancied  when  I  heard  the  knock 
At  the  Villa  in  the  dusk,  it  might  prove  she  — 
Gome  to  say,  **  Since  he  smiles  before  the  time, 
Whv  should  I  cheat  yon  out  of  one  good  hour  ? 
Back  I  have  brought  him ;  speak  to  him  and 

judge ! " 
Now  I  shall  never  see  him  ;  what  is  worse. 
When  he  grows  un  and  gets  to  be  my  age. 
He  will  seem  haraW  more  than  a  great  boy  ; 
And  if  he  asks,  '"  What  was  my  mother  like  ?  '* 
People    may   answer,   **Like  girls  of   seven- 
teen'^— 
And  how  can  he  but  think  of  this  and  that, 
Lneias,  Marias,  Sofias,  who  titter  or  blush 
When  he  reg^uds  Uiem  as  such  boys  may  do  ? 
Therefore  I  wish  some  one  will  please  to  say 
I  looked  already  old  though  I  was  young  ; 
Do  I  not  .  .  .  say,  if  you  are  by  to  spesic  .  .  . 
Look  nearer  twenty  ?    No  more  like,  tX  least. 
Girls  who  look  arch  or  redden  when  boys  laugh, 
Than  the  poor  Virgin  that  I  used^  to  know 
At  our  street-comer  in  a  lonely  niche,  — 


The  babe,  that  sat  aponher  knees,  broke  off,  -— 
Thin  white  glazed  clay,  yon  pitied  her  the 

more: 
She,  not  the  gay  ones,  always  got  my  rose. 

How  happv  those  are  who  know  how  to  write  I 
Such  could  write  what  their  son  should  read  in 

time. 
Had  they  a  whole  day  to  live  out  like  me. 
Also  my  name  is  not  a  common  name, 
**  Pompilia,"  and  may  help  to  keep  apart 
A  little  the  thing  I  am  from  what  girls  are. 
But  then  how  far  away,  how  hard  to  find 
Will  anything  about  me  have  become. 
Even  if  the  TOy  bethink  himself  and  ask  I 
No  father  that  ever  knew  at  all. 
Nor  ever  had  —  no,  never  had,  I  say  I 
That  is  the  truth,  — nor  any  mother  left. 
Out  of  the  little  two  weeks  that  she  Uvm, 
Fit  for  such  memory  as  might  assist : 
As  good  too  as  no  family,  no  name. 
Not  even  poor  old  Pietro's  name,  nor  hers. 
Poor  kina  unwise  Violante,  since  it  seems 
They  must  not  be  my  parents  any  more. 
That  is  why  something  put  it  in  my  head 
To  call  the  boy  *'  Gaetano  '*  —  no  old  name 
For  sorrow's  sake  ;  I  looked  up  to  the  sky 
And  took  a  new  saint  to  begin  anew. 
One  who  has  only  been  made  saint  —  how  long  ? 
Twen^-five  years :  so.  carefnller,  perhaps. 
To  guard  a  namesake  than  those  old  saints  grow, 
Tired  out  by    this  time,  —  see  my  own  five 

saints  I 

On  second  thoughts,  I  hope  he  will  regard 

The  history  of  me  as  what  some  one  (uieamed, 

And  get  to  diBbelieve  it  at  the  last : 

Since  to  myself  it  dwindles  fast  to  that. 

Sheer  dreaming  and  impossibility,  — 

Just  in  four  days  too  1   All  the  seyenteen  yean, 

Not  once  did  a  suspicion  visit  me 

How  very  different  a  lot  is  mine 

From  any  other  woman's  in  Uie  world. 

The  reason  must  be,  't  was  by  step  and  step 

It  got  to  grow  so  terrible  and  strange. 

These  strange  woes  stole  on  tiptoe,  as  it  were, 

Into  my  neighborhood  and  privacy, 

Sat  down  where  I  sat,  laid  them  where  I  lay  ; 

And  I  was  found  familiarized  with  fear. 

When  friends  broke  in,  held  up  a  torch  and 

cried, 
"  Why,  yon  Pompilia  in  the  cavern  thus, 
How  comes  that  arm  of  yours  about  a  wolf  ? 
And  the  soft  length,  —  hes  in  and  out  your  feet 
And  laps  you  round  the  knee,  —  a  snake  it  is  I " 
And  so  on. 

Well,  and  they  are  right  enough, 
By  the  torch   they    hold  up  now :   for  fixvt, 

observe, 
I  never  had  a  father,  —  no,  nor  yet 
A  mother  :  my  own  boy  can  say  at  least, 
'^  I  had  a  mother  whom  I  kept  two  weeks  I  " 
Not  I,  who  little  used  to  doubt  ...  J  doubt 
Good  Pietro,  kind  Violante.  gave  me  birth  ? 
They  loved  me  always  as  I  love  my  babe 
( —  Nearly  so,  that    is —  quite   so  could    not 

be—) 
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Did  for  me  all  I  meant  to  do  for  him. 

Till  one  surprising  day,  three  years  ago^ 

They  both    decliured,  at    Rome,   before  some 

judge 
In  some  court  where  the  people  flocked  to  hear. 
That  really  I  had  never  been  their  ohild. 
Was  a  mere  castaway,  the  careless  crime 
Of  an  unknown  man,  the  crime  and  care  too 

much 
(>f  a  woman  known  too  well,  —  little  to  these. 
Therefore,  of  whom  I  was  the  flesh  and  blood  : 
What  then  to  Pietro  and  Violante,  both 
No  more  my  relatives  than  you  or  vou  ? 
Nothing  to  them !    Yon  know  what  they  de- 
clared. 

So  with  my  husband,  — just  such  a  surprise. 
Such  a  mistake,  in  that  relationship  ! 
Every  one  says  that  husbands  love  their  wives, 
Guard    them    and    g:uide    them,    give    them 

happiness ; 
'T  is  duty,  law,  pleasure,  religion  :  well, 
You  see  now  much  of  this  comes  true  in  mine  ! 
People  indeed  would  fain  have  somehow  proved 
He  was  no  husband :  but  he  did  not  hear, 
Or  would  not  wait,  and  so  has  killed  us  all. 
Then  there  is  .  .  .  only  let  me  name  one  more  ! 
There  is  the  friend,  —  men  will  not  ask  about, 
But  tell  untruths  of,  and  give  nicknames  to. 
And  think  my  lover,  most  surprise  of  all ! 
I)o  only  hear,  it  is  the  priest  tney  mean, 
Giuseppe  Caponsacchi :  a  priest  —  love, 
And  love  me  !    Well,  yet  people  think  he  did. 
I  am  married,  he  has  taken  priestly  vows, 
They  know  that,  and  yet  go on^say,  the  same, 
*'  Yes,  how  he  loves  you  !  '*    *  That  was  love  *' 

—  they  say, 
When  anything  is  answered  that  they  ask  : 
Or  else  *'  No  wonder  you  love  him  "  —  they  sav. 
Then  they  shake  heads,  pity  much,  scarcely 

blame  — 
As  if  we  neither  of  us  lacked  excuse. 
And  anyhow  are  punished  to  the  full. 
And  downriffht  love  atones  for  everything  ! 
Nav,  I  heard  read  out  in  the  public  court 
Before  the  judge,  in  presence  of  my  friends. 
Letters  ^t  was  said  the  priest  had  sent  to  me. 
And  other  letters  sent  him  by  myself. 
We  being  lovers  1 

Listen  what  this  is  like ! 
When  I  was  a  mere  child,  my  mother  .  .  . 

that  ^8 
Violante,  you  must  let  me  call  her  so. 
Nor  waste  time,  trying  t4>  unlearn  the  word, .  .  . 
She  brought  a  neighbor's  child  of  my  own  age 
To  nlay  with  me  of  rainy  afternoons  : 
Ana,  since  there  hung  a  tapestry  on  the  wall, 
We  two  agreed  to  find  each  other  out 
Among  the  figures.     *'  Tisbe,  that  is  you. 
With  lialf-moon  on  your  hair-knot,    spear  in 

hand. 
Flying,  but  no  wings,  only  the  great  scarf 
Blown  to  a  bluisli  rainbow  at  yonr  back  : 
Call   oif    your   hound   and    leave    the    stag 

alone  ! '' 
**  — And  there  are  you,  Pompilia,  such  green 

leaves 


Flourishing  out  of  your  five  finger-ends. 
And  all  the  rest  of  yon  so  brown  and  rough : 
Why  is  it  you  are  turned  a  sort  of  tree  ?  ^* 
You  know  the  figures  never  were  ourselves 
'^Though  we  nicknamed  them  so.    Thus,  all  my 

life,  — 
As  well  what  was,  as  what,  like   Uiis,  was 

not,  — 
Looks  old,  fantastic  and  impossible : 
I  touch  a  fairy  thing  that  fades  and  fades. 
—  Even  to  my  babe !    I  thought,  when  he  was 

bom. 
Something  began  for  once  that  would  not  end, 
Nor  change  into  a  laugh  at  me,  but  stay 
Forevenuore,  eternally  quite  mine. 
Well,  so  he  is,  —  but  yet  they  bore  him  oflF, 
The  third  day,  lest  my  husband  should  lay 

traps 
And  catch  him,  and  by  nieans  of  him  catch  me. 
Since  they  have  saved  him  so,  it  was  well  done : 
Yet  thence  comes  such  confusion  of  what  was 
With  what  will  be,  — that  late  seems  long  ago. 
And,  what  years  should  bring  round,  aJready 

come. 
Till  even  he  withdraws  into  a  dream 
As  the  rest  do :  I  fancy  him  grown  great. 
Strong,  stem,  a  tall  young  man  who  tut4>rs  me. 
Frowns    with    the  others,    "Poor   imprudent 

ohUd! 
Wliy  did  yon  venture  out  of  the  safe  street  ? 
Why  go  so  far  from  help  to  that  lone  honse  ? 
TMiy  open  at  the  whisper  and  the  knock  ?  *^ 

Six  days  ago  when  it  was  New  Year's  dav. 
We  bent  above  the  fire  and  talked  of  him. 
What  he  should  do  when  he  was  grown  and 

great. 
Violante,  Pietro,  each  had  given  the  arm 
I  leant  on,  to  walk  by,  from  couch  to  chair 
And  fireside,  —  laughed,  as  I  lay  safe  at  last, 
*^  Pompilia's  march  from  bed  to  board  is  made, 
Pompilia  back  asain  and  with  a  babe. 
Shall  one  day  lend    his    arm    and    help    her 

walk!'^ 
Then  we  all  wished  each   other    more    New 

Years. 
Pietro    began    to   scheme  —  *^  Our    cause    is 

gained ; 
The  law  is  stronger  than  a  wicked  man : 
Let  him  henceforth  go  his  way,  leave  us  ours  ! 
We  will  avoid  the  city,  tempt  no  more 
The  greedy  ones  by  feasting  and  parade,  — 
Live  at  the  other  villa,  we  know  where. 
Still  farther  oif,  and  we  can  watch  the  babe 
Grow  fast  in  the  good  air ;  and  wood  is  cheap 
And  wine  sincere  outside  the  city  gate. 
j   I  still  have  two  or  thi-ee  old  friend  will  grope 
Their  way  alone  the  mere  half-mile  of  road. 
With  Stan  and  lantern  on  a  moonless  night 
When  one  needs  talk :   they  11  find  me,  never 

fear. 
And  I  'II  find  them  a  flask  of  the  old  sort 

yet ! " 
Violante  said,  '*  You  chatter  like  a  crow : 
Pompilia  tires  o'  the  tattle,  and  shall  to  bed : 
Do  not  too  much  the  first  day, — somewhat 

more 
To-morrow,  and,  the  next,  begin  the  cape 
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And   hood    and    cfMtt  I      1    have    spun   wool 

enough.'* 
Oh  what  a  happy  friendly  eve  was  tliat ! 

And,  next  day,  about  noon,  out  Pietro  went  — 
He  was  so  happy  and  would  talk  so  much, 
Until  Violante  pushed  and  laughed  him  forth 
SightHweing  in  the  oold,  —  **  SSo  much  to  see 
I^  the  churches  !     Swathe  yuur  throat  three 

times  t  '^  she  cried, 
**"  And,  above  all,  beware  the  slippery  ways. 
And  brine  ns  all  the  news  by  snppei^time  !  *^ 
He  came  back  late,  laid  by  cloak,  staff  and  hat, 
Powdered  so  thick  with  snow  it  made  us  laugh. 
Rolled  a  great  log  upon  the  asli  o'  the  hearth. 
And  bade  Violante  treat  us  to  a  flask. 
Because  he  had  obeyed  her  faithfully. 
Gone  sight-see  through  the  seven,  and  found  no 

cnurch 
T»  his  mind  like  San  Giovanni  —  *'  There  *8  the 

fold, 
And  all  the  sheep  together,  big  as  cats ! 
And  such  a  shepnera,  half  the  size  of  life. 
Starts  up  and  hears  the  angel  "  —  when,  at  the 

door, 
A  tap :  we  started  up :  you  know  the  rest. 

I^etro  at  least  had  done  no  harm,  I  know  ; 

Nor  even  Violante,  so  much  harm  as  makes 

Such  revenge  lawful.    Certainly  she  erred  — 

Did  wrong,  how  shfdl  I  dare  say  otherwue  ?  — 

In  telling  that  first  falsehood,  buying  me 

From  my  poor  faulty  mother  at  a  price, 

To  pass  oil  upon  Pietro  as  his  ohila. 

If  one  should  take  my  babe,  give  him  a  name, 

Say  he  was  not  Gaetaiio  and  ray  own. 

But  that  some  other  woman  made  his  mouth 

And  hands  and  feet, —  how  very  false  were  that ! 

No  good  could  come  of  that ;  and  all  harm  did. 

Yet  if  a  stranger  were  to  repi-esent 

^*  Needs  must  you  either  give  your  babe  to  me 

And  let  me  call  him  mine  f orevermore, 

(>p  let  your  husband  get  him  "  —  ah,  my  God, 

That  were  a  trial  I  refuse  t/O  face  I 

Well,  just  so  here  :  it  proved  wrong  but  seemed 

right 
To  poor  Violante  —  for  there  lay,  she  said. 
My  poor  real  dying  mother  in  her  rags. 
Who  put  me  from  her  with  the  life  and  all. 
Poverty,  pain,  sliame  and  disease  at  once. 
To  die  the  easier  by  what  price  I  fetched  — 
Also  (I  hope)  because  I  should  be  spared 
Sorrow    and   sin,  —  why  may  not   that   have 

helped? 
Mv  father,  —  he  was  no  one,  any  one,  — 
The  worse,  the  likelier,  —  call  Jiim,  —  he  who 

came. 
Was  wicked  for  his  pleasure,  went  his  way,^ 
And  left  no  trace  to  track  by  ;  there  remained 
Nothing  but  me,  the  unnecessary  life,^ 
To  cat^  up  or  let  fall,  —  and  yet  a  thing 
She  could  make  happy,  be  made  happy  with, 
This  poor  V^iolante,  —  who  would  frown  there- 
at? 

Well,  God,  you  see !     God  plants  us  where  we 

grow. 
It  is  not  that,  because  a  bud  is  bom 


At  a  wild  brier^s  end,  full  i^  the  wild  beast's 

way, 
We  ought  to  pluck  and  put  it  out  of  reach 
On  the  oak-tree  top,  —  say,  **  There  the  bud 

belongs  I " 
She  thought,  moreover,  real  lies  were  lies  told 
For  harm's  sake;    whereas  this  had  good  at 

heart. 
Good  for  my  mother,  good  for  me,  and  good 
For  Pietro  who  was  meant  to  love  a  babe, 
And  needed  one  to  make  his  life  of  use. 
Receive  his  house  and  laud  when  he  should 

die. 
Wrong,  wrong,  and  always  wrong  I  how  plainly 

wrong! 
For  see,  this  fault  kept  pricking,  as  faults  do. 
All  the  same  at  her   heart:     this  falsehood 

hatched. 
She  could  not  let  it  go  nor  keep  it  fast. 
She  told  me  so,  —  the  first  time  1  was  found 
Locked  in  her  arms  once  more  after  the  pain. 
When  the  nuns  let  me   leave  them  and    go 

home. 
And  both  of  ns  cried  all  the  cares  away,  — 
This  it  was  set  her  on  to  make  amends, 
This   brought   about   the    marriage  —  simply 

this! 
Do  let  me  speak  for  her  you  blame  so  much ! 
Wlien  Paul,  my  husband's  brother,  found  me 

out. 
Heard  there  was  wealth  for  who  should  marry 

me. 
So,  came  and  made  a  speech  to  ask  my  hand 
For  Guido.  —  she,  instead  of  piercing  straight 
Through  tne  pretence  to  the  ignoble  truth. 
Fancied  she  saw  God's  very  finger  point. 
Designate  just  the  time  for  planting  me 
(Hie  wild-brier  slip  she  plucked  to  love  and 

wear) 
In  soil  where  I  could  strike  real  root,  and  grow, 
And  get  to  be  the  thing  I  called  myself : 
For.  wife  and  husband  are  one  flesh,  God  says. 
And  I,  whose  parents  seemed  such  and  were 

none, 
Should  in  a  husband  have  a  husband  now. 
Find    nothing,    this   time,  but   was   what   it 

seemecT, 
—  All  truth  and  no  confusion  any  more. 
I  know  she  meant  all  good  to  me,  all  pain 
To  herself,  —  since  how  could  it  be  aught  but 

pain 
To  give  me  up,  so,  from  her  very  breast. 
The  wilding  flower-tree-branch  that,  all  those 

years. 
She  had  got  used  to  feel  for  and  find  fixed  ? 
She  meant  well :  has  it  been  so  ill  i'  the  main  f 
That  is  but  fair  to  ask :  one  cannot  judge 
Of  what  has  been  the  ill  or  well  of  life, 
Tlie  day  that  one  is  djring,  —sorrows  change 
Into  not  altogether  sorrow-like  ; 
I  do  see  strangeness  but  scarce  misery. 
Now  it  is  over,  and  no  danger  more. 
My  child  is  safe  ;  there  seems  not  so  much  pain. 
It  comes,  most  like,  that  I  am  just  absolved. 
Purged  of  the  past,  the  foul  in  me,  washed 

fair, — 
One  ciumot   both    have    and    not   have,  you 

know,  — 
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Being  right  now,  I  am  happy  and  color  things. 
Tes,  everybody  that  leaves  Me  sees  all 
Softened  and  bettered  :  so  with  other  sights : 
To  me  at  least  was  never  evening  j^et 
Bnt  seemed  far  beautif uller  Uian  its  day, 
For  past  is  past. 

There  was  a  fancy  came, 
When  somewhere,  in    the    journey  with  my 

friend, 
We  stepped  into  a  hovel  to  get  food  ; 
And  there  began  a  yelp  here,  a  bark  there,  — 
Misunderstanding  creatures  tha,t  were  wroth 
And  vexed  themselves  and  us  till  we  retired. 
The  hovel  is  life :  no  matter  what  doga  bit 
Or  oat  scratched  in  the  hovel  I  break  from, 
All  outside  is  lone  field,  moon  and  such  peace— 
Flowing  in,  filling  up  as  with  a  sea 
Whereon  comes  Someone,  walks  fast  on  the 

white, 
Jesus  Christ's  self,  Don  Gelestine  declares. 
To  meet  me  and  calm  all  things  back  again. 

Beside,  np  to  my  marriage,  thirteen  years 
Were,  each  day,  happy  as  the  day  was  long : 
This  may  have  made  uie  change  too  terrible. 
I  know  uiat  when  Violante  told  me  first 
The  cavalier  —  she  meant  to  bring  next  mom, 
Whom  I  must  also  let  take,  kiss  my  hand  — 
Would  be  at  San  Lorenzo  the  same  eve 
And  marrv  me,  —  which  over,  we  should  go 
Home  both  of  us  without  him  as  before. 
And,  till  she  bade  speak,  I  must  hold   my 

tongue. 
Such  being  the  ooirect  way  with  girl-brides, 
From  whom  one  word  would  imike  a  father 

blush,  — 
I  know,  I  say,  that  when  she  told  me  this, 
—  Well,  I  no  more  saw  sense  in  what  s^e  said 
Than  a  lamb  does  in  people  clipping  wool ; 
Only  lay  down  and  let  myself  be  dipped. 
Ana  when  next  day  the  cavalier  who  came  — 
(Tisbe  had  told  me  that  the  slim  young  man 
With  wings  at  head,  and  wings  at  leet,  and 

swora 
Threatening  a  monster,  in  our  tapestry. 
Would  eat  a  girl  else,  —  was  a  cavalier)  — 
When  he  proved  Guide  Franoeschini,  —  old 
And  nothmg  like  so  tall  as  I  myself. 
Hook-nosed  and  yellow  in  a  bush  of  beard. 
Much  like  a  thing  I  saw  on  a  boy's  wrist. 
He  called  an  owl  and  used  for  catching  birds,  ~ 
And  when  he  took  my  hand  and  made  a  smile  — 
Why,  the  uncomfortableness  of  it  all 
Seemed  hardly  more  important  in  the  case 
Than  — when  one  gives  you,  say,  a  coin  to 

spend  —  ^ 
Its  newness  or  its  oldness ;  if  the  piece 
Weigh  properly  and  buy  you  what  you  wish. 
No  matter  whether  you  get  grime  or  glare  ! 
Men  take  the  coin,  return  ^ou  grapes  and  figs. 
Here,  marriage  was  the  coin,  a  dirty  piece 
Would  purchase  me  the  praise  of  those  I  loved : 
About  what  else  should  1  concern  myself  ? 

So,  hardly  knowing  what  a  husband  meant, 
I  supposed  this  or  any  man  would  serve, 
No  whit  the  worse  for  being  so  uncouth : 


For  I  was  ill  once  and  a  doctor  came 
With  a  great  ugly  hat,  no  plume  thereto. 
Black  jerkin  and  black    buckles   and  black 

sword. 
And  white  snarp  beard  over  the  ruff  in  front. 
And  oh  so  lean,  so  souivfaced  and  austere  I  — 
Who  felt  my  pulse,  made  me  put  out  my  tongue. 
Then  oped  a  phial,  dripped  a  drop  or  two 
Of  a  black  bitter  something,  —  I  was  cured  ! 
What  mattered  the  fierce  beard  or  the  grim 

f  ace  ? 
It  was  the  physic  beautified  the  man. 
Master  Malpichi,  —  never  met  his  match 
In  Rome,  they  said,  —  so  ugly  all  the  same  I 

However,  I  was  hurried  through  a  storm. 
Next  dark  eve  of  December's  deadest  day  — 
How  it  rained  I  —  through  our  street  and  the 

Lion's-mouth 
And  the  bit  of  Corso,  —  cloaked  round,  oovered 

close, 
I  was  like  something  strange  or  contraband,  — 
Into  blank  San  Liorenxo,  up  the  aisle. 
My  mother  keeping  hold  ox  me  so  tight, 
I  fancied  we  were  come  to  see  a  corpse 
Before  the  altar  which  she  pulled  me  toward. 
There  we  found  waiting  an  unpleasant  priest 
Who  proved  the  brother,  not  our  parish  friend. 
But  one  with  mischief-making  month  and  eye, 
Paul,  whom  I  know  since  to  my  cost.  And  tlieii 
I  heard  the  heavy  church-door  lock  out  help 
Behind  us :  for  the  customary  warmth. 
Two  tapers  shivered  on  the  altar.     **  Quick  — 
Lose  no  time !  "  cried  the  priest.  And  straight^ 

way  down 
From  .  .  .  what 's  behind  the  altar  where  he 

hid  — 
Hawk-nose  and  yellowness  and  bush  and  all. 
Stepped  Guido,  caught  my  hand,  and  there 

was  I 
0'  the  chancel,  and  the  priest  had  opened  book. 
Read  here  and  there,  made  me  say  that  and 

this. 
And  after,  told  me  I  was  now  a  wife. 
Honored  indeed,  since  Christ  thus  weds  the 

Church, 
And  therefore  turned  he  water  into  wine. 
To  show  I  should  obey  my  spouse  like  Christ. 
Then  the  two  slipped  aside  and  talked  apart. 
And  I,  silent  ana  scared,  got  down  again 
And  joined  my  mother,  who  was  weeping  now. 
Nobody  seemed  to  mind  us  any  more. 
And  both  of  us  on  tiptoe  found  our  way 
To  the  door  which  was  unlocked  by  this,  and 

wide. 
When  we  were  in  the   street,  the  rain  had 

stopped, 
All  things  looked  better.    At  our  own  house- 
door, 
Violante  whimpered,  ''*'  No  one  syllable 
To  Pietro  1  Girl-brides  never  breathe  a  word  1  ** 
"  —  Well  treated  to  a  wetting,  draggle-tails  I  '* 
Laughed  Pietro  as  he  openea  —  ^^  Very  near 
You  made  me  brave  the  gutter's  roaring  sea 
To  cany  off  from  roost  old  dove  and  young. 
Trussed  up  in  church,  the  cote,  by  me,  the  Kite ! 
What  do  these  priests  mean,  praying  folk  to 

death 
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Ou  stormy  aftemoonB,  vrith.  ChrifttaiM  dose 
To  wash  our  mns  o£F  nor  require  the  rain  ?  " 
Violante  gave  my  liand  a  timely  squeete. 
Madonna  saTed  me  from  immodest  speeon, 
I  kissed  him  and  was  quiet,  bein^  a  bride. 

When  I  saw  nothing  more,  the  next  three  weeks, 
Of  Ouido—  '*Nor  the  Churoh  sees  Christ'* 

thonprht  I : 
**  Nothinsr  IS  changed  howerer,  wine  is  wine 
And  water  onlv  water  in  our  house. 
Nor  did  I  see  that  ugly  doctor  since 
That  cure  of  the  illness :  just  as  I  was  cured, 
I  am  married,  —  neither  scarecrow  wiU  nitnm." 

Three  weeks,  I  chuckled  —  **  How  would  GKulia 

stare. 
And  Tecla  smile  and  Tisbe  laugh  outright. 
Were  it  uot  impudent  for  brides  to  talk  I ''  *- 
Until  one  mormng,  as  I  sat  and  sai^^ 
At  the  broidery-name  alone  i'  the  chamber,  — 

loud 
Voices,  two,  three  together,  sobbings  too. 
And  my  luune,  '*  Gmdo,''  ''  FaoXoJ'  flung  like 

stones 
From  each  to  the  other !    In  I  ran  to  see. 
There  stood  the  very  Ouido  and  the  priest 
With  sly  face,  —  formal  but  nowise  afraid,  — 
While  Pietro  seemed  all  red  and  angry,  scarce 
Able  to  stutter  out  his  wrath  in  words ; 
And  this  it  was  that  made  my  mother  sob. 
As  he  reproached  her —  **'  Tou  have  murdered 

us. 
Me  and  yourself  and  this  our  child  beside  I  ^' 
Then  Quido  interposed.  *^  Murdered  or  not, 
Be  it  enoYwh  your  child  is  now  my  wife  I 
I  daim^  ana  come  to  take  her.'*    Paul  put  in, 
"  Consider  —  kinsman,  dare  I  term  you  so  ?  — 
What  is  the  good  of  your  sagacity 
Eizoept  to  counsel  in  a  strait  like  this  ? 
I  guarantee  the  parties  man  and  wife 
Whether  you  like  or  loathe  it,  bless  or  ban. 
May  spilt  milk  be  put  back  within  the  bowl  — 
The  done  thing,  undone  ?    You,  it  is,  we  look 
For  counsel  to,  you  iitliest  will  advise  ! 
Since  milk,  though  spilt  and  spoilt,  does  marble 

good. 
Better  we  down  on  knees  and  scrub  the  floor, 
Than  sigh,  *  the  waste  would  make  a  syllabub  I ' 
Help  us  so  turn  disaster  to  account, 
80  precUspose  the  groom,  he  needs  shall  grace 
The  bride  with  favor  from  the  very  first, 
Not  bM^in  marriage  an  embittered  man  !  " 
He  smiled,  —  the  game  so  wholly  in  his  hands  1 
While  fast  and  faster  sobbed  Violante  —  **  Ay, 
All  of  us  manlcred.  past  averting  now  1 

0  my  sin,  O  my  secret !  "  and  such  like. 

Then  I  began  to  half  surmise  the  truth  ; 
Something  had  happened,  low,  mean,  under- 
hand. 
False,  and  my  mother  was  to  blame,  and  I 
To  pity,  whom  all  spoke  of,  none  addressed : 

1  was  the  chattel  that  had  caused  a  crime. 

I  stood  mute,  —  those  who  tangled  must  untie 
The  embroilment.    Pietro  cried,  ^*  Withdraw, 

my  child ! 
She  is  not  helpful  to  the  sacrifice 


At  this  stage,  —  do  you  want  the  victim  by 
While  you  discuss  the  value  of  her  blood  ? 
For  her  sake,  I  consent  to  hear  you  talk : 
Go,  child,  and  pray  God  help  the  innocent  1 " 

I  did  go  and  was  praying  God,  when  came 
Violante,  with  eyes  swollen  and  red  enough^ 
But  movement  on  her  mouth  for  make*believe 
Matters  were  somehow  getting  right  again. 
She  bade  me  sit  down  by  her  side  and  near. 
^*  You  are  too  voung  ana  cannot  understand, 
Nor  did  your  father  understand  at  first. 
I  wished  to  benefit  all  three  of  us, 
And  when  he  failed  to  take  my  meaning,  •« 

why, 
I  tried  to  have  my  way  at  unaware  — 
Obtained  him  the  advantage  he  refused. 
As  if  I  put  before  him  wholesome  food 
Instead  of  broken  victual,  —  he  finds  change 
I'  the  viands,  never  cares  to  reason  why. 
But  falls  to  blaming  me,  would  fling  the  plate 
From  window,  scandaliie  the  neighborhood. 
Even  while  he  smacks  his  lipa,  —  men's  way, 

my  child  I 
But  either  you  have  prayed  him  unperverae 
Or  I  have  talked  him  back  into  his  wits  : 
And  Paolo  was  a  help  ui  time  of  need,  — 
Guido,  not  much  —  my  child,  the  way  of  men  I 
A  priest  is  more  a  woman  than  a  man. 
And  Paul  did  wonders  to  persuade.     In  short, 
Yea,  he  was  wrong,  your  lather  sees  and  says ; 
My  scheme  was  worth  attempting  :  and  bean 

fruit. 
Gives  you  a  husband  and  a  noble  name, 
A  palace  and  no  end  of  pleasant  things. 
Wnat  do  you  care  about  a  handsome  youth  ? 
They  are  so  volatile,  and  tease  their  wives  I 
This  is  the  kind  of  man  to  keep  the  house. 
We  loae  no  daughter,  —  gain  a  son,  that 's  all : 
For  't  is  arranged  we  never  separate. 
Nor  miss,  in  our  gray  time  of  life,  the  tints 
Of  you  ttiat  color  eve  to  match  with  mom. 
In  good  or  ill,  we  share  and  share  alike. 
And  cast  our  lots  into  a  common  Up, 
And  all  three  die  together  as  we  hved  I 
Only,  at  Arezzo,  —  uiat  's  a  Tuscan  town. 
Not  so  large  as  this  noisy  Rome,  no  doubt, 
But  older  far  and  finer  much,  say  folk,  — 
In  a  great  palace  where  you  will  be  queen. 
Know  the  Archbishop  and  the  Gkivemor, 
And  we  see  homage  aone  you  ere  we  die. 
Therefore,  be  good  and  pardon  I" — **  Pardon 

what  ? 
You  know  things,  I  am  very  ignorant : 
All  is  right  if  you  only  will  not  cry  I  " 

And  so  an  end !    Because  a  blank  begins 
From  when,  at  the  word,  she  kissed  me  hard 

and  hot. 
And  took  me  back  to  where  my  father  leaned 
Opposite  Guido  —  who  stood  eyinj^  him. 
As  eyes  the  butcher  the  oast  paniang  ox 
That   feels   his   fate   is   come,  nor   struggles 

more, — 
While  Paul  looked  archly  on,  pricked  brow  at 

whiles 
With    the   pen*point  as   to  punish    triumph 

there,  — • 
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And  said,    **  Count  Guide,   take  yuur  lawful 

wife 
Until  death  part  you  !  " 

All  since  is  one  blank. 
Over  and  ended  ;  a  terrific  dieaui. 
It  is  the  good  of  di'eams  —  so  soon  they  go ! 
Wake  in  a  horror  of  heart-beats,  you  may  — 
Cry,  *'The  dread  tiling  will  never  from  my 

thoughts  I " 
Still,  a  few  davlight  doses  of  plain  life, 
Cock-crow  ana  sparrow-chirp,  or  bleat  and  bell 
Of  goats  that  trot  by,  tinkling,  to  be  milked  ,* 
And  when  you  rub  your  eyes  awak<}  and  wide. 
Where  is  the  hax'ui  o*  the  horror  ?    Gone  !    So 

here. 
I  know  I  wake,  —  but  from  what  ?    Blank,  I 

sayl 
This  is  the  note  of  evil :  for  good  lasts. 
Even  when  Don  Celestine  bade  **iSearch  and 

find! 
For  your  sours  sake,  remember  what  is  jiast. 
The  better  to  forgive  it,"  —  all  in  vain  ! 
What  was  fast  gettinef  indistinct  before. 
Vanished  outright.     Bv  special  grace  perhaps, 
Between  that  first  calm  and    this  last,  four 

years 
Vanish,  —  one  quarter  of  my  life,  you  know. 
I  am  held  up,  amid  the  nothingness. 
By  one  or  two  truths  only  — ^  thence  I  hang, 
And  there  I  live,  —  the  rest  is  death  or  dream, 
AU  but  those  points  of  my  support.    I  think 
Of  what  I  saw  at  Rome  once  m  the  Squai'e 
O^  the  iSpaniards,  opposite  the  ^Spanish  House  : 
There  was  a  foreigner  had  trained  a  goat, 
A  shuddering  white  woman  of  a  beast, 
To  climb  up,  stand  straight  on  a  pile  of  sticks 
Put    close,    which    gave    the    creature     room 

enough : 
When  she  was  settled  there,  he,  one  by  one. 
Took  away  all  the  sticks,  left  just  the  four 
Whereon  the  little  hoofs  did  really  rest. 
There  she  kept  firm,  all  underneath  was  air. 
So,  what  I  hold  by,  are  my  prayer  to  God, 
My  hope,  that  came  in  answer  to  the  prayer, 
Some  hand  would    inter|>ose  and  save  me  — 

hand 
W^hich  proved  to  be  my  friend's  hand  :  and,  — 

blest  bliss,  — 
That  fancv  which  began  so  faint  at  first. 
That  thrill  of  dawn's  suffusion  through  my 

dark, 
Which  I  perceive  was  promise  of  mv  child. 
The  light  his  unborn  face  sent  long  iwfore,  — 
(4od*s  way  of  breaking  the  good  news  to  flesh. 
That  is  all  left  now  of  those  four  bad  years. 
Don  Celestine  urged,  **  But  I'emember  more ! 
Other  men^s  faults  may  help  me  find  your  own. 
I  need  tlie  cruelt>[  exposed,  explained. 
Or  how  can  I  advise  you  to  forgive  ?  "' 
He  thought  I  could  not  properly  forgive 
Unless  I  ceased  forgetting,  — which  is  true: 
For,  bringing  back  reluctantly  to  mind 
My  husband's  treatment  of  me,  —  by  a  light 
That  *s  later  than  my  lifetime,  I  review 
And  comprehend  much  and  imagine  more. 
And  have  but  little  to  forgive  at  laat. 
For  now,  —  be  fair  and  say,  —  is  it  not  true 


He  was  ill-used  and  cheated  of  his  hope 
To  get  enriched  by  marriage  ?    Marriage  gave 
Me  and  no  money,  broke  the  compact  so : 
He  had  a  right  to  ask  me  on  those  terms. 
As  Pietro  and  Violante  to  declai'e 
They  would  not  give  me  :  so  the  bargain  stood : 
They  broke  it,  and  he  felt  himself  aggrieved. 
Became  unkind  with  me  to  punish  them. 
They  said  't  was  he  began  deception  first. 
Nor,  in  one  point  whereto  he  pledged  himself. 
Kept  promise :  what  of  that,  s>;->pose  it  were  ? 
Echoes  die  off,  scivrcelv  reverbeiTite 
Forever,  —  why  should  ill  keep  echoing  ill. 
And  never  let  our  ears  have  done^  with  noise  ? 
Then  my  poor  parents  took  the  violent  way 
To  Uiwart  hiuj,  —  he  must  needs  retaliate, — 

wrong. 
Wrong,  and  all  wrong,  —  better  say,  all  blind ! 
As  I  myself  was,  that  is  sure,  who  else 
Had  understood  the  mysterj' :  for  his  wife 
Was  bound  in  some   sort  to   help   somehow 

there. 
It  seems  as  if  I  might  have  interposed. 
Blunted  the  ed^e  of  their  resentment  so. 
Since  he  vexed  me  because  they  first  vexed 

**  I  will  entreat  tliem  to  desist,  submit. 
Give  him  the  money  and  be  iXK>r  in  peace,  — 
Certainly  not  go  tell  the  world :  i>erhaps 
He  will  grow  quiet  with  his  gains." 

Yes,  say 
Something  to  this  effect  and  you  do  well ! 
But  then  you  have  to  see  first :  I  was  blind. 
That  is  the  fruit  of  all  such  worniy  waj's. 
The  indirect,  the  unapproved  of  (tod : 
You  cannot  find  their  author's  end  and  aim, 
Not  even  to  substitute  your  good  for  bad. 
Your  straight  for  the  irregulai* ;  you  stand 
Stupefied,  profitless,  as  cow  or  sheep 
That  miss  a  man's  mind  ;  anger  him  just  twice 
Bv  trial  at  repairing  the  first  fault. 
Thus,  when  ne  blamed  me,  *'  You  are  a  co- 
quette, 
A  lure-owl  posturing  to  attract  birds. 
You  look  love-lures  at  theatre  and  chureh. 
In  walk,  at  window  1  '*  —  that,  I  knew,  was 

false : 
But  why  he  charged  me  falsely,  whither  sought 
To  drive  me  by  such  charge,  —  how  could  I 

know  ? 
So,  unaware,  I  only  made  things  worse. 
1  tried  to  soothe  him  by  abjuring  walk. 
Window,  church,  theatre,  for  good  and  all. 
As  if  he  had  been  in  earnest :  that,  you  know. 
Was  nothing  like  the  object  of  his  charge. 
Yes,  when  1  got  my  maid  to  supplicate 
The  priest,  whose  name  she  read  when  she 

would  read 
Those  feigned  false  letters  I  was  forced  to  hear 
Though  I  could  ve&d  no  word  of,  —  he  should 

cease 
Writing,  —  nay,  if  he  minded  prayer  of  mine. 
Cease  from  so  much  as  even  pass  the  street 
Whereon  our  house  looked,  —  in  my  ignorance 
I  was  just  thwai*ting  Guidons  true  intent ; 
Which  was,  to  bring  about  a  wicked  change 
Of  sport  to  earnest,  tempt  a  tlioughtless  man 
To  write  indeed,  and  pass  the  house,  and  more. 
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Till  both  of  OB  were  taken  in  a  crime. 

He  oufcht  not  to  have  wished  me  thuB  act  lies, 

Simulate    folly :     but  —  wrong   or   rifcht,    the 

wish  — 
I  failed  to  apprehend  its  drift.    How  plain 
It  follows,  —  if  I  fell  into  such  fault. 
He  also  may  have  overreached  the  niark, 
Made  raistake,  by  perversity  of  brain, 
I'  the  whole  sad  strani^e  plot,  the  grotesque  in- 
trigue 
To  make  me  and  my  friend  nnself  ounelves, 
Be  other  man  and  woman  than  we  were ! 
Think  it  out,  you  who  have    the  time  1  for 

me, — 
I  cannot  say  less ;  more  I  will  not  say. 
Leave  it  to  God  to  cover  and  undo  ! 
Only,  my  dnlness  should  not  prove  too  much  I 

—  Not  prove  that  in  a  certain  other  point 
Wherein  my  husband  blamed  me,  —  and  you 

blame. 
If  I  interpret  smiles  and  shakes  of  head,  — 
I  was  dull  too.    <  >h,  if  I  dared  but  speak  ! 
Must  I  speak  ?    I  am  blamed  that  I  forwent 
A  way  to  make  my  husband's  favor  come. 
That  IS  true:  I  was  firm,  withstood,  refused  .  .  . 

—  Women  as  you  are,  how  can  I  find  the  words  ? 

I  felt  there  was  jiLst  one  thing  Gnido  claimed 
I  had  no  right  to  give  nor  he  to  take ; 
We  beino:  in  estrangement,  soul  from  soul : 
Till,  when  I  sought  help,  the  Archbishop  smiled, 
Inquiring  into  privacies  of  life, 
— Said  I  was  blamable  —  (he  stands  for  God) 
Nowise  entitled  to  exemption  there. 
Then  I  obeyed,  — as  surely  had  obeyed 
Were  tlie  injunction  ^*  iSince  your  husband  bids, 
Swallow  the  burning  coal  he  proffers  you  !  " 
But  I  did  wrong,  and  he  gave  wrong  advice 
Though  he  were  thrice  Archbishop,  —  that,  I 

know  I  — 
Now  I  have  got  to  die  and  see  things  clear. 
Remember  Iwas  barely  twelve  years  old  — 
A  child  at  marriage :  I  was  let  alone 
For  weeks,  I  told  vou,  lived  my  child-life  still 
Even  at  Arezzo,  when  I  woke  and  found 
First .  .  .  but  I  need  not  think  of  that  again  — 
Over  and  ended  !    Try  and  take  the  sense 
Of  what  I  signify,  if  it  must  be  so. 
After  the  first,  my  husband,  for  haters  sake. 
Said  one  eve,  when  the  simpler  cruelty 
Seemed  somewhat  dull  at  edge  and  fit  to  bear, 
**  We  have  been  man  and  wife  six  months  al- 

.  most: 
How  long  is  this  your  comedy  to  last  ? 
Go  this  night  to  my  chamber,  not  your  own  !  " 
At  which  word,  I  did  rush  —  most  true  the 

charge  — 
And  gain  tJie  Archbishop's  house  —  he  stands 

for  God  — 
And  fall  upon  my  knees  and  clasp  his  feet. 
Praying  hiiu  hinder  what  ray  estranged  soul 
Refused  to  bear,  though  patient  of  the  rest : 
"  Place  me  within  a  convent,"  I  implored  — 
**  Let  me  henceforward  lead  the  virgin  life 
You  praise  in  her  yoti  bid  me  imitate  I " 
What  did  he  answer  ?     *"  Folly  of  ignorance  I 
Know,  daughter,  circumstances  make  or  mar 
Virginity,  —  'tis  virtue  or  'tis  vice. 


That  which  was  glory  in  the  Mother  of  God 
Had  b«en,  for  instance,  damnable  in  £ve 
Created  to  be  mother  of  mankind. 
Had  Eve,  in  answer  to  her  Maker's  sneech 
*  Be  fruitful,  multiply,  replenish  eartn  '  — 
Pouted  '  But  I  choose  rather  to  remain 
Single  '  —  why,  she  had  spared  herself  forthwith 
Further  probation  by  the  apple  and  siiake, 
Been  pushed  straight  out  of  Paradise !    For 

If  motherhood  be  qualified  impure, 

1  catch  you  making  God  command  Eve  sin ! 

—  A  blasphemy  so  like  these  Molinists', 

I  must  suspect  you  dip  into  their  books." 
Then  he  pursued  "'  'Twas  in  your  covenant  I " 

No !    There  my  husband  never  used  deceit. 
He  never  did  by  speech  nor  act  imply 
**  Because  of  our  souls'  veaming  that  we  meet 
And  mix  in  soul  through  flesh,  which  yonts  and 

mine 
Wear   and   impress,  and   make    their  visible 

selves, 

—  All  which  means,  for  the  love  of  you  and  me. 
Let  us  become  one  flesh,  being  one  soul !  " 

He  only  stipulated  for  the  wetUth ; 
Honest  so  far.    But  when  he  spoke  as  plain  — 
Dreadf ullv  honest  also  —  *^  Since  our  souls  ^ 
Stand  each  from  each,  a  whole  world's  width 

between. 
Give  me  the  fleshly  vesture  I  ean  reach 
And  rend  and  leave  just  fit  for  hell  to  bum ! ''  — 
Why,  in  God's  na»ie,  for  Guide's  soul's  own  sake 
Imperilled  by  polluting  mine.  —  I  say, 
I  did  resist ;  would  I  nad  overcome ! 

My  heart  died  out  at  the  Archbishop's  smile  ; 

—  It  seemed  so  stale  and  worn  a  way  o'  the 

world. 
As  though  't  were  nature  frowning  —  **  Here  is 

Spring, 
The  sun  shines  as  he  shone  at  Adam's  fall. 
The  earth  requires  that  warmth  reach  every* 

where: 
What,  must  your  patch  of  snow  be  saved  for- 
sooth 
Because  you  rather  fancy  snow  than  flowers  ?  " 
Something  in  this  stvle  he  began  with  me. 
Last  he  said,  savagely  for  a  good  man, 
*^  This  explains  why  you  call    your  husband 

harsn, 
Harsh  to  yon,  harsh  to  whom  yon  love.    God's 

Bread! 
The  xx>or  Count  has  to  manage  a  mere  child 
Whose   parp.nts   leave  untaught   the  simplest 

thmgs 
Their  duty  was  and  privilege  to  teach,  — 
Goodwives'  instruction,  gossips'  lore :  they  laugh 
And  leave  the  Count  the  task,  —  or  leave  it 

me !  " 
Then  I  resolved  to  tell  a  frightful  thing. 
**  I  am  not  ignorant,  —  know  what  I  say. 
Declaring  this  is  sought  for  hate,  not  love. 
Sir,  vou  may  hear  things  like  almightv  God. 
I  tell  you  that  my  housemate,  yes  —  the  priest 
My  husband's  brother.  Canon  Girolamo  — 
Has  taught  me  what  depraved  and  misnamed 

love 
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Means,  and  what  outward  signs  denote  the  sin, 

For  he  solicits  me  and  says  he  loves. 

The  idle  voting  priest  with  naught  else  to  do. 

My  husband  sees  this,  knows  this,  and  lets  be. 

Is  it  your  counsel  1  bear  this  beside  ?  ^' 

**  —  More  scandal,  and  against  a  priest  this 

time  I 
Wluit,   't  is    the    Canon  now  ?  "  —  lees  snap- 
pishly— 
"  Rise  up,  my  child,  for  such  a  child  you  are. 
The  rod  were  too  advanced  a  punishment  I 
Let  *s  try  the  honeyed  cake.    A  parable  ! 

*  Without  a  pfwable  spake  he  not  to  them.' 
There  was  a  ripe  round  long  black  toothsome 

fruit, 
Even  a  flower-fig,  the  prime  boast  of  May ; 
And,  to  the  tree,  said  .  .  .  either  the  spirit  o* 

the  fi^, 
Or.  if  we  bnng  in  men,  the  gardener. 
Archbishop  of  the  orchard  —  had  I  time 
To  try  o'  the  two  which  fits  in  best :  indeed 
It  might  be  the  Creator's  self,  but  then 
The  tree  should  bear  an  apple,  I  suppose, — 
Well,  anyhow,  one  with  authority  said, 

*  Ripe  fig,  burst  skin,  regale  the  fii^pecker  — 
The  bird  whereof  thou  art  a  perquisite  I ' 

^  Nay,'  with  a  flounce,  repliea  the  restif  fig, 

*  I  much  prefer  to  keep  my  pulp  myself : 
He  may  go  breakfastless  and  diimerless, 
Supperless  of  one  crimson  seed,  for  me ! ' 

So,  back  she  flopped  into  her  bunch  of  leaves. 
He  flew  off,  left  her,  —  did  tlie  natural  lord,  — 
Aiid  lo,  three  hundred  thousand  bees  and  wasps 
Found  her  out,  feasted  on  her  to  the  shuck  : 
Such  gain  the  fig's  that  gave  its  bird  no  bite  I 
The  moral,  —  fools  elude  their  proper  lot, 
Tempt  other  fools,  get  ruined  all  alike. 
Therefore  go    home,  embrace    your   husband 

quick  I 
Which  if  his  Canon  brother  chance  to  see. 
He  will  the  sooner  back  to  book  again." 

So,  home  I  did  go ;  so,  tiie  worst  befell : 

So,  I  had  proof  the  Archbishop  was  just  man. 

And  hardly  that,  and  certainly  no  more. 

For,  miserable  consequence  to  me, 

M^  husband's  hatred  waxed  nor  waned  at  all, 

His  brother's  boldness  grew  effrontery  soon. 

And  my  last  stay  and  comfort  in  myself 

Was  forced  from  me:  henceforth  I  looked  to 

God 
Only,  nor  cared  my  desecrated  soul 
Should  have  fair  walls,  gay  windows  for  the 

world. 
God's  glimmer,  that  came  through  the  rnin-top, 
Was  witness  why  all  lights  were  quenched  in- 
side : 
Henceforth  I  asked  God  counsel,  not  mankind. 

So,  when  I  made  the  effort,  freed  myself. 
They  said  —  *'  No  care  to  save  appearance  here  I 
How     cynic,   —  when,     how    wanton,     were 

enough !  " 
—  Adding,  it  all  came  of  my  mother's  life  — 
My  own  real  motlier.  whom  I  never  knew, 
Who  did  wrong  (if  she  needs  must  have  done 

wrong) 
Through  being  all  her  life,  not  my  four  years. 


At  mercy  of  the  hatefnl:  every  beast 

O'  the  field  was  wont  to  break  that  fonntain- 

fence. 
Trample  the  silver  into  mud  so  murk 
Heaven  could  not  find  itself  reflected  there. 
Now  they  cry,  *^  Out  on  her^  who,  plashy  pool. 
Bequeathed  turbidity  and  bitterness 
To  the  daughtex^fitream  where  Guide  dipt  and 

drank!" 

Well,  since  she  had  to  bear  this  brand  —  let  me  I 
The  rather  do  I  understand  her  now,  — 
From  my  experience  of  what  hate  calls  love,  — 
Much  love  might  be  in  what  their  love  called 

hate. 
If  she  sold  .  .  .  what  they  call,  sold  .  .  .  me, 

her  child  — 
I  shall  believe  she  hoped  in  her  poor  heart 
That  I  at  least  might  tr>'  be  good  and  pure. 
Begin  t.o  live  nntempted,  not  eo  doomed 
And  done  with  ere  once  found  in  fault,  as  she. 
Oh  and,  my  mother,  it  all  came  to  this  P 
Why  should  I  trust  those  that  speak  ill  of  yon. 
When  I  mistrust  who  speaks  even  well  of  them  ? 
Why,  since  all  bound  to  do  me  good,  did  harm. 
May  not  you,  seeming  as  yon  harmea  me  most. 
Have  meant  to  do  most  good  —  uid  feed  your 

child 
From  bmmble-bnsh,  whom  not  one  orchard-tree 
But  drew  bough  back  from,  nor  let  one  fruit 

fall? 
This  it  was  for  you  sacrificed  your  babe  ? 
Gained  just  this,  giving  your  heart's  hope  away 
As  I  might  give  mine,  loving  it  as  you, 
If  .  .  .  but  that  never  could  be  asked  of  me  I 

There,  enough  !    I  have  my  support  again, 
A^ain  the  knowledge  that  my  babe  -«  as,  is. 
Will  be  mine  only.^  Him,  bv  death,  I  give 
Outright  to  God,  without  a  further  care,  — 
But  not  to  any  parent  in  the  world,  — 
So  to  be  safe :  why  is  it  we  repine  ? 
^^'hat  guardianship  were  safer  oould  we  choose  ? 
All  human  plans  and  projects  come  to  naught: 
My  life,  ana  what  I  know  of  other  lives, 
Prove  tliat :    no  plan  nor  project  I     God  shall 
care! 

And  now  you  are  not  tired  ?    How  patient  then 
All  of  you,  —  oh  yes,  patient  this  long  while 
Listening,  nnd  understanding,  I  am  sure  t 
Four  days  ago,  when  I  was  sound  and  well 
And  like  to  live,  no  one  would  understand. 
People  were  kind,  but  smiled,  *'  And  what  oi 

him. 
Your  friend,  whose  tonsure  the  rich  dark-brown 

hides? 
There,  there  I  —  your  lover,  do  we  dream  he 

was  r 
A  priest  too  —  never  were  such  naughtiness  I 
Still,  he  thinks  many  a  long  think,  never  fear. 
After  the  shy  ^le  lady,  —  lay  so  light 
For  a  moment  in  his  arms,  the  lucky  one  ! " 
And  so  on :    wherefore  should  I    blame  yon 

much  ? 
So  we  are  made,  such  difference  in  minds. 
Such  difference  too  in  eyes  that  see  the  minds  I 
That  man,  yon  misinterpret  and  misprise  < — 
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The  ^lory  of  his  natan.  I  had  tkouflrht. 
Shot  itaelf  out  in  white  li^rht,  biased  the  trath 
Through  every  atom  of  hit  act  with  me : 
Tet  where  I  point  you,  tiurough  the  cryital 

shrine. 
Purity  in  quintessence,  one  dew-drop. 
You  all  descre  a  spider  in  the  midst. 
One  says,  ''  The  head  of  it  ia  plain  to  see,** 
And  one,  '^  They  are  the  feet  by  which  I  judsBf  ** 
All  say,  **  Those  films  were  span  by  notningr 

else.'* 

Then.  I  must  lay  my  babe  away  with  God, 
Nor  tnink  of  him  again  for  patitnde. 
Yes,  my  last  breath  shall  wholly  spend  itself 
In  one  attempt  more  to  disperse  the  stain, 
The  mist  from  other  breatn  fond  mouths  have 

made. 
About  a  lustrous  and  pellucid  soul : 
So  that,  when  I  am  gone  but  sorrow  stajrs, 
And  people  need  assurance  in  their  doubt 
If  Grod  yet  have  a  servant,  man  a  friend. 
The  weak  a  savior,  and  the  vile  a  foe,  — 
Let  him  be  present,  by  the  name  invoked, 
Giuseppe-Maria  Caponsaeohi ! 

There, 
8trei^:Ui  comes  already  with  the  utterance  1 
I  will  remember  once  more  for  his  sake 
The  sorrow  :  for  he  lives  and  is  belied. 
Could  he  be  here,  how  he  would  speak  for  me  I 

I  had  been  miserable  three  drear  ^ears 
In  that  dread  palace  and  lay  passive  now, 
When  I  first  learned  there  could  be  such  a  man. 
Thus  it  fell :  I  was  at  a  public  play. 
In  the  last  days  of  Carnival  last  Marah, 
Brooght  there  I  knew  not  why,  but  now  know 

well. 
My  husband  put  me  where  I  sat,  in  front ; 
Then  crouched  down,  breathed  cold  through 

me  from  behind. 
Stationed  i*  the  shadow,  —  none  in  front  could 

BOG)  — ^ 

I,  it  was,  faced  the  stranfer-ihrong  beneath, 
The  crowd  with  uptumea  faces,  eyes  one  stare, 
Voices  one  bna.    I  looked  but  to  the  stage. 
Whereon  two  lovers  sang  and  interchanged 
*^  True  life  is  only  love,  love  only  bliss  : 
I  love  thee  —  thee  I  love  I'*   then  they  em- 
braced. 
I  looked  thence  to  the  ceiling  and  the  walls,  — 
Over  the  crowd,  those  voices  and  Uioee  eyes,  — 
My  thoughts  went  through  the  roof  and  out,  to 

Rome 
On  wings  of  music,  waft  of  measured  words,  — 
Set  me  down  there,  a  happy  child  i^ain. 
Sure  that  to-morrow  would  be  festa^day. 
Hearing  my  parento  praise  past  festas  more. 
And  seeing  they  were  old  it  I  was  young. 
Yet  wonderii^  why  they  still  woidd  end  dis- 
course 
With  **  We  must  soon  go,  you  abide  your  time. 
And,  —  might  we  haply  see  the  proper  friend 
Throw  his  arm  over  you  and  make  you  safe  !  '* 

Sudden  I  saw  him ;  into  mv  lap  there  fell 
A  foolish  twist  of  comfits,  broke  my  dream 


And  brought  me  from  the  air  and  laid  me  low, 
As  ruined  as  the  soaring  bee  that  *s  reached 
(So  Pietro  told  me  at  the  Villa  once) 
Bv  the  dust-handful.    There  the  comfits  lav: 
I  looked  to  see  who  flung  them,  and  I  faeecf 
This  Caponsaeohi,  looking  up  in  turn. 
Ere  I  could  reason  out  why,  I  felt  sure. 
Whoever  flung  them,  his  was  not  the  hand,  — > 
Up  rose  the  round  face  and  good-natured  grin 
Oi  one  who,  in  effect,  had  played  the  prank, 
From  covert  close  beside  the  earnest  nee,  — 
Fat  waggish  Conti,  friend  of  all  the  world. 
He  was  my  husband*s  cousin,  privileged 
To  throw  the  thing:  the  other,  silent,  grave, 
Solemn  almost,  saw  me,  as  I  saw  him. 

There  is  a  psalm  Don  Celestine  recites, 

*^  Had  I  a  dove's  wings,  how  I  fain  would 

flee !  '* 
The  peahn  runs    not    *^  I    hope,    I  pray   for 

winKS,"  ~ 
Not  '*  If  wings  fall  from  heaven,  I  fix  them 

fast,"  — 
Simply  ''  How  good  it  were  to  fly  and  rest. 
Have  hope  now,  aud  one  day  expect  content  I 
How  well  to  do  what  I  shall  never  do !  ** 
So  I  said,  *'  Had  there  been  a  man  like. that, 
To  lift  me  with  his  strength  out  of  all  strife 
Into  the  calm,  how  I  could  fly  and  rest  I 
I  have  a  keeper  in  the  garden  here 
Whose  sole  employment  is  to  strike  me  low 
If  ever  I,  for  solace,  seek  the  sun. 
Life  means  with  me  successful  feignii^  death. 
Lying  stone-like,  eluding  notice  so. 
Foregoing  here  the  turf  and  there  the  sky. 
Suppose  that  man  had  been  instead  of  this !  ** 

Presently  Conti  laughed  into  my  ear, 

—  Had  tripped  up  to  the  raised  place  where  I 

sat  — 
*^  Cousin,  I  flung  them  brutishly  and  hard  I 
Because  you  must  be  hurt,  to  look  austere 
As  Caponsaeohi  yonder,  my  tall  friend 
A-gazmg  now.    Ah,  Guido,  you  so  close  ?  ^ 
Keep  on  your  knees,  do  I    Beg  her  to  forgive  ! 
My  comet  battered  like  a  cannon-ball. 
Good-by,  I  'm  gone  I  **  —  nor  waited  the  reply. 

That  night  at  supper,  out  mv  husband  broke, 
**'  Why  was  that  tnrowing,  that  buffoonery  ? 
Do  you  think  I  am  your  dupe  ?    What  man 

would  dare 
Throw  comfits  in  a  stranger  lady's  lap  ? 
*T  was  knowledge  of  you  bred  such  insolenoe 
In  Caponsaochi  ;  he  dared  shoot  the  bolt. 
Using  that  Conti  for  his  stalking-horse. 
How  could  yon  see  him  this  once  and  no  more. 
When  he  is  always  haunting  hereabout 
At  the  street-comer  or  the  palace-side. 
Publishing  my  shame  and  your  impudence  ? 
You  are  a  want<m,  —  la  dupe,  :^ou  think  ? 
O  Christ,  what  hinders  that  I  kill  her  q^uick  ?  *' 
Whereat  he  drew  his  sword  and    feigned    a 

thrust. 

All  this,  now,  -^  being  not  so  strange  to  me^ 
Used  to  such  misconception  day  by  day 
And  broken-in  to  bear,  — I  bore,  this  time. 
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More  quietly  than  woman  should  perhaps  ; 
Repeated  the  mere  truth  and  held  my  tou^e. 

Then  he  said,  **  i^inoe  3'ou  pla^'  the  igrnorant, 
I  shall    instruct    you.      Tliis    amour,  —com- 
menced 
Or  finished  or  midway  in  act,  all 's  one.  — 
*T  is  the  town-talk  ;  so  mv  revenge  shall  be. 
Does  he  presume  because  ne  is  a  priest  ? 
I  warn  him  that  the  sword  I  wear  shall  pink 
His  lil^-sceuted  cassock  through  and  through. 
Next  tune  I  catch  him  underneath  your  eaves !  ^' 
But  he  had  threatened  witli  the  sword  an  oft 
And,  after  all,  not  kept  his  promise.    All 
I  said  was,  *"  Let  God  save  tne  innocent ! 
Moreover,  deatli  is  far  from  a  bad  fate. 
I  shall  go  pray  for  you  and  me,  not  him ; 
And  then  I  look  to  sleep,  come  death  or,  worse, 
Life.^*    80,  I  slept. 

There  may  have  ela^ised  a  week. 
When  Margherita,  ~  called  my  waiting-maid, 
Whom  it  is  said  my  husband  found  too  fair  — 
Who  stood  and  heard  the  charge  and  the  reply, 
Who  never  once  would  let  the  matter  rest 
From  that  night  forward,  but  rang  changes 

still 
On  this  the  thrust  and  that  the  shame,  and  how 
Good  cause  for  jealousy  cures  jealous  fools. 
And  what  a  puragon  was  this  same  priest 
She  talked  about  until  I  stopped  my  ears,  — 
She  said,  **  A  week  is  gone ;  you  comb  your 

hair, 
'^Then  ^  mope  in  a  comer,  cheek  on  palm, 
Till  night  comes  round  again,  —  so,  waste  a 

week 
As  if  your  husband  menaced  you  in  sport. 
Have  not  I  some  acquaintance  with  his  tricks  ? 
Oh  no,  he  did  not  stab  the  serving-man 
Who  made  and  sang  the  rhymes  about   me 

once  I 
For  why?    They  sent  him  to  the  wars  next 

day. 
Nor  poisoned  he  the  foreigner,  mv  friend. 
Who  wagered  on  the  whiteness  of  my  breast,  — 
Tlie  swarth  skins  of  our  city  in  dispute  : 
For,  though  he  paid  me  proper  compliment. 
The  Count  well  knew  he  was  besotted  with 
Somebody  else,  a  skin  as  black  as  ink, 
(As  all  the  town  knew  save  my  foreigner)  — 
He  found  and  wedded  presently,  —  *  Why  need 
Better  revenge  ?  '  —  tlie  Count    asked.      But 

what  ^s  here  ? 
A  priest  that  does  not  fight,  and  cannot  vred. 
Yet  must  be  dealt  with  !    If  the  Count  took  nre 
For  the  poor  pastime  of  a  minute,  —  me  — 
What  were  the  conflagration  for  yourself, 
(Countess  and  lady-wife  and  all  the  rest  ? 
The  priest  will  perish ;  you  will  grieve  too  late : 
So  shall  the  cit^-ladies'  handsomest 
Frankest  and  liberalest  gentleman 
Die  for  you,  to  appease  a  scurvy  dog 
Hanging  *s  too  good  for.    Is  there  no  escape  ? 
Were  it  not  simple  Christian  cliarity 
To  warn  the  priest  be  on  his  guard,  —  save  him 
Assured  deatn,  save  yourself  from  causing  it  ? 
I  meet  him  in  the  street.    Give  me  a  glove, 
A  ring  to  show  for  token !    Mum 's  the  wonl  1 " 


I  answered,  *'  If  you  were,  as  styled,  my  maid, 
I  would  command  you :  as  you  are,  you  say. 
My  husband  ^s  intimate,  —  assist  his  wife 
Wno  can  do  nothing  but  entreat  *  Be  still  I  * 
Even  if  you  speak  truth  and  a  crime  is  planned. 
Leave  help  to  God  as  I  am  forced  to  do ! 
There  is  no  other  help,  or  we  should  craze, 
Seeing  such  evil  with  no  human  cure. 
Reflect  that  God,  who  makes  the  stonn  desist. 
Can  make  an  angry  violent  heart  subside. 
Why  should  we  venture  teach  him  governance  ? 
Never  address  me  on  this  subject  more ! 


»» 


Next  night  she  said,  '*  But  I  went,  all  the  same, 
—  Ay,  saw  your  Caponsacchi  in  his  house. 
And  come  back  stuffed  with  news  I  must  out- 
pour. 
I  told  nim,  ^  Sir,  my  mistress  is  a  stone  : 
Why  should  you  harm  her  for  no  good  yoa 

get? 
For  you  do  harm  her  —  prowl  about  our  place 
With  the  Count  never  distant  half  the  street, 
Lurking  at  every  comer,  would  you  look  I 
'T  is  certain  she  has  witched  yon  witli  a  spell. 
Are  there  not  other  beauties  at  your  beck  ? 
We  all  know.  Donna  This  and  Monna  Tliat 
Die  for  a  glance  of  yours,  yet  here  you  gaze ! 
Go  make  them  grateful,  leave  the  stone  its 

cold  ! » 
And  he  —  oh,  he  turned  first  white  and  then 

red, 
And  then  —  *  To  her  behest  I  bow  myself, 
Whom  I  love  with  my  body  and  my  soul : 
Only  a  word  i'  tlie  bowing  I    See,  I  write 
One  little  word,  no  harm  to  see  or  hear ! 
Tlien,  fear   no  further !  *     This   is    what  he 

wrote. 
I  know  you  cannot  read,  —  therefore,  let  me  ! 
'  My  idol  r^'  .  .  . 

But  I  took  it  from  her  hand 
And  tore  it  into  shreds.     **  Why,  join  the  rest 
Who   harm    me  ?      Have    I    ever   done    yon 

wrong  ? 
People  have  told  me  't  is  you  wrong  myself  : 
Let  it  suffice  I  either  feel  no  w^rong 
Or  else  forgive  it,  —  yet  yon  turn  my  foe ! 
The  others  hnnt  me  and  you  throw  a  noose  I  ** 

She  muttered,  **Have  your  wilful  way  ! ''     I 
slept. 

Wliereupon  .  .  .  no,  I  leave  my  husband  out ! 
It  is  not  to  do  him  more  hurt,  I  speak. 
Let  it  suffice,  when  misery  was  most. 
One  day,  I  swooned  and  got  a  respite  so. 
She  stooped  as  I  was  slowly  coming  to, 
This  Mu^herita,  ever  on  my  trace. 
And  whispered  —  **  Caponsaedii  I 

If  I  drowned. 
But  woke  afloat  i*  the  wave  with  upturned 

eyes. 
And  found   their  first  sight   was  a  star !    I 

turned  — 
For  the  first  time,  I  let  her  have  her  will. 
Heard  passively,  —  ^'  The  impoethume  at  such 

head, 
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One   touch,    one   lanoet  <  puncture   would   re- 
lieve, — 
And  still  no  glance  the  good  physician's  way 
Who  rids  you  of  the  torment  in  a  trice  1 
Still  he  writes  letters  vou  refuse  *x>  hear. 
He  may  prevent  your  husband,  kill  liimself , 
So  desperate  and  all  fordone  is  he  ! 
Jnst  hear  the  pretty  verse  he  made  t4)-day ! 
A  sonnet  from  Mirtillo.     *  Fearless  fair.  .  .  .* 
Allpoetry  is  difficult  to  read, 

—  Tne  sense  of  it  is,  anyhow,  he  seeks 
Leave  to  contrive  you  an  escape  from  hell, 
And  for  that  purpose  asks  an  interview. 

I  can  write,  I  can  gnmt  it  in  your  name. 
Or,  what  is  better,  lead  you  to  his  house. 
Your  husband  dashes  you  against  the  stones  ; 
This   man   would   place  each  fragment  in  a 

shrine: 
Yon  hate  him,  love  your  husband  !  '* 

I  returned, 
'*  It  is  not  true  I  love  my  husband,  —  no. 
Nor  hate  this  nuin.    I  listen  while  you  speak, 

—  Assured  that  what   you  say   is   fiUse,  the 

same: 
Much  as  when  once,  to  me  a  little  child, 
A  rough  gaunt  man  in  rags,  with  eyes  on  fire, 
A  crowd  of  boys  and  idlers  at  his  heels. 
Rushed  as  I  crossed  the  Square,  and  held  my 

head 
III  his  two  hands,   *  Here  *s  she  will  let  me 

speak  ! 
You  little  girl,  whose  eyes  do  good  to  mine, 
I  am  the  Pope,  am  Sextos,  now  the  Sixth  ; 
And  that  Twelfth  Iimocent,  proclaimed  to-day. 
Is  Lucifer  di^ruised  in  human  flesh  ! 
The  angels,  met  in  conclave,  ci*owned  me  I '  — 

thus 
He  gibbered  and  I  listened ;  but  I  knew 
All  was  delusion,  ere  folk  interposed, 
*  Unfasten  him,  the  maniac  !  '    Thus  I  know 
All  your  report  of  Caponsacchi  faUe, 
Folly  or  dreaming  :  I  have  seen  so  much 
Bv  that  adventure  at  the  spectacle, 
Tne  face  I  fronted  that  one  first,  last  time : 
He  would  belie  it  by  such  words  and  thoughts. 
Therefore  while  you  profess  to  show  him  me, 
I  ever  see  his  own  face.    Get  you  gone  I  '* 

**  —  That  will  I,  nor  once  open  mouth  again,  — 
No,  by  Saint  Jaseph  and  the  Holy  Ghost ! 
On  yoor  head  be  tne  damage,  so  adieu  !  '* 

And  so  more  days,  more  deeds  I  must  forget. 

Till  .  .  .  what  a  strange  thing  now  is  to  de- 
clare! 

Since  I  say  anything,  say  all  if  true ! 

And  how  mv  life  seems  lengthened  as  to  serve  I 

It  may  be  idle  or  inopportime. 

But,  true? — why,  what  was  all  I  said  but 
truth. 

Even  when  I  found  that  such  as  are  untrue 

Could  only  take  the  truth  in  through  a  lie  ? 

Now  —  I  am  speaking  truth  to  the  Truth's  self: 

God  will  I'jnd  credit  to  my  words  this  time. 

It  had  got  half  through  April.    I  arose 
One  vivid  daybreak,  —  who  had  gone  to  bed 


In  the  old  way  my  wont  those  last  three  years, 
Careless  until,  the  cup  drained,  I  should  die. 
The  last  sound  in  nay  ear,  the  over-night. 
Had  been  a  something  let  drop  on  tlie  sly 
In  prattle  by  Margherita,  "boon  enough 
Gayeties  end,  now  £aster  *h  past :  a  week. 
And    the    Archbishop     gets     him    back     to 

Home,  — 
Every  one   leaves   the  town  for    Home,  this 

Spring,  — 
Even  Caponsacchi,  out  of  heart  and  hope. 
Resigns  niniself  and  follows  nith  the  fiock." 
I  heard  this  drop  and  drop  like  rain  outside 
Fast-falling  through  the  darkness   while  she 

spoke : 
So  had  1  heard  with  like  indifference, 
*"  And  Michael's  pair  of  wings  will  arrive  first 
At  Rome,  to  introduce  the  company. 
And  bear  him  from  our  picture  where  lie  fights 
Satan,  —  expect  to  have  that  dragon  loose 
And  never  a  defender  I ''  —  my  sole  thought 
Being   still,   as  night  came,  '^Done,  another 

day! 
How  good  to  sleep  and  so  gret  nearer  death  I  *'  — 
Wlien,  what,  first  thing  at  daybreak,  pieraed 

the  sleep 
With  a  summons  to  me  ?    l^p  I  sprang  alive, 
Light  in  me,  light  without  me,  everywhere 
Change !    A  broad  yellow  sunbeam   was  let 

fall 
From  heaven  to  earth,  —  a  sudden  drawbridge 

lay. 
Along  which  marched  a  myriad  merry  motes. 
Mocking  the  fiiies  that  crossed  them  and  re- 
crossed 
In  rival  dance,  companions  new-bom  too. 
On  the  house-eaves,  a  dripping  shag  of  weed 
Shook   diamonds   on   eacn  dull   gray  lattice* 

square. 
As  first  one,  then  another  bird  leapt  by. 
And  light  was  off,  and  lo  was  back  again, 
Always  with  one  voice,  —  where  are  two  such 

Toys  ?  — 
The    blessed    building  -  sparrow !     I    stepped 

forth, 
Stood  on  the  terrace,  — o^er  the  roofs,  suci 

sky! 
My  heart  sang,  **  I  too  aaa  to  go  away, 
I  too  have  something  I  must  care  about. 
Carry  awav  with  nae  to  Rome,  to  Rome  I 
The  bird  brings  hither  sticks  and  iiairs  and 

wool, 
And  nowhere  else  i'  the  world  ;  what  fly  breaks 

rank. 
Falls  ont  of  the  procession  that  befits. 
From  window  here  to  window  there,  with  all 
The  world  to  choose,  —  so  well  he  knows  his 

course  ? 
I  have  mv  purpose  and  my  motive  too. 
My  march  to  Rome,  like  any  bird  or  fly ! 
Had  I  been  dead  !     How  right  to  be  alive  ! 
Last  night  I  almost  prayed  for  leave  to  die. 
Wished  Guido  all  his  pleasure  with   the  sword 
Or  the  poiM>n,  —poison,  sword,  was  but  a  trick. 
Harmless,  may  (rod  forgive  him  the  poor  jest ! 
My  life  is  charmed,  will  last  till  I  reach  Rome  1 
Yesterday,  but  for  the  sin,  —  ah,  nameless  be 
The  deed  I  could  have  dared  against  myself ! 
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Now  —  see  if  I  will  toaoh  an  unripe  fruit, 
And  risk  the  health  I  want  to  have  and  use  I 
Not  to  live,  now,  would  be  the  wiokedneas,  — 
For  life  means  to  make  haste  and  go  to  Rome 
And  leave  Arezzo,  leave  all  woea  at  onoe !  " 

Now,  understand  here,  by  no  means  mistake ! 
Long  a^o  had  I  tried  to  leave  that  house 
When  it  seemed  such  procedure  would  stop 

sill ; 
And  still  failed  more  the  more  I  tried  —  at 

first 
The  Archbishop,  as  I  told   you,  —  next,  our 

lord 
The  Governor,  —  indeed  I  found  my  way, 
I  went  to  the  great  nalace  where  he  rules. 
Though  I  knew  well  't  was  he  who,  —  when  I 

gave 
A  jewel  or  two,  themselves  had  given  me. 
Back  to  mv  parents,  —  sinoe  they  wanted  bread. 
They  who  nad  never  let  me  want  a  nosegay,  — 

he 
Spoke  of  the  jail  for  felons,  if  they  kept 
What  was  first  theirs,  then  mine,  so  doubly 

theirs, 
Though  all  the  while  my  husband^s  most  of  all ! 
I  knew  well  who  had  spoke  the  word  wrought 

this: 
Yet,  being  in  extremity,  I  fled 
To  the  Governor,  as  I  say,  —  scaroe  opened 

lip 
When  —  the  cold  cruel  snicker  close  behind  — 
Guide  was  on  my  trace,  already  there. 
Exchanging  nod  and  wink  for  shrag  and  smile. 
And  I  —  pushed  back  to  him  and,  for  my  pains. 
Paid  witn  .  .  .  but   why   remember  what  is 

past? 
I  sougnt  out  a  poor  friar  the  people  call 
The  Roman,  and  confessed  my  sm  which  came 
Of  their   sin, —  that  fact   ooold   not  be   re- 


The  f  nghtfulnees  of  my  despair  in  God : 

And   feeling,    throtigh    the  grate,  his  horror 

shake, 
Implored  him,    "  Write   for  me  who  cannot 

write. 
Apprise  my  parents,  make  them  rescue  me ! 
Tou  bid  me  be  courageous  and  trust  God  : 
Do   you   in  turn   dare  somewhat,  trust  and 

write, 
*  Dear  friends,  who  used  to  be  my  parents  onoe. 
And  now  declare  you  have  no  part  m  me. 
This  is  some  riddle  I  want  wit  to  solve. 
Since  you  must  love  me  with  no  difference. 
Even  suppose  you  altered,  —  there  ^s  your  hate. 
To  ask  tor :  hate  of  yon  two  dearest  ones 
I  shall  find  liker  love  than  love  found  here, 
If  husbands  love  their  wives.    Take  me  away 
And  hate  me  as  you  do  the  gnats  and  fleas. 
Even  the  scorpions !    How  I  shall  rejoice !  \ 
Write  that  and  save  me  I  '*    And  he  promised 

—  wrote 
Or  did  not  write  ;  things  never  changed  at  all  : 
He  was  not  like  the  Angustinian  here  I 
Last,  in  a  desperation  I  appeided 
To  friends,  whoever  wished  me  better  days. 
To  GnUlichini,  that 's  of  kin,  —  "  What,  I  — 
Travel  to  Rome  with  you  ?    A  fljring  goat 


Bids  me  deny  my  heart  and  mind  mv  leg  I  *' 
Then  I  tried  Conti,  used  to  brave  — laa^  back 
The  louring  thunder  when  his  oonsin  soowled 
At  me  protected  by  his  presence :  *'  You  — 
Who   well  know  what  you   cannot  save  me 

from,  — 
Carrv  me  off !    What  frightens  you,  a  priest  ?  " 
He  shook  his  head,  lookea  grave  —  **  Abore  my 

strength  1 
Gkddo   has   claws   that  scratch,  shows  feline 

teeth: 
A  f ormidabler  foe  than  I  dare  fret : 
Give  me  a  dog  to  deal  with,  twice  the  size  I 
Of  course  I  am  a  priest  and  Canon  too. 
But  ...  by   the   bye  .  .  .  though  both,  not 

quite  so  bold 
As  he,  my  fellow'Oanon,  brother-priest. 
The  personage  in  such  ill  odor  here 
Because   of  the   reports — pure   birth  o'  tbs 

brain  I 
Our  Caponsaoohi,  he  ^s  your  true  Saint  Geoig« 
To  slay  the  monster,  set  the  Princess  free. 
And  have  the  whole  Higli- Altar  to  himself : 
I  always  think  so  when  I  see  that  piece 
I*  the  Pieve,  that  *s  his  church  and  mine,  yon 

know  : 
Though  you  drop  eyes  at  mention  of  his  name !  " 

That  name  had  got  to  take  a  half-grotesque 
Half -ominous,  wnolly  enigmatic  sense, 
Like  an^  by-word,  broken  bit  of  song 
Bom  with  a  meaning,  changed  by  mouth  and 

mouth 
That  mix  it  in  a  sneer  or  smile,  as  chance 
Bids,  till  it  now  means  naught  but  nglineas 
And  perhaps  shame. 

—  All  this  intends  to  say. 
That,  OTer-night,  the  notion  of  esoape 
Had  seemed  distemper,    dreaming;  and  the 

name,  — 
Not  the  man,  but  the  name  of  him,  thus  made 
Into  a  mockery  and  disgrace.  —  why,  she 
Who  uttered  it  persistently,  nad  laughed, 
^'I  name  his  name,  and  there  you  start  and 

wince 
As  criminal  from  the  red  tongs*  touch !  '*  —  yet 

now. 
Now,  as  I  stood  letting  mom  bathe  me  bright. 
Choosing   which    butterfly  should    bear    my 

news, — 
The  white,  the  brown  one,  or  that  tinier  blue,  — 
The  Margherita.  1  detested  so. 
In  she  came  —    The  fine  day,  the  good  Spring 

time! 
What,  up  and  out  at  window  ?    That  is  best. 
No   thought   of    Caponsaoohi  P  —  who   stood 

there 
All  night  on  one  leg.  like  the  sentry  crane. 
Under  the  pelting  ox  your  water-spout  — 
Looked  last  look  at  your  lattice  ere  he  leave 
Our  city,  burr  his  dead  hope  at  Rome. 
Ay,  go  to  lookins^glass  ana  make  yon  fine. 
While  he  may  die  ere  touch  one  least  loose 

hair 
You  drag  at  with  the  comb  in  such  a  rage  !  '* 

I  turned  —  **  Tell  Caponsacohi  he  may  oome  1  ** 
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**  Tell  him  to  oome  ?    Ah,  bat,  for  oharity, 
A  tniee  to  f  oobnir  I    Come  ?    What,  —  come 

this  eve  ? 
Peter  and  Paal  I    But  I  see  thron^h  the  triok  I 
Tes,  come,  and  take  a  flower-pot  on  hia  head. 
Flnnff  from  your  terrace  !    No  joke,  nucere 

truth  ?^' 

How  plainly  I  perceived  hell  flash  and  fade 
O'  the  fiaoe  of  her,  —  the  doubt  that  first  paled 

joy* 
Then,  final  reassurance  I  indeed 
Was  caneht  now,  never  to  be  free  aipain  1 
What  did  I  care  ?  —  who  felt  myself  of  force 
To  play  with  silk,  and  spurn  the  horaehair- 

springe. 

"But  —  do  you  know  that  I  have  bade  him 

oome, 
And  in  your  own  name  ?    I  presumed  so  much, 
Knowing^  the  thing  you  needed  in  your  heart. 
But  somehow  —  what  had  I  to  show  in  proof  ? 
He  would  not  come  :  half-promised,  that  was 

all, 
And  wrote  the  letters  you  refused  to  read. 

What  is  the  message  that   shall  move  him 

now  ?  " 

**  After  the  Ave  Maria,  at  first  dark, 
I  will  be  standing  on  the  terrace,  say  I " 


«i 


I  would  I  had  a  good  long  lock  of  hair  ^ 
Should  prove  I  was  not  lying !    Never  mind  1 " 

Off  she  went  — ''  May  he  not  refuse,  that  *s 

all- 
Fearing  a  tiick  I  ** 

I  answered,  **  He  will  come." 
And,  all  day,  I  sent  prayer  like  incense  up 
To  Qod  the  strong,  ^od  the  beneficent^ 
Qod  ever  mindful  m  all  strife  and  strait, 
Who,  for  our  own  good,  makes  the  need  ex- 
treme, 
TUl  at  the  last  he  puts  forth  might  and  saves. 
An  old  rhsrme  came  into  m^  head  and  rang 
Of  how  a  vifgin,  for  the  faith  of  Ood, 
Hid  herself,  from  the  Paynims  that  pursued, 
In  a  cavers  heart ;  until  a  thunderstone. 
Wrapped  in  a  fiame,  revealed  the  couch  and 

prey: 
And  they  kraghed  —  **  Thanks  to  lightmng, 

ours  at  last !  " 
And   she  cried,  *"*  Wrath  of  God.  assert  his 

love  I 
Servant  of  God,  thou  fire,  befriend  his  child  I  " 
And  lo,  the  fire  she  grasped  at,  fixed  its  fiash. 
Lay  in  her  hand  a  calm  cold  dreadful  sword 
She   brandished    till    pursuers    strewed     the 

ground. 
So  did  the  souls  within  them  die  away. 
As  o*er  the  prostrate  bodies,  sworded,  safe. 
She  walked  forth  to  the  solitudes  and  Christ : 
So  should  I  grasp  the  lightning  and  be  saved  I 

And  still,  as  the  day  wore,  the  trouble  grew 
Whereby  I  |nessed  there  would  be  bom  a  star, 
Until  at  an  mtense  throe  of  the  dusk, 


I  started  up,  was  pushed,  I  dare  to  skt, 
Out  on  the  terrace,  leaned  and  looked  at  last 
Where  the  deliverer  waited  me :  the  same 
Silent  and  solemn  face,  1  first  descried 
At  the  spectacle,  confronted  mine  once  more. 

So  was  that  minute  twice  vouchsafed  me,  so 
The  manhood,  wasted  then,  was  still  at  watch 
To  save  me  yet  a  second  time  :  no  change 
Here,  thouffh  all  else  changed  in  the  changing 
world  1 

I  spoke  on  the  instant,  as  my  duty  bade. 

In  some  such  sense  as  this,  whatever  the  phrase- 

**'  Friend,  foolish  words  were  borne  from  you  to 

me ; 
Tour  soul  behind  them  is  the  pure  strong  wind, 
Not  dust  and  feathers  which  its  breath  may 

bear  : 
These  to  the  witless  seem  the  wind  itself. 
Since  proving  thus  the  first  of  it  they  feel. 
If  by  mischance  you  blew  offence  my  way. 
The  straws  are  (uopt,  the  wind  desists  no  whit. 
And  how  such  strays  were  caught  up  in  the 

street 
And  took  a  motion  from  you,  why  in<|uire  ? 
I  ^ak  to  the  strong  soul.  110  weak  disguiHe. 
If  it  be  truth,  —  why  should  I  doubt  it  truth  ?  — 
You  serve  God  specially,  as  priests  are  bound. 
And  care  about  me,  strauffer  as  I  am. 
So  far  as  wish  my  good,  that  —  miracle 
I  take  to  imitate  he  wills  you  serve  ^ 
By  savimjT  mo,  —  what  else  can  he  direct  ? 
Here  is  the  service.  ^  Since  a  long  while  now, 
I  am  in  course  of  beinff  put  to  death  : 
While  death  concemea  nothing  but  me,  I  bowed 
The  head  and  bade,  in  heart,    my  husband 

strike. 
Now  I  imperil  something  more,  it  seems. 
Something  that  ^s  trulier  me  than  this  myself, 
Something  I  trust  in  God  and  you  to  save. 
Tou  go  to  Rome,  they  tell  me :  take  me  there, 
Put  me  back  with  my  people !  *' 

He  replied  — 
The  first  word  I  heard  ever  from  his  lips, 
All  himself  in  it,  —  an  eternity 
Of  speech,  to  match  the  immeasurable  depth 
O^  tne  soul  that  then  broke  silence —    I  am 


yours. 


n 


So  did  the  star  rise,  soon  to  lead  my  step. 
Lead  on,  nor  pause  before  it  should  stand  still 
Above  the  House  o'  the  Babe,  —  my  babe  to  be. 
That  knew  me  firot  and  thus  made  me  know 

him, ... 
That  had  his  right  of  life  and  claim  on  mine. 
And  would  not  let  me  die  till  he  was  bom, 
But  pricked  me  at  the  heart  to  save  us  both. 
Saying,  **  Have  you  the  will  ?    Leave  God  the 

way  I " 
And  the  way  was  Caponsaechi  —  "  mine,"  thank 

Godl 
He  was  mine,  he  is  mine,  he  will  be  mine. 

No  pause  i'  the  leading  and  the  light  I    I  know, 
Next  night  there  was  a  cloud  came,  and  not  he  : 
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But  I  pm^ed  thi'ough  the  darkness  till  it  broke 
And  let  him  shine.    The  second  night,  he  came. 

**  The  plan  is  rash  ;  the  proiect  desperate : 
In  such  a  flight  needs  must  I  risk  your  life, 
Give  food  for  falsehood,  folly  or  mistake, 
Ground   for    yonr   husband  *s    rancor    and  re- 
venge "  — 
So  he  began  again,  with  the  same  face. 
I  felt  that,  the  same  loyalty  —  one  star 
Turning  now  red  that  was  so  white  befure  — 
One  service  apprehended  newly  :  just 
A  word  of  mine  and  there  the  whit«  was  back  ! 

**  No,  friend,  for  yon  will  take  me  !     *T  is  your- 
self 
Risk  all,  not  I,  —  who  let  you,  for  I  trust 
In  the  oompensatinij^  g^at  God  :  enough  ! 
I  know  yon :  when  is  it  that  you  will  come  ?  *' 

**  To-morrow  at  the  day's  dawn."    Then  I  heard 
What  1  should  do  :  how  to  prepare  for  flight 
And  where  to  flj*. 

That  night  my  hnsband  bade 
*'  -  You,  whom  I  loathe,  beware  you  break  my 

sleep 
This  whole  night  I    Couch  beside  me  like  the 

corpse 
I  would  you  were !  "    Tlie  rest  yon  know,  I 

think  — 
How  I  found  Caponsacchi  and  escaped. 

And  this  man,  men  call  sinner  ?    Jesus  Christ  I 
Of    whom    men  said,    with    mouths    lliyself 

mad'st  <ince, 
**  He  hath  a  devil  "  —  sav  he  was  Thy  saint. 
My  Caponsacchi !    Shield  and  show  —  nnshroud 
In  Thine  own  time  the  glory  of  the  soul 
If  aught  obscure,  —  if  ink-spot,  from  vile  pens 
iScribbling  a  charge  against  nim  —  (I  was  nad 
Tlien,  for  the   first  time,  that    I    conla    not 

write)  — 
Flirted  his  way,  have  flecked  the  blaze  I 

For  me, 
*T  is  otherwise :  let  men  take,  sift  my  thoughts 

—  Thoughts  I  throw  like  the  flax  for  sun  to 

bleach ! 
I  did  pray,  do  pray,  in  the  prayer  shall  die, 
"  Oh,  to  have  (Jaixinsacchi  tor  ray  guide  I  " 
Ever  the  face  upturned  to  mine,  the  hand 
Holding  my  hand  across  the  world,  —  a  sense 
That  reads,  as  only  such  can  read,  the  mark 
God  sets  on  woman,  signifying  so 
She  should  —  shall  peradventure  —  be  divine  ; 
Tet  'ware,  the  while,  how  weakness  mars  the 

print 
And  makes  confusion,  leaves  the  thing  men 

see, 

—  Not  this  man  sees,  —  who  from  his  soul,  re- 

writes 
The  obliterated  charter,  —  love  and  strength 
Mending  what 's  luaiTed.     **  So  kneels  a  vo- 

tarist. 
Weeds  some  poor  waste  traditionary  plot 
Whei'e  shrine  once  was,  where  temple  yet  may 

be. 


Purging  the  place  but  worshippuig  the  while. 
By  fai^  and  not  by  sight,  signt  clearest  ao,  — 
Such  way  the  saints  work,    —  sa^'s  Don  Ce- 

lestine.^ 
But  1,  not  privileged  to  see  a  saint 
Of  old  when  such  walked  earth  witli  crown  aiid 

palm. 
If  I  call  -  saint  "  what  saints  call  something 

else  — 
The  saints  must  bear  with  me,  impute  the  fanlt 
To  a  soul  i*  the  bud,  so  starved  by  ignorance. 
Stinted  of  warmth,  it  will  not  blow  this  year 
Nor  recognize  the  orb  which  Spring  -  flowers 

know. 
But  if  meanwhile  some  insect  with  a  heart 
Worth  floods  of  lazy  music,  spendthrift  ioy — 
Some  fire-fly  renounced  Spring  for  my  awarf od 

cup. 
Crept  close  to  me,  brought  lustre  for  the  dark, 
Coiufort  against  the  cold,  —  what  though  ex- 
cess 
Of  comfort  should  miscall  the  creature  —  sun  ? 
What  did  the  sun  to  hinder  while  harsh  hands 
Petal  by  petal,  crude  and  colorless. 
Tore  me?     This  one  heart  gave  me  all  the 

Spring ! 

Is  all  told  ?    There  's  the  journey  :  and  where  ^s 

time 
To  tell  you  how  that  heart  burst  out  in  shine  ? 
Tet  certain  points  do  press  on  me  too  hard. 
Each  place  must  liave  a  name,  though  I  forget : 
How   strange  it  was  —  there  where  the  plain 

begius 
And  the  small  river  mitigates  its  flow  — 
When  eve  was  fading  fast,  and  my  soul  sank. 
And  he  divined  what  surge  of  bitterness, 
In  overtaking  me,  would  float  me  back 
Whence  I  was  carried  by  the  striding  day  — 
So,  — ""  This  gray  place  was  famous  once,**  said 

he  — 
And  he  bc^an  that  legend  of  the  place 
As  if  in  answer  to  the  unspoken  tear. 
And  told  me  all  about  a  brave  man  dead, 
Which  lifted  me  and  let  iny  soul  go  on ! 
How  did  he  know  too  —  at  that  town's  approach 
By  the  rock-side  —  that  in  coming  near  the 

signs 
Of  life,  the  house-roofs  and  the  church  and 

tower, 
I  saw  the  old  boundary  and  wall  o'  the  world 
Rise  plain  aa  ever  round  me,  hard  and  cold, 
As  if  the  broken  circlet  joined  again. 
Tightened  itself  about  me  with  no  break,  — 
As  if  the  town  would  turn  Arezzo's  self,  — 
The  husband  there,  —  the  friends  my  enemies, 
All  ranged  against  me,  not  an  avenue 
To  try,  but  would  be  blocked  and  drive  me 

back 
On  him,  —  this  other,  ...  oh  the  heart  in  that ! 
Did  not  he  find,  bring,  put  into  my  arms 
A  new-bom  babe  ?  —  and  I  saw  faces  beam 
Of  the  young  mother  proud  to  teach  me  joy. 
And  gossips  round  expecting  my  surprise 
At  the  sudden  hole  througli  earth  that  lets  iii 

heaven. 
I  could  believe  himself  by  his  strong  will 
Had  woven  aroond  r  ^e  what  I  thought  the  world 
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We  went  along'  in,  every  oircumfitanoe, 
Towns,  fiowera  and  faces,  all  thinss  helped  so 

well  I 
For.  through  the  journey,  was  it  natural 
Suen  comfort  should  arise  from  first  to  last  ? 
As  I  look  back,  all  is  one  milky  way  ; 
Still  bettered  more,  the  more  remembered,  so 
Do  new  stars  bud  while  I  but  search  for  old, 
And  fill  all  gaps  i'  the  prlorr,  and  grow  him  — 
Him  I  now  see  make  the  shine  everywhere. 
£ven  at  the  last  when  the  bewildered  flesh, 
The  cloud  of  weariness  about  my  soul 
Clogging  too  heavily,  sucked  down  all  sense,  — 
Still  its  Iiwt  voice  was,  **He  will  watch  and 

care; 
LfCt  the  strength  go,  I  am  content  :  he  stays  !  '* 
1  doubt  not  he  did  stay  and  care  for  all  — 
From  that  sick  minute  when  the  head  swam 

roinid, 
And  the  eyes  looked  their  last  and  died  on 

him. 
As  in  his  arms  he  caught  me,  and,  you  say. 
Carried  me  in,  that  tragical  red  eve. 
And  laid  me  where  I  next  returned  to  life 
In  the  other  red  of  morning,  two  red  plates 
That  crushed  together,  crushed  the  time  be- 
tween. 
And  are  since  then  a  solid  fire  to  me,  — 
When  in,  my  dreadful  husband  and  the  world 
Broke,  —  and  I  saw  him,  master,  by  helPs  right, 
And  saw  my  angel  helplessly  held  back 
By  guards  that  helped  the  malice  ~  the  lamb 

prone. 
The  serpent  towering  and  triumphant  —  then 
Came  ail  tlie  strength  back  in  a  sudden  swell, 
I  did  for  once  see  right,  do  right,  give  tongue 
The  adeouate  protest :  for  a  worm  must  turn 
If  it  would  have  its  wrong  observed  bv  God. 
I  did  spring  up.  attempt  to  thrust  asiae 
That  ice-block  ^twixt  the  sun  and  me,  lay  low 
The  neutralizer  of  all  good  and  truth. 
If  I  sinned  so,  —  never  obey  voice  more 
(y    the    Just    and    Terrible,  who   bids   us  — 

"  Bear ! " 
Not  —  **  Stand  by,  bear  to  see  my  angels  bear !  " 
I  am  clear  it  was  on  impulse  to  serve  God 
Not  save  myself,  —  no     nor  my  child  unborn  I 
Had  I  else  waited  patiently  till  now  ?  — 
Who  saw  my  old  kind  parents,  silly-sooth 
And  too  much  trnatfiil,  for  their  worst  of  faults, 
Cheated,  browbeaten,  stripped  and  starved,  cast 

out 
Into  the  keimel :  I  remonstrated. 
Then  sank  to  silence,  for,  —  their  woes  at  end. 
Themselves  gone,  —  only  I  was  left  to  plague. 
If  only  I  was  threatened  and  belied, 
What  matter  ?    I  could  bear  it  and  did  bear  ; 
It  was  a  comfort,  still  one  lot  for  all : 
They  were  not  persecuted  for  my  sake 
And  I,  estranged,  the  single  happy  one. 
But  when  at  last,  all  by  myself  I  stood 
Obeying  the  clear  voice  which  bade  me  rise. 
Nut  for  my  own  sake  but  my  babe  unborn. 
And  take  the  angePs  hand  was  sent  to  help  — 
And  found  the  old  adversary  athwart  the  path  — 
Not  my  hand  simply  struck  from  the  angePs, 

but 
The  very  angel's  self  made  foul  i'  the  face 


By  the  fiend  who  struck  there,  —  that  I  would 

not  bear. 
That  only  I  resisted  !    So,  my  first 
And  last  resistance  was  invincible. 
Prayers  move  iiod ;  threats,  and  nothing  else, 

move  men  I 
I  must  have  prayed  a  man  as  he  were  God 
When  I  implored  the  Governor  to  right 
My  parents^  vrrongs  :  the  answer  was  a  smile. 
The  Archbishop,  —  did  I  clasp  his  feet  enough, 
Hide  my  face  hotly  on  them,  while  I  told 
More  than  I  dared  make  my  own  mother  know  ? 
The  profit  was  ~  compassion  and  a  jest. 
This  time,  the  foolish  prayera  were  done  with, 

right 
Used  might,  and  solemnized  the  sport  at  once. 
All  was  against  the  combat :  vantafC(>i  mine  ? 
The  runaway  avowed,  the  accomplice-wife. 
In  company  with  the  plan-coutrivii^  priest  ? 
Yet,  shame  thus  rank  and  patent,  I  struck, 

bare. 
At  foe  from  head  to  foot  in  magic  mail, 
And  off  it  withered,  cobweb-annory 
Against  the  lightning !   'T  was  truth  singed  the 

lies 
And  saved  me,  not  the  vain  sword  nor  weak 

speech! 

Tou  see,  I  will  not  have  tlie  service  fail ! 
I  say,  the  angel  saved  nie :  I  am  safe  ! 
Others  may  want  and  wish,  I  wish  nor  want 
One  point  o'  the  circle  plainer,  where  I  stand 
Traced  round  about  with  white  to  front  the 

world. 
What  of  the  calnmny  I  came  across. 
What  o'  the  way  to  the  end  ?  —  the  end  crowns 

all. 
The  judges  judged  aright  i'  the  main,  gave  me 
Tlie  uttermost  of  my  heart.\s  desire,  a  truce 
From  torture  and  Arezzo,  balm  for  hurt. 
With  the  quiet  nuns,  —  God  recompense  the 

good! 
Who  said  and  sang  away  the  ugly  past. 
And,  when  my  final  fortune  was  revealed. 
What  safety,  while,  amid  mv  parents*  arms. 
My  babe  was  given  me !    Yes,  he  saved  my 

babe : 
It  would  not  have  peeped  forth,  the  bird-like 

thing. 
Through  that  Arezzo  noise  and  trouble  :  back 
Had  it  returned  nor  ever  let  me  see  ! 
But  the  sweet  peace  cured  all.  and  let  me  live 
And  give  my  bird  the  life  among  the  leaves 
Grod  meant  him !    Weeks  and  mouths  of  quie- 
tude, 
I  could  lie  in  such  peace  and  learn  so  much  — 
Begin  the  task,  I  see  how  needf  nl  now. 
Of  understanding  somewhat  of  my  past,  — 
Know  life  a  little,  I  should  leave  so  soon. 
Therefore,  because  this  man  restored  my  soul. 
All  has  been  right ;  I  have  gained  my  gain,  eii- 

{'oyed 
1  as  suffered,  —nay,  got  foretaste  too 
Of  better  life  beginning  where  this  ends  — 
All  through  the  breathing^while  (dlowed  me 

thus. 
Which  let  good  premonitions  reach  my  soul 
Unthwarted,  and  benignant  influence  flow 
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And  interpenetrate  and  ohanf^  my  heart, 
Uncroflsed  by  what  was  wicked,  —  nay,  unkind. 
For,  as  the  weakness  of  my  time  drew  nigh, 
Nobody  did  me  one  disservice  more, 
Spoke  ooldly  or  looked  strangely,  broke  the  love 
I  lay  in  the  arms  of,  till  my  boy  was  bom. 
Bom  all  in  love,  with  nanght  to  spoil  tiie  bliss 
A  whole  long  fortnight :  in  a  life  like  mine 
A  fortnight  mled  with  bliss  is  long  and  much. 
All  women  are  not  mothers  of  a  boy. 
Though  they  live  twice  the  length  of  my  whole 

life. 
And,  as  they  fancy,  happily  all  the  same. 
There^  I  lay.  then,  all  my  great  fortnight  long, 
As  if  it  would  continue,  broaden  out 
Happily  more  and  more,  and  lead  to  heaven  : 
Christmas  before  me,  —  was  not  that  a  chance  ? 
I  never  resized  God*s  birtli  before  — 
How  he  grew  likest  God  in  being  bom. 
This  time  I  felt  like  Mar}',  had  my  babe 
Lying  a  little  on  m;^  breast  like  hers. 
80  all  went  on  till,  just  four  days  ago  — 
The  night  and  the  tap. 

Oh,  it  shall  be  sncoess 
To  the  whole  of  our  poor  family  !    My  friends 
.  .  .  Nay,  father  ana  mother,  —  give  me  back 

my  word  ! 
They  have  been  rudely  stripped  of  life,  disgraced 
Like  children  who  must  needs  go  clothed  too 

iine, 
Carry  the  garb  of  Carnival  in  Lent. 
If  they  too  much  affected  frippery, 
They  have  been  punished  and  submit  them- 
selves, 
8av  no  word :  all  is  over,  they  see  God 
Who  will  not  be  extreme  to  mark  their  fault 
Or  he  had  granted  respite :  they  are  safe. 

For  that  most  woeful  man  my  husband  once. 
Who,  needing  respite,  still  draws  vital  breatn, 
I  —  pai-don  him  ?    So  far  as  lies  in  me, 
I  give  him  for  his  good  the  life  he  takes. 
Praying  the  world  will  therefore  acquiesce. 
Let  him  make  God  amends,  —  none,  none  to 

me 
Who  thank  him  rather  that,  whereas  strange 

fate 
Mockingly  styled  him  husband  and  me  wife. 
Himself  this  way  at  least  pronounced  divorce. 
Blotted  the  marriage-bona  :  this  blood  of  mine 
Flies  forth  exultingly  at  any  door. 
Washes  the  parchment  white,  and  thanks  the 

blow. 
We  shall  not  meet  in  this  world  nor  the  next. 
But  where  will  God  be  absent  ?    In  his  face 
Is  light,  but  in  his  shadow  healing  too  : 
Let  Guide  touch  the  shadow  and  be  healed  ! 
And  as  my  presence  was  importunate,  — 
My  earthlv  good,  temptation  and  a  snare,  — 
Nothing  about  me  but  drew  somehow  down 
His  hate  upon  me,  —  somewhat  so  excused 
Therefore,  since  hate  was  thus  the  truth  of 

him, — 
Mav  my  evanishment  foreverniore 
Help  further  to  relieve  the  heart  that  cast 
Such  object  of  its  natural  loathing  forth  I 
So  he  was  made ;  he  nowise  made  himself : 


I  could  not  love  him,  but  his  mother  did. 
His  soul  has  never  Iain  beside  my  aonl ; 
But  for  the  unresisting  body,  —  thanks  I 
He  burned  that  garment  spotted  by  the  flesh. 
Whatever  he  touched  is  rightly  rained :  plague 
It  caught,  and  disinfection  it  had  craved 
Still  but  for  Guide  ;  I  am  saved  through  him 
So  as  by  fire  ;  to  him  —  thanks  and  farewell ! 

Even  for  my  babe,  my  boy,  there's  safe^ 

thence  — 
From  the  sudden  death  of  me,  I  mean  :  we  poor 
Weak  souls,  how  we  endeavor  to  be  strong! 
I  was  aJreaay  using  up  my  life,  — 


So  is  detached,  so  left  all  by  itself 
The  little  life,  the  fact  which  means  so  much. 
Shall  not  God  stoop  the  kindlier  to  his  work. 
His  marvel  of  creation,  foot  would  crush, 
Now  that  the  hand  he  trusted  to  receive 
And  hold  it,  lets  the  treasure  faJl  perforce  ? 
The  better ;  he  shall  have  in  orphanage 
His  own  way  all  the  clearlier :  if  my  babe 
Outlived  the  lM>ur  —  and  he   has  lived  two 

weeks  — 
It  is  through  God  who  knows  I  am  not  by. 
Who  is  it  makes  the  soft  gold  hair  turn  Uaek, 
And  sets  the  tongue,  might  lie  so  long  at  rest. 
Tiding  to  talk  ?    Let  us  leave  God  alone ! 
Why  shonld  I  doubt  he  will  explain  in  time 
What  I  feel  now,  but  fail  to  find  the  words  ? 
My  babe  nor  was,  nor  is,  nor  vet  shall  be 
Count  Guide  Franoeschini's  onild  at  all  — 
Only  his  mother's,  bom  of  love  not  hate  I 
So  shall  I  have  m^  rights  in  after-time. 
It  seems  absurd,  impossible  to-day  ; 
So  seems  so  much   else,  not   explained    bat 

known ! 

Ah  !  Friends,  I  thank  and  bless  you  everv  one ! 
No  more  now  :    I  withdraw  from  earth  and 

man 
To  my  own  soul,  compose  myself  for  God. 

Well,  and  there  is  more !     Yes,  my  end  of 

breath 
Shall  bear  away  my  soul  in  being  true ! 
He  is  still  here,  not  outside  with  the  world, 
Here,  here,  I  have  him  in  his  rightful  place  I 
'T  is  now,  when  I  am  most  upon  the  move, 
I  feel  for  what  I  verily  find  --  again 
The  face,  again  the  eyes,  again,  through  all, 
The  heart  and  its  immeasurable  love 
Of  my  one  friend,  my  only,  all  mv  own. 
Who  put  his  breast  between  the  spears  and 

me. 
Ever  with  Caponsacchi !    Otherwise 
Here  alone  would  be  failure,  loss  to  me  — 
How  much  more  loss  to  him,  with  life  debarred 
From  giving  life,  love  locked  from  love's  dis- 
play. 
The  day-star  stopped  its  task  that  makes  night 

mom ! 
0  lover  of  my  life,  O  soldieiHHunt, 
No  work  begun  shall  ever  pause  for  death  I 
Love  will  be  helpful  to  me  more  and  more 
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P  the  oomiiiff  oounot  the  aew  p«th  I  miurt 

tread  — 
My  ireak  hand  in  thy  strong  hand,  strong  for 

that! 
Tell  him  that  if  I  seem  without  him  now. 
That  ^B  the  world^s  insight !     Oh,  he  under> 

stands! 
He  is  at  Civita^ — do  I  onoe  doubt 
The  world  again  is  holding  us  apart  ? 
He  had  been  here,  displayed  in  my  behalf 
The  broad  brow  that  reverberates  the  truth, 
And  flashed  the  word  God  gave  him,  baok  to 

man  I 
I  know  where  the  free  soul  is  flown  !    My  fate 
Will  have  been  hard  for  even  him  to  bear : 
Let  it  confirm  him  in  the  trust  of  Qod, 
Showing  how  holily  he  dared  the  deed  I 
And,  for  the  rest,  —  say,  from  the  deed,  no 

touoh 
Of  harm  came,  but  all  good,  all  hiuppiness. 
Not  one  faint  fleck  of  failure  I    Why  explain  ? 
What  I  see,  oh,  he  sees  and  how  much  more  I 
Tell  him,  —  I  know   not  wherefore  the  true 

word 
Should  fade  and  fall  unuttered  at  the  last  — 
It  was  the  name  of  him  I  sprang  to  meet 
When  oaine  the  knock,  the  summons  and  the 

end. 
"  My  great  heart,  my  strong  hand  are  baok 

again  I " 
I  would  have  sprung  to  these,  beckoning  across 
Murder  and  h^l  gigantic  and  distinct 
O'  the  threshold,  posted  to  exclude  me  heaven : 
He  is  ordained  to  call  and  I  to  come ! 
Do  not  the  dead  wear  flowers  when  dressed  for 

God? 
Say,  —  I  am  all  in  flowers  from  head  to  foot  I 
Say,  —  not  one  flower  of  aU  he  said  and  did, 
M^ght  seem  to  flit  unnoticed,  fade  unknown. 
But  dropped  a  seed,  has  grown  a  balsam-tree 
Whereof  the  blossoming  perfumes  the  place 
At  this  supreme  of  moments !    He  is  a  priest ; 
He  cannot  marry  therefore,  which  is  right : 
I  think  he  would  not  marry  if  he  could. 
Marriage  on  earth  seems  such  a  counterfeit. 
Mere  imitation  of  the  inimitable  : 
In  heaven  we  have  the  real  and  true  and  sure. 
*T  IS  there  they  neither  marry  nor  are  given 
In  marriajge  but  are  as  the  angeU :  riffnt,^ 
Oh  how  right  that  is,  how  like  Jesus  Chnst 
To  FAj  tliat !    Marriage-making  for  the  earth, 
l^th  gold  so  much,  —  birth,  power,  repute  so 

much. 
Or  beauty,  youth  so  ranch,  in  lack  of  these  ! 
Be  as  the  angels  rather,  who,  apart, 
Know  themselves  into  one,  are  found  at  length 
Married,  but  marry  never,  no,  nor  give 
In  marriage ;  they  are  man  and  wiro  at  once 
When  the  true  time  is  :  here  we  have  to  wait 
Not  so  long  neither  I    Could  we  by  a  wish 
Have  what  we  will  and  get  the  future  now, 
Woald  we  wish  aught  done  undone  in  the  past  ? 
So,  let  him  wait  God's  instant  men  call  years ; 
Meantime  hold  hard  by  truth   and  his  great 

soul. 
Do  oot  the  dutv !    Throuf^h  such  souls  alone 
God  stooping  shows  sufficient  of  his  light 
For  us  i'  the  dark  to  rise  by.    And  I  rise. 
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Ah,  my  Giacinto.  he  *s  no  ruddy  rogue, 

Is  not  Cinone  ?    What,  to-day  we  *re  ei^t  ? 

Seven  and  one  ^s  eight,  I  hope,  old  curly-nate  I 

—  Branches  me  out  his  verh-tree  on  the  slate, 
A  mo  -as  -avi  -€Uum  -are  -anx. 

Up  to  -aturus^  person,  tense,  and  mood. 
Owes  me  cum  subjiMctivo  (I  could  ctj) 
And  chews  Corderius  with  his  mormng  cmst ! 
Look  eight  years  onward,  and  he  ^s  perched, 

he  *s  perched 
Dapper  and  deft  on  stool  beside  this  chair, 
Ciuoaszo,  Cinoncello,  who  but  he  ? 

—  Trying  his  milk-teeth  on  some  crusty  case 
Ldke  this,  papa  shall  triturate  full  soon 

To  smooth  Papiniauian  pulp  I 

It  trots 
Already  through  my  head,  though  noon  be  now, 
Does  supper-time  and  what  belongs  to  eve. 
Dispose,  O  Don,  o'  the  day,  first  work  then 
play! 

—  The  proverb    bids.     And  "then*' means, 

won't  we  hold 
Our  little  yearly  lovesome  frolic  feast, 
Cinuolo^s  birth-night,  Cinicello's  own. 
That  makes  gru£F  January  grin  perforce ! 
For  too  contagious  grows  the  mirth,  the  warmth 
Esoapiiur  from  so  many  hearts  at  once  — 
When  the  good  wife,  buxom  and  bomiy  yet. 
Jokes  the  nale  granddro,  —  such  are  just  the 

sort 
To  go  off  snddenlv,  ---  he  who  hides  the  key 
O'  tlie  box  beneath  his  pillow  every  night,  — 
Which  box  may  hold  a  parchment  (some  one 

thinks) 
Will  show  a  scribbled  something  like  a  name 
*^  Cinino,  Ciniccino,''  near  the  end, 
"  To  whom  I  give  and  1  bequeath  my  lands. 
Estates,  tenements,  hereditaments. 
When  1  decease  as  honest  graudsire  ought/' 
Wherofore  —  yet  this  one  time  iwain  perhaps  — 
Sha'n't  my  Oi^ieto  fuddle  his  old  nose ! 
Then,  nudes,  one  or   the  other,   well  i'  the 

world,^ 
May  —  drop  in,  merely  ?  —  trudge  through  rain 

and  wind. 
Rather !    The  smell-feasts  rouse  them  at  the 

hint 
Thero  ^s  cookery  in  a  certain  dwelling-place ! 
Gossips,  too,  each  with  keepsake  in  his  poke, 
Will  pick  the  way,  thrid  lane  b^  lantern-light. 
And  so  find  door,  put  galligaskin  off 
At  entry  of  a  decent  domicile 
Cornered  in  snug  Condotti,  —  all  for  love, 
All  to  crush  cup  with  Cinncciatolo ! 

Well, 
Ijct  others  climb  the  heights  o'  the  court,  the 

camp! 
How  vain  are  chambering  and  wantonness. 
Revel  and  rout  and  pleasures  that  make  mad  ! 
Commend  me  to  home-joy,  the  family  board. 
Altar  and  hearth  1    These,  with  a  brisk  career. 
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A  Bouroe  of  honest  profit  and  good  fame^ 

Jnst  80  much  work  as  keeps  the  brain  from 

rustf 
Just  so  niach  play  as  lets  the  heart  expand. 
Honoring  God  and  serving  man,  - 1  say, 
These  are  reality,  and  all  else,  —  fluff, 
Nutshell  and  naught,  —  thank  Flaocus  for  the 

phrase ! 
Suppose  I  had  been  Fise,  yet  bachelor  ! 

Wliy,  work  with  a  will,  then  I    Wherefore  laiy 

now? 
Turn  up  the  hour-glass,  whenoe  no  sand-grain 

sups 
But  should  have  done  its  duty  to  the  saint 
O'  the  day,  the  son  and  heir  that 's  eight  yean 

old! 
Let  law  come  dimple  Cinoncino^s  cheek. 
And  Latin  dumple  Cinarello^s  chin. 
The  while  we  spread  him  fine  and  toss  him  fiat 
This  pulp  that  makes  the  pancake,  trim  our 

mass 
Of  matter  into  Argument  the  First, 
Prime  Pleading  in  defence  of  our  accused. 
Which,  once  arwaft  on  paner  wing,  shall  soar, 
Shall  signalize  before  applausive  Korae 
What  study,  and  mayhap  some  mother-wit. 
Can  do  toward  making  Master  fop  and  Fiso 
Old  bachelor  Bottinins  bite  his  thumb. 
Now,  how  good  God  is !    How  falls  plumb  to 

point 
This  murder,  gives  me  Guido  to  defend 
Now,  of  all  days  i'  the  year,  just  when  the 

boy 
Verges  on  Viigil,  reaches  the  right  ap^e 
For  some  such  illustration  from  his  sire. 
Stimulus  to  himself !    One  might  wait  years 
And  never  find  the  chance  which  now  finds 

me! 
The  fact  is,  there  *s  a  blessing  on  the  hearth, 
A  special  providence  for  fatherhood ! 
Here  ^s  a  man,  and  what  *s  more,  a  noble,  kills 

—  Not  sneakingly  but  almost  with  parade  — 
Wife^s  father  and  wife^s  mother  and  wife's  self 
That's   mother's  self   of   son  and  heir  (like 

mine ! ) 

—  And  here  stand  I,  the  favored  advocate. 
Who  pluck  this  flower  o'  the  field,  no  Solomon 
Was  ever  clothed  in  glorious  gold  to  match. 
And  set  the  same  in  Cinoncino's  cap ! 

I  defend  Guido  and  his  comrades  —  I ! 
Pray  God,  I  keep  me  humble  :  not  to  me  — 
Non  nobis^  Dotmne,  sett  tibi  lau8  ! 
How  the  fop  chuckled  when  they  made  him 

Fiso! 
We  '11  beat  you,  my  Bottinins,  all  for  love. 
All  for  our  tribute  to  Cinotto's  da^ ! 
Why,  'sbuddikins,  old  Innocent  lumself 
May  rub  his  eyes  at  the  bustle,  —  ask  **  What 's 

this 
Rolling  from  out  the  rostrum,  as  a  gust 
O'  the  Pto  Milone  had  been  prisoned  there, 
And  rattled  Rome  awake  ?  "    Awaken  Rome, 
How  can  the  Pope  doze  on  in  decencv  ? 
He  needs  must  wake  up  also,  speak  his  word, 
Have  his  opinion  like  tne  rest  of  Rome, 
About  this  huge,  this  hurly-buriy  case  : 
He  wants  who  can  excogitate  the  truth, 


Give  tfie^  result  in   speeoh,  plain    black   and 

white. 
To  mumble  in  the  month  and  make  his  own 

—  A  little  changed,  good  man,  a  little  rhangtwi ! 
No  matter,  so  his  gratitude  be  moved. 

By  when  my  Giacintino  gets  of  l^pe, 
Aundful  of  who  thus  helped  him  at  a  pinch, 
Archangelus  ProcurcUcr  Pauperum  — 
And  proved  Horteiisius  Hedivivutl 

Whew! 
To  earn  tlie  K^-^st^  merit  the  minced  herb 
That  mollifies  the  liver's  leathery  slice. 
With  here  a  gooee-foot,  there  a  cock's-comb 

stuck. 
Cemented  in  an  element  of  cheese ! 
I  doubt  if  dainties  do  the  gnmdsire  good : 
Last  June  he  had  a  sort  of  straugUi^  .  .  .  bah ! 
He 's  his  own  master,  and  his  will  is  made, 
k^o,  liver  fizz,  law  flit  and  Latin  fly 
As  we  rub  hands  o'er  dish  by  way  of  grace  I 
May  I  lose  cause  if  I  vent  one  word  more 
Except  — ^  with    fresh-out   quill   we   ink    the 

white  -7 
P^r-o-pro  Guidone  et  Sociis.    There  I 

Count  Guido  married  —  or,  in  Latin  dne. 

What  ?    Duxit  in  uxorem  f  —  conmumplaoe ! 

Toidasiugales  iniit^  gubiit,  —  ha ! 

He  underwent  the  matrimonial  torch  ? 

Connubio  stabili  nibi  junxit,  —  hum ! 

In  stable  bond  of  marriage  bound  his  own  f 

That 's  clear  of  any  modem  taint :  and  yet  .  .  . 

Virgil  IB  little  help  to  who  writes  prose. 

He  shall  attack  me  Terenoe  with  the  dawn. 

Shall  Cinuooino !    Mum,  mind  business,  Sir ! 

Thus  circumstantially  evolve  we  facts, 

Ita  se  habet  ideo  series  fa(Ai: 

He  wedded,  — ah^  with  owls  for  augury  1 

Nupaerat^  heu  simstris  avibus^ 

One  of  the  blood  Arezzo  boasts  her  best, 

Dominus  Ouido^  nobUi  yenert  ortitt, 

Pompilia  .  .  . 

But  the  version  afterward ! 
Curb  we  this  ardor !    Notes  alone,  to-day. 
The  speech  to-morrow,  and  the  Latin  last : 
Such  was  the  rule  in  Farinaoci's  time. 
Indeed  I  hitched  it  into  verse  and  good. 
Unluckily,  law  quite  absorbB  a  man. 
Or  else  I  think  1  too  had  poetized. 
**  Law  is  the  pork  substratum  of  the  fry, 
Gfoose-foot  and  cock's-comb  are  Latinity,'^— 
And  in  this  case,  if  circumstance  assist. 
We  '11  garnish  law  with  idiom,  never  fear ! 
Outnof-the-way  events  extend  our  scope : 
For  instance,  when  Bottini  brings  his  ohaige, 
**  That  letter  which  you  say  Pompilia  wrote. 
To  criminate  her  parents  and  henelf 
And  disengage  her  husband  from  the  ooil,  — 
That,  Guido  FrHuoeschini  wrote,  say  we  : 
Because  Pompilia  could  nor  read  nor  vrrite, 
Tlieref  ore  he  penciUed  her  such  lett«r  first. 
Then  made  her  trace  in  ink  the  same  again." 

—  Ha,  niy  Bottini,  have  I  thee  on  hip  ? 

How  will  he  turn  this  and  break  TuUy's  pate  f 
**  Existimandum  "  (don't  I  hear  the  dog !) 
"  Quod  Guido  designaverit  eiementa 
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Dicta  epistolm^  oumfuerifd 

{Superinducto  ao  ea  ctdamo) 

jSfotaia  atramento  "  —  there 's  a  style  I  — 

*^  Quia  ipsa  scribere  nuciebaty    Boh ! 

NoWj  my  turn  I    £ither,  InsuUel  (I  oatburst) 

Stupidly  put !    Inane  is  the  response, 

Inanis  est  responsioy  or  the  like  — 

To  wit,  that  each  of  all  those  characters. 

Quod  singula  eUmenta  eptstolce^ 

Had  first  of  all  been  traced  for  her  by  him, 

Fueraniper  turn  prius  designata. 

And  then,  the  iuK  applied  a-top  of  that, 

£t  deinde^  superinducto  calamo^ 

The  piece,  she  says,  became  her  handi-work^ 

Per  earn,  ^ormata,  ut  ipsa  asserit. 

Inane  were  such  response  !  (a  second  time  : ) 

Her  husband  outlined  her  the  whole,  forsooth  ? 

Vtr  ejus  lineabcU  epistolam  t 

What,  she  confesses  that  she  wrote  the  thin§r, 

JFatetwr  earn  taripsisse^  (scorn  that  scathes  I) 

That  she  migrht  pay  obedience  to  her  lord  ? 

Ut  viro  obtemperaret,  apices 

(Here  repeat  charge  with  proper  varied  phrase) 

jSo  designante,  ipsaque  caCamum 

Super  inducente  9    By  such  argrnment, 

Ita  pariter^  she  seeks  to  show  the  same, 

(Ay,  bv  Saint   Joseph  and  what   saints   yon 

please) 
JEpisMam  ostendit,  medius  fidius^ 
No  voluntary  deed  but  f nut  of  force  1 
yon  voluntarie  sed  coacte  scriptam  ! 
That's  the   way  to  write    Latin,  friend   my 

Fisc! 
Bottini  is  a  beast,  one  barbarous : 
Look  out  for  him  when  he  attempts  to  say 
*"*"  Armed  with  a  pistol,  Guido  followed  her  \  "' 
Will  not  1  be  beforehand  with  my  Fisc, 
Cut  away  phnute  by  phrase  from  undeifoot ! 
Guido  Pompiliam  —  Guido  thus  his  wife 
FoQowing  with  igneous  engine,  shall  I  have  ? 
Armis  muniius  igneia  persequens  — 
Arma  sulphurea  gestans^  sulphury  arms. 
Or,  might  one  st^le  a  pistol  —  popping-pieoe  ? 
Armatus  breviori  sclopulo  f 
We  'U  let  him  have  oeen  armed  so,  thoogh  it 

make 
Somewhat  against  us  :  I  had  thought  to  own  — 
Provided  with  a  simple  travelling-sword, 
£nse  Bolummodo  viaiorio 
Jnsiructus :  but  we  '11  grant  the  pistol  here : 
Better  we  lost  the  cause  than  lacked  the  gird 
At  the  fisc's  Latin,  lost  the  Judge's  laugh  I 
It 's  Venturini  that  decides  for  style. 
Tommati  rather  goes  upon  the  law. 
So,  as  to  law,  — 

Ah,  but  with  law  ne'er  hope 
To  level  the  fellow,  —  don't  I  know  his  trick  I 
How  he  draws  up,  ducks  under,  twists  aside  I 
He 's  a  lean-gutted  hectic  rascal,  fine 
As  pale-haired  red-eyed  ferret  which  pretends 
'T  IS  ermine,  pure  soft  snow  from  tail  to  snout. 
He  eludes  law  by  piteous  looks  aloft. 
Lets  Latin  glance  ofiF  as  he  makes  aroeal 
To  saint  that 's  somewhere  in  the  oeiung^top : 
Do  you  suppose  I  don't  conceive  the  beast  ? 
Plague  of  the  ermine-vermin  I    For  it  takes. 
It  takes,  and  here 's  the  fellow  Fiso,  yoa  see, 


And  Judge,  yon  '11  not  be  long  in  seeing  next  I 

C^onf ound  the  fop  —  he  's  now  at  work  like  me  : 

£nter  his  study,  as  I  seem  to  do. 

Hear  Iiim  read  out  his  writing  to  liimself ! 

I  know  he  writes  as  if  he  spoke :  1  hear 

The  hoarse  shrill  throat,  see  shut  eyes,  neck 

shotrforth, 
—  I  see  him  strain  on  tiptoe,  soar  and  pour 
Eloquence  out,  nor  stay  nor  stint  at  all  — 
Perorate  in  the  air,  then  quick  to  press 
With  the  product  I    What  abuse  of  type  and 

sheet  I 
He  *11  keep  dear  of  my  cast,  mv  logic-throw, 
Let  argument  slide,  and  then  oeliver  swift 
Some  bowl  from  quite  an  unguessed  point  of 

stand  — 
Having  the  luck  o'  the  last  word,  the  reply  I 
A  plaguy  cast,  a  mortifying  stroke  : 
Tou   face  a  fellow  —  cries,  *'So,    there    yon 

stand? 
But  I  discourteous  jump  clean  o'er  your  head  I 
You  take  ship-earpentiy  for  pilotage, 
Stop  rat-holes,  while  a  sea  sweeps  through  the 

breach,  — 
Hammer  and  fortify  at  puny  noints  ? 
Do,  damp  and  tenon,  make  all  tight  and  safe  I 
'T  is  here  apd  here  and  here  yon  ship  a  sea. 
No  good  of  your  stopped  lealu  and  httleness  ! " 

Yet  what  do  I  name  '*  little  and  a  leak  "  ? 
The  main  defence  o'  the  murder's   used   to 

death. 
By  this  time,  dry  bare  bones,  no  scrap  we 

fick: 
worked  the  new,  the  unforeseen. 
The  nice  by-stroke,  the  fine  and  improvised 
Point  that  can  titillate  the  brain  o'  the  Bench 
Torpid  with  over^teaching,  long  ago  I 
As  if  Tommati  (that  has  heard,  reheard 
And   heard   again,  first   this   side   and   then 

that  — 
Guido  and  Pietro,  Pietro  and  Guido,  din 
And  dea^an,  full  three  years,  at  each  long  ear) 
Don't  want  amusement  for  instruction  now, 
Won't  rather  feel  a  flea  run  o'er  his  ribs. 
Than  a  daw  settle  heavily  on  his  head  1 
Oh,  I  was  young  and  had  the  trick  of  fence, 
Coiew   subtle   pass    and   push    with   cardess 

right  — 
My  left  arm  ever  quiet  behind  back. 
With  dagger  ready  :  not  both  hands  to  blade  ! 
Puff  and  blow,  put  the  strength  out,  Blunder- 
bore! 
There  's  mv  subordinate,  young  Spreti,  now. 
Pedant  and  prig,  —  he  '11  pant  away  at  proof. 
That 's  his  way  I 

Now  for  mine  —  to  nib  some  life 
Into  one's  choppy  fingers  this  cold  day  I 
I  trust  Cinuzzo  ties  on  tippet,  guards 
The  precious  throat  on  which  so  much  depends  I 
Guido  must  be  all  goose-flesh  in  his  hole, 
Despite  the  prison-straw  :  bad  Carnival 
For   captives  I    no   sliced  fry   for   him,  poor 
(Jount  I 

Camival-time,  —  another  providence ! 

The  town  arswarm  with  strangers  to  amuse. 
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To  edify,  to  give  one's  name  and  fame 
In  charire  of,  till  they  find,  some  future  day, 
Cintino  come  and  claim  it,  his  name  too. 
Pledge  of  the  pleasantness  they  owe  papa  — 
Who  else  was  it  cured  Rome  of   her   great 

qualms, 
When  she  must  needs  have  her  own  judgment  ? 

—  ayi 
When  all  her  topping  wits  had  set  to  work. 
Pronounced  alreieuly  on  tlie  case  :  mere  boys, 
Twice  Cineruggiolo's  age  with  half  his  sense. 
As  good  as  teU  me,  when  I  cross  the  court, 
""  Master  Arcangeli ! "  (plucking  at  my  gown) 
**  We  can  predict,  we  comprehend  your  pUy, 
We  '11  help  Tou  save  your  client.''   Trarla-Ia ! 
I  've  travelled  ground,  from  childhood  to  this 

hour. 
To  have  the  town  anticipate  mv  track  ? 
The  old  fox  takes  the  plain  and  velvet  path, 
The  youi^  homid's  pi'edilectiou,  —  prints  the 

dew. 
Don't  he,  to  suit  their  pulpy  pads  of  paw  ? 
No!      Burying  nose  deep  down  i'  the  briery 

bush, 
Thus  I  defend  Count  Guido. 

_  Where  are  we  weak  ? 
First,  which  is  foremost  in  advantage  too, 
Our  murder,  —  we  call,  killing,  —  is  a  fact 
Confessed,  defended,  made  ahoast  of  :  good  I 
To  think  the  Fisc  claimed  use  of  torture  here, 
And  got  thereby  avowal  plump  and  plain 
That  gives  me  just  the  chance  I  wanted,  — 

scope 
Not  for  brute-force  but  ingenuity. 
Explaining  matters,  not  denying  them  I 
One  may  dispute,  —  as  I  am  bound  to  do. 
And  shall,  —  validity^  of  process  here : 
Inasmuch  as  a  noble  is  exempt 
From  torture  which  plebeians  undergo 
In  such  a  case :  for  law  is  lenient,  lax, 
Remits  the  torture  to  a  nobleman 
Unless  suspicion  be  of  twice  the  strength 
Attaches  t4>  a  man  bom  vulgarly : 
We  don't  card  silk  with  comb  that  dresses 

wool. 
Moreover,  't  was  severity  undue 
In  this  case,  even  had  the  lord  been  lout. 
What  utters,  on  this  head,  our  oracle, 
Our  Farinacci,  my  Gamaliel  erst. 
In   those   immortal   ''Questions"?      This   I 

a  note: 
the  tools  at  Law's  disposal,  sure 
That  named  Vigiliarum  is  the  best  — 
That  is,  the  worst  —  to  whoso  needs  must  bear : 
Lasting,  as  it  may  do,  from  some  seven  hours 
To  ten ;  (beyond  ten,  we  've  no  precedent  ; 
Certain  have  touched  their  ten  but,  bah,  they 

died  I) 
It  does  so  efiicacioiwly  convince. 
That — speaking  by  much  observation  here  — 
Out  of  each  hundred  coses,  by  my  count. 
Never  I  knew  of  patients  beyond  four 
Withstand  its  tsAte,  or  less  than  ninety-six 
End  by  succumbing :  only  martyrs  four. 
Of  obstinate  silence,  guilty  or  no,  —  against 
Ninety-six  full  confessors,  innocent 
Or  otherwise,  —  so  shrewd  a  tool  have  we  I " 
No  marvel  either:  in  unwanr  hands. 


Death  on  the  spot  is  no  rare  oonsequeuoe  : 

As  indeed  all  but  happened  in  this  case 

To  one  of  ourselves,  our  young  tough  peasani- 

friend 
The  accomplice  called  Baldeschi:   they  were 

rough. 
Dosed  him  with  torture  as  you  drench  a  horse. 
Not  modify  your  treatment  to  a  man : 
iSo,  two  successive  davs  he  fainted  dead, 
And  only  on  the  third  essay,  gave  up. 
Confessed  like  flesh  and  blood.     We  could  re- 
claim,— 
Blockhead  Bottini  giving  cause  enough  1 
But  no,  —  we  ^U  take  it  as  spontaneously 
Confessed :    we  'U   have   tne   murder  beyond 

doubt. 
Ah,  fortunate  (the  poet's  word  reversed) 
Inasmuch  as  we  know  our  happiness  I 
Had  the  antagonist  left  dubiety. 
Here  were  we  proving  murder  a  mere  myth. 
And  Guido  iimocent,  ignorant,  absent,  —  av. 
Absent !     He  was  —  why,  where  i^onld  Cims- 

tian  be  ?~ 
Engaged  in  visiting  his  proper  chundi. 
The  duty  of  us  all  at  Christmas-time, 
When  Caponsaochi,  the  seducer,  stung 
To  madness  by  his  relegation,  cast 
About  him  and  contrived  a  remedy 
In  murder :  since  opprobrium  broke  afresh. 
By  birth  o'  the  babe,  on  him  the  imputed  sire. 
He  it  was  quietly  soujght  to  smoUter  up 
His  shame  and  theirs  together,  —  killed  the 

three. 
And  fled  —  (go  seek  him  where  yon  please  to 

search) — ^ 
Just   at   the   time  when  Guido,  touched   by 

pTa^)e, 
Devotions  ended,  hastened  to  the  spot, 
Meaning  to  pardon  his  convicted  wife, 
''  Neither  do  I  condemn  thee,  go  in  peace  I "  — 
And  thus  arrived  i'  the  nick  of  time  to  catch 
The    chaifre    o'    the    killing,  though    great- 

heartedly 
He  came  but  to  forgive  and  bring  to  life. 
Doubt  ^e  the  force  of  Christmas  on  the  soul  ? 
"  Is  thine  eye  evil  because  mine  is  good  ?  " 


So,  doubtless,  had  I  needed  argue  here 
But  for  the  full  confession  round  and  sound ! 
Thus  might  you  wrong  some  kingly  alchem- 
ist, — 
Whose  concern  should  not  be  with  showing  brass 
Transmuted  into  gold,  but  trinmphine. 
Rather,  ab<mt  his  gold  changed  out  of  brass. 
Not  vulgarly  to  the  mere  sight  and  touch. 
But  in  the  idea,  tJie  spiritusu  disnlay. 
The  apparition  buoyea  by  win^M  words 
Hovenng  above  its  birthplace  in  the  brain,  — 
Thus  would  you  wrong  this  excellent  personam 
Forced,  by  the  gross  need,  to  gird  apron  round. 
Plant   forge,    light   fire,    ply  bellows,  —  in   a 

word. 
Demonstrate :  when  a  faulty  pipkin's  crack 
May  disconcert  you  his  presumptive  truth  ! 
Here  were  I  hanging  to  the  testimony 
Of  one  of  these  poor  rustics  —  four^e  gods  I 
Whom  the  first  taste  of  friend  the  Fiaeal's  cord 
May  drive  into  undoing  my  whole  speech, 


DOMINUS   HYACINTHUS   DE  ARCHANGELIS 


529 


UndoiofCi  on  his  birthday,  —  what  is  worse,  — 
My  son  and  heir  1 

I  wonder,  all  the  same, 
Not  so  much  at  those  peasants*  lack  of  heart ; 
But  —  Guido  Franoesobini,  nobleman. 
Bear  pain  no  better  I    Everybody  knows 
It  used  once,  when  my  father  was  a  boy, 
To  form  a  proper,  nay,  important  point 
I*  the  education  of  our  well-bom  youth, 
That  they  took  torture  handsomely  at  need. 
Without  confessing  in  this  clownish  gnise. 
£ach  noble  had  his  rack  for  private  use. 
And  would,  for  the  diversion  of  a  guest, 
Bid  it  be  set  up  in  the  yard  of  arms, 
And  take  thereon  his  hour  of  exercise,  — 
Command  the   varletry  stretch,  strain   their 

best, 
While  friends  looked  on,  admired  my  lord  could 

smile 
'Mid  tugging  which  had  caused  an  ox  to  roar. 
Men  are  no  longer  men  I 

—  And  advocates 
No  longer  Farinacci.  let  us  add. 
If  I  one  niore  time  ny  from  point  proposed  ! 
So,  Vindication  —  here  begins  the  speech  ! 
Honoris  causa  ;  thus  we  make  our  stand : 
Honor  in  us  had  injury,  we  prove. 
Or  if  we  fail  to  prove  such  injury 
More  than  misprision  of  the  fact,  —  what  then  ? 
It  is  enough,  authoritira  declare. 
If  the  result,  the  deed  in  question  now, 
Be  caused  by  confidence  that  injury 
Is  veritable  and  no  figment :  idnce. 
What,  though  proved  fancy  afterward,  seemed 

fact 
At  tiie  time,  they  argue  shall  excuse  result. 
That  which  we  do,  persuaded  of  good  cause 
For  what  we  do,  hold  justifiable !  — 
So  casuists  bid :  man,  bound  to  do  his  best, 
Thev  would  not  have  him  leave  that  best  undone 
And  mean  to  do  his  worst,  —  tliough  fuller  light 
Show  best  was  worst  and  worst  would  have  been 

best. 
Act  by  the  present  light !  —  they  ask  of  man. 
Ultra  quod  nic  non  agitur^  besides 
It  is  not  anyway  our  busiuess  here, 
De  probatione  adukerii^ 

To  prove  what  we  thought  crime  was  crime  in- 
deed. 
Ad  irropandam  pcenam^  and  require 
Its  punishment :  such  nowise  do  we  seek : 
Sea  ad  ^ectum^  but  *t  is  our  concern, 
Excusandi^  here  to  simply  find  excuse, 
Occisorem^  for  who  did  the  killing^work, 
£!t  ad  illius  dtfensionem^  (mark 
The  difference)  and  defend  the  man,  just  that  I 
Quo  casu  levior  prchatio 
Exuberaret,  to  which  end  far  lighter  proof 
Suffices  than  the  prior  case  would  chum  : 
It  should  be  always  harder  to  convict. 
In  short,  than  to  establish  innocence. 
Therefore  we  shall  demonstrate  first  of  all 
That  Honor  is  a  gift  of  Qod  to  man 
Precious  beyond  compare  :  which  natural  sense 
Of  human  rectitude  and  i>urity,  — ^ 
Which  white,  man^s  soul  is  bom  with,  —  brooks 
no  touch: 


Therefore,  the  sensitivest  spot  of  all. 
Wounded  by  any  waftnre  breathed  from  black. 
Is  —  honor  within  honor,  like  the  eye 
Centred  i'  the  ball  —^  the  honor  of  our  wife. 
Touch  us  o*  the  pupil  of  our  honor,  then, 
Not  actually,  —  since  so  you  slay  outright,  — 
But  by  a  gesture  simulating  touch, 
PresuroaUe  mere  menace  m  such  taint,  — 
This  were  our  warrant  for  eruptive  ire 
To  whose  dotniniou  I  impose  110  end.'' 
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rVirgil,  now,  should  not  be  too  difficult 

To  Cinoncitto,  —  say,  the  early  books. 

Pen,  truce  to  further  gambols  I    Foscimur  /) 

Nor  can  revenge  of  injury  done  here 

To  the  honor  proved  tne  life  and  soul  of  us. 

Be  too  excessive,  too  extravi^nint : 

Such  wxoi^  seeks  and  most  nave  complete  re- 

veuKC. 
Show  we  this,  first,  on  the  mere  natural  ground ' 
Begin  at  the  beginning,  and  proceed 
Incontrovertibly.    Theodoric, 
In  an  apt  sentenoe  Cassiodonis  cites, 
Propounds  for  basis  of  all  household  law  — 
I  hardly  recollect  it,  but  it  ends, 
^*  Bird  mates  with  bird,  beast  genders  with  his 

like. 
And  brooks  no  interference.''    Bird  and  beast  ? 
The  very  insects  ...  if  they  wive  or  no, 
How  dare  I  say  when  Aristotle  doubts  ? 
But  the  presumption  is  they  likewise  wive, 
At  least  the  nobler  sorts  ;  for  take  the  bee 
As  instance,  —  copying  King  Solomon,  — 
Why  that  displeasure  of  the  bee  to  aught 
Which  savors  of  incontinency,  makes 
The  unchaste  a  very  horror  to  the  liive  ? 
Whence  comes  it  bees  obtain  their  epithet 
Of  casUB  apes,  notably  **  the  chaste '  ? 
Becaose,  ingeniously  saith  Scaliger, 
(The  young  sage,  —  see  his  book  of  table-talk) 
**  Such  is  their  hatred  of  immodest  act. 
They  fall  upon  the  offender,  sting  to  death." 
I  mind  a  passage  much  confiirmative 
I'  the  Idyilist  (though  I  read  him  Latinized)  — 
**  Why, ''^  asks  a  shepherd,  **  is  this  bank  unfit 
For  celebration  of  onr  vernal  loves  ?  " 
**  Oh  swain,"  returns  the  instructed  shepherdess, 
**  Bees  swarm  here,  and  would  quick  resent  our 

warmth  ! " 
Only  cold-blooded  fish  lack  instinct  here, 
Nor  gain  nor  guard  connubiality : 
But  beasts,  quadrupedal,  mammiferous^ 
Do  credit  to  their  beasthood :  witness  him 
That  iElian  cites,  the  noble  elephant, 
(Or  if  not  ^lian,  somebody  as  sage) 
Who  seeing,  much  offence  beneath  his  nose, 
His  master's  friend  exceed  in  courtesy 
The  due  allowance  to  his  master's  wiie. 
Taught  them  good  mamiers  and  killed  both  at 

once, 
Making  his  master  and  the  world  admire. 
Indubitably,  then,  that  master's  self. 
Favored  by  circumstance,  had  done  the  same 
Or  else  stood  clear  rebuked  by  his  own  beast. 
Adeo,  ut  qui  honorem  spemii^  thus. 
Who  values  his  own  honor  not  a  straw,  — 
Et  non  recuiperare  curate  nor 
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Labors  by  might  and  main  to  salve  its  wonnd, 

8e  idciscendo,  by  revenging  him, 

Nil  differat  a  belluis^  is  a  brutOf 

Quinimo  irrationabilior 

Ipsismet  belluis^  nay,  contrariwise. 

Much  more  irrational  than  brutes  themselves, 

Should  be  considered.  reptUetur  !    How  ? 

If  a  poor  aninial  f  eel  nouor  smart. 

Taught  by  blind  instinct  nature  plants  in  him, 

ShaU    man,  —  confessed    creation's    master^ 

stroke, 
Nay,  intellectual  glory,  nay,  a  god. 
Nay.  of  the  nature  of  my  Judges  here,  — 
Shall  man  prove  the  insensible,  the  block, 
The  blot  o'^  the  earth  he  crawls  on  to  disgrace  ? 
(Come,  that 's  both  solid  and  poetic  I)    Man 
l)erogate,  live  for  the  low  tastes  alone. 
Mean  creeping  cares  about  the  animal  life  ? 
Al»it  such  homage  to  vile  flesh  and  blood ! 


May  Gigia  have  remembered,  nothing  stings 

^ried  liver  out  of  its  monotony 

Of  richness,  like  a  root  of  fennel,  chopped 

Fine  with  the  parsley  :  parsley-sprigs,  I  said  — 

Was  there  need  1  should  say  "  and  fennel  too ''  ? 

But  no,  she  cannot  have  been  so  obtuse  ! 

To  our  argument  1    The  fennel  will  be  chopped.) 

From  beast  to  man  next  mount  we  —  ay,  but, 

mind, 
Still  mere  man,  not  yet  Christian,  —  that,  in 

time  I 
Not  too  fast,  mark  you  I    'T  is  on  Heathen 

grounds 
We  next  defend  our  act :  then,  fairly  urge  — 
If  this  were  done  of  old,  in  a  grreen  tree. 
Allowed  in  the  Spring  rawness  of  our  kind. 
What  may  be  licens^  in  the  Autumn  dry 
And  ripe,  the  latter  harvest-tide  of  man  ? 
If,  with  his  poor  and  primitive  half-lights. 
The  Pagan,  whom  our  devils  served  for  gods, 
Could  stigmatise  the  breach  of  marriage-vow 
As  that  wnich  blood,  blood  onlv  might  efface,  — 
Absolve  the  husband,  outraged,  whose  revenge 
Anticipated  law,  plied  sword  himself,  — 
How  with  the  Christian  in  full  blaze  of  noon  ? 
Shall  not  he  rather  double  penalty, 
Multipdy^  vengeance,  than,  degenerate. 
Let  privilege  be  minished,  droop,  decay  ? 
Therefore  set  forth  at  large  the  ancient  law  ! 
Superabundant  the  examples  be 
To  pick  and  choose  from.    The  Athenian  Code, 
Solon's,  the  name  is  serviceable,  —  then, 
The   Laws  of   the  Twelve   Tables,  that   fif- 
teenth, — 
*^  Romulus  "  likewise  rolls  out  round  and  large. 
The  Julian  ;  the  Cornelian  :  Gracchus'  Law  : 
So  old  a  chime,  the  beUs  ring  of  themselves  I 
Spreti  can  set  that  going  if  he  please, 
I  point  you,  for  my  T>art,  the  belfry  plain, 
Intent  to  rise  from  dusk,  dilucvdum^ 
Into  the  Christian  day  shall  broaden  next. 

First,  the  fit  compliment  to  His  Holiness 
Happily  reigrning :  then  sustain  the  point  — 
All  that  was  long  ago  declared  as  law 
By  the  natural  revelation,  stands  oonfizmed 
By  Apostie  and  Evangelist  and  Saint,  — 


To  wit  —  that  Honor  is  man's  supreme  good. 

Why  should  I  balk  Saint  Jerome  of  his  phrase  ? 

Ubi  honor  non  est,  where  no  honor  is, 

Ibi  corUempttu  est ;  and  where  contempt, 

Ibi  injuria  fre^uens ;  and  where  that. 

The  frequent  mjur^,  t6t  et  indignaiio ; 

And  where  the  indignation,  161  quies 

Nulla ;  and  where  uiere  is  no  quietude. 

Why,  1^',  there,  the  mind  is  often  cast 

Down  from  the  heights  where  it  proposed  to 

dwell, 
Mens  a  proposito  tape  dejicitur. 
And  naturally  the  mind  is  so  cast  down. 
Since  harder  't  is,  quum  difUcilius  sit, 
Iram  cohibere,  to  coerce  one's  wrath, 
Quam  miractUafacere,  than  work  miracles,  — 
So  Gregory  smiles  in  his  First  Dialogue. 
Whence  we  infer,  the  ingenuous  soiu,  the  man 
Who  makes  esteem  of  honor  and  repute. 
Whenever  honor  and  repute  are  touched, 
Arrives  at  term  of  fury  and  despair. 
Loses  all  guidance  from  the  reason-check : 
As  in  delirium  or  a  frenzy-fit. 
Nor  fury  nor  despair  he  satiates,  —  no, 
Not  even  if  he  attain  the  impossible, 
O'ertum  the  hinges  of  the  universe 
To  annihilate  —  not  whoso  caused  the  smart 
Solely,  the  author  simply  of  his  pain. 
But  the  place,  the  memory,  yttuperii, 
O'  the  shame  and  scorn :  quia,  —  says  Solomon, 
(The  Holy  Spirit  speaking  by  nis  mouth 
In  Proverbs,  the  sixth  chapter  near  the  end) 
—  Because,  the  zeal  and  fury  of  a  man. 
Zelus  et  furor  vtVt,  will  not  spare, 
Nonparcet^  in  the  day  of  his  revenge. 
In  die  vindtctce,  nor  will  acquiesce. 
Nee  acquiescet,  through  a  person's  prayers, 
Cujusaam  precibus,  —  nee  sutcipiety 
Nor  yet  take,  pro  redemjptione,  for 
Redemption,  dona  plurtum,  gifts  of  friends. 
Mere  money-payment  to  compound  for  a^e. 
Who  recognizes  not  my  client's  case  ? 
Whereto,  as  strangely  consentaneous  here. 
Adduce  Saint  Bernard  in  the  fjoistle  writ 
To  Robertulus^  his  nephew  :  *^  Too  much  grief, 
Dolor  quippe  ntmius  non  deliberate 
Does  not  excogitate  propriety, 
Non  verecundaiur,  nor  knows  shame  at  all, 
Non  consulit  raiionem,  nor  consults 
Reason,  non  diqnitatis  metuit 
Damnum,  nor  dreads  the  loss  of  dignity ; 
Modum  et  ordinem,  order  and  the  mode, 
Ignorat,  it  ignores :  "  why,  trait  for  trait. 
Was  ever  portrait  limned  so  like  the  life  ? 
(By  Cavalier  Maratta,  shall  I  say  ? 
1  hear  he  's  first  in  reputation  now.) 
Tes,  that  of  Samson  in  the  Sacred  Text  : 
That 's  not  so  much  the  portrait  as  the  man ! 
Samson  in  Gaza  was  the  antetvpe 
Of  Guido  at  Rome :  observe  the  Nazarite ! 
Blinded  he  was,  —  an  easy  thing  to  bear: 
Intrepidly  he  took  imprisonment. 
Gyves,  stripes,  and  daily  labor  at  the  mill : 
But  when  he  found  himself,  i'  the  public  place, 
Destined  to  make  the  common  people  sport, 
Disdain  burned  up  with  such  an  impetus 
I'  the  breast  of  him,  that,  all  the  man  one  fire, 
Moriatur,  roared  he,  let  my  soul's  self  die. 
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Anima  mea,  with  the  PhilistiiiM ! 

So,  palled  down  pillar,  roof,  and  death  and  all, 

Muuosque  plures  inUrfeciU  ay, 

And  many  more  he  killed  thna,  moriens^ 

Dyin^,  quam  mim»y  than  in  his  whole  life, 

(Mxiatrat,  he  ever  killed  before. 

Are  tliese  things  writ  for  no  example,  Sirs  ? 

One  instance  more,  and  let  me  see  who  doubts  I 

Our  Lord  himself,  made  all  of  mansuetude, 

Sealinf?  the  sum  of  sufferance  up,  receiyed 

^probrium,  contumely  and  buftetingr 

Without  complaint :   but  when  he  found  himr 

self 
Touched  in  his  honor  never  so  little  for  onoe. 
Then  outbroke  indignation  pent  before  — 
**  Honorem  meum  nemini  daoo  /  '^     **  No, 
My  honor  I  to  nobody  will  give  I  " 
And  certainly  the  example  so  hath  wrought. 
That  whosoever,  at  the  proper  worth, 
Apprises  worldly  honor  and  repute. 
Esteems  it  nobler  to  die  honored  man 
Beneath  Mannaia,  than  live  centuries 
Dis^noed  in  the  eye  o'  the  world.    We  find 

Saint  Paul  ^ 
No  recreant  to  this  faith  delivered  onoe  : 
**  Far  worthier  were  it  that  I  died,*'  cries  he, 
Expedii  mihi  magis  mori^  **  than 
That  any  one  should  make  my  glory  void," 
Quam  tUaloriam  meam  quis  evacuet ! 
See,  ad  Corinthieiues :  whereupon 
Saint  Ambrose  makes  a  ooumient  with  much 

fruit, 
Doubtless  my  Judges  long*  since  laid  to  heart. 
So  I  desist  from  bringing  forward  here. 
(I  oan^t  quite  recollect  it.) 

Have  I  proved 
SatU  superque^  both  enough  and  to  spare, 
That  Revelation  old  and  new  admits 
The  natural  man  may  e£Fervesce  in  ire, 
O^erflood  earth,  o*erfroth  heaven  with  foamy 

rage, 
At  the  first  puncture  to  his  self-respect  ? 
Then,  Sirs,  this  Christian  dogma,  this  law-bud 
FuU-blown  now,  soon  to  bask  the  absolute  flower 
Of  Papal  doctrine  in  our  blaze  of  dajr,  — 
Bethink  you,  shall  we  miss  one  pronuse-streak, 
One  doubtful  birth  of  dawn  crepuscular. 
One  dew-drop  comfort  to  humanity, 
Now  that  the  chalice  teems  with  noonday  wine  ? 
Yea,  argue  Molinists  who  bar  revenge  — 
Referring  just  to  what  makes  out  our  ease  1 
Under  old  dispensation,  argue  they. 
The  doom  of  the  adulterous  wife  was  death. 
Stoning  by  Moses'  law.    *^  Nay,  stone  her  not, 
Put  her  away  !  "  next  legislates  our  Lord ; 
And  last  of  all,  *'  Nor  yet  divorce  a  wife !  " 
Ordains  the  Church.  **  she  typifies  ourself, 
The  Bride  no  fault  shall  cause  to  fall  from 

Christ." 
Then,  as  no  jot  nor  tittle  of  the  Law 
Has  passed  away  —  which  who    presumes  to 

doubt? 
As  not  one  word  of  Christ  is  rendered  vain  — 
Which,  could  it  be  though  heaven  and  earth 

should  pass  ? 
—  Where  do  i  find  my  proper  punishment 
For  my  adulterous  wue,  I  numbly  ask 


Of  my  infallible  Pope,  —  who  now  remits 
Even  the  divorce  allowed  bv  Christ  in  lieu 
Of  lapidation  Moses  lioensea  me  ? 
The  Gospel  checks  the  Law  which  throws  the 

stone, 
The  Church  tears  the  divoroe-bill  Qospel  grants : 
Shall  wives  sin  and  enjoy  impunity  ? 
What  profits  me  the  fulness  of  the  days, 
The  final  dispensation,  I  demand. 
Unless  Law,  Oospel,  and  the  Church  subjoin, 
**  But  who  hath  barred  thee  primitive  revenge. 
Which,  like  fire  damped  and  dammed  up,  bums 

more  fierce  ? 
Use  thou  thv  natural  privilege  <rf  man, 
Ellse  wert  tnou  founa  like  those  old  ingrate 

Jews, 
Despite  the  manna-banquet  on  the  board, 
A-loiM?ing  after  melons,  cucumbers. 
And  such  like  trash  of  Egypt  left  behind  !  '* 

(There  was  one  melon  had  improved  our  soup : 

but  did  not  Cinonoino  need  the  rind 

To  make  a  boat  with  ?    So  I  seem  to  think.) 

Law,  Gospel,  and  the  Church  —  from  theae  we 

leap 
To  the  verv  last  revealment,  easy  rule 
Befitting  the  well-bom  and  thoroug:h-bred 
O'  the  happy  day  we  live  in,  not  the  dark 
O'  the  earlv  rude  and  aoom-eatin^  race. 
"  Behold,'' quoth  James,  **  we  bndle  in  a  horse 
And  turn  his  body  as  we  would  thereby !  " 
Yea,  but  we  change  the  bit  to  suit  the  growth, 
And  rasp  our  colt's  jaw  with  a  rugged  spike, 
We  hasten  to  remit  our  mana|^  steed 
Who  wheels  round  at  pexsuasion  of  a  touch. 
Civilization  bows  to  decency, 
The  acknowledged  use  and  wont :  't  is  manners 

—  mild 
But  yet  unperative  lam  -  which  make  the  man. 
Thus  do  we  nav  the  proper  compliment 
To  rank,  ana  that  society  of  Rome 
Hath  so  oblieed  us  by  its  interwt. 
Taken  our  client's  part  instinctively, 
As  unaware  defending  its  own  cause. 
What  dictum  doth  Society  lay  down 
I'  the  ease  of  one  who  hath  a  faithless  wife  ? 
Wherewithal  should  the  husband  cleanse  his 

way? 
Be  patient  and  forgive  ?    Oh,  lan^age  faik,  — 
Shrinks  from  depicturing  his  turpitude  ! 
For  if  wronged  husband  raise  not  hue  and  cry, 

8ttod  si  maritus  de  adulter  to  rum 
bnquereretWj  he  's  presumed  a  —  f oh  I 
Presumitur  leno:  so,  complain  he  must. 
But  how  complain  ?    At  your  tribunal,  lords  ? 
Far  weighter  challenge  suits  your  sense,  I  wot  I 
You  sit  not  to  have  gentlemen  propose 

gnestions  gentiUty  can  itself  discuss, 
id  not  you  prove  that  to  our  brother  Paul  ? 
The  Abate,  quumjudiciaiiter 
Prosequeretur^  when  he  tried  the  law, 
Quidonis  causam^  in  Count  Guido's  case, 
Accidit  ipsi^  this  befell  himself, 

§uod  riaum  moverit  et  cachinnos^  that 
e  moved  to  mirth  and  cachinnation,  all 
Or  nearly  all,^ere  in  omnibus 
Etiam  sensatis  et  eordatis.  men 
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Stronsr-senaed.  sound-hearted,    nay,  the    yeiy 

Court, 
Ipsismet  in  judicibus^  I  might  add, 
Non  tamen  dicam.    In  a  cause  like  this. 
So  multiplied  were  reasons  pro  and  cony 
Delicate,  intertwisted  and  obscure. 
That  Law  refused  loan  of  a  finger-tip 
To  unravel,  readjust  the  hopeless  twine. 
Since,  half-a-dozen  steps  outside  Law's  seat. 
There  stood  a  foolish  trifler  with  a  tool 
A-dangle  to  no  purpose  by  his  side, 
Had  clearly  out  the  embroilment  in  a  trice. 
Aaserunt  enim  unanimiter 
DoctoreSy  for  the  Doctors  all  assert, 
That  husbands,  quod  mariti^  must  be  held 
ViUay  comuti  reputantUTy  vile. 
Fronts  branching  forth  a  florid  infamy. 
Si  proprils  manihusy  if  with  their  own  nands, 
Non  sumunt,  they  fail  straight  to  take  revenge, 
Vindictam,  but  expect  the  deed  be  done 
By  the  Court—  expectant  illam fieri 
Per  judiceSy  qui  summopere  rident^  which 
Gives  an  enormous  gunaw  for  reply, 
Et  cachinnantur.    For  he  ran  away, 
Deliquit  entm.  Just  that  he  might  'scape 
The  censure  oi  both  counsellors  and  crowd, 
Ut  vulgi  et  Doctorum  etntaret 
Censuramy  and  lest  so  he  superadd 
To  loss  of  honor  ignominy  too, 
Et  sic  ne  istam  quoque  ionominiam 
Amisao  honori  superadaeret, 
Mpr  lords,  my  loras,  the  inconsiderate  step 
Was  —  we  refeired  ourselves  to  Law  at  all  I 
Twit  me  not  with,   **  Law  else  had  punished 

yon  I  " 
Each  |>unishment  of  the  extra-legal  step. 
To  which  the  high-bom  preferably  revert. 
Is  ever  for  some  oversight,  some  slip 
I'  the  taking  vengeance,  not  for  vengeance'  self. 
A  good  thing,  done  unhandsomely,  turns  ill ; 
And  never  yet  lacked  ill  the  law's  rebuke. 
For  pregnant  instance,  let  us  contemplate 
The  luck  of  Leonardus,  —  see  at  large 
Of  Sicily's  Decisions  sixty-first. 
This   Leonard  finds  his   wife  is  false:  what 

then? 
He  makes  her  own  son  snare  her,  and  entice 
Out  of  the  town  walls  to  a  private  walk. 
Wherein  he  slays  her  with  commodity. 
They  find  her  body  half -devoured  by  dogs  : 
Leonard  is  tried,  convicted,  punished,  sent 
To  labor  in  the  galleys  seven  vpars  long: 
Why?    For    the  murder?    Kay,  but  for  the 

mode ! 
Malus  modus  occidendi^  ruled  the  Court, 
An  ugly  mode  of  killing,  nothing  more ! 
Another  fmctnouH  sample,  — see  ^*  De  Re 
Crimintdij^^  in  Matthseus'  divine  piece. 
Another  husband,  in  no  better  phght. 
Simulates  absence,  thereby  tempts  his  wife  ; 
On  whom  he  falls,  out  of  sly  anionscade, 
Backed  by  a  brottier  of  his,  and  both  of  them 
Armed  to  the  teeth   with  arms  that  law  had 

blamed. 
Nimis  dolose^  overwilily, 
Fuisse  operatum^  did  they  work. 
Pronounced  the  law  :  had  all  been  fairly  done 
Law  had  not  found  him  worthy,  as  she  did. 


Of  four  yean'  exile.    Why  cite  more  ?    Enough 
Is  good  as  a  feast  —  (unless  a  birthday-feast 
For  one's  Cinuccio)  so,  we  finish  here. 
My  lords,  we  rather  need  defend  ounelves 
Inasmuch  as,  for  a  twinkling  of  an  eye, 
We  hesitatingly  appealed  to  law,  — 
Than  need  deny  tnat,  on  mature  advice. 
We  blushingly  bethought  us,  bade  revenge 
Back  to  its  simple  proper  private  way 
Of  decent  self-dealt  gentlemanly  death. 
Judges,  here  is  the  law,  and  here  beside. 
The  testimony  I    Look  to  it ! 

Pause  and  breathe  I 
So  far  is  only  too  plain ;  we  must  watch : 
Bottini  will  scarce  hazard  an  attack 
Here  :  best  anticipate  the  fellow's  play. 
And  guard  the  weaker  places  —  warily  ask, 
What  if  considerations  of  a  sort. 
Reasons  of  a  kind,  arise  from  out  the  strange 
Peculiar  unforeseen  new  circumstance 
Of  this  our  (candor  owns)  abnormal  act. 
To  bar  the  right  of  us  revenging  so  ? 
**  Impunity  were  otherwise  your  meed: 
Qo  slay  your  wife  and  welcome," — may  be 

urged,  — 
"  But  wh^  the  innocent  old  couple  slay, 
Pietro,  Violante  ?    You  may  do  enough. 
Not  too  much,  not  exceed  the  golden  mean  : 
Neither  brute-beast  nor  Pa^n,  Gentile.  Jew, 
Nor  Christian,  no  nor  votanst  of  the  mode. 
Is  justified  to  push  revenge  so  far ! " 

No,  indeed  ?    Why,  thou  very  sciolist  I 
The  actual  wrong,  Pompilia  seemed  to  do, 
Was  virtual  wrong  done  by  the  parents  here  — 
Imposing  her  upon  us  as  their  child  — 
Themselves  allow :  then,  her  fault  was  their 

fault, 
Her  punishment  be  theirs  accordingly  ! 
But  wait  a  little,  sneak  not  off  so  soon ! 
Was  this  cheat  solely  harm  to  Guido,  pray  ? 
The  precious  couple  vou  call  innocent,  — 
Why,  they  were  felons  that    Law   failed  to 
clutch, 
li  utjraudarent,  who  that  thev  might  rob, 
jitime  vocatos,  folk  law  called, 
Adjidei  commissum^  true  heirs  to  the  Trust, 
Partum  supposuerunt^  feigned  this  birth, 
Immemores  reosfactos  esse,  blind 
To  the  fact  that,  guilty,  they  incurred  thereby, 
Ultimi  suppliciiy  hanging  or  what 's  worse. 
Do  you  buune  us  that  we  turn  Law's  instru- 
ments. 
Not  mere  self-seekers,  —  mind  tlie  public  weal. 
Nor  make  the  private  good  our  sole  concern  ? 
That  having  —  shall  I  say  —  secured  a  thief. 
Not  simply  we  recover  from  his  pouch 
The  stolen  article  our  property. 
But  also  pounce  upon  our  neighbor's  purse 
We  onportunely  find  reposing  there. 
And  ao  him  justice  while  we  right  ourselves  ? 
He  owes  us,  lor  our  part,  a  drubbing  say, 
But  owes  our  neighbor  just  a  dance  i'  the  air 
Under  the  gallows :  so,  we  throttle  him. 
That  neighbor's  Law,  that  couple  are  the  Thief, 
We  are  the  over-read v  to  help  Law  — 
Zeal  of  her  house  hath  eaten  us  up :  for  which. 
Can  it  be,  Law  intends  to  eat  up  us, 
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CruduM  Priamum,  deyonr  poor  Priam  raw, 
CT  was  Japitor^s  own  joke  J  with  babes  to  boot, 
Priamique  puitmos^  in  Homeric  phrase  ? 
Shame ! and  so  ends  my  period  prettily. 

But  even,  —  prore  the  pair  not  culpable, 

Free  as  unborn  babe  from  oonniTanoe  at, 

Participatian  in,  their  dan^hter^s  fault  : 

Ours  the  mistake.    Is  that  a  rare  event  ? 

^on  semel^  it  is  anything  bat  rare, 

In  contingentia  fadi^  that  hj  chance, 

Imj^unet  evaserunt^  go  scot-iree, 

OtM,  such  well-meaning  people  as  ourselves, 

Jtuto  dclore  moti^  who  aggneved 

With  cause,  apposuerunt  manttf,  lay 

Rough  hands,  in  innocerUes,^  on  wrong  heads. 

Cite  we  an  illustrative  case  in  point : 

Mulier  Smirwa  outBdam^  good  my  lords, 

A  ^ntlewoman  lived  in  Smyrna  once, 

Vtrum  et  filium  ex  eo  concentum,  who,^ 

Both  husband  and  her  son  begot  by  him, 

Killed,  inter/ecerat,  ex  quo,  because, 

Vir  filium  suum  verdiderat^  her  spouse 

Had  been  beforehand  with  her,  killed  her  son. 

Matrimonii  primi,  of  a  previous  bed. 

Deinde  accusata^  then  accused, 

Apud  Dolabellam^  before  him  that  sat 

Proconsul,  nee  dualnus  c(^dibus 

Contaminatam  liberarey  nor 

To  liberate  a  woman  donblv-dyed  ^ 

With  murder,  volmt^  made  he  up  his  mind, 

Ner  condemnare,  nor  to  doom  to  death, 

Jttsto  dolore  impulsam,  one  impelled 

By  just  grief ;  sed  remiait^  but  sent  her  up 

Ad  Areopagum,  to  the  Hill  of  Mars, 

Sapienlissimorum  judicum 

Ccetum^  to  that  assembly  of  the  sage 

Paralleled  only  by  my  judges  here  ; 

Ubi,  cognito  ae  causa,  where,  the  cause 

Well  weighed,  responaum  est,  they  gave  reply, 

(It  ipsa  et  accusator,  that  both  sides 

O*  ike  suit,  redireni,  should  come  back  again. 

Post  centum  annos,  after  a  hundred  years. 

For  judgment ;  et  sic,  by  which  sage  decree, 

Duplici  parricidio  rea,  one 

ConTicted  of  a  double  parricide, 

8uamvisetiam  innocentem,  though  in  truth 
at  of  the  pair,  one  innocent  at  least 
She,  occidisset,  plainly  had  put  to  death, 
Undeguaque,  yet  she  altogether  *scaped, 
Evasit  impunts.    See  the  case  at  length 
In  Valerius,  fittingly  styled  Maximu^ 
That  eighth  book  of  his  Memorable  Facts. 
Nor  C^riacns  cites  beside  the  mark : 
Similiter  uxor  qua  mandaverat. 
Just  SO}  a  lady  who  had  taken  care, 
Homicidium  viri,  that  her  lord  be  killed. 
Ex  denegatione  aebiti, 
For  denegation  of  a  certain  debt, 
MatrimonialiSf  he  was  loth  to  pay, 
Puit  pecuniana  mvdcta,  wns 
Amerced  in  a  pecuniary  mulct, 
Punita,  et  ad  ncenam,  and  to  pains. 
Temporalemj  tor  a  certain  space  of  time. 
In  monasterio,  in  a  convent. 

(Ay, 
In  monattano  I    He  mismanages 


In  with  the  ablative,  the  accusative  I 
I  had  hoped  to  have  hitched  the  villain  into  vene 
For  a  girt,  this  very  day,  a  complete  list 
O'  the  prepositions  each  with  proper  caae, 
Telling  a  story,  long  was  in  my  head. 
What  prepositions  take  the  accusative  ? 
Ad,  to  or  at  —  irAo  saw  the  cat  f  —  down  to 
06,  for,  because  of,  keep  her  daws  qffl    Tnsht 
Law  in  a  man  takes  the  whole  libert,y  : 
The  muse  is  fettered  :  just  as  Ovid  found  !) 

And  now,  sea  widens  and  the  coast  is  clear. 
What  of  the  dubious  act  ^ou  bade  excuse  ? 
Surely  things  broaden,  brighten,  till  at  length 
Remains  —  bo  far   from    act    that   needs   de- 
fence— 
Apology  to  make  for  act  delayed 
One  mmute,  let  alone  eight  mortal  months 
Of  hesitation  !     *'  Why  procrastinate  ?  " 
(Out  with  it,  my  Bottimus,  ease  thyself  I) 
Right,  promptly  done,  is  twice  right :  right 

delayed 
Turns   wrong.     We  grant   you   should  have 

killed  your  wife, 
But  killed  o*  the  moment,  at  the  meeting  her 
In  company  with   the   priest:  then   did   the 

tongue 
0'  the  Bituen  Head   give  license,  *Tlme  is 

now  I ' 
Wait  to  make  mind  up?    'Hme  is  past'  it 

peals. 
Friend,  you  are  competent  to  mastery 
O*  the  passions  that  confessedly  explain 
An  outbreak  :  you  allow  an  interval, 
And  then  break  out  as  if  timers  clock  still 

clanged. 
Tou  have  forfeited  your  chance,  and  flat  yon 

fall 
Into  the  commonplace  category 
Of  men  bound  to  go  softly  all  their  days. 
Obeying  law." 

Now,  which  way  make  response  ? 
What  was  the  answer  Guido  gave,  himself  ? 
—  That  so  to  argue  came  of  ignorance 
How  honor  beam  a  wound :    **  For,  wound,'* 

said  he, 
**  Mpr  body,  and  the  smart  soon  mends  and  ends : 
While,  wound  my  soul  where  honor  sits  and 

rules. 
Longer  the  sufferance,  stronger  grows  the  pain. 
Being  ex  incontinenti,  fresh  as  fint." 
But  try  another  tack,  urge  common  sense 
By  wav  of  contrast :  say  —  Too  true,  my  lords ! 
We  dia  demur,  awhile  did  hesitate : 
Since  husband  sure  should  let  a  scruple  speak 
Ere  he  slay  wife^  —  for  his  own  safe^,  lords ! 
Ciurpers  abound  m  this  misjudging  world  : 
Moreover,  there  ^s  a  nicety  in  law 
That  seems  to  justify  them  should  they  carp. 
Suppose  the  source  of  injury  a  son,  —  ^ 
Father  may  slay  such  son  yet  run  no  risk : 
Why  graced  with  such  a  privil^^  ?    Because 
A  father  so  incensed  with  his  own  child. 
Or  must  have  reason,  or  believe  he  has : 
Quia  semper,  seeing  that  in  such  event, 
Presumittar,  the  law  is  bound  suppose. 
Quod  capiat  pater,  that  the  sire  must  take. 
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Bonum  consilium  projilio. 

The  best  oouise  as  to  what  befits  bis  boy, 

Through  instinct,  ex  instinctu,  of  mere  love, 

Amoris^  and,  paJLerni,  fatherhood  ; 

Quam  coTifidentiam,  which  confidence, 

I^on  habet^  law  declines  to  enteilain, 

De  viroj  of  tlie  husband  :  where  finds  he 

An  instinct  that  compels  him  love  his  wife  ? 

Rather  is  he  presumably^  her  foe. 

Sd,  let  him  ponder  long  in  this  bad  world 

Ere  do  the  simplest  act  of  justice. 

But 
Again  —  and  here  we  brush  Bottini^s  breast  — 
Object  yon,  *^  iSee  the  danger  of  delay, 
Suppose  a  man  murdered  my  friend  last  month : 
Him  1  come  up  and  killed  him  for  his  pains 
In  rage,  I  had  done  ri^ht.  allows  the  law  : 
I  meet  him  now  and  kill  liim  in  cold  blood, 
I  do  wrong,  equally  allows  the  law  : 
Wherein  do  actions  difiPer,  yours  and  mine  ?  '* 
In  plenitudine  intellectus  es  f 
Hast  thy  wits,  Fisc?    To  take  such  slayer^s 

life, 
Returns  it  life  to  thy  slain  friend  at  all  ? 
Had  he  stolen  ring  instead  of  stabbing  friend,  — 
To-day,  to-morrow,  or  next  century, 
Meeting  the  thief,  thy  ring  upon  his  thumb, 
Thou  justifiably  hadst  wrung  it  thence  : 
So,  eouldst  thou  wrench  thy  friend^s  life  back 

again. 
Though  prisoned  in  the  bosom  of  his  foe. 
Why,    law    would    look   complacent  ou    thy 

wrath. 
Our  case  is,  that  the  thing  we  lost,  we  found  : 
The  honor,  we  were  robbed  of  eight  months 

since, 
Being  recoverable  at  any  day 
By  death  of  the  delinquent.    Go  thy  ways  I 
Ere  thou  hast  learned  law,  will  be  much  to  do, 
As  said  the  gaby  while  he  shod  the  goose. 

Nay,  if  yon  urge  me,  interval  was  none  I 
From  the  inn  to  the  villa  —  blank  or  else  a  bar 
Of  adverse  and  contrarious  incident 
Solid  between  us  and  our  just  revenge ! 
What  with  the  priest  who  flourishes  lus  blade. 
The  wife  who  like  a  f urv  fiuigs  at  us. 
The  crowd  —  and  then  the  capture,  the  appeal 
To   Rome,  the   journey   there,    the   jaunting 

thence 
To  shelter  at  the  House  of  Convertites, 
The  visits  to  the  Villa,  and  so  forth. 
Where  was  one  minute  left  u«>  all  this  while 
To  put  in  execution  that  revenge 
We   planned   o^    the   instant  ?  —  as   it    were, 

plumped  down 
0*  the  spot,  some  eight  months  since,  which 

round  sound  egg, 
Rome,  more  propitious  than  our  nest,  should 

natch  I 
Object  not,  '*  You  reached  Rome  on  Christmas- 
eve, 
And,  despite  liberty  to  act  at  once. 
Waited  a  whole  and  indecorous  week  !  " 
Hath  so  the  Molinism.  the  canker,  lords. 
Eaten  to  our  bone  ?    Is  no  religion  left  ? 
No  care  for  aught  held  holy  by  the  Church  ? 


What,  would  you  have  us  skip  and  misB  those 

Feasts 
0^  the  Natal  Time,  must  we  |o  prosecute 
Secular  business  on  a  sacred  aay  ? 
Should  not  the  merest  charity  expect, 
•letting  our  poor  oonoems  aside  for  once. 
We  hurried  to  the  song  matutinal 
I*  the   Sistine,  and  pressed  forward  for   the 

The  Cardinal  that  ^s  Camerlengo  chants. 

Then  rushed  on  to  Uie  blessing  of  the  Hat 

And  Rapier,  which  the  Pope  sends  to  what 

prmce 
Has  done  most  detriment  to  the  Infidel  — 
And  thereby  whetted  courage  if  't  were  blunt  ? 
Meantime,  allow  we  kept  the  house  a  week. 
Suppose  not  we  were  idle  in  our  mew  ! 
Picture  us  raging  here  and  raving  there  — 
'**  Money?'    I  need  none.     'Friends?*    The 

word  IB  null. 
Restore  the  white  was  on  that  shield  of  mine 
Borne  at"  .  .  .  wherever  might  be  shield  to 

bear. 
'*  I  see  my  grandsire,  he  who  fought  so  well 
At''  .  .  .  here  find  out  and  put  in  time  and 

place. 
Or  else  invent  the  fight  his  grandsire  fought : 
''  I  see  this  I  I  see  that !  " 

(See  nothing  else. 
Or  I  shall  scarce  see  lamb's  fry  in  an  hour  I 
Wliat  to  the  uncle,  as  I  bid  advance 
The  smoking  dish  ?    '*  Fry  suits  a  tender  tooth ! 
Behooves  we  care  a  little  for  our  kin  — 
Ton,  Sir,  —  who  care  so  much  for  cousinship 
As  come  to  your  i>oor  loving  nephew's  feast !  " 
He  has  the  reversion  of  a  long  lease  yet  — 
Land  to  bequeath  I    He  loves  lamb's  fry,   I 
know  I) 

Here  fall  t.o  be  considered  tliose  same  six 

Qualities ;  what  Bottini  needs  must  call 

So  many  aggravations  of  our  crime. 

Parasite-growth  upon  mere  murder's  back. 

We  summarily  might  dispose  of  such 

By  some  off-hand  and  jaunty  fling,  some  skit  — 

'*  So,  since  there  's  proved  no  crime  to  aggra* 

vate, 
A  fico  for  your  ag|Tavations,  Fisc  !  " 
No,  —  handle    mischief    ralJier,  —  play    with 

spells 
Were  meant  to  raise  a  spirit,  and  laugh  the 

while 
We  show  that  did  he  rise  we  stand  his  match ! 
Therefore,  first  aggravation  :  we  made  up  — 
Over  and  above  our  simple  murderous  selves — 
A  regular  assemblage  ot  armed  men, 
Coadunatio  armatorum,  —  ay. 
Unluckily  it  was  the  yery  judge 
That  sits  in  judgment  on  our  cause  to-day 
Who  passed  the  law  as  Governor  of  Rome : 
"  Four  men  armed  "  —  though  for  lawful  pur- 
pose, mark  I 
Much    more   for   an   acknowledged    crime  — 

"shall  die." 
We  five  were  armed  to  the  teeth,  meant  murder 

too? 
Why,  that 's  the  very  i>oint  that  saves  us,  Fisc  I 
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Let  me  instmot  you.    Crime  nor  done   nor 

meant,  — 
ITou  punish  still  who  arm  and  congregate  : 
For  wherefore  use  bad  means  to  a  good  end  ? 
Crime  being  meant  not  done,  —  you  punish  still 
The  means  to  crime,  whereon  you  haply  m>unGe, 
Though  aooident  have  balked  them  of  effect. 
But  crime  not  only  compassed  but  complete, 
Meant  and  done  too  ?    Why,  since  you  haye 

the  end, 
Be  that  your  sole    concern,  nor   mind  those 

means 
No  lon^r  to  the  purpose  !    Murdered  we  ? 
( —  Which,  that  our  lack  was  in  the  present 

case. 
Quod  cofUtgisae  in  prcBsenti  ccisu, 
IE  palpable,  tuanibus  j>alpatum  eat  — ) 
Make  muraer  out  against  us,  nothing  else  I 
Of  many  crimes  committed  with  a  view 
To  one  main  crime.  Law  overlooks  the  less, 
Intent  upon  the  large.    Suppose  a  man 
Having  in  view  commission  of  a  theft, 
CUmbs  the  town-wall  :  't  is  for  the  theft  he 

hangs, 
In  case  he  stands  convicted  of  such  theft : 
Law  remits  whipping,  due  to  who  olomb  wall 
Through  bravery  or  wantonness  alone. 
Just  to  dislodge  a  daw's  nest,  plant  a  flag. 
So  I  interpret  you  the  manly  mind 
Of  him  about  to  iudge  both  you  and  me,  — 
Our  Governor,  wno,  being  no  Fisc,  my  Fiso, 
Cannot  have  blundered  on  ineptitude  1 
Next  aggravation,  —  that  the  arms  themselves 
Were  specially  of  such  forbidden  sort 
Througn  shane  or  lei^rth  or  breadth,  as,  prompt, 

Law  plucks 
From  single  hand  of  solitary  man. 
Making  him  pay  the  carriage  with  his  life : 
Delatio  armorum^  arms  against  the  role. 
Contra  fonnam  constitutionist  of 
Pope  Alexander's  blessed  memory. 
8uch  are  the  poniards  with  the  double  prong, 
Hom-Uke,  when  tines  make  bold  the  antlered 

buck. 
Each  prong  of  brittle  glass  —  wherewith  to  stab 
And  break  off  short  and  so  let  fragment  stick 
Fast  in  the  flesh  to  baffle  surgery : 
Such  being  the  Genoese  blade  with  hooked  edge 
That  did  us  service  at  the  villa  here. 
Sed  parcat  mihi  tarn  eximiua  vir^ 
But,  —  let  so  rare  a  personage  forgive,  — 
Fisc,  thy  objection  is  a  foppery  I 
Thy  charge  runs  that  we  killed  three  inno- 
cents: 
Killed,  dost  see  ?    Then,  if  killed,  what  matter 

how?  — 
By  stick  or  stone,  by  sword  or  dagger,  tool 
Long  or  tool  short,  round  or  triaxii^rular  — 
Poor  slain  folk  find  small  comfort  m  the  choice  I 
Means  to  an  end,  means  to  an  end,  my  Fisc  I 
Nature  cries  out,  **  Take  the  first  arras  you 

find  J  " 
Furor  mtnistrcU  <xrma :  where  's  a  stone  ? 
Unde  mi  /aptWem,  where  darts  for  me  ? 
Unde  sagiUaa  f    But  subdue  the  bard 
And  rationalize  a  little.    Eight  months  since, 
Had  we.  or  had  we  not.  incurred  your  blame 
For  letting  'scape  unpunished  this  bad  pair  ? 


I  think  I  proved  that  in  last  paragraph  I 
Why  did  we  so  ?    Because  our  courage  failed. 
Wherefore  ?   Through  lack  of  arms  to  fight  the 

foe : 
We  had  no  arms  or  merely  lawful  ones, 
An  unimportant  sword  and  blunderbuss, 
Against  a  foe,  pollent  in  potency, 
Tne  ametsius,  and  our  vixen  of  a  wife. 
Well  then,  how  culpably  do  we  ^^ird  loin  ^ 
And  once  more  undertsLKe  the  high  enaprise. 
Unless  we  load  ourselves  this  second  time 
With  handsome  superfluity  of  arms. 
Since  better  is  '*  too  much ''  than  "'  not  enough,** 
And  ''''  jdu8  non  ifiticU"  too  much  does  no  harm. 
Except  in  mathematics,  sages  say. 
Gather  instruction  from  the  parable  I 
At  first  we  are  advised  —  ''A  lad  hath  here 
Seven  barley  loavee  and  two  small  fishes :  what 
Is  that  among  so  many  ? ''    Aptly  asked : 
But  put  that  question  twice  and,  quite  as  ant. 
The  answer  is,  *'  Fragments,  twelve  baskets 

fulll** 

And,  while  we  speak  of  superabundaaoe,  fling 
We  word  by  the  way  to  fools  who  cast  their 

flout 
On  Guido  —  ^^  Punishment  were  pardoned  him, 
But  here  the  punishment  exceeds  offenoe : 
He  might  be  lust,  but  he  was  cruel  too  !  ** 
Why,  grant  there  seems  a  kind  of  cruelty  ^ 
In  downright  stabbing  people  he  could  maim, 
(If  so  you  stigmatize  the  stem  and  strict) 
Still,  Guido  meant  no  cruelty  —  may  plead 
Transgression  of  his  mandate,  over^ceal 
C  the  part  of  his  companions  :  aU  he  craved 
Was,  the^  should  frajr  the  faces  of  the  folk. 
Merely  disfigure,  nowise  make  them  die. 
Solummodofdssua  est,  he  owns  no  more, 
Dedisse  mandatum^  than  that  he  desired, 
Ad  ^isiandum,  dicam^  that  they  hack 
And  hew,  i*  the  customary  phrase,  his  wife 
Uxorem  tarUum,  and  no  harm  beside. 
If  his  instructions  then  be  miaoonceived. 
Nay,  disobeyed,  impute  you  blame  to  bun  ? 
Cite  me  no  Fanicollus  to  the  point. 
As  adverse  I    Oh,  I  quite  expect  his  case  — 
How  certain  noble  youths  of  Sicily 
Having  good  reason  to  mistrust  their  wives. 
Killed  them  and  were  absolved  in  consequence : 
While  others  who  had  gone  beyond  the  need 
By  mutilation  of  each  paramour  — 
As  Galba  in  the  Horatian  satire  grieved 
—  These  were  condemned  to  the  galleys,  cast  f  ov 

Exceeding  simple  murder  of  a  wife. 

But  why  ?    Because  of  ugliness,  and  not 

Cruelty,  in  the  said  reveni^,  I  trow  I 

Ex  causa  ahscissionis  parttum ; 

Qui  nemj)e  id/acierUes  reputantur 

Naturae  intmtct,  man  revolts 

Against  them  as  the  natural  enemy. 

Prav,  grant  to  one  who  meant  to  slit  the  nose 

Ana  slash  the  cheek  and  slur  the  month,  at 

most, 
A  somewhat  more  humane  award  than  these 
Obtained,  these  natural  enemies  of  man  I 
Objectum  funditus  corruit,  flat  you  fall. 
My  Fisc  !    I  waste  no  kick  on  you,  but 
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Third  aegntyation  :  that  our  act  was  done  — 
Not  in  tne  public  street,  where  safety^  lies, 
Not  in  the  by-place,  caution  may  avoid. 
Wood,  cavern,    desert,    spots    contrived    for 

crime,  — 
But  in  the  very  house,  home,  nook  and  nest, 
O*  die  victims,  murdered  in  their  dwelling-place. 
In  domo  ac  habitatione  fnropria^ 
Where  all  presumably  u  peace  and  joj. 
The  spider,  crime,  pronounce  we  twice  a  pest 
When,  creeping  from  congenial  cottage,  she 
TiJcetn  hold  with  her  hands,  to  horrify 
His  household  more,  i^  the  palace  of  the  king. 
All  three  were  housed  and  safe  and  confident. 
Moreover,  the  permiBsion  that  our  wife 
Should  have  at  length  domum  pro  carcere^ 
Her  own  abode  in  place  of  prison  —  whv. 
We  ourselves  granted,  by  our  other  self 
And  i>roxy  Paolo :  did  we  make  such  grant, 
Meaning  a  lure  ?  —  elude  the  vigilance 
O*  the  jailer,  lead  her  to  oommmlious  death. 
While  we  ostensibly  relented  ? 

Just  so  did  we,  nor  otherwise,  my  !Fisc  ! 
Is  vengeance  lawful  ?    We  demand  our  right, 
But  find  it  will  bo  ouestioned  or  refused 
By  jailer,  turnkey,  hangdog,  —  what  know  we  ? 
Fray,  how  is  it  we  should  conduct  ourselves  ? 
To  gain  our  private  right  —  break  public  peace. 
Do  you  bid  us  ?  —  trouble  order  witn  our  broils  ? 
Endanger  .  .  .  shall  I  shrink  to  own  .  .  .  our- 
selves ?  — 
Who  want  no  broken  head  nor  bloody  nose 
(While  busied  slitting  noses,  breaking  heads) 
From  the  first  tipstaff  that  may  interfere ! 
Nam  quicquid  stt,  for  howsoever  it  be, 
Ande  consensu  nostro^  if  with  leave 
Or  not,  a  monasterio^  from  the  nuns, 
Edttcta  esset^  she  had  been  led  forth, 
Potuimus  id  dissimulare^  we 
May  well  have  granted  leave  in  pure  pretence, 
Ut  aditum  habere,  that  thereby 
An  entry  we  might  compass,  a  free  move 
Potuissemufjt  to  her  easy  death. 
Ad  earn  occidendam.    Privacy 
O'  the  hearth,  and  sanctitude  of  home,  say  you  ? 
Shall  we  give  man's  abode  more  privilege 
Than  God's  ?  —  for  in  the  churches  where  he 

dwells, 
Jn  ouibus  assistit  Regum  Rex^  bv  means 
Of  bis  essence,  per  essentianij  all  the  same, 
£t  nihilominus,  therein,  in  ei«, 
JCx  justa  via  delinquensj  whoso  dares 
To  take  a  liberty  on  ground  enough. 
Is  mudoned,  excusatur :  that 's  our  case  — 
I>elinquent  through  befitting  cause.    Tou  hold, 
To  punish  a  false  wife  in  her  own  house 
Is  graver  than,  what  happens  every  day. 
To  nale  a  debtor  from  his  hiding-place 
In  church  protected  by  the  Sacrament  ?^ 
To  Uiis  conclusion  have  I  brought  my  Fisc  ? 
Foxes  have  holes,  and  fowls  o'  the  air  their 

nests : 
Praise  you  the  impiety  that  follows,  Fisc  ? 
Shall  false  wife  yet  have  where  to  lay  her  head  ? 
•*  Contra  Fiscum  d^/initum  estl^^    He 's  done ! 
**  Suroe  el  scribe^^*  make  a  note  of  it ! 
•~  If  I  may  didly  with  Aquinas'  word. 


Or  in  the  death-throe  does  he  mutter  still. 
Fourth  a^sgravation,  that  we  changed  our  garb. 
And  rusticized  ourselves  with  uncouth  hat. 
Rough  vest  and  goatskin  wrappage ;  murdered 

thus 
Mutatione  vestium^  in  disguise. 
Whereby  mere  murder  ^t  complexed  with  wile. 
Turned  nomicidium  ex  insidiis  f    Fisc, 
How  often  must  I  roand  thee  in  the  ears  — 
All  means  are  lawful  to  a  lawful  end  ? 
Concede  he  had  the  right  to  kill  his  wife  : 
The  Count  indulged  in  a  travest)- ;  why  ? 
De  ilia  ut  vindictam  sumeret^ 
That  on  her  he  might  lawful  vengeance  take, 
Commodius,  with  more  ease,  et  tutius. 
And  saf elier  :  wants  he  warrant  for  the  step  ? 
Read  to  thy  profit  how  the  Apostle  once 
For  ease  and  safety,  when  Damascus  ra^ed, 
Was  let  down  in  a  basket  by  the  wall. 
To  'scape  the  malice  of  the  governor 
(Another  sort  of  GKovemor  boasts  Rome  I) 
—  Many  are  of  opinion,  —  covered  <dose, 
Concealed  with  —  what  except  that  very  doak 
He  left  behind  at  Troas  afterward  ? 
I  shall  not  add  a  syllable  :  Molinists  ma^ ! 
Well,  have  we  more  to  manage  ?    Ay,  indeed  ! 
fifth  aggravation,  that  our  wife  reposisd 
Sub  potestate  judicis.  beneath 
Protection  of  the  judge,  —  her  house  was  styled 
A  prison,  and  his  power  became  its  guard 
In  lieu  of  wall  ana  gate  and  bolt  and  bar. 
This  is  a  touf h  point,  shrewd,  redoubttiUe : 
Because  we  have  to  supplicate  that  judge 
Shall  overlook  wrong  done  the  judgment-seat. 
Now,  I  might  suffer  my  own  nose  be  nulled^ 
As  man :  but  then  as  father  ...  if  tne  Fisc 
Touched  one  hair  of  my  boy  who  held  my  hand 
In  confidence  he  could  not  come  to  haim 
Crossing  the  Corso.  at  my  own  desire, 
Going  to  see  those  oodies  in  the  church  — 
What  would  vou  say  to  that,  Don  Hjacinth  f 
This  is  the  sole  and  single  knotty  pomt : 
For,  bid  Tommati  blink  his  interest. 
You  laud  his  magnanimity  the  while  : 
But  balk  Tommati's  office,  —  he  talks  big ! 
^*  My  predecessors  in  the  place,  —  Uiose  sons 
O'  uie  prophets  that  may  hope  succeed  me 

here, — 
Shall  I  diminish  their  prerogative  ? 
Count  Guide  Francescnini's  honor  I  —  well. 
Has  the  GK>yemor  of  Rome  none  ?  " 

You  perceive. 
The  cards  are  all  against  us.    ^lake  a  push. 
Kick  over  table,  as  shrewd  gamesters  ao  I 
We,  do  you  say,  encroach  upon  the  rights. 
Deny  the  omnipotence  o'  the  Judge  forsooth  ? 
We,  who  have  only  been  from  first  to  last 
Intending  that  his  purpose  should  prevail, 
Nay  more,  at  times,  anticipating^  it 
At  risk  of  liis  rebuke  ? 

But  wait  awhile  ! 
Cannot  we  lump^  this  with  the  sixth  and  last 
Of  the  iuigravations  —  that  the  Majesty 
O'  the  iSovereign  here  received  a  wound  ?   to 

wit, 
Lcesa  Majestas,  since  our  violence 
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Was  out  of  envy  to  the  ooune  of  Iaw, 
in  odium  litis  f    We  cut  short  thereby 
Three  pendinf^  snitB,  promoted  by  ourseWes 
I'  the  nudiL,  —  which  worsens  crime,  aceedit  ad 
JExasperationem  eriminis  ! 

Yes,  here  the  erupdve  wrath  with  full  effect  I 

HoWf  did  not  indifmation  chain  my  tongrne. 

Could  I  repel  this  lastf  wont  charge  of  all  I 

(There  is  a  porcupine  to  barbecue  ; 

Gij^A  can  jug  a  rabbit  well  enough, 

With  sour-sweet  sauce  and  pine-pips ;  but,  good 

Lord, 
Suppose  the  devil  instigate  the  wench 
To  stew,  not  roast  him  ?    Stew  mv  porcupine  ? 
If  she  does,  I  know  where  his  quills  shall  stick  I 
Come,  I  must  go  myself  and  see  to  things  : 
I  cannot  stav  much  longer  stewing  here.) 
Our  storaacn  ...  I  mean,  our  soul  is  stirred 

within. 
And  we  want  words.    We  wounded  Majesty  ? 
Fall  under  such  a  censure,  we  V  —  who  yearned 
So  much  that  Majesty  dispel  the  cloudy 
And  shine  on  us  with  healing  on  her  wings. 
That  we  prayed  Pope  Majesiaa*  very  self 
To  anticipate  a  little  the  tard^  pack. 
Bell  us  forth  deep  the  authoritative  bay 
Should  start  the  beagles  into  sudden  yelp 
Unisonous,  —  imd,  (rospel  leading  Law, 
Grant  diere  assemble  in  our  own  behoof 
A  Congregation,  a  particular  Court, 
A  few  picked  friends  of  quality  and  place, 
To  hear  the  several  matters  in  dispute. 
Causes  big,  little,^  and  indifferent, 
Bred  of  our  marriage  like  a  mushroom-growth. 
All  at  once  (can  one  brush  off  such  too  soon  ?) 
And  so  with  landable  dispatch  decide 
Whether  we,  in  the  main  (to  sink  detail) 
Were  one  the  Pope  should  hold  fast  or  let  go. 
^*  What,  take  the  credit  from  the  Law  ?  "  you 

ask? 
Indeed,  we  did !    Law  ducks  to  Gospel  here : 
Why  should  Law  gain  the  glory  and  pronounce 
A  judgment  shall  immortalize  the  Pope  ? 
Tes :  our  self-abnegating  policy 
Was  Joab^s  —  we  would    rouse    our    David^s 

sloth. 
Bid  him  encamp  against  a  city,  sack 
A  place  whereto  ourselves  had  long  laid  seige. 
Lest,  taking  it  at  last,  it  take  our  name 
Nor  be  styled  Innocentinopolis. 
But  no  t    The  modesty  was  in  alarm. 
The  temperance  refused  ijo  interfere, 
Retumea  us  our  petition  with  the  word 
**  Ad    indices    «mos,"      *' Leave    him    to    his 

Judge  I" 
As  who  should  say,^'  Why  trouble  my  repose  ? 
Why  consult  Peter  in  a  simple  case, 
Peter's  wife's  sister  in  her  fever-fit 
Bfxght  solve  as  readily  as  the  Apostle's  self  ? 
Are  my  Tribunals  posed  by  augnt  so  plain  ? 
Hath  not  my  Court  a  conscience  ?    It  is  of  age, 
Ask  it!" 

We  do  ask,  — but,  inspire  reply 
To  the  Court  thou  bidst  me  ask,   as  I  have 

asked  — 
Oh  thou,  who  vigilantly  dost  attend 


To  even  the  few,  the  ineffectual  words 
Which  rise  from  this   our  low  and  mnndana 

sphere 
Up  to  tny  region  out  of  smoke  and  noise. 
Seeking  corroboration  from  thy  nod 
Who  art  all  justice  —  which  means  mercy  too. 
In  a  low  noisy  smoky  world  like  ours 
Where  Adam's  sin  made  peccable  his  seed  ! 
We  venerate  the  father  oi  the  flock, 
Whose  last  faint  sands  of  life,  the  frittered 

gold. 
Fall  noiselesslv,  yet  all  too  fast,  o'  the  cone 
And  tu>ering  heap  of  those  collected  preats : 
Never  have  these  been  hurried  in  their  flow. 
Though  justice  fain  would  jog  reluctant  amoL, 
In  eagerness  to  take  the  forfeiture 
Of  guilty  life  :  much  less  shall  merc^  sue 
In  vain  that  thou  let  innocence  survive. 
Precipitate  no  minim  of  the  mass 
O'  the  all-so  precious  moments  of  thy  life. 
By  pushing  Ouido  into  death  and  doom ! 

(Our  Cardinal  engages  to  go  read 

The  Pope  my  speech,  and  point  its  beauties 

out. 
They    say,  the  Pope  has   one   half-hour,  in 

twelve. 
Of  something  like  a  moderate  return 
Of  the  intellectuals,  —  never  much  to  lose  I  — 
If  I  adroitly  plant  this  passage  there. 
The  Fiso  will  find  himself  forestalled,  I  think. 
Though  he  stand,  beat  till  the  old  ear-drum 

break  I 
—  Ah,  boy  of  my  own  bowels,  Hyacinth, 
Wilt  ever  catch  the  knack,  reqmte  the  pains 
Of  poor  pi^ta,  become  proficient  too 
I'  tne  how  and  why  and  when,  the  time  to 

laugh. 
The  time  to  weep,  the  time,  again,  to  pni^. 
And  all  the  times  prescribed  by  Holy  Wnt  ? 
Well,  well,  we  fatners  can  but  care,  but  cast 
Our  bread  upon  the  waters  I ) 

In  a  word. 
These  secondary  charges  go  to  ground. 
Since  secondary,  and  superfluous,  —  motes 
Quite  from  the  main  point:   we  did  all  and 

some. 
Little  and  much,  adjunct  and  principal. 
Causa  honoris.    Is  there  such  a  cause 
As  the  sake  of  honor  ?    By  that  sole  test  try 
Our  action,  nor  demand  if  more  or  less. 
Because  of  the  action's  mode,  we  merit  blame 
Or  maybe  deserve  praise  I    The  Court  decides. 
Is  the  end  lawful  ?    It  allows  the  means  : 
What  we  may  do,  we  may  with  safety  do. 
And  what  means  **  safety  "  we  ourselves  must 

judge, 
rut  case  a  person  wrongs  me  past  dispute : 
If  my  le^timate  vengeance  be  a  blow. 
Mistrusting  my  bare  arm  can  deal  that  blow, 
I  claim  co-operation  of  a  stick  ; 
Doubtful  if  stick  be  tough,  I  crave  a  sword  ; 
Diffident  of  ability  in  fence, 
I  fee  a  friend,  a  swordsman  to  assist : 
Take  one  —  he  may  be  coward,  fool  or  knave  : 
Why  not  take  fifty  ?  —  and  if  these  exceed 
I'  the  due  degree  of  drubbing,  whom  accuse 
But  the  first  author  of  the  aforesaid  wrong 
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Who  put  poor  me  to  snoh  a  world  of  pains  ? 
Sorgexy  would  have  juBt  exoised  a  wart : 
The  patient  made  such  pother,  strngig^led  so 
That  the  sharp  instrument  sliced  nose  and  all. 
Taunt  us  not  that  our  friends  performed  for 

nay  I 
Ourselves  had  toiled  for  simple  honoris  sake  : 
But  country  clowns  want  dirt  they  comprehend^ 
The  piece  of  gold  I      Our  reasons,  which  snftioe 
Ourselves,  he  ours  alone  ;  our  piece  of  g^old 
Be,  to  the  rustic,  reason  he  approves  I 
We  must  translate  our  motives  like  our  speech. 
Into  the  lower  phrase  that  suits  the  sense 
O'  the  limitedly  apprehensive.    Let 
Each  level  have  its  langfuage  I    Heaven  speaks 

first 
To  the  angel,  then  the  aogel  tames  the  word 
Down  to  the  ear  of  Tobit :  he,  in  turn, 
Diminishes  the  messa^  to  his  dog, 
And  finallv  that  dog  hnds  how  the  flea 
(Which    else,  importunate,  might   check  his 

speed) 
Shall  learn  its  hunger  must  have  holiday, 
By  application  of  his  tongue  or  paw : 
80  many  varied  sorts  of  language  here. 
Each  following  each  with  pace  to  match  the 

step, 
Haud  pasiiUu  cequis  I 

Talking  of  which  flea, 
Reminds  me  I  must  put  in  special  word 
For  the   poor   humble   following,  —  the  four 

friends, 
Sicarii,  our  assassins  caught  and  caged. 
Ounelves  are  safe  in  your  approval  now : 
Tet  must  we  care  for  our  companions,  plead 
The  cause  o^  the  poor,  the  friends  (of  old-world 

faith) 
Who  lie  in  tribulation  for  our  sake. 
Pauperum  Frocwrator  is  my  style : 
I  stand  forth  as  the  poor  man's  advocate  : 
And  when  we  treat  of  what  concerns  the  poor, 
Et  cum  agatur  de  pauperibus^ 
In  bondage,  ceirceratis,  for  their  sake, 
In  eorum  causis^  natural  piety, 
PieUu^  ever  ought  to  win  the  day, 
Triumphart  debiety  quia  ipsi  sunt. 
Because  those  very  paupers  constitute. 
Thesaurus  Christi,  ail  the  wealth  of  Christ. 
Nevertheless  I  shall  not  hold  you  long 
With  multiplicity  of  proofs,  nor  bum 
Cuidle  at  noontide,  clarify  the  clear. 
There    beams    a    case    refulgent    from    our 

books  — 
Castrensis,  Butringarius,  everywhere 
I  find  it  bum  to  dissipate  the  dark. 
'T  is  this :    a   husband  had  a  friend,  which 

friend 
Seemed  to  him  over-friendly  with  his  wife 
In  Uiought  and  purpose,  ~  I  pretend  no  more. 
To  iustifv  suspicion  or  dispel, 
He  bids  his  wife  make  show  of  giving  heed. 
Semblance  of  sympathy  j—  propose,  in  fine, 
A  secret  meeting  m  a  private  place. 
The  friend,  enticed  thus,  finds  an  ambuscade. 
To  wit,  the  husband  posted  with  a  pack 
Of  other  friends,  who  fall  upon  the  first 
And  beat  his  love  and  life  out  both  at  onee. 


These  friends  were    brought  to  question   for 

their  he^ ; 
Law  ruled,  **  The  husband  being  in  the  rigbt. 
Who  helped  him  in  the  right  can  scarea   be 

wrong  *'  -7 
Opinio y  an  opinion  every  way, 
MuUum  tenenda  cordi,  heart  should  hold  I 
When  the  inferiors  follow  as  befits 
The  lead  o*  the  principal,  they  change  their 

namcj 
And,  non  dtcuntur,  are  no  longer  called 
His  mandatories,  mandatorii^ 
But  helpmates,  sed  auxiliatores ;  since 
To  that  degpree  does  honor's  sake  lend  aid, 
Adeo  honons  causa  est  ^cojc^ 
That  not  alone,  non  solum^  does  it  pour 
Itself  out,  se  d\jff\mdat.  on  mere  friends 
We  bring  to  do  our  bidding  of  this  sort. 
In  manaatorios  simplices^  but  sucks 
Along  with  it  in  wide  and  generous  whirl, 
Sed  etiam  assassinii  qualitate 
QualiJicatoSj  people  qualified 
By  the  quality  of  assassination's  self. 
Dare  I  xnake  use  of  such  neologism, 
Ut  utar  tferbo. 


Haste  we  to  oonolnde : 
Of  the  other  points  that  favor,  leave  some  few 
For  Spreti  ;  such  as  the  delinquents'  yonth. 
One  of  them  falls  short,  by  some  months,  of 

age 
Fit  to  be  managed  by  the  gallows ;  two 
May  plead  exemption  from  our  law's  awaid. 
Being  foreigners,  subjects  of  the  Qranduke  — 
I  spare  that  bone  to  Spreti.  and  reserve 
Myself  the  juicier  breast  01  argument — 
Flinging  the  breast^blade  i'  tibe  face  o'  the  Fiao, 
Wlio  furnished  me  the  tidbit :  he  must  needs 
Play  o£F  his  privil^e  and  rack  the  downs,  — 
Ana  they,  at  instance  of  the  rack,  confess 
All  four  unanimously  made  resolve,  — 
Tlie   night   o'  the   murder,  in   brief  mumta 

snatched 
Behind  the  back  of  Guido  as  he  fled,  — 
That,  since  he  had  not  kept  his  promise,  paid 
The  money  for  the  murder  on  the  spot. 
So,  reaching  home  a^ain,  might  please  ignore 
The  pact  or  pay  them  in  improper  coin,  — 
They   one   and   all    resolved,    these    hopeful 

friends, 
'T  were  best  inaugurate  the  morrow's  light, 
Nature  recruited  with  her  due  repose. 
By  killing  Quido  as  he  lay  asleep 
Pillowed  on  wallet  which  contained  their  fee. 

I  thank  the  Fisc  for  knowledge  of  this  fact: 

What  fact  could  hope  to  make  more  manifest 

Their  rectitude,  Gmdo's  int^ritv  ? 

For  who  fails  recognize  the  touching  truth 

That  these  poor  rustics  bore  no  envy,  hate. 

Malice  nor  yet  unoharitableness 

Against  the  people  they  had  put  to  death  ? 

In  them,  did  such  an  act  reward  itself  ? 

All  done  was  to  deserve  the  simple  pay. 

Obtain   the   bread  clowns  earn  by  sweat  of 

brow. 
And   missing   which,  they    missed  of   every- 
thing— 
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Henoe  clAimed  pay,  even  at  expense  of  life 
To  their  own  lord,  ao  little  warped  (admire  I) 
By  yrepooBiwion,  suoh  the  abBolute 
lujBtmot  of  equity  in  matio  souls  1 
Whereas  our  Count,  the  cultivated  mind. 
He,  whollv  rapt  in  hui  serene  regard 
Of  honor,  ne  contemplatin£r  the  sun. 
Who  hardly  marks  it  taper  hlink  helow, 
He,  dreaming  of  no  anpiment  for  death 
Except  a  vengeance  worthy  noble  hearts,  — 
Dared  not  so  desecrate  the  deed,  forsooth, 
Viilgariae  vengeance,  as  defray  its  cost 
By  money  dug  from  out  the  dirty  earth. 
Irritant  mere,  in  Ovid's  phrase,  to  ill. 
What  though  he  lured  base  ninds  by  lucre's 

hope,  — 
The  only  motive  they  could  masticate, 
Milk  for  babes,  not  strong  meat  which  men  re- 
quire? 
The  deed  done,  those  coarse  hands  were  soiled 

enough. 
He  spared  them  the  pollution  of  the  Pf^y*, 
So  much  for  the  allej^ement,  thine,  ray  Fisc, 
Quo  nil  absurdiu»y  than  which  naught  more 

mad, 
Exrogitori  potest,  ma^  be  squeezed 
From  out  the  cogitative  brain  of  thee  i 

And  now,  thou  excellent  the  Qovemor  I 
(Pnsh  to  the  peroration)  cce^erum 
Evixe  supplicOj  I  strive  in  prayer, 
Ut  dominis  meiSy  that  unto  the  Court, 
Semgna/ronte,  with  a  gracious  brow, 
Et  oculia  serenis,  and  mild  eyes, 
Perpendere  placeat,  it  may  please  them  weigh, 
Qtfoa  dominus  Guido,  that  our  noble  Count, 
Oocidit,  did  the  killing  in  dispute, 
Ut  ^U8  honor  tumulatwt,  that 
The  honor  of  him  buried  fathom-deep 
In  infamy,  in  if\famia,  might  arise, 
Reswqeret,  as  ghost  breaks  sepulchre  1 
OcctWi/.  f or  he  killed,  uxorem^  wife, 
lia  illifuitj  since  she  was  to  him, 
tproibrio,  a  disgrace  and  nothing  more  1 
!&  genitores,  killed  her  parents  too, 

gtfi,  who,  postposita  verecundia, 
aving  thrown  off  all  sort  of  decency, 
JFiliam  repudiarunt,  had  renounced 
Their  daughter,  cUgue  dedarcare  non 
ErtU)uenint,  nor  felt  blush  tinge  cheek. 
Declaring,  meretridt  genitam 
Esse,  she  was  the  offspring  of  a  drab, 
Ut  ipse  dehonestcaretur,  iust 
That  so  himself  might  lose  his  social  rank  I 
Chjus  mentem,  and  which  daughter's  heart  and 

soul. 
They,   perverterunt,    turned    from    the    right 

course, 
Et  ad  iUicitos  amores  non 
Dumtaxat  peUexerunt,  and  to  love 
Not  simply  did  alluringly  incite, 
iSfd  vi  obediential  but  by  force 
O'  the  duty,  filicdit,  daughters  owe, 
Coeqerunt,  forced  and  drove  her  to  the  deed : 
Occidit^  I  repeat  he  killed  the  clan, 
Ne  scilicet  amplius  in  dedecore, 
Ij^fst  peradventure  longer  life  might  trail, 
Viveret,  link  by  link  his  turpituda 


Invisus  consanfuineis,  hateful  so 

To  kith  and  kmdred,  a  nobilibut  ^ 

NotcUtts,  shunned  bv  men  of  quality, 

Belictus  cib  amicisy  left  i'  the  lurch 

By  friends,  ab  omnibus  derisus,  turned 

A  common  hack-block  to  try  edge  of  jokes. 

Occidit,  and  he  killed  them  here  in  Honke, 

In  Urbe,  the  Eternal  City,  (Sirs, 

Nempe  qua  alias  spectata  est. 

The  appropriate  theatre  which  witnessed  onoe, 

Maironam  no6t/tfm,  Lueretia's  self, 

Abluere  pudicitia  maculas, 

Wash  on  the  spots  of  her  pudicity. 

Sanguine  proprio,  with  her  own  pure  blood ; 

Q^  vidit.  and  which  city  also  saw. 

Pattern,  Virjiiinius,  undequaqw,  quite, 

Impunem^  with  no  sort  of  punisnment. 

Nor,  et  non  illaudatum,  lacking  praise, 

ikd  poUuentem  parricidio. 

Imbrue  his  hands  with  butchery,  ^t<E, 

Of  chaste  Virginia,  to  avoid  a  rape, 

Ne  raperetur  ad  stupra:  so  to  heart, 

Tanti  lUi  cordifuitn  did  he  takcj 

Suspicio,  the  mere  fancy  men  might  have, 

Honoris  amittendi,  of  fame's  loss, 

Ut  potius  voluerit  ,filia 

Oroari,  he  preferred  to  lose  his  child, 

Qud'n  ilia  tncederet,  rather  than  she  walk 

The  ways  an,  inhonesta,  child  disgraced, 

Lic^  non  sponte,  though  against  her  will. 

Occidit  -^  killed  them,  I  reiterate  — 

In  propria  domo,  in  their  own  abode, 

Ut  adultera  et  parentes,  that  each  wretch, 

Conacii  ogTtoscerent,  might  both  see  and  say, 

Nullum  locum,  there  's  no  place,  nuUumque  esse 

Asylum,  nor  yet  refuge  of  escape, 

Impem^abilem^  shall  serve  as  oar, 

Honori  lasso,  to  the  wounded  one 

In  honor ;  neve  ibi  opTprobria 

Continuarentrtr,  kiUea  them  on  the  spot 

Moreover,  dreading  lest  within  those  walls 

The  opprobrium  |>eradventure  be  prolcH^ged, 

Et  domus  qua  testis  fuit  turpium. 

And  that  the  domi<ale  which  witnessed  crime, 

Enset  et  ponce,  might  watch  punishment : 

Occidit,  killed,  I  round  you  in  the  ears. 

Quia  alio  modo,  since  by  other  mode, 

iv  on  poterat  ejus  existimatio. 

There  was  no  possibility  his  fame, 

IxBsa,  gashed  griesl^,  torn  enormiter, 

Ducere  cicatrices,  might  be  healed  : 

Occidit  ut  exemplum  praberet 

Uxoribus,  killed  her.  so  to  lesson  wives 

Jura  conjugii,  that  the  marriage-oath. 

Esse  servanda,  must  be  kept  henceforth  : 

Occidit  denique,  killed  her,  in  a  word, 

Ut  pro  posse  honestus  viveret, 

That  he,  please  God,  might  creditably  live. 

Sin  mifttis,  but  if  fate  willed  otherwise, 

Proprii  honoris,  of  his  outraged  fame* 

OfTensi,  by  Mannaia,  if  yon  please, 

Commiseranda  victima  caderet. 

The  pitiable  victim  he  should  fall ! 

Done  I    I'  the  rough,  i'  the  rough !    But  done  I 

And,  lo, 
Landed  and  stranded  lies  my  very  speech, 
My  miracle,  my  monster  of  defence  — 
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Leyiathan  into  the  nose  whereof 

I  have  pat   iish-hook,  pierced    his  jaw  with 

thorn, 
And  given  him  to  my  maidens  for  a  phiy  1 
I'  the  rough  :  to-raorrow  I  review  my  piece 
Tame  here  and  there  undue  fioridity. 
It 's  hard :  you  have    to  plead    before  these 

prieste 
And  poke  at  them  with  Scripture,  or  you  pass 
For  heathen  and,  what 's  worse,  for  ignorant 
O^  the  qiiahtv  o^  the  Court  and  what  it  likes 
By  way  of  illustration  of  the  law. 
To-morrow  stick  in  this,  and  tlirow  out  that. 
And,  having  first  ecclesiasticized, 
Regularize  the  whole,  next  emphasize, 
Then  latinize,  and  lastly  Ciuero-ize, 
Giving    my    Fiao    his    finish.     There  's    my 

speech  ! 
And  where  's  ray  fry,  and  family  and  friends  ? 
Where  's  that  huge  Hyacinth  I  mean  to  hug 
Till   he    cries   out,      "^  Jam   satis!      Let   me 

breathe ! " 
Now,  what  an  evening  have  I  earned  to-day  I 
Hail,  ye  true  pleasures,  all  the  rest  are  false  I 
Oh,  the  old  mother,  oh,  the  fattish  wife  I 
R(^ie  Hyacinth  shall  put  on  paper  toque, 
And  wrap  himself  around  with  mammals  veil 
Done  up  to  imitate  papa^s  black  robe, 
(1  'm  in  the  secret  ot  tne  comedy,  — 
Part  of  the  procrram  leaked  out  long  ago  I) 
And  call  himself  the  Advocate  o'  the  Poor, 
Mimic  Don  father  that  defends  the  Count : 
And  for  reward  shall  have  a  small  full  glass 
Of  manly  red  rosolio  to  himself, 

—  Always  provided  that  he  conjugate 
Bt6o,  I  drink,  correctly  --;  nor  be  found 
Make  the  perfectum^  btpsi^  as  last  year  I 
How  the  ambitious  do  so  harden  heart 
As  lightly  hold  by  these  home-sanctitudes. 
To  me  is  matter  of  bewilderment  — 
Bewilderment  I     Because  ambition *s  range 
Is  nowise  tethered  by  domestic  tie  : 

Am  I  refused  an  outJet  from  my  home 

To  tlie  world^s  stage  ?  —  whereon  a  man  should 

play 
The  man  in  public,  vigilant  for  law. 
Zealous  for  truth,  a  credit  to  his  kind, 
Nay,  —  since,  employing  talent  so,  I  yield 
The  Lord  his  own  again  with  nsurv,  — 
A  satisfaction,  yea.  to  Ood  himself  ! 
Well,  I  have  modelled  me  by  Agnr's  wish, 
**  Remove  far  from  me  vanity  and  lies. 
Feed  me  with  food  convenient  forme !  "    What 
I*  the  world  should  a  wise  man  require  beyond  ? 
Can  I  but  coax  the  good  fat  little  wife 
To  tell  her  fool  of  a  father  the  mad  prank 
EUs  scapeiarrace  nephew  played  this  time  last 

year 
At  Carnival  I    He  could  not  choose,  I  think. 
But  modify  that  inconsiderate  gift 
O*  the  cup  and  cover  (somewhere  in  the  will 
Under  the  pillow,  some  one  seems  to  guess) 

—  Correct  tnat  clause  in  favor  of  a  boy 

The  trifle  ought  to  grace,  with  name  engraved. 
Would  look  so  well,  produced  m  future  years 
To  pledge  a  memory,  when  poor  papa 
Latin  and  law  are  long  since  laid  at  rest  — 
IfyactnMo  dono  dedit  avus  I    Why, 


The  ¥afe  should  get  a  necklace  for  her  pains, 

The  very  pearls  that  made  Violante  proud. 

And  Pietro  pawned  fur  half  their  value  onoe,  — 

Redeemable  by  somebody,  ne  sit 

Marita  qwx  rotundioribus 

Onusta  maminis  .  .  .  baccis  ambuUt : 

Her  bosom  shall  display  the  big  round  balls. 

No  braver  proudly  borne  by  wedded  wife  I 

With  which  Horatian  promise  I  conclude. 

Into  the  pigeon-hole  with  thee,  my  speech  I 
Off  and  away,  first  work,  then  play,  play,  play! 
Bottini,  burn  thy  books,  thou  blauiig  ass  1 
2Sing  ''  Trarla-la,  for,  lambkins,  we  must  live  ! " 
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Had  I  God^s  leave,  how  I  would  alter  things  I 

If  I  mififht  read  instead  of  print  my  speech,  — 

Ay,  ana  enliven  speech  with  many  a  flower 

Refuses  obstinate  to  blow  in  print. 

As  wildings  planted  in  a  prim  parterre,— 

This  scurvy  room  were  turned  an  immense  hall ; 

Oppo8it«,  fifty  judges  in  a  row ; 

This  side  and  that  of  me,  for  audience  —  Rome : 

And,  where  yon  window  is,  the  Pope  should 

hide  — 
Watch,  curtained,  but  peep  visibly  enough. 
A  buzz  of  expectation  1    Througli  the  crowd. 
Jingling  his  chain  and  stumping  with  his  staff, 
Up  comes  an  usher,  louts  him  low,  ''  The  Court 
Requires  the  allocution  of  the  Fisc !  *' 
I  rise,  I  bend,  I  look  about  me,  pause 
O'er  the  hushed   multitude :    I  oount  —  One, 

two 


Have  ye  seen,  Judges,  have  ye,  lights  of  law,  — 
When  it  noay  hap  some  painter,  much  in  vogue 
Throughout  our  city  nutritive  of  arts, 
Te  summon  to  a  task  shall  test  his  worth. 
To  manufacture,  as  he  knows  and  can, 
A  work  may  decorate  a  palace-wall, 
Affords  my  lords  their  Holy  Family,  — 
Hath  it  escaped  the  acumen  of  the  Court 
How  such  a  painter  sets  himself  to  paint  ? 
Suppose  that  Joseph,  Mary  and  her  Babe 
A-joumeying  to  Egypt,  prove  the  piece  : 
Why,  first  he  sedmouslv  practiseth. 
This  painter,  —  girding  lorn  and  lighting  lamp,  — 
On  what  may  nourish  eye,  make  facile  hand  ; 
Getteth  him  studies  (styled  by  draughtsmen  so) 
From  some  assistant  corpse  of  Jew  or  Turk 
Or,  haply,  Molinist,  he  cuts  and  carves,  — 
This  Luca  or  this  Carlo  or  the  like. 
To  him  the  bones  their  inmost  secret  jrield. 
Each  notch  and  nodule  signify  their  use  : 
On  him  the  muscles  turn,  in  triple  tier. 
And  pleasantly  entreat  the  entrust«d  man 
**  Familiarize  thee  with  our  play  tliat  lifts 
Thus,  and  thus  lowers   again,  leg,  arm  and 
footl" 
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—  £iisariiiff  due  oorrectneas  in  the  nude. 
Which  done,  is  all  done  ?    Not  a  whit,  ye  know  1 
He,  —  to  art ^8  surface  rising  from  her  depth,— 
If  some  flax-polled  sof t-hearded  sire  be  found, 
3iay  simulate  a  Joseph,  (happy  chance  I)  — 
Limneth  exact  each  wrinkle  of  the  brow, 
Loeeth  no  involution,  cheek  or  chap. 
Till  lo,  in  black  and  white,  the  senior  lives ! 
Is  it  a  young  uid  coraelv  peasant-nurse 
That  poseth  ?  (be  the  phrase  accorded  me  !) 
Each  feminine  delight  of  florid  lip, 
£ye8  brimming  o  er  and    brow  bowed  down 

with  love. 
Marmoreal  neck  and  bosom  uberous,  — 
Glad  on  the  paper  in  a  trice  they  go 
To  help  his  notion  of  the  Mother-maid : 
Methinks  I  see  it,  chalk  a  little  stumped  I 
Yea  and  her  babe  —  that  flexure  of  soft  limbs, 
That  budding  face  imbued  with  dewy  sleep. 
Contribute  each  an  excellence  to  Chnst. 
Nay,  since  he  humbly  lent  companionship, 
Even  the  poor  ass,  unpanniered  and  elate 
Stands,  perks  an  ear  up,  he  a  model  too ; 
While  clouted  shoon,  sta£f,  scrip  and  water- 
gourd,  — 
Aught  may  betoken  travel,  heat  and  haste,  — 
No  |ot  nor  tittle  of  these  but  in  its  turn 
Ministers  to  perfection  of  the  piece  : 
Till    now,   such   piece    before    him,  part   by 

part,— 
Such  prelude  ended,  —  pause  our  painter  may. 
Submit  his  fifty  studies 


And 


in  some 
lords.'' 


sort 


lies  one  by  one, 
boast  *'  I  have 


served  my 


But  what?    And  hath  he  painted  once  this 

while  ? 
Or  when  ye  cry,  "  Produce  the  thing  required. 
Show  us  our  picture  shall  rejoice  its  niche, 
Tliy    Journey   through    the    Desert   done   in 

oiU ! "  - 
What,  doth  he  fall  to  shuffling  'mid  his  sheets, 
Fumbling  for  first  this,  then  the  other  fact 
Consigned    to   paper,  —  *'  studies,"    bear    the 

term  I  — 
And  stretch  a  canvas,  mix  a  pot  of  paste. 
And  fasten  here  a  head  and  there  a  tail, 
(The  ass  hath  one,  my  Judges !)  so  dove-tail 
Or,  rather,  ass-tail  in,  piece  sorrily  out  — 
B  V  bits  of  reproduction  of  the  life  — 
The  picture,  the  expected  Family  ? 
I  trow  not  I  do  I  miss  with  my  conceit 
The  mark,  mv  lords  ?  —  not  so  my  lords  were 

served  I 
Katfaer  your  ardat  turns  abrupt  from  thrae. 
And  preferably  buries  him  and  broods 
(Quite  away  from  aught  vulgar  and  extern) 
On  the  inner  spectrum,  filtered  through  the  eye, 
His  brain-deposit,  bred  of  many  a  drop, 
JEpluribut  unum:  uid  the  wiser  he  ! 
For  in  that  braiu,  —  their  fancy  sees  at  work. 
Could  ray  lords  peep  indulged,  —  results  alone, 
Not  processes  wnich  nourish  such  results, 
Womd  they  discover  and  appreciate,  —  life 
Fed  bv  digestion,  not  raw  food  itself, 
No  goobets  but  smooth  comfortable  chyme 
Secreted  from  each  snapped-up  crudity,  — 
Lms  distinct,  part  by  part,  but  in  thA  whole 


Truer  to  the  subject^  —  the  main  central  truth 
And  soul  o'  the   picture,   would  my   Judges 

Not  those  mere  fragmentary  studied  facts 
Which    answer   to    the    outward    frame   and 

flesh  — 
Not  this  nose,  not  that  eyebrow,  the  other  fact 
Of  man's  staff,  woman's  stole  or  infant's  clout. 
But  lo,  a  spirit-birth  conceived  of  flesh. 
Truth  rare  and  real,  not  transcripts,  fact  and 

false. 
The  studies  —  for  his  pupiU  and  himself ! 
The  picture  be  for  our  eximious  Rome 
And  —  who  knows  ?  —  satisf v  its  Governor, 
Whose  new  wing  to  the  villa  he  hath  bought 
(God  give  him  joy  of  it)  by  Capeua,  soon 
('T  is  omited)  shall  be  glowing  with  the  brush 
Of  who  hath  long  surpassed  the  Florentine. 
Tlie  Urbinate  and  .  .  .  what  if  I  dared  add. 
Even  his  master,  yea  the  Cortonese,  — 
I  mean  the  accomplished  Giro  Ferri,  Sirs  ! 
(—  Did  not  he  die  ?    I  '11  see  before  I  print.) 

End  we  exordium,  Phcebns  plucks  my  ear  ! 
Thus  then,  just  so  and  no  wnit  otherwise. 
Have  T,  —  engaged  as  I  were  Giro's  self, 
To  paint  a  pajrallel,  a  Family, 
The  patriarch  Pietro  with  his  wise  old  wife 
To  boot  (as  if  one  introduced  Saint  Anne 
By  bold  conjecture  to  complete  the  group) 
And  juvenile  Pompilia  with  her  balM, 
Who,  seeking  safety  in  the  wilderness, 
Were    all    surprised    by   Herod,    while    out- 
stretched 
In  sleep  beneath  a  palm-tree  by  a  spring. 
And  killed  —  the  very  circumstance  I  paint, 
Moving  the  pity  and  terror  of  my  lords  — 
Exacth;  so  have  I,  a  month  at  least. 
Your  Fiscal,  made  me  cognizant  of  facts. 
Searched  out,  pried  into,  pressed  the  meaning 

forth 
Of  every  piece  of  evidence  in  point. 
How  bloodv  Herod  slew  these  innocents,  — > 
Until  the  glad  result  is  gained,  the  group 
Demonstrably  presented  in  detail. 
Their  slumber  and  his  onslaught,  —  like  as  life. 
Yea,  and,  availing  me  of  help  allowed 
By  law,  discreet  provision  lest  my  loids 
Be  too  much  troubled  by  effrontery,  — 
The  rack,  law  plies  suspected  crime  withal  — 
(Law  that  hath  listenea  while  the  Ivtist  sang 
**  Lene  tormentum  ingenio  admoms. 
Gently  thou  joggest  by  a  twinge  the  wit, 
**  Plerumque  duro^'*'*  else  were  slow^  to  blab !) 
Through  this  concession  my  full  cup  runs  o'er : 
The  guilty  owns  his  guilt  without  reserve. 
Therefore  by  part  and  part  I  clutch  my  case 
Which,  in  entirety  now,  —  momentous  task,  — 
My  lords  demand,  so  render  them  I  must, 
Since,  one  poor  pleading  more  and  I  have  dona 
But  shall  I  ply  my  papers,  play  my  proofs. 
Parade  my  studies,  fidrty  in  a  row, 
As  though  the  Court  were  ^et  in  pupilage. 
Claimed  not  the  artist's  ultimate  appeal  ? 
Much  rather  let  me  soar  the  height  prescribed 
And,  bowing  low,  proffer  my  picture's  self ! 
No  more  of  proof,  disproof,  —  such  virtue  was. 
Such  vice  was  never  in  Pompilia,  now  ! 
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Far  better  say  '/  Behold  Pompilia  I ''  —  for 
I  leave  the  fainily  as  UDmanafj^eable, 
And  stick  to  just  one  portrait,  but  life-size.) 
Hath  calumny  iniputea  to  the  fair 
A  blemishf  mole  on  cheek  or  wart  on  chin, 
Much   more,   blind   hidden   horrors   best   un- 
named? 
Shall  I  descend  to  prove  you,  point  by  point. 
Never  was  knock-knee  known  nor  splay-toot 

found 
In  Phryne  ?    (I  must  let  the  portrait  go. 
Content  me  with  the  model,  i  believe)  ~ 

—  I  prove  this  ?    An  indignant  sweep  of  hand. 
Dash  at  and  doing  away  with  drapery, 

And,  —  use  vour  eyes,  Athenians,  smooth  she 

smiles! 
Or,  —  since  my  client  can  no  loi^^er  smile, 
And  more  appropriate  instances  abound.  — 
What  is  this  Tale  of  Tarquin,  how  the  slave 
Was  caught  by  him,  preferred  to  Gollatine  ? 
Thou,  even  from  thy  corpse-clothes  virginal, 
Look'st  the  lie  dead,  Lucretia ! 

Thus  at  least 
I,  by  the  guidance  of  antiquity, 
(Our  one  infallible  guide,)  now  operate, 
bure  that  the  innocence  thus  shown  is  safe  ; 
Sure,  too,  that,  while  I  plead,  the  echoes  cry 
(Lend  my  weak   voice   thy  trump,  sonorous 

Fame !) 
*^  Monstrosity  the  Phrynean  shape  shall  mar. 
Lucre tia^s  soul  comport  with  Tarquin 's  lie. 
When  thistles  grow  on  vines  or  thorns  yield  figs. 
Or  oblique  sentence  leave  this  judgment-seat !  " 

A  great  theme :  ma^  mv  strength  be  adequate  I 
For  —  paint  Pompilia,  oares  my  feebleness  ? 
How  did  I  unaware  engine  so  much 

—  Find  myself  undertaking  to  produce 
A  faultless  nature  in  a  flawless  form  ? 

What  *ft  here  ?    Oh,  turn  aside  nor  dare  the 

blaze 
Of  such  a  crown,  such  constellation,  say, 
As  jewels  here  thy  front,  Humanity  ! 
First,  infancy,  pellucid  as  a  pearl ; 
Then,  childhood  —  stone  which,  dewdrop  at  the 

first,  ^ 
(An  old  conjecture)  sucks,  by  dint  of  f^sae, 
Blue  from  the  sky  and  turns  to  sapphire  so : 
Tet  both  these  gems  eclipsed  by,  last  and  best. 
Womanliness  and  wifehood  opaline, 
Its  milk-white  pallor,  —  chastity,  —  suflPused 
With  here  and  there  a  tint  and  hint  of  fiame,  — 
Desire,  —  the  lapidary  loves  to  find. 
Such  jewels  bind  conspicuously  thy  brow, 
Pompilia,  infant,  child,  maid,  woman,  wife  — 
Crown  the  ideal  in  our  earth  at  last ! 
What  should  a  faculty  like  mine  do  here  ? 
ClcM  eyes,  or  else,  the  rashlier  hurry  hand  I 

Which  is  to  say,  —  lose  no  time  but  begin ! 

Sermocinando  ne  declamem^  Sirs, 

Ultra  clepsydram^  as  our  preachers  smile. 

Lest  I  exceed  my  hourglass.    Whereupon, 

As  Flaccns  prompts,  I  dare  the  epic  plunge  — 

Begin  at  once  with  marriage,  up  till  when 

Little  or  nothing  would  arrest  your  love. 

In  the  easeful  life  o^  the  lady  ;  lamb  and  lamb. 

How  do  they  differ  ?    Know  one,  you  know  all 


Manners  of  maidenhood :  mere  maiden  she. 
And  since  all  lambs  are  like  in  more  than  fleece, 
Prepare  to  find  that,  lamb-like,  she  too  frisks  -^ 
O'  the  weaker  sex,  my  lords,  the  weaker  sex  I 
To  whom,  the  Teian  teaches  us,  for  gift. 
Not   strength,  —  man's    dower,  —  but    oeanty, 

nature  gave. 
'*  Beauty  in  lieu  oi  spears,  in  lieu  of  shields  I " 
And  what  is  beauty's  sure  concomitant. 
Nay,  intimate  essential  character. 
But  melting  wiles,  deliciousest  deceits. 
The  whole  redoubted  armory  of  love  ? 
Therefore  of  vernal  pranks,  dishevellings 
O'  the  hair  of  youth  that  dances  April  in. 
And  easily-imagined  Hebe-slips 
O'er  sward  which  May  makes  over-smooth  for 

foot  — 
These  shall  we  pry  into  ?  —  or  wiselier  wink. 
Though  numerous  and  dear  they  may  have 

been? 

For  lo.  advancing  Hymen  and  his  pomp  I 
Disceaunt  nunc  amores^  loves,  farewell ! 
Maneat  amor,  let  love,  the  sole,  remain  ! 
Farewell  to  dewiness  and  prime  of  life ! 
Remains   the  rough  determined  day :    danoe 

done. 
To  work,  with  plough  and   harrow  I     What 

comes  next  ? 
'T  is  Guido  henceforth  guides  Pompilia's  step. 
Cries,  **  No  moi'e  friskings  o'er  the  foodful  glebe, 
£lse,  'ware  the  whip  I        Accordingly, — first 

crack 
0'  the  thong,  —  we  hear  that  his  yonng  wife 

was  barred, 
Cohihita  faity  from  the  old  free  life, 
Vitam  liber iorem  dticere. 
Demur  we  ?    Nowise  :  heifer  brave  the  hind  ? 
We  seek  not  there  should  lapse  the  natural  law. 
The  proper  piety  to  lord  and  king 
And  tiusband  :  let  the  heifer  bear  the  yoke  I 
Only,  I  crave  he  cast  not  patience  off. 
This  hind  ;  for  deem  you  she  endures  the  whip. 
Nor  winces  at  the  goad,  nay,  restive,  kicks  ? 
What  if  the  adversary's  charge  be  just. 
And  all  untowardly  she  pursue  her  way 
With  groan  and  grunt,  though  hind  strike  ne'er 

so  hard? 
If  petulant  remonstrance  made  appeal. 
Unseasonable,  o'erprotract«d,  —  if 
Importunate  challenge  taxed  the  public  ear 
When  silence  more  decorously  haa  served 
For  protMtation,  —  if  Pompiuan  plaint 
Wrought  but  to  aggravate  Guidonion  ire,  — 
Why,  such  mishaps,  ungainly^  though  they  be. 
Ever  companion  change,  are  incident 
To  altered  modes  and  novelty  of  life : 
The  philosophic  mind  expects  no  less. 
Smilingly  knows  and  names  the  crisis,  sits 
Waiting  till  old  things  go  and  new  arrive. 
Therefore,  I  hold  a  husband  but  inept 
Who  turns  impatient  at  such  transit-time. 
As  if  this  running  from  the  rod  would  last ! 

Since,  even  while  I  speak,  the  end  is  reached : 
Success  awaits  the  soon-disheartened  man. 
The  parents  turn  their  backs  and  leave  the 
house. 
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The  wife  ma^  wail  but  none  shall  intervene : 
He  hath  attained  his  objeotf  groom  and  bride 
Partake  the  naptial  bower  no  soul  can  see, 
Old  thinn  are  passed  and  all  again  b  new, 
Over  and  gone  the  obstacles  to  peace, 
Novorum  —  tenderly  the  Mantuan  turns 
The  expression,  some  snoh  purpose  in  his  eye  — 
Nascitur  ordo  !    Every  storm  is  laid, 
And  forth  from  plain  eaeh  pleasant  herb  may 

peep, 
Eaeh  bloom  of  wifehood  in  abevance  late  : 
(Confer  a  passage  in  the  Canticles.) 

But  what  if,  as  *t  Lb  wont  with  pkint  and  wife, 
Flowers  —  after  a  suppression  to  good  end, 
Still,  when  they  do  spring  forth  —  sprout  here, 

spread  there, 
Anywhere  likelier  than  beneath  the  foot 
O'  uie  lawful  ^ood-man  gardener  of  the  around  ? 
He  dug  and  dibbled,  sowed  and  waterea,  — still 
*T  is  a  chance  wayfarer  shall  phick  the  increase. 
Just  so,  respeoting  persons  not  too  much. 
The  lady,  foes  allege,  put  forth  each  charm 
And  proper  floweret  oi  feminity 
To  whosoever  had  a  nose  to  smell 
Or  breast  to  deck  :  what  if  the  charge  be  true  ? 
The  fault  were  graver  had  she  looked  with 

choice. 
Fastidiously  appointed  who  should  grasp. 
Who,  in  the  whole  town,  go  without  the  prize  I 
To  nobody  she  destined  donative. 
But,  first  come  was  first  served,  the  accuser 

saith. 
Put  case  her  sort  of  ...  in  this  kind  .  .  . 

escapes 
Were  many  and  oft  and  indiscriminate  — 
Impute  ye  as  the  action  were  prepense. 
The  nft  particular,  arguiiur  maUce  so  ? 
Which  butterfly  of  the  wide  air  shall  biag 
**  I  was  preferred  to  Quido  '*  —  when  't  is  dear 
The  cup,  he  quaffs  at.  lay  with  olent  breast 
Open  to  ^nat,  midge,  oee  and  moth  as  well  ? 
One  chaUce  entertained  the  company  ; 
And  if  its  peevish  lord  object  the  more. 
Mistake,  misname  such  bounty  in  a  wife. 
Haste  we  to  advertise  him  —  charm  of  cheek, 
Lustre  of  eve,  allowance  of  the  Up, 
All  womanly  components  in  a  spouse. 
These  are  no  household-bread  each  stranger's 

bite 
Leaves  by  so  much  diminished  for  the  month 
O'  the  master  of  the  house  at  supper-time : 
But  rather  like  a  lump  of  spice  they  lie. 
Morsel  of  myrrh,  whicn  scents  the  neighborhood 
Yet  greets  its  lord  no  lighter  by  a  grain. 

Nay,  even  so,  he  shall  be  satisfied ! 
Concede  we  there  was  reason  in  his  wrong. 
Grant  we  his  grievance  and  content  the  man  ! 
For  lo,  PompUia,  she  submits  herself  ; 
Ere  three  revolving  yean  have  crowned  their 

course, 
Off  and  away  she  puts  this  same  reproach 
Of  lavish  bountv,  inconsiderate  gift 
O'  the  sweets  of  wifehood  stored  to  other  ends : 
No  longer  shall  he  blame  ^*  She  none  excludes," 
But  substitute  *^  She  laudably  sees  all, 

the  best  out  and  selects  the  same.'' 


For  who  is  here,  long  souriit  and  latest  found. 
Waiting  his.tum  unmoved  amid  the  whiri, 
**  Constans  in  UvitaU^'''*  —  Ha,  my  lords  ? 
Ctdm  in  his  levity,  —  indulge  the  quip  I  — 
Since  't  is  a  levite  bears  the  bell  awav. 
Parades  him  henceforth  as  Pompilia  s  choice. 
*T  is  no  ignoble  object^  husband  !     Doubt *st  ? 
When  here  comes  tnpping  Flacous  with  his 

phrase, 
*^  Trust  me.  no  miscreant  singled  from  the  mob, 
Crtde  non  ulum  tihi  de  scelesta 
Plebe  ddectum^*^  but  a  man  of  mark, 
A  priest,  dust  hear?    Why  then,  submit  thy- 
self! 
Priest,  ay,  and  very  phceuix  of  such  fowl. 
Well-bom,  of  culture,  young  and  vigorous. 
Comely  too,  since  precise  the  precept  points*' 
On  the  selected  levite  be  there  found 
Nor  mole  nor  scar  nor  blemish,  lest  the  mind 
Come  all  uncandid  through  the  thwarting  flesh  I 
Was  not  the  son  of  Jesse  ruddy,  sleek. 
Pleasant  to  look  on,  pleasant  every  way  ? 
Since  well  he  smote  the  harp  and  sweetly  sang. 
And  danced  till  Abigail  came  out  to  see. 
And  seeing  smiled  and  smiting  ministered 
The  raisin-cluster  and  the  cake  of  figs. 
With  ready  meal  refreshed  the  gift^  youth. 
Till  Nabal,  who  was  absent  shearing  sheep. 
Felt  heart  sink,  took  to  bed  (discreetly  done  — 
They  raic^ht  have  been  beforehand  with  him  else) 
And  died  —  would  Guido  have  behaved  as  well  r 
But  ah,  the  faith  of  early  days  is  prone, 
Heu  priacajides  t    Notlung  died  in  him 
Save  courtesy,  good  sense  and  proper  trust. 
Which,  when  tney  ebb  from  souls  they  should 

o'erflow. 
Discover  stub,  weed,  sludge  and  ugliness. 
(The  Pope,  we  know,  is  Neapolitan 
And  relishes  a  aea-eide  simile.) 
Deserted  by  each  charitable  wave, 
Ghiido,  left  high  and  dry,  shows  jealous  now  I 
Jealous  avouched,  paraded :  tax  ^e  fool 
With  any  peccadillo,  he  responds, 
*'  Truly  I  beat  my  wife  through  jealousy, 
Imprisoned  her  and  punished  othenvise, 
Being  jealous :  now  would  threaten,  sword  in 

hand, 
Now  manage  to  mix  poison  in  her  sight. 
And  so  forth  :  jealously  I  dealt,  in  nine." 
Concede  thus  much,  and  what  remains  to  prove  ? 
Have  I  to  teach  mv  masters  what  effect 
Hath  jealousy,  ana  how,  bef oolii^  men. 
It  makes  false  true,  abuses  eye  and  ear. 
Turns  mere  mist  adamantine,  loads  with  sound 
Silence,  and  into  void  and  vacancy 
Crowds  a  whole  phalanx  of  conspiring  foes  ? 
Therefore  who  owns  *^  I  watched  with  jealousy 
My  wife,"  adds  '^  for  no  reason  in  the  world  I " 
What  need  that,  thus  proved  madman,  he  re- 
mark 
**The  thing  I  thought  a  serpent  proved  an 

eel"?- 
Perchance   the    right    Comacchian,    six    foot 

length, 
And  not  an  inch  too  long  for  that  rare  pie 
(Master  Arcangeli  has  heard  of  such) 
Whose  succulence  makes  fasting  bearable ; 
Meant  to  regale  some  moody  splenetio 


544 


THE   RING  AND   THE   BOOK 


Who,  pleasing  to  mistake  the  donor's  gift, 

Spy  big  I  know  not  what  Lemiean  snake 

I    the  luscious  Lenten  creature,  stamps  for- 

sootli 
The  dainty  in  the  dnst. 

Enough  !    Prepare, 
Such  lunes  announced,  for  downright  lunacy  ! 
Insanit  homo.,  threat  succeeds  to  threat,^ 
And   hlow    redoubles    blow,  —  his    wife,    the 

block. 
But,  if  a  block,  shall  not  she  jar  the  hand 
That  buffets  her  ?    The  ininrious  idle  stone 
Rebounds  and  hits  the  heaa  of  him  who  flung. 
Causeless  rage  breeds,  i'  tlie  wife  now,  rageful 

cause. 
Tyranny  wakes  rebellion  from  its  sleep. 
Rebellion,  say  I  ?  -7  rather,  self-defence. 
Laudable  wish  to  live  and  see  good  davs. 
Pricks  our  Pompilia  now  to  fly  the  fool 
By  any  means,  at  anv  price,  —  nay,  more. 
Nay,  most  of  all,  i'  the  verv  interest 
O'  the  fool  that,  baffled  of  his  blind  desire 
At  anv  price,  were  truliest  victor  so. 
Shall  he  effect  his  crime  and  lose  his  soul  ? 
No,  dictates  duty  to  a  loving  wife  ! 
Far  better  that  the  unconsummate  blow. 
Adroitly  balked  by  her,  should  back  i^ain. 
Correctively  admonish  his  own  pate ! 

Crime  then, —the  Court  is   with  me? — she 

must  crush ; 
How  crush  it  ?    By  all  efficacious  means : 
And  these,  —  why,  what  in  woman  should  they 

be? 
*'Witli  horns  the  bull,   with  teeth   the    lion 

fights: 
To  woman,    quoth  the  lyrist  quoted  late, 
^'  Nor  teeth,  nor  horns,  but  beauty.  Nature 

g*ve !  " 
Pretty  i'  the  Pagan  I    Who  dares  blame  the  use 
(H  armory  thus  allowed  for  natural,  — 
Exclaim  against  a  seeming-dubious  play 
O^  the  sole  permitted  weapon,  spear  and  shield 
Alike,  resorted  to  i*  the  circumstance 
By  poor  Pompilia  ?    Grant  she  somewhat  plied 
Arts  that  allure,  the  magic  nod  and  wink. 
The  witchery  of  gesture,  spell  of  word. 
Whereby  the  likelier  to  enlist  this  friend. 
Yea  stranger,  as  a  champion  on  her  side  ? 
Such  man,  being  but  mere  man,  (*t  was  all  she 

knew,) 
Must  be  made  sure  by  beauty's  silken  bond, 
The  weakness  that  subdues  the  strong,  and 

bows 
Wisdom  alike  and  folly.  ^  Grant  the  tale 
O'  the  husband,  which  is  false,  were  proved 

and  true 
To  the  letter  —  or  the  letters,  I  should  say. 
Abominations  he  professed  t/)  find 
And  fix  upon  Pompilia  and  the  priest,  — 
Allow  them  hers  —  for  though  she  could  not 

write. 
In  early  days  of  Eve-like  innocence 
That  plucked  no  apple  from  the  knowledge- 
tree. 
Yet,  at  the  Serpent's  word.  Eve  plucks  and  eats 
And  knows  —  especially  how  to  read  and  write : 


And  so  Pompilia,  —  as  the  move  o'  the  maw. 
Quoth   Persius,  makes  a  parrot   bid  **Good 

day  I" 
A  crow  salute  the  concave,  and  a  pie 
Endeavor  at  proficiency  in  speech,  — 
So  she,  through  hanger  after  fellowship. 
May  well  have  learned,  though  late,  to  play  the 

scribe : 
As  indeed,  there  's  one  letter  on  the  list 
Explicitlv  declares  did  happen  here. 
**  You  thought  my  letters  oould  be  none  of 

nunc,  ' 
She  tells  her  parents  —  "mine,  who    wanted 

skill: 
But  now  I  nave  the  skill,  and  write,  yon  see  I " 
She  needed  write  love-letters,  so  nhe  learned, 
"  Neaatas  artifex  sequi  voces  "  —  though 
This  letter  nowise  'scapes  the  common  lot. 
But  lies  i'  the  condemnation  of  the  rest. 
Found  by  the  husband's  self  who  forged  tlieiii 

all. 
Yet,  for  the  sacredness  of  argnment. 
For  this  once  an  exemption  diall  it  plead  — 
Anything,  anything  to  let  the  wheels 
Of  argument  run  glibly  to  their  goal  I 
Concede  she  wrote  (which  were  preposterous) 
This  and  the  other  epistle,  —  what  of  it  ? 
Where   does   the  figment   touch   her   candid 

fame? 
Being  in  peril  of  her  life  —  "  my  life. 
Not  an  hour's  purchase,"  as  the  letter  runs, — 
And  having  but  one  stay  in  this  extreme. 
Out  of  the  wide  world  but  a  single  friend  — 
What  could  she  other  than  resort  to  him. 
And  how  with  any  hope  resort  but  thus  ? 
Shall  modesty  dare  bid  a  stranger  brave 
Danger,  disgrace,  nay  death  in  her  behalf  — 
Think  to  entice  tne  sternness  of  the  steel 
Yet   spare    love's    loadstone    moving    manly 

mind  ? 
—  Most  of  all,  when  such  mind  is  hampered  so 
By  growth  of  circumstance  athwart  the  life 
O  the  natural  man,  that  decency  forbids 
He  stoop  and  take  the  common  privilege. 
Say  frank  "'  I  love,"  as  all  the  vulgar  do. 
A  man  is  wedded  to  philosophy. 
Married  to  statesmanship ;  a  man  is  old ; 
A  man  is  fettered  by  the  foolishness 
He  took  for  wisdom  and   talked   ten   yearn 

since : 
A  man  is,  like  our  friend  the  Canon  here, 
A  priest,  and  wicked  if  he  break  his  vow : 
Shall  he  dare  love,  who  may  be  Pope  one  day  f 
I)«ipite  the  coil  of  such  encumbrance  here, 
Suppose  this  man  could  love,  unhappily. 
Ana  would  love,  dared  he  only  let  love  show  I 
In  case  the  woman  of  his  love  speaks  first. 
From  what  embarrassment  she  sets  him  free  t 
*'  'T  is  I  who  break  reserve,  begin  appeal, 


lelp  of  pride 
chair 

Down  to  the  carpet  where  the  kittens  bask. 
All  under  the  pretence  of  gratitude  ! 

From  all  which,  I  deduce  — the  lady  here 
Was  bound  to  proffer  nothing  short  of  love 
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To  the  priest  whoee  aervioe  was  to  lare  her. 

\Vhat? 
Shall  she  propose  him  laere,  dust  o^  the  mine, 
Rabbish  o^  the  rook,  some  diamond,  mack- 
worms  prize, 
Some  oearl  secreted  by  a  sickly  fish  ? 
Scarcely !    She  caters  for  a  generous  taste. 
'T  is  love  shall  beckon,  beauty  bid  to  breast. 
Till  all  the  Samson  sink  into  the  snare  ! 
Becanse,  permit  the  end  —  permit  therewith 
Means  to  the  end ! 

How  say  yon,  good  my  lords  ? 
I  hope  yon  heard  my  adversary  ring 
The  changes  on  this  preoent :  now,  let  me 
Keverse  tne  peal !    Quia  aato  licito,fine^ 
Ad  ilium  assequenduM  ordinata 
Non  sunt  damnanda  medico,  —licit  end 
Enongh  was  found  in  mere  escape  from  death. 
To  legalize  onr  means  illicit  else 
Of  feigned  love,  false  allurement,  fancied  fact. 
Thus  Venus  losing  Cupid  on  a  day, 
(See  that  IdylUum  Moschi)  seeking  help, 
In  the  anxiety  of  motherhood. 
Allowably  promised,  **  Who  snail  bring  report 
Where  he  is  wandered  to,  my  winv^d  babe, 
I  give  him  for  reward  a  nectared  kiss  ; 
But  who  brings  safely  back  the  truant's  self. 
His  be  a  super-sweet  makes  kiss  seem  cold  1 " 
Are  not  these  things  writ  for  example-sake  ? 

To  such  permitted  motive,  then,  refer 

All  those  prof  essi  ins,  else  were  hard  explain. 

Of  hope,  iBar,  jealousy,  and  the  rest  of  love  I 

He  is  MyrtiUus,  Amaryllis  she. 

She  bums,  he  freezes,  —  all  a  mere  devioe 

To  catch  and  keep  the  man,  may  save  her 

Ufe, 
Whom  otherwise  nor  catches  she  nor  keeps  I 
Worst,  once,  turns  best  now :    in  all  faith,  she 

feigns: 
Feigning,  — the  liker  innocence  to  guilt. 
The  truer  to  the  life  in  what  she  feigns  1 
How  if  Ulysses,  —  when,  for  public  good 
He  sunk  particular  qualms  and  pi  lyed  the  spy, 
Entered  Troy^s  hostile  gate  in  bep;gar's  garb  — 
How  if  he  first  had  boggled  at  this  clout. 
Grown  dainty  o^er  that  clack-dish  ?    Ghrime  is 

grace 
To  whoso  gropes  amid  the  dung  for  gold. 

Hence,  beyond  promises,  we  praise  each  proof 
That  promiie  was  not  simply  made  to  break. 
Mere  moonshine-structure  meant    to  fade  at 

dawn: 
We  praise,  as  consequent  and  requisite. 
What,  enemies  allege,  were  more  than  words. 
Deeds  —  meetings  at    the    window,    tvrilight- 

trysts. 
Nocturnal  entertainments  in  the  dim 
Old  labyrinthine  palace  ;  lies,  we  know  — 
Inventions  we,  long  since,  turned  inside  out. 
Must  such  external  semblance  of  intrigue 
Demonstrate  that  intrunie  there  lurks  perdue  ? 
Does  every  ha^dl-sheath  disclose  a  nut  ? 
He  were  a  Molinist  who  dared  maintain 
That  midnight  meetings  in  a  screened  alcove 
Must  arsnie  ioWy  in  a  matron  —  since 
So  would  he  hnng  a  slur  on  Judith^s  self. 


Commended  bevond  women,  that  she  lured 

The  lustful  to  oestruction  through  his  lust. 

Ponipilia  took  not  Judith's  liberty. 

No  falchion  find  yuu  in  her  hand  to  smite, 

No  damsel  to  convey  in  dish  the  head 

C)f  Uolof ernes,  —  style  the  (/anon  so  -*- 

Or  is  it  the  Count  ?    If  I  entangle  me 

With  my  similitudes,  —  if  wax  wings  melt. 

And  earthward  down  I  drop,  not    mine    the 

fault : 
Blame  your  beneficence,  O  Court,  O  sun. 
Whereof  the  beamy  smile  affects  my  flight ! 
What  matter,  so  Pompilia^s  fame  revive 
I*  the  warmth  that  proves  the  bane  of  Icarus  ? 

Yea,  we  have  shown  it  lawful,  necessary 
PompUia  leave  her  husband,  seek  the  house 
O^  the  parents :  and  because  Hwixt  home  and 

home 
Lies  a  lone  road  with  many  a  danger  rife. 
Lions  by  the  way  and  serpents  in  the  path, 
To  rob  and  ravish,  —  much  behooves  she  keep 
Each  shadow  of  suspicion  from  fair  fame, 
For  her  own  sake  much,  but  for  his  sake  more. 
The  ingrate  husband^s.    Evidence  shall  be, 
Pliun  witness  to  the  world  how  white  she  walks 
I'  the  mire  die  wanders  through  ere  Rome  she 

reach. 
And  who  so  proper  witness  as  a  priest  ? 
Gainsay  ye  ?    Let  me  hear  who  dares  gainsay  I 
I  hope  we  stiill  can  punish  heretics  ! 
*'  Give  me  the  man,**  I  say  with  him  of  Gath, 
''That   we    may    fight  together!''    None,  I 

think: 
The  priest  is  granted  me. 

Then,  if  a  priest. 
One  juvenile  and  potent :  else,  mayhap. 
That  dragon,  our  Saint  George  would  slay,  slays 

him. 
And  should  fair  face  accompany  strong  hand. 
The  more  complete  equipment :  nothing  mars 
Work,  else  praiseworthy,  like  a  bodily  flaw 
I*  the  worker:  as  't  is  said  Saint  PanI himself 
Deplored  the  check  o*  the  puny  presence,  still 
Cheating  his  f ulmination  ol  its  fiaph. 
Albeit  tne  bolt  therein  went  true  to  oak. 
Therefore  the  agent,  as  prescribed,  she  takes,  — 
Both  juvenile  and  potent,  handsome  too,  — 
In  all  obedience :      good,"  you  grant  again. 
Do  you  ?  I  would  you  were  the  husband,  lords  I 
How  prompt  and  lacile  mijpht  departure  be  I 
How  Doldly  would  Pompiha  and  the  priest 
March  out  of  door,  spread  flae  at  beat  of  drum. 
But  that  inapprehensive  Guido  grants 
Neither  premiss  nor  vet  oonduaion  here. 
And,  purblind,  dreaos  a  bear  in  every  bush  I 
For  his  own  quietude  and  comfort,  then. 
Means  must  be  found  for  flight  in  masquerade 
At    hour    when     all     things    sleep — ''Save 

jealousy  t " 
Right,  Judges!     Therefore  shall   the  lady's 

wit 
Snpplv  the  boon  thwart  nature  balks  him  of, 
And  do  him  service  with  the  potent  drug 
(Helen's  nepenthe,  as  my  loros  opine) 
Which  respites  blessedly  each  fretted  nerve 
O'  the  much-enduring  man:  accordingly. 
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There  lies  he,  duly  dosed  and  Bound  aaleep, 
Relieved  of  woes  or  real  or  raved  about. 
While  soft  she  leaves  his  side,  he  shall  not 

wake; 
Nor  stop  who  steals  away  to  join  her  friend. 
Nor  do  him  mischief  should  he  catch  that  friend 
Intent  on  more  than  friendly  ofiioe,  —  nay, 
Nor  get  himself  raw  head  and  bones  laid  bare 
In  payment  of  his  apparition ! 

Thus 
Would  I  defend  the  step, — were    the  thing 

true 
Which  is  a  fable,  —  see  my  former  speech,  — 
That  Guido  slept  (who  never  slept  a  wink) 
Through  treacnery,  an  opiate  from  his  wife. 
Who  not  BO  much  as  knew  what  opiates  mean. 

Now  she  may  start :  or  hist,  —  a  stoppage  still  I 

A  journey  is  an  enterprise  of  cost  1 

As  in  campaigns,  we  light  but  others  pay, 

Suis  expensis,  nemo  muitat. 

^T  is  Guido's  self  we  guai^d  from  accident, 

Eiisnrii^  safety  to  Pompilia,  versed 

Nowise  in  nusadventures  by  the  way, 

Hard  riding  and  loagh  quartets*  the  rude  fare. 

The  unready  host.     vVhat  magic  mitigates 

flach  plague  of  travel  to  the  unpractised  wife  ? 

Money,  sweet  Sirs  I    And  were  the  fiction  fact 

^he  helped  herself  thereto  with  liberal  hand 

From  out  her  husband's  store,  —  what   fitter 

use 
Was  ever  husband's  money  destined  to  ? 
With  bag  and  baggage  thus  did  Dido  onoe 
Decamp,  —  for  more  authority,  a  queen  I 

So  is  she  fairly  on  her  route  at  last. 
Prepared  for  either  fortune :  nay  and  if 
The  priest,  now  all  aglow  with  enterprise, 
Cool  somewhat  presently  when  fades  the  flush 
O'  the  first  adventure,  clouded  o'er  belike 
Bv  doubts,  miiB^vings  how  the  day  may  die, 
Though  bom  with  such  auroral  brilliance,  —  if 
The  brow  seem  over-pensive  and  the  Up 
'Gin  lag  and  lose  the  prattle  lightsome  late,  — 
Vanquished  b^  tedium  of  a  prolonged  jaunt 
In  a  close  carriage  o'er  a  jolting  rcmd, 
With  only  one  young  female  substitute 
For  seventeen  other  Canons  of  ripe  age 
Were  wont  to  keep  him  company  in  church,  -^ 
Shall  not  Pompilia  haste  to  oiBsipate 
The  silent  cloud  that,  gathering,    bodes  her 

bale?  — 
Prop  the  irresoluteness  may  portend 
Suspension  of  the  project,  check  the  flight. 
Bring  ruin  on  them  both  ?    Use  every  means. 
Since  means  to  the  end  are  lawful  I    What  i' 

^  the  way 
Of  wile  should  have  allowance  like  a  kiss 
Sagely  and  sisterly  administered, 
Sororia  saltern  osctUa  f    We  find 
Such  was  the  remedy  her  wit  applied 
To  each  incipient  scruple  of  the  priest. 
If  we  believe,  —  as,  while  my  wit  is  mine 
I  cannot,  —  what  the  driver  testifies, 
Borsi,  called  Venerino,  the  mere  tool 
Of  Guido  and  his  friend  the  Governor,  — 
Avowal  I  proved  wrung  from  out  the  wretch. 


After  long  rotting  in  imprisonment. 

As  price  of  liberty  and  favor :  long 

They  temoted,  he  at  last  snocumMd,  and  lo 

Counted  tnem  out  full  tale  each  kiss  and  more, 

**  The  journey  being  one  long  embrace,"  quolJi 

he. 
Still,  though  we  should  believe  the  driver's  Ue, 
Nor  even  admit  as  probable  excuse. 
Right  reading  of  the  riddle,  —  as  I  urged 
In  my  first  argument,  with  fruit  perhaps  — 
That  what  the  owl-like  eves  (at  back  of  head  I) 
O'  the  driver,  drowsed  by  driving  night  and 

Su]^poBea  a  vulgar  interchange  of  lips, 
This  was  but  innocent  jog  of  head  'gainst  head. 
Cheek  meeting  jowl  as  apple  may  touch  pjear 
From  branch  and   branch  contiguous  in  ihe 

wind. 
When     Autumn    blnsters    and  the    orchard 

rocks :  — 
That  rapid  run  and  the  rough  road  were  cause 
O'  the  casual  ambiguity,  no  harm 
I'  the  world  to  eyes  awake  and  penetrative :  — 
Say,  —  not  to  grasp  a  truth  I  can  release  ^ 
And  safely  fi^t  without,  yet  conquer  stilly  — 
Say,  she  kissed  him,  say,  he  kiaaed  her  again ! 
Such  osculation  was  a  potent  means, 
A  very  efficacious  help,  no  doubt : 
Such  with  a  third  part  of  her  nectar  did 
Venus  imbue :  why  should  Pompilia  fling 
The  poet's  declaration  in  his  teeth  ?  — 
Pause  to  ( mploy  what  —  since  it  had  snocess. 
And  kept  the  priest  her  servant  to  the  end  — 
We  must  presume  of  energy  enon^. 
No  whit  superfluous,  so  permissiDie  ? 

The  goal  is  gained  :  day,  night,  and  yet  a  day 
Have  run  their  round :  a  long  and  devious  road 
Is  traversed,  —  manv  manners,  various  men 
Passed  in  review,  what  cities  aid  they  see. 
What  hamlets  mark,  what  profitable  food 
For  after-meditation  cull  and  store  ] 
Till  Rome,  that  Rome  whereof  -^  thn  voice 
Would  it  might  make  our  Molinists  observe. 
That  she  is  built  upon  a  rock  nor  shall 
Their  powers  prevail  against  her  I  —  Rome,  I 

say. 
Is  all  but  reached ;  one  stage  more  and  they 

stop 
Saved :  pluck  up  heart,  ye  pair,  and  forward, 

then ! 

Ah,  Nature  —  baffled  she  recurs,  alas  I 
Nature  imperiously  exacts  her  due. 
Spirit  is  wiUing  but  the  flesh  is  weak : 
Pompilia  needs  must  acquiesce  and  swoon, 
(4ive  hopes  alike  and  fears  a  breathing-while. 
The  innocent  sleep  soundly :  sound  she  sleeps. 
So  let  her  slumber,  then,  unguarded  save 
By  her  own  chastity,  a  triple  mail, 
And  his  good  hand  whoee  stalwart  arms  haTe 

borne 
The  sweet  and  senseless  burden  like  a  babe 
From     coach    to     couch,  —  the    servioeaUe 

strength  I 
Nay,  what  and  if  he  gazed  rewardedly 
On  the  pale  beauty  prisoned  in  embrace. 
Stooped  over,  stole  a  balmy  breath  perhaps 
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For  more  aaBnnmoe  tleep  was  not  deoeaae  — 
**  Ut  vidi^"  ''  how  I  saw  P'  suooeeded  bv 
''  Ut  peril,''  ''  how  I  sudden  lost  my  brains !  " 
—  WhAt  harm  ensaed  to  her  unoonsoious  qoite  f 
For,  curiosity  —  how  natural  I 
Importunateness — what  a  privilege 
In  the  ardent  sex  I    And  why  euro  ardor  here  ? 
How  can  the  priest  but  pity  whom  he  saved  ? 
And  pity  is  so  near  to  love,  and  love 
iSo  neighborly  to  all  unreasonableness  I 
As  to  love's  object,  whether  love  were  sage 
Or  foolish,  could  Fompilia  know  or  care. 
Being  still  sound  asleep,  as  I  premised  ? 
Thus  the  philosopher  absorbed  by  thought. 
Even  Arcnimedes,  busy  o'er  a  book 
The  while  besiegers  sacked  his  (Syracuse,  ^ 
Was  ignorant  of  the  imminence  o'  the  {mint 
O'  the  sword  till  it  surprised  him  :  let  it  stab, 
And  never  knew  himself  was  dead  at  all. 
80  sleep  thou  on,  secure  whatever  betide  I 
For  thou,  too,  hast  thy  problem  hard  to  solve  — 
How  so  much  beauty  is  compatible 
With  so  much  innocence  I 

Fit  place,  methinks, 
While  in  this  task  she  rosily  is  lost. 
To  treat  of  and  repel  objection  here 
Which,  —  frivolous,  I  grant,  —  my  mind  mis- 
gives. 
May  somehow  still  have  flitted,  gadfiv-like. 
And  teased  the  Court  at  times  —  as  If .  aU  said 
And  done,  there  seemed,  the  Court  mignt  nearly 

say. 
In  a  certain  acceptation,  somewhat  more 
Of  what  may  pass  for  insincerity. 
Falsehood,    throughout   the   course    Pominlia 

took, 
Than  befits  Christian.    Pagans  held,  we  know, 
Man  always  ought  to  aim  at  good  and  truth. 
Not  always  put  one  thing  in  tne  same  words : 
Non  idem  aemper  dicere  sed  spectare 
Debemua.    But  the  Pagan  yoke  was  light ; 
**"  Lie  not  at  all,"  the  ezaoter  precept  bids: 
JBach  least  lie    breaks  the  law, —is  sin,    we 

hold. 
I  humble  me,  but  renture  to  submit  — 
What  prevents  sin,  itself  is  sinless,  sure  : 
And  sin,  which  hinders  sin  of  deeper  dye, 
Softens  itself  away  by  contrast  so. 
Conceive  me  I    Little  sin,  by  none  at  all. 
Were  properly  condemned  for  great :  but  grreat. 
By  greater,  dwindles  into  small  again. 
Now,  what  is  greatest  sin  of  womanhood  ? 
That  which  unwomans  it,  abolishes 
The  nature  of  the  woman, — impudence. 
Who  contradicts  me  here  r    Concede  me,  then, 
Whatever  friendly  fault  may  interpose 
To  sare  the  sex  from  self-abolidiment 
Is  three-parts  on  the  way  to  virtue's  rank  I 
And,  what  is  taxed  here  as  duplicity. 
Feint,    wile,    and   trick,  —  admitted    for   the 

nonce,  — 
What  worse  do  one  and  all  than  interpose, 
Hold,  as  it  were,  a  deprecating  hand, 
Statuesquely,  in  the  Mndicean  mode. 
Before  some  shame  which  modesty  would  veil  ? 
Who  blames  the  gesture  prettily  perverse  ? 
Thus,  —  lest  ye  nam  a  pomt  illustrative,  — 


Admit  the  husband's  calumny  —  allow 

That   the   wife,   having  penned    the    eptstle 

fraught 
With  horrors,  charge  on  charge  of  crime  she 

heaped 
O'  the  head  of  Pietro  and  Viohinte  —  (still 
Presumed  her  parents)  —  having  dispatched  the 

same 
To  their  arch-enemy  Paolo,  through  free  choice 
And  no  sort  of  compulsion  in  the  world  -— 
Put  case  she  next  discards  simplicity 
For  craft,  denies  the  voluntary  act. 
Declares  nersell'  a  passive  instrument 
I'  tlie  husband's  hands;  that,  duped  by  knavery, 
She  traced  the  characters  she  could  not  write, 
And  took  on  trust  the  unread  sense  which,  read, 
And  recG^:nized  were  to  be  spumed  at  once : 
Allow  tliis  calumny,  I  reiterate  ! 
Who  is  so  dull  as  wonder  at  the  pose 
Of  our  Pompilia  in  the  circumstance  ? 
Who  sees  not  that  the  too-ingenuous  soul. 
Repugnant  even  at  a  duty  dune 
Which  brought  beneath  too  scrutiniEing  glare 
The  misdemeanors,  —  buried  in  the  dark,  — 
Of  the  authors  of  her  bein^,  was  believed.  — 
Stung  to  the  quick  at  her  impulsive  deed. 
And  willing^  to  repair  what  harm  it  worked. 
She  —  wise  in  this  beyond  what  Nero  proved. 
Who,  when  folk  urged  the  candid  juvenile 
To  sign  the  warrant,  doom  the  guuty  dead, 
**  Would  I  had  never  learned  to  write  1 "  quoth 

he! 
—  Pompilia  rose  above  the  Roman,  cried. 
**  To  read  or  write  I  never  learned  at  all  I " 
O  splendidly  mendacious  I 

But  time  fleets : 
Let  us  not  linger :  hurry  to  the  end. 
Since  flight  does  end,  and  that  disastrously. 
Beware  ye  blame  desert  for  unsuccess. 
Disparage  each  exx>edient  else  to  praise. 
Call  failure  folly  !    Man's  best  effort  fails. 
After  ten  years  resistance  Troy  snconmbed  : 
Could  valor  save  a  town,  Troy  still  had  stood. 
Pompilia  came  off  halting  in  no  point 
Of  courage,  conduct,  her  long  journey  through : 
But  nature  siank  exhausted  at  the  close, 
And,  as  I  said,  she  swooned  and  slept  all  night. 
Mom  breaks  and  brings  the  husband  :  we  assist 
At  the  spectacle.     D'RCOvery  succeeds. 
Ha,  how  is  this  ?    What  moonstruck  rage  is 

here? 
Though  we  confess  to  partial  frailty  now. 
To  error  in  a  woman  and  a  wife, 
Is  't  by  the  rough  way  she  shall  be  reclaimed  f 
Who  bursts  upon  her  chambered  privacy  ? 
What  crowd  profanes  the  chaste  ctAictuumf 
What  outxiries  and  lewd  laughter,  scurril  gibe 
And  ribald  jest  to  scare  the  ministrant^ 
Good  angels  that  commerce  with  souls  in  sleep  ? 
Why,    had   the  worst  crowned  Guido  to  ms 

wish. 
Confirmed  his  most  irrational  surmise. 
Yet  there    be    bounds     to     man's     emotion, 

checks 
To  an  immoderate  astonishment. 
'T  Ls  decent  horror,  regulated  wrath. 
Befit  our  dispensatian :  have  we  back 


548 


THE   RING   AND   THE   BOOK 


The  old  Pagan  license  ?    Shall  a  Vuloan  clap 

His  net  o*  the  sadden  and  expose  the  pair 

To  the  unquenchable  universal  mirth  ? 

A  feat,  antiquity  saw  scandal  in 

So  clearly,  that  the  nauseous  tale  thereof  — 

]>emodocu8  his  nugatory  song — 

Uath  ever  been  concluded  modem  stuff 

Impossible  to  the  mouth  of  the  grave  Muse, 

!y>,  foisted  into  that  Eighth  Odyssev 

By  some  impertinent  pickthauk.    O  thou  fool, 

Count  Guido  Franceschini,  what  didst  gain 

By  publishing  thy  secret  to  the  world  ? 

\\  ere  all  the  precepts  of  the  wise  a  wast«  — 

Bred  in  thee  not  one  touch  of  reverence  ? 

Admit  thy  wife  -  admonish  we  the  fool  — 

Were  falseness^  self,  why  chronicle  thy  shame  ? 

Much   rather  should  thy  teeth  bite  out  thy 

tongue, 
Dumb  lip  consort  with  desecrated  brow, 
■Silence  become  historiMrrapher, 
And  thou  —  thine  own  Cornelius  Tacitus  I 
But  virtue,  barred,  still  leaps  the  barrier,  lords  I 
—  Still,  moon-like,  penetrates  the  encroaching 

mist 
And  bunts,  all  broad  and  bare,  on  night,  ye 

know ! 
Surprised,  then,  in  the  garb  of  truth,  perhaps, 
Pompilia,  thus  opposed,  breaks  obstacle. 
Springs  to  her  feet,  and  stands  Thalassian-pure, 
Confronts  the  foe,  —  nay,  catches  at  his  sword 
And  tries  to  kill  the  intruder,  he  complains. 
\yhy,  so  she  gave  her  lord  his  lesson  back, 
Crowned  him,  this  time,  the  virtuous  woman's 

way. 
With  an  exact  obedience ;  he  brought  sword, 
She  drew  the  same,  since  swords  are  meant  to 

draw. 
Tell  not  me  H  is  sharp  play  with  toohi  on  edge  ! 
It  was  the  husband  cnose  the  weapon  here 
Whv  did  not  he  inaugurate  the  game 
Witn  some  gentility  of  apophthegm 
Still  pregnant  on  the  philosophic  page, 
Some  captivating  cadence  still  a-lisp 
O'  the  poet^s  lyre?    Such  speUs  subdue  the 

surge. 
Make  tame  the  tempest,  much  more  mitigate 
The  passions  of  the  mind,  and  probablv 
Had  moved  Pompilia  to  a  smiling  bliisn. 
No,  he  must  neeos  prefer  the  argument 
O^  the  blow  :  and  sne  obeyed,  in  duty  bound. 
Returned  him  buffet  ratiocinative  — 
Ay,  in  the  reasoner's  own  interest. 
For  wife  must  follow  whither  husband  leads, 
Vindicate  honor  as  himself  prescribes, 
Save  him  the  very  way  himself  bids  save  ! 
No  question  but  who  jumps  into  a  quag 
Should  stretch  forth  hand  and  pray  us  **  Pull 

me  ont 
By  the  hand  1  *^  such  were  the  customary  cry  : 
But  Guido  pleased  to  bid  *'  Leave  hand  alone  ! 
Join  both  feet,  rather,  jump  upon  mv  head  : 
I  extricate  myself  by  the  rebound !  " 
And  dutifully  as  enjoined  she  jumped  — 
Drew  his  own  sword  and  menaced  nis  own  life, 
Anything  to  content  a  wilful  spouse. 

And  so  he  was  contented  — ^^one  must  do 
Justice  to  the  expedient  which  succeeds, 


Strange  as  it  seem :  at  flourish  of  the  blade, 
The  crowd  drew  back,  stood  breathless  and 

abashed, 
Then  murmured,  '^This  should  be  no  wanton 

wife. 
No  conscience-stricken    simier,  caught  i'  the 

act, 
And  patiently  awaiting  our  first  stone : 
But  a  poor  hard-pressed  all-bewildered  thing. 
Has  rushed  so  far,  miaguidedly  perhaps, 
Meanii^  no  more  harm  than  a  frightened  sheep. 
She  sought  for  aid  ;  and  if  she  made  mistake 
I*  the  man  could  aid  most,  why  —  so  mortals 

do: 
Even  the  blessed  Magdalen  mistook 
Far  less  forgivably :  consult  the  place  — 
Supposing  him  to  be  the  gardener, 
*Sir,'  said  she,  and  so  following.'*    W^hy  more 

words? 
Forthwith  the  wife  is  pronounced  innocent : 
What  would  the  husband  more  than  gain  his 

cause, 
And  find  that  honor  flash  in  the  world's  eye. 
His  apprehension  was  lest  soil  had  smirched  ? 

So.  happily  the  adventure  comes  to  close 
Wnereou  my  fat  opponent  grounds  his  ehanre 
Preposterous :    at  mid-day  he  groans    **'  How 

dark ! " 
Listen  to  me,  thou  Archangelic  swine ! 
Where  is  the  ambiguity  to  blame. 
The  flaw  to  find  in  our  Pompilia  ?    Safe 
She  stands,   see !    Does  thy  comment   follow 

quick, 
**Safe.  inasmuch  as  at  the  end  profKised ; 
But  thither  she  picked  way  by  devious  path  — 
Stands  dirtied,  no  dubiety  at  all ! 
I  recognize  success,  yet,  all  the  same. 
Importunately  will  suggestion  prompt  — 
Better  Pompilia  gained  the  rignt  to  ooast, 
*  No  devious  path,  no  doubtful  patch  was  mine. 
I  saved  my  head  nor  sacrificed  my  foot  I  * 
Why,  being  in  a  peril,  show  mistrust 
Of  tne  angels  set  to  guard  the  innocent  ? 
Why  rather  hold  by  obvious  vulgar  help 
Of  stratagem  and  subterfuge,  excused 
Somewhat,  but  still  no  less  a  foil,  a  fault. 
Since  low  with  high,  and  good  with  bad  is 

linked  ? 
Methinks  I  view  some  ancient  bas-relief. 
There  stands  Hesione  thrust  out  by  Troy, 
Her  father's  hand  has  chained  her  to  a  crag. 
Her  mother's  from  the  virgin  plucked  the  vest. 
At  a  safe  distance  both  distressful  watch. 
While  near  and  nearer  comes  the  snorting  ore. 
I  look  that,  white  and  perfect  to  liie  end. 
She  wait  till  Jove  dispatch  some  demigod ; 
Not  that,^ — impatient  of  celestial  club 
Alcmena's  son  should  brandish  at  the  beast,  — 
She  daub,  disguise  her  dainty  limbs  with  pitch. 
And  so  elude  the  purblind  monster !    Av, 
The  trick  succeeds,  but  't  is  an  ugly  trick, 
W^ere  needs  have  been  no  trick !  " 

My  answer  ?    Faugh ! 
Nimis  incongnte  1    Too  absurdly  put  1 
Senttntiam  epo  teneo  contrariam^ 
Trick,  I  maintain,  had  no  alternative. 
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The  heayens  were  bound  with  hnwe,  —  Jove  far 

at  feast 
(No  feast  like  that  thon  didst  not  ask  me  to, 
Arcangeli,  —  I  heard  of  th^  regale  I) 
With  the  nnblamed  ^thiop,  —  Hercules  spun 

wool 
I*  the  lap  of  Omphale,  while  Virtue  shrieked  — 
The  brute  came  paddling  all  the  faster.    You 
Of  Troy,  who  stood  at  distance,  where 's  the  aid 
Ton  offered  in  the  extremity  ?    Most  and  least, 
Gentle  and  simple,  here  the  Goyemor, 
There  the  Archbiidiop,  everywhere  the  friendSf 
Shook  heads  and  waited  for  a  miracle. 
Or  went  their  way,  left  Virtue  to  her  fate. 
Just  this  one  ronsrh  and  ready  man  leapt  forth ! 
—  Was  found,  sole  anti-Fabius  (dare  I  say) 
Who  restored  things,  with  no  delay  at  all, 
Qui  baud  cunctando  rem  restituit  I    He, 
He  only,  Caponsaochi  'mid  a  crowd. 
Caught  Virtue  up,  carried  Pompilia  off 
Through  gaping  impotence  of  sympathy 
In  ranged  Arezzo :  what  you  take  for  pitch 
Is  nothing  worse,  belike,  than  black  and  blue, 
Mere  evanescent  proof  that  hardy  hands 
Did  yeoman's  service,  cared  not  where  the  gripe 
Was  more  than  duly  energetic :  bruised. 
She  smarts  a  Httle,  but  her  bones  are  saved 
A  fracture,  and  her  skin  will  soon  show  sleek. 
How  it  difwrusts  when  weakness,  fabie-refined. 
Censures  the  honest  rude  effective  strength,  — 
When  sickly  dreamers  of  the  impossible 
Decry  plain  stnrdiness  which  does  the  feat 
With  eyes  wide  open  I 

Did  occasion  serve, 
I  could  illustrate,  if  nav  lords  allow  ; 
Quid  vetat,  what  forbids  I  aptly  ask 
With  Horace,  that  I  give  my  anger  vent. 
While  I  let  breathe,  no  less,  and  recreate, 
The  gravity  of  my  Judges,  by  a  tale  ? 
A  case  in  point  —  what  thoup^h  an  apologue 
Graced  by  tradition  ?  —  {tossibly  a  fact : 
Tradition  must  precede  all  scripture,  words 
Serve  as  our  warrant  ere  our  books  can  be  : 
So,  to  tradition  back  we  needs  must  go 
For  an^  fact's  authority  :  and  this 
Hath  hved  so  far  (like  jewel  hid  in  muck) 
On  page  of  that  old  lying  vanity 
Calted   *'  Seoher  Toldoth  Yeachu :  "   God  be 

praised, 
I  read  no  Hebrew,  — ^^take  the  thing  on  trust: 
Bnt  I  believe  the  writer  meant  no  good 
(Blind  na  he  was  to  truth  in  some  respects) 
To  our  pestiferous  and  schismatic  .  .  .  well, 
My  lords'  conjecture  be  the  touchst-one.  show 
The  thing  for  what  it  ia !    The  author  lacks 
Discretion^  and  his  zeal  exceeds  :  but  zeal,  — 
How  rare  m  our  degenerate  dav  !    Enough ! 
Here  is  the  story :  fear  not,  I  shall  chop 
And  change  a  little,  else  my  Jew  would  press 
All  too  unmannerly  before  the  Court. 

It  happened  once,  —  bej^ins  this  foolish  Jew, 
Pretending  to  write  Christian  history,  — 
That  three,  hold  greatest,  best  and  worst  of  men, 
Peter  and  John  and  Judas,  spent  a  day  ^ 
In  toil  and  travel  through  the  oountrynnde 
On  some  sufficient  business  —  I  suspect. 


Suppression  of  some  Mdinism  i'  the  bud. 
Foot-eore  and  hungry,  dropping  with  fatigue, 
They  reached  by  mgntfall  a  poor  lonely  grange. 
Hostel  or  inn  :  so,  knocked  and  entered  there. 
**  Your   pleasure,  great    ones?  "  —  **  Shelter, 

rest  and  food  !  " 
For  shelter,  there  was  one  bare  room  above ; 
For  rest  therein,  three  beds  of  bundled  straw  : 
For  food,  one  wretched    starveling  fowl. 


no 


more  — 
Meat  for  one  mouth,  but  mockery  for  three. 
^*  You  have  my  utmost."    How  should  supper 

serve  ? 
Peter  broke  silence :  **  To  the  spit  with  fowl ! 
And  while  't  is  cooking,  sleep  1  —  since  beds 

there  be. 
And,  so  far,  satisfaction  of  a  want. 
Sleep  we  an  hour,  awake  at  supper-time, 
Then  each  of  us  narrate  the  droam  he  had, 
And  he  whose  dream  shall  prove  the  happiest, 

point 
The  clearliest  out  the  dreamer  as  ordained 
Beyond  his  fellows  to  receive  the  fowl. 
Him  let  our  shares  be  cheerful  tribute  to. 
His  the  entire  meal,  may  it  do  him  good  ! " 
Who  could  dispute  so  plain  a  consequence  ? 
So  said,  so  done  :  each  hurried  to  his  straw, 
Slept  his  hour'sHileep  and  dreamed  his  dream, 

and  woke. 
"  I,"  commenced  John,  **  dreamed  that  I  gained 

the  ^rize 
We  all  aspire  to  :  the  proud  place  was  mine, 
Tlifoughout  the  earth  and  to  the  end  of  time 
I  was  the  Loved  Disciple  :  mine  the  meal !  " 
**  But  I,"  proceeded  Peter,  **  dreamed,  a  word 
Gave  me  the  headship  of  our  company. 
Made  me  the  Vicar  and  Vice^rent,  gave 
The  keys  of  heaven  and  hell  into  my  hand. 
And  o'er  the  earth,  dominion :  mine  the  meal ! " 
"  While  I,"  submitted  in  soft  under^tone 
The  Iscariot  —  sense  of  his  unworthiness 
Turning  each  eye  up  to  the  inmost  white  — 
With  feng^drawn   sigh,  yet  letting  both  lips 

smack, 
**  I  have  had  just  the  pitifnUest  dream 
That  ever  proved  man  meanest  of  his  mates. 
And  bom  toot^washer  and  foot-wiper,  nay 
Foot-kisser  to  each  comrade  of  you  all  I 
I  dreamed  I  dreamed ;  and  in  that  mimic  dream 
(Impalpable  to  dream  as  dream  to  fact) 
Metnou^ht  I  meanly  chose  to  sleep  no  wink 
But  wait  until  I  heard  my  brethren  snore  ; 
Then  stole  from  couch,  slipped  noiseless  o'er 

the  planks. 
Slid    downstairs,    furtively    approached     the 

hearth. 
Found  the  fowl  duly  brown,  both  back  and 

breast, 
Hiwing  in  harmony  with  the  cricket's  chirp, 
Grillea  to  a  point :  said  no  grace,  but  fell  to. 
Nor  finished  till  tne  skeleton  lay  bare. 
In  penitence  for  which  ignoble  dream, 
Lo,  I  renounce  my  portion  cheerfully ! 
Fie  on  the  flesh  —  be  mine  the  ethereal  gust. 
And  vours  the  sublunanr  sustenance  I 
See  that  whatever  be  left  ye  give  the  poor !  " 
Down  the  two  scuttled,  one  on  other's  heel. 
Stung  by  a  fell  surmise  ;  and  found,  alaek. 
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A  goodly  savor,  boHi  the  dnmiBtiok  bonas, 
And  that  vrhich  henceforth  took  the  appropri- 
ate name 
O'  the  Merry-thonght,  in  memory  of  the  fact 
That  to  keep  wide  awake  is  man^s  best  dream. 

So,  —  as  was  said  once  of  Thaoydides 

And    his    sole    joke,    ^*  The    lion,    lo,    hath 

laoffhed!'*  — 
Just  so,  the  Governor  and  all  that  *b  great 
V  the  city  never  meant  that  Innocence 
Should  quite   starve  while  Authority  sat   at 

meat ; 
They  meant  to  flinga  bone  at  banauet^s  end  : 
Wiuied  well  to  our  JPompilia  —  in  tneir  dreams. 
Nor  bore  the  secular  sword  in  vain  —  asleep. 
Just  so  the  Archbishop  and  all  good  like  hmi 
Went  to  bed  meaning  to  pour  on  and  wine 
I*  the  wounds  of  her,  next  day,  —  but  long  ere 

day, 
They  had  burned  the  one  and  drunk  the  other, 

while^ 
Jast  so,  again,  contrariwise,  the  priest 
Sustained  poor  Nature  in  extremity 
By  stuffing  barley-bread  into  her  month, 
Saving  Pompilia  (grant  the  parallel) 
By  the  plain  homely  and  stnughtf  orward  way 
Taught  him   by  common   sense.    Let   others 

shriek 
*"*  Oh  what  refined  expedients  did  we  dream 
Proved  us  the  only  fit  to  help  the  fair  I  '* 
He   cried,  ""A  carriage  waits,  jump  in  with 

me  I" 

And  now,  this  application  pardoned,  lords,  — 
This  recreative  pause  and  breathing-while,  — 
Back  to  beseemingness  and  gravity ! 
For  Law  steps  in  :  Ghiido  appeals  to  Law, 
Demands  she  arbitrate,  —  does  well  for  once. 
O  Law,  of  thee  how  neatly  was  it  said 
By  that  old  Sophocles,  thou  hast  th^  seat 
I^  the  very  breast  of  Jove,  no  meanUer  throned ! 
Here  is  a  piece  of  work  now,  hitherto 
Begun  ana  carried  on,  concluded  near. 
Without  an  eye-glance  cast  thy  sceptre's  way ; 
And,  lo,  the  stumbling  and  discomfiture  I 
Well  may  you  call  them  *'  lawless ''  means, 

men  take 
To  extricate  themselves  through  mother-wit 
When  tangled  haply  in  the  toils  of  life  ! 
Guide  would  try  conclusions  with  his  foe. 
Whoever  the  foe  was  and  whatever  the  offence ; 
He  would  recover  certain  dowry-dues : 
Instead  of  asking  Law  to  lend  a  hand, 
What  pother  of  sword  drawn  and  pistol  cocked. 
What  peddling  w^ith  forged  letters  and  paid 

spies, 
Politic  circumvention !  —  all  to  end 
As  it  began  —  by  loss  of  the  fool's  head. 
First  in  a  figure,  presently  in  a  fact. 
It  is  a  lesson  to  mankind  at  large. 
How  other  were  the  end,  woula  men  Ire  sage 
And  bear  confidini^l^  eaoh  quarrel  straight, 
0  Law,  to  thv  recipient  mother^knees  I 
How  would  the  children  light  come  and  prompt 

This,  with  a  red-cheeked  apple  for  reward. 
The  other,  peradventure  red-cheeked  too 


I'  the  rear,  by  taste  of  birdi  for  pnnjahniant. 
No  foolish  brawling  murder  an^  more ! 
Peace  for  the  household,  practice  for  the  Fiso, 
And  plenty  for  the  exchequer  of  my  lords  I 
Too  much  to  hope,  in  this  world :  in  die  next, 
Who  kno\«8  ?    Since,  why  should  sit  the  Twelve 

enthroned 
To  judge  the  tribes,  unless  the  tribes  be  judged  ? 
And  't  is  impossible  but  offences  come  : 
So,  all 's  one  lawsuit,  all  one  long  leet-day  I 

Forgive  me  this  digression  —  that  I  stand 
Entranced  awhile  at  Law's  firsu  beam,  outbreak 
O*  the  businees,  when  the  Count's  good  angel 

bade 
**  Put  up  thy  sword,  bom  enemy  to  the  ear. 
And  let  Law  listen  to  thv  difference ! " 
And  Law  does  listen  and  compose  the  strife. 
Settle  the  suit,  how  wisely  ana  how  well ! 
On  our  Pompilia,  faultless  to  a  faolt. 
Law  bends  a  brow  maternally  severe, 
Implies  the  worth  of  perfect  chastity, 
By  fancying  the  flaw  she  cannot  find. 
Su^rfluous  sifting  snow,  nor  helps  nor  harms : 
'T  IS  safe  to  censure  levity  in  youth. 
Tax  womanhood  with  indiscretion,  sure  1 
Since  toys,  permissible  to^ay,  become 
FoUies  to-morrow  :  prattle  snocks  in  church : 
And  that  curt  skirt  which  lets  a  maiden  skip. 
The  matron  changes  for  a  trailing  robe. 
Mothers  may  aim  a  blow  wiUi  half-shut  eyes 
Nodding  above  their  spindles  by  the  fire. 
And  chance  to  hit  some  hidden  fault,  else  safe. 
Just  soj  Law  hazarded  a  punishment  — 
If  apphcable  to  the  circumstance. 


Why,  well !  if  not  so  apposite,  well  too. 
'*  Quit  the  gay  range  o^  the  world,"  I  h 


hear  her 


cry. 


**  Enter,  in  lieu,  the  penitential  pound : 
flzchange  the  gauds  of  pomp  for  ashes,  dust  I 
Leave  each  mollitious  haunt  of  luxury  I 
The  golden-garnished  silken-couched  alcove. 
The  many-columned  terrace  that  so  tempts 
Feminine  soul  put  foot  forth,  extend  ear 
To  fluttering  joy  of  lover's  serenade,  — 
Leave  these  for  cellular  seclusion !  mask 
And    dance   no   more,    but  fast   and    pmyt 

avaunt  — 
Be  burned,  thy  wicked   townsman's   som^t- 

book ! 
Welcome,  mild  hymnal  by  .  .  .  some  better 

scribe  I 
For  the  warm  arms  were  wont  enfold  thy  fleeh, 
Let    wire-shirt    plough  and    whip-cord  disci- 
pline 1" 
If  such  an  exhortation  proved,  perchance. 
Inapplicable,  words  bestowed  in  waste. 
What  harm,  since  Law  has  store,  can  spend  nor 
miss? 

And  so,  our  paragon  submits  herself, 
Gk>es  at  command  into  the  holy  house. 
And,  also  at  command,  comes  out  again  : 
For,  could  the  effect  of  such  obedience  prove 
Too  certain,  too  immediate  ?    Being  healed. 
Go  blaze  abroad  the  matter,  blessed  one  I 
Art  thou  sound  forthwith  ?    Speedilv  vacate 
The  step  by  pool-side,  leave  Bethesda  free 
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To  patients  plentifnlly  posted  roondf 
Since  tile  whole  need  not  the  physician  I    Brief, 
She  may  hetake  her  to  her  parents'  place. 
Welcome  her,  father,  with  wide  arms   once 

more; 
Motion  her,  mother,  to  th;^  breast  again  I 
For  why  f    Since  Law  relinquishes  the  charge. 
Grants  to  your  dwelling-place  a  prison's  style. 
Rejoice  yon  with  Pompiua !  golaen  days, 
Redeunt  Saiwmia  reqna.    Six  weeks  sup, 
And  she  is  domioilea  in  house  and  home 
As  though  she  tiienoe  had  never  budged  at  all. 
And  thiuier  let  the  husband  —  joyous,  ay, 
But  contrite  also  —  quick  betake  himself, 
Proud  that  his  dove  which  lay  among  the  pots 
Hath  mned  tiiose  dingy  feathers,  —  moulted 

now. 
Shows  silver  bosom  clothed  with  yellow  gold  I 
So  shall  he  tempt  her  to  the  perch  she  fled, 
Bid  to  domestic  bliss  the  truant  back. 

But  let  him  not  delay  !    Time  fleets  how  fast, 

And  opportunity,  the  irrevocable. 

Once    flown   wdl   flout   him!    is  the  furrow 

traced? 
If  field  with  com  ye  fail  preoccupy, 
Darnel  for  wheat  and  tluatle-beards  for  grain, 
Infelix  loliuniy  carduus  hcrridus,, 
Will  grow  apace  in  combination  prompt, 
Defraud  the  husbandman  of  his  desire. 
Already  •—  hist  —  what  murmurs  'monish  now 
The  laggard  ?  — doubtful,  nay,  fantastio  bruit 
Of  such  an  apparition,  such  return 
Interdum^  to  anticipate  the  spouse. 
Of  Caponsaoohi's  very  self  I    *T  is  said. 
When  nights  are  lone  and  company  is  rare. 
His  visitations  briffhten  winter  up. 
If  so  they  did  —  which  nowise  I  believe  — 
(How  can  I  ?  —  proof  abounding  that  the  priest, 
Onoe  fairly  at  his  relegation-place. 
Never  once  left  it),  still,  admit  he  stole 
A  midnight  march,  would  fain  see  friend  again. 
Find  matter  for  instruction  in  the  past. 
Renew  the  old  adventure  in  such  chat 
As  cheers  a  fireside  !    He  was  lonely  too. 
He,  too,  must  need  his  recreative  hour. 
Shall  it  unaze  the  philosophic  mind 
If  he,  lon^  wont  the  empurpled  cup  to  quaff. 
Have  femmine  society  at  wiU, 
Being  debarred  abmptlv  from  all  drink 
Save  at  the  spring  which  Adam  used  for  wine. 
Dreads  harm  to  just  the  health  he  hoped  to 

guard, 
And,  trying  abstinence,  gains  malady  ? 
Ask  Tozzi,  now  physician  to  the  Pope  I 
"  Little  by  little  break  "  —  (I  hear  he  bids 
Master  ArcangeH  my  antagonist. 
Who  loves  good  cheer,  and  may  indulge  too 

much: 
80  I  expkdn  the  logic  of  the  plea 
Wherewith  he  opened  our  proceedings  late)  — 
''  Little  by  little  break  a  habit,  Don, 
Become  necessity  to  feeble  flesh  I  ^' 
And  thus,  nocturnal  taste  of  intercourse  ^ 
(Which  never  happened,  —  bat,  suppose  it  did) 
May  have  been  used  to  dishabituate 
Bv  sip  and  sip  this  drainer  to  the  dregs 
O'  the  drauirht  of  conversation,  — heady  staff, 
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Brewa^  which,  broached,  it  took  two  days  and 

nights 
To  properly  discuss  i*  the  journey,  Sirs  t 
Sucn  power  has  second-nature,  men  call  use, 
That  undelightful  objects  get  to  charm 
Instead  of  chafe  :  the  daily  coloo3mth 
Tickles  the  palate  by  repeated  dose. 
Old  sores  scratch  kindly,  the  ass  makes  a  push 
Although  the  mill-yoke-wound  be  smarting  yet, 
For  mifi-door  bolted  on  a  hoUday  : 
Nor  must  we  marvel  here  if  impulse  urge 
To  talk  the  old  story  over  now  and  then. 
The  hopes  and  fears,  the  stoppage  and  the 

haste,  — 
Subjects  of  collo(]|uy  to  surfeit  once. 
**'  Here  did  you  bid  me  twine  a  rosy  wreath  I  *' 
*^  And  there  you  paid  mv  lips  a  compliment  I  '* 
^^Here  you  admired  the  tower  could  be  so 

taUI" 
And  there  you  likened  that  of  Lebanon 
To  the  nose  of  the  beloved  !  "    Trifles  I  still, 
"  Forsan  et  haec  olim"  —  such  trifles  serve 
To  make  the  minutes  jNias  in  winter-time. 

Husband,  return  then.  I  re-counsel  thee  I 
For,  fin^y,  of  all  glaa  circumstance 
Should  nuuce  a  prompt  return  imperative, 
What  in  the  world  awaits  thee,  dost  suppose? 
O'  the  sudden,  as  good  gifts  are  wont  befall. 
What  is  the  hap  of  our  unconscious  Count  ? 
That  which  lights  bonfire  and  sets  cask  antilt, 
DiaBolves  the  stnbbom'st  heart  in  jollity. 
O  admirable,  there  is  bom  a  babe, 
A  son,  an  heir,  a  Franceschini  last 
And  best  o*  the  stock !    Pompilia,  thine  the 

Eepa^uLd.Uity^th  faith, 

Ungenerous  thrift  of  each  marital  debt 

With  bounty  in  profuse  expenditure, 

Pompilia  scorns  to  have  the  old  year  end 

Without  a  present  shall  ring  in  the  new  — 

Bestows  on  her  too-parsimonious  lord 

An  infant  for  the  apple  of  his  eye, 

Core  of  his  heart,  and  crown  completing  life. 

True  summum  bonum  of  the  earthly  lot  I 

**  We,"  saith  ingeniously  the  sage,  ^^  are  bom 

Solely  that  others  mav  be  bom  of  us.'* 

So,  father,  take  thy  child,  for  thine  that  child. 

Oh   nothing   doubt  I     In  wedlock  bom,  law 

holds 
Baseness  impossible:  since  **jHiu8  est 
Quern  nuptias  demorutrant^^^  twits  the  text 
Whoever  dares  to  doubt. 

Tet  doubt  he  dares ! 
O  faith,  where  art  thou  flown  from  out  the 

world  ? 
Already  on  what  an  age  of  doubt  we  fall ! 
Instead  of  each  disputing  for  the  prize. 
The  babe  is  bandiea  here  from  that  to  this. 
Whose  the  babe  ?    ''  Cto'tim  pecus  f  "    Guido's 

lamb? 
"  /In  Melibcei  f  "    Nay,  but  of  the  priest  I 
**  Non  sed  JEqonU  !  "    Some  one  must  be  sire : 
And  who  shall  say,  in  such  a  puzzling  strait. 
If  there  were  not  vouchsafed  some  miracle 
To  the  wife  who  had  been  harassed  and  abused 
More  than  enough  by  Guide's  family 
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For  non-production  of  the  promised  frait 

Of  raarrii^:e  ?    What  if  Nature,  I  demand. 

Touched  to  the  quick  by  taunts  upon  her  sloth. 

Had  roused  herself,  put  forth  recondite  power, 

Bestowed  this  birth  to  vindicate  her  sway, 

Like  the  Strang  favor  Maro  memorized 

As  granted  Anstseus  when  his  hive 

Lay  empty  of  the  swarm  ?  not  one  more  bee  — 

Not  one  more  babe  to  Franoeschini^s  house  I 

And  lo,  a  new  birth  filled  the  air  with  joy, 

iSprmig  from  the  bowels  of  the  generous  steer, 

A  novel  son  and  heir  rejoiced  the  Count  1 

Spontaneous  generation,  need  I  prove 

Were  facile  feat  to  Nature  at  a  pinch  ? 

Let   whoso   doubts,    steep    horsehair    certain 

weeks. 
In  water,  there  will  be  produced  a  snake  ; 
Spontaneous  product  ot  the  horse,  which  hone 
Happens  to  be  the  representative  — 
Now  that  I  think  on  t  —  of  Arezzo's  self. 
The  very  city  our  conception  blessed  : 
Is  not  a  prancing  horse  the  City-arms  ? 
WluLt  sane  eye  (aah  to  see  coincidence  ? 
Cur  ego,  boast  thou,  my  Pompilia,  then, 
Dfsptremjifri  sine  conjuge 
Mater  —  How  well  the  Ovidian  distioh  suits  I  — 
Et  parere  iniacto  dummodo 
Casta  viro  f  such  miracle  was  wroug:ht  I 
Note,  further,  as  to  mark  the  prodigy, 
The  babe  in  question  neither  took  the  name 
Of  Guido,  from  the  sire  presumptive,  nor 
Giuseppe,  from  the  sire  potential,  but 
GaetAno  —  last  saint  of  our  hierarchy. 
And  newest  namer  for  a  thing  so  new  I 
What   other    motive    could    have    prompted 

choice  ? 

Therefore  be  peace  a^n  :  exult,  ye  hills ! 

Ye  vales  rejoicingly  break  fortli  in  song  1 

Incipe,  parve  puer,  begin,  small  bov, 

Bisu  cognoscere  patrem,  with  a  laugh 

To  recognize  thy  parent !    Nor  do  thou 

Boggle,  O  parent,  to  return  the  grace  ! 

Nee  anceps  hcpre,  pater,  puero 

Cognoscendo  —  one    may    well    eke    out    the 

prayer  I 
In  vain !    The  perverse  Guido  doubte  his  eyes, 
Distrusts  assurance,  lets  the  devil  drive. 
Because  his  house  is  swept  and  garnished  now. 
He,  having  summoned  seven  like  himself, 
Must  hurry  thither,  knock  and  enter  in. 
And  make  the  last  worse  than  the  first,  in> 

deed  ! 
Is  he  content  ?    We  are.    No  further  blame 
O'  the  man  and  murder  I    They  were  stigma- 
tized 
Befittingly :  the  Court  heard  long  ago 
My  mind  o'  the  matter,  which,  outpouring  full. 
Has  long  since  swept  like  surge,  i^  the  simile 
Of  Homer,  overl)ome  both  dyke  and  dam. 
And  whelmed  alike  client  and  advocate : 
His  fate  is  sealed,  his  life  as  good  as  gone. 
On  him  I  am  not  tempted  to  waste  word. 
Yet  though  my  purpose  holds,  —  which  was  and 

is 
And  solely  shall  be  to  the  very  end, 
To  draw  the  true  ^ffies^  of  a  sunt. 
Do  justice  to  perfection  in  the  sex,  — 


Yet  let  not  some  gross  pamperer  of  the  flesh 
And  niggard  in  the  spirit's  nourishment. 
Whose  feeding  hath  obfuscated  his  wit 
Rather  than  law,  —  he  never  had,  to  lose  — 
I^t  not  such  advocate  object  to  me 
I  leave  my  proper  function  of  attack  I 
''  What 's  this  to  Bacchus  ?  "  —  (in  the 

phrase. 

Well  used,  for  once)  he  hiccups  probably. 
O  Advocate  o*  the  Poor,  thou  bom  to  make 
Their  blessing  void  —  beati  pauperes  ! 
By  painting  saintship  I  depicture  sin  : 
Beside  my  pearl,  I  ptrove  how  black  thy  jet. 
And,  through  Pompilia^s  virtue,  Guidons  crime. 

Back  to  her,  then,  —  with  but  one  beauty  more. 
End  we  our  argument,  —  one  crowning  grace 
Pre-eminent  *mid  agony  and  death. 
For  to  the  last  Pompilia  played  her  part. 
Used  the  right  means  to  the  permissible  end. 
And,  wily  as  an  eel  that  stirs  the  mud 
Thick  overhead,  so  baffling  spearman ^s  throst. 
She,  while  he  stabbed  her,  simulated  death. 
Delayed,  for  his  sake,  the  catastrophe. 
Obtained  herself  a  respite,  four  days*  fifRUse, 
Wliereby  she  told  her  story  to  the  wond. 
Enabled  me  to  make  the  present  speech. 
And,  by  a  full  confession,  saved  her  soul. 

Yet  hold,  even  here  would  malice  leer  its  last« 
Gurgle  its  choked  remonstrance:   snake,  hin 

free! 
Oh,  that 's  the  objection  ?    And  to  whom  ?  — 

not  her 
But  me,  forsooth  —  as,  in  the  very  act 
Of  both  confession  and  (what  followed  doee) 
Subsequent  talk,  chatter  and  goasipry. 
Babble  to  sympathizing  he  ana  she 
Whoever  chose  besiege  her  dying-bed,  — 
As  this  were  found  at  variance  in  ith  my  tale. 
Falsified  all  I  have  adduced  for  truth, 
Admitted  not  one  peccadillo  here. 
Pretended  to  perfection,  first  and  last. 
O*  the  whole  procedure  —  perfect  in  the  end, 
Perfect  i'  the  means,  perfect  in  everything. 
Leaving  a  lawyer  nothing  to  excuse. 
Reason  awa^  and  show  ms  skill  about  I 
—  A  flight,  impossible  to  Adamic  flesh. 
Just  to  DC  iPancied,  scarcely  to  be  wished. 
And,  anyhow,  unnleadable  in  court  ! 
'*How  reconcile,  '  gasps  Malice,   **that  with 

this  ?  " 

Your  "  this,**  friend,  is  extraneous  to  the  law. 
Comes  of  men's  outside  meddling,  the  nnnlrill^ 
Interposition  of  such  fools  as  press 
Out   of   their   province.     Must   I   speak  my 

mind  ? 
Far  better  had  Pompilia  died  o*  tlie  spot 
Than  found  a  tongue  to  wag  and  shame  the 

law, 
Shame  most  of  all  herself,  —  could  friendship 

fail, 
And  advocacy  lie  less  on  the  alert: 
But  no,  they  shall  protect  her  to  the  end  I 
Do  I  credit  the  alleged  nairation  ?    No  I 
Lied  our  Pompilia  then,  to  laud  herself  ? 
Still,  no  1    Clear  np  what  seems  discrepancy  ? 
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The  meana  Hboand :  art  *s  long,  though  time  is 

diort ; 
So,  keeping  me  in  oompasB,  all  I  nrge 
Is  —  since,  oonfession  at  the  point  of  death, 
Nam  in  articulo  mortis,  with  the  Choreh 
Passes  fur  statement  honest  and  sincere, 
Nemo  pretumitur  reus  esse,  —  then, 
If  snre  tliat  all  affirmed  wonld  he  helieved, 
'T  was  charity,  in  her  so  circumstanced. 
To  spend  the  last  breath  in  one  effort  more 
For  uniTcrsal  good  of  friend  and  foe : 
And,  —  by  pretending  utter  innocence, 
Na]r,  freeaom  from  each  foible  we  forgiTc,  — 
Ke-integrate  —  not  solely  her  own  fame. 
But  do  the  like  kind  ofbce  for  the  priest 
Whom  telling  the  crude  truth  about  might  yez. 
Haply  expose  to  peril,  abbreviate 
Indeed  the  long  career  of  usefulness 
Presumably  before  him  :  while  her  lord. 
Whose  fleeting  life  is  forfeit  to  the  law,  — 
What  mercy  to  the  culprit  if,  by  just 
The  fgUtt  of  such  a  f  nil  certificate 
Of  his  immitiffable  guiltiness. 
She  stifled  in  him  the  absurd  conceit 
Of  murder  as  it  were  a  mere  rerenge 
—  Stopped  confirmation  of  that  jealousy 
Which,  did  she  but  acknowledge  the  first  flaw, 
Tlie  funtest  foible,  had  embolaened  him 
To  battle  with  the  charge,  balk  penitence, 
Bar  preparation  for  impending  fate  I 
Whereas,  persuade  him  that  he  slew  a  saint 
Who  sinned  not  even  where  she  may  have  sinned. 
Ton  urge  him  all  the  brisklier  to  repent 
Of  most  and  least  and  aught  and  everything ! 
StiU,  if  this  view  of  mine  content  yon  not, 
Lords,  nor  excuse  the  ^nial  falsehood  here. 
We  come  to  our  TWarit,  last  resource  : 
W^e  fall  back  on  the  inexpugnable, 
Submitting,  —  she  confessed  before  she  talked  I 
The  sacrament  obliterates  the  sin  :  ^ 
What  is  not,  —  was  not,  therefore,  in  a  sense. 
Let  Molinists  distinguish,  '*  ^uls  washed  white 
But  red  once,  stiU  show  pinkish  to  the  eye  1  *' 
We  say,  abolishment  is  nothingness. 
And  nothingness  has  neither  head  nor  tail, 
End  nor  beginning  I    Better  estimate 
Exorbitantly,  than  disparage  aught 
Of  the  efficaoity  of  the  act,  I  hope  I 

Solvuntur  tabula  f    May  we  laugh  and  go  ? 

Well,  —  not  before  (in  filial  gratitude 

To  Law,  who,  mighty  mother,  waves  adieu) 

We  take  on  us  to  vindicate  Law^s  self  I 

For,  —  yea.  Sirs,  —^  curb  the  start,  curtail  the 

stare  1  — 
Remains  that  we  apologize  for  haste 
I'  the  Law,  our  lady  who  here  bristles  up, 
"  Blame  my  procedure  ?    Could  the  Court  mis- 
take? 
rWhioh  were  indeed  a  misery  to  think) ; 
Did  not  mj  sentence  in  the  former  stage 
O'  the  business  bear  a  title  plain  enou^  ? 
Decretum  ^*  —  I  translate  it  word  for  word  — 
**  *'  Decreed :  the  priest^  for  his  complicity 
I^  the  flight  and  aeviation  of  the  dame, 
As  well  as  for  unlawful  intercourse. 
Is  banished  three  years  :  *  crime  and  penalty 
Declared  alike.    If  he  be  taxed  with  guilt, 


How  can  you  call  Pompilia  innocent  ? 
If  both  be  innocent,  have  I  been  just  ?  '* 

Qently,  O  mother,  judge   men  —  whose  mis- 
take 
Is  in  the  mere  roiwpprehensiveness  I 
The  TitiUus  a-top  or  your  decree 
Was  but  to  ticket  there  the  kind  of  charge 
You  in  good  time  wonld  arbitrate  upon. 
Title  is  one  thing,  —  arbitration's  self, 
Probatio,  quite  another  possibly 
Subsistit,  there  holds  good  the  old  response, 
Eesponsto  tradita,  we  must  not  stick. 
Quod  turn  sit  attendendus  Titulus, 
To  the  Title,  sed  Frobatio,  but  the  Proof, 
Resvdtans  exprocessu,  the  result 
O^  the  Trial,  and  the  style  of  punishment, 
Et  poena  per  senientiam  tmposUa, 
Allis  tentative,  till  the  sentence  come : 
An  indication  of  what  men  expect. 
But  nowise  an  assurance  they  shall  find. 
Lords,  what  if  we  permissibly  relax 
The  tense  bow,  as  the  law-god  Phoebus  bids. 
Relieve  our  gravi^  at  labor's  dose  ? 
I  traverse  Rome,  feel  thirsty,  need  a  draught. 
Look  for  a  wine-shop,  find  it  by  the  bough 
ProjectinflT  as  to  say     Here  wine  is  sold  I '' 
So  much  I  know,  —  *^  sold :  "  but  what  sort  of 

wine? 
Strong,  weak,  sweet,  sonr,  home-made  or  foreign 

drink? 
That  much  must  I  discover  by  myself. 
''  Wine  is  sold,'*  quoth  the  bough,  ''  but  good 

or  bad. 
Find,  and  inform  us  when  yon  smack  vour  lips  I " 
Exactly  so.  Law  hangs  her  title  forth. 
To  show  she  entertains  yon  with  sudi  case 
About  such  crime.     Come  in  I  she  pours,  you 

quaff. 
Ton  find  the  Priest  good  liquor  in  the  main. 
But  heady  and  provocative  of  brawls : 
Remand  the  residue  to  flask  once  more. 
Lay  it  low  where  it  may  deposit  lees, 
I'  the  cellar :  thence  produce  it  presentlv, 
Three  years  the  brighter  and  the  better  I 

Thus, 
Ijaw's  son,  have  I  bestowed  my  fiJiial  help. 
And  thus  I  end,  tenax  proposito ; 
Point  to  point  as  I  purposed  have  I  drawn 
Pompilia,  and  imphed  as  terribly 
Guide  :  so,  gaadng,  let  the  world  crown  Law  — 
Able  once  more,  despite  my  impotence. 
And  helped  by  the  acumen  of  tne  Court, 
To  eliminate,  display,  make  triumph  truth  I 
What  other  prize  than  truth  were  worth  the 
pains? 


There  's  my  oration  —  much  exceeds  in  leugtii 
That  famea  panegyric  of  Isocrates, 
They  say  It  took  him  fifteen  years  to  pen. 
But  all  those  ancients  could  say  anjrthine  I 
He  put  in  just  what  rushed  into  his  head  : 
While  I  shall  have  to  prune  and  pare  and  print. 
This  comes  of  being  bom  in  modem  times 
With  priests  for  auditory.    Still,  it  pays. 
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THE  POPE 

Like  to  Ahasaems,  that  shrewd  pxinoe, 
I  will  begrin,  —  as  is,  these  seven  years  uow, 
My  daily  wont,  —  and  read  a  History 
(Written  by  one  whose  deft  ri^ht  hand  was  dnst 
To  the  last  dieit,  ages  ere  my  birth) 
Of  all  my  predeoessors,  Popes  of  Home : 
For  thougru  mine  ancient  early  droi>ped  the  pen. 
Yet  others  picked  it  up  and  wrote  it  dry, 
Since  of  the  making  books  there  is  no  end. 
And  so  I  have  the  Papacy  complete 
From  Peter  first  to  Alexander  last ; 
Can  question  each  and  take  instruction  so. 
Have  I  to  dare  !  —  I  ask,  how  dared  this  Pope  ? 
To  suffer  ?    8uch-an-one,  how  suffered  he  ? 
Being  about  to  judge,  as  now,  I  seek 
How  judged  once,  well  or  ill,  some  other  Pope ; 
Studv  some  signal  judgment  that  subsists 
To  blaze  on,  or  else  blot,  the  page  which  seals 
The  sum  up  of  what  gain  or  1o8B  to  God 
Came  of  his  one  more  Vicar  in  the  world. 
So,  do  I  find  example,  rule  of  life ; 
So,  square  and  set  m  order  the  nesct  page. 
Shall  be  stretched  smooth  o^er  my  own  funeral 
cyst. 

Eight  hundred  years  exact  before  the  year 
I  was  made  Pope,  men  made  Formosus  Pope, 
Say  Sigebert  and  other  chroniclers. 
Ere  I  confirm  or  quash  the  Trial  here 
Of  Ouido  Franceschini  and  his  friends, 
Read,  —  How  there  was  a  ghastly  Trial  once 
Of  a  dead  man  by  a  live  man,  and  both.  Popes : 
Thus  —  in  the  antique  penman's  very  pnrase. 

**  Then  Stephen.  Pope  and  seventh  of  the  name, 

Cried  ont,  m  synod  as  he  sat  in  state. 

While  choler  quivered  on  his  brow  and  beard, 

*  Come  into  court,  Formosus,  thou  lost  wretch, 
That  claimedst  to  be  late  Pope  as  even  1 1  * 

"  And  at  the  word,  the  great  door  of  the  church 
Flew  wide,  and  in  fher  brought  Formosus'  self, 
The  body  of  him,  deaa,  even  as  embalmed 
And  buned  dulv  in  the  Vatican 
Eight  months  before,  exhumed  thus  for  the 

nonce. 
Thev  set  it,  that  dead  body  of  a  Pope, 
Clothed  in  pontiBe  vesture  now  again, 
Upright  on  Peter's  chair  as  if  alive. 

"  And  Stephen,  springing  up,  cried  furiously, 

*  Bishop  01  Porto,  wherefore  didst  presume 
To  leave  that  see  and  take  this  Roman  see, 
Exchanf^  the  lesser  for  the  greater  see, 

—  A  thmg  against  the  canons  of  the  Church  ? ' 

*^  Then  one  —  (a  Deacon  who,  observing  forms. 
Was  placed  by  Stephen  to  repel  the  charge, 
Be  advocate  and  mouthpiece  of  the  corpse)  — 
Spoke  as  he  dared,  set  stammeringly  forth 
With  white  lips  and  dry  tongue,  —  as  but  a 

^outh. 
For  frightful  was  the  corpse^face  t^  b^old,  — 
Hfiw  nowise  lacked  there  precedent  for  this. 


**  But  when,  for  his  last  jirecedent  of  all. 
Emboldened  by  the  Spirit,  out  he  blurts, 

*  And,  Holy  Father,  oidst  not  thou  thyself 
Vacate  the  lesser  for  the  greater  see. 

Half  a  year  since  cliange  Arago  for  Kome  ? ' 
* —  Ye  have  the  sin's  defence  now,  synod  mine  I  * 
Shrieks  Stephen  in  a  beastly  froth  of  rage  : 

*  Judge  now  betwixt  him  dead  and  me  fuive ! 
Hath  he  intrudedi  or  do  I  pretond  ? 

Judge,  judge  I '  —  breaks  wavelike  one  whole 
foam  of  wrath. 

*^  Whereupon  they,  bein^  friends  and  f ollowexB. 
Said,  *  Ay,  thou  art  Christ's  Vicar, and  not  hel 
Away  with  what  is  frightful  to  behold  ! 
This  aet  was  nncanonic  and  a  fault.' 

**Then.  swallowed  up  in    rage,   Stephen  ex- 
claimed, 

*  Soj  gruilty  I    So,  remains  I  punish  guilt  1 
He  18  unpoped,  and  all  he  did  I  damn : 
The  Bishop,  that  ordained  him,  I  degrade : 
Depose  to  laics  those  he  raised  to  priests : 
What  they  have  wrought  is  miscnief  nor  shall 

stand. 
It  is  confusion,  let  it  vex  no  more  I 
Since  I  revoke,  annul  and  abrogate 
All  his  decrees  in  all  kinds :  they  are  void  1 
In  token  whereof  and  warning  to  the  world. 
Strip  me  yon  miscreant  of  those  robes  usurped. 
And  clothe  him  wiUi  vile  serge  befitting  such  I 
Then  hale  the  carrion  to  tlie  marketrplaoe ; 
Let  the  town-hangman   chop  from  his  rig^t 

hand 
Those  same  three    fingers  which    he  bleased 

withal; 
Next  cut  the  head  off,  once  was  crowned  for- 
sooth : 
And  last  go  fling  them,  fingers,  headend  trunk. 
To  Tiber  that  my  Christian  fish  may  sup  I ' 
—  Either  because  of  IX«Y2  which  means  Fish 
And  very  aptly  svmbolises  Christ, 
Or  else  because  tne  Pope  is  Fisherman, 
And  seals  with  Fisher's-signet. 

**  Anyway, 
So  said,  so  done :  himself,  to  see  it  done. 
Followed  the  corpse  they  trailed  from  street  to 

street 
Till  into  Tiber  wave  they  threw  the  thing. 
The  people,  crowded  on  the  banks  to  see, 
Were  loud  or  mute,  wept  or  laughed,  cursed  or 

leereo. 
According  as  the  deed  addressed  their  sense ; 
A  scandal  verily  :  and  out  spake  a  Jew, 
*Wot  ye  your  Christ   had  vexed  our  Herod 

thus?' 

'*  Now  when,  Formosus  being  dead  a  :^ear. 
His  judge  Pope  Stephen  tasted  death  in  turn, 
Made  captive  oy  the  mob  and  strangled  straight, 
Romanus,  his  successor  for  a  month. 
Did  make  protest  Formosus  was  with  (3od, 
Holy,  Just,  true  in  thouprht  and  word  and  deed. 
Next  Theodore,  who  reigned  but  twenty  days, 
Therein  convoked  a  synod,  whose  decree 
Did  reinstate,  repope  the  late  unpoped. 
And  do  away  with  Stephen  as  accursed. 
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So  that  when  presently  certain  fiafaer-f  oik 
(  Ab  if  the  queasy  river  could  not  hold 
Its  swallowed  Jonas,  but  disoharged  the  meal) 
Prodnced  the  timely  product  of  their  nets, 
The  mutilated  man,  Formosus,  —  saved 
Prom  pntrefaotion  by  the  embalmer^s  spioe, 
Or,  as  some  said,  by  sanctity  oi  fleshy  — 
'  Why,  lav  the  body  a^n,'  bade  Theodore, 
"  Among  his  predeoeasorsi  in  the  church 
And  burial-place  of  Peter  I '  which  was  done. 
*  And,'  addeth  Lnitprand,  *  many  of  repute, 
Pious  and  still  alive,  avouch  to  me 
That,  as  they  boi-e  the  body  up  the  aisle, 
The  saints  in  imaged  row  bowed  each  his  head 
For  welcome  to  a  brother-saint  come  baek.' 
As  for  Roraanus  and  this  Theodore, 
These   two    Popes,  through    the    brief   reign 

granted  each. 
Could  out  initiate  what  John  came  to  dose 
And  give  the  final  stamp  to :  he  it  was, 
Ninth  of  the  name,  (I  follow  the  beet  guides) 
Who,  —  in  full  synod  at  Ravenna  held 
With  Bishops  seventy-four,  and  present  too 
£nde  King  of  France  with  his  Arohbishopry,  — 
Did  condenm  Stephen,  anathematize 
The  disinterment,  and  make  all  blots  blank. 
'  For,*  argneth  hera  Auxilius  in  a  place 
De  Ordinationibus,  *  precedents 
Uad  been,  no  lack,  before  Formosus  long, 
Of  Bishops  so  transferred  from  see  to  see,  — 
Marinas,  for  example :  *  read  the  tract. 

'*  But,  after  John,  came  Sergius,  reaffirmed 
The  right  of  Stephen,  cursed  Formosus,  nay 
Cast  out,  some  say,  his  corpse  a  second  time, 
And    here,  ~  because    the    matter   went    to 

ground, 
Fretted  by  new  griefs,  other  cares  of  the  age,  — 
Here  is  the  last  pronouncing  of  the  Church, 
Her  sentence  that  subsists  unto  this  day. 
Yet  constantly  opinion  hath  prevailed 
1'  the  Church,  Formosus  was  a  holy  man." 

Whidi  of  the  judgments  was  infallible  ? 
Which  of  my  predecessors  spoke  for  God  ? 
And  what  availed  Formosus  that  this  cursed. 
That  blessed,  and  then  this  other  curaed  again? 
*'  Fear  ye  not  those  whose  power  oan  kill  the 

bodv 
And  not  the  soul,"  saith  Christ,  **but  rather 

those 
Can  oast  both  soul  and  body  into  hell !  '* 

John  judged  thus  in  Eight  Hundred  Ninety 

Eight, 
Exact  eight  hundred  years  ago  to-day 
When,  sittin|gr  in  his  stead,  Vicegerent  here, 
I  must  give  judgment  on  ray  own  behoof. 
So  worked  the  predecessor :  now,  my  turn  I 

In  God's  name  I    Once  more  on  this  earth  of 

Ood's, 
While  twilight  lasts  and  time  wherein  to  work, 
I  take  his  staff  with  my  uncertain  hand. 
And  stay  my  six  and  fourscore  years,  my  due 
Labor  and  sorrow,  on  his  judgment^eat. 
And  forthwith  think,  speak,  act,  in  place  of 

him  — 


The  Pope  for  Christ.     Onoe  more  appeal  is 

made 
From  man's  assize  to  mine :  I  sit  and  see 
Another  poor  weak  trembling  human  wretch 
Pushed  by  his  fellows,  who  pretend  the  right, 
Up  to  the  gulf  which,  where  I  gaze,  begins 
From  this  world  to  the  next,  —  gives  way  and 

wav. 
Just  on  the  edge  over  the  awful  dark  : 
With  nothing  to  arrest  him  but  my  feet. 
He  catches  at  me  with  convulsive  face, 
Cries  ""  Leave  to  live  the  natural  minute  more  !'* 
While  hollowly  the  avengers  echo  ''  Leave  ? 
None !    So  has  he  exceeded  man's  due  share 
In  man's  fit  license,  wrung  by  Adam's  fall. 
To  sin  and  yet  not  surely  die,  —  that  we. 
All  of  us  sinful,  all  with  need  of  grace, 
All  chary  of  our  life,  —  the  minute  more 
Or  minute  less  of  grace  which  saves  a  soul,  — 
Bound  to  make  oonunon  cause  with  who  craves 

time, 
—  W^  7^^  protest  against  the  exorbitance 
Of  sin  m  this  one  sinner,  and  demand 
That  his  poor  sole  remaining  piece  of  time 
Be  plucked  from  out  his  dutch :  put  him  to 

death  1 
Punish  him  now  !    As  for  the  weal  or  woe 
Hereafter,  Giod  grant  mercy  I    Man  be  just. 
Nor  let  the  felon  boast  he  went  scot-free  !  " 
And  I  am  bound,  the  solitary  judge. 
To  weigh  the  worth,  decide  upon  the  plea, 
And  either  hold  a  hand  out,  or  withdraw 
A  foot  and  let  the  wretch  drift  to  the  fall. 
Ay,  and  while  thus  I  dally,  dare  nerchance 
Put  fancies  for  a  comfort  'twixt  this  calm 
And  yonder  passion  that  I  have  to  bear,  — 
As  if  reprieve  were  possible  for  both 
Prisoner  and  Pope,  —  how  easy  were  reprieve  I 
A  touch  o'  the  hand-bell  here,  a  hasty  word 
To  those  who  wait,  and  wonder  they  wait  long, 
r  the  passage  there,  and  I  should  g^un  the 

Yea,  though  I  flatter  me  with  fancy  thus, 
I  know  it  IS  but  Nature's  craven-tnck. 
The  case  is  over,  judgment  at  an  end. 
And  all  things  done  now  and  irrevocable : 
A  mere  dead  man  is  Francesdiini  here. 
Even  as  Formosus  centuries  ago. 
I  have  worn  through  this  sombre  wintry  day. 
With  winter  in  my  soul  beyond  the  world's, 
Over  these  dismalest  of  documents 
Which  drew  night  down  on  me  ere  eve  befell,  — 
Pleadings  and  counter-pleadings,  figure  of  fact 
Beside  tact's  self,  these  summaries,  to  wit,  — 
How  certain  three  were  slain  by  certain  five : 
I  read  here  why  it  was,  and  how  it  went, 
And  how  the  chief  o'  the  five  preferred  ex- 
cuse. 
And  how  law  rather  chose  defence  should  lie,  — 
What  argument  he  urged  by  wary  word 
When  free  to  play  off  wile,  start  subterfuge. 
And  what  the  unguarded  groan  told,  torture's 

feat 
When  law  grew  brutal,  outbroke,  overbore 
And  glutted  hunger  on  the  truth,  at  last,  — 
No  matter  for  the  flesh  and  blood  between. 
All 's  a  clear  rede  and  no  more  riddle  now. 
Truth,  nowhere,  lies  yet  everywhere  in  these  — 
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Not  absolutely  in  a  portion,  yet 
Evolvable  from  the  whole :  evolved  at  last 
Pamf iilly,  held  tenaciously  by  me. 
Therefore  there  is  not  any  doubt  to  clear 
When  I  shall  write  the  brief  word  presently 
And  chink  the  hand-bell,  which  1  pause  to  do. 
Irresolute  ?    Not  I,  more  than  the  mound 
With  the  pine-trees  on  it  yonder  I    Some  snr^ 

mise, 
Perchance,  that  since  man^s  wit  is  fallible, 
Mine  may  fsul  here?    Suppose  it  so,  —  what 

then? 
Say,  —  Guido.  I  count  e^iilty,  there  *8  no  babe 
So  guiltless,  for  I  misconceive  the  man ! 
V^r'^t  ^8  in  the  chance  should  move  me  from  my 

mind  ? 
If,  as  I  walk  in  a  rough  country-side. 
Peasants  of  mine  cry,  *'  Thou  art  he  can  help. 
Lord  of  the  land  and  counted  wise  to  boot : 
Look  at  our  brother,  stranglin{^  in  his  foam, 
He  fell  so  where  we  find  lum,  —  prove  thy 

worth  1  " 
I  may  presume,  pronoimce,  **"  A  frenzy-fit, 
A  faUing-sickness  or  a  fever-stroke  ! 
Breathe  a  vein,  copiously  let  blood  at  once  I  ^' 
So  perishes  the  patient,  and  anon 
I  hear  my  peasants  —  *''  All  was  error,  lore  ! 
Our  stoi^,  thv  prescription  :  for  there  crawled 
In  due  time  m>m  our  nfmless  brother^s  breast 
The  serpent  which  had  stung  him  :  bleeding 

slew 
Wliom  a  prompt  cordial  had  restored  to  health.'* 
What  other  should  I  say  than  '*  God  so  willed  : 
Mankind  is  ignorant,  a  man  am  I : 
Call  ignorance  my  sorrow,  not  my  sin  I  " 
So  and  not  otherwise,  in  after-time. 
If  some  acuter  wit,  fresh  probing,  sound 
This  multifarious  mass  of  words  and  deeds 
Deeper,  and  reach  through  guilt  to  innocence, 
I  shall  face  Guidons  ghost  nor  blench  a  jot. 
^*  God  who  set  nie  to  judge  thee,  meted  out 
So  much  of  judging  faculty,  no  more : 
Ask  him  if  1  was  slack  in  use  thereof  ! '' 
I  hold  a  heavier  fault  imputable 
Inasmuch  as  I  chan^d  a  chaplain  once, 
For  no  cause,  —  no,  if  I  must  bare  my  heart,  — 
Save  that  he  snuffled  somewhat  saying  mass. 
For  I  am  'ware  it  is  the  seed  of  act, 
Qod  holds  appraising  in  his  hollow  palm. 
Not  act  grown  great  thence  on  the  world  be- 
low, 
Ijeafage  and  branchage,  vulgar  eyes  admire. 
Therefore  I  stand  on  my  integrity. 
Nor  fear  at  all :  and  if  I  hesitate. 
It  is  because  I  need  t.o  breathe  awhile. 
Rest,  as  the  human  right  allows,  review 
Intent  the  little  seeds  of  act,  my  tree,  — ^ 
The  thought,  which,  clothed  in  deed,  I  give  the 

world 
At  cliink  of  bell  and  push  of  arrased  door. 

O  pale  depai-tnre,  dim  di^;race  of  day  I 
Winter  *s  in  wane,  his  vengeful  worst  art.thou. 
To  dash  the  boldness  of  advancing  March  ! 
Thy  chill  persistent  rain  has  mirsiied  our  streets 
Of  goasipry ;  pert  tongue  and  idle  ear^ 
By  this,  consort  'neatjb  archway,  portico. 
But  wheresoever  Rome  gathers  in  the  gray, 


Two  names  now  snap  and  flash  from  month  to 

mouth  — 
(Sparks,  flint  and  steel  strike)  —  Guido  and  the 

P<Ve. 
By  this  same  hour  to-morrow  eve  —  aha. 
How  do  they  call  him  ?  —  Uie  sagacious  Swede 
Who  finds  by  figures  how  the  ohanoee  prove. 
Why  one  comes  ratlier  than  another  thii^. 
As,  say,  such  dots  turn  up  by  throw  of  dice. 
Or,  if  we  dip  in  Virgil  here  and  there 
And  prick  for  such  a  verse,  when  snch  shall 

point. 
Take  this  Swede,  tell  him,  hiding  name  and 

rank. 
Two  men  are  in  our  city  this  dull  eve : 
One  doomed  to  deatJi,  —  but  hundreds  in  snch 

plight 
Slip  aside,  clean  escape  by  leave  of  law 
Which  leans  to  mercy  in  this  latter  time  ; 
Moreover  in  the  plemtnde  of  life 
Is  he,  with  strength  of  limb  and  brain  adroit. 
Presumably  of  service  here  :  beside. 
The  man  is  noble,  backed  by  nobler  friends: 
Nay,  they  so  wish  him  well,  the  city's  self 
Makes  common  cause  with  who  —  house-magis- 
trate. 
Patron  of  hearth  and  home,  domestic  lord  — 
But  ruled  his  own,  let  aliens  cavil.    Die  ? 
He  11  bribe  a  jailer  or  break  prison  first  I 
Nay,  a  sedition  may  be  helpful,  give 
Hint  to  the  mob  to  batter  wall,  bum  gate, 
And  bid  the  favorite  malefactor  march. 
Calculate  now  these  chances  of  escape  ! 
*'  It  is  not  probable,  but  well  ma^  be." 
Again,  there  is  another  man,  weighed  now 
By  twice  eight  years  beyond  the  seven-timea- 

App<nntea  overweight  to  break  our  branch. 
And  this  man's  loaded  branch  lifts,  more  than 

snow. 
All  the  world's  oark  and  care,  though  a  bird's 

nest 
Were  a  superfluous  burden :  notably 
Hath  he  been  pressed,  as  if  his  age  were  youth. 
From  to-day's  dawn  till  now  that  day  departs. 
Trying  one  question  with  Inie  sweat  of  soul, 
**  Shall  the  said  doomed  man  fitlier  die  or  live  ?  " 
When  a  straw  swallowed  in  his  posset,  stool 
Stumbled  on  where  his  path  lies,  any  puff 
That 's  incident  to  such  a  smoking  nax. 
Hurries  the  natural  end  and  quenches  him  ! 
Now  calculate,  thou  sage,  the  chances  here. 
Say,  which  shall  die  the  sooner,  this  or  that  ? 
"  That,  possibly,  this  in  aU  UkeUhood." 
I  thongnt  so:   yet  thou  tripp'st,  my  foreign 

friend ! 
No,  it  will  be  quite  otherwise,  —  to-day 
Is  Guido's  last :  my  term  is  yet  to  run. 

But  say  the  Swede  were  right,  and  I  forthwith 
Acknowledge  a  prompt  summons  and  lie  dead : 
Why,  then  I  stand  already  in  God's  face 
And  hear,  *^  Since  by  its  fruit  a  tree  is  judged. 
Show  me  thy  fruit,  the  latest  act  of  thine  1 
For  in  the  last  is  summed  the  first  and  all,  — 
Wliat  thy  life  last  put  heart  and  soul  into. 
There  shall  I  tast«  tlnr  product."   I  must  plead 
This  condemnation  of  a  man  to-day. 
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Not  so  I    Expect  nor  question  nor  reply 
At  what  we  figure  as  God^s  judgmentrbar  I 
None  of  this  vile  way  by  the  barren  words 
Which,  more  than  any  deed,  characterize 
Man  as  made  subject  to  a  curse :  no  speech  — • 
That  still  bursts  o  er  some  lie  which  lurks  inside, 
As  the  split  skin  across  the  coppery  snake. 
And  most  denotes  man  I  since,  m  all  beside, 
lu  hate  or  lust  or  guile  or  unbelief, 
Out  of  some  core  of  truth  the  excrescence  comes. 
And,  in  the  last  resort,  the  man  may  urge 
""  So  was  T  made,  a  weak  thing  that  gave  way 
To  truth,  to  impulse  only  strong  since  true, 
And  hated,  lusted,  used  guile,  forwent  faith." 
But  when  man  walks  the  garden  of  this  world 
For  his  own  solace,  and,  unchecked  by  law, 
Speaks  or  keeps  silence  as  himself  sees  fit. 
Without  the  least  incumbency  to  lie, 

—  Why,  can  he  tell  you  what  a  rose  Lb  like. 
Or  how  the  birds  iiy.  and  not  slip  to  false 
Though  truth  serve  oetter  ?    Man  must  tell  his 

mate 
Of  yon,  me  and  himself,  knowing  he  lies. 
Knowing  his  fellow  knows  the  same,  —  will  think 
*^  He  lies,  it  is  the  method  of  a  man !  " 
And  jet  will  speak  for  answer  '"  It  is  truth  " 
To  hun  who  shall  rejoin  '^  Again  a  lie  I  "^ 
Therefore  these  filthy  rags  of  speech,  this  coil 
Of  statement,  comment,  query  and  response. 
Tatters  all  too  contaminate  for  use. 
Have  no  renewing :  He  the  Truth  is,  too. 
The  Word.    We  men,  in  our  degree,  may  know 
There,  simply,  instantaneously,  as  here 
After  long  time  and  amid  many  lies. 
Whatever  we  dare  think  we  know  indeed 

—  That  I  am  I,  as  He  is  He,  —  what  else  ? 
But  be  man's  m  thod  for  man's  life  at  least  I 
Wherefore,  Antonio  I^gnatelli,  thou 

My  ancient  self,  who  wast  no  Pope  so  long 
But  studiedst  God  and  man,  the  many  years 
I'  the  school,  i'  the  cloister,'  in  the  diocese 
Dmnestio,  legate-rule  in  foreign  lands,  — 
Thou  other  force  in  those  old  busy  days 
Than  this  gray  ultimate  decrepitude,  — 
Tet  sensible  of  fires  that  more  and  more 
Visit  a  soul,  in  passaee  to  the  sky, 
I/eft  nakeder  than  when  flesh-robe  was  new  — 
Thou,  not  Pope  but  the  mere  old  num  o'  the 

world. 
Supposed  inauisitive  and  dispassionate, 
Wut  thou,  tne  one  whose  speech  I  somewhat 

trust. 
Question  the  after-me,  tli^  self  now  Pope, 
Heiff  his  procedure,  criticise  his  work  ? 
Wise  in  its  generation  is  tlie  world. 

This  is  whv  Guido  is  found  reprobate. 

I  see  him  furnished  forth  for  his  career, 

On  starting  for  the  life-chance  in  onr  world. 

With  nearly  all  we  count  sufficient  help  : 

Body  and  mind  in  balance,  a  sound  frame, 

A  solid  intellect :  the  wit  to  seek, 

Wsidom  to  choose,  and  courage  wherewithal 

To  deal  in  whatsoever  circumstance 

Should  minister  to  man,  make  life  succeed. 

Oh,   and  mnch  drawback!    what  were  eurth 

without  ? 
Is  this  our  ultimate  stage,  or  starting-place 


To  try  man's  foot,  if  it  will  creep  or  climb, 
'Mid  obstacles  in  seeming,  points  that  prove 
Advantage  for  who  vaults  from  low  to  high 
And  makes  the   stumbling-block  a  stepping- 
stone  ? 
So,  Guido,  bom  with  appetite,  lacks  food  : 
Is  poor,  who  vet  could  oef  tly  play-off  wealth : 
Straitened,  whose  limbs  are  restless  till  at  large. 
He,  as  he  eyes  each  outlet  of  the  cirque 
And  narrow  penfold  for  probation,  pmes 
After  the  good  things  just  outside  its  grate, 
With  less  monition,  fainter  conscience-twitch. 
Rarer  instinctive  qualm  at  the  first  feel 
Of  greed  unseemly,  prompting  grasp  undue, 
Th&n  nature  furnishes  her  main  muikind,  — 
Making  it  harder  to  do  wrong  than  right 
The  firat  time,  careful  lest  the  common  ear 
Break  measure,  miss  the  outstep  of  life's  march. 
Wherein  I  see  a  trial  fair  and  nt 
For  one  else  too  unfairl;;^  fenced  about. 
Set  above  sin,  beyond  his  fellows  here : 
Guarded  from  the  arch-tempter  all  must  fig'ht, 
By  a  great  birth,  traditionary  name,  ^ 
Diligent  culture,  choice  companionship, 
Above  all,  conversancy  with  the  faith 
Which  puts  forth  for  its  base  of  doctrine  just, 
**  Man  IS  bom  nowise  to  content  himself. 
But  please  God."    He  accepted  such  a  rule, 
Recognized  man's  obedience  ;  and  the  Church, 
Which  simplv  is  such  rule's  embodiment. 
He  clave  to,  he  held  on  by,  —  nay,  indeea. 
Near  pushed  inside  of,  deep  as  layman  durst, 
Plrofessed  so  much  of  j^riesthood  as  might  sue 
For     priest's  -  exemption   where    the   layman 

sinned, — 
Go  this  arm  xrocked  which,  bare,  the  law  would 

bruise, 
Hence,  at  this  moment,  what 's  his  last  resource. 
His  extreme  stay  and  utmost  stretch  of  hope 
But  that,  —  convicted  of  such  crime  as  law 
Wipes    not    away    save    with    a  worldling's 

blood,  — 
Guido,  the  three-parts  consecrate,  may  'scape  ? 
Nay,  the  portentous  brothers  of  the  man 
Are  veritably  priests,  protected  each 
May  do  his  murder  in  the  Church's  pale. 
Abate  Paul,  Canon  Gir<)lamo  I 
This  is  the  man  proves  irreligioiisest 
Of  all  mankind,  religion^s  parasite  ! 
This  may  forsooth  plead    dinned  ear,  jaded 

sense, 
The  vice  o'  the  watcher  who  bides  near  the  bell, 
Sleeps  sound  because  the  clock  is  vigUant, 
And  cares  not  whether  it  be  shade  or  shine, 
Doling  out  day  and  night  to  all  men  else  I 
Why  was  the  choice  o'  the  man  to  niche  him* 

self 
Perversely  'neath  the  tower  where  Time's  own 

tongue 
Thus  undertakes  to  sermonize  the  world  ? 
Why,  but  because  the  solemn  is  safe  too. 
The  belfry  proves  a  fortress  of  a  sort. 
Has  other  uses  than  to  teach  the  hour : 
Turns  sunscreen,  paravent  and  ombrifuge 
To  whoso  seeks  a  shelter  in  its  pale, 
—  Ay,  and  attractive  to  unwary  folk 
Who  gaze  at  storied  portal,  statued  spire. 
And  go  home  with  full  head  but  empty  purse. 
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Nor  dare  suspect  the  sacristaiu  the  thief  ! 
Shall  Judas  —  hard  upon  the  donor^s  heel. 
To  filch  the  f ragmeutB  of  the  basket  —  plead 
He  was  too  near  the  preacher's  mouth,  nor  sat 
Attent  with  fifties  in  a  company  ? 
No,  —  closer  to  promulgated  decree, 
Clearer  the  censure  of  default.    Proceed  I 

I  find  him  bound,  then,  to  begin  life  well ; 

Fortified  by  propitious  circumstance. 

Great  birth,  good  breeding,  with  the  Church  for 

guide. 
How  lives  he  ?    Cased  thus  in  a  coat  of  proof. 
Mailed  like  a  man-at-arms,  though  all  the  while 
A  puny  starveling,  —  does  the  breast  pant  big. 
The  limb  swell  to  the  limit,  emptiness 
Strive  to  become  solidity  indeed  ? 
Rather,  he  shrinks  up  like  the  ambiguous  fish. 
Detaches  flesh  from  shell  and  outside  ^ow. 
And  steals  by  moonlight  (I  have  seen  the  thing) 
In  and  out,  now  to  prey  and  now  to  skulk. 
Armor  he  boasts  when  a  wave  breaks  on  beach, 
Or  bird  stoops  for  the  prize  :  with  peril  nigh,  — 
The  man  of  rank,  the  much-befriended  man. 
The  man  almost  affiliate  to  the  Church, 
Such  is  to  deal  with,  let  the  world  beware  ! 
Does  the  world  recognize,  pass  prudently  ? 
Do  lides  abate  and  searf owl  hunt  i*  the  deep  P 
Already  is  the  slug  from  out  its  mew, 
Ignoblv  faring  with  all  loose  and  free, 
Sand-ny  and  slush-worm  at  their  garbage-feast, 
A  naked  blotch  no  better  than  they  all : 
Guide  has  drop^d  nobility,  slipped  the  Church, 
Plays  trickster  if  not  out-purse,  boi^  and  soul 
Prostrate  among  the  filthy  feeders  —  faugh  ! 
And  when  Law  takes  him  by  surprise  at  last, 
Catches  the  foul  thing  on  its  camon-prey, 
Behold,  he  points  to  snell  left  high  and  dr^, 
Pleads  ^  But  the  case  out  yonder  is  m3r8eli !  " 
Nay,  it  is  thou,  Law  prongs  amid  thy  peers. 
Congenial  vermin  ;  that  was  none  of  thee. 
Thine  outside,  —  give  it  to  the  soldieiHsrab  I 

For  I  find  this  black  mark  impinge  the  man. 

That  he  believes  in  just  the  vile  of  life. 

Low  instinct,  base  pretension,  are  these  truth  ? 

Then,  that  aforesaid  armor,  probity, 

He  figrures  in,  is  falsehood  scale  on  scale ; 

Honor  and  faith,  —  a  lie  and  a  disguise. 

Probably  for  all  livers  in  this  world, 

Certainly  for  himself !    All  say  good  words 

To  who  will  hear,  all  do  thereby  bad  deeds 

To  who  must  undergo  ;  so  thrive  mankind ! 

See  this  habitual  creed  exemplified 

Most  in  the  last  deliberate  act ;  as  last. 

So,  very  sum  and  substance  of  the  soul 

Of  hini  that  planned  and  leaves  one  perfect 

piece. 
The  sin  brought  under  jurisdiction  now. 
Even  the  marriage  of  tne  man  :  this  act 
I  sever  from  his  life  as  sample,  show 
For  Guidons  self,  intend  to  test  him  by. 
As,  from  a  cup  filled  fairly  at  the  fount. 
By  the  components  we  decide  enough 
Or  to  let  flow  as  late,  or  stanch  the  source. 

He  purposes  this  marriage,  I  remark. 

On  no  one  motive  that  should  prompt  thereto  — 


Farthest,  by  consequence,  from  ends  alleged 

Appropriate  to  the  action  :  so  they  were : 

The  best,  he  knew  and  feigned,  the  worst  ha 

took. 
Not  one  permissible  impulse  moves  the  man. 
From  the  mei-e  liking  of  the  eye  and  ear, 
To  the  true  longing  of  the  heart  that  loves. 
No  trace  of  these  :  bnt  aD  to  instigate. 
Is  what  sinks  man  past  level  of  the  brute. 
Whose  appetite  if  brutisli  is  a  truth. 
All  is  the  lust  for  money :  to  get  gold,  — 
Why,  lie,  rob,  if  it  must  be,  muraer !    Make 
Bocfy  and  soul  wring  gold  out,  lured  within 
The  clutch  of  hate  by  love,  the  trap's  pretence  ! 
What  good  else  get  from  bodies  ana  from  souls  f 
This  got,  there  were  some  life  to  lead  thereby, 
—  W^hat,  where  or  how,  appreciate  those  who 

tell 
How  the  toad  lives  :  it  lives,  —  enough  for  me  ! 
To  get  this  good  —  but  with  a  groan  or  so. 
Then,  silence  of  the  victims  —  were  die  feat. 
He  foresaw,  made  a  picture  in  his  mind,  — 
Of  father  and  mother  stunned  and  echolees 
To  the  blow,  as  they  lie  staring  at  fate's  jaws 
Their  folly  danced  into,  till  the  woe  fell ; 
Edged  in  a  month  by  strenuous  cruelty 
From  even  the  poor  nook  whence  they  watched 

the  wolf 
Feast  on  their  heart,  the  lamb-Uke  child  his 

prey ; 
Plundered  to  the  last  remnant  of  their  wealdi, 
(What  daily  pittance  pleased    the  plunderer 

dole,) 
Hunted  forth  to  go  hide  head,  starve  and  die. 
And  leave  the  pale  awe-etricken  wife,  past  hope 
Of  help  i*  the  world  now,  mute  and  motioaleas. 
His  slave,  his  chattel,  to  first  use,  then  destroy. 
All  this,  he  bent  nnind  how  to  bring  about, 
Put  plain  in  act  and  life,  as  painted  plain. 
So  have  success,  reach  crown  of  eartnly  good. 
In  this  particular  enternrise  of  man, 
By  marriage  —  undertalcen  in  God*s  face 
With  all  these  Hes  so  opposite  God^s  truth. 
For  end  so  other  than  man's  end. 

Thus  schemes 
Guide,  and  thus  would  carry  out  his  scheme : 
But  when  an  obstacle  first  blocks  the  path. 
When  he  finds  none  may  boast  monopoly 
Of  lies  and  trick  i*  the  tricking  lying  world,  — 
That  sorry  timid  natures,  even  this  sort 
O*  the  Comparini,  want  nor  trick  nor  lie 
Proper  to  the  kind,  —  that  as   the   goiHsrov 

treats 
The  bramble-finch  so  treats  the  finch  the  moth. 
And  the  great  GKiido  is  minutely  matched 
By  this  same  couple,  —  whether  true  or  false 
The  revelation  of  Pompilia's  birth. 
Which    in    a   moment    brings  his  scheme  to 

naught,  — 
Then,  he  is  piqued,  advances  vet  a  stage. 
Leaves  the  low  region  to  the  finch  and  fly. 
Soars  t<o  the  zenith  whence  the  fiercer  fowl 
May  dare  the  inimitable  swoop.    I  see. 
He  draws  now  on  the  curious  crime,  the  fine 
Felicity  and  flower  of  wickedness ; 
Determines,  by  the  utmost  exercise 
Of  violence,  nuide  safe  and  sure  by  craft. 
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To  satiate  malice,  pluok  one  last  aroh-pan^ 
From  the  parents,  else  would  triampii  out  o£ 

reach. 
By  punishing*  their  child,  within  reach  yet. 
Who,  by  thougrht,  word  or  deed,  oould  nowise 

wrongs 
I^  the  matter  that  now  moves  him.    So  plans  he, 
Always  subordinating  (note  the  point  I) 
Revenge,  the  manlier  sin,  to  interest 
The  meaner, —  would  pluck  pang  forth,  bat 

unclench 
No  gripe  in  the  act,  let  fall  no  money-pieoe. 
Hence  a  plan  for  so  plaguing,  body  and  soul. 
His  wife,  so  putting,  dav  by  day,  hour  by  hour, 
The  untried  torture  to  tne  untouched  place. 
As  must  precipitate  an  end  foreseen, 
Goad  her  into  some  plain  revolt,  most  like 
Plunge  upon  patent  suicidal  shame. 
Death  to  tierself ,  damnation  by  rebound 
To  those  whose  hearts  he,  holding  hers,  holds 

BtiU: 
Such  plan  as,  in  its  bad  oompleteneas,  shall 
Ruin  the  three  together  and  alike, 
Tet  leave  himself  in  luck  and  liberty. 
No  claim  renounced,  no  right  a  forfeiture. 
His  person  unendangered,  lus  good  fame 
Without  a  flaw,  his  pristine  worth  intact,  — 
While  they,  with  all  their  daims  aod  rights  that 

cling. 
Shall  forthwith  crumble  off  him  every  side. 
Scorched  into  dust,  a  plajrthing  for  the  winds. 
As  when,  in  our  Carapagna,  there  is  fired 
The  nest-like  work  that  overruns  a  hut ; 
And,  as  the  thatch  bums  here,  there,  every- 
where, 
Even  to  the  ivy  and  wild  vine,  that  bound 
And  blessed  the  home  where  men  were  happy 

once. 
There  rises  gradual,  black  amid  the  blaze. 
Some   grim   and    unscathed   nucleus   of    the 

nest,  — 
Some  old  malicious  tower,  some  obscene  tomb 
They  thought  a  temple  in  their  ignorance, 
Ancl  clung  about  ana  thought  to  lean  upon — 
There  laughs  it  o*er  their  ravage,  — wnere  are 

they? 
So  did  his  cruelty  bum  life  about, 
And  lay  the  ruin  bare  in  dreadfuluess. 
Try  the  persistency  of  torment  so 
Upon  the  vrife,  that,  at  extremity. 
Some  crisis  brought  about  by  Bie  and  flame. 
The  patient  frenzy-stung  must   needs   break 

loose. 
Fly  anyhow,  find  refuge  anywhere, 
Even  in  the  arras  of  who  should  front  her  first. 
No  monster  but  a  man  —  while  nature  shrieked 
'^  Or  thus  escape,  or  die  1 "  The  spasm  arrived. 
Not  the  escape  by  way  of  sin,  —  0  God, 
Who  shall  pluck  sheep  tiiou  boldest,  trom  thy 

hand? 
Therefore  she  lay  resigned  to  die,  — so  far 
The  simple  cruelty  was  foiled.    Why  then, 
Graft  to  the  rescue,  let  craft  supplement 
Cruelty  and  show  hell  a  masterpiece ! 
Hence  this  consummate  lie,  this  love>intrigue, 
Unmanlv  simulation  of  a  sin. 
With    place   and   time   and   circumstance   to 

suit  — 


These  letters  false  beyond  all  forgery  — 
Not  just  handwriting  and  mere  authorship. 
But  false  to  body  and  soul  they  figure  foith  — 
As  though  the  man  had  cut  out  shape  and 

shape 
From  fancies  of  that  other  Aretine, 
To  paste  below  —  incorporate  the  mth 
With  cherub  faces  <m  a  missal-page  I 

Whereby  the  man  so  far  attains  his  end 
That  strange  temptation  is  permitted,  — see  I 
Pompilia,  wife,  and  Caponsacchi,  priest, 
Are  brought  together  as  nor  priest  nor  wife 
Should  stand,  and  there  is  psasion  in  the  place. 
Power  in  the  air  for  evil  as  for  good. 
Promptings  from  heaven  and  hell,  as  if  the 

stars 
Fought  in  their  courses  for  a  fate  to  be. 
Thus  stand  the  wife  and  priest,  a  spectacle, 
I  doubt  not,  to  unseen  assemblage  there. 
No  lamp  will  mark  that  window  for  a  shrine, 
No  tablet  signalize  the  terrace,  teach 
New  generations  which  succeed  the  old. 
The  pavement  of  the  street  is  hdhr  ground : 
No  bard  describe  in  verse  how  Christ  prevailed 
And  Satan  fell  like  lightning  I    Whv  repine  ? 
What  does  the  world,  told  truth,  but  lie  the 

more? 

A  second  time  the  plot  is  foiled  ;  nor,  now. 
By  oorrespondmg  sm  for  countercheck. 
No  wile  and  trick  that  baffle  trick  and  wile,  — 
The  play  o'  the  parents  I     Here  the  blot  is 

blanched 
Bv  Grod^^s  gift  of  a  purity  of  soul 
That  will  not  lake  pollution,  ermine-like 
Armed  from  dishonor  by  its  own  soft  snow. 
Such  wss  this  gift  of  God  who  showed  for  <fnoe 
How  he  would  have  the  world  go  white:  it 

seems 
As  a  new  attribute  were  bom  of  eaeh 
Champion   of   truth,    the   priest   and  wife  I 

praise. — 
As  a  new  safeguard  sprang  up  in  defence 
Of  their  new  noble  nature :  so  a  thorn 
Comes  to  the  aid  of  and  completes  the  rose  — 
Courage  to  wit,  no  woman's  gift  nor  priest's, 
I'  the  crisis  ;  might  leaps  vindicating  right. 
See  how  the  strong  aggressor,  bad  and  bold, 
With  every  vantage,  preconcerts  surprise. 
Leaps  of  a  sudden  at  nis  victim's  throat 
In  a  byway,  —  how  fares  he  when  face  to  face 
With  Caponsacchi?     Who  fi^ts,  who  fears 

now  ? 
There  quails  Count  Guide,  armed  to  the  chap- 
tering teeth, 
Cowers  at  the  steadfast  eye  and  quiet  word 
O'  the  Canon  of   the  I'ievel     There  skulks 

crime 
Behind  law  called  in  to  back  cowardice  ! 
While  out  of  the  poor  trampled  worm  the  wife. 
Springs  up  a  serpent  1 

But  anon  of  these ! 
Him  I  judge  now,  —  of  him  proceed  to  note, 
Failing  the  first,  a  second  chance  befriends 
Guido,  gives  pause  ere  punishment  arrive. 
The  law  he  called,  comes,  hean,  adjndioateB, 
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Nor  does  amiss  i^  the  main,  —  secludes  the  wife 
From  the  husband,  respites  the  oppressed  one, 

grrants 
Probation  to  the  oppressor,  could  he  know 
The  mercy  of  a  minute's  fiery  pui^  ! 
The  fnmace-coals  alike  of  public  scorn. 
Private  remorse,  heaped  glowing  on  his  head, 
What  if  —  the  force  and  guile,  the  ore's  idloy, 
Eliminate,  his  baser  soul  refined  — 
The  lost  be  saved  even  yet,  so  as  by  fire  ? 
Let  him,  rebuked,  go  softly  all  his  days 
And,  when  no  graver  musings  claim  their  due, 
Meditate  on  a  man's  immense  mistake 
Who,  fashioned  to  use  feet  and  walk,  deigns 

crawl  — 
Takes   the   unmanly   means  —  ay,  though  to 

ends 
Man  scarce  should  make  for,  would  but  reach 

through  wrong,  — 
May  sin,  but  nowise  needs  shame  manhood  so : 
Since  fowlers  hawk,  shoot,  nay  and  snare  the 

game. 
And  yet  eschew  vile  practice,  nor  find  sport 
In  torch-light  treachery  or  the  luring  owl. 

But  how  hunts  Gnido?     Why,  the  fraudlnl 

trap  — 
Late  spumed  to  ruin  by  the  indignant  feet 
Of  fellows  in  the  chase  who  loved  fair  play  — 
Here  he  picks  up  its  fragments  to  the  least. 
Lades  him  and  hies  to  the  old  lurking-place 
Where  ha^ly  he  may  patch  again,  rent 
The  mischief,  file  its  blunted  teeth  anew. 
Make  sure,  next  time,  first  snap  shall  break 

the  bone. 
Craft,  greed  and  violence  complot  revenge  : 
Craft,  for  its  quota,  schemes  to  bring  about 
And  seize  occasion  and  be  safe  withal : 
Greed  craves  its  act  may  work  both  far  and 

near, 
Crush  the  tree,  branch  and  trunk  and  root  be- 
side. 
Whichever  twig  or  leaf  arrets  a  streak 
Of  possible  sunshine  else  would  coin  itself. 
And  drop  down  one  more  gold  piece  in  the 

path: 
Violence  stipulates,  ^*  Advantage  proved, 
And  safety  sure,  be  pain  the  overplus  I 
Miirder  with  jagged  Knife!     Cut  but  tear  too  I 
Foiled    oft,    starved    long,    glut   maUoe    for 

amends ! " 
And  what,  craft's  scheme  ?   scheme  sorrowful 

and  strange 
As  though  the  elements,  whom  mercy  checked, 
Had  mustered  hate  for  one  eruption  more. 
One  final  deluge  to  surprise  the  Ark 
Cradled  and  slee]nng  on  its  mountain^top : 
Their  outbreak-signal  ^  what  but  the  dove^s 

coo. 
Back  with  the  olive  in  her  bill  for  news 
Sorrow  was  over  ?    ;T  is  an  infant's  birth, 
Guide's  first-bom,  his  son  and  heir,  that  gives 
The  occasion  :  other  men  cut  free  their  souls 
From  care  in  such  a  case,  fiy  up  in  thanks 
To  God,  reach,  recognize  his  love  for  once : 
Guide  cries,  *'  Soul,  at  last  the  mire  is  thine  I 
Lie  there  in  likeness  of  a  money-bag, 
My  babe's  birth  so  pins  down  past  moving  now, 


That  I  dare  cut  adrift  the  lives  I  late 
Scrupled  to  touch  lest  thou  escape  with  them ! 
These  parents  and  their  child  my  wife,  —  touch 

one, 
Lose  all  !    Their  rights  determined  on  a  head 
I  could  but  hate,  not  harm,  since  from  each 

hair 
Dangled  a  hope    for  me:    now  —  ohanoe  and 

change ! 
No  right  was  in  their  child  but  passes  pliun 
To  that  child's  child  and  through  such  child  to 

me. 
I  am  a  father  now.  —  come  what  come  will, 
I  represent  my  child  ;  he  comes  between  — 
Cuts  sudden  ofip  the  sunshine  of  this  life 
From  those  three :  why,  the  gold  is  in  his  curb  I 
Not  with  old  Pietro's,  Violante's  head. 
Not  his  gray  horror,  her  more  hideous  black  — 
Qo  these,  devoted  to  the  knife  I  " 

'T  is  done : 
Wherefore  should  mind  misgive,  heart  hesitate  ? 
He  calls  to  counsel,  fashions  certain  four 
Colorless  natures  counted  clean  till  now, 
—  Rustic  fflmplicity,  nncorrupted  vouth. 
Ignorant  virtue  I    Here  's  the  gold  o'  the  prime 
When  Saturn  ruled,  shall  shock   our  leaden 

day  — 
The  down  abash  the  courtier  !   Mark  it,  bards ! 
The  courtier  tries  his  hand  on  clownship  here. 
Speaks    a  word,  names    a  crime,  appoints  a 

price,  — 
Just  breathes  on  what,  suffused  witib  all  himself, 
Is  red-hot  henceforth  past  distinction  now 
I*  the  common  glow  of  hell.    And  thus  they 

break 
And  blaxe  on  us  at  Rome,  Christ's  birthniphi- 

evel 
Oh  angels  that  sang  erst  *'  On  the  earth,  peace  I 
To  man,  good  will !  "  —  such  peace  finds  earth 

to-day  I 
After  the  seventeen  hundred  years,  so  man 
Wills  good  to  man,  so  Gnido  makes  complete 
His  murder  1  what  is  it  I  said  ?  —  cuts  loose 
Three  lives  that  hitherto  he  suffered  cling. 
Simply  because  each  served  to  nail  secure, 
Bv  a  comer  of  the  money-bag,  his  soul,  — 
Therefore,  lives   sacred  till   the    habeas  first 

breath 
O'erweights  them  in  the  balance,  —  off  they  fly  I 

So  is  the  murder  managed,  sin  conceived 

To  the  full :  and  why  not  crowned  with  triumph 

too? 
Why  must  the  sin,  conceived  thus,  bring  forth 

death  ? 
I  note  how,  within  hair's-breadth  of  escape, 
Impunity  and  tlie  thing  supposed  success, 
Guido  is  found  when  the   check  comes,  the 

change. 
The  monitory  touch  o'  the  tether  —  felt 
By  few,  not  marked  by  many,  named  by  none 
At  the  moment,  only  recognized  aright 
I'  the  fulness  of  the  days,  for  God's,  lest  sin 
Exceed  the  service,  leap  me  line :  such  check  -' 
A  secret  which  this  life  finds  luund  to  keep. 
And.  often  guessed,  is  never  quite  revealed  — 
Needs  must  trip  Gnido  on  a  stumbling-block 
Too  vulgar,  too  absurdly  plain  i'  the  path  ! 
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Stadj  thia  siiigle  ovenifl^ht  of  care, 
Tliis  hebetnde  that  mamd  sagacity, 
Forg«tfiilne§8  of  all  the  man  beet  knew,  — 
How  any  etranger  having  need  to  fly, 
Needs  but  to  ask  and  have  the  means  of  flight. 
Why,  the  first  urchin  tells  you,  to  leave  Rome, 
(ret  horses,  you  must  show  the  warrant,  just 
The  bamU  scrap,  clerk's  scribble,  a  fair  word 

buys, 
()r  fool  one,  if  a  ducat  sweeten  word, — 
And  straight  authority  will  back  demand, 
Give  yon  the  pick  o*  the  post-house  !  —  how 

should  he. 
Then,  resident  at  Rome  for  thiriy  y^cvs, 
Ouido,  instruct  a  stranger  I    And  himself 
Forgets  just  this  poor  paper  scrap,  wherewith 
Armed,  every  dour  he  knocks  at  opens  wide 
To  save  him  :   horsed  and  manned,  with  snch 

advance 
O*  the  hunt  behind,  why,  't  were  the  easy  task 
Of  hours  told  on  the  fingers  of  one  hand. 
To  reach  the  Tuscan  frontier,  laugh  at  home, 
Light-hearted  with  his  fellows  of  the  place,  — 
Prepared  by  that  strange  shameful  judgment, 

that 
Satire  upon  a  sentence  just  pronounced 
By  the  liotaand  confirmed  by  the  Grandnke,  — 
Ready  in  a  circle  to  reoeive  their  peer. 
Appreciate  his  good  story  how,  when  Rome, 
Tne  Pope-King  and  the  populace  of  priests 
Made  common  cause  witn  their  confederate 
The  other  ^riestlix^  who  seduced  his  wife, 
He,  all  unaided,  wiped  out  the  affront 
With  decent    bloodshed    and  could  face    his 

friends. 
Frolic  it  in  the  world's  eye.    Ay,  such  tale 
Biissed  such  applause,  and  by  such  oversight  I 
So,  tired  ana  footsore,  those   blood-finstered 

five 
Went  reeling  on  the  road  through  dark  and  cold. 
The  few  permiaaible  miles,  to  sink  at  length, 
Widlow  and  sleep  in  the  first  wayside  straw. 
As  the  other  hera  quenched,  i'  the  wash  o'  the 

wavcj 
—  £acli  swme,  the  devil  inside  him  :  so  slept 

they. 
And  so  wtsre  caught  and  caged  —  all  through 

one  trip. 
One  touch  of  fool  in  Guide  the  astute  I 
He  curses  the  omission,  I  surmise, 
More  than  the  murder.    Why,  thou  fool  and 

blind, 
It  is  the  mercy-stroke  that  stops  thy  fate, 
EUunatrings  and  holds  thee  to  thy  nnrt,  —  but 

how? 
On  the  edfl:e  o'  the  precipice  !    One  minute  more. 
Thou  hadst  gone  farther  and  fared  worse,  my 

son, 
Fathoms  down  on  the  flint  and  fire  beneath  ! 
Thy  comrades  each  and  all  were  of  one  mind. 
Thy  murder  done,  to  straightway  murder  thee 
In  turn,  because  of  promised  pay  withh^d. 
So,  to  the  last,  greed  found  itself  at  odds 
With  craft  in  thee,  and,  proving  conqueror, 
Had  sent  thee,  the  same  night  that  crowned  thy 

hope, 
Thither  where,  this  same  day,  I  see  thee  not. 
Nor,  through  God's  mercy,  need,  to-monow,  see. 


T 


Such  I  find  Gnido,  nudmost  Uoteh  of  black 

Discernible  in  this  ^proup  of  olustered  crimes 

Huddling  together  m  the  cave  they  call 

Their  palace,  outraged  day  thus  penetrates. 

Around  him  ranged,  now  close  and  now  remote. 

Prominent  or  obscure  to  meet  the  needs 

O'  the  mage  and  master,  I  detect  each  shape 

Subsidiary  i'  the  soene  nor  loathed  the  less, 

All  alike  colored,  all  descried  akin 

By  one  and  the  same  pitchy  furnace  stirred 

At   the   centre;   see,  they   lick   the  master^s 

hand,  — 
This  f  oz-f  aoed  horrible  priest,  this  brother-brute 
The  Abate,  —  why,  mere  wolfishness  looks  well. 
Guide  stands  honest  in  the  red  o'  the  flame, 
Beside  this  yellow  that  would  iwss  for  white. 
Twice  Guide,  all  craft  but  no  violence. 
This  copier  of  the  mien  and  gait  and  garb 
Of  Peter  and  Paul,  thi^  he  may  ^  di^uised, 
Rob  halt  and  lame,  sick  folk  1'  the  temple- 
porch  t 
Armed  with  religion,  fortified  by  law, 
A  man  of  peace,  who  trims  the  midnight  lamp 
And  turns  the  classio  page  —  and  all  tor  craft, 
All  to  work  harm  with,  yet  incur  no  scratch  I 
While  Guide  brings  the  stru^le  to  a  close, 
Paul  steps  back  the  due  distance,  clear  o'  the 

trap 
He  builds  and  baits.    Guide  I  catch  and  judge ; 
Paul  is  past  reach  in  this  world  and  my  time : 
That  is  a  case  reserved.    Pass  to  the  next. 
The  boy  of  the  brood,  the  young  Girolamo. 
Priest,  Canon,  and  what  more  ?  nor  woli  nor 

fox. 
But  hybrid,  neither  craft  nor  violenoe 
Wholi^,  part  violence  part  oraf  t :  suc^  cross 
Tempts  speculation  —  will  both  blend  one  day. 
And  prove  hell's  better  product  ?    Or  subside 
And  let  the  simple  quality  emerge. 
Go  on  with  Satan's  service  the  old  way  ? 
Meanwhile,  what  promise,  —  what  pen onnanoe 

too  I 
For  there  's  a  new  distinctive  touch,  I  see, 
Lust  —  laokinff  in  the  two  —  hell's  own  blue  tint 
That  gives  a  character  and  marks  the  man 
More  than  a  match  for  yellow  and  red.    Onoe 

more, 
A  case  reserved  :  why  should  I  doubt  ?    Then 

comes 
The  gaunt  gray   nightmare   in   the   furthest 

smoke, 
The  hag  that  gave  these  three  abortions  birth, 
Unmotherly  mother  and  unwomanly 
Woman,  that  near  turns  motherhood  to  shame, 
Womanliness  to  loathing :  no  one  word. 
No  gesture  to  curb  cruelty  a  whit 
More  than  the  she-pard  thwarts  her  playsome 

whelps 
Trying  their  milk-teeth  on  the  soft  o'  the  throat 
O'  the  first  fawn,  flung,  with  those  beseeching 

eyes. 
Flat  in  the  covert !    How  should  she  but  couch, 
Lick  the  dry  lipe,  unsheathe  the  blunted  claw, 
Catch  'twixt  her  placid  eyewinks  at  what  chance 
Old  bloody  half-iorgotten  dream  may  flit. 
Bom  when  herself  was  novice  to  the  taste. 
The  while  she  lets  youth  take  its  pleasure 
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These  GJod-abandoned  wretched  lumps  of  life,^ 
These    four    oompaiiions,  —  oountry-folk    this 

tune. 
Not  tainted  by  the  unwholesome  dyio  breath, 
Mnoh  leas  the  curse  o^  the  court !     Mere  strip- 
lings too, 
Fit  to  do  numan  nature  justice  still ! 
Surely  when  impudence  m  Guide's  shape 
Shall  propose  crime  and  proffer  money  »-worth 
To  these  stout  tall  roi^h  bright-oyed  black- 
haired  boys, 
The  blood  shall  bound  in  answer  to  each  cheek 
Before  the  indignant  outciy  break  from  lip ! 
Are  these  i'  the  mood  to  murder,  hardly  loosed 
From  healthy  autumn-finish  of  ploughed  glebe, 
Grapes  in  the  barrel,  work  at  hap|>y  end, 
And  winter  near  with  rest  and  Christmas  play  ? 
How  greet  they  Guido  with  his  final  task  — 
(As  if  he  but  proposed  ^*  One  vineyard  more 
To  dig,  ere  frost  come,  then  relax  indeed  !  *') 
*^  Anywhere,  anyhow  and  anywhy, 
Murder  me  some  three  people,  old  and  younff, 
Ye  never  heard  the  names  of,  —  and  be  paia 
So  much  I "    And  the  whole  four  accede  at 

once. 
Demur  ?    Do  cattle  bidden  march  or  halt  ? 
Is  it  some  lingering  habit,  old  fond  f luth 
I'  the  lord  o'  the  land,  instructs  them,  —  birth- 
right badge 
Of  feudal  tenure  claims  its  slaves  again  ? 
Not  so  at  all,  thou  noble  human  heart  I 
All  is  done  purely  for  the  pay,  —  which,  earned, 
And  not  forthcoming  at  tne  instant,  makes 
Religion  heresy,  and  the  lord  o'  the  land 
Fit  subject  for  a  murder  in  his  turn. 
The  patron  with  cut  throat  and  rifled  purse. 
Deposited  i'  the  roadside-ditch,  his  due. 
Naught   hinders    each    good   fellow  trudging 

home. 
The  heavier  by  a  piece  or  two  in  poke. 
And  so  with  new  zest  to  the  common  life, 
Mattock   and  spade,  plough-tail  and  wagon- 
shaft, 
Till  some  such  other  piece  of  luck  betide^ 
Who  knows  ?    Since  this  is  a  mere  start  m  life. 
And  none  of  them  exceeds  the  twentieth  year. 
Nay,  more  i'  the  background  yet  ?    Unnoticed 

forms 
Claim  to  be  classed,  subordinately  vile  ? 
Complacent    lookers  -  on   that     laugh,  —  per- 
chance 
Shake  head  as  their  friend's  horse  -  play  grows 

too  rough 
With  the  mere  child  he  man^fes  amiss  — 
But  would  not  interfere  and  make  bad  worse 
For  twice  the  fractious  tears  and  prayers :  thou 

know'st 
Civility  better,  Marzi-Medici, 
Governor  for  tny  kinsman  the  Grandnke ! 
Fit  representative  of  law,  man's  lamp 
I'  the  magistrate's  grasp  full-flare,  no  rushlight- 
end 
Sputtering    'twixt   thumb   and  finger  of  the 

priest ! 
Whose  answer  to  the  couple's  cry  for  help 
Is   a  threat,  —  whose   remedy   of    Pompilia's 

wrong, 
A  shrug  o'  the  shoulder,  and  facetious  word 


Or  wink,  traditional  with  Tuscan  wits. 
To  Guido  in  the  doorway.    L^id  to  law  ! 
Tlie  wife  is  pushed  back  to  the  husband,  he 
Who  knows  how  these  home-squabblings  pem^ 

cute 
People  who  have  the  public  good  to  mind. 
And  work  best  with  a  silence  in  the  court ! 

Ah,  but  I  save  my  word  at  least  for  thee. 
Archbishop,  who  art  under,  i'  the  Church. 
As  I  am  unaer  God,  —  thou,  chosen  by  both 
To  do  the  shepherd's  office,  feed  the  aheep  — 
How  of  this  lamb  that  panted  at  thy  foot 
While  the  wolf  pressed  on  her  within  crook^s 

reach? 
Wast  thou  the  hireling  tha*  did  turn  and  flee  f 
With  thee  at  least  anon  the  little  woid  I 

Such  denizens  o'  the  cave  now  cluster  round 
And  heat  the  furnace  sevenfold:  time  indeed 
A  bolt  from  heaven  should  cleave  roof  and 

clear  place. 
Transfix  ana  show  the  world,  suspiring  flame. 
The  main  offender,  scar  and  brand  the  rest 
Hurrying,  each  miscreant  to  his  hole :  then  flood 
And  puruy  the  scene  with  outside  day  — 
Whicn  yet,  in  the  absolutest  drench  of  dark, 
Ne'er  wants  a  witneas,  scmie  stray  beauty-beam 
To  the  despair  of  hell. 

First  of  the  first. 
Such  I  pronounoe  Pompilia,  then  as  now 
Perfect  in  whiteness:    stoop  thou   down,   my 

child. 
Give  one  good  moment  to  the  poor  old  Pope 
Hearirdck  at  having  all  his  world  to  bhuae  — 
Let  me  look  at  thee  in  the  flesh  as  erst. 
Let  me  enjoy  the  old  clean  Unen  garb. 
Not  the  new  splendid  vesture  I    Armed  and 

crowned. 
Would  Michael,  yonder,  be,  nor  crowned  nor 

armed. 
The  less  pre-eminent  angel  ?    Everywhere 
I  see  in  tne  world  the  intellect  of  man. 
That  sword,  the  energy  his  subtle  spear, 
The   knowledge    which   defends  lum   like  a 

shield  — 
Everywhere  ;  but  they  make  not  up,  I  think. 
The  marvel  of  a  soul  like  tliine,  earth's  flower 
She  holds  up  to  the  softened  ease  of  God  1 
It  was  not  given  PompUia  to  know  mndi. 
Speak  much,  to  write  a  book,  to  move  man- 
kind, 
Be  memorized  by  who  records  my  time. 
Yet  if  in  purity  and  patience,  if 
In  faith  held  fast  despite  the  plnckii^  fiend. 
Safe  like  the  signet  stone  with  the  new  name 
That  saints  are  Known  by,  —  if  in  right  returned 
For  wrong,  most  pardon  for  wont  injury, 
If  there  be  any  virtue,  aav  nnuse,  — 
Then  will  this   womao-cnild  have   proved  — 

who  knows  ?  — 
Just  the  one  prize  vouchsafed  unworthv  me. 
Seven  years  a  gardener  of  the  untoward  ground 
I  tUl,  —  this  earth,  my  sweat  and  blood  mannro 
All  the  long  day  that  barrenly  grows  dusk  : 
At  least  one  blossom  makes  me  prood  at  eve 
Bom  'mid  the  briers  of  my  enclosure  I    Still 
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(Oh,  here  as  elaewhere,  Dothinsnen  of  nuui  I) 
Those  be  the  pUnts,  imbedded  yonder  South 
To  mellow  in  the  momin(f,  thoee  made  fat 
By  the  master's  eye,  that  yield  such  timid  leaf, 
Uncertain  bad,  as  product  of  his  pains ! 
WMle  —  see  how  this  mere  chance-sown,  cleft* 

nuned  seed. 
That  sprang:  up  by  the  wayside  'neath  the  foot 
Of  the  enemy,  this  breaks  all  into  blaze. 
Spreads  itself,  one  wide  g^lory  of  desire 
To  inooroorate  the  whole  great  sun  it  loves 
From   the    inch-height   whence  it  looks  and 

lonss !    My  flower, 
My  rose,  1  gather  for  the  breast  of  Gk>d, 
This  I  praise  meet  in  thee,  where  all  I  praise. 
That  baring  been  obedient  to  the  end 
According  to  the  light  allotted,  law 
Prescribed  thy  life,  still  tried,  still  standing 

test,  — 
Dutiful  to  the  foolish  parents  first. 
Submissive  next  to  the  bad  husband,  —  nay. 
Tolerant  of  those  meaner  miserable 
That  did  his  bests,  eked  out  the  dole  of  pain,  — 
Thou,  patient  thus,  couldst  rise  from  law  to 

law. 
The  old  to  the  new,  promoted  at  one  cry 
O*  the  trump  of  Qod  to  the  new  service,  not 
To  longer  bear,  but  henceforth  fight,  be  found 
Sublime  in  new  imuatience  with  the  foe  I 
Endure  man  and  obey  God  :  plant  firm  foot 
On  neck  of  man,  tread  man  into  the  hell 
Meet  for  him,  and  obey  God  all  the  more  ! 
Oh  child  that  didst  despise  thy  life  so  much 
When  it  seemed  only  thine  to  keep  or  lose, 
How  the  fine  ear  felt  fall  the  first  low  word 
**  Value  life,  and  preserve  life  for  My  sake  !  " 
Thou  didst  .  .  .  how  shall  I  say  ?  .  .  .  receive 

so  long 
The  standing  ordinance  of  Qod  on  earth. 
What  wonder  if  the  novel  claim  had  clashed 
Widb  old  requirement,  seemed  to  supersede 
Too  much  the  customary  law  ?    But.  brave. 
Thou  at  first  prompting  of  what  I  call  God, 
And  fools  call  Nature,  didst  hear,  comprehend. 
Accept  the  obligation  laid  on  thee. 
Mother  elect,  to  save  the  unborn  child. 
As  brute  and  bird  do,  reptile  and  the  fly, 
Ay  and,  I  nothing  doubt,  even  tree,  shrub,  plant 
And  flower  o'  the  field,  all  in  a  common  pact 
To  worthily  defend  the  trust  of  trusts. 
Life  from  the  Ever  Livinpr :  —  didst  resist  — 
Anticipate  the  office  that  is  mine  — 
And  with  his  own  sword  stay  the  upraised  arm. 
The  endeavor  of  the  wicked,  and  defend 
Him  who  —  again  in  my  default  —  was  there 
For  visible  providence :  one  less  true  than  thou 
To  touch,  i  the  past,  less  practised  in  the  right, 
Approved  less  far  in  all  docility 
To  all  instruction,  —  how  had  such  an  one 
Made  scruple  ""  Is  this  motion  a  decree  ?  " 
It  was  authentic  to  the  experienced  ear 
O'  the  good  and  faithful  servant.    Go  past  me 
And  get  thy  praise,  —  and  be  not  far  to  seek 
Presently  when  I  follow  if  I  may  1 

And  surely  not  so  very  much  apart 
Need    I  place  thee,    my    warrior-priest,  —  in 
whom 


What  if  I  gain  the  other  rose,  the  gold. 

We  grave  to  imitate  God^s  miracle. 

Greet  monarohs  vrith,  good  rose  in  its  degree  ? 

Irregular  noble  scapegrace  —  son  the  same  I 

Faulty  —  and  peraaventure  ours  the  fault 

Who  still  misteaoh,  mislead,  throw  hook  and 

line, 
Thinking  to  land  leviathan  forsooth. 
Tame  the  scaled  neck,  play^  with  him  as  a  bird. 
And  bind  him  for  our  maidens !    Better  bear 
The  King  of  Pride  ^  wantoning  awhile, 
Uuplagued  by  cord  m  nose  and  thorn  in  jaw. 
Through  deep  to  deep,  followed  by  all  thai 

shine. 
Churning  the  blackness  hoary :  He  who  made 
The  comely  terror.  He  shall  make  the  sword 
To  match  that  piece  of  netherstone  his  heart. 
Ay.  nor  miss  praise  thereby ;  who  else  shut  fire 
V  the  stone,  to  leap  from  mouth  at  sword's  first 

stroke. 
In  lamps  of  love  and  faith,  the  chivalry 
That  dares  the  right  and  disregards  ahke 
The  yea  and  nay  o'  the  world?    Self-saoii- 

fice, — 
What  if  an  idol  took  it?    Ask  the  Church 
Why  she  was  wont  to  turn  each  Venus  here,  — 
Poor  Rome  perversely  lingered  round,  despite 
Instruction,  for  the  sake  of  purblind  love,  — 
Into  Madonna's  shape,  and  waste  no  whit 
Of  anf^ht  so  rare  on  earth  as  gratitude  I  ^ 
All  this  sweet  savor  was  not  ours  but  thine, 
Nard  of  the  rock,  a  natural  wealth  we  name 
Incense,  and  treasure  up  as  food  for  saints. 
When  flung  to  us  —  whose  function  was  to  give 
Not  find  the  costly  perfume.    Do  I  smile  ? 
Nay,  Caponsacchi,  much  I  find  amiss. 
Bkuneworth^,  punishable  in  this  freak 
Of  thine,  this  youth  prolonged,  though  age  was 

ripe, 
This  masquerade  in  sober  da^,  with  change 
Of  motlev  too,  —  now  hyi>ocnte's  disguise. 
Now  fool's-costume  :  which  lie  was  least  like 

truth. 
Which  the  ungainlier,  more  discordant  garb. 
With  that  symmetric  soul  inside  mv  son. 
The  churchman's  or  the  worldling  s,  —  let  him 

J'udge, 
versary  who  enjoys  the  task  I 
I  rather  chronicle  the  healthy  rage,  — 
When  the  first  moan  broke  from  the  martyr- 
maid 
At  that  uncaging  of  the  beasts,  —  made  bare 
My  athlete  on  the  instant,  gave  such  good 
Great  undisguised  leap  over  post  and  pale 
Right  into  tne  mid-cirque,  me  fi^hting-plaoe. 
There  may  have  been  rash  stripping — every 

rag 
Went  to  the  winds,  —  infringement  manifold 
Of  laws  prescribed  pudioity,  I  fear. 
In  tJiis  impulsive  and  prompt  self -display  I 
Ever  such  tax  comes  of  the  foolish  youth ; 
Men  mulct  the  wiser  manhood,  and  suspect 
No  veritable  star  swims  out  of  cloud. 
Bear  thou  such  imputation,  undergo 
The  penalty  I  nowise  dare  relax,  — 
Conventional  chastisement  and  rebuke. 
But  for  the  outcome,  the  brave  stan7  birth 
Conciliating  earth  with  all  that  cloud. 
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Thank  heaven  as  I  do !    Ay,  snoh  clianipiou- 

ship 
Of  God  at  first  blosh.  snch  prompt  cheery  thud 
Of  glove  on  g^i'ound  tnat  answers  ringriugfly 
The  challenge  of  the  false  knight,  —  watch  we 

And  wait  we  vainly  for  its  gallant  like 
From  those  appointed  to  the  service,  sworn 
His  body-guard  with  pay  and  privilege  — 
White-cmct,  because  in  white  walks  sanctity, 
Ked'socked,  how  else  proclaim  fine  scorn  of 

flesh, 
Unchariness  of  blood  when  olood  faith  begs  ! 
Where  are  the  men-at-arms  with  cross  on  coat  ? 
Aloof,  bewraying  their  attire :  whilst  thon 
In   mask  and  motley,  pledged  to  dance  not 

fight, 
Sprang'st  forth  the  hero !    In  thought,  word 

and  deed. 
How  throughout  all  thy  warfare   thou  wast 

pure, 
I  find  it  easv  to  believe :  and  if 
At  any  fateful  moment  of  the  strange 
Adventure,  the  strong  passion  of  that  strait. 
Fear   and    surprise,   may   have    revealed   too 

much,  — 
As  when  a  thundrous  midnight,  with  black  air 
That  bums,  raindrops  that  blister,  breaks  a 

spell. 
Draws    out    the    excessive    virtne   of    some 

sheathed 
Shut  unsuspected  flower  that  hoards  and  hides 
Immensity  of  sweetness,  —  so,  perchfunoe. 
Might  the  surprise  and  fear  release  too  much 
The  perfect  beauty  of  the  body  and  soul 
Thon  sayedst  in  thy  passion  for  God*s  sake, 
He  who  is  Pity.     Was  the  trial  sore  ? 
Temptation    sharp?     Thank   God   a   second 

time  I 
Whv  comes  temptation  but  for  man  to  meet 
Ana  master  and  make  crouch  beneath  his  foot. 
And  so  be  ped<»tAlled  in  triumph  ?    Prav 
**  Lead  us  int^  no  such  temptations.  Lord!  " 
Tea,  but,  O  Thou  whose  servants  are  the  bold. 
Lead  such  temptations  by  the  head  and  hair, 
Reluctant  dragons,  up  to  who  dares  fight, 
That  so  he  may  do  battle  and  have  praise  ! 
Do  I  not  see  the  praise  ?  —  that  while  thy  mates 
Bound  to  deserve  i'  the  matter,  prove  at  need 
Unprofitable  through  the  verv  pains 
We  gave  to  train  them  well  and  start  them 

fair,  — 
Are  found  too  stiff,  with  standing  ranked  and 

raided, 
For  onset  m  good  earnest,  too  obtuse 
Of  ear,  through  iteration  of  command. 
For  catching  quick  the  sense  of  the  real  cry,  — 
Thon,  whose  sword-hand  was  used  to  strike  the 

lute. 
Whose   sentry-station   graced   some  wanton^s 

gate. 
Thou  didst   posh  forward  and  show  mettle, 

shame 
The   laggards,  and   retrieve    the   day.    Well 

done! 
Be  glad  thou  hast  let  light  into  the  world. 
Through  that  irregular  breach  o*  the  boundary, 

—  SAA 
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The  same  upon  thy  path  and  march  assured, 
Learning  anew  tlie  use  of  soldiership, 
belf-abnegation,  freedom  from  all  fear, 
Loyalty  to  the  lifers  end  I    Ruminate, 
Deserve  the  initiatory  spasm,  —  once  more 
Work,  be  unhappy  but  bear  life,  my  son  ! 

And  troop  you,  somewhere  ^twixt  the  best  and 

worst, 
Where  crowd  the  indifferent  product,  all  too 

poor 
Makesnil't,  starved  samples  of  humanity ! 
Father  and  mother,  huadle  thtre  and  hide  ! 
A  gracious  eye  may  find  you !    Foul  and  fair, 
8aaly  mixed  nature :  self-indulgent,  —  yet 
iSelf -sacrificing  too :  how  the  love  soars, 
How  the  craft,  avarice,  vanity  and  spite 
Sink  again  I    JSo  they  keep  the  middle  course, 
iSlide  into  siUy  crime  at  unaware, 
•Slip  back  upon  the  stupid  virtue,  stay 
Nowhere  enough  for  being  classed,  I  hope 
And  fear.    Accept  the  swift  and  rueful  death. 
Taught,  somewhat  sternlier  than  is  wont,  what 

waits 
The  ambiguous  creature,  — how  the  one  black 

tuft 
Steadies  the  aim  of  the  arrow  just  as  well 
As   the   wide   faultless  white   on   the    bird*8 

breast! 


Nay,  you  were  punished  in  the  verv  part 
That  looked  most  pure  of  speck,  ^t 


love 


was  honest 


Betrayed  yon,  —  did  love  seem  most  worthy 

pains, 
Challenge  such  pursing,  since  ordained  survive 
When  all  the  rest  of  you  was  done  with  ?    Gro  1 
Never  again  elude  the  choice  of  tints ! 
White  shall  not  neuti'alize  the  black,  nor  good 
Compensate  bad  in  man,  absolve  him  so : 
Life's  business  being  just  the  terrible  choice. 

So  do  I  see,  pronounce  on  all  and  some 
Grouped  for  my  judgment  now,  —  profess  no 

doubt 
While  I  pronounce  :  dark,  difficult  enough 
The  human  sphere,  yet  eyes  grow  sharp  by  nse, 
I  find  the  truth,  dispart  tlie  snine  from  shade. 
As  a  mere  man  may,  with  no  special  touch 
O'  the  lynx-gift  in  each  ordinary  orb  : 
Nay,  if  the  |>opnlar  notion  class  me  right. 
One  of  wellnign  decayed  int«lligence,  — 
What  of  that  ?    Through  hard  labor  and  good 

will. 
And  habitude  that  gives  a  blind  man  sight 
At  the  practised  finger-ends  of  him,  I  do 
Discern,  and  dare  decree  in  conseouence, 
Whatever  prove  the  peril  of  mistake. 
Whence,  then,  this  quite  new  quick  cold  thrill, 

—  cloud-like. 
This  keen  dread  creeping  from  a  quarter  scarce 
Suspected  in  the  skies  I  nightly  scan  ? 
What  slacks  the  tense  nerve,  saps  the  wound- 
up spring 
Of  the  act  that  should  and  shall  be,  sends  the 

mount 
And  mass  o*  the  whole  man'»«trength,  —  con- 
globed  so  late  — 
Shndderingly  into  dust,  a  moment^s  work  f 
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While  I  staad  firm,  go  fearless,  in  this  world. 
For  this  life  reooi^nize  and  arbitrate. 
Touch  aiid  let  stay,  or  else  remove  a  thins, 
Jad^  *'  This  is  rijj:ht,  this  object  out  of  place," 
Candle  in  hand  that  helps  me  and  to  spare,  — 
What  if  a  voice  deride  me,  *"  Perk  and  pry  ! 
Brii^hten  each  nook  with  thine  iutelliKence  ! 
Play  the  good  householder,  ply  man  and  maid 
WiUi  tasks  prolonged  into  the  midniyrht,  test 
Their  work  and  nowise  stint  of  the  due  wage 
Each  worthy  worker:  but  with  gyves  and  whip 
Pay  thou  misprision  of  a  single  point 
Plain  to  thy  hanpy  self  who  lift  st  the  light, 
Lameut'st  the  oarkling,  —  bold  to  all  beneath  I 
What  if  thjrself  adventure,  now  the  place 
Is  purged  so  well  ?    Leave  pavement  and  mount 

roof, 
Look  round  thee  for  the  light  of  the  upper  sky, 
The  fire  which  lit  thy  fire  which  finds  default 
In  Guido  Franceschini  to  his  cost ! 
^Vhat  if,  above  in  the  domain  of  light, 
Thou   miss   the    accustomed    signs,    remark 

eclipse? 
Shalt  thou  still  gaze  on  ground  nor  lift  a  lid,  — 
Steady  in  thy  superb  prerogative. 
Thy  inch  of  mkling,  —  nor  once  face  the  doubt 
I'  uie  sphere  above  thee,  darkness  to  be  felt  ?  '* 

Yet  my  poor  spark  had  for  its  source,  the  sun  ; 
Thither  I  sent  the  great  looks  which  compel 
Light  from  its  fount :  aU  that  I  do  and  am 
Comes  from  tlie  truth,  or  seen  or  else  surmised. 
Remembered  or  divined,  as  mere  man  may : 
I  know  just  so,  nor  otherwise.    As  I  know, 
I  speak,  —  what  should  I  know,  then,  and  how 

speak 
Were  there  a  wild  mistake  of  eye  or  brain 
As  to  recorded  governance  above  ? 
If  my  own  breath,  onlv,  blew  coal  alight 
I  styled  celestial  and  the  morning-star  ? 
I,  who  in  this  world  act  resolvedly. 
Dispose  of  men,  their  bodies  and  their  souls. 
As  they  acknowledge  or  gainsay  the  light 
I  show  them,  —  shall  I  too  lack  courage?  — 

leave 
I,  too,  the  post  of  me,  like  those  I  blame  ? 
Kefuse,  with  kindred  inconsistency, 
To  grapple  danger  whereb  v  souls  grow  strong  ? 
I  am  near  the  end :  but  still  not  at  the  end ; 
All  to  the  very  end  is  trial  in  life : 
At  this  stage  is  the  trial  of  ray  soul 
Danger  to  face,  or  danger  to  refuse  ? 
Shall  I  dare  try  the  doubt  now,  or  not  dare  ? 

O  Thou,  —  as  represented  here  to  me 
In  such  conception  as  my  soul  allows.  — 
Under  Thy  measureless,  my  atom  width  I  — 
Man's  mind,  what  is  it  but  a  convex  glass  ^ 
Wherein  are  gathered  all  the  scattered  points 
Pioked  out  of  the  immensity  of  sky. 
To  reunite  there,  be  our  heaven  for  earth. 
Our  known   unknown,   our  God   revealed    to 

man? 
Existent  somewhere,  somehow,  as  a  whole ; 
Here,  as  a  whole  proportioned  to  our  sense,  — 
There,  (which  is  nownere,  speech  must  babble 

thus!) 
In  the  absdnte  immensity,  the  whole 


Appreciable  solely  hyr  Thyself,  — 

Here,  by  the  little  mind  of  man,  reduced 

To  littleness  that  suits  his  faculty, 

In  the  degree  appreciable  too : 

Between    Thee    and     ourselves  —  nay    even, 

again. 
Below  us,  to  the  extreme  of  the  minute. 
Appreciable  by  how  many  and  what  diverse 
Modes  of  the  hfe  Thou  niadest  be  I  (why  live 
Except  for  love,  — how  love  unless  they  know  ?) 
Each  of  them,  only  filling  to  the  edge, 
Insect  or  angel,  his  pust  Ungth  and  breadth. 
Due  facet  of  reflection,  —  full,  no  less. 
Angel  or  insect,  as  Thou  f  ramedst  things. 
I  it  is  who  have  been  appointed  here 
To  represent  Thee,  in  my  turn,  on  earth. 
Just  as,  if  new  philosophy  know  aught. 
This  one  earth,  out  of  all  the  multitude 
Of  pecmled  worlds,  as  stars  are  now  supposed,  — 
Was  chosen,  and  no  sun-star  of  the  swarm, 
For  stage  and  scene  of  Thy  transcendent  act 
Beside  which  even  the  creation  fades 
Into  a  puny  exercise  of  (wwer. 
Choice  of  the  world,  choice  of  the  thing  I  am, 
Both  emanate  alike  from  Thy  dread  play 
Of  operation  outside  this  oiur  sphere 
Where  things  are  classed  and  counted  small  or 

great,— 
Incomprehensibly  the  choice  is  Thine  ! 
I  therefore  bow  my  head  and  take  Thy  place. 
There  is,  beside  the  works,  a  tale  of  Thee 
In  the  world's  month,  which  I  find  credible  : 
I  love  it  with  my  heart :  unsatisfied, 
I  try  it  with  my  reason,  nor  disoept 
From  any  point  I  probe  and  pronounce  sound. 
Mind  is  not  matter  nor  from  matter,  but 
Above,  —  leave    matter    then,    proceed    with 

mind  ! 
Man's  be  the  mind  recognized  at  the  height,  — 
Leave  the  inferior  minds  and  look  at  man  I 
Is  he  the  strong,  intelligent  and  good 
Up  to  his  own  conceivable  height  ?    Nowise. 
Enough    o'  the   low,  —  soar   the    conceivable 

height, 
Find  cause  to  match  the  effect  in  evidence. 
The  work  i'  the  world,  not  man's  but  God's ; 

leave  man ! 
Conjecture  of  the  worker  by  the  work  : 
Is    there  strength    there? — enough:     intelli- 
gence ? 
Ample  :  but  goodness  in  a  like  degree  ? 
Not  to  the  human  eye  in  the  present  state. 
An  isosoele  deficient  in  the  base. 
What  lacks,  then,  of  perfection  fit  for  Qod 
But  just  the  instance  which  this  tale  supplies 
Of  love  without  a  limit  ?    So  is  strength. 
So  is  intelligence  ;  let  love  be  so, 
Unlimited  in  its  self-sacrifice, 
llien  is  the  tale  true  and  GJoa  shows  complete. 
Beyond  the  tale,  I  reach  into  the  dark, 
Feel  what  I  cannot  see.  and  still  faith  stands : 
I  can  believe  this  dreaa  machinery 
Of  sin  and  sorrow,  would  confound  me  else, 
Devised  —  all  pain,  at  most  expenditure 
Of  pain  by  Who  devised  pain  —  to  evolve, 
Bv  new  machinery  in  counterpart, 
The  moral  qualities  of  man  —  how  else  ?  — 
To  make  him  love  in  turn  and  be  beloved, 
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Creative  and  self-saorificin^  too. 

And  thus  eventually  Grod-hke,  (ay, 

**'  I  have  said  ye  are  Gbds,''  —  shall  it  be  said 

for  naught  ?) 
Enable  man  to  wring,  from  out  all  pun, 
All  pleasure  for  a  common  heritage 
To  all  eternity :  this  may  be  surmised. 
The  other  is  revealed,  —  whether  a  fact, 
Absolute,  abstract,  independent  truth, 
Historic,  not  reduced  to  suit  man^s  mind,  — 
Or  only  truth  reverberate,  changed,  made  pass 
A  spectrum  into  mind,  the  narrow  eye,  — 
The  same  and  not  the  same,  else  onconceived  — 
Though  ^uite  conceivable  to  the  next  grade 
Above  it  m  intelligence,  —  as  truth 
Easy  to  man  were  blindness  to  the  beast 
By  parity  of  procedure,  —  the  same  truth 
In  a  new  form,  but  changed  in  either  case: 
What  matter  so  intelligence  be  filled  ? 
To  a  child,  the  sea  is  angry,  for  it  roars : 
Frost  bites,  else  why  the  tooth-like  fret  on 

face? 
Man  makes  acoustics  deal  with  the  sea^s  wrath, 
Explains  the  choppy  cheek  by  ch3nnaic  law,  — 
To  man  and  child  remains  the  same  effect 
On  drum  of  ear  and  root  of  nose,  change  cause 
Never  so  thoroughly :  so  my  heart  be  struck, 
What  care  I,  —  by  God's  gloved  hand  or  the 

bare? 
Nor  do  I  much  perplex  me  with  aught  hard. 
Dubious  in  the  transmittii^  of  the  tale,  — 
No,  nor  with  certain  riddles  set  to  solve. 
This  life  is  training  and  a  passage  ;  imus,  — 
Still,  we  march  over  some  flat  obstacle 
We  made  give  way  before  us ;  solid  truth 
In  front  of  it,  what  motion  for  the  world  ? 
The  moral  sense  grows  but  by  exercise. 
*T  is  even  as  man  grew  probatively 
Initiated  in  Gk)dship,  set  to  make 
A  fairer  moral  world  than  this  he  finds. 
Guess   now  what  shall  be  known    hereafter. 

Deal 
Thus  with  the  present  problem  :  as  we  see, 
A  faultless  creature  is  destroyed,  and  sin 
Has  had  its  way  i'  the  world  where  God  should 

rule. 
Avj  but  for  this  irrelevant  circumstance 
Of  in<^nisition  after  blood,  we  see 
Pompilia  lost  and  Guide  saved :  how  long  ? 
For  nis  whole  life  :  how  much  is  that  whole 

life? 
We  are  not  babes,  but    know  the    minute's 

worth. 
And  feel  that  life  is  large  and  the  world  small. 
So,  wait  till   life   have  passed  from   out  the 

world. 
Neither  does  this  astonish  at  the  end. 
That  whereas  I  can  so  receive  and  trust, 
Other  men,  made  with  hearts  and  souls  the 

same. 
Reject  and  disbelieve,  —  subordinate 
The  future  to  the  present,  —sin,  nor  fear. 
This  I  refer  still  to  the  foremost  fact, 
Life  is  probation  and  the  earth  no  goal 
But  starting-point  of  man :  compel  him  strive. 
Which  means,  in  man,  as  good  as  reach  the 

goal,  — 
Why  institute  that  race,  his  life,  at  all  ? 


But  this  does  overwhelm  me  with  surprise. 
Touch  me    to    terror,  —  not  that    taith,  the 

pearl, 
Should  be  let  lie  by  fishers  wanting  food,  — 
Nor,  seen  and  handled  by  a  certain  few 
Critical  and  contemptuous,  straight  consigned 
To  shore  and  shingle  for  the  pebble  it  proves,  — 
But  that,  when  naply  found  and  known  and 

named 
Bv  the  residue  made  rich  forevermore. 
These,  —  that  these  favored  ones,  should  in  a 

trice 
Turn,  and  with  double    zest  go    dredge    for 

whelks, 
Mud -worms    that   make    the   savory    soup! 

Enough 
O'  the  disbelievers,  see  the  faithful  few  ! 
How  do  the  Christians  here  deport  them,  keep 
Their  robes  of  white  unspotted  by  the  world  ? 
What  is  this  Aretine  Archbishop,  this 
Man  under  me  as  I  am  under  God, 
This   champion   of    the  faith,  I  armed    and 

decked. 
Pushed  fon%'ard,  put  upon  a  pinnacle. 
To  show  the  enemy  his  victor,  —  see  ! 
What's    the    best   fighting  when  the  couple 

close  ? 
Pompilia  cries,  ^*  Protect  me  from  the  wolf !  ** 
He  —  ^*'  No,  thy  Guide  is  rough,  heady,  strong. 
Dangerous  to  disquiet :  let  him  bide ! 
He  needs  some  bone  to  mumble,  help  amnae 
The  darkness  of  his  den  with :  so,  the  fawn 
Which  limps  up  bleeding  to  my  foot  and  lies,^ 

—  Come  to  me.  daughter !  —  thus  I  throw  him 

back  I " 
Have   we    misjudged  here,    over  -  armed   our 

knight. 
Given  gold  and  silk  where  pliun  hard  steel 

serves  best. 
Enfeebled  whom  we  sought  to  fortif^r. 
Made  an  archbishop  and  undone  a  saint  ? 
Well,  then,  descend  these  heights,  this  pride  of 

life. 
Sit  in  the  ashes  with  a  barefoot  monk 
Who  long  ago  stam]^ed  out  the  worldly  sparks. 
By  fasting,    watching,  stone    cell   and    wire 

scourge, 

—  No  such  indulgence  as  nnknits  the  strength — 
These  breed  the  tight  nerve  and  tough  cuticle. 
And  the  world's  praise  or  blame  runs  rillei- 

wise 
Off  the  broad  back  and  brawny  breast,   we 

know  ! 
He  meets  fche  first  cold  sprinkle  of  the  world. 
And  shudders  to  the  marrow.  ""  Save  this  child  f 
Oh,  my  superiors,  oh,  the  Archbishop's  self ! 
Who  was  it  dared  lay  hand  upon  the  ark 
His  betters  saw  fall  nor  put  nnger  forth  ? 
Great  ones  could  help  yet  help  not :  why  should 

small? 
I  break  my  promise :  let  her  break  her  heart !  *' 
These  are  the  Christians  not  the  worldlings,  not 
The  sceptics,  who  thus  battle  for  the  faith ! 
If  foolisti  virgins  disobev  and  sleep. 
What  wonder  ?    But,  this  time,  the  wise  that 

watch. 
Sell  lamps  and  buy  lutes,  exchange  oil  for  wine. 
The  mystic  Spouse  betrays  the  Bridegroom  here. 


THE   POPE 


567 


To  our  last  r«80iiioe,  then !    Since  all  fleeh  u 

weak. 
Bind  weaknesses  toeether,  we  get  stiength : 
The  individual  weighed,  found  wanting,  try 
Some  institutionj  honest  artifice 
Whereby  the  units  grow  compact  and  firm  1 
Elach  props  the  other,  and  so  stand  is  made 
Br  our  embodied  cowards  that  grow  brave. 
The  Monastexy  called  of  Convertites, 
Meant   to  help  women  because  these  helped 

Christ,— 
A  thing  existent  only  while  it  acts. 
Does  as  designed,  else  a  nonentity,  — 
For  what  is  an  idea  unrealized  ?  — 
Pompilia  is  consigned  to  these  for  help. 
They  do  help :  they  are  prompt  to  testify 
To  her  pure  life  and  saintly  dying  days. 
She  dies,  and  lo,  who  seemed  so  poor,  proves 

rich  I 
What  does  the  body  that  lives  through  helpful- 


To  woinen  for  Christ's  sake  ?    The  kiss  turns 

bite. 
The  dove^s  note  changes  to  the  crow's  cry: 

judge! 
''Seeing  that  this  our  Convent  claims  of  right 
What  goods  belong  to  those  we  succor,  be 
The  same  proved  women  of  dishonest  life,  — 
And  aaeing  that  this  Trial  made  appear 
Pompilia  was  in  such  predicament,  — ^ 
The  Convent  hereupon  pretends  to  said 
Succession  of  Pompilia,  issues  writ. 
And  takes  pooseasiou  by  the  Fiso*s  advice." 
Such  U  their  attestation  to  the  cause 
Of  Christ,  who  had  one  saint  at  least,  they 

hoped : 
But,  is  a  title-deed  to  filch,  a  corpse 
To  slander,  and  an  infant-heir  to  cheat  ? 
Christ  must  give  up  his  gains  then !    They  unsay 
All  the  fine  speeches,  —  who  was  saint  is  whore. 
Why,  scripture  yields  no  parallel  for  this ! 
The  soldiers  only  threw  dice  for  Christ's  coat ; 
We  wwit  another  l^end  of  the  Twelve 
Disputing  if  it  was  Christ's  coat  at  all. 
Claiming  as  prize  the  woof  of  price — for  why  ? 
The  Master  was  a  thief,  purlomed  the  same, 
Or  paid  for  it  out  of  the  common  bag  I 
Can  it  be  this  is  end  and  outcome,  all 
I  take  with  me  to  show  as  stewardship's  fruit. 
The  best  yield  of  the  latest  time,  this  year 
The  seventeen-hundredth  since  Qod  died  for 

man? 
Is  such  effect  proportionate  to  cause  ? 
And  still  the  terror  keeps  on  the  increase 
When  I  perceive  .  .  .  how  can  I  blink  the  fact  ? 
That  the  fault,  the  obduracy  to  good. 
Lies  not  with  the  impracticable  stuff 
Wlience  man  is  made,  his  very  nature's  fault, 
As  it  it  were  of  ice  the  moon  may  gild 
Not  melt,  or  stone  't  was  meant  the  sun  should 

warm 
Not  make  bear  flowers,  — nor  ice  nor  stone  to 

blame : 
But  it  can  melt,  that  ice,  can  Uoom,  that  stone, 
Impassible  to  rule  of  day  and  night  1 
This  terrifies  me,  thus  compelled  perceive. 
Whatever  love  and  faith  welookea  should  spring 
At  advent  of  the  authoritative  star, 


Which  yet  lie  sluggish,  curdled  at  the  souroe,  •— 
These  have  leapt  forth  profusely  in  old  time. 
These  still  respond  with  iMomptitude  to-day. 
At  challenge  of  —  what  unacknowledged  powers 
O'   the   air,    what   unoommiasionea    meteors, 

warmth 
By  law,  and  li^ht  by  rule  should  superaede  ? 
For  see  this  pnest,  this  Caponaaochi,  stung 
At  the  first  summons,  —  '*  Help  for  honor's 

sake. 
Play  the  man,  pity  the  cmpreased  1 "  —  no  pauae» 
How  does  he  lay  about  nun  in  the  midst. 
Strike  any  foe.  right  wrong  at  any  risk. 
All  blindness,  Dravery  and  obedience  1  —  blind  ? 
Ay,  as  a  man  would  be  inside  the  sun. 
Delirious  with  the  plenitude  of  light 
Should  interfuse  bun  to  the  fingei^nds  — 
Let  him  rush  straight,  and  how  shall  he  go 

wrong? 
Where  are  the  Christians  in  their  panoply  ? 
The  loins  we  girt  about  with  truth,  the  breasts 
Righteousness  plated  round,  the  shield  of  faith. 
The  helmet  of  salvation,  and  tliat  sword 
0'  the  Spirit,  even  the  word  of  Qod,  —  where 

these? 
Slunk  into  corners !    Oh,  I  hear  at  once 
Hubbnb  of  protestation !     '*  What,  we  monks. 
We  friars,  of  such  an  order,  such  a  rule. 
Have  not  we  fought,  bled,  left  our  martyr-mairk 
At  every  point  along  the  boundary-line 
'IVixt  true  and  fabe,  religion  and  the  world. 
Where  this  or  the  other  dogma  of  our  Church 
Called  for  defence  ?  "    And  I,  despite  myself. 
How  can  I  but  speak  loud  what  truth  speaks 

low, 
**  Or  better  than  the  best,  or  nothing  serves ! 
What  boots  deed,  I  can  cap  and  cover  straight 
With  such  another  donghtmess  t4>  match. 
Done  at  an  instinct  of  we  natural  man  ?  " 
Immolate  body,  sacrifice  soul  too,  — 
Do  not  these  publicans  the  same  ?    Outstrip ! 
Or  else  stop  race  you  boast  runs  neck  and  neck. 
You  with  the  wings,  they  with  the  feet,  —  for 

shame ! 
Oh,  I  remark  your  diligence  and  zeal  I 
Five  vears  long,  now,  rounds  faith  into  noiy  ears. 
**  Help  thoUf  or  Christendom  is  done  t4>  death!  " 
Five  vears  since,  in  the  Province  of  To-kien, 
Which  is  in  China  as  some  people  know, 
Maigrot,  my  Vicar  ApoetoUc  there. 
Having  a  great  qualm,  issues  a  decree. 
Alack,  the  converts  iise  as  God's  name,  not 
Tien-chu  but  plain  Tien  or  else  mere  Shang^i^ 
As  Jesuits  please  to  fam^  politic. 
While,  say  Dominicans,  it  calls  down  fire,  — 
For  Tien  means  heaven,  and  Shang-ti,  supreme 

prince. 
While  Tien-chu  means  the  lord  of  heaven  :  al] 

cry, 
**  There  is  no  business  urgent  for  dispatch 
As  that  thou  send  a  legate,  specially 
Cardinal  Toumon,  straight  to  Pekin,  there 
To  settle  and  compose  the  difference  !  " 
So  have  I  seen  a  potentate  all  fume 
For  some  infringement  of  his  realm's  just  right. 
Some  menace  to  a  mud-built  straw-thatched 

farm 
O'  the  frontier  ;  while  inside  the  mainland  lie. 
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Quite  undiBputed-for  in  solitude, 
Whole  cities  plague  nmy  waste  or  famine  sap :     i 
What  if  the  sun  crumble,  the  sauds  encroach, 
While  he  looks  on  sublimely  at  his  ease  ? 
How  does  their  ruin  touch  the  empire's  bound  ? 

And  is  this  little  all  that  was  to  be  ? 

Where  is  the  ^loriotisly-decisive  cliange, 

Met-amorphosis  the  immeasurable 

i)i  human  clay  to  divine  gold,  we  looked 

Should,  in  some  poor  sort,  justify  its  prioe  ? 

Had  an  adept  of  the  mere  Rosy  Cross 

^ent  his  lite  to  consummate  the  Great  Work, 

Would  not  we  start  to  see  the  stuff  it  touched 

Yield  not  a  grain  more  than  the  vulgar  got 

By  the  old  smelting-process  years  ago  ? 

If  this  were  sad  to  see  in  just  the  sage 

Who  should  profess  so  much,  perform  no  more. 

What  is  it  when  suspected  in  that  Power 

Who  undertook  to  make  and  made  the  world, 

Devised  and  did  effect  man,  body  and  soul, 

Ordained  salvation  for  them  both,  uid  yet  .  .  . 

Well,  is  the  thing  we  see,  salvation  ? 

I 
Put  no  such  dreadful  question  to  myself, 
Within  whose  circle  of  experience  bums 
The   central   truth.    Power,    Wisdom,    Good- 
ness, —  Qod  : 
I  must  outlive  a  thing  ere  know  it  dead : 
When  I  outlive  the  faith  there  is  a  sun. 
When  I  lie,  ashes  to  the  very  soul,  — 
Some  one,  not  I,  must  waU  above  the  heap, 
**  He  died  in  dark  whence  never  mom  arose." 
While  I  see  day  succeed  the  deepest  night  — 
How  can  I  speak  but  as  I  know  ?  —  my  speech 
Must  be,  throughout  the  darkness,      it  will 

end: 
The  light  that  did  bum,  will  bum ! ''     Clouds 

obscure  — 
But  for  which  obscuration  all  were  bright  ? 
Too  hastily  concluded  I    Sun-suffused, 
A  cloud  may  soothe  the  eye  made  blind  by 

blaze, — 
Better  the  very  claritv  of  heaven  : 
The  soft  streaks  are  the  beautiful  and  dear. 
What  but  the  weakness  in  a  faith  supplies 
The  incentive  to  humanity,  no  strength 
Absolute,  irresistible,  comports  ? 
How  can  man  love  but  what  he  yearns  to  help  ? 
And  that  which  men  think  weakness  within 

strength. 
But  angels  know  for  strength    and  stronger 

yet  — 
What  were  it  else  but  the  first  things  made  new. 
But  repetition  of  the  miracle, 
The  divine  instance  of  self-sacrifice 
That  never  ends  and  aye  begins  for  man  ? 
So,  never  I  miss  footing  in  the  maze. 
No,  —  I  have  light  nor  fear  the  dark  at  all. 

But  are  mankind  not  retJ,  who  pace  outside 
My  petty  circle,  world  that 's  measured  me  ? 
And  when  they  stumble  even  as  I  stand. 
Have  I  a  right  to  stop  ear  when  they  cry, 
As  they  were  phantoms  who  took  clouds  for 

crags. 
Tripped  and  fell,  where  man's  march  might 

safely  move  ? 


Beside,  the  cry  is  other  than  a  ghost's. 

When  out  of  the  old  time  there  pleads  some 

bard. 
Philosopher,  or  both,  and  —  whispers  not, 
But  words  it  boldly.     '*  The  inward  work  and 

worth 
Of  any  mind,  what  other  mind  may  judga 
Save  God  who  only  knows  the  tbinghe  made. 
The  veritable  service  he  exacts  ? 
It  is  the  outward  product  men  apprise. 
Behold,  an  engine  hoists  a  tower  aloft  : 

*  I  looked  that  it  should  move  the  moantain 

tool' 
Or  else  *  Had  iust  a  turret  toppled  down. 
Success  enough  I '  —  may  say  tbe  Maohuiist 
Who  knows  what  less  or  more  result  might  be : 
But  we,  who  see  that  done  we  cannot  do, 
^  A  feat  beyond  man's  force,'  we  men  must  say. 
R^irard  me  and  that  shake  I  gave  the  world  ! 
I  was  bom,  not  so  long  before  Christ's  birth 
As  Christ's  birth  hapnr  did  precede  thy  day,  — 
But  many  a  watch  before  the  stajr  of  dawn : 
Therefore  I  lived,  —  it  is  thy  creed  affirms. 
Pope  Innocent,  who  art  to  answer  me !  — 
Under  conditions,  nowise  to  escape, 
Whereby  salvation  was  impossible. 
£ach  imi>ulse  to  achieve  the  good  and  fair. 
Each  aspiration  to  the  pure  and  true, 
Bein^  without  a  warrant  or  an  aim, 
Was  just  as  sterile  a  felicity 
As  if  the  insect,  bom  to  spend  his  life 
Soaring  his  circles,  stopped  them  to  describe 
(Painfully  motionless  in  the  mid-air) 
Some  word  of  weighty  counsel  for  man's  sake. 
Some  *Kbow  thyself'  or  'Take  the   golden 

mean ! ' 
—  Forwent  liis  happy  dance  and  the  glad  ray. 
Died  half  an  hour  tne  sooner  and  was  dust. 
I,  bom  to  perish  like  the  brutes,  or  worse. 
Why  not  live  bmdshly,  obey  brutes'  law  ? 
But  I,  of  body  as  of  soul  complete, 
A  mnnast  at  the  games,  philosopher 
I'  uie  schools,  who  painted,  ana  made  mnsie, 

—  all 
Glories  that  met  upon  the  tragic  stage 
When  the  Third  Poet's   tread  surprised  the 

Two,  — 
Whose  lot  fell  in  a  land  where  life  was  great 
And  sense  went  free  and  beauty  lay  profnse, 
I,  untouched  by  one  adverse  circumstance. 
Adopted  virtue  as  my  rule  of  life. 
Waived  all  reward,  loved  but  for  loving's  sake. 
And,  what  my  heart  taught  me,  I  taught  the 

world. 
And   have  been  teaohing  now  two  thousand 

years. 
Witness  my  work,  —  plays  that  should  please, 

forsooth  I 

*  They  might  please,  they  may  displease,  they 

shall  teach, 
For  truth's  sake,'  so  I  said,  and  did,  and  do. 
Five   hundred   years   ere    Paul   spoke,  Felix 

heard,  — 
How  much  of  temperance  and  righteousness. 
Judgment  t.o  come,  did  I  find  reason  for. 
Corroborate  with  my  strong  style  that  spared 
No  sin,  nor  swervecl  the  more  from  branding 

brow 
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Because  the  sinner  was  called  Zeiui  and  Gbd  ? 

How  nearly  did  1  gnees  at  that  Paul  knew  ? 

How  oloeely  come,  in  what  I  represent 

As  dnty,  to  his  doctrine  yet  a  blank  ? 

And  as  that  limner  not  untruly  limns 

Who  draws  an  object  round  or  square,  which 

square 
Or  round  seems  to  the  unassisted  eye, 
Though  Qalileo's  tube  display  the  same 
Oval  or  oblong,  — so,  who  controverts 
I     rendered    rightly    what    proves    wrongly 

wrought 
Beside  Paulas  picture  ?    Mine  was  true  for  me. 
I  saw  that  there  are,  first  and  above  all. 
The  hidden  forces,  blind  necessities, 
Named  Nature,  bat   the  thing*s    self  uncon- 

ceived : 
Then  follow  —  how  dependent  upon  these. 
We  know  not,  how  imposed  above  ourselves. 
We  well   know  —  what  I   name   the   gods,  a 

power 
Various  or  one :  for  great  and  strong  and  good 
Is  there,  and  little,  weak  and  bad  there  too. 
Wisdom  and  folly :  sav,  these  make  no  God,  — 
W^hat  18  it  else  that  rules  outside  man's  self  ? 
A  fact  then,  —  always,  to  the  naked  eye,  — 
And  so,  the  one  revealmeut  possible 
Of  what  were  uninuunned  else  by  man. 
Therefore,  what  gods  do,  man  may  criticise. 
Applaud,  condemn,  —  how  should  he  fear  the 

truth?  — 
But  likewise  have  in  awe  because  of  power. 
Venerate  for  the  main  munificence. 
And  give  the  doubtful  deed  its  due  excuse 
From  the  acknowledged  creature  of  a  day 
To  the  Eternal  and  Irvine.    Thus,  bold 
Tet  selfMuistmsting,  should  man  bear  himself. 
Most  assured  on  what  now  concerns  him  most  — 
The  law  of  his  own  life,  the  path  he  prints,  — 
Which  law  is  virtue  and  not  vice,  I  say,  — 
And  least  inquisitive  where  searoh  least  skills, 
I'  the  nature  we  best  give  the  clouds  to  keep. 
What  could  I  paint  beyond  a  scheme  like  this 
Oat  oi  the  fn^rmentur  truths  where  light 
liay  fitful  in  a  tenebrinc  time  V 
Yon  have  the  sunrise  now,  joins  truth  to  truth. 
Shoots  life  and  substance  into  death  and  void  ; 
Themselves  compose  the  whole  we  made  before : 
The  forces  and  necessity  grow  Qod,  — 
The  beings  so  oontrarions  that  seemed  gods. 
Prove  just  his  operation  manifold 
And  multiform,  translated,  as  must  be, 
Into  intelligible  shape  so  far 
As  suits  our  sense  and  sets  us  free  to  feel. 
What  if  I  let  a  child  think,  childhood-lon|r. 
That  lightning,  I  would  have  him  spare  his  eye. 
Is  a  real  arrow  shot  at  naked  orb  ? 
The  man  knows  more,  but  shuts  his  lids  the 

flmme: 
Lightning's  cause  comprehends  nor  man  nor 

child. 
'Why  then,  my  scheme,  your  better  knowledge 

broke. 
Presently  readjusts  itself,  the  small 
Proportioned  largelier,  parts  and  whole  named 

new: 
So  much,  no  more  two  thousand  years  have 

done! 


Pope,  dost  thou  dare  pretend  to  punish  me, 
Fur  not  descrying  sunshine  at  midnight, 
Me  who  crept  all-fours,  found  my  way  so  far  — 
While  thou  rewardest  teachers  of  the  truth. 
Who  miss  the  plain  way  in  the  blaze  of  noon,  — • 
Though  just  a  word  from  that  strong  style  of 

mine, 
Grasped  honestly  in  hand  as  guiding-staff. 
Had  pricked  them  a  sure  path  across  the  bog. 
That  mire  of  cowardice  and  slush  of  lies 
Wherein  I  find  them  wallow  in  wide  day  !  ** 

How  should  I  answer  this  Euripides  ? 
Paul —  'tis  a  legend  — answered  Seneca, 
But  that  was  in  the  day-spring  ;  nuon  is  now, 
We  have  got  too  familiar  with  the  light. 
Shall  I  wish   back  once   more  that  thrill  of 

dawn? 
When  the  whole  truth-touched  nuui  burned  up, 

one  fire? 
—  Assured  the  trial,  fiery,  fierce,  but  fleet, 
Would,  from  his  little  heap  of  ashes,  lend 
Wings  to  that  conflagration  of  the  world 
Which  Christ  awaits  ere  he  makes  all  things 

new  : 
So  should  the  frail  become  the  perfect,  rapt 
From  ^lory  of  pain  to  glory  of  joy  ;  and  so. 
Even  m  the  end,  —  the  act  renouncing  earth. 
Lands,  houses,  husbands,  wives  ana  chilfuren 

here,  — 
B^n  that  other  act  which  finds  all,  lost. 
Regained,  in  this  time  even,  a  hundredfold. 
And,  iu  the  next  time,  feels  the  finite  love 
Blent  and  embalmed  with  the  eternal  life. 
So  does  the  sun  gliasUily  seem  to  sink 
In  those  north  parts,  lean  all  but  out  of  life, 
Desist  a  dread  mere  breathing-stop,  then  slow 
Re-assert  day,  begin  the  endless  rise. 
Was  this  too  etusyr  for  our  after-stage  ? 
Was  such  a  li^hting-up  of  faith,  in  Ufe, 
Onlv  allowed  initiate,  set  man's  step 
In  the  true  way  by  help  of  the  great  glow  ? 
A  way  wherein  it  is  ordained  he  walic. 
Bearing  to  see  the  light  from  heaven  still  more 
And  more  encroached  011  by  the  light  of  earth, 
Tentatives  earth  puts  forth  to  rival  heaven. 
Earthly  incitements  that  mankind  serve  Qod 
For  man's  sole  sake,  not  God's  and  therefore 

man's. 
Till  at  last,  who  distinguishes  the  sun 
From  a  mere  Druid  fire  on  a  far  mount  ? 
More  praise  to  him  who  with  his  subtle  prism 
Shall  decompose  both  beams  and  name  tiie  true 
In  such  sense,  who  is  last  proves  first  indeed  ; 
For   how  could  saints   and   martyrs   fail  see 

truth 
Streak  the  night's  blackness  ?    Who  is  faithful 

now. 
Who  untwists  heaven's  white  from  the  yellow 

flare 
O'  the  world's  gross  toreh,  without  night's  tail 

that  helped 
Produce  the  Cnrisdan  act  so  possible 
When  in    the    way  stood    Nero's  cross  and 

stake,  — 
So  hard  now  when  the  world  smiles  **  Right  and 

wisel 
Faith  points  the  politic,  the  thrifty  way, 
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Will  make  ipbo  ploda  it  in  the  eDdretnmfl 
Beyond  mere  foors-sport  and  improvidence. 
We  fools  dance  through  the  cornfield  of  this 

life, 
Plnck  ears  to  left  and  right  and  swallow  raw, 
—  Nay,  tread,  at  pleasure,  a  sheaf  underfoot, 
To  get  the  better  at  some  poppy-flower,  — 
Well  aware  we  shall  have  so  much  less  wheat 
In  the  eventual  harvest :  you  meantime 
Waste  not  a  spike,  —  the  richlier  will  you  reap ! 
What  then?    There  will  be  always  garnered 

meal 
Sufficient  for  our  comfortable  loaf. 
While  you  enpoy  the  undiminished  sack  I '' 
Is  it  not  this  ignoble  confidence, 
Cowardly  hardihood,  that  dulls  and  damps, 
Makes  the  old  heroism  impossible  ? 

Unless  .  .  .  what   whispers   me   of   times  to 

come? 
What  if  it  be  the  mimion  of  that  age 
My  death  will  usher  into  life,  to  shake 
This  torpor  of  assurance  from  our  creed. 
Reintroduce  tlie  doubt  discarded,  bring 
That  formidable  danger  back,  we  drove 
Long  ago  to  the  distance  and  the  dark  ? 
No  wild  beast  now  prowls  round  the  infant 

camp : 
We  have  built  wall  and  sleep  in  city  safe : 
But  if  some  earthquake  try  the  towers  that 

laugh. 
To  think  they  once  saw  lions  rule  outside, 
And  man  stand  out  again,  pale,  resolute, 
Prepared  to  die,  —  which  means,  alive  at  last  ? 
As  we  broke  up  that  old  faith  oi  the  world. 
Have  we,  next  age,  to  break  up  this  the  new  — 
Faith,  in  the  thing,  grown  faith  in  the  report  — 
Wlience  need  to  bravelv  disbelieve  report 
Throufrh  increased  faith  1'  the  thing  reports  be* 

lie? 
Must  we  deny,  —  do  they,  these  Molinists, 
At  peril  of  their  bodv  and  their  soul,  — 
Recognized  truths,  obedient  to  some  truth 
Unrecognized  yet,  but  perceptible  ?  — 
Correct  the  portrait  by  the  hving  face, 
Man^s  God,  by  God's  God  in  the  mind  of  man  ? 
Then,  for  the  few  that  rise  to  the  new  height, 
The  many  that  must  sink  to  the  old  depth. 
The  multitude  found  fall  away  I    A  few, 
E'en  ere  new  law  speak  clear,  may  keep  the 

old, 
Preserve  the  Christian  level,  call  good  good 
And  evil  evil,  (even  though  razed  and  blank 
The  old  titles.)  helped  by  custom,  habitude. 
And  all  else  they  mistake  for  finer  sense 
O'  the  fact  that  reason  warrants,  —  as  before. 
They  hope  perhaps,  fear  not  impossibly. 
At  lejkst  some  one  Pompilia  left  the  world 
Will  say  *''  I  know  the  right  place  by  foot's  feel, 
I  took  it  and    tread  firm    there ;    wherefore 

change  ?  " 
But  what  a  multitude  will  surely  fall 
Quite  through  the  crumbling  truth,  late  sub- 
jacent. 
Sink  to  the  next  discoverable  base. 
Rest  upon  human  nature,  settle  there 
On  what  is  firm,  the  lust  and  pride  of  life  I 
A  mass  of  men,  whose  very  souls  oTen  now 


Seem  to  need  re-creating,  —  so  they  slink 
Worm-like    into   the    mud,    light    now    Iajs 

bare,  — 
Whose  future  we  dispose  of  with  shut  eyes 
And    whisper — '*  They   are   grafted,    banen 

twigs. 
Into  the  living  stock  of  Christ :  may  bear 
One  day,  tUl  when  they  lie   death-like,  not 

dead,"- 
Those  who  with  all  the  aid  of  Christ  snoonmb, 
How,    without   Christ,    shall   they,    unaided, 

sink? 
Whither  but  to  this  golf  before  mv  eyes  ? 
Do  not  we  end,  the  century  and  I  ? 
The  impatient  antimasque  treads  dose  on  kibe 
O'  the  very  masque's  self  it  will  mock,  — on 

me. 
Last  lingerina:  personage,  the  impatient  mime 
Pushes  alreaay,  —  will  I  block  the  way  ? 
Will  my  slow  trail  of  garments  ne  or  leaye 

space 
For  pantaloon,  sook,  plume  and  eaataaet  ? 
Here  comes  the  first  experimentalist 
In  the  new  order  of  things,  —  he  plavs  a  priest ; 
Does  he  take  inspiration  from  the  Cnnrfm, 
Directly  make  her  rule  his  law  of  life  ? 
Not  he:    his  evm  mere  impulse   goides   the 

man  — 
Happily  sometimes,  since  ourselves  allow 
He  has  danced,  in  gayety  of  heart,  i'  the  main 
The  right  step  through  the  maze  we  bade  him 

toot. 
But  if  his  heart  had  prompted  him  break  loose 
And  mar  the  measure  ?     Why,  we  must  sab- 

mit. 
And  thank  the  chance  that  brought  him  safe  so 

far. 
Will  he  repeat  the  prodigy  ?    Perhaps. 
Can  he  teach  others  how  to  quit  themselves. 
Show  why  this  step  was  right  while  that  were 

wrong? 
How  should  he  ?    **  Ask  your  hearts  as  I  asked 

mine, 
And  get  discreetly  through  the  morrioe  too ; 
If  your  hearts  misdirect  you,  —  quit  the  stage. 
And  make   amends,  —  be   there   amends  to 

make  1 " 
Such  is,  for  the  Angustin  tiiat  was  onoe. 
This  Canon  Caponsacchi  we  see  now. 
**'  But  my  heart  answers  to  another  tnne," 
Puts  in  the  Abate,  second  in  the  suite ; 
'"*  I  have  my  taste  too,  and  tread  no  such  step  I 
You  choose  the  glorious  life,  and  may,  for  me  I 
I  like  the  lowest  of  life's  appetites,  — 
So  you  judge,  —  but  the  very  truth  of  joy 
To  my  own  apprehension  which  decides. 
Call   me  knave  and  you  get  yourself  oalled 

fool! 
I  live  for  greed,  ambition,  lust,  revenge ; 
Attain  these  ends  by  force,  guile :  hypocrite. 
To-day  perchance  to-morrow  recognized 
The  rational  man,  the  type  of  common  sense.'* 
There  's  Loyola  adaptea  to  our  time ! 
Under  such  guidance  Guide  plays  his  part. 
He  also  influencing  in  the  due  turn 
These  last  clods  where  I  track  intelligenoe 
By  any  glimmer,  these  four  at  his  beck 
Ready  to  murder  any,  and,  at  their  own. 
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As  ready  to  murder  him,  —  saoh  make  the 

world  I 
And,  first  effect  of  the  new  eanse  of  things. 
There  they  lie  also  duly,  —  the  old  pair 
Of  the  weak  head  and  not  ao  wicked  heartj 
With  the  one  Christian  mother,  wife  and  fnrl, 
—  Which  three  giitB  seem  to  make  an  angel 

np,— 
The  world's  first  foot  o'  the  dance  is  on  their 

heads  I 
Still,  1  stand  here,  not  off  the  stage   thongh 

dose 
On  the  exit :  and  my  last  act,  as  my  first, 
I  owe  the  scene,  ana  Him  who  armed  me  thns 
With  Paul's  sword  as  with  Peter's  key.     I 

smite 
With  my  whole  strength  once  more,  ere  end 

my  part, 
Ending,  so  far  as  man  OAy,  this  offence. 
And  wnen  I  raise  my  arm,  who  plucks  my 

sleeve? 
Who  stops  me  in  the  righteoos  function,  —  foe 
Or  hiena  ?    Oh,  still  as  ever,  friends  are  they 
Who,  in  the  interest  of  outraged  truth 
Deprecate  such  rough  handling  of  a  lie  I 
The  facts  being  proved  and  incontestable, 
What  is  the  last  word  I  must  listen  to  ? 
Perchance  —  ""  Spare  yet  a  term  this  barren 

stock. 
We  pray  thee  dig  about  and  dung  and  drees 
Till  he  repent  and  bring  forth  fruit  even  yet  I " 
Perchance  —  ^*  So  poor  and  swift  a  punishment 
Shall  tfaffow  him  out  of  life  with  all  that  sin  : 
Let  merov  rather  pile  up  pain  on  pain 
Till  the  nesh  expiate  what  the  soul  pa^  else  I  " 
Nowise  1     Remonstrants   on   each  side   com- 
mence 
Instructing,  there 's  a  new  tribunal  now 
Higher  than  God's  —  the  educated  man's  I 
Nice  sense  of  honor  in  the  human  breast 
Supersedes  here  the  old  coarse  oracle  — 
Confirming  none  the  less  a  point  or  so 
Wherein  blind  predecessors  worked  aright 
By  rule  of  thumb :   as  when  Christ  said,  — 

when,  where  ? 
Enough,  I  find  it  pleaded  in  a  place.  — 
^'  All  otner  wrongs  done,  patiently  I  take : 
But  touch  my  honor  and  the  case  is  changed  I 
I  feel  tiie  due  resentment,  —  nemini 
Honorem  trado  is  my  quick  retort." 
Right  of  Him,  just  as  if  pronounced  to-day  1 
S^,  should  the  old  authority  be  mute 
Or  doubtful,  or  in  speakmg  clash  with  new, 
The  younger  takes  permission  to  decide. 
At  last  we  have  the  instinct  of  the  world 
Ruling  its  household  without  tutelage  : 
And  wlule  the  two  laws,  human  and  divine. 
Have  busi^  fin^r  with  this  tangled  case, 
In  pushes  the  bnsk  junior,  cuts  the  knot. 
Pronounces  for  acquittal.    How  it  trips 
Silverly  o'er  the  tongne  1    *'  Remit  the  death  I 
Forgive,  . .  .  well,  in  the  old  way,  if  thou  please, 
Decency  and  the  relics  of  routine 
Respected,  —  let  the  Count  go  free  as  air  I 
Since  he  may  plead  a  priest  s  immunity,  — 
The  minor  orders  help  enough  for  that. 
With  Farinaeci's  license,  —  who  decides 
That  the  mere  implication  of  such  man. 


So  privileged,  in  any  cause,  before 
Whatever  Court  except  the  Spiritual, 
Straight   quashes   law-prooeaure,  —  qoash   it, 

then  I 
Remains  a  pretty  loophole  of  escape 
Moreover,  that,  besiae  the  natent  fact 
O'  the  law's  allowance,  there  's  involved  the 

weal 
O'  the  Popedom :  a  son's  privilege  at  stake, 
Thou  wilt  pretend  the  Church's  interest, 
Iraore  all  nner  reasons  to  forgive ! 
But  herein  lies  the  crowning  cop»ncy  — 
(Let  thy  friends  teach  thee  while  thou  tellest 

beads) 
That  in  this  case  the  spirit  of  culture  speaks, 
Civilization  is  imperative. 
To  her  shall  we  remand  all  delicate  points 
Henceforth,  nor  take  iiregular  advice 
O'  the  sly,  as  heretofore :  she  used  to  hint 
Remonstrances,  when  law  was  out  of  sorts 
Because  a  saucy  tongue  was  put  to  rest. 
An  eye  that  roved  was  cured  of  arrogance  : 
But  why  be  forced  to  mumble  under  breath 
What  soon  shall  be  acknowledged  as  plain  fact, 
Outsixiken,  say,  in  thy  successor's  time  ? 
Meminks  we  see  the  golden  age  return  I 
Civilization  and  the  Emperor 
Succeed  to  Christianity  and  Pope. 
One  Emperor  then,  as  one  Pope  now :  mean- 
while. 
Anticipate  a  little  !    We  tell  thee  '  Take 
Quido  s  life,  sapped  society  shall  crash, 
Whereof  the  main  prop  was,  is,  and  shall  be 
—  Supremacy  of  husbuid  over  wife  1 ' 
Does  the  man  rule  i'  the  house,  and  may  his 

mate 
Because  of  any  plea  dispute  the  same  ? 
Oh,  pleas  of  au  sorts  shall  abound,  be  sure. 
One  but  allowed  validity,  —  for,  harsh 
And  savage,  for,  inept  and  siUy-sooth, 
For,  this  and  that,  will  the  ingenious  sex 
Demonstrate  the  best  master  e'er  graced  slave : 
And  there's  but   one   short  way  to  end   the 

coil,  — 
Acknowledge  right  and  reason  steadily 
I'  the  man  and  master  :  then  the  wife  submits 
To  pliun  truth  broadly  stated.    Does  the  time 
Advise  we  shift  —  a  pillar  ?   nay,  a  stake 
Out  of  its  place  i'  the  social  tenement  ? 
One  touch  may  send  a  shudder  through  the 

heap^ 
And  bring  it  toppling  on  our  children's  heads ! 
Moreover,  if  ours  breed  a  ^ualm  in  thee, 
Give  thine  own  better  feeling  play  for  once  ! 
Thou,  whoee  own  life  winks  o'er  the  socket- 

edge, 
Wouldst  thou  it  went  out  in  such  ugly  snuff  ^ 
As  dooming  sons  dead,  e'en   though   justioe 

prompt  ? 
Why,  on  a  certain  feast,  Barabbas'  self  * 
Was  set  free,  not  to  cloud  the  general  cheer : 
Neither  shalt  thou  pollute  thy  Sabbath  close  I 
Mercy  is  safe  and  graceful.    How  one  hears 
The  howl  begin,  scarce  the  three  little  taps 
O'  the  silver  mallet  silent  on  thy  brow,  — 
'  His  last  act  was  to  sacrifice  a  Count 
And  thereby  screen  a  scandal  of  the  Church  1 
Quido  condemned,  the  Canon  justified 
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Of  course,  —  delinquents  of  hin  cloth  ko  fi"^  I  * 
And  so  the  Luthers  chuckle,  Calvins  scowl, 
^io  tJiy  hand  helps  Molinos  to  the  chair 
Whence  he  may  hold  forth  till  dooni^s  day  on 

just 
These  petit-mattre  priestlings,  —  in  the  choir, 
Sanctus  et  Benedictus^  with  a  brush 
Of  soft  nitar-striuifs  that  obey  the  thumb, 
Touchea  by  the  bedside,  for  accompaniment  I 
Does  this  give  umbragre  toahnsband?    Death 
To  the  fool,  and  to  the  priest  impunity  ! 
But  no  impunity  to  any  friend 
So  simply  over-loyal  as  these  foar 
Who  made  religion  of  their  patron *8  cause. 
Believed  in  him  and  did  his  oidding  straignt. 
Asked  not  one  question  but  laid  down  the  lives 
This  Pope  took,  —  all  four  lives  together  make 
Just  his  own  length  of  days,  —  so,  dead  they 

lie, 
As  these  were  times  when  loyalty  *s  a  dmg, 
And  zeal  in  a  subordinate  too  cheap 
And  common  to  be  saved  when  we  spend  life  I 
Come,  *t  is  too  much  good  breath  we  waste  in 

words  : 
The  pardon.  Holy  Father !    Spare  grimace, 
Shrugs  and  reluctance  I    Are  not  we  the  world. 
Art  not  thou  Priam  ?  let  soft  culture  plead 
Hecuba-like,  ^  mm  tali '  (Virgil  serves) 
*  Auxilio^*  and  the  rest  I    Enongh,  it  works ! 
Tlie  Pope  relaxes,  and  the  Prince  is  loth. 
The   father's   bowels   yearn,    the   man's  will 

bends. 
Reply  is  apt.    Onr  tears  on  tremble,  hearts 
Big  with  a  benediction,  wait  the  word 
Shall  circulate  through  the  city  in  a  trice. 
Set  every  window  flaring,  give  each  man 
O'  the  mob  his  torch  to  wave  for  gratitude. 
Pronounce  then,  for  our  breath  and  patience 

fail!" 

I  will.  Sirs :  but  a  voice  other  than  yours 
Quickens  my  spirit.     *'  Outs  pro  Domino  f 
Who  is  upon  the  Lord^s   side?"    asked  the 

Count. 
I,  who  write - 

'*  On  receipt  of  this  command. 
Acquaint  Count  Ghiido  and  nis  fellows  four 
They  die  to-morrow  :  could  it  be  to>night. 
The  better,  but  the  work  to  do,  takes  time. 
Set  with  all  diligence  a  scaffold  up, 
Not  in  the  cust^^raary  place,  by  Bridge 
Saint  Angelo,  where  die  the  common  sort ; 
But  since  the  man  is  noble,  and  his  peers 
Bv  predilection  haunt  the  People's  Sauare, 
There  let  him  be  beheaded  in  the  miast. 
And  his  companions  hanged  on  either  side : 
So  shall^  the  quality  see,  fear,  and  learn. 
All  which  work  takes  time:   till  to-morrow, 

then. 
Let  tnere  be  prayer  incessant  for  the  five  !  '* 

For  the  main  criminal  I  have  no  hope 
Except  in  such  a  suddenness  of  fate. 
I  stood  at  Naples  once,  a  night  so  dark 
I  could  have  scarce  conjectured  ther«  was  earth 
Anywhere,  sky  or  sea  or  world  at  all : 
But  the  night's  black  was  burst  through  by  a 
blaze  — 


Thunder  struck  blow  on  blow,  earth  groaned 

and  bore. 
Through  her  wnole  length  of  mountain  visible : 
There  lay  the  city  thick  and  plain  with  spires. 
And,  like  a  ghost  disshrondea,  white  the  sea. 
So  niay  the  truth  be  Hashed  out  by  one  blow. 
And  Gnido  see,  one  instant,  and  be  saved. 
Else  I  avert  my  face,  nor  follow  him 
Into  that  sad  obscure  sequestered  state 
Where  God  unmakes  but  to  remake  the  soul 
He  else  made  first  in  vain ;  which  must  not  be. 
Enough,  for  I  mav  die  this  ver^  night : 
And  how  should  I  dare  die,  this  man  let  live  ? 

Carry  this  forthwith  to  the  Gbvemor ! 


XI 

GUIDO 

Ton  are  the  Cardinal  Acciainoli,  and  yon, 

Abat«  Panciatichi  —  two  good  Tuscan  names : 

Acciaiuoli  —  ah,  your  ancestor  it  was 

Built  the  huee  battlemented  convent-block 

Over  the  little  forky  flashing  Greve 

Tliat  takes  the  quick  turn  at  the  foot  o'  the 

hill 
Just  as  one  first  sees  Florence  :  oh  those  days  I 
'T  is  Ema,  though,  the  other  rivulet, 
The  one-arched  brown  brick  bridge  yawns  over, 

—  yes. 
Gallop  and  go  five  minutes,  and  you  gain 
The   Roman    Gate   from    where    the   Ema's 

bridged  : 
Kingfishers  flv  there  :  how  I  see  the  bend 
O'erturreted  by  Certosa  which  he  bnilt. 
That  Sonescal  (we  styled  him)  of  your  House ! 
I  do  adjure  yon,  help  me.  Sirs  I    My  blood 
Comes  from  as  far  a  source  :  ought  it  to  end 
This  way,  by  leakage  through  their  soaffold- 

planks 
Into  Rome's  sink  where  her  red  refuse  runs  ? 
Sirs,  I  beseech  you  by  blood-sympathy. 
If  there  be  any  vile  experiment 
In  the  air,  —  if  this  your  visit  simply  prove. 
When  all 's  done,  inst  a  well-intentioned  trick. 
That  tries  for  trutli  truer  than  truth  itself. 
By  startling  up  a  man,  ere  break  of  day. 
To  tell  him  be  mnst  die  at  sunset,  —  pshaw ! 
That  man 's  a  Frnnceschini ;  feel  his  pulse. 
Laugh  at  your  folly,  and  let 's  all  go  sleei)  I 
Yon  have  my  last  word,  —  innocent  am  I 
As  Innocent  mv  Pope  and  murderer. 
Innocent  as  a  babe,  as  Mary's  own. 
As  Mary's  »elf.  —  I  aaid,  sav  and  repeat,  — 
And  why.   then,   should  t  die    twelve    hours 

hence  ?    I  — 
Whom,  not  twelve  honrs  ago,  the  lailer  bade 
Turn  to  my  straw-trrsa,  settle  and  eJeep  soniid 
That  I  might  wake  the  sooner,  promptuer  pay 
His  due  of  meat'-and-drink-indnlgence,  emss 
His  palm  with  fee  of  the  good-hand,  beside. 
As  gallants  use  who  go  at  large  again  ! 
For  why  ?    AU  honest  Rome  improved  my  part  ; 
Whoever  owned  wife,  sister,  daughter,  ~  nay. 
Mistress,  —  had  any  shadow  of  any  right 
That  looks  like  right,  and,  aU  the  more  resolved. 
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Held  it  with  tooth  and  nail,  —  these  manly  men 
Approved !    I  beins^  for  Home,  Rome  was  for 

me. 
Then,  there  ^s  the  point  reserved,  the  snbter- 

fuge 
My  lawyers  held  by,  kept  for  last  resource, 
Firm  should  all  else  —  the  impossible  fancy  I  — 

fail,^ 
And  sneaking;  burgess-spirit  win  the  day. 
The  knaves  t    One  plea  at  least  would  hold,  — 

they  laughed,  — 
One  grappling-iron  scratch  the  bottom-rook 
Even  should  the  middle  mud  let  anchor  go  I 
I  hooked  my  cause  on  to  the  Clergy ^s,  — plea 
Which,  even  if  law  tipped  off  my  hat  and  plume, 
Revealed  my  priestly  tonsure,  saved  me  so. 
The  Pope  moreover,  this  old  Innocent, 
Being  ao  meek  and  mild  and  merciful, 
80  fond  u*  the  poor  and  so  fatijpied  of  earth, 
So  .  .  .  fifty  thousand  devils  m  deepest  hell  I 
Wliv  must  he  cure  us  of  our  strange  conceit 
Of  the  angel  in  man's  likeness,  that  we  loved 
And  looked  should  help  us  at  a  pinch  ?  He  help  ? 
He  pitfdou  ?    Here  's  ids  mina  and  message  — 

death  I 
Thank  the  good  Pope !    Now,  is  he  good  in 

this. 
Never  mind.  Christian,  —  no  such  stuff 's  ex- 
tant, — 
But  will  my  death  do  credit  to  his  reign. 
Show  he  both  lived  and  let  live,  so  was  good  ? 
Cannot  I  live  if  he  but  like  ?  ''  The  Law  I  " 
Why,  just  the  law  gives  him  the  very  chimoe, 
The  precise  leave  to  let  my  life  alone. 
Which  the  archangelic  soul  of  him  (he  says) 
Yearns  after  1    Here  they  drop  it  in  his  pitdm, 
My  lawvers,  capital  o'  the  cursed  kind,  — 
Drop  life  to  take  and  hold  and  keep  :  but  no  I 
He  sighs,  shakes  head,  refuses  to  shut  hand, 
Motions  away  the  gift  they  bid  him  grasp, 
And  of  the  coyness  comes  —  that  off  I  run 
And  down  I  go,  he  best  knows  whither !  mind. 
He  knows,  who  sets  me  rolling  aU  the  same  I 
Disinterested  Vicar  of  our  Lord, 
This  way  he  abrogates  and  disiJlows, 
Nnllifiee  and  ignores,  —  reverts  in  fine 
To  the  good  and  right,  in  detriment  of  me  I 
Talk  away !    Will  you  have  the  naked  truth  ? 
He 's  sick  of  his  life's  supper,  —  swallowed  lies : 
So,  hobbling  bed  ward,  needs  must  ease  his  maw 
Just  where  I  sit  o'  the  doorsill.    Sir  Abate, 
Can  you  do  nothing?    Friends,   we   used   to 

frisk: 
What  of  tins  sudden  slash  in  a  friend's  face. 
This  out  across  our  good  companionship 
That  showed  its  front  so  gay  when  both  were 

yoimg  ? 
Were  not  we  put  into  a  beaten  path. 
Bid  pace  the  world,  we  nobles  bom  and  bred, 
We  body  of  friends  with  each  his  'scutcheon 

full 
Of  old  achievement  and  impunity,  — 
Taking  the  laugh  of  mom  and  Sol's  salute 
As  forth  we  fared,  pricked  on  to  breathe  our 

steeds 
And  take  equestrian  sport  over  the  green 
Under  the  bine,  across  the  crop,  —  what  care  ? 
If  we  went  prancing  up  hill  and  down  dale. 


In  and  out  of  the  level  and  the  straight, 
B^  the  bit  of  pleasant  byway,  where  was  harm  ? 
Stdl  Sol  salutes  me  and  the  morning  laughs : 
I  see  my  grandure's  hoof  prints, — point   the 

spot 
Where    he    drew   rein,   slipped   saddle,   and 

stabbed  knave 
For  daring  throw  gibe  —  much  lees,  stone  — 

f  ix>m  pale : 
Then  back,  and  on,  and  up  with  the  cavalcade. 
Just  so  wend  we,  now  canter,  now  converse. 
Till,  'mid  tlie  jaunoing  ^de  and  jaunty  port, 
Somethiufj:  of  a  sudden  perks  at  somebody  — 
A  dagger  is  out,  a  flashmg  out  and  thrust. 
Because    I   play   some   prank    my   grandaire 

played. 
And  here  I  sprawl:  where  is  the  company? 

Gone  I 
A  trot  and  a  trample  I    Only  I  lie  trapped. 
Writhe  in  a  certain  novel  springe  just  set 
By  the  good  old  Pope :  I  'm  first  prize.    Warn 

me?    Why? 
Apprise   me   that    the   law   o'   the   game  is 

changed  ? 
Enough  that  I  'm  a  warning,  as  I  writhe, 
To  all  and  each  raw  fellows  of  the  file, 
And  make  law  plain  henceforward  past  mis- 
take, 
^*  Forsueh  a  prank,  death  is  the  penaltv !  " 
Pope  the  Five  Hundredth  (what  do  I  Know  or 

care?) 
Deputes  your  Eminencv  and  Abateship 
To  announce  that,  twelve  hours  from  this  time, 

he  needs 
I  just  essay  upon  my  body  and  soul 
The  virtue  of  his  brand-new  en^ne,  nrove 
Represser  of  the  pranksome  I    I  'm  tne  first  I 
Thanks.    Do  you  know  what  teeth  you  mean 

to  try 
The  sharpness  of,  on  tlus  soft  neck  and  throat  ? 
I  know  it,  —  I  have  seen  and  hate  it,  —  ay. 
As  you  shall,  while  I  tell  you  I    Let  me  talk, 
Or  leave  me,  at  ^our  pleasure  I    talk  I  must : 
What  is  your  visit  but  my  lure  to  talk  ? 
Nay,   yon   have   something   to   disclose? — a 

smile. 
At  end  of  the  forced  sternness,  means  to  mock 
The  heart-beats  here  ?    I  call  your  two  hearts 

stone! 
Is  your  charge  to  stay  with  me  till  I  die  ? 
Be  tacit  as  your  bench,  then  !    Use  your  ears, 
I  use  my  tongue  :  how  glibly  yours  will  run 
At  pleasant  supper-time  .  .  .  God's  curse  I .  .  • 

to-night 
When  all  the  guests  jump  up,  begin  so  brisk, 
"Welcome,    his  Eminence   who   shrived  tha 

wretch  1 
Now  we  shall  have  the  Abate's  story ! " 

Life! 
How  I  could  spill  this  overplus  of  mine 
Among    those     hoar-haired,    8hmnk*flhanked 

odds  and  ends 
Of  body  and  soul  old  age  is  chewing  dry  I 
Those  windle-strawB  that  stare  wmle  purblind 

death 
Mows  here,  mows  there,  makes  hay  of  juicy  me. 
And  misses  just  the  bnneh  of  withered  weed 
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Would  brighten  heU  and  streak  its  smoke  with 

flame! 
How  the  life  I  conld  shed  yet  never  shrink, 
Would  drench  their  stalks  with  sap  like  grass 

inMa^r ! 
Is  it  not  terrible,  I  entreat  toq,  Sirs  ? 
With  manifold  and  plenitudinous  life. 
Prompt  at  death  *s  menace  to  give  blow  for 

threat. 
Answer   his    "Be  thou   not!"  by  ''Thna  I 

ami"  — 
Terrible  so  to  be  alive  yet  die  ? 

How  I  live,  how  I  see  !  so.  —  how  I  speak  I 

Lucidity  of  sonl  unlocks  tne  lips : 

I  never  nad  the  words  at  will  before. 

How  I  see  all  my  folly  at  a  glance !  ^ 

"  A  man  requires  a  woman  and  a  wife  :  '' 

There  was  m^  folly  ;  I  believed  the  saw. 

I  knew  Uiat  just  mvself  concerned  myself, 

Yet  needs  must  look  for  what  I  seemed  to  lack. 

In  a  woman,  —  why,  the  woman^^s  in  the  man ! 

Fools  we  are,  how  we  learn  things  when  too 

Ute! 
Overmuch  life  turns  round  my  womannride ; 
The  male  and  female  in  me,  mixed  before. 
Settle  of  a  sudden :  I  *m  my  wife  outright 
In  Uiis  unmanly  appetite  for  truth. 
This  careless  ouun^  as  to  consequence. 
This  instantaneous  sight  through  things  and 

through. 
This  voluble  rnetorie.  if  you  please,  —  't  is  she ! 
Here  you  have  that  Pompilia  whom  I  slew, 
Also  the  folly  for  which  I  slew  her  1 

Fool! 
And,  fool-like,  what  is  it  I  wander  from  ? 
What  did  I  say  of  your  sharp  iron  tooth  ? 
Ah,  —  that  I  know  the  hateful  thing  !  this  way. 
I  cnanced  to  stroll  forth,  many  a  good  year 

gone. 
One  warm  Spring  eve  in  Rome,  and  unaware 
Looking,  mayhap,  to  count  what  stars  were  out. 
Came  on  your  fine  axe  in  a  frame,  that  falls 
And  so  cuts  off  a  man^s  head  underneath, 
Mannaia,  —  thus  we  made  acquaintance  first : 
Out  of  the  way,  in  a  by-part  o'  the  town. 
At  the  Moutn-of-Tmtn  o'  the  river-side,  you 

know  : 
One  goes  by  the  Capitol :  and  wherefore  coy. 
Retiring  out  of  crowded  noisy  Rome  ? 
Because  a  very  little  time  ago 
It  had  done  service,   chopped  off  head  from 

tnmk. 
Belonging  to  a  fellow  whose  poor  house 
The  thing  must  make  a  point  to  stand  before. 
Felice  Whatsoever-was-the-name 
Who  stabled  buffaloes  and  so  gained  bread, 
(Our  clowns  unyoke  them  in  the  ground  hard 

by,) 
And,  after  use  of  much  improper  speech. 
Had  struck  at  Duke  Some-title-or-other^s  face, 
Because  he  kidnapped,  carried  away  and  kept 
Felice's  sister  who  would  sit  and  sing 
I^  the  filthy  doorway  while  she  plaited  fringe  ^ 
To  deck  the  brutes  with,  —  on  their  gear  it 

goes, — 
The  good  girl  with  the  velvet  in  her  voice. 
So  did  the  Duke,  so  did  Felice,  so 


Did  Justice,  intervening  with  her  axe. 

There  the  man-mntilatinfc  engine  stood 

At  ease,  both  gay  and  gnm,  like  a  Swiss  guard 

Off  duty,  —  purined  itself  as  well. 

Getting  dry,  sweet  and  proper  for  next  week,  — 

And  doing  incidental  good,  't  was  hoped 

To  the  rough  lesson-lacking  populace 

Who  now  and  then,  forsootn,  must  right  ihtar 

wrongs! 
There  stood  the  twelve-foot-sqnare  of  soaffold, 

railed 
Considerately  round  to  elbow-height. 
For  fear  an  officer  should  tumble  thence 
And  sprain  his  ankle  and  be  lame  a  month. 
Through  starting  when  the  axe  fell  and  head 

too! 
Railed  likewise  were  the  steps  whereby  't  was 

reached. 
All  of  it  painted  red  :  red,  in  the  midst. 
Ran  up  two  narrow  tall  beams  barred  acrooa. 
Since  from  the  summit,  some  twelve  feet  to 

^  reach. 
The  iron  plate  with  the  sharp  shearing  edspe 
Had  slammed,  ierked,  shot,  slid,  —  I  shall  soon 

find  which ! 
And  so  lay  quiet,  fast  in  its  fit  place. 
The  wooden  half-moon  collar,  now  eclipeed 
By  the  blade  which  blocked  its  curvature: 

apart. 
The  other  half,  —  the  under  half-moon  board 
Which,  helped  by  this,  completes  a  neck^s  em- 
brace, — 
Joined  to  a  sort  of  desk  that  wheels  aside 
Out  of  the  way  when  done  with,  —  down  yon 

kneel. 
In  you  *re  pushed,  over  you  the  other  drops. 
Tight  you 're  clipped,  whiz,  there  *s  the  blade 

cleaves  its  best. 
Out  trundles  body,  down  flops  head  on  floor, 
And  where 's  your  soul  gone  ?    That,  too,  1 

shall  find  I 
This  kneeling-plaoe  was  red,  red,  never  fear  I 
But  only  slimy-like  with  paint,  not  blood. 
For  why  ?  a  decent  pitcher  stood  at  hand, 
A  broad  dish  to  hold  sawdust,  and  a  broom 
By  some  unnamed  utensil,  — scraper-rake,  — 
Each  with  a  conscious  air  of  duty  done. 
Underneath,  loungers,  —  boys  and  some  feir 

men, — 
Discoursed  this  platter,  named  the  other  tooL 
Just  as,  when  grooms  tie  up  and  dress  a  steed, 
Boys  lounge  and  look  on,  and  elucubrate 
W^hat  the  round  brush  is  used  for,  what  the 

square,  — 
So  was  explained  —  to  me  the  skill-less  then  — 
The  manner  of  the  grooming  for  next  world 
Undergone  by  Felice  What  s-his-name. 
There's  no  such    lovely  month  in  Rome  as 

May  — 
May's  crescent  is  no  half-moon  of  red  plank. 
And  came  now  tilting  o'er  the  wave  i'  the  west. 
One  greenish-golden  sea,  right  'twixt  those  bars 
Of  the  engine  —  I  began  acquaintance  with, 
Understood,  hated,  hurried  from  before, 
To  have  it  out  of  sight  and  cleanse  my  soul  1 
Here  it  is  all  again,  conserved  for  use : 
Twelve  hours  hence,  I  may  know  more,  not  hate 

worse. 
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That  yonntr  Mity-mooii-month !    Deyib  of  the 

deep ! 
Was  not  a  Pope  then  Pope  as  much  at  now  ? 
Uaed  not  he  chirrup  o'er  the  Menr  Tales, 
Chockle,  —  his  nephew  so  exact  the  wa^ 
To  play  a  jealous  cuUion  such  a  trick 
As  wins  the  wife  i'  the  pleasant  story !    Well  ? 
Why  do  things  change  ?    Wherefore  is  Rome 

nn-Komed  ? 
I  tell  yon,  ere  Felioe^s  eorpse  was  cold. 
The  Uake,  that  night,  threw  wide  his  palaoa- 

doors. 
Received  the  compliments  o'  the  quality 
For  justice  done  him,  —  howed  and  smirked  his 

best. 
And  in  return  passed  round  a  pretty  thing, 
A  portrait  of  Felice's  sister's  self. 
Florid  old  rogue  Albano's  nuutterpieoe. 
As  —  better  Uian  virginity  in  raes  — 
Bouncing  Europa  on  the  oack  o  the  bull : 
Jhey  laughed  and  took  their  road  the  saf  elier 

home. 
Ah,  but  times  change,  there 's  quite  another 

Pope, 
I  do  the  Duke's  deed,  take  Felice's  place, 
And,  being  no  Felice,  lout  and  clout. 
Stomach  but  Ul  the  phrase,  **  I  lose  my  head  I  " 
How  euphemistic  1  Lose  what?  Lose  your  ring. 
Your  snuff-box,  tablets,  kerchief  !  —  but,  your 

head? 
I  learnt  the  process  at  an  early  age ; 
^Twas  useful  knowledge,  in  those  same  old 

days. 
To  know  the  way  a  head  is  set  on  neck. 
My  fenoing^master  uiire<lf  *'  Would  von  excel  ? 
Rest  not  content  with    mere  bold   give-and- 

guard. 
Nor  pink  the  antagonist  somehow-anyhow  I 
See  me  disBeot  a  little,  and  know  your  game  I 
Only  anatomy  makes  a  thrust  the  thing." 
Oh,  Cardinal,  those  lithe  live  necks  of  ours  1 
Here  go  the  vertebne,  here  's  Atlas,  here 
Axisy  and  here  the  symphyses  stop  short. 
So  wisely  and  well,  —  as,  o'er   a  corpse,  we 

cant,  — 
And  here 's  the  silver  cord  which  .  .  .  what 's 

our  word  ? 
Depends  from  the  gold  bowl,  which  loosed  (not 

"lost") 
Lets  us  from  heaven  to  hell,  —  one  chop,  we  're 

loose! 
**  And  not  much  pain  i'  the  process,"  quoth  a 

sage  : 
Who  told  him  ?    Not  Felice's  ghost,  I  think ! 
Such  **  losing  "  is  scarce  Mother  Nature^s  mode. 
She  fain  would  have  cord  ease  itself  awav. 
Worn  to  a  thread  by  threescore  years  and  ten, 
Snap  whUe  we  slumber :  that  seems  bearable. 
I  'm  told  one  dot  of  blood  extra vasate 
Ends  one  as  certainly  as  Roland's  sword,  — 
One  drop  of  lymph  suffused  proves  Oliver's 

maoe, — 
Intruding,  either  of  the  pleasant  pair, 
On  the  arachnoid  tunic  of  my  bram. 
That's  Nature's  way  of  loosing  cord  I  —  but 

Art, 
Ho>w  of  Art's  process  with  the  engine  here. 
When  bowl  and  cord  alike  are  crujahed  across, 


Bored  between,  bruised  through  ?     Why,  if 

Fagon's  self. 
The  French  Court's  pride,  that  famed  practi- 
tioner. 
Would  pass  nis  cold  pale  lightning  of  a  knife, 
Pistoja-ware,  adroit  twixt  joint  and  joint. 
With  just  a  ''See  how  faeile,  gentlefolk !  "  — 
Tlie  thing  were  not  so  bad  to  bear  1  Brute  force 
Cuts  as  he  comes,  breaks  in,  breaks  on,  breaks 

out 
O'  the  hard  and  soft  of  you :  is  that  the  same  ? 
A  lithe  snake  thrids  the  hedge,  makes  throb  no 

leaf: 
A  heavy  ox  sets  chest  to  brier  and  branch, 
Bursts  somehow  through,  and  leaves  one  hid- 
eous hole 
Behind  him  I 

And  why,  why  must  this  needs  be  ? 
Oh,  if  men  were  but  good  I   They  are  not  graod, 
Nowise  like  Peter :  people  called  him  rough. 
But  if,  as  I  left  Rome,  t  spoke  the  Saint, 

—  *'  Fetrusy  quo  radis  f  "  —  doubtless,  I  should 

hear, 
'*  To  free  the  prisoner  and  foi^ve  his  fault  I 
I  plucked  the  absolute  dead  from  God's  own 

bar. 
And  raised  up  Dorcas,  —  why  not  rescue  thee  ?" 
What  would  cost  one  such  nuUifving  word  ? 
If  Innocent  succeeds  to  Peter's  place. 
Let  him  think  Peter's  thought,  speak  Peter's 

speech  I 
I  say,  he  is  bound  to  it :  friends,  how  say  you  ? 
Concede  I  be  all  one  bloodgniltineRS 
And  mystery  of  murder  in  the  flesh. 
Why  should  that  fact  keep  the  Pope's  mouth 

shut  fast? 
He  execrates  my  crime,  —  good  !  —  sees  hell 

yawn 
One  inch  from  the  red  plank's  end  which  I 

press,— 
Nothing  is  better  !    What 's  the  consequence  ? 
How  should  a  Pope  proceed  that  knows  his 

cue? 
Why,  leave  me  linger  out  my  minute  here, 
Since  close    on  death    comes   judgment    and 

comes  doom. 
Not  crib  at  dawn  its  pittance  from  a  sheep 
Destined  ere  dewf all  to  be  butcher's-meat  I 
Think,  Sirs,  if  I  have  done  you  any  harm, 
And  you  require  the  natural  revenge. 
Suppose,  and  so  intend  to  poison  me, 

—  Just  as  you  take  and  slip  into  my  dranght 
The  paperful  of  powder  that  clears  scores, 
You  notice  on  my  brow  a  certain  blue  : 
How  you  both  overset  the  wine  at  once  ! 

How  you  both  smile,   *'  Our  enemy  has  the 

plague  ! 
Twelve  hours  henee  he  '11  be  scraping  his  bones 

bare 
Of  that  intolerable  flesh,  and  die. 
Frenzied  with  pain :  no  need  for  poinon  here  I 
Step  aside  and  enjoy  the  spectacle  1  " 
Tender  for  souls  are  you.  Pope  Innocent  I 
Christ's  maxim  is  —  one  soul  outweighs  the 

world  : 
Respite  me,  save  a  souL  then,  curse  the  world ! 
''  No,"  venerable  sire,  I  hear  you  smirk. 
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"No:  for  Christ's  gospel  changes  nameSf  not 

thingSf 
Renews  the  obsolete ,  does  nothing  more  I 
Our  fire-new  gospel  is  re-tinkered  law. 
Our     mercy,    justice,  —  Jove  's    rechristened 

God,- 
Nay,  whereas,  in  the  popular  conceit, 
^T  IS  pity  that  old  harsh  Law  somehow  limps, 
Lingers  on  earth,  although  Law's  day  be  done, 
Else  would  benignant  Gospel  interpose, 
Not  furtively  as  now,  but  bold  ana  frank 
O'erfiutter  us  with  healing  in  her  wings. 
Law  being  harshness.  Gospel  only  love  — 
We  tell  the  people,  on  the  contrary. 
Gospel  takes  up  the  rod  which  Law  lets  fall ; 
Mercy  is  vigilant  when  justice  sleeps ! 
Does  Law  permit  a  taste  of  Gospel-grace  ? 
The  secuku*  arm  allow  the  spiritual  power 
To  act  for  once  ?  —  no  compliment  so  fine 
As  that  our  Gospel  handsomely  turn  hanh, 
Tlirust  victim  back  on  Law  the  nice  and  coy ! " 
Ves,  you  do  say  so,  —  else  you  would  forgive 
Me,  whom  Law  does  not  touch  but  tosses  you  I 
Don't  think  to  put  on  the  professional  face ! 
You  know  what  I  know,  —  casuists  as  you  are. 
Each  nerve  must  creep,  each  hair  start,  sting 

and  stand, 
At  such  illogical  inconsequence  I 
Dear  m^  mends,   do  but  see  !    A  murder 's 

tried. 
There  are  two  parties  to  the  cause  :  I  'm  one, 
—  Defend  myself,  as  somebody  must  do : 
I  have  the  best  o'  the  battle :  that 's  a  fact. 
Simple  fact,  —  fancies  find  no  place  just  now. 
What  though  half  Rome  condemned  me  ?  Half 

approved 
And,  none  disputes,  the  luck  is  mine  at  last, 
All  Rome,  i'  tne  main,  acquitting  me :  whereon. 
What  has  the  Pope  to  ask  but  **  How  finds 

Law?" 
"  I  find,"  replies  Law,  *'''  I  have  erred  tJiis  while  : 
Guilty  or  gruiltless,  Guide  proves  a  priest. 
No  layman  :  he  is  therefore  yours,  not  mine  : 
I  bound  him :  loose  him,  you  whose  will  is 

Christ's  I " 
And  now  what  does  tliis  Vicar  of  our  Lord, 
Shepherd  o'  the  flock, — one  of  whose  charge 

bleats  sore 
For  crook's  help  from  the   quag  wherein  it 

drowns? 
Law  suffers  him  employ  the  crumpled  end  : 
His  pleasure  is  to  turn  staff,  use  the  point, 
And  thrust  the  shuddering  sheep,  ne  calls  a 

wolf. 
Back  and  back,  down  and  down  to  where  hell 

gapes! 
""GuilUess,"   cries  Law— "Guilty,"  corrects 

the  Pope  I 
"Guilty,"  for  the  whim's  sake  !  "Guilty,"  he 

somehow  thinks, 
And  anyhow  says :  't  is  truth ;  he  dares  not  lie  ! 

Others  should  do  the  lying.    That 's  the  cause 
Brings  you  both  here  :  I  ought  in  decency 
Confess  t^  you  that  I  deserve  my  fate. 
Am  guilty,  as  the  Pope  thinks,  —  ay,  to  the 

end. 
Keep  up  the  jest,  lie  on,  lie  ever,  lie 


I'  the  latest  gasp  of  nae !    W^hat  reason,  iSirs  f 
Because  to-morrow  will  succeed  to-day 
For  you,  though  not  for  me  :  and  if  I  stick 
Still  to  the  truth,  declare  with  my  last  breath, 
I  die  an  innocent  and  murdered  man,  — 
Wliy,  there  's  the  tongue  of  Rome  will  wag 

apace 
This  time  to-morrow,  —  don*t  I  hear  the  talk ! 
"So,  to  the  last  he  proved  impenitent? 
Pagans  have  said  as  much  of  martyred  saints ! 
Law  demurred,  washed  her  hands  of  the  whole 

case. 
Prince  Somebody  said  this,  Duke  Somethii^, 

that. 
Doubtless  the  mau  's  dead,  dead  enough,  don't 

fear! 
But,  hang  it,  what  if  there  have  been  a  spioe, 
A  touch  of  ...  eh  ?    You  see,  the  Pope  's  so 

old. 
Some  of  us  add,  obtuse,  —  age  never  slips 
The  chance  of  shoving  youth  to  face  death 

first!" 
And  so  on.    Therefore  to  suppress  sudi  talk 
You  two  come  here,  entreat  I  teU  you  lies. 
And  end,  the  edifying  way.    I  end. 
Telling  the  truth  1    Your  self-styled  shepherd 

thieves ! 
A  thief  —  and  how  thieves  hate  the  wolves  we 

know : 
Damage  to  tlieft,  damage  to  thrift,  all 's  one  ! 
The  red  hand  is  sworn  foe  of  the  black  jaw. 
That 's  only  natural,  that 's  right  enougn : 
But  why  the  wolf  should  compliment  Uie  thief 
With  shepherd's  title,  bark  out  life  in  thanks. 
And,  spiteless,  lick  the  prong  that  spits  him,  — 

eh. 
Cardinal  ?    My  Abate,  scarcely  thus  ! 
There,  let  my  uieepskin-garb.  a  curse  on  't,  go— 
Leave  my  teeth  free  if  I  must  show  my  shag ! 
Repent  ?    What  good  shall  follow  ?    If  I  pass 
Twelve  hours  repenting,  will  that  fact  hold 

fast 
The  thirteenth  at  the  horrid  dozen's  end  ? 
If  I  fall  forthwith  at  your  feet,  gnash,  tear. 
Foam,  rave,  to  give  your  stor^'^  uie  due  grace. 
Will  that  assist  the  engine  half-way  bacK 
Into  its  hiding-house  ?  —  boards,  dbaking  now, 
Bone  against  bone,  like  some  old  skeleton  bat 
That  wants,  at  winter's  end,  to  wake  and  prey ! 
Will  howling  put  the  spectre  back  to  sleep  ? 
Ah,  but  I  misconceive  your  object.  Sirs  ! 
Since  I  want  new  life  like  the  creature.  —  life. 
Being  done  with  here,  begins  i'  the  world  away: 
I  shall  next  have    "Come,  mortals,  and   be 

judged ! " 
Tliere  's  but  a  minute  betwixt  this  and  then : 
So,  quick,  be  sorry  since  it  saves  ray  soul ! 
Sirs,  truth  shall  save  it.  since  no  lies  assist ! 
Hear  the  truth,  you,  whatever  you  style  your- 
selves, 
Civilization  and  societv  ! 
Come,  one  good  grapj|)ie,  I  witli  all  the  world  I 
Dying  in  cold  blood  is  the  desperate  thing; 
The  augi-y  heart  explodes,  bears  off  in  blaze 
The  intugnant  soul,  and  I  'm  combustion-ripe. 
W^hy,  you  intend  to  do  your  worst  with  me  ! 
That 's  in  your  eyes  1     You  dare  no  more  than 

death. 
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And  mean  no  leee.    I  ranBt  make  np  my  mind  I 
80  Pietro  —  when  I  chaaed  him  here  and  there, 
Morsel  by  morael  cut  away  the  life 
I  loathed —cried  for  just  respite  to  confess 
And  save  his  soul :  mneh  respite  did  I  g^rant ! 
Why  grant  me  respite  who  deserve  mv  doom  ? 
Me  —  who  engaged  to  play  a  prize,  fignt  yon. 
Knowing  yoor  ai-ms,  and  foil  you,  trick  for 

tnck. 
At  rapier-fence,  yoor  match  and,  maybe,  more. 
I  knew  that  if  1  chose  sin  certain  sins. 
Solace  my  Insts  out  of  the  regular  way 
Prescribed  me,  I  should  find  you  in  the  path, 
Have  to  trv  skill  with  a  redoubted  foe ; 
Yon  would  lunge,  I  would  parry,  and  make 

end. 
At  last,  occasion  of  a  murder  comes  : 
We  cross  blades,  I,  for  all  my  brag,  break 

guard. 
And  in  goes  the  cold  iron  at  my  breast, 
Out  at  my  back,  and  end  is  made  of  me. 
Yon  stand  confessed  the  adroiter  swordsman. 

But  on  your  triumph  you  increase,  it  seems. 
Want  more  of  me  than  lying  flat  on  face : 
I  onirl^t  to  raise  my  ruined  head,  idlege 
Not  simply  I  pushed  worse  blade  o*  the  pair, 
Bnt  my  antagonist  dispensed  with  steel ! 
There  was  no  passage  of  arms,  you  looked  me 

low. 
With  brow  and  eye  abolished  cut  and  thrust. 
Nor  used  the  vulgar  weapon  I     This  chance 

scratch. 
This  incidental  hurt,  this  sort  of  hole 
I'  the  heart  of  me  ?    I  stumbled,  got  it  so  I 
Fell  on  my  own  sword  as  a  bungler  may  ! 
Yourself  proscribe    such    heatnen    tools,  and 

trust 
To  the  naked  virtue :  it  was  virtue  stood 
Unarmed  and  awed  me,  —  on  my  brow  there 

burned 
Crime  out  so  plainly,  intolerably  red. 
That  I  was  fain  to  cry  —  ^^  Down  to  the  dust 
With  me,  and  bury  there  brow,  brand  and 

all!" 
Law  had  essayed  the  adventure,  — but  what 's 

Law? 
Morality  exposed  the  Oorgon  shield  ! 
Morality  and  Religion  conquer  me. 
If  Law  sufficed  would  you  come  here,  entreat 
I  supplement  law,  and  confess  forsooth  ? 
Did  not  the  Trial  show  things  plain  enough  ? 
**  Ah,  but  a  word  of  the  mui^s  very  self 
Would  somehow  put  the  kevstone  in  its  place 
And  crown  the  arch ! ''    Then  take  the  word 

you  want  I 

I  say  that,  long  ago,  when  things  began, 

All  the  world  maae  agreement,  such  and  such 

Were  pleasure-giving  profit-bearing  acts. 

But  henceforth  extra-legal,  nor  to  be : 

Yon  must  not  kill  the  man  whose  death  would 

please 
And  profit  you,  unless  his  life  stop  yours 
Plainly,  and  need  so  be  put  aside  : 
Get  the  thing:  by  a  pnbbo  course,  by  law, 
Only  no  private  bloodshed  as  of  old  I 
AH  of  us,  for  the  good  of  every  one 


Renounced  such  license  and  conformed  to  Uw : 
Who  breaks  law,  breaks  pact  therefore,  helps 

himself 
To  pleasure  and  profit  over  and  above  the  due. 
And     must   pay   forfeit, — pain    beyond    his 

share : 
For,  pleasure  being  the  sole  good  in  the  world. 
Any  one's  pleasure  turns  to  some  one's  pain, 
•So.  law  must  watch  for  every  one,  —  say  M'e, 
Wno  call  things  wicked  that  give  too  much  joy, 
And  nickname  mere  reprioal,  envv  makes. 
Punishment :  quite  right !  thus  tne  world  goes 

^  round. 
I,  being  well  aware  such  pact  there  was, 
I,  in  mv  time  who  found  advantage  come 
Of  law's  observance  and  crime's  penalty,  — 
Who,  but  for  wholesome    fear   law  bred  in 

friends. 
Had  doubtless  given  example  long  ago. 
Furnished  forth  some  friend's  pleasure  with  my 

pain, 
And,  by  my  death,  pieced  out  his  scanty  life,  — 
I  could  not,  for  that  foolish  life  of  me. 
Help  risking    law's    infringement,  —  I  broke 

bond. 
And  needs  must  pay  price,  —  wherefore,  here 's 

m^  head. 
Flung  with  a  flourish  I    But,  repentance  too  ? 
But  pure  and  simple  sorrow  for  law's  breach 
Rather  than  blunderer's4neptitude  ? 
Cardinal,  no  I    Abate,  scarcely  thus ! 
'T  is  the  fault,  not  that  1  dared  try  a  fall 
With  Law  and  straightway  am  found  under- 
most. 
But  that  I  failed  to  see,  above  man's  law, 
God's  precept  you,  the  Christians,  recognize  ? 
Colly  my  cow  I    Don't  fidget,  Cardinal  I 
Abate,  cross  your  breast  and  count  your  beads 
And  exorcise  the  devil,  for  here  he  stands 
And  stiffens  in  the  bristly  nape  of  neck. 
Daring  you  drive  him  hence  I    You,  Christians 

I  say,  if  ever  was  such  faith  at  all 

Bom  in  the  world,  by  vour  community 

Suffered  to  live  its  little  tick  of  time, 

'Tis  dead  of  age,  now,  ludicrously  dead ; 

Honor  its  ashes,  if  you  be  discreet. 

In  epitaph  only  !    For,  concede  its  death. 

Allow  extinction,  ^ou  may  boast  unchecked 

What  feats  the  thing  did  in  a  crazy  land 

At  a  fabulous  epoch,  —  treat  your  faith,  that 

way, 
Just  as  you  treat  your  relics :  *'  Here 's  a  shred 
Of  saintly  flesh,  a  scrap  of  blessed  bone. 
Raised  King  Cophetua,  who  was  dead,  to  life 
In  Mesopotamy  twelve  centuries  since, 
Such  was  its  virtue ! "  —  twangs  tbe  Sacristan, 
Holding  the   shrine-box  up,  with  hands  like 

feet 
Because  of  gout  in  every  finger- joint : 
Does  he  bethink  him  to  reduce  one  knob, 
AUay  one  twii^^e  by  touching  what  he  vaimts  ? 
I  think  he  half  uncrooks  fist  to  catoh  fee, 
But,  for  the  grace,  the  quality  of  cure,  — 
Cophetua  was  the  man  put  that  to  proof  I 
Not  otherwise,  your  faith  is  shrined  and  shown 
And  shamed  at  once:  you  banter  while  you 

bow! 
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Do  yon  dispute  this  ?    Come,  a  monstei^u^h, 
A  madman's  langh,  allowed  nis  Carnival 
Later  ten  days  than  -when  all  Rome,  bnt  he. 
Laughed  at  uie  candle-contest :  mine 's  alight, 
^T  is  just  it  sputter  till  the  puff  o'  the  Pope 
End  it  to-morrow  and  the  world  turn  Ash. 
Come,  thus  I  wave  a  wand  and  bring  to  pass 
In  a  moment,  in  the  twinkle  of  an  eve. 
What  but  that  —  feigning  everywhere  grows 

fact. 
Professors  turn  possessors,  realize 
The  faith  they  play  with  as  a  fancy  now. 
And  bid  it  operate,  have  full  effect 
On  every  circumstance  of  life,  to-day, 
In  Rome,  —  faith's  How  set  free  at  f ountain- 

head! 
Now,  you  '11  own,  at  this  present,  when  I  speak, 
Before  I  work  the  wonder,  there 's  no  man. 
Woman  or  child  in  Rome,  faith's  fountain-head, 
But  might,  if  each  were  minded,  realize 
Conversely  unbelief,  faith's  opposite  — 
8et  it  to  work  on  life  unHinchingly, 
Yet  give  no  sympton  of  an  outwara  change : 
Why  should  things  change  because  men  dis- 
believe ? 
What 's  incompatible,  in  tlie  whited  tomb, 
With  bones  ana  rottenness  one  inch  below  ? 
What  saintly  act  is  done  in  Rome  to-day 
But  might  be  prompted  by  the  devil,  —  "  is  " 
I  say  not,  —  **  has  been,  and  again  may  be,"  — 
I  do  say,  full  i'  the  face  o'  the  crucifix 
Ton  try  to  stop  ray  month  with !    Off  with  it ! 
Look  in  vour  own  heart,  if  your  soul  have  eyes  I 
You  shall  see  reason  why,  though  faith  were 

iled. 
Unbelief  still  might  work  the  wires  and  move 
Man,  the  machine,  to  play  a  faithful  part. 
Preside  your  college.  Cardinal,  in  your  cape, 
Or,  —  having  got  above  his  head,  grown  Pope,  — 
Abate,  gird  your  loins  and  wash  my  feet ! 
Do  you  suppose  I  am  at  loss  at  all 
Why  you  crook,  why  you  cringe,  why  fast  or 

feast? 
Praise,  blame,  sit,  stand,  lie  or  go  !  —all  of  it, 
In  each  of  you,  purest  unbelief  may  prompt, 
And  wit  explain  to  who  has  eyes  to  see. 
But,  lo,  I  wave  wand,  make  the  false  the  true  I 
Here 's  Rome  believes  in  Christianity  I 
What  an  explosion,  how  the  fragments  fly 
Of  what  was  surface,  mask  and  make-believe ! 
Begin  now,  —  look  at  this  Pope's-halberdier 
In  wasp-like  black  and  yellow  foolery  I 
He,  doing  duty  at  the  corridor. 
Wakes  ^m  a  muse  and  stands  convinced  of 

sin! 
Down  he  flings  halbert,  leaps  the  passage-length. 
Pushes  into  the  presence,  paiitingly 
Submits  the  extreme  peril  of  the  case 
To   the    Pope's    self,  —  wliom   in   the    world 

beside  ?  — 
And  the  Pope  breaks  talk  with  ambassador. 
Bids  aside  bishop,  wills  the  whole  world  wait 
Till  he  secure  that  pri2e,  outweighs  the  world, 
A  soul,  relieve  the  sentry  of  his  qualm  ! 
His  Altitude  the  Referendarv  — 
Robed  right,  and  ready  for  the  usher's  word 
To  pay  devoir  —  is,  of  all  times,  just  then 
'Ware  of  a  masteiMstroke  of  argument 


Will  cut  the  spinal  oord  .  .  .  ugh,  ugh !  .  .  .  I 

mean. 
Paralyze  MoUnism  f orevemuwe  I 
Straight  he  leaves  lobby,  trundles,  two  and  two. 
Down  steps  to  reach  home,  write,  if  but  a  wonl 
Shall  end  the  impudence  :  he  leaves  who  likes 
Go  pacify  the  Pope  :  there  's  Christ  to  serve  ! 
How  otherwise  would  men  display  their  zeal  ? 
If  the  same  sentrr  had  the  least  surmise 
A  powder-barrel  'neath  the  pavement  lay 
In  neighborhood  with    what    might  prove  a 

match. 
Meant  to  blow  sky-high   Pope  and  presence 

both  — 
Would  he  not  break  through  courtiers,  rank 

and  file. 
Bundle  up,  bear  off,  and  save  body  so, 
The  Pope,  no  matter  for  his  priceless  soul  ? 
There  's  no  fool's-freak  here,  naught  to  soundly 

swinge, 
Only  a  man  in  earnest,  you  '11  so  praise 
And  pay  and  prate  about,  that  earth  shall  ring  I 
Had  thought  possessed  the  Referendary 
His  jewel-case  at  home  was  left  ajar. 
What  would  be  wrong  in  running,  robes  awry. 
To  be  beforehand  with  the  pilferer  ? 
What  talk  then  of  indecent  haste?    Which 

means. 
That  both  these,  each  in  his  degree,  would  do 
Just  tliat  —  for  a  comparative  nothing's  sake. 
And  thereby  gain  appi'oval  and  i-eward  — 
Which,  done  lor  what  Christ  says  is  worth  the 

world, 
Procures  the  doer  curses,  cuffs  and  kicks. 
I  call  such  difi'erenoe  'twixt  act  and  act, 
Sheer  lunacy  unless  your  truth  on  lip 
Be  recognized  a  lie  in  heart  of  you  I 
How  do  yon  all  act,  promptly  or  in  doubt. 
When  there  's  a  ^est  poisoned  at  supper-tune 
And  he  sits  chatting  on  with  spot  on  cneek  ? 
^*  Pluck  him  by  the  skirt,  and  round  him  in  the 

ears. 
Have  at  him  by  the  beard,  warn  anyhow  !  " 
Good ;  and  this  other  friend  that  s  <^eat  and 

thief 
And  dissolute,  —  go  stop  the  devil's  feast. 
Withdraw  him  from  the  imminent  hell-fire ! 
Why,  for  your  life,  you  dare  not  tellyour  friend, 
"  You  lie,  and  I  aomonish  you  for  Christ  1  " 
Who  vet  dare  seek    that   same  man  at  the 

Mass 
To  warn  him  —  on  his  knees,  and  tinkle  near,  -— 
He  left  a  cask  a-tilt,  a  tap  unturned. 
The  Trebbian  running  :  what  a  grateful  jump 
Out  of  the  Church  rewards  your  vigilance  I 
Perform  that  selfsame  service  just  a  thought 
More  maladroitly,  —  since  a  bishop  sits 
At  function  I  —  and  he  badges  not,  bites  lip,  — 
*^  You  see  my  case :  how  can  I  quit  my  post  ? 
He  has  an  eye  to  any  such  default. 
See  to  it,  neighbor,  I  beseech  your  love  !  " 
He  and  you  know  the  rdative  worth  of  things. 
What  ia  permissible  or  inopportune. 
Contort  your  brows !    Yon  know  I  speak  the 

truth: 
Qold  is  called  gold,  and  dross  called  dross,  i'  the 

Book  : 
Gk>ld  you  let  lie  and  dross  pick  up  and  pri  •^  * 
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—  Despite  your  muster  of  some  fifty  monks 
And  nuns  armaunderin^   here  and  mumping 

there, 
Who  oould,  and  on  occasion  would,  spurn  drues. 
Clutch  gold,  and  prove  their   faith  a  fact  so 

far, — 
I  grant  you  I    Fifty  times  the  number  squeak 
And  gibber  in  the  madhouse  —  firm  of  faith, 
This  lellow,  that  his  nose  supports  the  moon ; 
The  other,  that  his  straw  hat  crowns  him  Pope : 
Does  that  prove  all  the  world  outside  insane  ? 
Do  fifty  muracle-moufirers  match  the  mob 
That  acts  on  the  frank  faithless  principle, 
Bom-baptized-and-bred  Christian-atheists,  each 
With  just  as  much  a  right  to  judge  as  you,  — 
As  many  senses  in  hia  soul,  and  nerves 
V  neck  of  him  as  I,  —  whom,  soul  and  sense. 
Neck  uid  nerve^  you  abolish  presently,  — 
I  being  the  unit  m  creation  now 
Who  pay  the  Maker,  in  this  speech  of  mine, 
A  creature's  duty,  spend  my  last  of  breath 
In  bearing  witness,  even  by  mv  worst  fault, 
To  the  creature's  obligation,  absolute. 
Perpetual:    my    worst   fault   protests,    **Tlie 

faith 
Claims  all  of  me  :  I  would  giTe  all  she  claims. 
But  for  a  spice  of  doubt :  the  risk  's  too  rash : 
Double  or  quits,  I  play,  but,  all  or  naught. 
Exceeds  my  courage  :  therefore,  I  descend 
To  the  next  faith  with  no  dubiety  — 
Faith  ui  the  present  life,  made  last  as  long 
And  prove  as  full  of  pleasure  as  mav  hap. 
Whatever  pain  it  cause  the    world. '^     I  'm 

wrong? 
I  Ve  had  my  life,  whatever  I  lose :  I  *m  right  ? 
I  've  got  the  single  good  there  was  to  gain. 
£otire  faith,  or  else  complete  unbelief ! 
Aught  between  has  mv  loathing  and  contempt. 
Mine  and  God's  also,  doubtless :  ask  yourBelf, 
CaidinaJ,  where  and  how  you  like  a  man  I 
Why,  either  with  your  feet  upon  his  head, 
Coniessed  your  caudatory,  or,  at  large. 
The  stranger  in  the  crowd  who  cane  to  you 
But  keeps  his  distance,  —  why  snould  he  pre- 
sume? 
Ton  want  no  hanger-on  and  droppeinoff « 
Now  yours,  and  now  not  vours  but  quite  his  own. 
According  as  the  sky  looks  black  or  bright. 
Just  so  I  capped  to  and  kept  off  froim  faith  — 
You  promised  trudge  behmd  through  fair  and 

foul, 
Tet  lea,ye  V  the  lurch  at  the  first  spit  of  rain. 
Who  holds  to  faith  whenever  rain  begins  ? 
What  does  the  father  when  his  son  lies  dead. 
The  merchant  when  his  money-bags  take  wing. 
The  politican  whom  a  rival  ousts  ? 
No  case  but  has  its  conduct,  faith  prescribes  : 
Where  's  the  obedience  that  shall  edify  ? 
Whv,  they  laugh  frankly  in  the  face  of  faith 
Ana  take  the  natural  course,  —  this  rends  his 

hair 
Because  his  child  is  taken  to  Gk>d's  breast. 
That  gnashes  teeth  and  raves  at  loss  of  trash 
Which  rust  corrupts  and  thieyes  break  through 

and  steal. 
And  this,  enabled  to  inherit  earth 
Through  meekness,  curses  till  your  blood  runs 

cold! 


Down  they  all  drop  to  my  low  level,  rest 
Heart  upon  dungy  earth  that 's  warm  and  soft, 
And  let  who  please  attempt  the  altitudes : 
Each  plaving  prodigal  sou  uf  heavenly  sire, 
Turning  his  nose  up  at  the  fatted  calf. 
Fain  to  fill  belly  with  the  husks,  we  swine 
Did  eat  by  bom  depravity  of  taste  1 

Enough    of   the  hypocrites.     But    yon.  Sirs, 

you  — 
Who  never  budged  from  litter  where  I  lay. 
And  buried  snout  i'  the  draff-box  while  I  fed, 
Cried  amen  to  my  creed's  one  article  — 
**  Get  pleasure,  'scape  pain,  — give  your  prefer* 

ence 
To  the  immediate  good,  for  Ume  is  brief, 
And  death  ends  good  and  ill  and  everytmng  ! 
What 's  got  is  gained,  what 's  gained  soon  is 

gained  twice, 
And  —  inasmuch  as  faith  gains  most  —  feign 

faith  I " 
So  did  we  brother-like  pass  word  about : 
—  Tou.  now,  —  like  bloody  drunkards  but  half- 
drunk. 
Who  fool  men  yet  perceive  men  find  them 

fools,  —  ^ 
Vexed  that  a  titter  gains  the  gravest  mouth,  — 
O'  the  sudden  ^ou  must  needs  reintroduce 
Solemnity,  straight  sober  undue  mirth 
By  a  blow  dealt  me  ^our  boon  companion  here. 
Who,  using  the  old  hcense,  dreamed  of  harm 
No  more  than  snow  in  harvest :  yet  it  falls  ! 
You  check  the  merriment  effectually 
By  pushing  your  abrupt  machine  i'  the  midst. 
Making  me  Rome's  example  :  blood  for  wine  ! 
The  general   good  needs  that  you  chop  and 

change ! 
I  mav  dislike  the  hocus-pocus,  —  Rome, 
The  laughter-loviiig  people,  won't  they  stare 
Chapfallen  !  —  whue  serious  natures  sermonize, 
*^  The  magistrate,  he  beareth  not  the  sword 
In  vain ;  who  sins  may  taste  its  edge,  we  see !  *' 
Why  my  sin,  drunkards  ?    Where  have  I  abused 
Liberty,  scandalized  you  all  so  much  ? 
Who  called  me,  who  crooked  finger  till  I  came. 
Fool  that  I  was,  to  join  companionship  ? 
I  knew  my  own  mind,  meant  to  live  my  life. 
Elude  your  envy,  or  else  make  a  stand, 
Take  my  ownpart  and  sell  you  my  life  dear. 
But  it  was  '*  Fie  I    No  prejudice  in  the  world 
To  the  proper  manly  instinct  I    Cast  your  lot 
Into  our  lap,  one  genius  ruled  our  births. 
We  'U  compass  joy  by  concert ;  take  with  us 
The  regular  iiregular  way  i'  the  wood ; 
You  '11  miss  no  game  through  riding  breast  by 

^  breast. 
In  this  preserve,  the  Church's  park  and  pale. 
Rather   than   outside    where    the    world   lies 

waste ! " 
Come,  if  you  said  not  that,  did  you  say  this  ? 
Give  plain  and  terrible  warning,  **  Live,  enjoy  I 
Such  life  begins  in  death  and  ends  in  hell  1 
Dare  vou  bid  us  assist  your  sins,  us  priests 
Who  hurry  sin  and  sinners  from  the  earth  ? 
No  such  delight  foi:  us,  why  then  for  you  ? 
Leave  earth,  seek  heaven  or  find  its  opposite  ! " 
Had  you  so  warned  nie,  not  in  lyine  words 
But  veritable  deeds  with  tongues  of  flune. 
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That  had  been  fair,  that  might  have  stmek  a 

man. 
Silenced  the  squabble  between  soul  and  sense, 
Compelled  him    to  make  mind  up,  take  one 

course 
Or  the  otherj  peradventure  !  —  wrong  or  right. 
Foolish  or  wise,  you  would  have  been  at  least 
Sincere,  uo  question,  —  forced  me  choose,  in- 
dulge 
Or  else  renounce  my  instincts,  still  play  wolf 
Or  find  my  way  submissive  to  your  fold, 
Be  red-oi'oflsed  on  mv  fleece,  one  sheep  the  more. 
But  you  as  good  as  bade  me  wear  sheep's-wool 
Over  wolf  ^s-skin,  suck  blood  and  hide  the  noise 
B^  mimicry  of  something  like  a  bleat,  — 
Whence  it  comee  that  because,  despite  my  care, 
Because  I  smack  my  tongue  too  loud  for  once, 
Drop  baaing,  here 's  the  village  up  in  arms  I 
Have  at  the  wolf^s  throat,  you  who  hate  the 

breed ! 
Oh,  were  it  only  open  yet  to  choose  — 
One  little  time  more  —  whether  I  'd  be  free 
Your  foe,  or  subsidized  your  friend  forsooth  I 
Should  not  you  get  a  growl  through  the  white 

fangs 
In  answer  to  your  beckoning !    Cardinal, 
Abate,  managers  o*  the  multitude, 
I  *d  turn  your  gloved  hands  to  account,  be  sure ! 
Yon  should  manipulate  the  (K>arse  rough  mob : 
'T  is  you  I  'd  deal  directly  with,  not  them,  — 
Using  your  fears  :  why  touch  the  thing  myself 
When  I  could   see   you  hunt,  and    then  cry 

''Shares  I 
Onarter  the  carcass  or  we  quarrel ;  come. 
Here  's  the  world  ready  to  see  justice  done  I  ^' 
Oh,  it  had  been  a  desperate  game,  but  game 
W^herein^  the  winner's  chance  were  worth  the 

pains  t 
We  *d  try  conclusions  I  —  at  the  worst,  what 

worse 
Than  this  Mannaia-machine,  each  minute's  talk 
Helps  push  an  inch  the  nearer  me  ?    Fool,  fool  I 

Yon  understand  me  and  forgive,  sweet  Sirs  ? 
I  blame  you,  tear  my  hair  and  tell  my  woe  — 
All 's  but  a  flourish,  figure  of  rhetoric  I 
One  must  txy  each  expedient  to  save  life. 
One  makes  fools  look  foolisher  fifty-fold 
By  putting  in  their  place  men  wise  like  yon, 
To  take  the  full  force  of  an  argument 
Would  buffet  their  stolidity  in  vain. 
If  you  should  feel  aggrieved  hy  the  mere  wind 
O'  the  blow  that  means  to  miss  you  and  maul 

them. 
That 's  my  success  I    Is  it  not  folly,  now. 
To  say  with  folk,  '*  A  nlausible  defence  — 
We  see  through  notwithstanding,  and  reject "  ? 
Reject  the  plausible  they  do,  these  fools. 
Who  never  even  make  pretence  to  show 
One  point  bevond  its  plausibility 
In  favor  of  tne  best  belief  they  nold  I 
"  Saint  Somebody-or-other  raised  the  dead :  " 
Did  he  ?    How  do  you  come  to  know  as  much  ? 
**  Know  it,  what  need  ?    The  story  's  plausible, 
Avouched  for  by  a  martyrologist. 
And  why  should  good  men  sup  on  cheese  and 

loeks 
On  snch  a  saint's  dav.  if  there  were  no  saint  ?  " 


I  praise  the  wisdom  of  these  fools,  and  straight 
Tell  them  my  story —  "  plausible,  but  false ! "' 
False,  to  be  sure !  W^hat  else  can  story  be 
That  runs  -;-  a  young  wife  tired  of  an  M  uponse. 
Found  a  priest  whom  she  tLvd  away  with,  —  botl* 
Took  their  full  pleasure  in  the  two-days*  flight. 
Which  a  gray-headed  gi^iyer-h carter]  nair 

SVhoae  best  boast  was,  tlieir  life  hail  tieeu  a  lie) 
elped  for  the  love  tliey  bore  all  liaa-s.    Oh, 
Here  incredulity  begins  1    Indeed  ? 
Allow  then,  were  no  one  point  strictly  trae, 
There  's  that  i'  the  tale  might  seem  like  tmth 

at  least 
To  the  nnluokv  husband,  —  jaundiced  patch,  — 
Jealousy  maddens  people,  why  not  him  ? 
Say,  he  was  maddenecf,  so  forgivable  ! 
Humanity  pleads  that  though  the  inSe  were 

true. 
The  priest  true,  and  the  pair  of  liars  true. 
They  might  seem  false  to  one  man  in  the  world  I 
A  thousand  gnats  make  up  a  serpent's  sting, 
And  many  sly  soft  stimulants  to  wrath 
Compose  a  formidable  wrong  at  last, 
That  gets  called  easily  by  some  one  name 
Not  applicable  to  the  single  parts. 
And  so  draws  down  a  general  revenge. 
Excessive  if  you  take  crime,  fault  by  fault. 
Jealousy  I     I  have  known  a  score  of  plays, 
W^ere  listened  to  and  laughed  at  in  my  tiine 
As  like  the  every-day  life  on  all  sides, 
Wherein  the  husband,  mad  as  a  Mardi  hare. 
Suspected  all  the  world  contrived  his  shame. 
What  did  the  wife  ?   The  wife  kissed  both  eyes 

blind, 
Explained  away  ambiguous  circumstance, 
And  while  she  held  him  captive  by  the  hand. 
Crowned   his   head  —  yon   know  what 's  the 

mockery  — 
By  half  her  body  behind  tlie  curtain.    That 's 
Nature  now  I    Tliat  's  the  subject  of  a  piece 
I  saw  in  Vallombrosa  Convent,  made 
Expressly  to  teach  men  what  marriage  was ! 
But  say,  '"  Just  so  did  I  misapprehend, 
Imagine  she  deceived  me  to  my  face," 
And  that 's  pretence  too  easily  seen  through  ! 
All  those  eyes  of  all  husbands  in  all  plavs, 
At  stare  like  one  expanded  peacock-tail, 
Are  laughed  at  for  pretending  to  be  keen 
While  horn -blind:    but  the  moment  I  step 

forth  — 
Oh,  I  must  needs  o'  the  sudden  prove  a  Ivnx 
And  look  the  heart,  that  stone-wall,  through 

and  through  1 
Such  an  eye,  God's  may  be,  —  not  yours  nor 

mine. 

Yes,  presently  .  .  .  what  hour  is  fleeting  now  ? 
When  yon  cut  eartii  away  from  under  me, 
I  shall  be  left  alone  with,  puslied  beneath 
Some  such  an  apparitional  dread  orb 
As  the  eye  of  God,  since  such  an  eye  there 

glares: 
I  fancy  it  go  filling  up  tlie  void 
Above  ray  mote-self  it  devours,  or  what 
Proves  wrath ,  immensity  wreaks  on  notiiingness 
Just  how  I  felt  once,  couching  through  the  dark 
Hard  by  Vittiano ;  young  I  was,  and  gay. 
And  wanting  to  trap  fieldfares :  first  a  spark 
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Tapped  a  bent,  as  a  mere  dew-globnle  mifj^ht 
Any  stiff  graaa-etalk  on  the  meadow,  —  tnia 
Grew  fiercer,  flamed  out  full,  and  proved  the 

son. 
What  do  I  want  with  proverbs,  precepts  here  ? 
A  way  with  man  !    What  shall  I  say  to  God  ? 
This,  if  I  find  the  tongue  and  keep  the  mind  — 
**  Do  Thon  wipe  out  tne  being  of  me,  and  smear 
This  sool  from  off  Thy  white  of  things,  I  blot ! 
I  am  one  huge  and  sheer  mistake,  —  whose 

fault  ? 
Not  mine  at  least,  who  did  not  make  myself !  ** 
Some  one  declares  my  wife  excused  me  so ! 
Perhaps  she  knew  what  argument  to  use. 
Grind  your  teeth.  Cardinal^  Abate,  writhe  ! 
What  else  am  I  to  cry  out  m  my  rage, 
Unable  to  rex>ent  one  particle 
O'  the  past  ?    Oh,  how  I  wish  some  cold  wise 

man 
Would   dig   beneath   the  surface  which   you 

scrape. 
Deal  with  the  depths,  i>ronounce  on  my  desert 
Groundedly  I    I  want  simple  sober  sense, 
That  asks,  before  it  finishes  with  a  dog, 
Who  taught  the  dog  that  trick  you  muig  him 

for? 
Tou  both  persist  to  call  that  act  a  crime, 
Which  SAnse  would  call  .  .  .  yes,  I  maintain  it, 

Sirs, 
A  blunder !    At  the  worst,  I  stood  in  doubt 
On  cross-road,  took  one  path  of  many  paths : 
It  leads  to  the  red  thing,  we  all  see  now. 
Bat  nobody  saw  at  first :  one  primrosc^patch 
In  bank,  one  singing-bird  in  bush,  the  less. 
Had  warned  me  from  such  wayfare:  let  me 

prove! 
Fnt  me  back  to  the  cross-road,  start  afresh  I 
Advise  me  when  I  take  the  first  false  step ! 
GiTe  me  my  wife  :  how  should  I  use  my  wife. 
Love   her  or   hate  her?    Prompt  my  action 

now  I 
There  she  is,  there  she  stands  alive  and  pale. 
The  thirteen-years*-old   child,  with  milk  for 

blood, 
PompiHa  Comparini,  as  at  first, 
Which  first  is  only  four  brief  vears  ago  ! 
I  stand  too  in  the  little  ground-floor  room 
O'  the  father's  house  at  Via  Vittoria :  see ! 
Her  so-called   mother  —  one   arm   round   the 

waist 
O'  the  child  to  keep  her  from  the  toys,  let  fall 
At  wonder  I  can  live  yet  look  so  grim  — 
Ushers  her  in,  with  deprecating  wave 
Of  the  other,  —  and  she  fronts  me  loose  at  last. 
Held  only  bv  the  mother's  finger-tip. 
Struck  dumo,  for  she  was  white  enough  before  I 
She  eyes  me  with  those  frightened    b^ls  of 

black. 
As  heifer  —  the  old  simile  comes  pat  — 
&re8  tremblingly  the  altar  and  the  priest. 
The     amazed    look,     all     one     insnppressive 

prayer,— 
Might  she  but  breathe,  set  free  as  heretofore. 
Have  this  cup  leave  her  lips  unblistered,  bear 
Anv  cross  anywhither  anyhow. 
So  but  alone,  so  but  apart  from  me  I 
Yon  are  touched  ?    So  am  I,  quite  otherwise. 
If  *t  is  with  pity.    I  resent  my  wrong. 


Being  a  man :  I  only  show  man's  soul 
Through  man's  flesh :  she  sees  mine,  it  strikes 

her  thus ! 
Is  that  attractive  ?    To  a  youth  perhaps  — 
Calf-creature,  one-part  boy  to  three-parts  girl. 
To  whom  it  is  a  flattering  novelty 
That  he,  men  use  to  motion  from  their  path, 
Can  thus  impose,  thus  terrify  in  tura 
A  chit  whose  terror  shall  be  changed  apace 
To  bliss  unbearable  when  grace  and  glow, 
Prowess   and  pride   descend  the   tlirone  and 

touch 
Esther  in  all  that  pretty  tremble,  cured 
By  the  dove  o'  the  sceptre !    But  myself  am 

old, 
O*  the  wane  at  least,  in  all  things :  what  do  you 

say 
To  her  who  frankly  thus  confirms  my  doubt  ? 
I  am  past  the  prime,  I  scare  the  wonum-world, 
Done-with  that  way:   you  like  this  piece  of 

news? 
A  little  saucer  rose-bud  minx  can  strike 
Death-damp  into  the  breast  of  doughtv  king 
Though  't  were  French  Louis,  —  soul  I  under- 

stiuid,  — 
Sabring,  by  gesture  of  repugnance,  just 
**  Sire,  you  are  regal,  puissant,  and  so  forth. 
But  —  young  you  have  been,  are  not,  nor  will 

be  I" 
In  vain  the  mother  nods,  winks,  bustles  up, 
'*  Count,  girls  incline  to  mature  worth  like  you  ! 
As  for  Pompilia,  what 's  flesh,  fish  or  fowl 
To  one  who  apprehends  no  difference, 
And  would  accept  you  even  were  you  old 
As  you  are  .  .  .  youngish  by  her  father's  side  ? 
Trim  but  your  beard  a  little,  thin  your  bush 
Of  eyebrow  ;  and  for  presence,  portliness. 
And  decent  gravity,  you  beat  a  boy  !  " 
Deceive  yourself  one  minute,  if  yon  may, 
In  presence  of  the  child  that  so  loves  age, 
Whose  neck  writhes,  cords  itself  against  your 

kiss. 
Whose  hand  you  wring  stark,  rigid  with  de- 
spair I 
Well,  I  resent  this ;  I  am  yonng  in  soul. 
Nor  old  in  body,  —  thews  and  sinews  here,  — 
Though    the   vile    surface    be  not  smooth  as 

once,  — 
Far  beyond  that  first  wheelwork  which  went 

wrong 
Through  the  untempered  iron  ere  't  was  proof : 
I    am   the    rock   man   worth    ten   times   the 

crude,  — 
Would  woman  see  what  this  declines  to  see. 
Declines  to  say  "  I  see,"  —  the  officious  word 
That  makes  the  thing,  pricks  on  the  soul  to 

shoot 
New  fire  into  the  half-used  cinder,  flesh  ! 
Therefore  't  is  she  begins  with  wronging  me. 
Who  cannot  but  begin  with  hating  her. 
Onr  marriage  follows  :  there  she  stands  again  ! 
Why  do  I  laugh  ?    Why,  in  the  very  gripe 
O'  the  jaws  of  death's  gigantic  skull,  do  1 
Grin  back  his  grin,  make  sport  of  my  own 

pangs? 
Wliy  from  each  clashing  of  his  molars,  ground 
To  make  the  devil  bread  from  out  my  grist. 
Leaps  out  a  spark  of  mirth,  a  hellish  toy  ? 
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Take  notice  we  are  loyen  in  a  churoh. 
Waiting  the  sacrament  to  make  us  one 
And  happy  !    Just  as  bid,  she  bears  herself , 
Comes  and  kneels,  rises,  speaks,  is  silent,  — 

goes: 
So  have  I  brought  mv  horse,  by  word  and  blow. 
To   stand   stock-still   and   front   the   fire   he 

dreads. 
How  can  I  other  than  remember  this. 
Resent  the  very  obedience  ?    Gain  thereby  ? 
Yes,  I  do  gain  my  end  and  have  my  will,  — 
Thanks  to  whom  ?    When  the  mother  speaks 

the  word, 
She  obeys  it  —  even  to  endurii^  me  ! 
There  had  been  compensation  in  revolt  — 
Revolt 's-  to  quell  :  but  martyrdom  rehearsed, 
But  predetermined  saintship  for  the  sake 
O'  the    mother?  — "Go I  ^    thought  I,   "we 

meet  again !  '^ 
Pass  the  next  weeks  of  dumb  contented  death, 
ishe  lives,  — wakes  up,  installed  in  house  and 

home. 
Is  mine,  mine  all  day-Ion^,  all  night-long  mine. 
Good  folk  begin  at  me  witn  open  mouth  : 
"  Now,  at  least,  reconcile  the  child  to  life ! 
Study  and  make  her  love  .  .  .  that  is,  endure 
The  .  .  .  hem  1    the  ...  all   of   you   though 

somewhat  old, 
Till  it  amount  to  something-,  in  her  eye. 
As  good  as  love,  better  a  thousand  times,  -;- 
Since  nature  helps  the  woman  in  such  strait^ 
Makes  passiveness  her  pleasure  :  failing  which, 
What  it  you  give  up  boy-and-girl-fools*-play 
And  go  on  to  wise  trieudship  all  at  once  ? 
Those  boys  and  girls  kiss  themselves  cold,  you 

know. 
Toy  themselves  tired  and  slink  aside  full  soon 
To  friendship,  as  they  name  satiety : 
Thither   go   you   and   wait   their    coming  I  '* 

Thanks, 
Considerate  advisers,  -but,  fair  play  I 
Had  yon  and  I,  friends,  started  fair  at  first, 
We,  keeping  fair,  might   reach  it,  neck  by 

neck. 
This  blessed  goal,  whenever  fate  so  please : 
But  why  am  I  to  miss  the  daisied  mue 
The  course  begins  with,  why  obtain  the  dust 
Of  the  end  precisely  at  the  starting-point  ? 
Why  quaff  life's  cup  blown  free  of   all  the 

beads. 
The  bright  red  froth  wherein  our  beard  should 

steep 
Before  our  mouth  essay  the  black  o*  the  wine  ? 
Foolish,  the  love-fit  ?    Let  me  pi^ve  it  such 
Like  you,  before  like  you  I  punP  things  clear  I 
"  The  best  ^s  to  come,  no  rapture  but  content  I 
Not  lovers  first  glory  but  a  sober  glow. 
Not  a  spontaneous  outburst  in  pure  boon. 
So  much  as,  gsuned  by  patience,  care  and  toil. 
Proper  appreciation  ana  ^teem  !  " 
Go  preach  that  to  your  nephews,  not  to  me 
Who,  tired  i^  the  midway  of  my  life,  would  stop 
And  take  my  first  refrestiment,  pluck  a  rose  : 
What  ^s  this  coarse  woolly  hip,  worn  smooth  of 

leaf. 
You  counsel  I  go  plant  in  garden-plot, 
Water   with   tears,  manure  witn   sweat   and 

blood. 


In  confidence  the  seed  shall  germinate 
And,  for  its  very  best,  some  far^ff  day. 
Grow  big,  and  blow  me  out  a  dog-rose  bell  ? 
Whv  must  vour  nephews  begin  breathing  spice 
0'  the  hundred-petalled  Provence  prodigy  7 
Nay,  more  and  worse,  —  would  such  ray  root 

bear  rose- 
Prove  really  flower  and  favorite,  not  the  kind 
That 's  queen,  but  those  three  leaves  that  make 

one  cup 
And  hold  the  hedge-bird*s  breakfast,  —  then 

indeed 
The  prize  though  poor  would  pay  the  care  and 

toil! 
Respect  we  Nature  that  makes  least  as  most. 
Marvelous  in  the  minim  I    But  this  bud, 
Bit  through  and  burned  black  by  the  tempter^s 

tooui, 
This  bloom  whose  best  grace  was  the  sing  out- 
side 
And   the   wasp  inside   its  bosom, — call   yon 

"rose"? 
Claim  no  immunity  from  a  weed^s  fate 
For  the^  horrible  present !    What  you  call  my 

wife 
I  call  a  nullity  in  female  shape. 
Vapid  disgust,  soon  to  be  pungent  plague. 
When  mixed  with,  made  confusion  and  a  cntse 
Bv  two  abominable  nondescripts, 
That  father  and  that  mother :  think  you  aee 
The  dreadful  bronze  our  boast,  we  Aretinea, 
The  Etruscan  monster,  the  three-headed  thing, 
Bellerophon's  foe  1    How  name  yon  the  whole 

beast? 
You  choose  to  name  the  body  from  one  head. 
That  of  the  simple  kid  which  droops  the  eye. 
Hangs  the  neck  and  dies  tenderly  enough : 
I  rather  see  the  griesly  lion  belch 
Flame  out  i*  the  midst,  the  serpent  writhe  her 

rings, 
Grafted  into  the  common  stock  for  tail. 
And  name  the  brute,  Chimiera,  which  1  slew  I 
How  was  there  ever  more  to  be  —  (concede 
M^  wife's  insipid  harmle»B  nullity)  — 
Dissociation  from  that  pair  of  places — 
That  mother  with  her  cunning  and  her  cant  — 
The  eyes  with  first  their  twinkle  of  oonceit> 
Then,  dropped  to  earth  in  mock-demurenesa,  — 

now. 
The  smile  self-satisfied  from  ear  to  ear, 
Now,  the  pxim  pursed-up  mouth^s  protruded 

lips, 
Witli  deferential  duck,  slow  swing  of  head, 
Tempting  the  sudden  fist  of  man  too  much,  — 
That  owl-like  screw  of  lid  and  rock  of  ruff ! 
As  for  the  father,  —  Cardinal,  you  know 
The  kind  of  idiot !  —  such  are  nfe  in  Rome, 
But  they  wear  velvet  commonly ;  good  fools. 
At  the  end  of  life,  to  furnish  forth  young  folk 
Who  grin  and  bear  with  imbecility  : 
Since  the  stalled  ass,  the  joker,  sheds  from  jaw 
Com,  in  the  joke,   for  those  who    laugh    or 

starve. 
But  what  say  we  to  the  same  solenm  beast 
Wagging  his  ears  and  wishful^  of  our  pat. 
When  turned,  with  holes  in  hide  and  oones  laid 

bare. 
To  forage  for  himself  1'  the  waste  o'  the  world. 
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Sir  Disnity  i'  the  dumpB?     Pat  him  ?    We 

drub 
Self-knowledf(e,  ratlier,  into  frowzy  pate, 
Teach  Pietro  to  ret  trapping  or  go  hang  ! 
Fancy  this  quondam  oracle  in  vogue 
At  Via  Vittoria,  this  personified 
Anthority  when  time  was,  —  Pantaloon 
Flaunting  hia  tom-fool  tawdry  Just  the  same 
As  if  Ash-Wednesday  were  luid-Camiv^  I 
That  *8  the  extreme  and  unforgivable 
Of  sins,  as  I  account  suoh.^  Have  you  stooped 
For  voor  own  ends  to  bestialize  yourself 
Bt  nattery  of  a  fellow  of  this  stamp  ? 
The  ends  obtained  or  else  shown  out  of  reach, 
He   goes    on,    takes    the    flattery    for    pure 

truth,  — 
**Tou  love,  and  honor  me,  of  course:    what 

next?" 
What,  but  the  trifle  of  the  stabbing,  friend  ?  — 
Which  taught  you  how  one  worships  when  the 

shrine 
Has  lost  the  relic  that  we  bent  before. 
An^^  I  ^  And  how  could  I  be  otherwise  ? 
'T  IS  plain :  this  pair  of  old  pretentious  fools 
Meant  to  fool  me :  it  happens,  I  fooled  them. 
Why  could  not  these  wno  sought  to  buy  and 

sell 
Me,  —  when  they  found  themselves  were  bought 

and  sold, 
Make  up  their  mind  to  the  proved  rule  of  right, 
Be  chattel  and  not  chapnuui  any  more  ? 
Miscalculation  has  its  consequence  ; 
But  when  the  shepherd  crooks  a  sheep-like  thinfir 
And  meaning  to  get  wool,  dislodges  fleece 
And  finds  the  veritable  wolf  beneath, 

glow  that  stanch  image  serves  at  every  turn !) 
oes  he,  by  way  of  being  politic. 
Pluck  the  first  whisker  grimly  visible  ? 
Or  rather  ^n^ow  in  a  trice  all  gratitude, 
Protest  this  sort-of-what-one-mightrname  sheep 
Beats  the  old  other  curly-coateakind, 
And  shall  share  board  and  bed,  if  so  it  deign, 
WiUi  its  discoverer,  like  a  royal  ram  ? 
Ay,  thus,  with  chattering  teeth  and  knocking 


Wonld  wisdom  treat   the  adventure  I   these, 

forsooth. 
Tried   whisker-plucking,  and  so  found   what 

tmp 
The  whisker  kept  perdue^  two  rows  of  teeth  — 
Sharp,  as  too  late  the  prying  fingers  felt. 
What  would  vou  have  ?      The  todia  trani^Tess, 

the  fools 
Forthwith  receive  appropriate  punishment : 
They  first  insult  me,  1  return  the  blow, 
There    follows   noise    enough:    four    hubbub 

months. 
Now  hue  and  cry,  now  whimpering  and  wail  — 
A  perfect  goose-yard  cackle  of  complaint 
Because  I  do  not  gild  the  geese  their  oats,  — 
I  have  enough  of  noise,  ope  wicket  wide, 
Sweep  out  the  couple  to  ^o  whine  elsewhere. 
Frightened  a  little,  hurt  m  no  respect, 
And  am  just  taking  thought  to  breathe  again. 
Taste  the  sweet  sudden  suence  all  about. 
When,  there  thev  raise  it,  the  old  noise  I  know. 
At  Rome  i*  the  oistance  I    ^*  What,  begun  onoe 

more? 


Whine  on,  wail  ever,  't  is  the  loaer^s  right  t  " 
But  eh,  what  sort  of  voice  grows  on  the  wind  ? 
Triumph  it  sounds  and  no  complaint  at  all  I 
And  tnumph  it  is.    My  boast  was  premature  : 
The  creatures,   I  turned  forth,  clapped  wiug 

and  crew 
Fightlng^ook-fashion,  —  they    had   filched    a 

pearl 
From  dung-heap,  and  might  boast  with  cause 

enough  I 
I  was  defrauded  of  all  baigained  for : 
You  know,  the  Pope  knows,  not  a  sool  bnt 

knows 
My  dowry  was  derision,  my  gain  —  muck, 
My  wife  (the  Church  deouued  my  fledi  and 

bhwd) 
Tlie  nameless  bastard  of  a  common  whore : 
My  old  name  turned  henceforth  to  .  .  .  shall  I 

say 
**  He  that  received  the  ordure  in  his  face  "  ? 
And  the^  who  planned  this  wrong,  performed 

this  wrong. 
And  then  revealed  this  wrong   to   the  wide 

world. 
Rounded   myself   in   the  ean  with  my  own 

wrong,  — 
Why,  these  were  (note  belles   lucky  malice, 

nowl) 
These  were  just  they  who,  the^  alone,  could  act 
And  publish  and  proclaim  their  infamy. 
Secure  Uiat  men  would  in  a  breath  beheve, 
Compassionate  and  pardon  them,  —  for  why  ? 
They  plainly  were  too  stupid  to  invent,^ 
Too  simple  to  distinguish  wrong  from  right,  — 
Inconsoious  agents  they,  the  sillyHSOoth, 
Of  heaven^s  retributive  justice  on  the  strong 
Proud  cunning  violent  oppressor  —  me  ! 
Follow  them  to  their  fate  and  help  your  best, 
Tou  Rome,  Arezzo.  foes  called  friends  of  me. 
They  gave  the  good  long  laugh  to,  at  my  cost ! 
Defray  your  share  o^  the  cost,  since  you  par- 
took 
The  entertainment  I     Do  I  —  assured  the  while, 
That  not  one  stab,  I  dealt  to  right  and  left. 
But  went  the  deeper  for  a  fancy  —  this  — 
That  each  might  do  me  twofold  service,  find 
A  friend's  face  at  the  bottom  of  each  wound. 
And  scratch  its  smirk  a  little  I 

Panciatichi ! 
There  's  a  report  at  Florence,  —  is  it  true  ?  — 
That  when  your  relative  the  Cardinal 
Built,  only  the  other  day,  that  barrack-bulk. 
The  palace  in  Via  Laiga,  some  one  picked 
From  out  the  street  a  saucy  quip  enough 
That  fell  there  from  its  day^s  flight  through  the 

town, 
About  the  flat  front  and  the  windows  wide 
And  bulging  heap  of  cornice,  —  hitched  the 

joke 
Into  a  sonnet,  sijfned  his  name  thereto. 
And  forthwith  pinned  on  poet  the  pleasantry : 
For  which  he  's  at  the  galleys,  rowing  now 
Up  to  his  waist  in  water,  —  just  because 
Panciatic  and  lymphatic  rhymed  so  pat  I 
I  hope.  Sir,  those  who  passed  this  joke  on  me 
Were  not  unduly  punished  ?    What  say  you. 
Prince  of  the  Choroh,  my  patron?     Nay,  iu- 

deed. 
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I  shtdl  not  dare  insult  your  wits  so  much 
As  think  this  problem  difficult  to  solve. 
This  Pietro  and  Violante  then,  I  say. 
These  two  ambiguous  insects,  changing  name 
And    nature    witli    the    season's    warmth    or 

chill,  - 
Now,  grovelled,  grubbing  toiling  moiling  ants, 
A  very  synonym  of  thrift  and  peace,  — 
Anon,  with  lusty  June  to  prick  their  heart, 
Soared  i'  the  air,  winged  flies  for  more  offence. 
Circled  me,  buzzed  me  deaf  and  stung  me  bUnd, 
And  stunk  me  dead  with  fetor  in  the  face 
Until    I   stopped   the   nuisance :    there 's  my 

crime  1 
Pity  I  did  not  suffer  them  subside 
Into  some  further  shape  and  final  form 
Of  execrable  life  ?    My  masters,  no  I 
L  by  one  blow,  wisely  cut  short  at  once 
Tliem  and  their  transformations  of  di^^ust. 
In  the  snug  little  Villa  out  of  hand. 
'*  Grant   me   confession,  give    bare    time    for 

thatl"- 
Shouted  the  sinner  till  his  montJi  was  stopped. 
His  life  confessed  I  —  that  was  enough  for  me. 
Who  came  to  see  that  he  did   penance.    *b 

death ! 
Here  ^s  a  ooil  raised,  a  pother  and  for  what  ? 
Because  strength,  being  provoked  by  weakness, 

fought 
And  conquered,  —  the  world  never  heard  the 

Ukel 
Pah,  how  I  spend  my  breath  on  them,  as  if 
'T  was  their  fate  troubled  me,  too  hard  to 

range 
Among  the  right  and  fit  and  proper  things  I 

Ay,  but  Pompilia,  —  I  await  your  word,  — 
She  nnimpeached  of  crime,  unimplicate 
In  folly,  one  of  alien  blood  to  these 
I  punish,  why  extend  mv  claim,  exact 
Her  portion  of  the  penalty  ?    Yes,  friends, 
I  go  too  fast :  the  orator  's  at  fault : 
Yes,  ere  I  lay  her,  with  your  leave,  by  them 
As  she  was  laid  at  San  Lorenzo  late, 
I  ought  to  step  back,  lead  you  by  dejnrees, 
Recounting  at  each  step  some  fresh  onenoe. 
Up  to  the  red  bed,  —  never  fear,  I  will  1 
Gaze  at  her,  where  I  place  her,  to  begin, 
Confound  me  with  her  gentleness  and  worth  I 
The  horrible  pair  have  fled  and  left  her  now. 
She  has  her  husband  for  her  sole  concern  : 
His  wife,  the  woman  fashioned  for  his  help, 
Flesh  of  nis  flesh,  bone  of  his  bone,  the  bnde 
To  groom  as  is  the  Church  and  Spouse   to 

Christ : 
There  she  stands  in  his  presence  :    **  Thy  desire 
Shall  be  to  the  husbimd,  o'er  thee  shall  he 

rule  1  " 
—  "  Pompilia,  who  declare  that  you  love  God, 
You  know  who  said  that :  then,  desire  my  love, 
Yield  me  contentment  and  be  ruled  aright  I  " 
She  sits  up,  she  lies  down,  she  comes  and  goes, 
Kneels  at  the  couch-side,  overleans  the  sill 
O'  the  window,  cold  and  pale  and  mute  as 

stone. 
Strong  as  stone  also.    "  Well,  are  they  not  fled  ? 
Am  I  not  left,  am  I  not  one  for  all  ? 
Speak  a  word,  drop  a  tear,  detach  a  glance. 


Blees  me  or  curse  me  of  your  own  accord  ! 
Is  it  the  ceiling  only  wants  your  soul. 
Is  worth  your  eyes  ?  "     And  then  the  eyes  de- 
scend. 
And  do  look  at  me.    Is  it  at  the  meal  ? 
^  Speak!"    she    obeys.       ^'BesUeut!"   she 

obeys. 
Counting  the  minutes  till  I  cry  **  Depart," 
As  brood-bird  when  you  saunter  past  her  eggr. 
Departs  she,  just  the  same  through  door  and 

wall 
I  see  the  same  stone  strength  of  white  desptai. 
And  all  this  will  be  never  odierwise ! 
Before,  the  parents'  presence  lent  her  life : 
She  could  play  off  her  sex's  armory. 
Entreat,  reproach,  be  female  to  my  male. 
Try  all  the  shrieking  doubles  of  the  hare. 
Go  clamor  to  the  Commissary,  bid 
The  ArchbLshop  hold  my  hands  and  st4ip  ray 

tongue, 
And  yield  fair  sport  so :  but  tlie  tactics  change. 
The  hare  stands  stock-etill  to  enrage  the  hound  I 
Since  that  day  when  she  learned  she  was  no 

chUd 
Of  those  she  thought  her  parents,  —  that  their 

trick 
Had    tricked    me    whom    she    Uionght    sole 

trickster  late,  — 
Why,  I  suppose  she  said  within  herself, 
"  Then,  no  more  struggle  for  my  pai^uts'  sake ! 
And,  for  my  own  sake,  why  needs  strugjgle 

be?" 
But  is  there  no  third  party  to  the  pact  ? 
What  of  her  husband's  reush  or  dislike 
For  this  new  game  of  giving  up  iiie  game, 
Tliis  worst  oftence  of  not  offending  more  ? 
I  '11  not  believe  but  instinct  wrought  in  this. 
Set  her  on  to  conceive  and  execute 
The  preferable  plague :  how  sure  they  probe,  — 
These  jades,  the  sensitivest  soft  of  man ! 
The  long  black  hair  was  wound  now  in  a  wisp, 
Crowned  sorrow  better  than  the  wild  web  late : 
No  more  soiled  dress,  'tis  trimness  triumphs 

now. 
For  how  sliould  malice  go  with  negligence  ? 
The  framed  silk  looked  the    fresher  for  her 

spite  I 
Tliere  was  an  end  to  sprin^ng  out  of  bed. 
Praying  me,  with  face  buned  on  my  feet. 
Be  hindered  of  my  pastime,  —  so  an  end 
To  my  rejoinder,  '*  What,  on  the  ground  at 

last? 
Vanquished  in  fight,  a  supplicant  for  life  ? 
What  if  I  raise  you  ?     'Ware  the  casting  down 
When  next  you  fight  me  I "    Then,  she  lay 

there,  mine : 
Now,  mine  she  is  if  I  please  wring  her  neck,  — 
A  moment  of  disquiet,  working  eyes. 
Protruding  tongue,  a  long  sigh,  then  no  more,  — 
As  if  one  Killed  the  horse  one  <K)uld  not  ride ! 
Had  I  enjoined  "Cut  off  the  hair  I "—  whj 

snap 
The  scissors,  and  at  once  a  yard  or  so 
Had  fluttered  in  blaek  serpents  to  the  floor  : 
But  till  I  did  enjoin  it,  how  she  combs, 
Uncurls  and  draws  out  to  the  complete  len^^th. 
Plaits,  places  the  insulting  rope  on  head 
To  be  an  eyesore  past  dishevebnent ! 
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Is  all  clone  ?    Then  sit  fitill  again  and  stare ! 
I  advise  —  no  one  think  to  brar  that  look 
Of  steady  wrong,  endured  aa  steadily 
—  Through  what  sustainraent  of  deluding  hope? 
Who  is  the  friend  i'  the  background  that  notes 

all? 
Who  maj  oome  presently  and  close  accounts  ? 
Tliis  sel^possesBion  to  the  uttermost, 
How  does  it  differ  in  aught,  save  d^ree, 
From  the  terrible  patience  of  God  ?  ^ 

*'  All  which  iust  means, 
She  did  not  loye  you ! ''    Again  uie  word  is 

launched 
And  the  fact  fronts  me !    What,  you  try  the 

wards 
With  the  true  key  and  the  dead  lock  flies  ope  ? 
No,  it  sticks  fast  and  leaves  you  fumbling  still ! 
You  have  some  fifty  servants.  Cardinal,  — 
Which  of  them  loves  you  ?    Wliich  subordinate 
But  makes  parade  of  such  officiouaness 
That  —  if  there  *s  no  love  prompts  it  —  love,  the 

sham, 
Does  twice  the  service  done  by  love,  the  true. 
God  bless  us  liars,  where 's  one  toucn  of  truth  ? 
In  what  we  tell  the  world,  or  world  tells  us , 
Of  how  we  love  each  other  ?    All  the  same. 
We  calculate  on  word  and  deed,  nor  err,  — 
Bid  such  a  man  do  such  a  loving  act. 
Sure  of  effect  and  negligent  of  cause. 
Just  as  we  bid  a  horse,  with  cluck  of  tongue. 
Stretch  his  legs  arch-wise,  crouch  his  saddled 

back 
To  foot-reach  of  the  stirrup  —  all  for  love. 
And  some  for  memory  of  tne  smart  of  swritch 
On  the  inside  of  the  foreleg  —  what  care  we  ? 
Tet  where 's  tlie  bond  obliges  horse  to  man 
Like  that  which  binds  fast  wife  to  husband  ? 

God 
Laid  down  the  law :  gave  man  the  brawnv  arm 
And  ball  of  fist  —  woman  the  beardless  cheek 
And  proper  place  to  suffer  in  the  side : 
Since  it  is  he  can  strike,  let  her  obey  ! 
Can  she  feel  no  love  ?    Let  her  show  the  more. 
Sham  the  worse,  damn  herself  praiseworthily  I 
Who 's  that  soprano,  Rome  went  mad  about 
Last  week  whue  I  lay  rotting:  in  my  straw  ? 
The  very  jailer  gossiped  in  his  praise  — 
How,  —  dressed  up  like  Armida,  though  a  man ; 
And  painted  to  look  pretty,  though  a  fright,  — 
He  still  made  love  so  that  the  ladies  swoonea. 
Being  an  eunuch.     **  Ah,  Rinaldo  mine  I 
But  to  breathe  by  thee  while  Jove  slays  us 

both  I  " 
All  the  poor  bloodless  creature  never  felt, 
Si,  do^  re,  mi,  /a,  squeak    and   squall — for 

what? 
Two  gold  zecchines  the  evening.    Here  *s  my 

slave. 
Whose  body  and  soul  depend  upon  my  nod, 
Can*t  falter  out  the  first  note  in  the  scale 
For  her  life !    Why  blame  me  if  I  take  the  life  ? 
All  women  cannot  give  men  love,  forsooth  1 
No,  nor  all  puUets  lay  the  heiiwif e  eggs  — 
Wliereat  she  bids  them  remedy  the  fault, 
Brood  on    a   chalk- ball:    soon    the    nest    is 

stocked  — 
Otherwise,  to  the  plucking  and  the  spit  1 
This  wife  of  mine  was  of  another  mood  — 


Would  not  begin  the  lie  that  ends  with  truth. 
Nor  feign  thelove  that  brings  real  love  about : 
Wherefore  I  judged,  sentenced,  and  punished 

her. 
But  why  particularize,  defend  the  deed  ? 
Say  that  1  hated  her  for  no  one  cause 
Beyond  my  pleasure  so  to  do,  —  what  then  ? 
Just  on  as  much  incitement  acts  the  world. 
All  of  yon  I    Look  and  like  !    You  favor  one. 
Browbeat  another,  leave  alone  a  third,  — 
Why  should  vou  master  natural  caprice  ? 
Pure  nature  f    Try :  plant  elm  by  aah  in  file ; 
Both  unexceptionable  trees  enough. 
They  ought  to  overlean  each  other,  pair 
At  top,  and  arch  across  the  avenne 
The  whole  path  to  the  pleasaunce :  do  they  so  — 
Or  loathe,  lie  off  abhorrent  each  from  each  ? 
Lay  the  lault  elsewhere :  since  we  must  have 

faults. 
Mine  shall  have  been  —  seeing  there  *s  ill  in  the 

end 
Come  of  my  conne  —  that  I    fare   somehow 


worse 


For  the  way  I  took  :  my  fault  ...  as  God 's 

my  judge, 
I  see  not  where  my  fault  lies,  that 's  the  truth  I 
I  I  ought  ...  oh,  ought  in  my  own  interest 
Have  let  the  whole  adventure  go  untried. 
This  chance  by  marriage,  —  or  else,  trying  it. 
Ought  to  have  turned  it  to  account,  some  one 
O*  the  hundred  otherwises  ?    Ay,  my  friend, 
Easy  to  say,  easy  to  do :  step  right 
Now  yon  We  stepped  left  and  stumbled  on  th^ 

thing, 
—  The  red  thing  I    Doubt  I  any  more  than  you 
That  practice  makes  man  perfect  ?    Give  again 
The  cnance,  —  same    marriage   and    no  other 

wife. 
Be  sure  I  ^11  edify  you  1    That 's  because 
I  ^m  practised,  grown  fit  g^uide  for  Guidons  self. 
You  proffered  g^uidance,  — I  know,  none   so 

well, — 
You  laid  down  law  and  rolled  decorum  out. 
From  pulpit-comer  on  the  gospel-side,  — 
Wanted  to  make  your  great  experience  mine. 
Save  me  the  personal  search  and  pains  so: 

thanks! 
Take  vour  word  on  life's  use  ?    When  I  take 

his  — 
The  muzzled  ox  that  treadeth  out  the  com. 
Gone  blind  in  padding  round  and  round  one 

path,  — 
As  to  the  taste  of  green  grass  in  the  field  I 
What  do  you  know  o^  the  world  that 's  trodden 

flat 
And  salted  sterile  with  your  daily  dung. 
Leavened  into  a  lump  of  loathsomeness  ? 
Take  ^our  opinion  oi  the  modes  of  life. 
The  aims  of  life,  life's  triumph  or  defeat. 
How  to  feel,  how  to  scheme,  and  how  to  do 
Or  else  leave  undone  ?    You  preached  long  and 

loud 
On  high-davs.  *^  Take  our  doctrine  upon  trust  I 
Into  the  mill-nouse  with  yon  I    Grina  our  com. 
Relish  our  chaff,  and  let  tne  green  grass  grow  1 '' 
I  tried  chaff,  found  I  famished  on  such  fare. 
So  made  this  mad  rush  at  the  mill-house-door. 
Buried  my  head  up  to  the  ears  in  dew, 
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Browsed  on  the  best :  for  which  you  brain  me, 

Sirs! 
Be  it  so.    I  oonceived  of  life  that  way, 
And  still  declare  —  life,  without  absolute  use 
Of  the  actual  sweet  therein,  is  death,  not  life. 
Give  me,  —  pay  down,  —  not  promise,  which  is 

air, — 
Something^  that  ^s  out  of  life  and  better  still. 
Make  sure  reward,  make  certain  punishment, 
Entice  me,  scare  me,  —  I  ^11  forego  this  life ; 
Otherwise,  no!  —  the  less  that  words,  mere  wind. 
Would  cheat  me  of  some  minutes  while  they 

?ilague, 
ulness  of  revenge  here,  —  blame  your- 
selves 
For  this  eruption  of  the  pent-up  soul 
You  prisoned  first  and  played  with  afterward  ! 
*^  Deny  myself  "  meant  simply  pleasure  you. 
The  sacred  and  superior,  save  the  mark ! 
You,  —  whose  stupidity  and  insolence 
I  must  defer  to.  soothe  at  every  turn,  — 
Whose  swine-like  snuffling  greed  and  grunting 

lust 
I  had  to  wink  at  or  help  gratify,  — 
W^hile  the  same  passions,  —  dared  they  perk  in 

me, 
Me,  the  immeasurably  marked,  by  Ood, 
Master  of  the  whole  world  of  such  as  you,  — 
I,   boast  such  passions  ?    'T  was,    ''  Suppress 

them  straight ! 
Or  stay,  we  '11  pick  and  choose  before  destroy. 
Here  's  wrath  in  you,  a  serviceable  sword,  — 
Beat  it  into  a  ploiighshare  I    What 's  this  long 
Lance-like  ambition  ?    Forge  a  pruning^hook, 
May  be  of  service  when  our  vines  grow  tall  I 
But  —  sword  nsed  sword  wise,  spear  thrust  out 

as  spear  ? 
Anathema  I    Suppression  is  the  word !  *' 
M^  nature,  when  the  outrage  was  too  gross, 
^\  idened  itself  an  outlet  over-wide 
By  way  of  answer,  sought  its  own  relief 
With  more  of    fire  uid    brimstone  than  you 

wished. 
All  your  own  doing:  preachers,  blame  your- 
selves! 

'Tis  I  preach  while  the  hourglass  runs  and 

runs! 
God  keep  me  patient  I    All  I  sav  just  means  — 
My  wife  proved,  whether  by  her  fault  or  mine,  — 
That 's  immaterial,  —  a  true  stumbling-block 
I'  the  wav  of  me  her  husband.    I  but  plied 
The  hatchet  yourselves  use  to  clear  a  path, 
Was  politic,  played  the  game  you  warrant  wins. 
Plucked  at  law's  robe    a-mstle  through  the 

courts. 
Bowed  down  to  kiss  divinity's  buckled  shoe 
Cushioned  i'  the  church :  efforts  all  wide  the 

aim  1 
Procedures  to  no  purpose !  Then  flashed  truth. 
The  letter  kills,  the  spirit  keeps  alive 
In  law  and  gospel  :  there  be  nods  and  winks 
Instruct  a  wise  man  to  assist  himself 
In  certain  matters,  nor  seek  aid  at  all. 
*'Ask  money  of  me,"  —  quoth  the  clownish 

saw,  — 
*  And  take  my  purse  I    But,  —  speaking  with 

respect,  — 


Need  you  a  solace  for  the  troubled  nose  ? 

Let  everybody  wipe  his  own  himself !  " 

Sirs,  tell  me  free  and  fairl    Had  thinn  gone 

well 
At  the  wayside  inn  :  had  I  surprised  aaleep 
The  runaways,  as  was  so  probable. 
And  pinned  them  each  to  other  partridge-wise, 
llirough  back  and  breast  to  breast  ana  back, 

t^en  bade 
B^tanders  witness  if  the  spit,  myaword, 
W  ere  loaded  with  unlawful  game  for  once  — 
Would  you  have  interposed  to  damp  die  glow 
Applauding  me  on  evenr  husband's  cheek  ? 
Would  you  have  checked  the  cry,  ^*A  judgr* 

ment,  see ! 
A  warning,  note!    Be  henceforth  chaste,  ye 

wives. 
Nor    stray    beyond     your     proper    preeinot, 

priests!" 
If  you  had,  tlien  vour  house  against  itself 
Divides,  nor  stands  your  kingdom  any  more. 
Oh  why,  why  was  it  not  ordained  just  so  ? 
Why  f  eU  not  things  ont  so  nor  otherwise  ? 
Ask  that  particular  devil  whose  task  it  is 
To  trip  the  all-but-at  perfection,  —  slur 
The  line  o'  the  painter  just  where  paint  leaves  oiff 
And  life  begins,  —  put  ice  into  the  ode 
O*  the  poet  while  he  cries  *''  Next  stanza — fire  I  *' 
Inscribe  all  human  effort  with  one  word. 
Artistry 's  haunting  curse,  the  Incomplete  ! 
Being  incomplete,  my  act  e80i4>ed  suocess. 
Easv  to  blame  now  !    Everv  fool  can  swear 
To  nole  in  net  that  held  and  slipped  the  fish. 
Bnt,  treat  my  act  with  fair  unjaundioed  eye. 
What  was  there  wanting  to  a  masterpiece 
Except  the  luck  that  lies  beyond  a  man  ? 
My  way  with  the  woman,  now  proved  gronly 

wrong. 
Just  missed  of  being  gravely  grandly  right 
And  making  mouths  laugh  on  the  other  side. 
Do,  for  the  poor  obstructed  artist's  sfUce, 
Go  with  him  over  that  spoiled  work  once  more  I 
Take  only  its  first  flower,  the  ended  act 
Now  in  the  dusty  pod,  dry  and  defunct ! 
I  march  to  the  V  iUa,  and  ray  men  with  roe. 
That  evening,  and  we  reach  the  docM-  and  stand. 
I  say  ...  no,  it  shoots  through  me  lightninr- 

Uke 
While  I  pause,  breathe,  my  hand  upon  the  lat4sh« 
**  Let  me  forebode  I  Thus  far,  too  much  sucoeaB : 
I  want  the  natural  failure  —  find  it  where  f 
Which  thread  will  have  to  break  and  leave  a 

loop 
I'  the  meshy  combination,  my  brain's  loom 
Wove  this  long  while,  and  now  next  minnte 

tests? 
Of  three  tiiat  are  to  catch,  two  should  go  free. 
One  must  :  all  three  surprised,  —  impossible  ! 
Beside,  I  seek  three  and  may  chance  on  six,  — 
This    neighbor,  t'  other    gossip,  —  the  babe*fl 

birth 
Brings  such  to  fireside,  and  folks  give  them 

wine,  — 
'T  is  late  :  but  when  I  break  in  presently 
One  will  be  found  outltngering  the  rest 
For  promise  of  a  posset,  — one  whose  shout 
Would  raise  the  dead  down  in  the  eataoombs* 
Much  more  the  oity-waleh  that  goes  its  rDimoL 


GUIDO 


587 


When  did  I  ever  torn  advoiUy  up 

To  son  some  brick  embedded  in  the  soil, 

And  with  one  blow  onuh  all  Uiree  soorpionB 

there? 
Or  Pietro  or  Violante  shambles  off  — 
It  cannot  be  bnt  I  surprise  my  wife  — 
If  only  she  is  stopped  and  stamped  on,  good ! 
That  shall  suffice  :  more  is  improbable. 
Now  I  may  knock !  "    And  this  once  few  my 

sake 
The  impossible  was  effected :  I  called  king, 
Queen  and  knare   in  a  sequence,  and  cards 

came. 
All  three,  three  only  I    So,  I  had  my  way, 
l^d  my  deed :  so,  nn brokenly  lay  bare 
Each  tsenia  that  had  sucked  me  dr^  of  juice, 
At  last  outside  me,  not  an  inch  of  ring 
I>ift  now  to  writhe  about  and  root  itself 
I*  the  heart  all  powerless  for  revenge  I    Hence- 
forth 
I  might  thrive  :  these  were  drawn  and  dead  and 

damned. 
Oh,  Cardinal,  the  deep  long  si^h  you  heave 
When  the  load  *s  off  you,  ringing  as  it  runs 
All  the  wav  down  the  serpent-stair  to  hell ! 
No  doubt  the  fine  delirium  flustered  me, 
Turned  my  brain  with  the  influx  of  success 
As  if  the  sole  need  now  were  to  wave  wand 
And  find  doors  fly  wide,  —  wish  and  have  my 

will,- 
The  rest  6*  the  scheme  would  care  for  itself  : 

escape? 
Easy  enough  were  that,  and  poor  beside  ! 
It  all  bnt  proved  so.  —  ought  to  quito  have 

proved. 
Since,  naif  the  chances  had  sufficed,  set  free 
Any  one,  with  his  senses  at  command, 
From  thrice  the  danger  of  my  flight.    But, 

drunk. 
Redundantly  triumphant,  —  some  reverse 
Was  sure  to  follow  !    There  *s  no  other  way 
Aooonnts  for  such  prompt  perfect  failure  then 
And  there  on  the  instant.  Any  day  o'  the  week, 
A  ducat  slid  discreetly  into  palm 
O'  the  muto  post-mastor,  while  you  whisper 

him  — 
How  you  the  Count   and    certain  four  your 

knaves. 
Have  just  been  mauling  who  was  malapert, 
Suspect  the  kindred  ma^  prove  troublesome, 
Therefore,  want  horses  m  a  hurry,  —  tiiat 
And  nothing  more  securesyou  any  day 
The  pick  o'  the  stable !     Yet  I  tij  the  trick. 
Double  the  bribe,  call  myself  Duke  for  Count, 
And  say  the  dead  man  only  was  a  Jew, 
And  for  my  pains  find  I  am  dealing  just 
With  the  one  scrupulous  fellow  in  all  Rome  — 
Just  this  immaculate  official  stares. 
Sees  I  want  hat  on  head  and  sword  in  sheath, 
Am  splashed  with  other  sort  of  wet  than  wine. 
Shrugs  shoulder,  puts  my  hand  by,  gold  and  all. 
Stands  on  the  strictness  of  the  rule  o'  the  road ! 
*' Where's  the  Permission?"    Where's  the 

wretehed  rag 
With  the  due  seal  and  sign  of  Rome^s  Police, 
To  be  had  for  asking,  half  an  hour  ago  ? 
*''  Gone  ?    Get  another,  or  no  horses  hence  !  " 
He  dares  not  stop  me,  we  five  glare  too  grim. 


But    hinders,  —  hacks   and    hamstrings    sure 

enough. 
Gives  me  some  twenty  miles  of  miry  road 
More  to  niareh  in  the  middle  of  that  night 
Whereof  the  rough  beginning  taxed  the  strength 
O'  the  youngsters,  much  more  mine,  both  soul 

and  flesh. 
Who  had  to  think  as  well  as  act :  dead-beat, 
We  gave  in  ere  we  reached  the  boundary 
And  safe  spot  out  of  this  irrational  Rome,  — 
Where,  on  dismounting  from  our  steeds  next 

day. 
We  had  snapped  our  fingers  at  you,  safe  and 

sound, 
Tuscans  once  more  in  blessed  Tuscany, 
Where  laws  make  wise  allowance,  understand 
Civilized  life  and  do  its  champions  right  I 
Witness  the  sentence  of  the  Ruta  there, 
Arezzo  uttered,  the  Granduke  confirmed, 
One^  week  before  I  acted  on  its  hint,  — 
Giving  friend  Guillichini,  for  his  love. 
The  gifdleys,  and  my  wife  your  saint,  Rome's 

saint, — 
Rome  manufactures  saints  enough  to  know,  — 
Seclusion  at  the  Stinohe  for  her  life. 
All  this,  that  all  but  was,  might  all  liave  been, 
Yet  was  not  I  balked  by  just  a  scrupulous  knave 
Whose  palm  was  horn  through  handling  horses' 

hoofs 
And  could  not  close  upon  mv  proffered  gold  I 
What  say  you  to  the  spite  of  fortune  ?    Well, 
The  worst 's  in  store :  thus  hindered,  haled  tms 

way 
To  Rome  again  by  hangdogs,  whom  find  I 
Here,  still  to  fight  with,  but  my  pale  frail  wife  ? 
—  Riddled  with  wounds  by  one  not  Uke  to 

waste 
The  blows  he  dealt,  —  knowing  anatomy,  — 
(1  think  I  told  you)  bound  to  pick  and  choose 
The  vital  parts  !    'T  was  learning  all  in  vain  I 
She  too  must  shimmer  through  the  gloom  o' 

the  grave, 
Come  and  confront  me  —  not  at  judgmenfr^eat 
Where  I  could  twist  her  soul,  as  erst  her  flesh. 
And  turn  her  truth  into  a  lie,  —  but  there, 
O'  the  death-bed,  with  God's  hand  between  us 

both. 
Striking  me  dumb,  and  helping  her  to  speak. 
Tell  her  own  story  her  own  way,  and  turn 
My  plausibility  to  nothingness  ! 
I  Four  whole  days  did  Pompilia  keep  alive, 
'  With  the  best  surgery  of  Rome  agape 
I  At  the  miracle,  —  this  cut,  the  other  slash, 
I  And  yet  the  life  refusing  to  dislodge, 
'  Four  whole  extravf^^nt  impossible  days, 
'  Till  she  had  time  to  finish  and  persuade 
I  Every  man,  every  woman,  every  child 

In  Rome,  of  what  she  would :  the  selfsame  she 
'  Who,  but  a  year  ago,  had  wrung  her  hands, 
I  Reddened  her  eyes  and  beat  ner  breasts,  re- 
hearsed 
'  The  whole  game  at  Arezzo,  nor  availed 
I  Thereby  to  move  one  heart  or  raise  one  hand ! 
I  When  destiny  intends  you  cards  like  these, 
i  What  good  of  skill  and  preconcerted  play  ? 
>  Had  she  been  found  dead,  as  I  left  her  dead, 
I  I  should  have  told  a  tale  brooked  no  reply : 
'  You  scarcely  will  suppose  me  found  at  fault 
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With  that  advantai^e  !    *^  What  bxings  me  to 

Rome? 
Necessity  to  claim  and  take  my  wife : 
Better,  to  claim  and  take  my  new-bom  babe,  — 
8trongr  in  iMttemity  a  fortnight  old, 
^Vhen  't  is  at  stron^fest :  warily  I  work. 
Knowing:  the  machinations  of  my  foe  ; 
I  have  com{>anionahip  and  use  the  ni{;ht : 
I  seek  my  wife  and  child,  —  I  find  —  no  child 
But  wife,  in  the  embraces  of  that  priest 
Who  caused  her  to  elope  from  me.    These  two. 
Backed    by  the  pander-pair   who   watch  the 

while, 
Spring  on  me  like  so  many  tiger-cats, 
Gflad  of  the  chance  to  ena  the  intrnder.    I  — 
What  should  I  do  but  stand  on  my  defence. 
Strike  right,  strike  left,  strike  thick  and  three- 
fold, slay, 
Not  all  —  because  the  coward  priest  escapes. 
Last,  I  escape,  in  fear  of  evil  tongues. 
And  having  had  my  taste  of  Roman  law/' 
What 's  disputable,  refutable  here  ?  — 
Save  by  just  this  one  ghost-thing  half  on  earth, 
Half  out  of  it.  —  as  if  she  held  Crod's  hand 
While  she  leant  back  and  looked  her  last  at 

me. 
Forgiving  me  (here  monks  b^n  to  weep) 
Oh,  from  her  very  soul,  commending  mine 
To  heavenly  mercies  which  are  infinite,  — 
SVhile  fixing  fast  my  head  beneath  your  knife  1 
*T  is  fate,  not  fortune.    All  is  of  a  piece ! 
When  was  it  chance  informed  me  of  my  youths  ? 
My  rustic  four  o'  the  f amil v,  soft  swams. 
What  sweet  surprise  had  they  in  store^  for  me, 
Those  of  my  very  household,  —  what  did  Law 
Twist  with  her  rack-and-cord-contrivance  late 
From  out  their  bones  and  marrow  ?    What  but 

this  — 
Had  no  one  of  these  several  stumbling-blocks 
Stopped  me,  they  yet  were  cherishing  a  scheme. 
All  of  their  honest  country  homespun  wit. 
To  quietly  next  day  at  crow  of  cock 
Cut  my  own  throat  too,  for  their  own  behoof, 
Seeii^  I  had  forgot  to  clear  accounts 
O'  the   instant,    nowise   slackened    speed   for 

that,  — 
And  somehow  never  might  find  memory. 
Once  safe  back  in  Arezzo,  where  things  change. 
And  a  court-lord  needs  mind  no  country  lout. 
Well,  being  the  arch-offender,  I  die  last.  — 
May,  ere  my  head  falls,  have  my  eyesight  free. 
Nor  miss  them  dangling  high  on  either  hand.  ^ 
Like    scarpcrows   in   a   hemp-field,  for   their 

pains! 

And  then  my  Trial,  ~  't  is  my  Trial  that  bites 
Like  a  corrosive,  so  the  cards  are  packed, 
Dice  loaded,  and  my  life-stake  tricked  away  ! 
Look  at  niv  lawyers,  lacked  they  grace  of  law, 
Latin  or  logic?    Were  not  they  fools  to  the 

height. 
Fools  to  the  depth,  fools  to  the  level  between, 
O^  the  foolishness  set  to  decide  the  case  ? 
They  feign,  they  flatter ;  nowise  does  it  skill. 
Everything  goes  against  me :  deal  each  judge 
His  dole  of  flattery  and  feigning,  —  why,  ^ 
He  turns  and  tries  and  snuns  and  savors  it. 
As  some  old  fly  theaugariETain,  your  gift ; 


Then  eyes  your  thumb   and  finger,    bmahes 

Clean 
The  absurd  old  head  of  him,  and  whisks  away. 
Leaving  your  thumb  and  finger  dirty.    Fangh ! 

And  finally,  after  this  longnlrawn  range 
Of  affront  and  failure,  failure  and  affront,  — 
This  path,  'twixt  crosses  leading  to  a  skull. 
Paced  by  me  barefoot,  bloodied  by  my  palms 
From  the  entry  to  the  end,  —  there 's  Ught  at 

length, 
A  cranny  of  escape  :  appeal  may  be 
To  the  old  man,  to  the  father,  to  the  Pope, 
For  a  little  life  —  from  one  whose  life  is  spent, 
A  little  pity  —  from  pity's  source  and  seat, 
A  little  mdulgence  to  rank,  privilc«e. 
From  one  who  is  Uie  thing  personinea. 
Rank,  privilege,  indulgence,  grown  beyond 
Earth's  bearing,  even,  ask  Jansenius  else  1 
Still  the  same  answer,  still  no  other  tune 
From  the  cicala  perched  at  the  tree-top 
Than   crickets   noisy   round   the   root,  —  *t  is 

"Diel" 
Bids  Law  —  **  Be  damned  I  "  adds  Gospel,  — 

nay. 
No  word  so  frank,  —  't  is  rather,  "  Save  youi^ 

self  I " 
The    Pope   subjoins — **  ConfesB   and    be    ab- 
solved I 
So  shall  my  credit  countervail  your  shame. 
And  the  world  see  I  have  not  lost  the  knack 
Of  trying  all  tiie  spirits :  yours,  my  son. 
Wants  but  a  fiery  washing  to  emerge 
In  clarity !     Come,  cleanse  you,  ease  the  ache 
Of  these  old  bones,  refresh  our  bowels,  boy  !  " 
Do  I  mistake  yonr  mission  from  the  Pope  ? 
Then,  bear  his  Holiness  the  mind  of  me  ! 
I  do  get  strength  from  being  tlimst  to  wall. 
Successively    wrenched  from  pillar  and  from 

post 
Bv  this  tenacious  hate  of  fortune,  hate 
Of  all  things  in,  under,  and  above  earth. 
Warfare,  begun  this  mean  unmanly  mode. 
Does  best  to  end  so,  — gives  earth  spectacle 
Of  a  brave  fighter  who  succumbs  to  odds 
That  turn  defeat  to  victory.    Stab,  I  fold 
My  mantle  round  me  !    Rome  approves  my  act : 
Applauds  the  blow  which   costs  me  life  but 

keeps 
My  honor  spotless :  Rome  would  praise  no  more 
Had  I  fallen,  say,  some  fift-een  ^ears  ago. 
Helping  Vienna  when  our  Aretines 
Flocked  to  Duke  Charles  and  fought  Turk 

Mustafa; 
Nor  would  you  two  be  trembling  o'er  my  corpse 
With  all  this  exquisite  solicitude. 
Why  is  it  that  I  make  such  suit  to  live  ? 
The  popular  synopathy  that 's  round  me  now 
Would  break  like  bubble  that  o'er-domes  a 

fly- 

Solid  enough  while  he  lies  quiet  there. 

But  lot  him  want  the  air  and  ply  the  wing. 

Why,  it  breaks  and  bespatters  him,  what  else? 

Cardinal,  if  the  Pope  had  pardoned  me. 

And  I  walked  out  of  prison  through  the  csrowd, 

It  would  not  be  your  arm  I  should  dare  press ! 

Then,  if  I  got  safe  to  my  place  again. 

How  sad  and  sapless  were  the  years  to  come' 
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leo  my^  old  ways  and  find  ihinn  grown  gray ; 
Yon  priests  leer  at  me,  old  friends  look  as- 
kance ; 
The  mob 's  in  love,  I  *U  wager,  to  a  man. 
With  m^  poor  young  good  beauteous  murdered 

wife  : 
For  hearts  require  instruction  how  to  beat, 
And  eyes,  on  warrant  of  the  story,  wax 
Wanton  at  portraiture  in  white  and  black 
Of  dead  Pompilia  gracing  ballad-sheet. 
Which  eyes,  uved  she  nnmurdered  ana  unsung. 
Would  never  turn  though  she  paced  street  as 

bare 
As  the  mad  penitent  ladies  do  in  France. 
Mv  brothers  quietly  would  edge  me  out 
Of  use  and  nuuiaroment  of  things  called  mine : 
Do  I  command?    **You  stretched  comma na 

before ! " 
Sliow  anger  ?  "  Anger  little  helped  you  once  I  '* 
Advise  ?    ^*  How  managed  you  affairs  of  old  ?  " 
My  very  mother,  all  the  while  they  gird. 
Turns  eye  up,  gives  confirmatory  groan ; 
For  unsuccesB,  explain  it  how  you  will, 
Disoualifies  you,  makes  yon  doubt  yourself, 

—  Much  more,  is  found  decisive  by  your  friends. 
Beside,  am  I  not  fifty  years  of  age  ? 

What  new  leap  would  a  life  take,  checked  like 

mine 
I'  the  spring  at  outset  ?    Where  *s  my  second 

chance  ? 
Ay,  but  the  babe  ...  I  had  forgot  mv  son, 
My  heir  I    Now  for  a  burst  of  gratituae  I 
There  ^s  some  appropriate  service  to  intone, 
Some  gaudeamua  and  thanksgiving-psalm  I 
Old,  I  renew  my  youth  in  him,  and  poor 
Possess  a  treasure,  —  is  not  that  the  phrase  ? 
Only  I  must  wait  patient  twenty  years  — 
Nourishing  all  the  while,  as  father  ought. 
The  excrescence  with  my  daily  blood  of  life. 
Does  it  respond  to  hope,  such  sacrifice,  — 
Grows  the  wen  plump  while  I  myself  grow 

lean? 
Why,  here  *s  my  son  and  heir  in  evidence. 
Who  stroller,  wiser,  handsomer  than  I 
By  fifty  years,  relieves  me  of  each  load,  — 
Tamee  my  hot  horse,  carries  mv  heavy  gnn. 
Courts  my  coy  mistress,  —  has  nis  apt  advice 
On  house-economy,  expenditure. 
And  what  not  ?    All  wnich  good  gifts  and  great 

growth. 
Because  of  my  decline,  he  brings  to  bear 
On  Gnido,  but  half  apprehensive  how 
He  cumbers  earth,  crosses  the  brisk    young 

Count, 
Who  civilly  would  thrnst  him  from  the  scene. 
Oontrariwise,  does  the  blood-offering  fail  ? 
There  *s  an  ineptitude,  one  blank  the  more 
Added  to  earth  in  semblance  of  my  child  ? 
Then,  this  has  been  a  costly  piece  of  work. 
My  life  exchanged  for  his  1  —  why  he,  not  I, 
Enjoy  the  world,  if  no  more  grace  accrue  ?^ 
Dwarf  me,  what  giant  have  you  made  of  him  ? 
I  do  not  dread  the  disobedient  son  — 
I  know  how  to  suppress  rebellion  there. 
Being  not  quite  the  fool  my  father  was. 
But  grant  the  medium  measure  of  a  man. 
The  usual  compromise  *twixt  fool  and  sage, 

—  You  know  —  the  tolerably-obstinate, 


The  not-so-muoh-perverse  but  yon  may  tnia. 
The  true  son-servant  that,  when  parent  bids 
**  Go  work,  son,  in  my  vineyard  I     makes  reply 
"  I  go,  tSir !  **  —  Why,  what  profit  in  your  son 
Beyond  the  drudges  you  might  snbsidiie. 
Have  the  same  work  from,  at  a  paul  the  head  ? 
Look  at  those  four  young  precious  oliveHj^lants 
Reared  at  Vittiano,  —  not  on  flesh  and  blood. 
These  twenty  yean,  but  black  bread  and  sour 

wine ! 
I  bade  them  put  forth  tender  branch,  hook,  hold. 
And  hurt  three  enemies  I  had  in  Rome : 
They  did  my  best  as  unreluctantly. 
At  promise  of  a  dollar,  as  a  son 
Adjured  by  mumping  memories  of  the  past. 
No,  nothing  repavs  youth  expended  so  — 
Youth,  I  say,  wno  am  young  still :  grant  bat 

leave 
To  live  my  life  out,  to  the  last  I  'd  live 
And  die  conceding  age  no  rijg^ht  of  youth  I 
It  is  the  will  runs  the  renewing  nerve 
Through  flaccid  flesh   that  faints  before  the 

time. 
Therefore  no  sort  of  use  for  son  have  I  — 
Sick,  not  of  life's  feast  but  of  steps  to  climb 
To  tne  house  where  life  prepares  her  feast,  — 

of  means 
To  the  end :  for  make  the  end  attainable 
Wi^out    the  means,  —  my    relish    were  like 

yours. 
A  man  may  have  an  appetite  enough 
For  a  whole  dish  of  robms  ready  cooked. 
And  yet  lack  courswe  to  face  sleet,  pad  snow, 
And  snare  sufficiently  for  supper. 

Thus 
The  time  's  arrived  when,  ancient  Roman-like, 
I  am  bound  to  fall  on  my  own  sword :  why  not 
Sa^  —  Tuscan-like,  more  ancient,  better  still  ? 
Will  you  hear  truth  can  do  no  harm  nor  good  ? 
I  think  I  never  was  at  any  time 
A  Christian,  as  you  nickname  all  the  world, 
Me  among  others :  truce  to  nonsense  noir  1 
Name  me,  a  primitive  religionist  — 
As  should  the  aboriginary  be 
I  boast  myself,  Etruscan,  Aretine, 
One  sprung  —  your  frigid  Virgirs  fieriest  word— 
From  fauns  and  nymphs,  trunks  and  the  heart 

of  oak. 
With  —  for  a  visible  divinity  — 
The  portent  of  a  Jove  iEgiochus 
Descried  'mid  clouds,  lightning  and  thunder, 

couched 
On  topmost  crag  of  your  Capitoline : 
'Tis    in    the    Seventh   ^neid, — what,     the 

Eighth? 
Right, -thanks,  Abate, -though  the  Chri». 

tian  s  dnnib. 
The  Latinist  's  vivacious  in  you  yet  I 
I  know  my  grondsire  had  our  tapestry  ^ 
Marked  with  the  motto,  'neath  a  certain  shield. 
Whereto  his  grandson  presently  will  ^ve  gules 
To  vary  assure.    First  we  fight  for  faiths. 
But  get  to  diidce  hands  at  the  last  of  all : 
Mine  's  your  faith  too,  —  in  Jove  .^Igiochus  I 
Nor  do  Greek  gods,  that  serve  as  supplement. 
Jar  with  the  simpler  scheme,  if  understood. 
We  want  such  intermediary  race 
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To  mi^e  oommunication  possible ; 
The  real  things  were  too  lofty,  we  too  low, 
Midway  hang  these  :  we  feel  their  use  so  plain 
In  linking  height  to  depth,  that  we  dutt'  hat 
And  put  no  question  nor  pry  narrowly 
Into  the  nature  hid  behind  the  names. 
We  grudge  no  rite  the  fanoy  may  demand  ; 
But  never,  more  than  needs,  invent,  refine, 
Improve  upon  requirement,  idly  wise 
Beyond  the  letter,  teaching  gods  their  trade, 
Which  is  to  teach  us :  we  'iTobey  when  taught. 
Why  should  we  do  our  duty  past  the  need  ? 
When  the  sky  darkens,  Jove  is  wroth,  —say 

prayer ! 
When  the  sun  shines  and  Jove  is  glad,  —  sing 

nsaltn ! 
But  wherefore  jpass  prescription  and  devise 
Blood-offering  for  sweat-service,  lend  the  rod 
A  pungency  through  pickle  of  our  own  ? 
Learned  Abate,  —  no  one  teaches  you 
What  Venus  means  and  who  *s  Apullo  here ! 
I  spare  yon,  Cardinal,  —  but,  though  you  wince. 
You  know  me,  I  know  you,  ana  both  know 

that! 
So,  if  Apollo  bids  us  fast,  we  fast : 
But  where  does  Venus  order  we  stop  sense 
When  Master  Pietro  rhymes  a  pleasantry  ? 
Give  alms  prescribed  on  Frioay,  —  but,  hold 

hand 
Because  your  foe  lies  prostrate,  —  where  *8  the 

word 
Explicit  in  the  book  debars  revenge  ? 
The  rationale  of  your  scheme  is  just 
**Pay  toll    here,  there  pursue  your  pleasure 

free  !  " 
So  do  you  turn  to  use  the  medium-powers, 
Mars  and  Minerva,  Bacchus  and  the  rest. 
And  so  are  saved  propitiating  —  whom  ? 
What  all-good,  all-wise,  and  all-potent  Jove 
Vexed  by  the  very  sins  in  man,  himself 
Mads  lifers  necessity  when  man  he  made  ? 
Irrational  bunglers  I    So,  the  living  truth 
Revealed  to  strike  Pan  dead,  ducks  low  at  last. 
Prays  leave  to  hold  its  own  and  live  good  days 
Provided  it  go  masque  grotesquely,  called 
Christian  not  Pf^cAn.    Oh,  vou  purged  the  sky 
Of  all  gods  save  the  One,  tne  great  and  good. 
Clapped  hands  and  triumphed  I    But  the  change 

came  fast : 
The  inexorable  need  in  man  for  life 
(Life,  you  may  mulct  and  minish  to  a  grain 
Out  of  the  lump,  so  that  the  grain  but  live) 
Laughed  at  your  substituting  death  for  life,  — 
And  bade  you  do  your  worst :  which  worst  was 

done 
In  just  that  age  styled  primitive  and  pure 
When  Saint  this,  Saint  that,  dutifully  starved. 
Froze,  fought  with  beasts,  was  beaten  and  abused 
And  finally  ridded  of  his  flesh  by  fire  : 
He  kept  life-long  unspotted  from  the  world  I  — 
Next  »ge^  how  goes  the  game,  what  mortal  gives 
His  life  and  emulates  Saint  that,  Saint  this  ? 
Men  mutter,  make  excuse,  or  mutiny. 
In  fine  are  minded  all  to  leave  the  new. 
Stick  to  the  old,  —  enjoy  old  liberty. 
No  prejudice  in  enjoyment,  if  you  please. 
To  the  new  profession :  sin  o'  the  sly,  hence- 

forth  ! 


The  law  stands  though  the  letter  kilb:  what 

then? 
The  spirit  saves  as  unmistakably. 
Omniscience  sees,  Onmipotence  ooiild  stop, 
Omnibenevolenoe  pardons :  it  must  be. 
Frown  law  its  fiercest,  there  's  a  wink  some- 
where ! 

Such  was  the  logic  in  this  head  of  mine  : 

I,  like  the  rest,  wrote  ^*  poison  '^  on  my  bread. 

But  broke  and  ate :  —  said  *'  Those  that  use  the 

sword 
Shall  perish  by  the  same  ;  '^  then  stabbed  my 

foe. 
I  stand  on  solid  earth,  not  empty  air : 
Dislodge  me,  let  your  Pope's  crook  hale  me 

hence  1 
Not  he,  nor  you  !    And  I  so  pity  both, 
I  ^11  make  the  true  charge  you  want  wit  to 

make: 
"  Count  Gnido,  who  reveal  our  mystery. 
And  trace  all  issues  to  the  love  of  life:* 
We  having  life  to  love  and  giuu^,  like  you. 
Why  did  you  put  us  upon  self-deience  r 
You  well  knew  what  prompt  pass-word  would 

appease 
The  sentry's  ire  when  folk  infringed  his  bouids. 
And  yet  kept  mouth  shut :  do  you  wonder  then 
If,  in  mere  decency,  he  shot  you  dead  ? 
He  can*t  have  people  play  such  pranks  as  yonrs 
Beneath  his  nose  at  noonday  :  you  disdained 
To  give  him  an  eiicnse  before  the  world 
By  crying  '  I  break  rule  to  save  our  camp !  * 
Under  the  oU  rule,  such  offence  were  death ; 
And  you  had  heard  the  Pontifex  pronounoe, 
*"  Since  you  slay  foe  and  violate  the  form, 
Slaying  turns  murder,  which  were  sacrifice 
Had  you,  while,  say,  lawsuiting  foe  to  deatk, 
But  raised  an  altar  t<o  the  l^nknown  God, 
Or  else  the  Genius  of  the  Vatican.' 
Why  then  this  pother  ?  —  all  because  die  Pope, 
Doing  his  duty,  cried  *  A  foreigner. 
You  scandalize  the  natives  :  here  at  Rome 
Romano  vivitur  more:  wise  men,  here, 
Put  the  Church  forward  and  efface  themselves. 
The  fit  defence  had  been,  —  you  stamped  on 

wheat, 
Intending  all  the  time  to  trample  tares,  — 
Were  fain  extirpate,  then,  the  heretic. 
You  now  find,  in  your  haste  was  slain  a  fool : 
Nor  Pietro,  nor  Violante,  nor  youp  wife 
Meant  to  breed  up  your  babe  a  Molinist ! 
Whence  ^ou  are  auly  contrite.    Not  one  word 
Of  all  this  wisdom  did  you  urge  :  \»  hicli  slip 
Death  must  atone  for.'  " 

So,  let  death  atone  I 
So  ends  mistake,  so  end  mistakers  I  —  end 
Perhaps  to  recommence,  —  how  should  I  know  ? 
Only,  be  sure,  no  punishment,  no  pain 
Childish,  preposterous,  impossible, 
But  sonie  such  fate  as  Ovid  could  foresee,  — 
Byhlis  in^fluvium^  let  the  weak  soul  end 
In  water,  sed  Lyceum  in  lupum^  but 
The  strong  become  a  wolf  forevermore ! 
Change  that  Pompilia  to  a  puny  stream 
Fit  to  reflect  the  daisies  on  its  bank  ! 
Let  me  turn  wolf,  be  whole,  and  sate,  for 

once,  — 
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Wallow  in  what  is  now  a  woIfishneiM 

Coerced  too  much  by  the  hamanity 

That  'b  half  of  me  as  well  I     Grow  out  of  man, 

Glnt  the  wolf-natare,  —  what  remains  but  grow 

Into  the  man  again,  be  man  indeed 

And  all  man  ?    Do  I  ting  the  chances  rigrht  ? 

Deformed,  transformed,  reformed,  informed, 

conformed  I 
The  honest  instinct,  pent  and  crossed  through 

life, 
Let  surge  by  death  into  a  yisible  flow 
Of  rapture :  as  the  strangled  thread  of  flame 
Painfully  winds,  annojriiig  and  annoyed, 
Malignant  and  maligned,   through  stone  and 

ore. 
Till  earth  exclude  the  stranger :  Tented  once, 
It  finds  full  play,  is  recogniwd  atop 
Some  mountain  as  no  such  abnormal  birth. 
Fire  for  the  mount,  not  streamlet  for  the  vale  I 
Ay,  of  the  water  was  that  wife  of  mine  — 
Be  it  for  good,  be  it  for  iU,  no  run 
O*  Uie  red  thread  through  that  insignificance  f 
Again,  how  she  is  at  me  with  those  eyes  I 
Away  with  the  empty  stare !    Be  holy  still. 
And  stupid  ever !    Occupy  your  patch 
Of   private  snow  that^s  somewhere   in  what 

world 
May  now  be  growing  icy  round  your  head. 
And  aguish  at  your  footprint,  —  freeze  not  me, 
Dare  follow  not  another  step  I  take. 
Not  with  so  much  as  those  detested  eyes, 
No,  though  they  follow  but  to  pray  me  pause 
On  the  incline,  earth's  edge  that 's  next  to  hell ! 
None  of  your  abnegation  of  revenge  I 
Fly  at  me  frank,  tug  while  I  tear  again  ! 
There  's  God,  go  tell  him,  testify  your  worst  I 
Not  she  I    There  was  no  touch  in  her  of  hate : 
And  it  would  prove  her  hell,  if  I  reached  mine  I 
To  know  I  suffered,  would  still  saddun  her. 
Do  what  the  angels  might  to  make  amends  ! 
Therefore  there 's  either  no  such  place  as  hell. 
Or  thence  shall  I  be  thrust  forth,  for  her  sake, 
And  thereby  undeivo  three  hells,  not  one  — 
I  who,  with  outlet  for  escape  to  heaven. 
Would  tarry  if  such  flight  allowed  my  foe 
To  raise  his  head,  relieved  of  that  firm  foot 
Had  pinned  him  to  the  fiery  pavement  else  I 
So  am  I  made,  **  who  did  not  make  myself :  " 
^ow  dared  she  rob  mv  own  lip  of  the  word  ?) 
Beware  me  in  what  other  world  may  be !  — 
Pompilia,  who  have  brought  me  to  this  pass  I 
All  1  know  here,  will  I  say  there,  and  go 
Beyond  the  saying  with  the  deed.    Some  use 
There  cannot  but  be  for  a  mood  like  mine, 
Implacable,  persistent  in  revenge. 
She  maundered,  **  All  is  over  and  at  end : 
I  go  my  own  road,  go  you  where  God  will  ! 
Forgive  you  ?     I  lorget  you  I  "    There  *s  the 

saint 
That  takes  your  taste,  yon  other  kind  of  men  1 
How  you  had  loved  her  I    Guido  wanted  skill 
To  value  such  a  woman  at  her  worth  I 
Properly  the  instructed  criticise, 
"What's  here,  you  simpleton  have  tossed  to 

take 
Its  chance  i'  the  grntter  ?    This  a  daub,  indeed  ? 
Whv,  *t  is  a  Rafael  that  you  kicked  to  rags  I " 
Perhaps  so :  some  prefer  the  pure  design : 


Give  me  my  gorge  of  color,  glut  of  gold 
In  a  glory  round  the  Virgin  made  for  me  I 
Titian  's  the  man,  not  Monk  Angelico 
Who  traces  you  some  timid  ehaUcy  ghost 
That  turns  the  church  into  a  chamel:  ay, 
Just  such  a  pencil  might  depict  my  wife ! 
She,  —  since  she,  also,  would  not  change  her- 
self,— 
Why  coula  not  she  come  in  some  heart-shaped 

cloud, 
Rainbowed  about  with  riches,  royalty 
Rimming  her  round,  as  round  the  tintless  lawn 
Guardinglv  runs  the  sAvBge  cloth  of  gold  ? 
I  would  nave  left  the  taint  fine   gauze    un- 
touched. 
Needle-worked  over  with  its  lily  and  rose, 
Let  her  bleach  unmolested  in  the  midst. 
Chill  that  selected  solitary  spot 
Of  <]uietude  she  pleased  to  tnink  was  life. 
Punty,  pallor  graoe  the  lawn  no  doubt 
When  there  's  the  costly  bordure  to  unthread 
And  make  again  an  ingot :  but  what 's  grace 
When  you  want  meat  and  drink  and  clothes 
and  fire  ? 

A  tale  comes  to  my  mind  that 's  apposite  — 
Possibly  true,  probably  false,  a  tnitn 
Such  as  all  truths  we  live  by,  Cardinal ! 
'T  is  said,  a  certain  ancestor  of  mine 
Followed  —  whoever  was  the  potentate. 
To  Paynimrie,  and  in  some  battle,  broke 
Through  more  than  dne  allowance  of  the  foe. 
And,  risking  much  his  own  life,  saved   the 

lord's. 
Battered  and  bruised,  the  Emperor  scrambles 

Rubs  his  eyes  and  looks  round  and  sees  my 

sire, 
Picks  a  furze-sprig  from  out  hui  hauberk-joint, 
(Token  how  near  the  ground  went  majesty,) 
And  sajTB,  **Take  this,  and  if  thou  get  safe 

home, 
Plant  the  same  in  th^  garden-ground  to  grow : 
Run  thence  an  hour  m  a  straight  line,  and  stop : 
Describe  a  circle  round  (for  central  point) 
The  furze  aforesaid,  reaching  every  way 
The  length  of   that   hour's  run:     I   give   it 

thee,  —  ^ 
The  central  point,  to  build  a  castle  there. 
The  space  circnmiaoent,  for  fit  demesne. 
The  whole  to  be  tnv  children's  heritage,  — 
Whom,  for  the  sake,  bid  thou  wear  furze  on 

cap!" 
Those  are  my  arms :  we  turned  the  furze  a  tree 
To  show  more,  and  the  greyhound  tied  thereto. 
Straining  to  start,  means   swift  and   greedy 

both ; 
He  stands  upon  a  triple  mount  of  gold  — 
By  Jove,  then,  he 's  escaping  from  true  gold 
And  trying  to  arrive  at  empty  air  I 
Aha  I  the  fancv  never  crossed  my  mind  I 
My  father  used  to  tell  me,  and  subjoin, 
"  As  for  the  castle,  that  took  wings  and  flew : 
The  broad  lands,  —  why,  to  traverse  them  to- 
day 
Scarce  taisks  my  ffouty  feet,  and  in  my  prime 
I  doubt  not  I  oomd  stand  and  spit  so  far : 
But  for  the  furze,  boy,  fear  no  lack  of  thatf 
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So  long  SB  fortiiiie  leaves  one  field  to  ermb  I 
WheredFore,  hutrah  for  furze  and  loviuty  1 " 
What  may  I  mean,  where  may  the  lemon  lurk  ? 
*'  Do  not  bestow  on  man,  by  way  of  gift, 
Furze  without  land  for  framework,  —  vaunt  no 

grace 
Of  pnnl^,  no  furze-sprig  of  a  wife, 
To  me,  i'  the  thick  of  battle  for  my  bread. 
Without  some  better  dowry,  —  gold  wiQ  do ! " 
No  better  gift  than  sordid  muck  ?    Yes,  Sin  I 
Many  more  gifts  much  better.    Give  them  me ! 
O  those  Olimpias  bold,  those  Biancas  brave, 
That  brought  a  husband  power  worth  Ormuz^ 

wealth ! 
Cried,  *'  Thou  being  mine,  why,  what  but  thine 

ami? 
Be  thou  to  me  law,  right,  wrong,  heaven  and 

heU! 
Let  us  blend  souls,  blent,  thou  in  me,  to  bid 
Two  bodies  work  one  pleasure  !  What  are  these 
Called  king,  priest,  tather,  mother,  stranger, 

friend  ? 
They  fret  thee  or  they  frustrate?    Give  the 

word  — 
Be  certain  they  shall  frustrate  nothing  more  I 
And  who  is  tiiis  young  florid  foolishness 
That  holds  thy  fortune  in  his  pygmy  dutoh, 
—  Being  a  prince  and  potency,  forsooth !  — 
He  hesitates  to  let  the  trifle  go  ? 
Let  me  but  seal  up  eye,  sing  ear  to  sleep 
Sounder  than  Samson, — pounce  thou  on  the 

Srize 
ip  from  off  my  breast,  and  down  couch- 

siae. 
And  on  to  floor,  and  far  as  my  lord^s  feet  — 
Where  he  stands  in  the  shadow  with  the  knife, 
Waiting  to  see  what  Delilah  dares  do  ! 
Is  the  youth  fair  ?    What  is  a  man  to  me 
Who  am  thy  call-bird  ?     Twist  his  neck  —  my 

dnpe%  — 
Then   take   the   breast  shall   turn   a    breast 

indeed ! " 
Such   women   are   there  ;     and    they   marry 

whom? 
Why,  when  a  man  has  gone  and  hanged  himself 
Because  of  what  he  calls  a  wicked  wife,  — 
See,  if  the  very  turpitude  bemoaned 
Prove  not  mere  excellence  the  fool  ignores  ! 
His  monster  is  perfection,  —  Circe,  sent 
Straight  from  the  sun,  with  wand  Uie  idiot 

blames 
As  not  an  honest  distaff  to  spin  wool  I 

0  thou  Lucrezia.  is  it  long  to  wait 
Tonder  where  all  the  gloom  is  in  a  glow 
With  thy  suspected  presence  ?  —  virgin  yet. 
Virtuous  agam,  in  face  of  what 's  to  teach  — 
Sin  unimagined,  unima^nnable,  — 

1  come  to  claim  my  bride,  —  thy  Borgia's  self 
Not  half  the  burning  bridegroom  I  shiul  be  I 
Cardinal,  take  away  your  crucifix  I 

Abate,  leave  my  lips  alone,  —  they  bite  I 
Vainly   you   t^  to  change   what  should  not 

change. 
And  shall  not.    I  have  bared,  you  bathe  my 

heart  — 
It  grows  the  stonier  for  your  saving  dew  I 
Yon  steep  the  substance,  you  would  lubrioate. 
In  waters  that  but  tonoh  to  petrify  I 


You  too  are  petrifactions  of  a  kind : 
Move  not  a  muscle  that  shows  mercy ;  rave 
Another  twelve  hours,  every  word  were  waste  I 
1  thought  you  would  not  slay  impenitenoe. 
But  teased,  from  men   you   slew,  contritioiB 

first,  — 
I  thought  you  had  a  conscience.    Cardinal, 
You  know  I  am  wronged  I  —  wronged,  sav.  »nA 

wronged,  maintain. 
Was  this  strict  inquLsition  made  for  blood 
When  first  you  showed  us  scarlet  on  your  back. 
Called  to  the  College  ?    Your  straightforward 

way 
To  your  legitimate  end,  —  I  think  it  passed 
Oyer  a  scantling  of  heads  brained,  hearte  broke. 
Lives  trodden  into  dust !  —  how  otherwise  ? 
Such   was  the  way  o'  the  world,  and  so  ycni 

walked. 
Does  memory  haunt  your  pillow  ?    Not  a  whit. 
Qod  wills  you  never  pace  your  garden-path. 
One  appetizing  hour  ere  dinner-time. 
But  your  intrusion  there  trends  out  of  life 
A  universe  of  happy  innocent  things : 
Feel  vou  remorse  about  that  damsel-fly 
Whicn  buzzed  so  near  your  month  and  flapped 

Jrour  faoe  ? 
otted  it  from  being  at  a  blow : 
It  was  a  fly,  you  were  a  man,  and  more, 
Lord  of  created  things,  so  took  your  conrse. 
Manliness,  mind.  —  these  are  thmgs  fit  to  save, 
Fit  to  brush  fly  from :  why,  because  I  take 
My  oourse,  must  needs  the  Pope  kill  me  ?  — 

kill  you ! 
You  I  for  this  instrument,  he  throws  away. 
Is  strong  to  serve  a  master,  and  were  yours 
To  have  and  hold  and  get  much  good  from  oat ! 
The  Pope  who  dooms  me  needs  must  die  next 

5 Bar; 
you  how  the  chances  are  supposed 
For  his  successor :  flrst  the  Chamberlain, 
Old  San  Cesario,  —  CoUoredo,  next,  — 
Then,  one,  two,  three,  four,  I  refuse  to  name  ; 
After  these,  comes  Altieri ;  then  come  you  — 
Seventh  on  the  list  you  come,  unless  .  .  .  ha,  ha, 
How  can  a  dead  hand  give  a  friend  a  Uft? 
Are  you  the  person  to  despise  the  help 
O'  the  head  shall  drop  in  i^annier  presently  ? 
So  a  child  seesaws  on  or  kicks  away 
The  fulcrum-stone  that  ^s  all  the  sage  requires 
To  fit  his  lever  to  and  move  the  world. 
Cardinal,  I  adjure  you  in  God^s  name. 
Save  my  life,  tail  at  the  Pope^s  feet,  set  forth 
Things  your  own  fashion,  not  in  words  like  theoe 
Made  for  a  sense  like  yours  who  apprehend ! 
Translate  into  the  Court-conventional 
**  Count  Guide  must  not  die,  is  innocent  I 
Fair,  be  assured  1    But  what  an  he  were  foul. 
Blood-drenched  and  murder-crusted   head  to 

foot? 
Spare  one  whose  deaih  insults  the  Emperor, 
Nay,  outrages  the  Louis  you  so  love  I 
He  has  friends  who  will  aven^  him ;  enemies 
Who  will  hate  God  now  yriih.  impunity. 
Missing  the  old  coercive :  would  you  send 
A  soul  straight  to  perdition,  dying  frank 
An  atheist  ?  '*  Go  and  say  this,  for  God*s  sake ! 
—  Why,  you  don*t  think  I  hope  you  '11  say  one 

word? 
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Neitber  shall  I  Mimuid«  yoa  from  jwu  ■toad 
Nor  yon  penoaae  me  from  my  sUitioii :  take 
Your  erndfix  away,  I  tell  yoa  twioe ! 

Come,  I  am  tired  of  aileiioe  1  Panee  enongh  I 
You  nave  prayed :  I  haye  gone  inside  my  soul 
And  shut  its  door  behind  me :  't  is  your  toroh 
liakes  the  place  dark :  the  darkness  let  alone 
Grows  tolerable  twilight :  one  may  grope 
And  get  to  guess  at  length  and  breadth  and 

depth. 
What  is  this  fact  I  feel  poisnaded  of  — 
This  something  like  a  foothold  in  the  sea. 
Although  Saint   Peter's  bark  sends,   billow^ 

lx>me, 
Leayes  me  to  founder  where  it  flung  me  first  ? 
Spite  of  your  splashing,  I  am  liigh  and  dry  I 
God  takes  his  own  nart  in  each  thing  he  made  ; 
Made  for  a  reason,  ne  oonseryes  his  work, 
Gives  each  its  ]>roper  instinct  of  defence. 
My  lamblike  wife  could  neither  bark  nor  bite, 
She  bleated,  bleated,  till  for  pity  pure 
The  yiUage  roused  up,  ran  with  pole  and  prong 
To  the  rescue,  and  behold  the  wolf 's  at  bay  I 
Shall  he  try  bleating  ?  —  or  take  turn  or  two, 
Since  the  wolf  owns  some  kinship  with  the  fox. 
And,  failing  to  escape  the  foe  by  craft, 
Giye  up  attempt,  die  fighting  quietly  ? 
The  last  bad  blow  that  strikes  fire  in  at  eye 
And  on  to  brain,  and  so  out,  life  and  all, 
How  can  it  bnt  oe  cheated  of  a  pang 
If,  fightine  quietly,  the  jaws  enjoy 
One  re-embrace  in  mid  backbone  the^  break. 
After  their  weaiy  work  through  the  toe's  flesn  ? 
That 's  the  wolf-nature.     Don't  mirtake  my 

trope! 
A  Cardinal  so  qualmish  ?    Eminence, 
^y  fight  is  fit^ruratiye,  blows  i*,the  air. 
Brain-war  with  powers  and  principalities, 
Spirit-brayado,  no  real  fisticuffs  I 
I  shall  not  presently,  when  the  knock  comes, 
ding  to  this  bench  nor  daw  the  hangman's  faee. 
No,  trust  me  I    I  conceiye  worse  lots  than  mine. 
Wnether  it  be,  the  old  contagious  fit 
And  plague  o'  the  prison  hisiye  surprised  me 

too. 
The  appropriate  drunkenness  of  the  death-hour 
Crept  on  my  sense,  kind  work  o'  the  wine  and 

myrrh,— 
I  know  not,  —  I  begin  to  taste  my  strength, 
Careless,  gay  eyen.    What 's  the  worth  of  life  ? 
The  Pope  's  dead  now,  my  murderous  old  man. 
For  ToKzi  told  me  so :  ana  you,  forsooth  — 
Why,  yon  don't  think,  Abate,  do  your  best. 
Yon  '11  liye  a  year  more  with  that  ^>a«^f«»g  cough 
And  blotch  oi  crimson  where  the  cheek 's  a  pit  ? 
ToaEzi  has  got  yon  also  down  in  book  1 
Cardinal,  only  seyenth  of  seventy  near, 
Is  not  one  called  Albano  in  the  lot  ? 
Go  eat  your  heart,  yon  '11  never  be  a  Pope ! 
Inform  me,  is  it  true  you  left  your  love, 
A  Pucci,  for  promotion  in  the  church  ? 
She 's  more  than  in  the  church  —  in  the  chnreh- 

yardl 
Flantilla  Pucci,  your  aifianoed  bride. 
Has  dust  now  in  the  eyes  that  held  the  love,  — 
And  Martinez,  suppose  they  make  you  Pope, 
Stops  that  with  veto^  —  so,  enjoy  yonraell  I 


I  see  yon  all^  reel  to  the  rook,  you  waves  — 
Some  forthright,  some  describe  a  sinuous  track, 
Some,  crestea  brilliantly,  with  heads  above. 
Some   in  a  strangled  swirl  sunk  who  knows 

how, 
But  all  bound  whither  the  main-current  sets 
Rockward,  an  end  in  foam  for  all  of  you  I 
What  if  I  be  o'ertaken,  pushed  to  the  front 
By  all  yon  crowding  smoother  souls  behind. 
And  reach,  a  minute  sooner  than  was  meant. 
The  boundary  whereon  I  break  to  mist  ? 
Go  to  I  the  smoothest  safest  of  you  all. 
Most  perfect  and  compact  wave  in  my  train. 
Spite  of  the  blue  tranquillity  above. 
Spite  of  the  breadth  before  of  lapsing  peace, 
Where  broods  the  halcyon  and  the  nsh  leaps 

free. 
Will  preeently  begin  to  feel  the  prick 
At  Isiy  heart,  the  push  at  torpid  brain. 
Will  rock  vertiginously  in  turn,  and  reel. 
And,  emulative,  rush  to  death  like  me. 
Later  or  sooner  by  a  minute  then. 
So  much  for  the  untimelinees  of  aeath  I 
And,  as  regards  the  manner  that  offends, 
The  rude  and  roug^,  I  count  the  same  for  gain. 
Be  the  act  harsh  ana  quick  I    Undoubtedly 
The  soul 's  condensed  and,  twice  itself,  expands 
To  burst  through  life,  by  alternation  due. 
Into  the  other  state  whate'er  it  prove. 
Yon  never  know  what  life  means  till  yon  die : 
Even  throughout  life,  't  is  death  that  makes 

life  live. 
Gives  it  whatever  the  significance. 
For  see,  on  your  own  ground  and  aiigument, 
Snppoae  life  had  no  death  to  fear,  how  find 
A  possibility  of  nobleness 
In  man,  prevented  darinfr  any  more  ? 
What 's  love,  what 's  faith  without  a  worst  to 

dread? 
Lack-lustre  jewelry  I  but  faith  and  love  ^ 
With  death  behind  them  bidding  do  or  die  — 
Put  such  a  foil  at  back,  the  sparkle 's  bom  I 
From  out  myself  how  the  strange  colors  come ! 
Is  there  a  new  rule  in  another  world  ? 
Be  sure  I  shall  resign  m]rself :  as  here 
I  recognized  no  law  I  could  not  see. 
There,  what  I  see,  I  shall  acknowledge  too: 
On  earth  I  never  took  the  Pope  for  God, 
In  heaven  I  shall  scarce  take  God  for  the  Pope, 
Unmanned,  remanned :  I  hold  it  probable  — 
With  somethii^  chai^elees  at  the  heart  of  me 
To  know  me  by.  some  nucleus  that 's  mvself : 
Acoretioiis  did  it  wrong  ?    Away  with  them  — 
You  soon  shall  see  the  use  of  fire  I 

Till  when, 
All  that  was,  is ;  and  must  forever  be. 
Nor  is  it  in  me  to  unhate  my  hates,  — 
I  use  up  my  last  strength  to  strike  once  more 
Old  Pietro  in  the  wine-house-^fossip-fsce. 
To  trample^  underfoot  the  whme  and  wile 
Of  beast  Violante,  —  and  I  grow  one  gorge 
To  loathiogly  reject  Pompiua's  pale 
Poison  my  nasty  hunger  took  for  food. 
A  strong  tree  wants  no  wreaths  about  its  tmnk, 
No  cloying  cups,  no  sickly  sweet  of  scent. 
But  sustenance  at  root,  a  bucketful. 
How  else  lived  that  Athenian  who  died  so. 
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Drinkiiifir  hot  hxdVn  blood,  fit  for  men  like  m«  ? 
I  liyed  and  died  a  man,  and  take  man's  chance, 
Honest  and  bold  :  rig^ht  will  be  done  to  such. 

AMio  are  these  you  have  let  descend  ray  stair  ? 
Ha,  their  accursed  psalm  I     Ligrhts  at  the  sill  I 
Is  it  **  Open  '*  they  dare  bid  von  ?    Treachery  1 
Sirs,  have  I  spoken  one  word  all  this  while 
Out  of  the  world  of  words  I  had  to  say  ? 
Not  one  word !    All  was  folly  —  I  laughed  and 

mocked  1 
Sirs,  my  first  true  word,  all  truth  uid  no  lie, 
Is  —  save  me  notwithstandine !    Life  is  all ! 
I  was  just  stark  mad,  —  let  the  madman  live 
Pressed  by  as  nianv  chains  as  you  please  pile  I 
Don't   open !    Hold    me   from   them !    I   am 

yours, 
I  am  the  Grimduke's  —  no,  I  am  the  Pope's  I 
Abate,—  Cardinal, —  Christ, —  Maria,— God, . . . 
Pompilia,  will  you  let  them  murder  me  ? 
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Here  were  the  end,  had  anything  an  end  : 
Thus,  lit  and  launched,  up  and  up  roared  and 

soared 
A  rocket,  till  the  kpy  o'  the  vault  was  reached, 
And  wide  heaven  held,  a  breathless  minute- 
space, 
In  brilliant  usurpature :  thus  caught  spark. 
Rushed  to  the  height,  and  hung  at  full  of  fame 
Over  men's  upturned  faces,  ghastly  thence. 
Our  glaring  Guido :  now  decline  must  be. 
In  its  explosion,  you  have  seen  his  act, 
By   my    power  — maybe,   judged  it   by  your 

own,  — 
Or  composite  as  good  orbs  prove,  or  crammed 
With  worse  ingredients  than  the  Wormwood 

Star. 
The  act,  over  and  ended,  falls  and  fades : 
^Vhat  was  once  seen,  grows  what  is  now  de- 
scribed, 
Then  talked  or,  told  about,  a  tin^e  the  less 
In  every  fresh  transmission ;  till  it  melts. 
Trickles  in  silent  oran|^  or  wan  gray 
Across  our  memory,  dies  and  leaves  all  dark, 
And  presently  we  find  the  stars  again. 
Follow  the  main  streaks,  meditate  the  mode 
Of   brightness,  how  it  hastes  to  blend  with 
black! 

After  that  February  Twenty  Two, 
Since  our  salvation.  Sixteen  Ninety  Eight, 
Of  all  reports  that  were,  or  may  have  been, 
C-onceniing  those  the  day  killea  or  let  live. 
Four  I  count  only.    Take  the  first  that  comes. 
A  letter  from  a  stranger,  man  of  rank, 
Venetian  visitor  at  Rome,  —  who  knows, 
On  what  pretence  of  busy  idleness  ? 
Thus  he  begins  on  evening  of  that  day. 


*'  Here  are  we  at  our  end  of  Carnival ; 
Prodigious  gayety  and  monstrous  mirth, 


And  constant  shift  of  entertaining  show  : 
With  influx,  from  each  quarter  of  the  globe. 
Of  strangers  nowise  wishful  to  be  last 
I'  the  struggle  for  a  good  place  presently 
When  that  Befalls  fate  cannot  long  defer. 
The  old  Pope  totters  on  the  verge  o'  the  graTe; 
You  see,  Malpichi  understood  far  more 
Than  Tozad  how  to  treat  the  ailments :  age. 
No  Question,  renders  these  inveterate. 
Carainal  Srada,  actual  Minister, 
Is  possible  Pope ;  I  wager  on  his  head. 
Since  those  four  entertainments  of  his  niece 
\Vhich  set  all  Rome  arstare :  Pope  prolMU>ly  — 
Though  CoUoredo  has  his  backers  too. 
And  San  Cesario  makes  one  doubt  at  times : 
Altieri  will  be  Chamberlain  at  most. 

^*  A  week  ago  the  sun  was  warm  like  May, 
And  the  old  man  took  daily  exercise 
Along  the  rivex^de  ;  he  loves  to  see 
That  Custom-house  he  built  upon  the  bank. 
For,  Naples-bom,  his  tastes  are  maritime : 
But  yesterday  he  had  to  keep  innloors 
Because  of  the  outrageous  rain  that  fell. 
On  such  days  the  good  soul  has  fainting-fits. 
Or  lies  in  stupor,  scarcely  makes  believe 
Of  minding  business,  fumbles  at  his  beads. 
They  say,  the  trust  that  keeps  his  heart  alive 
Is  that,  by  lasting  till  December  next. 
He  may  hold  Jubilee  a  second  time. 
And,  twice  in  one  reign,  ope  the  Holy  Doon. 
By  the  way,  somebocly  responsible 
Assures  me  that  the  Kin^  of  France  has  writ 
Fresh  orders :  F^nelon  will  be  condemned  : 
The  Cardinal  makes  a  wr^  face  enough. 
Having  a  love  for  the  delinquent :  still. 
He 's  uie  ambassador,  nmst  press  the  point. 
Have  you  a  wi4^r  too,  dependent  here  ? 

"  Now,  from  such  matters  to  divert  awhile, 

Hear  of  to-day's  event  which  crowns  the  week. 

Casts  all  the  other  wagers  into  shade. 

Tell  Dandolo  I  owe  him  fifty  drops 

Of  heart's  blood  in  the  shape  of  gold  zecchines  I 

The  Pope  has  done  his  woret :  I  nave  to  pay 

For  the  execntioii  of  the  Count,  by  Jove  f 

Two  da^s  since,  I  reported  him  as  safe. 

Re-echoing  the  conviction  of  all  Rome  : 

Who   could   suspect   its   one  deaf   ear  —  the 

Pope's  ? 
But  prejudioes  grow  insuperable, 
And  that  old  enmity  to  Austria,  that 
Passion  for  France  and  France's  pageant-king 
(Of  which,  why  pause  to  multiply  the  proofs 
Now  scanaalously  rife  in  Europe's  mouth  ? ) 
These  fairly  got  the  better  in  our  roan 
Of  justice,  prudence,  and  esprit  de  corps. 
And  he  persisted  in  the  butchery. 
Also,  't  IS  said  that  in  his  latest  walk 
To  that  Doganarby-the-Bank  he  built. 
The  crowd,  —  he  suffers  question,  unrebuked,  — 
Asked,  '  Whether  murder  was  a  privilege 
Only  reserved  for  nobles  like  the  Count  r  ' 
And  he  was  ever  mindful  of  the  mob. 
Martinez,  the  Cffisarean  Blinister, 
—  Who  used  his  best  endeavors  to  spare  blood. 
And  stronglv  pleaded  for  the  life  ^  of  one,' 
Urged  he, '  I  may  have  dined  at  table  with  ! '  — 
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He  will  not  auon  f orffet  the  Pope^s  rebuff, 
—  Feels  the  alight  aeusibly,  I  promiae  you  ! 
And  bat  for  the  diasnasion  of  two  eyea 
That  make  with  him  foul  weather  or  fine  day, 
He  had  abstained,  nor  graced  the  spectacle  : 
Aa  it  waa,  barely  woula  he  condescend 
Look  forth  from  the  palchetto  where  he  aat 
Under  the  Pineian :  we  shall  hear  of  thia  ! 
The  aubadtnting,  too,  the  People'a  Square 
For    the^  oat-o*-the-way  old   quarter   by  the 

Bridge, 
Was  meant  as  a  conciliatory  sop 
Tu  the  mob ;  it  gave  one  holiday  the  mora. 
But  the  French  Embassy  might  unfurl  flag,  — 
Still  the  good  luck  of  France  to  fling  a  foe  I 
Cardinal  Bouillon  triumphs  properly  ! 
Palchetti  were  erected  in  the  Piace, 
And  houses,  at  the  edge  of  the  Three  Streets, 
Let  their  front  windows  at  six  dollars  each : 
Angniseiola,  that  patron  of  the  arts. 
Hired  one  ;  our  Envoy  Contarini  too. 

"  Now  for  the  thing ;  no  sooner  the  decree 

Gone  forth,  —  't  is  tonr-and-twenty  hours  ago,  — 

Than  Aosiaiuoli  and  Panciatichi, 

Old  friends,  indeed  corapatriota  of  the  man. 

Being  pitched  on  as  the  couple  properest 

To  intimate  the  sentence  yestemignt. 

Were  closeted  ere  cock-crow  with  the  Count. 

They  both  report  their  efforts  to  diapose 

The  unhappy  nobleman  for  ending  well. 

Despite  the  natural  sense  of  injury. 

Were  crowned  at  last  with  a  complete  success. 

And  when  the  Company  of  Death  arrived 

At    twenty  -  hours,  —  the    way   they    reckon 

here, — 
We  say,  at  sunset,  after  dinner-time,  — 
The  Count  was  led  down,  hoisted  up  on  car. 
Last  of  the  five,  as  heinousest,  yon  know : 
Tet  they  allowed  one  whole  car  to  each  man. 
His  intrepidity,  nav,  nonchalance. 
As  up  he  stood  ana  down  he  sat  himself, 
Struck  admiration  into  those  who  saw. 
Then  the  nrocession  started,  took  the  way 
From  the  New  Prisons  by  the  Pil^m's  Street, 
The  street  of  the  Govemo,  Pasqum's  Street, 
(Where  was  stuck  up,  'mid  other  epigrams, 
A  quatrain  .  .  .  but  of  all  that,  presently  1) 
The  Place  Navona,  the  Pantheon  ^s  Place, 
Place  of  the  Column,  last  the  Corso^s  length, 
And  so  debouched  thence  at  Mannaia's  foot 
I'  the  Place  o'  the  People.    As  is  evident, 
(Despite  the  malice,  —  plainly  meant,  I  fear, 
Bv  tnis  abrupt  change  of  locality,  — 
The  Square  s  no  such  bad  place  to  head  and 

hang) 
We  had  the  titillation  as  we  sat 
Assembled,  (quality  in  conclave,  ha  ?) 
Of,  minute  after  minute,  some  report 
How  the  slow  show  was  winding  on  its  way. 
Now  did  a  car  run  over,  kill  a  man. 
Just  opponte  a  pork-shop  numbered  Twelve : 
And  bitter  were  the  outcries  of  the  mob 
Against  the  Pope  :  for,  but  that  he  forbids 
The  Lottery,  why,  Twelve  were  Tern   Qua- 

teml 
Now  did  a  benar  by  Saint  Agnes,  lame 
From  his  youui  up,  recover  use  of  leg, 


Through  prayer  of  Guido  as  he  glanced  that 

way : 
So  that  the  crowd  near  crammed  his  hat  with 

coin. 
Thus  was  kept  up  excitement  to  the  last, 
—  Not  an  abrupt  out-bolting,  as  of  yore. 
From  Castle,  over  Bridge  and  on  to  block. 
And  so  all  ended  ere  you  well  could  wink  ! 

**  To  mount  the  scaffold-steps,  Guido  was  last 

Here  also,  as  atrooiouaest  in  crime. 

We  hardly  noticed  how  the  peasants  died. 

They  dangled  somehow  aoon  to  right  and  left. 

And  we  remained  all  earn  and  eyea,  could  give 

Ouraelvea  to  Guido  undividedly, 

Aa  he  harangued  the  multitude  beneath. 

He  begj^  f orgivenesa  on  the  part  of  God, 

And  fair  conatruction  of  his  act  from  men, 

Whose  suffrage  he  entreated  for  his  soul, 

Sugtrestiiig  that  we  should  forthwith  repeat 

A  Irater  and  an  Ave^  with  the  hymn 

Salve  Regina  Ccdi,  for  his  sake. 

Which  saidj  he  turned  to  the  confessor,  crossed 

And  reconciled  himself,  witii  decency, 

Oft  glancing  at  Saint  Mary's  opposite. 

Where  they  possess,  and  showed  in  shrine  to- 

The  blessed  Umbilicus  of  our  Lord, 

(A  relic  't  is  believed  no  other  church 

In  Rome  can  boast  of)  —  then  rose  up,  as  brisk 

Knelt  down  again,  bent  head,  adapted  neck. 

And,  with  the  name  of  Jesus  on  his  lips. 

Received  the  fatal  blow. 

'*  The  headsman  showed 
The  head  to  the  populace.    Must  I  avouoli 
We  stitrngers  own  to  disappointment  here  ? 
Report  pronounced  him  fuUy  six  feet  Ugh, 
Yonn^sh,  considering  his  fifty  years. 
And,  if  not  handsome,  dignified  at  least. 
Indeed,  it  was  no  face  to  please  a  wife  ! 
His  friends  say,  this  was  caused  by  the  cos- 
tume: 
He  wore  the  dress  he  did  the  murder  in. 
That  ia,  a  jusl-a-^orps  of  russet  sei^. 
Black  camisole,  coarse  cloak  of  baraoan 
(So  they  style  here  the  garb  of  goat's -hair 

cloth). 
White  hat  and  cottcm  cap  beneath,  poor  Count, 
Preservative  against  the  evening  de^vs 
During  the  journey  from  Arezzo.    Well, 
So  died  the  man,  and  so  his  end  was  peace  ; 
Whence  many  a  moral  were  to  meditate. 
Spada  —  you  may  bet  Dandolo  —  is  Pope  I 
Now  for  the  quatrain  ! '' 


No,  friend,  thia  will  do  I 
Tou  Ve  sputtered  into  sparks.    What  streak 

comes  next  ? 
A  letter :  Don  Giacinto  Arcai^reli, 
Doctor  and  Proctor,  him  I  made  you  mark 
Buckle  to  business  in  his  study  late. 
The  virtuous  sire,  the  valiant  for  the  truth. 
Acquaints  his  correspondent,  —  Florentine, 
By  name  Cencini,  advocate  as  weU, 
Sociu8  and  brother-in-theHleTil  to  match,  — 
A  friend  of  Franoesehiui,  anyhow. 
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And  knit  np  with  the  bowels  of  the  ease,  — 
Acquaints  him  (in  this  paper  that  I  toncn) 
How  their  ioint  effort  to  obtain  reprieve 
For  Guido  nad  so  nearly  nicked  the  nine 
And  ninety  and  one  over,  —  folk  would  say, 
At  Tarocs,  —  or  succeeded,  —  in  our  phrase. 
To  this  Cencini's  care  I  owe  the  fiook. 
The  yellow  thing:  I  take  and  toss  once  more,  — 
How  will  it  be,  my  four-years^ -intimate, 
When  thou  and  I  part  company  anon  ?  — 
^T  was  he,  the  '^  vmole  position  of  the  case,*' 
Pleading  and  summary,  were  put  before ; 
Discreeuy  in  my  Book  he  bound  them  aU, 
Addingr  some  three  epistles  to  the  point. 
Here  is  the  first  of  these,  part  fresn  as  penned. 
The  sand,  that  dried  the  ink,  not  rubbed  away. 
Though  penned  the  day  whereof  it  tells  the 

deed: 
Part  —  extant  just  as  plainly,  you  know  where. 
Whence  came  the  other  stun,  went,  yon  know 

how. 
To  make  the  Ring  that's  all  but  round  and 

done. 


It 


Late  they  arrived,  too  late,  egregious  Sir, 
Those  same  justificative  points  you  urge 
Might  benefit  His  Blessed  Memory 
Count  Guido  Franoeschini  now  with  God  : 
Since  the  Court,  —  to  state  things  succinctly,  — 

styled 
The  Congregation  of  the  Governor, 
Having  resolved  on  Tuesday  last  our  cause 
I'  the  guilty  sense,  with  death  for  punishment, 
Spite  of  all  pleas  by  me  deducible 
In  favor  of  said  Blessed  Memory,  — 
I,  with  expenditure  of  pains  enough. 
Obtained  a  respite,  leave  to  claim  and  prove 
Exemption  from  the  law's  award,  —  alleged 
The  power  and  privile^  o'  the  Clericate : 
To  which  effect  a  courier  was  dispatched. 
But  ere  an  answer  from  Arezzo  came, 
The  Holiness  of  our  Lord  the  Pope  (prepare  !) 
Judging  it  inexpedient  to  postpone 
The  execution  of  such  sentence  passed, 
Saw  fit,  by  his  particular  chirograph. 
To  derogate,  dispense  with  privilege. 
And  wink  at  any  hurt  accruing  thence 
To  Mother  Church  through  dsmiage  of  her  son : 
Also,  to  oveipass  and  set  aside 
That  other  plea  on  score  of  tender  age. 
Put  forth  by  me  to  do  Pasquini  good. 
One  of  the  four  in  trouble  with  our  friend. 
So  that  all  five,  to-day,  have  suffered  death 
With  no  distinction  save  in  dying,  —  he, 
Decollate  by  mere  due  of  privilege. 
The  rest  hanged  decently  and  in  order.    Thus 
Came  the  Count  to  his  end  of  gallant  man, 
Defunct  in  faith  and  exemplarity : 
Nor  shall  the  shield  of  his  great  House  lose 

shine 
Thereby,  nor  its  blue  banner  blush  to  red. 
This,  too,  riiould   yield   sustainment   to   our 

hearts-^ 
He  had  commiseration  and  respect 
In  his  decease  from  universal  Koine, 
Quantum  eat  homtnutn  venuttiorum. 
The  nice  and  cultivated  everywhere  : 


Though,  in  respect  of  me  his  advocate. 
Needs  must  I  groan  o'er  my  debility. 
Attribute  the  untoward  event  o'  the  strife 
To  nothing  but  my  own  crass  ignorance 
Which  failed  to  set  the  valid  reasons  forth. 
Find  fit  excuse :  such  is  the  fate  of  war ! 
May  God  compensate  us  the  direful  blow 
Bv  future  blessings  on  his  family, 
Whersof  I  lowlv  beg  the  next  commands : 
—  Whereto,  as  humbly,  I  confirm  myself ''  .  .  . 

And  so  forth,  —  follow  name  and  place  and 

date. 
On  next  leaf  — 

^^  Heu^enus  senioribug  I 
There,  old  fox,  show  the  clients  t'  other  side 
And  keep  this  comer  sacred,  I  beseech  1 
Tou  and  vour  pleas  and  proofs  were  what  folk 

call 
Pisan  assistance,  ud  that  comes  too  lata. 
Saves  a  man  dead  as  nail  in  post  of  door. 
Had  I  but  time  and  space  for  narrative  I 
What  was  the  good  of  twenty  Clerioatas 
When  Somebody's  thick  headpiece  once  was 

bent 
On  seeing  (ruido's  drop  into  the  bag  ? 
How  these  old  men  like  giving  youth  a  poah ! 
So  much  the  better :  next  paui  goes  to  nim. 
And  a  new  Pope  begins  the  oenturv. 
Much  good  I  get  by  my  superb  defence  ! 
But  argument  is  solid  and  subsists. 
While  obstinacy  and  ineptitude 
Accompany  the  owner  to  his  tomb ; 
What  ao  I  care  how  soon  ?    Beside,  folks  aae  ! 
Rome  will  have  relished  heartily  the  show. 
Yet  understood  the  motives,  never  fear, 
Which  caused  the  indecent  change  o'  the  Peo- 
ple's Place 
To  the  People's  Playground,  —stigmatise  the 

spite 
Which  in  a  trice  precipitated  thin^  I 
As  oft  the  moribund  will  eive  a  kick 
To  show  they  are  not  abscdutely  dead. 
So  feebleness  i'  the  socket  shoots  its  uwt, 
A  spirt  of  violence  for  energy ! 

"  But  thou,  Cencini,  brother  of  my  breast, 
O  fox,  whose  home  is  'mid  the  tender  grape. 
Whose  couch  in  Tuscany  by  Themis'  Uirone, 
Subject  to  no  such  .  .  .  best  I  shut  my  month 
Or  only  open  it  again  to  say,  ^ 
This  pother  and  confusion  furly  laid. 
My  hands  are  empty  and  my  satchel  lank. 
Now  then  for  both  the  Matrimonial  Cause 
And  the  case  of  Gk>mes  I     Serve  them  hot  and 
hotl 

*^  Reli'qua  differamus  in  craMinum  ! 

Tlie  impatient  estafette  cracks  whip  outside : 

Still,  though  the  earth   should  swallow  him 

who  swean 
And  me  who  make  the  mischief  ^n  must  slip  •-> 
My  boy,  your  godson,  fat-chaps  Hyacinth, 
Enjoyed  the  sight  while  Papa  plodded  here. 
Ipromised  him,  the  rogue,  a  month  mo, 
Tne  day  his  birthday  was,  of  all  the  lutys. 
That  if  I  failed  to  save  Count  Gkiido's  head, 
Cinuccio  should  at  least  go  see  it  chopped 
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BVom  trunk  —  *  So,    la»-i«i»^    Tonr    thanks  I ' 
quoth  I, 

*  That  1  prefer,  hoe  ma/im,'  ra|M  me  out 

The  roeue :  you  notice  the  Buhjunotiye  ?     Ah  I 
Aoooramgly  ne  eat  there,  bold  in  boz^ 
Proud  as  the  Pope  beliind  the  peaoook-fans : 
Whereon  a  certain  ladv-patroness 
For  whom  I  manacre  tniuitB  (my  boy  in  front. 
Her  Marquis  sat  the  third  in  evidenee  ; 
BovB  have  no  eyes  nor  ears  save  for  the  show) 

*  This  time,  Cintino,'  was  her  sportiTe  word, 
When  whis  and  thump  went  axe  and  mowed 

kty  man. 
And  folk  could  fall  to  the  suspended  chat, 
^  This  time,  you  see,  Bottini  rules  the  roast. 
Nor  can  Papa  with  all  his  eloquence 
Be  reckoned  on  to  help  as  heretofore  I ' 
Whereat  Cinone  pouts  ;  then,  sparkishly — 

*  Papa  knew  better  than  ags^rieve  his  Pope, 
And  balk  him  of  his  grudire  against  our  Count, 
Else   he  *d    have    argued-off    Bottini's  *  .  .  . 

what? 

*  His  nose,'  —  the  rogue  1   well  parried  of  the 

boy!  ^ 
He  *s  long  since  out  of  Ctesar  (eight  years  old) 
And  as  for  tripping  in  Eutropius  .  .  .  well. 
Reason  the  more  tnat  we  strain  every  nerve 
To  do  him  justice,  mould  a  model-mouth, 
A  Biurtolus-cum-Baldo  for  next  age  : 
For  that  I  purse  the  pieces,  work  the  brain. 
And  want  both  Gomez  and  the  marriage-oase, 
Success  with  which  shall  plaster  aught  of  pate 
That  ^s  broken  in  me  bv  Bottini's  flail, 
And  bruise  his  own,   belike,  that  wags  and 

brags. 
Adverti  supplico  humiliter 
Qjfod^  don  t  the  f un|ru8  see,  the  fop  divine 
That  one  hand   drives  two   horses,  left  and 

ri^ht? 
With  tins  reign  did  I  rescue  from  the  ditch 
The  fortune  of  our  Franceschini,  keep 
Unsplaahed  the  credit  of  a  noble  House, 
And  set  the  fashionable  cause  at  Rome 
A-prancing  till  b^tanders  shouted  *  'ware  I ' 
The  other  rein's  judicious  management 
Suffered  old  Somebody  to  keep  the  pace. 
Hobblingly  play  the  roadster :  who  but  ne 
Had  his  ooinion,  was  not  led  by  the  nose 
In  leash  ot  quibbles  strung  to  look  like  law  I 
Tou  'U  soon  see,  —  when  I  go  to  pay  devoir 
And  compliment  him  on  confuting  me,  — 
If ,  by  a  back-swing  of  the  pendulum, 
Grace  be  not,  thick  and  threefold,  consequent. 

*  I  must  decide  as  I  see  proper,  Don  ! 

I  'm  Pope,  I  have  my  inward  lights  for  gruide. 
Had  learning  been  the  matter  in  dispute, 
Could  eloquence  avail  to  gainsay  fact. 
Yours  were  the  victory,  be  comforted ! ' 
Cinuzxo  will  be  gainer  by  it  all. 
Quick  then  with  Gomez,  hot   and  hot  next 
easel" 


Follows,  a  letter,  takes  the  other  side. 

Tall  blue-eved  Fisc  whose  head  is  capped  with 

cloud, 
Doctor  Bottini,  —  to  no  matter  who. 
Writes  on  the  Monday  two  days  afterward. 


Now  shall  the  honest  ehampionahip  of  ririit, 
Crowned  with  suooess,  enjov  at  last,  nnbumed, 
Moderate  triumph  !    Now  snail  eloquence 
Poured  forth  in  fancied  floods  for  virtue's  sake, 
(The  print  is  sorrowfully  dyked  and  dammed, 
But  shows   where  fain  the   unbridled  force 

^  would  flow. 
Finding  a  channel)  —  now  shall  this  refresh 
The  thirsty  donor  with  a  drop  or  two  I 
Here  has  been  truth  at  issue  with  a  lie  : 
Let  who  gained  truth  the  day  have  handsome 

priae 
In  his  own  prowessl      Eh?     What  ails  the 

man? 


»t 


Well,  it  is  over,  ends  as  I  foresaw: 
Easily  proved,  PomjjnHa's  innocence  I 
Catch  them  entrusting  Guide's  guilt  to  me 
Who  had.  as  usual,  the  plain  truth  to  plead. 
I  always  knew  the  clearness  of  the  stream 
Would  show  the  fish  so  thoroughly,  child  might 

prong 
The  clumsy  monster :  with  no  mud  to  sfJash, 
Small  credit  to  Ismx-eye  and  lightning^pear  I 
This   Guide  —  (much   sport   he  contrived  to 

make. 
Who  at  first  twist,  oreamble  of  the  cord. 
Turned  white,  tola  all,  like  the  poltroon  he 

was!)  — 
Finished,  as  you  expect,  a  penitent. 
Fully  confessed  his  crime,  and  made  amends. 
And,  edifying  Rome  last  Saturday, 
Died  like  a  saint,  poor  devil !    That 's  the  man 
The  ^ods  still  give  to  my  antagonist : 
Imagine  how  Arcangeli  dape  wing 
And  crows  1    *  Such  formidable  facts  to  face, 
So  naked  to  attack,  my  client  here. 
And  ^et  I  kept  a  month  the  Fisc  at  bay. 
And  in  the  end  had  foiled  him  of  the  prize 
By  this  arch-stroke,  this  plea  of  privilege, 
But  that  the  Pope  must  gratify  his  whim. 
Put  in  his  word,  poor  omman,  —  let  it  pass  ! ' 

—  Such  is  the  cue  to  which  all  Rome  responds. 
What  with  the  plain  truth  given  me  to  uph<4d, 
And,  should  I  let  truth  slip,  the  Pope  at  hand 
To  pick  up,  steady  her  on  legs  again, 

My  office  turns  a  pleasantry  indeed  I 
Not  that  the  burly  boaster  did  one  jot 
0'  the  little  was  to  do  —  young  Spreti's  work ! 
But  for  hira,  —  manikin  and  dandiprat. 
Mere  candle-end  and  inch  of  cleverness 
Stuck  on  Arcangeli's  save-all,  —  but  for  him 
The  spruce  young  Spreti,  what  is  bad  were 
worse  I 

"  I  looked  that  Rome  should  have  the  natural 

gird 
At  advocate  with  case  that  proves  itself ; 
I  knew  Arcangeli  would  j^^n  and  brf^ : 
But  what  say  you  to  one  impertinence 
Might  move  a  stone  ?     That  monk,  you  are  to 

know, 
That  barefoot  Augustinian  whose  report 
O'  the  dying  woman's  words  did  detriment 
To  my  best  points  it  took  the  freshness  from, 

—  That  meddler  preached  to  purpose  yesterday 
At  San  Lorenzo  as  a  winding-up 
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O'  the  show  which  proved  a  treaBore  to  the 

church. 
Oat  comes  his  sermon  smokiDf;  from  the  press : 
Its  text  —  *  Let  God  be  true,  and  every  man 
A  liar  ^  —  and  its  application,  this. 
The  loneest-windea  of  the  pan^piiphs, 
I  straigiit  unstitch,  tear  out   ima   treat  you 

with: 
'Tis  piping  hot  and  posts  through  Rome  to- 
day. 
Remember  it,  as  I  engage  to  do ! 


'*  But  if  you  rather  be  disposed  to  see 
jH  the  result  of  the  long  trial  here.  — 
This  dealing  doom  to  guilt  and  doling  praise 
To  innocency,  —  any  proof  that  truth 
May  look  for  vindication  from  the  world, 
Much  will  you  have  Doisread  the  signs,  I  say. 
God,  who  seems  acouiesoent  in  the  main 
With  those  who  add  *  So  will  he  ever  deep  '  — 
Flutters  their  foolishness  from  time  to  time, 
Puts  forth  his  right-hand  recc^^izably  ; 
Even  as,  to  fools  who  deem  he  needs  must  right 
Wrong  on  the  instant,  as  if  earth  were  heaven. 
He    wakes   remonstrance  —  *  Passive,*  Lord, 

how  long  ? ' 
Because  Pompilia's  purity^  prevails. 
Conclude  you,  all  truth  triumphs  in  the  end  ? 
So  might  those  old  iuhabitante  of  the  ark, 
Witneniug  haply  their  dove^s  safe  return. 
Pronounce  there  was  no  danger,  all  the  while 
O'  the  deluge,  to  the  creature^s  <K>nnterparts, 
Aught  that  beat  wing  i'  the  world,  was  white 

or  soft,  — 
And  that  the  lark,  the  thrush,  the  culver  too, 
Might  equally  have  traversed  air,  found  earth. 
And  brought  back  olive-branch  in  unharmed 

bill. 
Methinks    I    hear    the    Patriarch^s    warning 

voice  — 

*  Though  this  one  breast,  by  miracle,  return, 
Ko  wave  rolls  by,  in  all  the  waste,  but  bears 
Within  it  some  dead  dove-like  thing  as  dear. 
Beauty    made    blank    and    harmlessness    de- 
stroyed !  ' 

How  manv  chaste  and  noble  sister-fames 
Wanted  the  extricating  hand,  so  lie 
Strangled,  for  one  Pompilia  proud  above 
The  welter,  plucked  from  the  world's  calumny. 
Stupidity,  simplicity,  —  who  cares  ? 

*^  Romans !    An  elder  race  possessed  your  land 
Ixm?  ago,  and  a  false  faith  lingered  still. 
As  shades  do,  though  the  morning-star  he  out. 
1  )oubt.le8S  sonie  pagan  of  the  twilight-day 
Has  often  pointed  to  a  caTern-month, 
Obnojdons  to  beholders,  hard  by  Rome, 
And  said,  —  nor  he  a  bad  man,  no,  nor  fool,  — 
Only  a  man  bom  blind  like  all  his  mates,  — 

*  Here  skulk  in  safety,  lurk,  defying  law. 
The  devotees  to  execrable  creed, 

Adoring  —  with  what  culture  .  .  .  Jove,  avert 
Thy     vengeance     from     us     worshippers     of 

thee!  ... 
What  rites  obscene  —  their  idol-god  an  Ass  I ' 
So  went  the  word  forth,  so  acceptance  found, 
So  eentury  re-echoed  century, 


Cursed  the  aoonrsed,  —  and  so,  from  sire  to 

son, 
Tou  Romans  cried,  *The  offscourings  of  our 

race. 
Corrupt  within  the  depths  there  :  fitly  fiends 
Perform  a  temple-service  o'er  the  deaa  : 
Child,  gather  garment  round    thee,  paas  nor 

pry  I' 
Thus  groaned  your  generations  :  till  the  time 
Grew  ripe,  and  lightning  had  revealed,  belike, — 
Through  crevice  peeped  into  by  curious  fear,  — 
Some  object  even  fear  could  reoognixe 
I'  the  place  of  spectres  ;  on  the  illumined  wall. 
To  wit,  some  nook,  tradition  talks  about. 
Narrow  and  short,  a  corpse's  length,  no  more  : 
And  by  it,  in  the  due  receptacle, 
The  little  rude  brown  lamp  of  earthenware. 
The  cruse,  was  meant  for  flowers,  but  now  held 

blood. 
The    rough-scratched    palm-branch,  and    the 

lef^nd  left 
Pro  Chrigto.    Then  the  myster}'  la}*  clear  : 
The  abhorred  one  was  a  martyr  all  the  time. 
Heaven's  saint  whereof  earth  was  not  woraiT. 

What? 
Do  you  continue  in  the  old  belief  ? 
Where  blackness   bides  uubroke,  must  devils 

brood? 
Is  it  so  certain  not  another  cell 
O'  the  myriad  that  make  up  the  catacomb. 
Contains  some  saint  a  second  flash  would  show  ? 
Will  you  ascend  into  the  lM?ht  of  day 
And,  having  recognized  a  martyr's  shiine. 
Go  ioin  the  votanes  that  gape  around 
Each  vulgar  god  that  awes  the  market-place  ? 
Are  these  the  objects^  of  3'our  praising  ?    See ! 
In  tlie  outstretched  right  hand  of  Apollo,  there. 
Lies  screened  a  scorpion:    housed    amid    the 

folds 
Of  Juno's  mantle  lurks  a  centipede ! 
Each  statue  of  a  god  were  fitlier  styled 
Demon  and  devil.    Glorify  no  brass 
That  shines  like  burnished  gold  in  noonday 

ghire. 
For  fools  1    Be  otherwise  instructed,  yon  I 
And  preferably  ponder,  ere  ye  judge. 
Each  incident  of  this  strange  human  play 
Privily  acted  on  a  theatre 
That    seemed    secure    from    every  gaze  but 

God's,— 
Till,  of  a  sudden,  earthquake  laid  wall  low 
And  let  the  world  perceive  wild  work  inside. 
And  how,  in  petrifaction  of  surprise. 
The  actors  stood,  —  raised  arm  and  planted 

foot,  — 
Mouth  as  it  made,  eye  as  it  evidenced. 
Despairing  shriek,  triumphant  hate,  —  tnma- 

fixed. 
Both  he  who  takes  and  she  who  yields  the  life. 

^*  As  ve  become  spectators  of  this  scene  — 

Watch  obscuration  of  a  pearl-pure  fame 

By  vapory  films,  en  woven  circumstance, 

—  A  soul  made  weak  by  its  pathetic  want 

Of  just  the  first  apprenticeship  to  sin. 

Which  thenceforth   makes   the    sinning  soul 

secure 
From  all  foes  save  itself,  soul's  tmliest  foe,  — 
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Since  eg:^  turned  snake   needs   fear   no  ser- 

peutry,  — 
As  3^6  oehold  this  web  of  cirenmstanoe 
Deepen  the  more  for  every  thrill  and  throe, 
Ck>ninil8ive  effort  to  disperse  the  films 
And  disenmesh  the  fame  o'  the  martyr,  —  mark 
How  all  those  means,  the  unfriended  one  pur- 
sues. 
To  keep  the  treasure  trusted  to  her  breast^ 
Each  struggle  in  the  flight  from  death  to  life, 
How  all,  by  procuration  of  the  powers 
Of  darkness,  are  transformed,  —no  single  ray, 
Shot  forth  to  show  and  save  tne  inmost  star,^ 
But,  passed  as  through  hell's  prism,  prooeeding 

black 
To  the  world  that  hates  white  :  as  ye  watch,  I 

say. 
Till  dusk  and  such  defacement  grow  ecHpee 
By  —  maryelloos  perversity  of  man  !  — 
The  inadeooacy  and  inaptitude 
Of  that  selname  machine,  that  very  law 
Man  vaunts,  devised  to  dissipate  the  gloom, 
Rescue  the  drowning  orb  from  calumny, 
—  Hear  law,  appointed  to  defend  the  just. 
Submit,  for  best  defence,  that  wickedness 
Was  bred  of  flesh  and  innate  with  the  bone 
Borne  by  Pompilia's  spirit  for  a  space, 
And  no    mere    chance    faolt,  passionate  and 

brief: 
Finally,  when  ye  find,  —  after  this  touch 
Of  man  s  protection  which  intends  to  mar 
The  last  pin-point  of  light  and  damn  the  disc,  — 
One  wave  of  the  hand  of  God  amid  the  worlds 
Bid  vapor  vanish,  darkness  flee  away, 
And  let  the  vexed  star  culminate  in  peace 
Approachable  no  more  by  earthly  mist  — 
What  I  call  God^s  hand,  —  you,    perhaps,  — 

mere  chance 
Of  the  true  instinct  of  an  old  good  man 
Who  happens  to  hate  darkness  and  love  light,  — 
In  whom  too  was  the  eye  that  saw,  not  dim. 
The  natural  force  to  do  the  thing  he  saw. 
Nowise  abated,  —  both  by  miracle,  — 
All  this  well  pondered,  —  I  demand  assent 
To  the  enunciation  of  ray  text 
In  face  of  one  proof  more  that  ^  God  is  true 
And  every  man  a  liar '  —  that  who  trusts 
To  human  testimony  for  a  fact 
Gets  this  sole  fact  —  himself  is  proved  a  fool ; 
Man's  speech  being  false,  if  but  by  consequence 
Tliat  only  strength  is  true !  while  man  is  weak. 
And,  since  truth  seem  reserved  for  heaven  not 

earth, 
Plagned  here  by  earth's  prerogative  of  lies, 
Should  learn  to  love  and  long  for  what,  one 

day. 
Approved  by  life's  probation,  he  may  speak. 

**  For  me,  the  weary  and  worn,   who    haply 

prompt 
To  mirth  or  pity,  as  I  move  the  mood,  — 
A  friar  who  glides  unnoticed  to  the  grave. 
With  these  bare  feet,  coarse  robe  and  rope-girt 

waist, — 
I  have  long  since  renounced  your   world,  ye 

know: 
Tet  what  forbids  I  weigh  the  prize  foregone, 
Tlie  worldly  worth  ?    I  dare,  as  I  were  dead. 


Disinterestedly  judge  this  and  that 

Good  pre  account  q^oiod :  but  God  tries  the  heart. 

Still,  if  you  question  me  of  my  content 

At  having  put  each  human  pleasure  by, 

I  answer,  at  the  urgency  of  truth : 

As  this  world  seems,  I  dare  not  say  I  know 

—  Apart  from   Christ's   assurance  which  de- 

cides— 
Whether  I  have  not  failed  to  taste  much  joy. 
For  manv  a  doubt  will  fain  pertnrb  my  choice  — 
Many  a  dream  of  life  spent  otherwise  — 
How  human  love,  in  varied  shapes,  might  work 
As  glory,  or  as  rapture,  or  as  grace : 
How  oonversancy  with  the  books  that  teach. 
The  arts  that  help,  —  how,  to  grow  good  and 

great. 
Rather  than  simplv  good,  and  bring  thereby 
Goodness  to  breatne  and  live,  nor  bom,  i'  the 

brain. 
Die  there,  —  how  these  and  many  another  gift 
Of  life  are  precious  though  abjured  by  me. 
But,  for  one  prize,  best  meed  of  mightieat  man. 
Arch-object  of  ambition,  —  earthly  praise. 
Repute  o'  the  world,  the  flourish  of  loud  trump. 
The  softer  social  fluting,  —  Oh,  for  these, 

—  No,  my  friends !  Fame,  —  that  bubble  which, 

world-wide 
Each  blows  and  bids  his  neighbor  lend  a  breath. 
That  so  he  haply  may  behold  thereon 
One  more  enlarged  distorted  false  fool'siaoe. 
Until  some  glassy  nothing  ^^wn  as  big 
Send  by  a  touch  the  imperishable  to  suds,  — 
No,  in  renouncing  fame,  my  loss  was  light. 
Choosing  obscurity,  my  chance  was  wefi  I '' 


Didst  ever  touch  such  ampollosity 

As  the  monk's  own  bubble,  let  alone  its  spite  ? 

What's  his  speech  for,  but  just  the  fame  ha 

flouts? 
How  he  dares  reprehend  both  high  and  low. 
Nor  stoops  to  turn  the  sentence  **  God  is  true 
And  every  man  a  liar  —  save  the  Pope 
Happily  reigning  —  my  respects  to  him  I " 
And  so  round  off  the  period.    Molinism 
Simple  and  pure  I    To  what  pitch  get  we  next  t 
I  find  that,  tor  first  pleasant  consequence, 
Gomez,  who  had  intended  to  appeal 
From  the  absurd  decision  of  the  Court, 
Declines,  though  plain  enough  his  privilege. 
To  call  on  help  from  lawyers  any  more  — 
Resolves  eMi;h's  liars  may  possess  the  world. 
Till  God  have  had  sufficiency  of  both : 
So  may  I  whistle  for  my  job  and  fee ! 

But,  for  this  virulent  and  rabid  monk,  — 
If  law  be  an  inadequate  machine. 
And  advocacy,  froth  and  impotence. 
We  shall  soon  see,  my  blatant  brother !    That  *• 
Exactly  what  I  hope  to  show  your  sort  1 
For,  by  a  veritable  piece  of  luck. 
The  providence,  you  monks  round  period  with. 
All  mav  be  gloriously  retrieved.    Perpend  I 
That  Monastery  of  the  Convertites 
Whereto  the^  Court  consigned  Pompilia  first, 
—  Observe,  if  oonvertite,  why.  sinner  then. 
Or  what 's  the  pertinency  of  award  ?  — 
And  whither  she  was  late  ratumed  to  die. 
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—  Still  in  their  juriBdietioii,  mark  a^ain !  — 

That  thrifty  Sisterhood,  for  perquisite, 

Claims  every  piece  -whereof  may  die  possessed 

Each  sinner  in  the  oircoit  of  its  walls. 

Now,  this  Pompilia  seeing  diat,  by  death 

O*  the  couple,  all  their  wealth  devolved  on  her, 

Straight  utilized  the  respite  ere  decease, 

By  regular  conveyance  of  the  goods 

She  thought  her  own,  to  wiU  and  to  devise,  — 

Gave  all  to  friends,  Tighetti  and  the  like. 

In  trust  for  him  she  held  her  son  and  heir, 

Oaetano,  —  trust  which  ends  with  infancy : 

So  willing;  and  devising,  since  assured 

The  Justice  of  the  court  would  presently 

Connrm  her  in  her  rights  and  exculpate, 

Re-integrate  and  rehabilitate  — 

Place  her  as,  through  my  pleading,  now  she 

stands. 
But  here  ^s  the  capital  mistake  :  the  Court 
Found  Guide  guilty,  —  but  pronounced  no  word 
About  the  innocency  of  his  wife  : 
I  grounded  charge  on  broader  base,  I  hope  I 
No  matter  whether  wife  be  true  or  false. 
The  husband  must  not  push  sside  the  law. 
And  punish  of  a  sudden  :  that  ^s  the  point : 
Gather  from  out  my  speech  the  oontnuy  1 
It  follows  that  Pompiua,  unrelieved 
By  formal  sentence  from  imputed  fault. 
Remains  unfit  to  have  and  to  dispose 
Of  property  which  law  provides  snail  lapse : 
Wherefore  the  Monastery  claims  its  due. 
And  whose,  pra^,  whose  the  office,  but  the  Fise's  ? 
Who  but  I  institute  procedure  next 
Against  the  person  of  dishonest  life, 
Pompilia,  whom  last  week  I  sainted  so  ? 
I  it  is  teach  the  monk  what  scripture  means. 
And  that  the  tongue  should  prove  a  two-edged 

sword. 
No  axe  sharp  one  side,  blunt  the  other  way. 
Like  what  amused  the  town  at  Guide's  coat  I 
Astrosa  redux  !    I  've  a  second  chance 
Before  the  selfsame  Court  o*  the  Governor 
Who  soon  shall  see  volte-faoe  and  chop,  change 

sides. 
Accordingly,  I  charge  you  on  your  life. 
Send  me  with  a]l  dispatch  the  judgment  late 
O*  the  Florence  Rota  Court,  confirmative 
O'  the  prior  judgment  at  Arezzo,  clenched 
Again  by  the  Granduoal  signature. 
Wherein  Pompilia  is  convicted,  doomed. 
And  only  destined  to  escape  through  flight 
The  proper  punishment.    Send  me  the  piece,  — 
I  '11  work  it !     And  this  foul-mouthed  friar 

shall  find 
His  Noah's-dove  that  brought  the  olive  back 
Turn  into  qnite  the  other  sooty  scout. 
The  raven,  Noah  first  put  forth  the  ark. 
Which  never  came  bsok,  but  ate  carcasses ! 
No  adequate  machinery  in  law  ? 
No  power  of  life  and  death  i'  the   learned 

tongue? 
Methinks  I  am  already  at  my  speech, 
Startle  the  world  with  ''  Thou,  Pompilia,  thus? 
How  is  the  fine  trold  of  the  Temple  dim  1  '' 
And  so  forth.    But  the  courier  bids  me  close. 
And  clip  away  one    joke  that  runs  through 

Rome, 
Side  by  side  with  the  sermon  which  I  send. 


How  like  the  heartlessness  of  the  old  hunks 
Aroan^li  I    His  Count  is  hardly  cold. 
The  cheat  whom  his  blunders  sacrificed. 
When   somebody    musts   needs  describe    the 

scene  — 
How  the  procession  ended  at  the  ehnrok 
That  boasts  the  famous  relic  :  quoth  our  brats, 
*'  Why,  that 's  just  Martial's  phxase  for  '  make 

an  end '  — 
Ad utnbiliaim  sic perventftm  eat  I" 
The  callous  dog,  —  let  who  will  out  off  head. 
He  cuts  a  joke,  and  cares  no  more  than  so  I 
I  think  my  speech  shall  modify  his  mirth : 
''  How  is  the  fine  gold  dim !  ^  —  but  send  the 

piece  I 

Alack,  Bottini.  what  is  my  next  word 
But  death  to  all  that  hope  ?    The  Instnxment 
Is  plain  before  me,  print  that  ends  my  Book 
With  the  definitive  verdict  of  the  Court, 
Dated  September,  six  months  afterward, 
(Such  trouble  and  so  long  the  old  Pope  gave  1) 
"  In  restitution  of  the  perfect  fame 
Of  dead  Pompilia,  quondam  Guide's  wife. 
And  warrant  to  her  representative 
Domenioo  Tighetti,  barred  hereby,^ 
While  doing  dut^  in  his  guardianaiiip. 
From  all  molestioif,  all  disquietude, 
Each  perturbation  and  vexation  brought 
Or  threatened  to  be  brought  against  the 
By  the  Most  Venerable  Convent  called 
Saint  Mary  Magdalen  o'  the  Convertitea 
I'  the  Corso." 

Justice  done  a  second  time  I 
Well  judged.  Marc  Anton^r,  Locum-ienens 
O'  the  Governor,  a  Venturini  too  I 
For  which  I  save  thy  name,  —  last  of  the  list ! 


Next  year  but  one,  completing  hia  nine  ,  ^ 
Of  rule  in  Rome,  died  Innocent  my  Pope 
—  By  some  account,  on  his  accession-day. 
If  he  thought  douot  would  do  the  next  age 

?ood, 
'T  is  pity  he  died  unapprised  what  birth 
His  reign  may  boast  of,  be  remembered  by  — 
Terrible  Pope,  too,  of  a  kind,  —  Voltaire. 

And  so  an  end  of  all  i'  the  story.    Strain 

Never  so  much  my  eyes,  I  miss  the  mark 

If  lived  or  died  that  Gaetano,  child 

Of  Guido  and  Pompilia  :  onlv  find. 

Immediately  upon  hia  father's  death, 

A  record,  in  the  annals  of  the  town  — 

That  Porzia,  sister  of  our  Guido,  moved 

The  Priors  of  Arerao  and  their  head 

Its  Gonfalonier  to  give  loyally 

A  public  attestation  of  the  right 

O'  the  Franceschini  to  all  reverence  — 

Apparently  because  of  the  incident 

O'  the  miirder,  —  there  's  no  mention  made  o' 

the  crime. 
But  what  else  could  have  caused  such  urgency 
To  cure  the  mob,  just  then,  of  greediness 
For  scandal,  love  of  lying  vanity. 
And  appetite  to  swallow  crude  reports 
That  bring  annoyance  to  their  betters  ?  —  bane 
Which,  here,  was  promptly  met  by  antidote. 
I  like  and  shall  translate  the  eloquence  . 
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Of  nearly  the  worst  Lfttin  ever  writ : 

"  Since  antique  time  whereof  the  memory 

Holds  the  bennning,  to  this  present  hour, 

The  Franoeschini  ever  shone,  and  shine 

Still  i'  the  primary  rank,  supreme  amid 

The  lustres  of  Arezzo,  proud  to  own 

In  this  mat  family,  the  flac^bearer^ 

Guide  m  her  steps  and  guardian  against  foe,  — 

As  in  the  first  begiiuiingj  so  to-day  I '' 

There,  would  tou  diBbeueve  the  annalist. 

Go  rather  bv  the  babble  of  a  bard  ? 

I  thought,  Arezzo,  thou  hadst  fitter  souls, 

Petrarch,  —  nay,  Buonarroti  at  a  pinch, 

To  do  thee  credit  as  vexUlifer  I 

Was  it  mere  mirth  the  Patavinian  meant, 

Making  thee  out,  in  his  veracious  page. 

Founded  by  Janus  of  the  Double  r  ace  ? 

WelL  proving  of  such  perfect  parentage. 
Our  Gaetano,  bom  of  love  and  hate, 
I>id  the  babe  live  or  die  ?    I  fain  would  find  1 
What  were  his  fancies  if  he  grew  a  man  ? 
Was  he  proud,  —  a  true  scion  of  the  stock 
Which  bore  the  blazon,  shall  make  bright  my 

page- 
Shield,  Azure,  on  a  Trinle  Mountain,  Or, 
A  Paim-treCi  Proper,  whereunto  is  tied 
A  Greyhound,  Rampant,  striving  in  the  slips  ? 
Or  did  he  love  his  mother,  the  base-born. 
And   fight   i*    the   ranks,    unnoticed   by   the 

world  ? 

Snch«  then,  the  final  state  o'  the  story.    So 

Did  the  Star  Wormwood  in  a  blazing  fall 

Frighten  awhile  the  waters  and  Ue  lost. 

So  did  this  old  woe  fade  from  memory : 

Till  after,  in  the  fulness  of  the  days, 

I  needs  must  find  an  ember  yet  unqnenehed. 

And,  breathing,  blow  the  spark  to  flame.    It 

lives, 
If  precious  be  the  soul  of  man  to  man. 

So^  British  Public,  who  may  like  me  yet, 
(MLarrj  and  amen  I)  learn  one  lesson  hence 
Of  many  which  whatever  lives  should  teach  : 
This  lesson,  that  our  human  speech  ia  naught, 
Our  hnman  testamony  false,  our  fame 
And  human  estimation  words  and  wind. 
Why  take  the  artistic  way  to  prove  so  much  ? 
Because,  it  is  the  glory  and  gvMd  of  Art, 
That  Art  remains  the  one  way  possible 
Of  speaking  truth,  to  months  like  mine  at  least. 
How  look  a  brother  in  the  face  Mid  say, 
"  Thy  right  is  wrong,  eyes  hast  thou  yet  art 

blind  ; 
Thine  ears  are  stuiBPed  and  stopped,  despite  their 

length : 
And,  oh,  the  foolishness  thou  oonntest  faith  I  " 
Say  this  as  silverly  as  tongue  can  troll — 
The  anger  of  the  man  may  be  endured. 


The  shrug,  the  disappointed  eves  of  him 
Are  not  so  bad  to  bear  —  but  here 's  the  plague 
That  all  this  trouble  comes  of  telling  truth. 
Which  truth,  by  when  it  reaches  nim,  looks 

false. 
Seems  to  be  just  the  thing  it  would  supplant. 
Nor  recognizable  by  whom  it  left : 
While  falsehood  would  have  done  the  work  of 

truth. 
But  Art,  —  wherein  man  nowise  speaks  to  men, 
Onl^  to  mankind,  —  Art  may  tell  a  truth 
Obliquely,  do  the  thing  shall  breed  the  thought. 
Nor  wrong  the  thougnt,  miiwing  the  mediate 

wora. 
So  may  you  paint  your  picture,  twice  show 

truth, 
Beyond  mere  imagery  on  the  wall,  — 
So,  note  by  note,  bring  music  from  your  mind. 
Deeper  than  ever  e^en  Beethoven  dived,  — 
So  write  a  book  shall  mean  beyond  the  tacts. 
Suffice  the  eye  and  save  the  soul  beside. 

And  save  the  soul !  If  this  intent  save  mine,  » 
If  the  rough  ore  be  rounded  to  a  ring. 
Bender  all  duty  which  good  ring  should  do. 
And,  failiug  grace,  sucked  in  guardianship,  — 
Might  mine  but  lie  outside  thine.  Lyric  Love, 
Thy  rare  gold  ring  of  verse  (the  poet  praised) 
T  .inking  our  England  to  his  Italy  I 


HELEN'S  TOWER 

Written  at  the  request  of  the  Earl  of  Dufferin 
and  Clandeboye,  who  had  built  a  tower  to  the 
memory  of  his  mother,  Helen,  Countess  of 
Giffard,  on  a  rock  on  his  estate  at  Clandeboye, 
Ireland,  and  printed  in  the  Poll  Mall  Gazette  of 
December  28, 1883. 

Who  hears  of  Helenas  Tower,  may  dream  per- 
chance 
How  the  Greek  Beauty  from  the  Scssan  Gate 
GhuEcd  on  old  friends  unanimous  in  hate, 

Death-doomM  because  of  her  fair  countenance* 

Hearts  would  leap  otherwise,  at  thy  advance, 
Lady,  to  whom  this  Tower  is  consecrate ! 
Like  hers,  thy  face  once  made  all  eyes  elate, 

Tet,  unlike  hers,  was  blessed  by  every  glance. 

The  Tower  of  Hate  is  outworn,  far  and  strange : 
A  transitory  shame  of  long  ago^ 
It  dies  into  the  sand  from  which  it  sprang  ; 
But  thine.  Lovers  rock-built  Tower,  shall  fear 
no  change : 
God's  self  laid  stable  earth's  foundation  so. 
When  all  the  monung-stazs  together  sang* 

AprU  26, 1870. 
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INCLUDING 

A    TRANSCRIPT    FROM    EURIPIDES 


'*  Our  Euripides,  the  Human, 

With  his  droppings  of  warm  tears, 
And  his  touches  of  things  common 
Till  they  rose  lo  touch  the  spheres.*' 


TO   THE   COUNTESS  COWPER 

If  I  mention  the  simple  truth,  that  this  poem  abeolutely  owes  its  existence  to  you,  — 
who  not  only  suggested,  but  imposed  on  me  as  a  task,  what  has  proTed  the  most  delight- 
ful of  May-month  amusements,  —  I  shall  seem  honest,  indeed,  but  hardly  pradent ;  for, 
how  good  and  beautiful  ought  such  a  poem  to  be  1 

Euripides  might  fear  little  ;  but  I,  also,  have  an  interest  in  the  performance ;  and  whAt 
wonder  if  I  beg  you  to  suffer  that  it  make,  in  another  and  far  easier  sense,  its  nearest 
possible  approach  to  those  Greek  qualities  of  goodness  and  beauty,  by  laying  itself  grate- 
fully at  your  feet  ?  R.  B. 

London,  July  23, 1871. 


Aftkr  the  publication  of  the  fourth  volume 
of  The  Ring  and  the  Book  in  February,  1869, 
Browning  published  nothing  until  March,  1871, 
when  he  printed  Hervi  Riel  in  the  CornhiU 
Magazine^  afterward  including  it  in  his  first 
new  volume  of  collected  poems.  In  August  of 
the  same  year  appeared  the  first  of  his  larger 
ventures  in  the  field  of  Greek  life.  This  poem 
was  followed  four  years  later  by  Aristophanes* 

About  that  strangest,  saddest,  sweetest  song 
I,  when  a  girl,  heard  in  Kameiros  once. 
And,  after,  saved  my  life  by  ?    Oh,  so  glad 
To  tell  you  the  adventure  1 

Petals, 
Phnllis,  Charop^.  Chmsion  1    Yon  must  know, 
This  ^  ^  after '^  fell  in  that  unhappy  time 
When  poor  reluctant  Nikias,  pushed  by  fate, 
Went  lalteringly  aerainst  Syracuse  ; 
And  there  shamed  Athens,  lost  her  ships  and 

men. 
And  gained  a  grave,  or  death  without  a  grave. 
I  was  at  Rhodes  —  the  isle,  not  Rhodes  the 

town. 
Mine  was  Kameiros  —  when  the  news  arrived  : 
Our  people  rose  in  tumiilt.  cried,  ''*'  No  more 
I>nty  to  Athens,  let  us  join  the  League 
And  side  with  Sparta,  shkre  the  spoil,  —  at 

worst. 
Abjure  a  headship  that  will  ruin  Greece  !  ** 
And  so,  they  sent  to  Knidos  for  a  fleet 
To  come  and  help  revolters.   Ere  help  came,  — 
Girl  as  I  was,  and  never  out  of  Rhodes 
The  whole  of  my^  first  fourteen  years  of  life, 
But  nourished  with  Iliasian  raotner^s-milk,  — 
I  passionately  cried  to  who  would  hear 


Apology,  and  it  is  so  intimately  connected  with 
Balaustion's  Adventure  that  in  this  edition  it  is 
made  to  follow  it,  though  the  chronological 
sequence  was  broken,  as  will  be  seen,  by  the 
composition  and  publication  of  other  considera- 
ble works.  The  motto  at  the  head  of  the 
poem  is  from  Mrs.  Browning,  and  in  the  last 
Hnes  of  the  poem  Browning  couples  her  with  his 
friend  Sir  Frederick  Leightou. 

And  those  who  loved  me  at  Kameiros  —  "  No  ! 

Never  throw  Athens  off  for  Spartans  sake  — 

Never  disloyal  to  the  life  and  light 

Of  the  whole  world  worth  caUing  world  at  all  I 

Rather  go  die  at  Athens,  lie  outstretched 

For  feet  to  trample  on,  before  the  gate 

Of  Diomedes  or  the  Hippadai, 

Before  the  temples  ana  among  the  tomba. 

Than  tolerate  tne  grim  felicity 

Of  harsh  Lakonia  I    Ours  the  fasts  and  feasts, 

Choes  and  Chutroi ;  ours  the  sacred  grove. 

Agora,  IMkasteria,  Poikil^,  ^ 

Pnux,  Keramikoe ;  Salamis  in  sight, 

Pisuttalia,  Marathon  itself,  not  far  I 

Ours  the  great  Dionusiac  theatre. 

And  tragic  triad  of  immortal  fames, 

Aischulos,  Sophokles,  Euripides  I 

To  Athens,  all  of  us  that  have  a  soul, 

Follow  me ! "      And  I  wrought  so  with  my 

prayer. 
That  certain  of  my  kinsfolk  crossed  the  strut 
And  found  a  ship  at  Kaunos ;  weU-^lisposed 
Because  the    Captain  —  where    did    ne  dnw 

breath 
First  but  within  Psuttalia  ?    Thither  fled 
A  few  like-minded  as  ourselves.     We  turned 
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The  ^ad  prow  westward,  looii  were  out  at  lea, 
Piuhiiifr*  braye  ibip  with  the  TermilioD  eheek, 
Proud  for  oar  hearths  trae  harbor.    Bat  a  wind 
Lay  ambushed  by  Point  Malea  of  bad  fame. 
And  leapt  out,  bent  us  from  our  course.    Next 

day 
Broke  stormless,  so  broke  next  bhie  day  and 

next. 
**  But  whither  bound  in  this  white  waste  ?  " 

we  phtfued 
The  pilot's  oU  experience :  *'  Cos  or  Crete  ?  *' 
Because  he  promised  us  the  land  ahead. 
While  we  strained  eyes  to  share  in  what  he  saw, 
The  Captain^s  shout  startled  as ;    round  we 

rushed : 
What  hunir  behind  ns  but  a  pirate-ship 
Panting-  for  the  good  prize !    ''  How  I  harder 

row  I 
Row  for  dear  life  ! "  the  Captain  cried :  "  't  is 

Crete, 
Friendly  Crete  looming  large  there !    Beat  this 

craft 
That  *s  but  a  keles,  one-benchedpirate-bark, 
Ijokrian,  or  that  bad  breed  off  'fhessaly  1 
Only,  so  cruel  are  such  water-thieves. 
No  man  of  you,  no  woman,  child,  or  slave. 
But  falls  their  prev,  once  let  them  board  our 

boat  I" 
So,  furiously  our  oarsmen  rowed  and  rowed : 
And  when  tine  oars  flagged  somewhat,  dash  and 

dip. 
As  we  approached  the  coast  and  safety,  so 
That  we  could  hear  behind  us  plain  the  threats 
And  curses  of  the  pirate  panting  up 
In  one  more  throe  and  passion  of  pursuit, — 
tSeeiu^  our  oars  Bag  in  the  rise  and  fall, 
I  sprang  upon  the  altar  by  the  mast 
And  sang  aloft — some  genius  promptinir  ^oae  — - 
That  song  of  ours  which  saved  at  Salamis : 
**  O  sons  of  Greeks,  go,  set  your  country  free. 
Free  your  wives,  free  your  children,  free  tiie 

fanes 
O'   the   Gods,   your    fathers   founded,  —  sep- 
ulchres 
They  sleep  in !    Or  save  all,  or  all  be  lost !  " 
Tlien,  in  a  frenzy,  so  the  noble  oars 
("homed  the  black  water  white,  that  well  away 
We  drew,  soon  saw  land  rise,  saw  hills  grow 

up. 
Saw  spread  itself  a  sea>wide  town  with  towers, 
Not  fifty  stadia  distant ;  and,^  betwixt 
A  large  bay  and  a  small,  the  islet-bar. 
Even  Ortugia's  self  —  on,  luokless  we  1 
For  here  was  Sicily  and  Syracuse : 
We  ran  upon  tl^  hon  from  tlie  wolf. 
Eire  we  drew  breath,  took  counsel,  ont  there 

came 
A  galley,  hailed  ns.    *'  Who  asks  entry  here 
In   war-time?    Are    you   Spartans   mend   or 

foe?" 
^^Kaunians," — our  Captain  judged  his  best 

reply, 
**  The  mainland-seaport  that  belongs  to  Rhodes  ; 
Rhodes   that  casts  in  her  lot  now   with  the 

Leai^ne. 
Forsaking  Atnens,  —  yon  have  heard  belike  !  " 
*^  Ay,  but  we  heard  ail  Athens  in  one  ode 
Just  now  t  we  heard  her  in  that  Aisohnlos ! 


Yon  brinir  a  boatful  ol  Athenians  here, 
Kaunians  although  you  be :  and  prudence  bids. 
For  Kaunos'  sake,  whv,  carry  them  unhurt 
To  Kannos,  if  you  will :  for  Athens*  sake. 
Back  must  you,  though  ten  pirates  blocked  the 

bay  I 
We  want  no  colony  from  Athens  here, 
With  memories  of  Salamis,  forsooth, 
To  spirit  up  our  captives,  that  fiale  crowd 
I'  the  quarry,  whom  the  daily  pint  of  com 
Keeps  m  good  order  and  submissiveness." 
Then  the  gray  Captain  prayed  them  by  the 

Gods,^ 
And  by  their  own  knees,  and  their  fathers* 

beards. 
They  should  not  wickedly  thrust  suppliants 

back. 
But  save  the  innocent  on  traffic  bound  — 
Or,  maybe,  some  Atbeman  family 
Perishing  of  desire  to  die  at  home, — 
From  that  vile  foe  still  lying  on  its  oais. 
Waiting  the  issue  in  the  distance.    Vain  ! 
Words  to  the  wind  I    And  we  were  just  about 
To  turn  and  face  the  foe,  as  some  tired  bird 
Barbarians  pelt  at,  drive  with  shouts  away 
From  shelter  in  what  rocks,  however  rude. 
She  makes  for,  to  escape  the  kindled  eye. 
Split  beak,  crook'd  claw  o'  the  ereature,  cormo- 
rant 
Or  oesif rage,  that,  hardly  baffled,  hangs 
Afloat  i'  the  foam,  to  take  her  if  she  turn. 
So  were  we  at  destruction's  very  edre. 
When  those  o'  the  galley,  as  they  had  discossed 
A  point,  a  question  raised  by  somebody^ 
A  matter  mooted  in  a  moment,  —  **  Wait  I  " 
Cried  they  (and  wait  we  did,  you  may  be  sure). 
*^  That  song  was  veritable  Aischidos, 
Familiar  to  the  mouth  of  man  and  boy. 
Old  glory :  how  about  Euripides  ? 
The  newer  and  not  yet  so  famous  bard, 
He  that  was  bom  upon  the  battle-day 
Wliile  that  song  ana  the  salpinx  sounded  him 
Into  the  world,  first  sound,  at  Salamis  — 
Might  you  know  any  of  his  verses  too  ?  " 

Now,  some  one  of  the  Gods  inspired  this  speech : 
Since  ourselves  knew  what  happened  but  last 

year  — 
How,  when  Gulippos  gained  his  victory 
Over  poor  Nikias,  poor  Demosthenes, 
And  Syracuse  condemned  the  conquered  force 
To   dig  and  starve  i*   the   qnarry,    branded 

tnem  — 
Freeborn  Athenians,  brute-like  in  the  front 
With   horse-head   brands,  —  ah,   *'  Region  of 

theSteed"!- 
Of  all  these  men  immersed  in  misery, 
It  was  found  none  had  been  advantajged  so 
By  aus^t  in  the  past  life  he  used  to  prise 
And  pride  himself  concerning,  — no  rich  man 
By  riches,  no  wise  man  by  wisdom,  no 
Wiser  man  still  (as  who  loved  more  the  Muse) 
By  storing,  at  brain's  edge  and  tap  of  tongue, 
Old  glorv,  great  plays  that  had  long  aso 
Made   themselves    wings    to    fly    aboat   the 

world,  — 
Not  one  such  man  was  helped  so  at  his  need 
As  certain  few  that  (wisest  they  <tf  aU) 
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Had,  at  first  summons,  oped  heart,  flung  door 

wide 
At  the  new  knocking  of  Euripides,  ^ 
Nor  drawn  the  bolt  with  who  cried  *^  Deca- 
dence ! 
And,  after  Sophokles,  be  nature  dumb  I  " 
•Such,  —  and  I  see  in  it  God  Baeohos*  boon 
To  souls  that  recognized  his  latest  child, 
He  who  himself,  Iwm  latest  of  the  Gods, 
Was  stoutly  held  impostor  by  mankind,  — 
Such  were  m  safety  :  any  who  could  speak 
A  chorus  to  the  end,  or  prologize. 
Roll  out  a  rhesis.  w  ield  some  golden  length 
iitiffened  by  wisdom  out  into  a  line. 
Or  thrust  and  parry  in  bright  monoetieh, 
Teaching  Euripides  to  Syracuse  ^ 
Any  sucn  happy  roan  had  prompt  reward : 
If  he  lay  bleeain^  on  the  battleneld 
They  stanched  his  wounds  and  gave  him  drink 

and  food ; 
H  he  were  slave  i^  the  house,  for  reverence 
They  rose  up,  bowed  to  who  proved  master 

now. 
And  bade  him  ^  free,  thank  Euripides ! 
Ay,  and  such  did  so:  many  such,  he  said, 
Returning  home  to  Athens,  sought  him  out, 
The  old  bard  in  the  solitary  house. 
And  thanked  him  ere  they  went  to  sacrifice. 
I  say,  we  knew  that  story  of  last  year  I 

Therefore,  at  mention  of  Euripides, 

The  Captain  crowed  out,   *'  Euoi,  praise  the 

God! 
Oop,  boys,  bring  onr  owl-shield  to  the  fore  I 
Out   with   our    Sacred    Anchor  1    Here    she 

stands, 
Balaustion  !    Strangers,  greet  the  lyric  girl ! 
Euripides  I    Babai  I  what  a  word  there  'soaped 
Tour  teeth*s  enclosure,  quoth  my  graadsire's 

song  I 
Why,    fast    as  snow   in  Thrace,  the   voyage 

through. 
Has  she  been  falling  thick  in  flakes  of  him ! 
Frequent  as  figs  at  Kaunos,  Kaunians  said. 
Balaostion,  stand  forth  and  confirm  mv  si)eech  I 
Now  it  was  some  whole  passion  of  a  puky  ; 
Now,  penidventure,  but  a  honey-drop 
That  slipt  its  comb  i*  the  chorus.    If  there  rose 
A  star,  before  I  could  determine  steer 
Southward  or  northward  —  if  a  cloud  suxprised 
Heaven,  ere  I  fairly  hollaed  *  Furl  the  sau  I '  — 
She  had  at  fillers*  end  both  cloud  and  star ; 
Some  thought  that  perched  there,  tame  and 

timable. 
Fitted  with  wings ;  and  still,  as  off  it  flew, 
*So  sang  Euripides/  she  said,  *  so  sang 
The  meteoric  poet  of  air  and  sea. 
Planets  and  the  pale  populace  of  heaven. 
The  mind  of  man,  and  all  that 's  made  tosoar  I  * 
And  so,  idthough  she  has  some  other  name. 
We  onl]r  call  her  Wild-pomegranate-fiower, 
Balaustion ;  since,  where'er  the  red  bloom  bums 
I'  the  dull  dark  verdure  of  the  bounteous  tree, 
Dethroning,  in  the  Rosy  Isle,  the  rose. 
You  shall  find  food,  drink,  odor,  all  at  once ; 
Cool  leaves  to  bind  about  an  aching  brow. 
And,  never  much  awa]r,  the  nightingale. 
Sing  them  a  strophe,  with  the  turn-again, 


Down  to  the  verse  that  ends  all,  pioTerl^-like, 
And    save   us,    thou    Balaostaon,    bleas    the 
name  I " 

But  I  cried,  ' '  Brother  Gh?eek  I  better  than  so,  — 

Save  u»,  and  I  have  courage  to  recite 

The  main  of  a  whole  play  from  first  to  last  j 

That  strangest,  saddest,  sweetest  song  of  his, 

Alkkbtis  ;  which  was  taught,  long  yean  ago 

At  Athens,  in  Glaukinos'  luchonship, 

But  only  this  year  reached  our  Isle  o'  the  Rom. 

I  saw  it  at  Kameiros ;  played  the  same. 

They  say,  as  for  the  right  Lenean  feast 

In  Athens ;  and  beside  the  perfect  piece  — 

Its  beauty  and  the  wav  it  makes  you  weep,  — 

There  is  much  honor  oone  your  own  loved  God 

Herakles,  whom  vou  house  i'  the  city  here 

Nobly,  the  Temple  wide  Greece  talks  about  I 

I  come  a  suppliant  to  your  Herakles  I 

Take  me  and  put  me  on  his  teniple-steps, 

To  tell  you  his  achievement  as  I  may. 

And,  tluit  told,  he  shall  bid  you  set  us  free !  ** 


Then,  because  Greeks  are  Greeks,  and  hearts 

are  hearts. 
And  poetry  is  power,  -^  they  all  outbroke 
~       _      ^ti( 

*'  Thank  Herakles  for  the 
Make  for  the  harbor  I 


In_ja  great  joyous  laughter  with  much  love 

good  holiday  I 
Row, 


and  let  Toioe 


img, 


^  In  we  row,  bringing  more  Euripides !  * " 
All  the  orowd,  as  they  lined  the  harbor  now, 
**  More  of  Euripides  P'  —  took  up  the  cry. 
We  landed  ;  the  whole  city,  soon  astir. 
Came  rushing  out  of  gates  in  common  ^y 
To  the  suburb  temple  ;  there  they  stationed  me 
O*  the  topmost  step :  and  plain  I  todd  the  play. 
Just  as  I  saw  it ;  what  the  actors  said. 
And  what  I  saw,  or  thought  I  saw  the  while. 
At  onr  Kameiros  theatre,  dean-scooped 
Out  of  a  hillside,  with  the  sky  above 
And  sea  before  our  seats  in  marble  row  : 
Told  it,  and,  two  days  more,  repeated  it. 
Until  they  sent  us  on  onr  way  M;ain 
With  good  words  and  great  wishes. 

Oh,  for  me  — 
A  wealthy  Syracosan  brought  a  whole 
Talent  and  bade  me  t^e  it  for  myself : 
I  left  it  on  the  tripod  in  the  fane. 
—  For  had  not  Herakles  a  secona  time 
Wrestled  with  Death  and  saved  devoted  ones  ? — 
Thank-offering  to  the  hero.    And  a  band 
Of  captives,  whom  their  lords  grew  khoder  to 
Because  they  called  the  poet  countryman. 
Sent  me  a  crown  of  wild«pomegTanal»4ower : 
So,  I  shall  Utc  and  die  Balaustion  now. 
But  one  —  one  man  —  one  youth,  —  three  days, 

each  day,  — 
(If,  ere  I  lifted  up  my  voice  to  speak, 
I  gave  a  downward  ^noe  by  accident,) 
Was  found  at  foot  o*  the  temple.    When  we 

sailed, 
There,  in  the  ship  too,  was  he  found  as  weQ, 
Having  a  hunger  to  see  Athens  too. 
We  reached  Feiraieus;  when  I  landed — lo. 
He  was  beside  me.    Anthesterion-month 
Is  just  commencing :  when  its  moon  roirnds  full, 
We  are  to  many.    O  Euripides  1 
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I  mw  the  iDMter :  wb«n  we  f oand  ounelTef 

(Because  the  youiiff  man  needs  must  follow  me) 

Firm  on  PeiraieuSf  I  demanded  first 

Whither  to  go  and  find  him.  Would  you  think  ? 

The  story  how  he  saved  us  made  some  smile : 

Tliey  wondered  strangers  were  exorhitant 

In  estimation  of  Euripides. 

He  was  not  Aisohulos  nor  Sophoklee : 

—  **  Then,  of  our  younger  hards  who  boast  the 

bay, 
Had  I  sought  AgaUion,  or  Iophon« 
Or,  what  now  had  it  been  Kephisophon  ? 
A  man  that  never  kept  good  company, 
The  most  unsociable  of  poet-kind. 
All  beard  that  was  not  freckle  in  his  face  I  '* 

I  soon  was  at  the  tragic  house,  and  saw 
The  master,  held  the  sacred  hand  of  him 
And  laid  it  to  my  lips.    Men  love  him  not : 
How  should  they  ?    Nor  do  they  much  love  his 

friend 
Sokrates :  but  those  two  have  fellowship : 
Sokrates  often  oomes  to  hear  him  read. 
And  never  misses  if  he  teach  a  piece. 
Both,  being  old,  will  soon  have  company. 
Sit  with  their  peers  above  the  talk.   Meantime, 
He  lives  as  should  a  statue  in  its  niche ; 
Cold  walls  enclose  him,  mostly  darkness  there. 
Alone,  unless  some  foreigner  uncouth 
Breaks  in,  sits,  stares  an  hour,  and  so  de]>art8, 
Brain-stuffed  with  something  to  sustain  his  life, 
Dry  to  the  marrow  *mid  mudi  merchandise. 
How  should  such  know  and  love  the  man  ? 

Why,  mark ! 
Even  when  I  told  the  play  and  got  the  praise, 
There  spoke  up  a  brisK  little  somebody. 
Critic  and  whippersnapper,  in  a  rage 
To  set  things  light:      The  girl  departs  from 

tmthl 
Pretends  she  saw  what  was  not  to  be  seen, 
M Airing  the  mask  of  the  actor  move,  forsooth  I 

*  Then  a  fear  flitted  o^er  the  wif e^s  white  face,'  — 

*  Then  frowned  the  father,' — *'  then  the  hnsbEuid 

shook,^  — 

*  Then  from  the  festal  forehead  slipt  each  spray. 
And  the  heroic  mouth^s  say  grace  was  gone ;  *  — 
As  she  had  seen  each  naked  fleshly^  face. 

And  not  the  merely-painted  mask  it  wore ! " 

Well,  is  the  explanation  difficult  ? 

What 's  poetry  except  a  power  that  makes  ? 

And,  speaking  to  one  sense,  inspires  the  rest. 

Pressing  them  all  into  its  service ;  so 

That  who  sees  painting,  seems  to  hear  as  well 

The  speech  that  ^s  proper  for  the  painted  month ; 

And  who  hears  music,  feels  his  solitude 

Peopled  at  once — for  how  count  heartbeats 

plun 
Unless  a  company,  with  hearts  which  beat. 
Come  close  to  the  musician,  seen  or  no  ? 
And  who  receives  true  verse  at  eye  or  ear. 
Takes  in  (with  verse)  time,plaoe,  and  person  too, 
So,  links  each  sense  on  to  its  sister-sense, 
Grace-like :  and  what  if  but  one  sense  of  three 
Front  yon  at  once  ?    The  sidelong  pair  conceive 
Through  faintest  touch  of  finest  finger-tips,  — 
Hear,  see  and  feel,  in  f aith^s  simplicity. 
Alike,  what  one  was  sole  recipient  of : 
Who  hears  the  poem,  therefore,  sees  the  play. 


Enough  and  too  much  !    Hear  the  play  itself  I 
Under  the  grape-vines,  by  the  streamlet-side, 
Close  to  Baccheion ;  tUl  the  cool  increase. 
And  other  stars  steal  on  the  evening-star. 
And  so,  we  homeward  flock  i*  the  dusk,  we 

five! 
Tou  will  expect,  no  one  of  all  the  words 
O'  the  play  out  is  grown  j^art  now  of  my  soul. 
Since  tne  adventure.    'T  is  the  poet  speaks : 
But  if  I,  too,  should  trv  and  speak  at  times, 
Leading  your  love  to  where  my  love,  perchance, 
Climbea  earlier,  found  a  nest  before  you  knew  — 
Why,  bear  witn  the  poor  climber,  for  love's 

sake ! 
Look  at  Bacoheion's  beauty  opposite. 
The  temple  with  the  pillars  at  the  porch  I 
See  you  not  something  beside  masonry  P 
What  if  my  words  wind  in  and  out  the  stone 
As  yonder  ivy,  the  God's  parasite  ? 
Though  they  leap  all  the  way  the  piUar  leads, 
Festoon  about  the  marble,  foot  to  frieae. 
And  serpentiningly  enrich  the  roof. 
Toy  with  some  few  bees  and  a  bird  or  two,  — - 
What  then?    The  column  holds  the  oomioe 

up  I 


There  slept  a  silent  palace  in  the  sun. 

With  plains  adjacent  and  Thessalian  peace  — 

Pherai,  where  King  Admetos  ruled  the  land. 

Out  from  the  portico  there  gleamed  a  God, 
ApoUon :  for  the  bow  was  in  his  hand, 
Tne  quiver  at  his  shoulder,  all  his  shape 
One  dreadful  beauty.   And  he  hailed  the  house, 
As  if  he  knew  it  well  and  loved  it  much  : 
**  O  Admeteian  domes,  where  I  endured, 
Even  the  God  I  am,  to  drudge  awhile. 
Do  righteous  penance  for  a  reckless  deed, 
Acoepdnfip  the  slaves'  table  thankfully  1 " 
Then  tola  how  Zeus  had  been  the  cause  of  all, 
Rai^ng  Uie  wrath  in  him  which  took  revenge 
And  slew  those  forgers  of  the  thunderbolt 
Wherewith  Zeus  blazed  the  life  from  out  the 

breast 
Of  Phoiboe'  son  Asklepios  (I  surmise, 
Because  he  brought  the  dead  to  life  again). 
And  so,  for  punishment,  must  needs  go  slave, 
C^od  as  he  was,  with  a  mere  mortal  lord : 
—Told  how  he  came  to  King  Admetos'  land, 
And  played  the  ministrant,  was  herdsman  there, 
Waroing  all  haim  away  from  him  and  his 
Till  now ;  ''  For,  holy  as  I  am,"  said  he, 
**  The  lora  I  chanced  upon  was  holy  too : 
Whence  I  deceived  the  Afoirai,  drew  from  death 
My  master,  this  same  son  of  Pheres,  — ay, 
The  (jfoddesses  conceded  him  escape 
From  Hades,  when  the  fated  day  should  fall. 
Could  he  exchange  lives,  find  some  friendly  one 
Ready,  for  his  sake,  to  content  the  (pave. 
But  trying  all  in  turn,  the  friendly  hst. 
Why,  he  found  no  one,  none  who  loved  so  much, 
Nor  father,  nor  the  aged  mother's  self 
That  bore  him,  no,  not  anv  save  his  wife. 
Willing  to  die  instead  of  him  and  watch 
Never  a  sunrise  nor  a  sunset  more : 
And  she  is  even  now  within  the  house. 
Upborne  by  pitying  hands,  the  feeble  frame 
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Gasping  its  last  of  life  out ;  since  to-day 

Destiny  is  accomplished,  and  she  dies. 

And  If  lest  here  pollution  light  on  me, 

Leave,  as  ye  witness,  all  my  wonted  joy 

In  tliis  dear  dwelling.    Ay,  —  for  here  comes 

Death 
Close  on  us  of  a  sudden !  who,  pale  priest 
Of  the  mute  people,  means  to  bear  his  prey 
To  the  house  of  Haaes.    The  symmetric  step ! 
How  he  treads  true  to  time  and  place  and  thing, 
Doggii^  dav,  hour  and  minute,  for  death  V 

And  we  observed  another  Deity, 

Half  in,  half  out  the  portal , — watch  and  ward,  — 

Eying  his  fellow  :  formidably  fixed,  ^ 

Yet  niltering  too  at  who  affronted  him, 

As  somehow  disadvantaged,  should  they  strive. 

Like  some  dread  heapy  blackness,  ruifled  wing, 

Convulsed  and  cowering  head  that  is  ail  eye, 

Which  proves  a  ruined  eagle  who,  too  blind 

Swoo^iing  in  quest  o'  the  auarry,  fawn  or  kid, 

Descried  deep  down  the  cnasm  ^twixt  rock  and 

rock, 
Has  wedged  and  mortised,  into  either  wall 
O^  the  mountain,  the  pent  earthquake  of  his 

power; 
So  lies,  half  hurtless  yet  still  terrible. 
Just  when  —  who  stalks  up,  who  stands  front 

to  front. 
But  the  great  lion-guarder  of  the  gorge, 
Lord  of  the  ground,  a  stationed  glory  there  ! 
Yet  he  too  pauses  ere  he  try  the  worst 
O'  the  frightful  unfamiliar  nature,  new 
To  the  chasm,  indeed,  hut  elsewhere  known 

enough. 
Among  the  shadows  and  the  silences 
Above  i'  the  sky :  so,  each  antagonist 
Silently  faced  his  fellow  and  forbore. 
Till  Death  shrilled,  hard  and  quick,  in  spite 

and  fear : 

**  Ha,  ha,  and  what  mayst  thou    do  at  the 

domes. 
Why    hauntest   here,    thou   Phoibos  ?     Here 

again 
At  the  old  injustice,  limiting  our  rights. 
Balking  of  honor  due  us  Gods  o'  the  grave  ? 
Was  't  not  enough  for  thee  to  have  delayed 
Death  from  Admetos,  —  with  thy  crafty  art 
Cheating  the  very  Fates,  —  but  tliou  must  arm 
The  bow-hand  and  take  station,  press  ^twixt 

me 
And   Pelias^  daughter,  who   then  saved  her 

^  spouse,  — 
Did  just  that,  now  thou  comest  to  undo,  — 
Taking  his  place  to  die,  Alkestis  here  ?  '* 

But  the  God  sighed,  **  Have  courage !    All  my 

arms. 
This  time,  are  simple  justice  and  fair  words." 

Then  each  plied  each  with  rapid  interchange : 

**  What    need    of    bow,    were    justice    arms 
enough  ? " 


T 


It 


Ever  it  is  my  wont  to  bear  the  bow.'* 


**Ay,  and  with  bow,  not  justioe,  help 
house ! " 


it 


I  help  it,  since  a  friend's  woe  weig^  me  too.*^ 


**  And  now,  —  wilt  force  from  me  t^is  second 
corpse?  *' 


II 


*^  By  force  I  took  no  corpse  at  first  from  thee. 

'^  How  then  is  he  above  grroimd,  not  beneath  ?  " 

"  He  gave  his  wife  Instead  of  him,  thy  prey." 

**  And  prey,  this  time  at  least,  I  bear  bek»w !  *' 

**  Go    take    her  !  —  for   I   doubt    persaading 
thee  .  .  ." 

*^  To  kill  the  doomed  one  ?    What  my  function 
else  ?  " 

**  No  I  Rather,  to  dispatch  the  true  mature.'' 

**  Tinily  I  take  thy  meaning,  see  thy  drift !  " 

*'  Is  there  a  way  then  slie  may  reach  old  age  ?  " 

**  No  way  I    I  glad  me  in  my  honors  too  I " 

**  But,  young  or  old,  thou  tak'st  one  life,  no 
more  1  " 

"Younger   they  die,    greater   my   praise   re- 
dounds ! ' 

"  If  she  die  old,  — tlie  sumptuous  funeral ! " 

"  Thou  layest  down  a  law  the  rich  would  like." 

"  How  so  ?    Did  wit  lurk  there  and  'seape  thy 
sense  r 

"Who  could  buy  substitutes  would  die   old 


men. 


n 


"  It  seems  thou  wilt  not  grant  me,  then,  this 
grace?" 

"  This  grace  I  will  not  grant :    thou  know'st 


my  ways. 

"  Ways  harsh  to  men,  hateful    to   Gods,  at 
least  1  " 

"  All  things  thou  canst  not  have  :    my  rights 
for  me  I  " 

And  then  Apollon  prophesied,  ^  I  think, 
More  to  himself  than  to  impatient  Death, 
Who  did  not   hear  or  would   not   heed  tht 

while,  — 
For  he  went  on  to  say,  "  Yet  even  so, 
Cruel  above  the  measure,  thou  shalt  dutch 
No  life  here !    Such  a  man  do  I  peroeire 
Advancing  to  the  house  of  Fheres  now. 
Sent  bv  E^rustheus  to  bring  out  of  Thrace, 
The  winter  world,  a  ehariot  with  its  steeds  I 
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He  indeed,  when  Admetoe  proyes  the  host, 
And  he  the  graest,  at  the  house  here,  —  he  it  is 
Shall  brins:  to  bear  such  force,  and  from  thy 

hanoji 
Rescue  this  woman !    Grace  no  whit  to  me 
Will  that  prove,  since  thou  dost  thy  deed  the 

same. 
And  earn^t  too  my  hate,  and  all  for  uaug^ht  I " 

But  how  should  Death  or  stay  or  understand  ? 
Doubtless,  he  only  felt  the  hour  was  come. 
And  the  sword  free ;   for  he  but  flung  some 

taunt  — 
**  Having  talked  much,  thou  wilt  not  gain  the 

more  ! 
This  woman,  then,  descends  to  Hades^  hall 
Now  that  I  rush  on  her,  begin  the  rites 
O'  the  sword  ;  for  sacred,  to  us  Gods  below, 
That    head    whose     hair    this    sword     shall 

sanctify !  '* 

And,  in  the  fire-flash  of  the  appalling  sword, 
The  nprusb  and  the  outburst,  the  onslaught 
Of  Death  ^s  portentous  passage  through  the  door, 
ApoUon  stood  a  pitying  moment-space : 
I  caught  one  last  gold  gaze  upon  tne  night 
Neanng  the  world  now  :    and  the  Uod   was 

gone. 
And  mortals  left  to  deal  with  misery. 
As  in  came  stealing  slow,  now  this,  now  that 
Old  sojourner  throughout  the  country-side, 
Servants  grown  friends  to  those  unhappv  here  : 
And,  cloudlike   in   their   increase,    aU   these 

griefs 
Broke  and  began  the  over-brimming  wail, 
Out  of  a  common  impulse,  word  by  word. 

"  What  now  may  mean  the  silence  at  the  door  ? 
Why  is  Admetoa^  mansion  stricken  dumb  ? 
Not  one  friend  near,  to  say  if  we  should  mourn 
Our  mistress  dead,  or  if  Alkestis  lives 
And  sees  the  light  still,  Pelias^  child  —  to  me. 
To  all,  conspicuously  the  best  of  wives 
That  ever  was  toward  husband  in  this  world ! 
Hears  any  one  or  wail  beneath  the  roof. 
Or  hands  that  strike  each  other,  or  the  groan 
Aimomicing  all  is  done  and  naught  to  dread  ? 
Still  not  a  servant  stAtioned  at  the  gates ! 
O  Paian,  that  thou  wouldst  dispart  l^e  wave 
O'  the  woe,  be  present!    Yet,  had  woe  over- 
whelmed 
The  housemates,  they  were  hardly  silent  thus : 
It  cannot  be,  the  dead  is  forth  and  gone. 
Whence  comes  thy  gleam  of  hope  ?    I  dare  not 

hope: 
What  is  the  circumstance  that  heartens  thee  ? 
How  could  Admetos  have  dismissed  a  wife 
So  worthy,  unescorted  to  the  grave  ? 
Before  the  gates  I  see  no  liallowed  vase 
Of  foontain-water,  such  as  suits  death's  door ; 
Nor  any  dipt  locks  strew  the  vestibule. 
Though  sux^y  these  drop  when  we  grieve  the 

dead, 
Nor   hand   sounds   smitten   against   youthful 

hand. 
The  women's  way.     And  yet  —  the  appointed 

time  — 
How  8i>eak  the  word  ?  —  this  day  is  even  the  day 


Ordained  her  for  departing  from  its  light. 
O  touch  calamitous  to  heart  and  soul  f 
Needs  must  one,  when  the  good  are  tortured  so, 
Sorrow,  —  one    reckoned    faithful    from    the 
first." 

Then  theu*  souls  rose  together,  and  one  sigh 

Went  up  in  cadence  from  the  common  mouth : 

How  "  Vainly  —  any  whither  in  the  world 

Directing  or  land-labor  or  sea-search  — 

To  Lukia  or  the  sand-waste,  Ammon*s  seat  — 

Might  you  set  free  their  hapless  lady*s  soul 

From  tne  abrupt  Fate's  footstep  instant  now. 

Not  a  sheep-saorifioer  at  the  hearths 

Of  Gods  had  they  to  go  to :  one  there  was 

Who,  if   his  eyes  saw  light  still,  —  Phoiboe* 

son, — 
Had  wrought  so,  she  might  leave  the  shadowy 

place 
And  Hades*  portal :  for  he  propped  up  Death's 
Subdued   ones,   till   the   ^us-nung   thunder- 
flame 
Struck  him ;  and  now  what  hope  of  life  were 

hailed 
With  open  arms?    For,  all  the  king  could  do 
Is  done  already,  —  not  one  God  whereof 
The  altar  fails  to  reek  with  sacrifice : 
And  for  aasuagement  of  these  evils  —  naught !  '* 

But  here  thev  broke  off,  for  a  matron  moved 
Forth  from  the  house :  and,  as  her  tears  flowed 

fast. 
They  gathered  round.  **  What  fortune  shall  we 

hear? 
For  mourning  thus,  if  aught  affect  thy  lord. 
We  pardon  thee  :  but  lives  the  lady  vet 
Or  has  she  perished  ?  —  that  we  fain  would 

knowl^' 


it 


Call  her   dead,  call  her   living,  each  style 

serves," 
The  matron  said  :  **  though  grave-ward  bowed, 

she  breathed ; 
Nor  knew  her  husband  what  the  misery  meant 
Before  he  felt  it :  hope  of  life  was  none : 
The  appointed  day  pressed  hard  ;    the  funeral 

pomp 
He  had  prepared  too." 

When  the  friends  broke  out, 
^*  Let  her  in  dving  know  herself  at  least 
Sole  wife,  of  sul  the  wives  ^neath  the  sun  wide. 
For  glory  and  for  goodness !  "  —  "  Ah.  how  else 
Than  best  ?  who  controverts  the  claim  ?  "  quoth 

she : 
^*What  kind  of  creature  should  the  woman 

prove 
That  has  surpassed  Alkestis  ?  —  surelier  shown 
Preference  for  her  husband  to  herself 
Than  by  determining  to  die  for  him  ? 
But  so  much  all  our  city  knows  indeed : 
Hear  what  she  did  indoors  and  wonder  then  ! 
For,  when  she  felt  the  crowning  day  was  come. 
She  washed  with  river-waters  her  white  skin. 
And,  taking  from  the  cedar  closets  forth 
Vesture  ana  ornament,  bedecked  herself 
Nobly,  and  stood  before  the  hearth,  and  prayed : 
*  Mistress,  because  I  now  depart  the  world, 
Falling  before  thee  the  last  time,  I  ask  — 
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Be  mother  to  my  orphans  I  wed  the  one 
To  a  kind  wife,  and  make  the  other's  mate 
Some  princely  person  :  nor,  as  I  who  hore 
M^  children  perish,  suffer  that  they  too 
Die  all  mitimely,  but  live,  happy  pair. 
Their  full  glad  life  out  in  the  fatherland  ! ' 
And  every  altar  thron^rh  Admetos'  house 
She  visited  and  crownMl  and  prayed  before. 
Stripping  the  myrtle-foliage  from  the  boughs, 
Witnout  a  tear,  widiont  a  groan,  —  no  change 
At  all  to  that  skin's  nature,  fair  to  see. 
Caused  by  the  imminent  evU.    But  this  done,  — 
Reaching  her  chamber,  falling  on  her  bed. 
There,  truly,  burst  die  into  tears  and  spoke : 
*'  O  bride-bea,  where  I  loosened  from  my  life 
Viiginity  for  that  same  husband's  sake 
Because  of  whom  I  die  now  —  fare  thee  well ! 
Since  nowise  do  I  hate  thee :  me  alone 
Hast  thou  destroyed  ;  for,  shrinking  to  betray 
Thee  and  my  spouse,  I  die :  but  thee,  O  bed, 
Some  other  woman  shall  possess  as  wife  -~ 
Truer,  no  I  but  of  better  fortune,  say  ! ' 
—  So  laUs  on,  kisses  it  till  all  the  couch 
Is  moistened  with  the  eyes'  sad  overflow. 
But  when  of  many  tears  she  had  her  fill, 
She  flings  from  off  the  couch,  goes  headlong 

forth, 
Tet —  forth  the  chamber  —  still  keeps  taming 

back 
And  casts  her  on  the  couch  Bf^tan  once  more. 
Her  children,  dinging  to  their  mother's  robe. 
Wept  meanwhile:  but  she  took  them  in  her 

arms. 
And,  as  a  dying  woman  might,  embraced 
Now  one  and  now  the  other :  'neath  the  roof. 
All  of  the  household  servants  wept  as  well. 
Moved  to  compassion  for  their  mistress ;  she 
Extended  her  right  hand  to  all  and  each. 
And  there  was  no  one  of  such  low  degree 
She  spoke  not  to  nor  had  an  answer  from. 
Such  are  the  evils  in  Admetos'  house. 
Dying,  —  why,  he  had  died ;  but,  living,  gains 
Such  grief  as  this  he  never  will  forget  f'' 

And    when    they    questioned    of     Admetos, 

"Well- 
Holding  his  dear  wife  in  his  hands,  he  weeps ; 
Entreats  her  not  to  give  him  up,  and  seeks 
The  impossible,  in  fine :  for  there  she  wastes 
And  withers  by  disease,  abandoned  now, 
A  mere  dead  weight  upon  her  husband's  arm. 
Yet,  none  the  less,  although  ^e  breathe  so 

faint. 
Her  will  is  to  behold  the  beams  o'  the  sun : 
Since  never  more  again,  but  this  last  once. 
Shall  she  see  sun,  its  circlet  or  its  ray. 
But  I  will  go,    aonounoe    your     presence, — 

friends 
Indeed  ;  since  't  is  not  all  so  love  their  lords 
As  seek  them  in  misfortune,  kind  the  same : 
But  you  are  the  old  friends  I  recognize." 

And  at  the  word  she  turned  again  to  go : 
The  while  they  waited,  taking  up  the  plaint 
To  Zeus    acnim:    "What    passage  from  this 


Or  must  we  clip  the  looks  and  cut  aroimd 
Each  form  already  the  black  peplos'  fold  ? 
Clearly  the  black  robe,  dearly  I    All  the  same. 
Pray  to  the  Gods  1  —  like  Gods'  no  power  as 

great! 
O  thou  king  Paian,  find  some  way  to  saye  I 
Reveal  it,  yea,  reveal  it !    Since  of  old 
Thou  found'st  a  cure,  why,  now  again  beoome 
Releaser  from  the  bonds  of  Death,  we  beg, 
And  give  the  sanguinary  Hades  pause  1 " 
So  the  song  dwindled  into  a  mere  moan, 
How  dear  the  wife,  and  what  her  husband's 

woe : 
When  suddenly  — 

"  Behold,  behold  I "  breaks  forth : 
"  Here  is  she  coming  from  the  house  indeed ! 
Her  husband  comes,  too  !  Cry  aload,  lament, 
Pheraian  land,  this  best  of  women,  bonnd  — 
So  is  she  withered  by  disease  away  — 
For  realms  bdow  and  their  inf  enud  kins ! 


agam 
strait? 
What  loosing  of  the  heavy  fortune  fast 
About  the  palace  ?    Will  such  help  appear, 


Never  will  we  affirm  there 's  more  of  joy 
Than  grief  in  marriage ;  making  estimate 
Both  nom  old  sorrows  anciently  observed. 
And  this  misfortune  of  the  king  we  see  — 
Admetos  who,  of  bravest  spouse  beveaved. 
Will  live  life's  remnant  out,  no  life  at  all  I  " 

So  wailed  they^  while  a  sad  procession  wound 
Slow  from  the  mnermost  o'  the  palaoe.  stopped 
At  the  extreme  verge  of  the  platform-tront : 
There  opened,  and  disdosed  Alkestis'  scdf , 
The  consecrated  lady,  borne  to  look 
Her  last  —  and  let  the  living  look  their  last  — 
She  at  the  sun,  we  at  Alkestis. 

We! 
For  would  you  note  a  memorable  thing  ? 
We  grew  to  see  in  that  severe  regard,  — 
Hear  in  that  hard  dry  pressure  to  the  point. 
Word  slow  pursuing  word  in  monot<Mie,  — 
What  Death  meant  when  he  called  her  oonse- 

crate 
Henceforth  to  Hades.    I  believe,  the  sword  — 
Its  office  was  to  cut  the  soul  at  once 
From  life,  — from  something   in    this    worid 

which  hides 
Truth,  and  hides  falsehood,  and  so  lets  na  live 
Somehow.    Suppose  a  rider  furls  a  cloak 
About  a  horsed  head  ;  unfrightened,  so, 
Between  the  menace  of  a  flame,  betwemi 
Solicitation  of  the  pasturage, 
Untempted  equally,  he  goes  his  gait 
To  journey's  end  :  then  pluck  the  pharos  off  I 
Show  what  delusions  steadied  him  V  the  straight 
O'  the  path,  made  grass  seem  fire  and  fire 

seem  grass. 
All  through  a  little  bandage  o'er  the  eyes  I 
As  certainly  with  eyes  nnbandaged  now 
Alkestis  looked  upon  the  action  here. 
Self-immolation  for  Admetos'  sake  ; 
Saw,  with  a  new  sense,  all  her  death  would  do. 
And  which  of  her  survivors  had  the  right. 
And  which  the  less  right,  to  survive  thereoy. 
For,  you  shall  note,  she  uttered  no  one  word 
Of  love  more  to  her  husband,  though  he  wept 
Plenteously,  waxed  importunate  in  prayer  — 
Foll]r*8  old  fashion  when  its  seed  bears  fruit. 
I  think  she  judged  that  she  had  bought  the 

ware 


BALAUSTION'S  ADVENTURE 


609 


C  iha  seller  at  its  value,  —  nor  praised  him 

Nor  blamed  herself,  but,  with  indifferent  eye, 

Saw  him  purse  mone^  up,  prepare  to  leare 

The  buyer  with  a  sohtary  bale  — 

True  purple  —  but  in  place  of  all  that  ooin, 

Had  made  a  hundred  others  happy  too. 

If  so  willed  fate  or  fortune!    What  remained 

To  griTe  away,  should  rather  go  to  these 

Than  one  with  ooin  to  clink  and  contemplate. 

Admetos  had  his  share  and  might  depart, 

The  rest  was  for  her  children  and  herself. 

(Cbarop^  makes  a  face :  but  wait  awhile  1) 

She  saw  things  plain  as  Gods  do :  by  one  stroke 

O'  the  sword  that  rends  the  lif e-lons^  veil  away. 

(Also  Enripedes  saw  plain  enough: 

But  yon  and  I,  Charop^ !  —  you  and  I 

TVill  trust  his  sight  until  our  own  grow  dear.) 

''*  Sun,  and  thou  light  of  day,  and  heayenly 

dance 
O'  the  fleet  cloud  -  figure  I "  (so  her  passion 

paused, 
While  the  awe-stricken  husband  made  his  moan. 
Muttered  now  this  now  that  ineptitude : 
*'  Sun  that  sees  thee  and  me,  a  sufferingr  pair, 
Who  did  the  Qods    no  wrong   whence    thou 

shouldst  die  I  ") 
TheBj  as  if  caught  up,  carried  in  their  course, 
Fleeting  and  free  as  cloud  and  sunbeam  are, 
She  missed  no  happiness  that  lay  beneath : 
**0  thou  wide  earth,  from  these  my  palace 

roofs. 
To  distant  nuptial  chambers  once  my  own 
In  that  lolkos  of  my  ancestry !  '^  — 
There   the    flight  failed   her.    "  Raise  thee, 

wretched  one  I 
Give  us  not  up  I    Pray  pity  from  the  Geds  I  " 

Vainly  Admetos :  for  **  I  see  it — see 
The  two-oared  boat  1    The  f erryer  of  the  dead, 
Charon,  hand  hard  upon  the  boatman's-pole. 
Calls  me  —  even   now  calls  —  ^  Why  aelayest 

thou? 
Quick!    Thouobstmctest  all  made  ready  here 
For  prompt  departure  :  quick,  then ! '  " 

''Woeismel 
A  bitter  Toyage  this  to  undergo, 
£Ten  i'  the  telling !    Adverse  Powers  aboYC, 
How  do  ye  plague  us !  *' 

Then  a  shiver  ran : 
**  He  has  me  —  seest  not  ?  —  hales  me,  —  who  is 

it?- 
To  the  hall  o'  the  Dead  —  ah,  who  but  Hades' 

self. 
He,  with  the  wings  there,  glares  at  me,  one  gaze 
All  that  blue  brilliance,  tinder  the  eyebrow  ! 
What  wilt  thou  do?    Unhand  me!    Such  a 

way 
I  have  to  traverse,  all  unhappy  one !  " 

"  Way  ~  piteous  to  thy  friends,  but,  most  of  all. 

Me  and  thy  children :  ours  assuredly 

A  conmion  partnership  in  grief  like  this  ! " 

Whereat  they  dosed  about  her ;  but  **  Let  be  t 
Leave,  let  me  lie  now !    Strength  forsakes  my 

feet. 
Hades  is  here,  and  shadowy  on  my  eyes 


Comes   the   ni^ht   creeping.    Children  —  chil- 
dren, now 
Indeed,  a  mother  is  no  more  for  yon ! 
Farewell,  O  children,  long  enjoy  the  ligrht  t " 


t« 


Ah  me,  the  melancholy  word  I  hear. 
Oppressive  beyond  every  kind  of  death  I 
No,  by  the  Deities,  take  heart  nor  dare 
To  give  me  up  —  no,  by  our  children  too 
Made  orphans  of !    But  rise,  be  resolute, 
Since,  thou  departed,  I  no  more  remain  I 
For  in  thee  are  we  bound  up,  to  exist 
Or  cease  to  be  —  so  we  adore  thy  love ! " 

—  Which  brought  out  truth  to  jud^^ment.    At 

this  word 
And  protestation,  all  the  truth  in  her 
Claimed  to  assert  itself :  she  waved  awav 
The  blue-eyed  black-winged  phantom,  held  in 

check 
The  advancing  pageantrv  of  Hades  there. 
And,  with  no  change  in  ner  own  countenance. 
She  fixed  her  eyes  on  the  protesting  man. 
And  let  her  lips  unlock  their  sentence,  — so ! 

^*  Admetos,  —  how   things   go   with   me   then 

seest, — 
I  wish  to  tell  thee,  ere  I  die,  what  things 
I  will  should  follow.     I  —  to  honor  thee, 
Secure  for  thee^  by  my  own  soul's  exchange, 
Continued  looking  on  the  daylight  here — ^ 
Die  for  thee  —  yet,  if  so  I  pleased,  might  live. 
Nay,  wed  what  man  of  Theasaly  I  would. 
And  dwell  i'  the  dome  with  i>omp  and  queenlir 

ness. 
I  would  not,  —  would  not  live  bereft  of  thee, 
With  children  orphaned,  neither  shrank  at  all. 
Though  having  gifts  of  vouth  wherein  I  ioyed. 
Tet,  who  begot  thee  and  who  gave  thee  oirth, 
Both  of  these  gave  thee  up :  no  less,  a  term 
Of  life  was  reached  when  death  became  them 

well. 
Ay,  well  —  to  save  their  child  and  glorious  die : 
Since  thou  wast  all  they  had,  nor  hope  re- 
mained 
Of  having  other  children  in  thy  place.  ^ 
So,  I  and  thou  had  lived  out  our  full  time. 
Nor  thou,  left  lonely  of  thy  wife,  wonldst  groan 
With  children  reared  in  orphanage :  but  thus 
Some  Gk>d  disposed  thii^iB,  willed  they  so  should 

be. 
Be  they  so !    Now  do  thou  remember  this. 
Do  me  in  turn  a  favor  —  favor,  since 
Certainljr  I  shall  never  claim  my  due. 
For  nothing  is  more  precious  than  a  life : 
But  a  fit  favor,  as  thyself  wilt  say. 
Loving  our  children  nere  no  less  than  I, 
If  head  and  heart  be  sound  in  thee  at  least. 
Uphold  them,  make  them  masters  of  my  house. 
Nor  wed  and  give  a  step-dame  to  the  pair. 
Who,  being  a  worse  wife  than  I,  through  spite 
Will  raise  her  hand  against  both  tmne  and 

mine. 
Never  do  this  at  least,  I  prav  to  thee  I 
For  hostile  the  new-comer,  the  step-dame. 
To  the  old  brood — a  very  viper  she 
For  gentleness!     Here  stand  they,  boy  and 

girl; 
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The  boy  has  got  a  father,  a  defence 
Tower-like,  he  speaks  to  and  has  answer  from  : 
But  thou,  my  jp^rl,  how  will  thy  virginhood 
Conclude  itself  in  marriage  fittingly  ? 
Upon  what  sort  of  sire-found  yoke-fellow 
Art  thou  to  chance  ?  with  all  to  wprehend  — 
Lest,  casting  on  thee  some  unkind  report, 
She  blast  thy  nuptials  in  the  bloom  of  youth. 
For  neither  shall  thy  mother  watch  thee  wed, 
Nor  hearten  thee  in  childbirth,  standing  by 
Just  when  a  mother's  presence  helps  the  most ! 
No,  for  I  have  to  die :  and  this  my  ill 
Comes  to  me,  nor  to-morrow,  no,  nor  yet 
The  third  day  of  the  month,  but  now,  even 

now, 
I  shidl  be  reckoned  among  those  no  more. 
Farewell,  be  happy  !    And  to  thee,  indeed, 
Husband,  the  boast  remains  i)ermiasible 
Thou  hadst  a  wife  was  worthy  !  and  to  you, 
Children  ;  as  good  a  mother  gave  you  birth." 

'*  Have    courage ! ''    interposed   the    friends. 

•'  For  him 
I  have  no  scruple  to  declare  —  all  this 
Will  he  perform,  except  he  fail  of  sense.'* 

''All    this   shaU   be  — shall    be!"    Admetos 

sobbed: 
''  Fear   not  I    And,  since  I  had   thee  living, 

dead 
Alone  wilt  thou  be  called  my  wife  :  no  fear 
That  some  Thessalian  ever  styles  herself 
Bride,  hails  this  man  for  husband  in  thy  place  I 
No  woman,  be  she  of  such  lofty  line 
Or  such  surpassing  beauty  otherwise ! 
Enough  of  children :  gain  from  these  I  have, 
Such  only  may  the  Gods  grant  I  since  in  thee 
Absolute  is  our  loss,  where  all  was  gain.  ^ 
And  I  shall  bear  for  thee  no  year-long  grief, 
But  grief  that  lasts  while  my  own  days  last, 

love  ! 
Love  !    For  my  hate  is  she  who  bore  me,  now : 
And  him  I  hate,  my  father :  lovingnines 
Truly,  in  word  not  deed  !    But  thou  didst  pay 
All  dearest  to  thee  down,  and  buy  my  life. 
Saving  me  so !    Is  there  not  cause  enough 
That  I  who  part  with  such  companionship 
In  thee,  tdionld  make  my  moan  ?    I  moan,  and 

more : 
For  I  will  end  the  feastings  —  social  flow 
0'  the  wine  friends  flock  for,  garlands  and  the 

Muse 
That  graced  my  dwelling.    Never  now  for  me 
To  touch  the  lyre,  to  lift  my  soul  in  song 
At  summons  of  the  Lydian  flute  ;  since  thou 
From  out  my  life  hast  emptied  all  the  joy  I 
And  this  thy  body,  in  thy  likeness  wrought 
By  some  wise  hand  of  the  artificers. 
Shall  lie  disposed  within  my  marriage-bed  : 
This  I  will  tall  on,  this  enfold  abont, 
C^l  by  thy  name,  —  my  dear  wife  in  my  arms 
Even  though  I  have  not,  I  shall  seem  to  have  — 
A  cold  delight,  indeedj  but  all  the  same 
So  should  I  lighten  of  its  weight  my  soul  I 
And,  wandering  my  way  in  dreams  perchance, 
Thyself  wilt  bless  me :  for,  come  when  they 

will. 
Even  by  night  our  loves  are  sweet  to  see. 


But  were  the  tongue    and   tune  of  Orphens 

mine. 
So  that  to  Kor^  crying,  or  her  lord, 
In  hymns,  from  Hades  I  might  rescue  thee  — 
Down  would  I  go,  and  neither  Plouton's  dog 
Nor  Charon,  he  whose  oar  sends  souls  aerosa, 
Should  stay  me  till  again  I  made  thee  stand 
Living,  within  the  light !    But,  failing  thia, 
There,  where  thou  art,  await  me  when  I  die. 
Make  ready  our  abode,  my  housemate  sdll  I 
For  in  the  selfsame  oeoar,  me  with  thee 
Will  I  provide  that  these  our   frienda   shall 

^  place, 
Mv  side  lay  close  by  thy  side  !    Never,  corpse 
Although  1  be,  would  I  division  bear 
From  thee,  my  faithful  one  of  all  the  world  I  " 

So  he  stood  sobbing :  nowise  insincere. 
But  somehow  chila-like,  like  his  children,  like 
Childishness  the  world  over.    What  was  new 
In  this  announcement  that  his  wife  must  die  ? 
What  particle  of  pain  beyond  the  pact 
He  made,  with  eyes  wide  open,  long  ago  — 
Made  ana  was,  if  not  glad,  content  to  make  ? 
Now  that  the  sorrow,  he  had  called  for,  came. 
He  sorrowed  to  the  height :  none  heard  him  say, 
However,  what  would  seem  so  pertinent, 
*'  To  keep  this  pact,  I  find  surpass  my  power : 
Rescind  it,  Moirai  I    Give  me  back  her  life. 
And  take  the  life  I  kept  by  base  exchange  ! 
Or,  failing  that,  here  stands  your  hmg^ung^ 

stock 
Fooled  by  yon,  worthy  just  the  fate  o'  the  fool 
Who  makes  a  pother  to  escape  the  best 
And  gain  the  worst  you  wiser  Powers  allot !  "^ 
No,  not  one  word  of  this :  nor  did  his  wife 
Despite  the  sobbii^,  and  the  silence  soon 
To  follow,  judge  so  much  was  in  his  thought  — 
Fancy  that,  should  the  Moirai  acquiesce. 
He  would  relinquish  life  nor  let  her  die. 
The  man  was  like   some   merchant  who,  is 

storm, 
Throws  the  freight  over  to  redeem  ^e  ship : 
No  question,  saving  both  were  better  still. 
As  it  was,  —  why,  ne  sorrowed,  which  sufficed. 
So,  all  she  seemed  to  notice  in  his  speech 
Was  what  concerned  her  children.    Children, 

too. 
Bear  the  grief  and  accept  the  sacrifice* 
Rightly   rules   nature  :    does    the    blossomed 

bough 
O'  the  grape-vine,  or  the  dry  grape's  self,  bleed 

wine  ? 

So,  bending  to  her  children  all  her  love. 
She  fastened  on  their  father's  only  word 
To  purpose  now,  and  followed  it  with  Uiis : 
'*  O  children,  now  yourselves  have  hMod  these 

things  — 
Your  father  saying  he  will  never  wed 
Another  woman  to  be  over  yon, 
Nor  yet  dishonor  me  I  " 

"  And  now  at  least 
I  say  it,  and  I  will  accomplish  too  I  " 

"  Then,  for  such  promise  of  accomplishment, 
Take  from  my  hand  these  children  !  " 
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"Thwltake-* 
Dear  fd^t  from  the  dear  hand  !  " 

**  Do  thon  become 
^[otlier,  now,  to  these  children  in  my  place  I  ^' 

"  Great  the  neoeedty,  I  should  be  so. 
At  least,  to  these  bereaved  of  thee  I '' 

''ChUd-chUdI 
Jnst  when  I  needed  most  to  live,  below 
Am  I  departing^  from  you  both  I  *' 

"  Ah  me ! 
And  what  shall  I  do,  then,  left  lonely  thus  ? "' 

^'Tlme   will   appease   thee:    who   is  dead  is 
naught/* 

"Take   me   with   thee  — take,  by   the  Gods 
below!" 

*'  We  are  sufficient,  we  who  die  for  thee." 

"  O  Powers,  ye  widow  me  of  what  a  wife  I " 

^*  And  tmlv  the  dimmed  eye  draws  earthward 
now!  " 

*'  Wife,  if  thou  leav^st  me,  I  am  lost  indeed  I " 

*^  She  once  was  —  now  is  nothing,  thon  mayst 


say 


>i 


*'  Raise  thy   face,  nor  forsake  thy    children 
thus ! " 

**"  All,  willingly  indeed  I  leave  them  not ! 
Bat  —  fare  ye  well,  my  children  1 " 


ii 


Look!" 


Look  on  them  — 


"  I  am  nothingness." 

"What  dost  thon?    Leav'st  ..." 

"  Farewell ! " 

And  in  the  breath  she  passed  away. 
^'  Undone  -^  me  miserable  1 "  moaned  the  kii». 
While  friends  released  the  long^uspended  sign. 
**"  Gone  is  she :  no  wife  for  Admetos  more  !  " 

Snch  was  the  signal :  how  the  woe  broke  forth. 
Why  tell?  —  or  how  the  children's  tears  ran 

fast 
Bidding  their  father  note  the  eyelids'  stare, 
Hands   droop,  each  dreadful  cironrastance  of 

death. 

^*  Ay,  she  hears  not,  she  sees  not :  I  and  yon, 
^Tis   plain,    are  stricken    hard   and  have  to 

bear !  " 
Was  all  Admetos  answered  ;  for,  I  Judge, 
He  only  now  began  to  tasto  the  truth : 
The  thing  done  lay  revealed,  which  undone 

thing. 
Rehearsed  for  fact  by  fancy,  at  the  best, 


Never  can  equal.    He  had  used  himself 
This  lon^  while  (as  he  muttered  presently) 
To  practise  with  the  terms,  the  blow  involved 
By  the  bargain,  sharp  to  bear,  but  bearable 
Because  of  plain  advantage  at  the  end. 
Now  that,  in  fact  not  fancy,  the  blow  fell  — 
Needs  must  he  busy  him  with  the  surprise. 
*^  Alkesds  —  not  to  see  her  nor  be  seen. 
Hear  nor  be  heard  of  by  her,  any  more 
To-day,  to-morrow,  to  the  end  of  time  — 
Did  I  mean  this  should  buy  my  life  ?  "  thought 
he. 

So,  friends  came  round  him,  took  him  by  the 

hand. 
Bade  him  remember  our  mortality. 
Its  due,  its  doom :  how  neither  was  he  first. 
Nor  would  be  last,  to  thus  deplore  the  loved. 

"  I  understand,"  slow  the  words  came  at  last. 

*^  Nor  of  a  sudden  did  the  evil  here 

Fly  on  me  :  I  have  known  it  long  ago. 

Ay,  and  essayed  myself  in  misery ; 

Nothing  is  new.    Yon  have  to  stey,  you  friends, 

Because  the  next  need  is  to  carry  forth 

The  corpse  here  :  you  must  stoy  and  do  yonr 

part. 
Chant  proper  pnan  to  the  God  below  ; 
Drink-vaoriiioe  he  likes  not.    I  decree 
That  all  Thessalians  over  whom  I  rule 
Hold  grief  in  common  with  me  :  let  them  shear 
Their  locks,  and  be  the  peplus  black  they  show  1 
And  you  who  to  the  chariot  yoke  your  steeds, 
Or  manage  steeds  one-f  rontleted,  —  I  charge. 
Clip  from  each  neck  with  steel  the  mane  away  I 
And  through  my  citv,  nor  of  flute  nor  lyre 
Be  there  a  sound  tilf  twelve  full  moons  succeed. 
For  I  shall  never  bury  any  corpse 
Dearer  than  this  to  me,  nor  better  firiend  : 
One  worthy  of  all  honor  from  me,  since 
Me  she  has  died  for,  she  and  she  alone." 

With  that,  he  sought  the  inmost  of  the  house, 
He  and  his  dead,  to  ^t  grave's  garniture, 
While  the  friends  sang  the  paum  that  should 

peal. 
"  Daughter  of  Pelias,  with  farewell  from  me, 
I'  the  house  of  Hades  have  thy  unsunned  home  I 
Let  Hades  know,  the  dark-haired  deity,  — 
And  he  who  site  to  row  and  steer  alike. 
Old  corpse-conductor,  let  him  know  he  bears 
Over  the  Acherontian  lake,  this  time, 
I'  the  two-cared  boat,  the  best  —  oh,  best  by  far 
Of  womankind  I    For  thee,  Alkestis  Queen  ! 
Manv  a  time  those  haunters  of  the  Muse 
Shall  sing  thee  to  the  seven-stringed  monntein- 

shell,  ^ 
And  glorify  in  hynms  that  need  no  harp. 
At  Sparte  when  the  cycle  comes  about, 
And  that  ELameian  month  wherein  the  moon 
Rises  and  never  seto  the  whole  night  through : 
So  too  at  splendid  and  magnificent 
Athenai.    Snch  the  spread  of  thy  renown. 
And  su<^h  the  lay  that,  djring,  thou  hast  left 
Singer  and  sa^er.    Oh  that  1  availed 
Of  my  own  might  to  send  thee  once  again 
From  Hades'  hall,  Kokutos'  stream,  by  help 
O'  the  oar  that  dips  the  river,  back  toniay  I '' 
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So,  the  song  sank  to  prattle  in  her  piaiie : 
''  Ligrht,  from  ahove  thee,  lady,  £iul  the  earth, 
Thou  only  one  of  womankind  to  die, 
Wife  for  her  husband  I    If  Admetoe  take 
Anything  to  him  like  a  second  spouse  — 
Hate  from  his  offspring  and  from  us  shall  be 
His  portion,  let  the  king  assure  himself  1 
No  mind  his  mother  had  to  hide  in  earth 
Her  body  for  her  son's  sake,  nor  his  sire 
Had  heart  to  save  whom  he  begot,  —  not  they, 
The  white-haired  wretches !  only  thou  it  was, 
I'  the  bloom  of  youth,  didst  save  him  and  so 

die! 
Might  it  be  mine  to  chance  on  such  a  mate 
And  partner  I    For  there 's  penury  in  life 
Of  such  allowance :  were  she  mine  at  least, 
80  wonderful  a  wife,  assuredly 
She  would  companion  me  throughout  my  days 
And  never  once  bring  sorrow  I " 

A  great  voice  — 
"  My  hosts  here  I  " 

Oh,  the  thrill  that  ran  through  us  I 
Never  was  aught  so  good  and  opportune 
As  that  great  interrupting^  voice  !     For  see  I 
Here  maundered  this  dispirited  old  age 
Before  the  palace  :  whence  a  something  crept 
Which  told  us  well  enough  without  a  word 
What  was  a-doing  inside,  —  every  touch 
O'  the  garland  on  those  temples,  tenderest 
Disposure  of  each  arm  along  its  side, 
Came  putting  out  what  warmth  i'  the  world 

was  left. 
Then,  as  it  happens  at  a  sacrifice 
When,  drop    by  drop,   some  lustral   bath  is 

brimmed  : 
Into  the  thin  and  clear  and  ^Id,  at  once 
They  slaughter  a  whole  wine-skin;  Baochos* 

blowl 
Sets  the  white  water  all  aflame  :  even  so, 
Sudden  into  the  midst  of  sorrow,  leapt 
Along  with  the  gay  cheer  of  that  great  voice, 
Hope,  joy,  salvation  :  Herakles  was  here  I 
Himseu,  o*  the  threshold,  sent  his  voice  on  first 
To  herald  all  that  human  knd  divine 
I'  the  weary  happy  face  of  him,  —  half  God, 
Half  man,  which  made  the  god-part  God  the 

more. 

"  Hosts  mine,**  he  broke  upon  the  sorrow  wiUi, 
**  Inhabitants  of  this  Pheraian  soil. 
Chance  I  upon  Admetos  inside  here  ?  '* 

The  irresistible  sound  wholesome  heart 
O*  the  hero,  —  more  than  all  the  mightiness 
At  labor  in  the  limbs  that,  for  man's  sake. 
Labored  and  meant  to  labor  their  life-long,  — 
This  drove  back,  dried  up  sorrow  at  its  source. 
How  could  it  brave  the  happy  weary  laugh 
Of  who  had  bantered  sorrow,  **  Sorrow  here  ? 
What  have  you  done  to  keep  your  friend  from 

harm  ? 
Could  no  one  give  the  life  I  see  he  keeps  ? 
Or,  say  there  's  sorrow  here  past  friendly  help, 
Wh^  waste  a  word  or  let  a  tear  escape 
While  other  sorrows  wait  you  in  the  world. 
And  want  the   life  of    you,  though  helpleffi 

here?" 
Clearly  there  was  no  telling  such  an  one 


How,  when  their  monarch  tried  who  loved  him 

more 
Than  he  loved  them,  and  found  they  loved,  as 

he. 
Each  man.  himself,  and  held,  no  otherwise. 
That,  of  all  evils  in  the  worla,  the  worst 
Was  —  being   forced  to    die,  whate'er  death 

nun: 
How  all  this  selfishness  in  him  and  them 
Caused  certain  sorrow  which  thev  sang  about, — 
I  think  Uiat  Herakles,  who  held  his  Ufe 
Out  on  his  hand,  for  any  man  to  take  — 
I  think  his  laugh  had  marred  their  threnody. 


(i 


He  is  in  the  house,'*  they  answered.    After 

all. 
They  might  have  told  the  story,  talked  their 

best 
About  the  inevitable  sorrow  here. 
Nor  changed  nor  checked  the  kmdly  nature,  — 

no  r 

So  long  as  men  were  merely  weak,  not  bad. 
He  loved  men :  were  they  Gods  he  used  to  help  f 
**  Yea,  Pheres'  son  is  in-<loora,  Herakles. 
But  say,  what  sends  thee  to  Inessalian  soil. 
Brought    by  what   business   to    this    Fherai 
town?" 

**  A  certain  labor  that  I  have  to  do 
Eumstheus  the  Tinmthian,"  laughed  the  God. 

^^  And  whither  wandest  —  on  what  wandering 
Bound  now  ?  "  (They  had  an  instinot,  guessed 

what  meant 
Wanderings,  labors,  in  the  God*8  light  month.) 

**  After  the  Thrakian  Diomedes*  oar 
With  the  four  horses." 

"  Ah.  but  canst  thou  that? 
Art  inexperienced  in  thy  host  to  be  ?  ** 

*^  All-inexperienced  :  I  have  never  gone 
As  yet  to  the  land  o*  the  Bistones.'^ 


ii 


Then,  look 


By  no  means  to  be  master  of  the  steeds 

Battle  there  may  be : 


''7 

Without  a  batde  I  " 

I  must  refuse  no  labor,  all  the  same.*' 


**  Certainly,  either  having  slain  a  foe 
Wilt  thou  return  to  us,  or,  slain  thyself. 
Stay  there  I  ** 

**  And,  even  if  the  game  be  so, 
The  risk  in  it  were  not  the  first  I  run.** 

"  But,  say  thou  overpower  the  lordo*  the  place, 
What  more  advantage  dost  expect  thereby  ?  ** 

*^  I  shall  drive  off  his  horses  to  the  king." 

**  No  easy  handling  them  to  bit  the  jaw  I " 

**  Easy  enough  ;  except,  at  least,  they  breathe 
Fire  from  their  nostrils !  ** 

'*  But  they  minoe  up  men 
With  those  quick  jaws  I  '* 
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**  You  talk  of  provender 
For  moantaiii-beMtB,  and   not  mere   horses* 
food  I" 


*t 


Thoa   mayst  behold  their   mangers   oaked 
with  gore  I  '* 

**'  And  of  what  sire  does  he  who  bred  them  boast 
Himself  the  son?" 

'  *  Of  Ares,  king  o '  the  targe  — 
Thrakian,  of  gold  throughout." 

Another  laugh. 
**  1^7,  just  the  labor,  just  the  lot  for  me 
Dost  thou  describe  in  what  I  recognize  I 
Since  hard  and  harder,  high  and  higher  yet, 
Truly  this  lot  of  mine  is  luce  to  go 
If  I  must  needs  ioin  battle  with  the  brood 
Of  Ares :  ay,  I  /ought  Lnkaon  first, 
And  again,  Kuknos :  now  engage  in  strife 
This  third  time,  with  such  horses  and  such  lord. 
But  there  is  nobody  shall  ever  see 
Alkmen^*s  son  shrmk  foemen*s  hand  before  I  " 

—  "Or   erer    hear    him    say "  (the    Chorus 

thought) 
"  That  death  is  terrible ;  and  help  us  so 
To  chime  in  — '  terrible  beyond  a  doubt. 
And,  if  to  thee,  why,  to  ourseWes  much  more  : 
Know  what  has  happened,  then,  and  sympa- 

thizeM" 
Therefore  they  gladly  stopped  the  dialo^e. 
Shifted  the  burden  to  new  shoulder  straight, 
Aa,  "  Look  where  comes  the  lord  o'  the  land, 

himself, 
Admetos,  from  the  palace  I  "  they  outbroke 
In  some  surprise,  as  well  as  much  relief. 
What  had  induced  the  king  to  waive  his  right 
And  luxury  of  woe  in  loneliness  ? 

Oat  he  came  quietly ;  the  hair  was  clii)t. 
And  the  garb  sable ;  else  no  outward  sign 
Of  sorrow  as  he  9ame  and  faced  his  friend. 
Was  truth  fast  terrifying  tears  away  ? 
"  Hail,  child  of  Zeus,  and  sprung  from  Perseus 

tool" 
The  salutation  ran  without  a  fault. 


ik 
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And  thou,  Admetos,  King  of  The«aly  I  ** 


Would,  as  thou  wishest  me,  the  grace  might 
faU! 
But  my  good-wisher,  that  thou  art,  I  know." 

"  What 's  here  ?  these  shorn  locks,  this  sad 
show  of  thee?  " 

**  I  must  inter  a  certain  corpse  to-day." 

*'Now,  from    thy  children    God    avert    mis- 
chancel" 


u 


It 


They  live,  my  children;  all  are  in  the  house  I  " 


Thy  father  —  if  't  is  he  departs  indeed. 
His  age  was  ripe  at  least." 


ii 


'  My  father  lives. 
And  she  who  bore  me  lives  too,  Herakles." 


'  It  cannot  be  thy  wife  Alkestis  gone?  " 

*  Twofold  the  tale  ii,  I  can  tell  of  her." 

*  Dead  dost  thou  speak  of  her,  or  living  yet  ?  " 

*  She  is  —  and  is  not :  hence  the  pain  to  me  !  " 

*  I  learn  no  whit  the  more,  so  dark  thy  speech  I  " 

*  Know'st  thou  not  <m  what  fate  she  needs 

must  fall  ?  " 

*  I  know  she  is  resigned  to  die  for  thee." 

*  How  lives  she  still,  then,  if  submitting  so  ?  " 

*  Eh,  weep  her  not  beforehand  I  wait  till  then  I " 
*"  Who  is  to  die  is  dead ;  doing  is  done." 

*  To  be  and  not  to  be  are  thought  diverse." 

'  Thou  judgest  this— I,  that  way,  Herakles  I " 

*  Well,  but  deelare  what  causes  thv  complaint  I 
Who  is  the  man  has  died  from  out  thy  friends?  " 

*  No  man :  I  had  a  woman  in  my  mind." 

*  Alien,  or  some  one  bom  akin  to  thee  ?  " 

*  Alien  :  but  still  related  to  my  house." 

*  How  did  it  happen  then  that  here  she  died  ?  " 

*  Her  father  dying  left  his  orphan  here." 

*  Alasj  Admetos — would  we  found  thee  gay. 
Not  grieving  I '' 


"  What  as  if  about  to  do 
Subjoinest  thou  that  comment  ?  " 

''IshaUseek 
Another  hearth,  proceed  to  other  hosts." 

'"  Never,  O  king,  shaU  that  be !    No  such  ill 
Betide  me ! " 

^*  Nay,  to  mourners  should  there  come 
A  guest,  he  proves  importunate  1  " 

"  The  dead  — 
Dead  are  they :  but  go  thou  within  my  house ! " 


ti 
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*Tis   base    carousing    beside    friends    who 


mourn. 


It 


The  guest-rooms,  whither  we  shall  lead  thee, 
lie 
Apart  from  ours." 


'  Nay,  let  me  go  mv  way  I 
Ten-thousandfold  the  favor  I  shall  thank !  " 

**  It  may  not  be  thou  goest  to  the  hearth 

Of  any  man  but  me  I  "  so  made  an  end 

Admetos,  softly  and  decishrely. 

Of  the  altercation.    Herakles  forbore  : 

And  the  king  bade  a  servant  lead  the  way, 

Open  the  guest^cooms  ranged  remote  from  view 
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()'  the  lualn  hall,  tell  the  functionaries,  next, 
They  had  to  f nniish  forth  a  plenteona  feast : 
And  then  shut  close  the  doois  o'  the  hall,  mid- 
way, 
"'  Because  it  is  not  proper  friends  who  feast 
Should  hear  a  groaning  or  be  grieved,"  quoth 
he. 

Whereat  the  hero,  who  was  truth  itself. 
Let  out  the  smile  a^;ain,  repressed  awhile 
Like  fountain-brilliance  one  forbids  to  play. 
He  did  too  many  grandnesses,  to  note 
Much  in  the  meaner  things  about  his  path : 
And  stepping  there,  with  face  towards  the  sun, 
Stopped  seldom  to  pluck  weeds  or  ask  their 

names. 
Therefore  he  took  Admetos  at  the  word  : 
This  trouble  must  not  hinder  any  more 
A  true  heart  from  good  will  and  pleasant  ways. 
And  so,  the  great  arm,  which  bad  slain  the 

snake. 
Strained  his  friend^s  head  a  moment  in  embrace 
On  that  broad  breast  beneath  the  lion^s  hide. 
Till  the  king^s  cheek  winced  at  the  thick  rough 

gold  ; 
And  then  strode  off,  with  who  had  care  of 

him. 
To  the  remote  guest-chamber :  glad  to  give 
Poor  flesh  and  blood  their  respite  and  relief 
In  the  interval  ^twixt  fight  ana  fight  again  — 
All  for  the  world's  sake.     Our  eyes  followed 

him. 
Be  sure,  till  those  mid-doors  shut  us  outside. 
The  king,  too,  watched  great  Herakles  go  off 
All  faith,  love,  and  obedience  to  a  friena. 

And  when  they  questioned  him,  the  simple 

ones, 
**  What  dost  thou  ?    Such  calamity  to  face. 
Lies  full  before  thee  —  and  thou  art  so  bold 
As  play  the  host.  Admet-oe  ?     Hast  thy  wits  ?  " 
He  repilied  calmly  to  each  chiding  toneue : 
*'  But  if  from  house  and  home  I  forced  away 
A  coming  guest,  wouldst  thou  have  praised  me 

more? 
No,  truly !  since  calamitv  were  mine. 
Nowise  diminished :  while  I  showed  myself 
Unhappy  and  inhospitable  too :  ^ 
So  addmg  to  my  ills  this  other  ill. 
That  mine  were  stvled  a  stranger-hating  house. 
MvseUF  have  ever  /onnd  this  man  the  best 
Of  entertainers  when  I  went  his  way 
To  parched  and  thirsty  Argoe.'* 

"If  so  be- 
Why  didst  thou  hide  what  destiny  was  here, 
When  one  came    that   was    kindly,  as   thou 

say'st?" 

"  He  never  would  have  willed  to  cross  my  door 
Had  he  known  aught  of  my  calamities. 
And  probably  to  some  of  yon  I  seem 
Unwise  enough  in  doing  what  I  do  ; 
Such  will  scarce  praise  me  :   but  these  halls  of 

mine 
Know  not  to  drive  off  and  dishonor  guests.'* 

And  so,  the  dutv  done,  he  turned  once  more 
To  go  and  busy  him  about  his  dead. 


As  for  the  ssrmpathixers  left  to  muse. 

There  was  a  change,  a  new  light  thrown  on 

things, 
Contagion  from  the  magnanimity 
O*  the  man  whose  life  la^  on  his  hand  so  lig:ht. 
As  up  he  stepped,  pursuing  duty  still 
"  Higher  ana  narder,**  as  he  laughed  and  said. 
Somehow  they  found  no  folly  now  in  the  act 
They  blamed  erewhile  :  Admetos*  private  gfrief 
Shrank  to  a  somewhat  pettier  obstwsle 
r  the  way  o*  the  world:    they  saw  good  days 

had  been. 
And  good  days,  peradventure,  still  mi|^t  be. 
Now  that  they  overlooked  the  present  cloud 
Heavy  upon  the  palace  opposite. 
And  soon  the  thought  took  words  and  miiaio 

thus :  — 

"  Harbor  of  many  a  stranger,  free  to  friend. 

Ever  and  alwavs,  O  thou  house  o*  Uie  man 

W^e  mourn  for  I    Thee,  Apollon*s  very  self. 

The  lyric  Puthian,  deigned  inhabit  once. 

Become  a  shepherd  here  in  thy  domains. 

And  pipe,  adown  the  winding  hill^de  paths. 

Pastoral  marriage-poems  to  thy  flocks 

At  feed :  while  with  them  fed  in  fellowship. 

Through  joy  i'  the  music,  spot-skin  lynxes ;  ay. 

And  lions  too,  the  bloody  company. 

Came,  leaving  Othrus*  dell;    and   ixrand  thy 

Phoibos,  there  danced  the  speckle-coated  fiawn. 
Pacing  on  lightsome  fetlock  past  the  pines 
Tress-topped,  the  creature *s  natural  bonndaiy 
Into  the  open  everywhere  ;  such  heart 
Had  she  within  her,  beating  joyous  beats. 
At  the  sweet  reassurance  of  thy  song  ! 
Therefore  the  lot  o'  the  master  is,  to  live 
In  a  home  multitudinous  with  herds. 
Along  by  the  fair-flowing  Boibian  lake. 
Limited,  that  ploughed  land  and  pasture-plain. 
Onlv  where  stand  the  sun's  steeds,  stablea  west 
I'  the  cloud,  by  that  mid-air  which  makes  tlie 

clime 
Of  those  MolosBoi :  and  he  rules  as  well 
O'er  the  Aigaiau,  up  to  PeIion*s  sliore,  — 
Sea-stretch  without  a  port  I     Such  lord  have 

we: 
And  here  he  opens  house  now,  as  of  old, 
Takes  to  the  heart  of  it  a  guest  again : 
Though  moist  the  eyelid  of  the  master,  still 
Mourning   his    dear   wife's    body,    dead    but 


now 
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And  they  admired :  nobility  of  soul 
Was  sell-impelled  to  reverence,  they  saw : 
The  best  men  ever  prove  the  wisest  too : 
Something  instinctive  guides  them  still  aright. 
And  on  each  soul  this  boldness  settled  now. 
That  one  who  reverenoed  the  Gods  so  mnch 
Would    prosper   yet:    (or — I   oould   wish    it 

ran  — 
Who  venerates  the  Gods  i'  the  main  will  still 
Practise    things    honest    though    obscure    to 

judge). 

They  ended,  for  Admetos  entered  now  ; 
Having  disposed  all  duteously  indoors. 
He  came  into  the  outside  world  again. 
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Quiet  as  ever :  but  a  quietude 

Bent  on  punoinfl^  its  descent  to  truth, 

As  who  must  ^rope  until  he  grain  the  eronnd 

O*  the  dunsreon  doomed  to  be  his  dwelling  now. 

Already  hig-h  o'er  head  was  piled  the  dusk, 

\Vhen  soraethingf  pushed  to  stay  his  downward 

step. 
Plnck  back  despair  just  reaching  its  repose. 
He  would  haye  bidden  the  kind  presence  there 
Observe  that,  —  since  the  corpse  was  coming 

out. 
Cared  for  in  aU  things  that  befit  the  case, 
Carried  aloft,  in  decency  and  state. 
To  the  last  burial-place  and  burning  pile,  — 
'Twere  proper  friends  addressed,  as  costom 

prompts, 
Alkestis  bound  on  her  last  joamejring. 

^*  Ay,  for  we  see  thy  father,"  they  subjoined, 
**  Advancing  as  the  aged  f (>ot  best  may  ; 
His  servants,  too :  each  bringing  in  his  hand 
Adornments  for  thy  wife,  all  pomp  that 's  due 
To  the  downward-dwelling  people."      And  in 

truth. 
By  slow  procession  till  they  filled  the  stage, 
(?ame  Pheres,  and  his  following,  and  their  gifts. 
Yon  see,  the  worst  of  the  interruption  was. 
It  plucked  back,  with  an  over-hasty  hand, 
Admetos  from  descending  to  the  truth, 
(1  told  you)  — put  him  on  the  brink  again, 
Fnll  i'  the  noise  and  glare  where  late  he  stood : 
WiUi  no  fate  fallen  and  irrevocable, 
Bnt  all  things  subject   still    to    chance    and 

change : 
And  that  chance  —  life,  and  that  change  — 

happiness. 
And  with  the  low  strife  came  the  little  mind : 
He  was  once  more  the  man  might   gain   so 

much. 
Life  too  and  wife  too,  would  his  friends  but 

help ! 
AU  he  felt  now  was  that  there  faced  him  one 
Supposed  the  likeliest,  in  emergency. 
To  help:  and  help,  by  mere  self-sacrifice 
So  natural,  it  seemed  as  if  the  sire 
Must  needs  lie  open  still  to  argument. 
Withdraw  the  rash  decision,  not  to  die 
Bnt  rather  live,  though  death  would  save  his 

son :  — 
Argument  like  the  ignominious  grasp 
O^   the  drowner  whom   his  fellow  grasps   as 

fierce, 
Each  marvelling  that  the  other  needs  must 

hold 
Head  out  of  water,  though  friend  choke  there- 
by. 

And  first  the  father^s  salutation  fell. 
Burdened  he  came,  in  common  with  his  child, 
Who  lost,  none  would  gainsay,  a  good  chaste 

spouse  : 
Yet  snon  things  must  be  borne,  though  hard  to 

bear. 
'*  So,  take  this  tribute  of  adornment,  deep 
In  the  earth  let  it  descend  along  witn  her  1 
Behooves  we  treat  the  body  with  respect 
—  Of  one  who  died,  at  least,  to  save  thy  life, 
Kept  me  from  being  childless,  nor  allowed 


That  I,  bereft  of  thee,  should  peak  and  pine 
In  melancholy  age  1  she,  for  the  sex. 


All  of  her  sisters,  put  in  evidence. 

By  daring  such  a  teat,  that  female  life 

Might  prove  mor6  excellent  than  men  suppose. 


O  tnou  Alkestis  I  '*  out  he  burst  in  fine, 

**  Who,  while  thou  savedst  this  my  son,  didst 

raise 
Also  myself  from  sinking,  —  hail  to  thee  I 
Well  be  it  with  thee  even  in  the  house 
Of  Hades  I    I  maintain,  if  mortals  must 
Marry,  this  sort  of  marriage  is  the  sole 
Permitted  those  among  them  who  are  wise ! " 

So  his  oration  ended.    Like  hates  like  : 
Acoordinglv  Admetos,  —  fnll  i'  the  face 
Of  Pheres,  his  true  father,  outward  shape 
And  inward  fashion,  body  matching  soul,  — 
Saw  just  himself  when  years  shoiud  do  their 

work 
And  reinforce  the  selfishness  inside 
Until  it  pushed  the  last  disguise  away  : 
As  when  the  liquid  metal  cools  i'  the  mould, 
Stands  forth  a  statue :  bloodless,  hard,  cold 

bronze. 
So,  in  old  Pheres,  ^oung  Admetos  showed, 
Puished  to  completion  :  and  a  shudder  ran. 
And  his  repugnance  soon  had  vent  in  speecn : 
Glad  to  escape  outside,  nor,  pent  withm. 
Find  itself  there  fit  food  for  exercise. 

"  Neither  to  this  interment  called  by  me 
Comest  thou,  nor  thy  presence  I  account 
Among  the  covetable  proofs  of  love. 
As  for  thy  tribute  of  adornment,  —  no ! 
Ne  Vr  shall  she  don  it,  ne'er  in  debt  to  thee 
Be  buried !    What   is  thine,  that  keep  thou 

still  I 
Then  it  behooved  thee  to  commiserate 
When  I  was  perishing :  bnt  thou  —  who  stood'st 
Foot-free  o'  the  snare,  wast  acquiescent  then 
That  I,  the  young,  stiould  die,  not  thou,  the 

old  — 
Wilt  thou  lament  this  corpse  thyself  hast  slain  ? 
Thou  wast  not,  then,  true  father  to  this  flesh ; 
Nor  she,  who  makes  profession  of  my  birth 
And  styles  herself  my  mother,  neither  she 
Bore  me  :  but,  come  of  slave's  blood,  I  was  cast 
Stealthily  'neath  the  bosom  of  thy  wife  I 
Thou  showedst,  put  to  touch,  the  thing  thou 

art, 
Nor  I  esteem  myself  bom  child  of  thee  I 
Otherwise,  thine  is  the  preeminence 
O'er  all  the  world  in  cowardice  of  soul : 
Who,  being  the  old  man  thou  art,  arrived 
Where  life  should  end,  didst  neither  will  nor 

dare 
Die  for  thy  son,  but  left  the  task  to  her. 
The  alien  woman,  whom  I  well  might  think 
Own,  only  mother  both  and  father  too  ! 
And  yet  a  fair  strife  had  been  thine  to  strive, 
—  Dying  for  thy  own  child  ;  and  brief  for  thee 
In  any  case,  the  rest  of  time  to  live  ; 
While  I  had  lived,  and  she,  our  rest  of  time, 
Nor  I  been  left  to  groan  in  solitude. 
Yet  certainly  all  things  which  happy  man 
Ought  to  experience,  thy  experience  grasped. 
Thou  wast  a  ruler  through  the  bloom  of  youth. 
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And  I  was  son  to  thee,  recipient  due 

Of  sceptre  and  demesne,  —  no  need  to  fear 

That   dyinsT   thou   shooldst  leave  an  orphan 

house 
For  strangers  to  despoil.    Nor  yet  wilt  thon 
Alle8[e  that  as  dishonoring,  forsooth. 
Thy  length  of  days,  I  ^ve  thee  up  to  die,  — 
I,  who  have  held  thee  in  such  reverence  I 
And  in  exchange  for  it,  such  gratitude 
Thou,    father, — thou    awara^st    me,    mother 

mine! 
Go,  lose  no  time,  then,  in  heeetting  sons 
Shall  cherish  thee  in  age,  ana,  when  thou  diest. 
Deck  up  and  lay  thee  out  as  corpses  chum  ! 
For  never  1.  at  least,  with  this  my  hand 
Will  hury  tnee :  it  b  myself  am  dead 
So  far  as  lies  in  thee.    But  if  I  light 
Upon  another  savior,  and  stUl  see 
The  sunbeam,  —  his,  the  child  I  call  myself, 
His,  the  old  age  that  claims  my  cherishmg. 
How  vainly  do  these  aged  pray  for  death. 
Abuse  the  slow  drag  of  senility  ! 
But  should  death  step  up,  nobody  inclines 
To  die,  nor  age  is  now  the  weight  it  was  I  '' 

Ton  see  what  all  this  poor  pretentious  talk 
Tried  at,  —  how  weakness  strove  to  hide  itself 
In  bluster  against  weakness,  —  the  loud  word 
To  hide  the  little  whisper,  not  so  low 
Already  in  that  heart  beneath  those  lips  ! 
Ha,  could  it  be,  who  hated  cowardice 
Stood  confessed  craven,  and  who  lauded  so 
Self-immolating  love,  himself  had  pushed 
The  loved  one  to  the  altar  in  his  place  P 
Friends  interposed,  would  fain  stop  further  plav 
O*  the  shar^-edged  tongue :    they  felt  love^ 

champion  here 
Had  left  an  undefended  point  or  two. 
The  antagonist  might  pront  by ;  bade    Pause  t 
Enough  tne  present  sorrow !    Nor,  0  son. 
Whet  thus  against  thyself  thy  father's  soul  I '' 

Ay,  but  old  Pheres  was  the  stouter  stuff  I 
Admetos,  at  the  flintiest  of  the  heart. 
Had  so  much  soft  in  him  as  held  a  fire : 
The  other  was  all  iron,  clashed  from  flint 
Its  fire,  but  shed  no  spark  and   showed   no 

bruise. 
Did  Pheres  crave  instruction  as  to  facts  ?  ^ 
He  came,  content,  the  ignoble  word,  for  him. 
Should  lurk  still  in   tne   blackness   of   each 

breast. 
As  sleeps  the  water-serpent  half  surmised  : 
Not  brought  up  to  the  surface  at  a  bound, 
By  one  touch  of  the  idly-probing  spear. 
Reed-like  against  unconquerable  scale. 
He  came  pacific,  rather,  as  strength  should. 
Bringing  the  decent  praise,  the  due  regret, 
And  each  banality  prescribed  of  old. 
Did  he  commence  *  Why  let  her  die  for  you  ?  " 
And  rouse  the  coiled  and  quiet  ugliness, 
**  What  is  so  good  to  man  as  man's  own  life  ?  " 
No  :  but  the  other  did  :  and,  for  his  pains, 
Out,  full  in  face  of  him,  the  venom  leapt. 

**  And  whom  dost  thou  make  bold,  son  —  Lud- 

ian  slave. 
Or  Phrugian  whether,  money  made  thy  ware, 


To  drive  at  with  revilings?     Eiiow'st  dum 

not 
I,  a  Theesalian,  from  Thessalian  sire 
Spring  and  am  bom  legitimately  free  ? 
Too  arrogant  art  thou  ;  and.  youngster  words 
Casting  against  mci  having  nad  thy  flings 
Thou  goest  not  off  as  all  were  ended  so  f 
I  gave  thee  birth  indeed  and  masteiship 
I'  the  mansion,  brought  thee  up  to  boot :  thera 

ends 
My  owing,  nor  extends  to  die  for  thee  1 
Never  did  I  receive  it  as  a  law 
Hereditarsr,  no,  nor  Greek  at  all. 
That  sires  in  place  of  sons  were  bound  to  die. 
For,  to  thy  sole  and  single  self  wast  thou 
Bom,  with  whatever  fortune,  good  or  bad  ; 
Such  things  as  bear  bestowment,  those  tlioii 

hast; 
Already  ruling  widely,  broad  lands,  too. 
Doubt  not  but  I  shall  leave  thee  in  due  time: 
For  why  ?    My  father  left  me  them  before. 
Well  then,  where  wrong  I  thee  ?  —  of  what  de- 
fraud? 
Neither  do  thon  die  for  this  man,  myself, 
Nor  let  him  die  for  thee  !  —  is  all  I  beg. 
Thou  joyest  seeing  daylight :  dost  suppose 
Thy  father  joys  not  too  ?    Undoubtedly, 
Long  I  account  the  time  to  pass  below. 
And  brief  my  span  of  days;  yet  sweet  tlie 

same: 
Is  it  otherwise  to  thee  who,  impndoit. 
Didst  fight  off  this  same  death,  and  livest  now 
Through  having  sneaked  past  fate  apportaoaed 

thee. 
And  slain  thy  wife  so  ?    Grvest  cowardioe 
On  me,  I  wonder,  thon  —  whom,  poor  poltroon, 
A  very  woman  worsted,  daring  death 
Just  for  the  sake  of  thee,  her  handsome  sperk  ? 
Shrewdly  hast  thou  contrived  how  not  to  die 
Forevermore  now :  ^t  is  but  still  persuade 
The   wife,  for   the  time  bemg,  to  take  thy 

place  1 
What,  and  thy  friends  who  would  not  do  the 

like. 
These  dost  thou  carp  at,  craven  thus  thyself  ? 
Crouch  and  be  silent,  craven  1    Compreiiend 
That,  if  thou  lovest  so  that  life  of  thine, 
Why,  everybody  loves  his  own  life  too : 
So,  good  words,  henceforth  I    If  thou  speak  us 

ill, 
Many  and  true  an  ill  thing  shalt  thou  hear  I  " 

There  yon  saw  leap  the  hydra  at  full  length  I 
Only,  the  old  kept  glorving  the  more. 
The  more  the  portent  tnns  uncoiled  itself. 
Whereas  the  young  man  shuddered  head  to  foot, 
And  shrank  from  kinship  with  the  creatine. 

Why 
Such  horror,  unless  what  he  hated  most^ 
Vaunting  itself  outside,  might  fairly  daim 
Acquaintance  with  the  counterpart  at  home  ? 
I  would  the  Chorus  here  had  plucked  up  heait, 
Spoken  out  boldly  and  explained  the  man. 
It  not  to  men,  to  Gods.    That  way,  I  think, 
Sophokles  would  have  led  their  dance  and  song. 
Here,  they  said  simply,  *'^  Too  much  evil  qioke 
On  both  sides  I  "    As  the  young  before,  so  now 
They  bade  the  old  man  leave  abusing  thns. 
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**  Let  him  speak,  —  I  have  spoken  1 "  said  the 

youth: 
And  so  died  out  the  wranele  hjr  degrees. 
In  wretohed  bickering.       If  thou  winoe  at  faet, 
BehooTed  thee  not  prove  faulty  to  myself  I  " 

''  Had  I  died  for  thee  I  had  faulted  more ! '' 


*k 


All  *8  one,  then,  for  youth's  bloom  and  age  to 
die?" 


^*  Our  daty  is  to  lire  one  life,  not  two  I  '* 

'*Go   then,  and    outlive    Zeus,    for  aught   I 

oarel** 


44 


«t 


»t 


What,   enrse  thy  parents  with  no   sort   of 
oanse?'* 

Corse,  truly !    All  thou  lovest  is  long  life !  " 


And  dost  not  thou,  too,  all  for  love  of  life. 
Carry  out  now,  in  plaoe  of  thine,  this  corpse  r  " 

'*  Monument,  rather,  of  thy  cowardice, 
Thou  worst  one  1 " 

"  Not  for  me  she  died,  I  hope  I 
That,  thou  wilt  hardly  say  I " 

*'  No ;  simply  this : 
Would,  some  day,  thou  mayst  come  to  need 
myself  1" 

**  Meanwhile,  woo  many  wives  —  the  more  will 
diel" 

**  And  so  shame  thee  who  never  dared  the  like  I  " 


tt 


44 


44 


Dear  is  this  light  o'  the  sun-god — dear,  I 


say 


f" 


Proper  conclusion  for  a  beast  to  draw  I  '* 


"  One  thing  is  certain :  there  's  no  laughing 

now, 
Ab  ont  thou  bearest  the  poor  dead  old  num  t  " 

**  Die  when  thou  wilt,  thou  wilt  die  infamous  1 " 

**  And  once  dead,  whether  famed  or  infamous, 
I  shall  not  care  ! " 


^  **  Alas  and  vet  again  I 
of  impudency  I " 


How  full  is  age 

"Truel 

Thou  couldst  not  call  thy  young  wife  impu- 
dent : 
She  was  found  foolish  merely." 


"  Get  thee  gone  I 
And  let  me  bury  this  my  dead  !  " 

"Igo. 
Thou  bnriest  her  whom  thou   didst  murder 

first; 
Whereof  there  ^s  some  account  to  render  yet 
Those  kinsfolk  by  the  marriage-side  I    I  think, 
Brother  Akastoe  may  be  classed  with  me, 
Amon^  the  beasts,  not  men,  if  he  omit 
Avengmg  upon  thee  his  sister  *s  blood  I " 


Go  to  nerdition,  with  thy  housemate  too  t 
Grow  old  all  ehildlesaly,  with  child  alive. 
Just  as  ye  merit !  for  to  me,  at  least. 
Beneath  the  same  roof  ne'er  do  ye  return. 
And  did  I  need  by  heralds'  help  renounce 
The  ancestral  hearth,  I  had   renounced   the 

same! 
But  we — since  this  woe,  lying  at  our  feet 
I'  the  path,  is  to  be  borne  —  let  us  proceed 
And  lay  the  body  on  the  pyre." 

I  think. 
What,  through  this  wretched  wrangle,  kept 

the  man 
From  seeinar  clear  —  beside  the  cause  I  gave  -* 
Was,  that  the  woe.  himself  described  as  full 
I'  the  oath  before  aim,  there  did  really  lie — 
Not  roll  into  the  abyss  of  dead  and  gone. 
How,  with  Alkestis  present,  calmly  crowned. 
Was  she  so  irrecoverable  yet  -^ 
The  bird,  escaped,  that 's  just  on  bough  above. 
The   flower,   let   flutter   half-way   down   the 

brink? 
Not  so  detached  seemed  lifelessness  from  life 
But  —  one   dear  stretch  beyond  all  straining 

yet — 
And  he  might  have  her  at  his  heart  once  more, 
When,  in  tne  critical  minute,  up  there  comes 
The  father  and  the  fact,  to  trifle  time  I 

**  To  the  pyre  I "  an  instinct  prompted :  pallid 

face. 
And  passive  arm  and  pointed  foot,  when  these 
No  longer  shall  absorb  the  sight,  O  friends, 
Admetos  will  begin  to  see  indeed 
Who  the  true  foe  was,  where  the  blows  should 

fall! 

So,  the  old  selfish  Pheres  went  his  wav. 

Case-hardened  as  he  came ;  and  left  the  yonth, 

(Only  half  selfish  now,  since  sensitive) 

To  go  on  learning  by  a  light  the  more, 

As  mends  moved  off,  renewing  dirge  the  while : 

**  Unhappy  in  thy  daring !    Noble  dame, 

Best  01   the  good,  farewell!    With   favoring 

face 
May  Hermes  the  infernal,  Hades  too. 
Receive  thee!    And  if  there,  —  ay,  there, — 

some  touch 
Of  further  dignity  await  the  good, 
Sharing  with  them,  mayst  thou  sit  throned  by 

her 
The  Bride  of  Hades,  in  companionship  I  " 

Wherewith,  the  sad  procession  wound  away. 

Made  slowly  for  the  suburb  sepulchre. 

And  lo, — while  still  one's  heart,  in  time  and 

tune, 
Paced  after  that  ssrmmetric  step  of  Death 
Mute-marching,  to  the  mind^s  eye,  at  the  head 
O'  the  monmers  —  one  hand  pomting  out  their 

path 
With  the  long  pale  terrific  sword  we  saw. 
The  other  leadmg,  with  grim  tender  grace, 
Alkestis  quieted  and  consecrate,  — 
Lo,  life  again  knocked  laughing  at  the  door  I 
The  world  goes  on,  goes  ever,  in  and  through. 
And  ont  again  o'  the  dond.    We  &ced  about. 
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Fronted  the  palace  where  the  mid-hall  gate 
Opened  —  not  half,  nor  h^f  of  half,  pernaps  — 
Yet  wide  enough  to  let  out  light  and  life,  ^ 
And  warmth,  and  bounty,  and  hope,  and  joy,  at 

onoe. 
Festivitv  burst  wide,  fruit  rare  and  ripe 
Crushed  in  the  mouth  of  Bacchos,  pulpy-prime, 
All  juice  and  flavor,  save  one  single  seed 
Dul^  ejected  from  the  Gk)d^s  nice  lip, 
Which  lay  o*  the  red  edge,  blackly  visible  — 
To  wit,  a  certain  ancient  servitor  : 
On  whom  the  festal  jaws  o*  the  palace  shut, 
80,  there  he  stood,  a  much-bewildered  man. 
Stupid  ?    Nay,  but  sagacious  in  a  sort : 
Learned,  life-long,  i^  tne  first  outside  of  things. 
Though  bat  for  blindness  to  what  lies  beneatn 
And  needs  a  nail-scratch  ere  *t  is  laid  you  bare. 
This  functionary  was  the  trusted  one 
We  saw  deptited  by  Admetos  late 
To  lead  in  rierakles  and  help  him,  soul 
And  body,  to  such  snatched  repose,  snapped- 

.up 
Sustainment,  as  might  do  away  the  dust 
O^  Uie  last  encounter,  knit  eacn  nerve  anew 
For  that  next  onset  sure  to  come  at  cry 
O*  the  creature  next  assailed,  —  nay,  should  it 

prove 
Only  tne  creature  that  came  forward  now 
To  play  the  critic  upon  Herakles  ! 

**  Many  the  guests,"  — so  he  soliloquized 
In  musings  burdensome  to  breast  before. 
When  it  seemed  not  too  prudent  tongue  should 

wag,— 
*^  Many,  and  from  all  quarters  of  this  world, 
The  guests  I  now  have  known  frequent  our 

house. 
For  whom  I  spread  the  banquet ;  but  than  this. 
Never  a  worse  one  did  I  yet  receive 
At  ilie  hearth  here  I    One  who  seeing,  first  of 

all, 
The  master^s  sorrow,  entered  gate  the  same. 
And  had  the  hardihood  to  house  himself. 
Did  things  stop  there  I    But,  modest  by  no 

means. 
He  tvook  what  entertainment  lay  to  hand. 
Knowing  of  our  misfortune,  —  aid  we  fail 
In  aught  of  the  fit  service,  urged  us  serve 
Just  as  a  guest  expects !     And  in  his  hands 
Taking  the  ivied  goblet,  drinks  and  drinks 
Tlie  unmixed  product  of  black  mother-earth. 
Until  the  blaze  o*  the  wine  went  round  about 
And  warmed  him :  then  he  crowns  with  myrtle 

sprigs 
His  head,  and  howls  discordance  —  twofold  lay 
Was  thereupon  for  us  to  listen  to  — 
This  fellow  singing,  namely,  nor  restrained 
A  jot  by  sympathy  with  sorrows  here  — 
While  we  o'  the  household  mourned  our  mis- 
tress —  mourned. 
That  is  to  say,  in  silence  —  never  showed 
The   eyes,    which    we    kept   wettii^,  to   the 

guest  — 
For  there  Admetos  was  imperative. 
And  so,  here  am  I  helping  make  at  home 
A  guest,  some  fellow  ripe  for  wickedness. 
Robber  or  pirate,  while  she  goes  her  waj 
Out  of  our  nouse :  and  neither  was  it  mine 


To  follow  in  procession,  nor  stretch  forth 
Hand,  wave  my  lady  dear  a  last  farewell. 
Lamenting  who  to  me  and  all  of  us 
Domestics  was  a  mother :  myriad  harms 
She  used  to  ward  away  from  every  one. 
And  mollify  her  husband^s  ireful  mood. 
I  ask  then,  do  I  justly  hate  or  no 
This  guest,  this  mterloper  on  our  grief  ?  " 

'*  Hate  him  and  justly !  ^'    Here  *s  the  proper 

judge 
Of  what  is  due  to  the  house  from  Herakles  ! 
This  muu  uf  much  experience  saw  the  first 
O'  the  feeble  duckings-down  at  destiny. 
When  King  Admetos  went  his  rounds,  poor 

sold. 
A-begging  somebody  to  be  so  brave 
As  die  fur  one  afraid  to  die  himself — 
''Thou,    friend?      Thou,    love?      Father    or 

mother,  then ! 
None  of  you?     What,  Alkestis  must  Death 

catch? 
O  best  of  wives,  one  woman  in  the  world  ! 
But  nowise  droop :  our  prayers  may  still  assist : 
Let  us  try  sacrifice  ;  if  tnose  avail 
Nothing  and  Gods  avert  their  countenance. 
Why,  deep  and  durable  our  grief  will  be !  ** 
Whereat  the  house,  this  worthy  at  its  head, 
Ke-echoed  ''  deep  and  durable  our  grief !  *' 
This  sage,  who  justly  hated  Herakles, 
Did  he  suggest  once  **  Rather  I  than  she !  " 
Admonish  the  Turannos  —  *'  Be  a  man  ! 
Bear  thine  own  burden,  never  think  to  thrust 
Thy  fate  upon  another  and  thy  wife ! 
It  were  a  dubious  gain  could  death  be  doomed 
That  other,  and  no  passionatest  plea 
Of  thine,  to  die  instead,  have  force  with  fate  ; 
Seeing  thou  lov^st  Alkestis :  what  were  life 
Unlighted  by  the  loved  one  ?    But  to  live  — 
Not  merely  live  unsolaced  by  some  thought, 
Some  word  so  poor  —  yet  solace  all  the  sune  — 
As  '  Thou  i'  the  sepulchre,  Alkestis,  say  I 
Would  I,  or  would  not  I,  to  save  thy  life. 
Die.  and  die  on,  and  die  forevermore  ?  * 
No  I  but  to  read  red-written  up  and  down 
The  world  '  Tliis  is  the  sunshine,  this  the  shade. 
This  is  some  pleasure  of  earth,  sky  or  sea. 
Due  to  that  other,  dead  thst  tnou  mayst  lire !  * 
I  Such  were  a  covetable  gain  to  thee  ? 
Go  die,  fool,  and  be  happy  while  'tis  time  ! " 
One  word  ot  counsel  in  this  kind,  methinks. 
Had  fallen  to  better  purpose  than  Ai.  ai, 
Pheu,  pheu,  e.  papai,  and  a  pother  of  praise 
O'  the  best,  oest,  best  one  I    Nothing  was  ts 

hate 
In  Kins:  Admetos,  Pheres,  and  the  rest 
0'  thenousehold  down  to  his  heroic  self ! 
This  was  the  one  thing  hateful :  Herakles 
Had  flung  into  the  presence,  frank  and  free. 
Out  from  the  labor  into  the  repose. 
Ere  out  again  and  over  head  and  ears 
I'  the  heart  of  labor,  all  for  love  of  men : 
Making  the  most  o'  the  minute,  that  the  soul 
And  body,  strained  tx>  heisht  a  minute  since. 
Might  lie  relaxed  in  joy,  tnis  breathing-space. 
For  man^s  sake  more  than  ever ;  till  tne  dow, 
Restrung  o*  the  sudden,  at  first  cry  for  help, 
Should  send  some  unimaginable  shaft 


BALAUSTION'S  ADVENTURE 


619 


Trae  to  the  aim  and  ahatterinicl  j  throuflih 
The  pLato-mail  of  a  monsterj  save  man  so. 
He  Blew  the  pest  o'  the  mar»h  yesterday : 
To-morrow  he  would  bit  the  flame-breathed 

stud 
That  fed  on  man  Vflesh :  and  this  day  between  — 
Because  he  held  it  natural  to  die, 
And  fruitless  to  lament  a  thing  past  cure. 
So,  took  his  fill  of  food,  wine,  taoog  and  flowers. 
Till  the  new  labor  claimed  him  soon  enough,  — 
'' Hato  him  and  justly ! " 

True,  Charop^  nune  I 
The  man  surmised  not  Herakles  lay  hid 
I*  the  s^est ;  or.  knowing  it,  was  ignorant 
That  still  his  laay  lived  — for  Herakles ; 
Or  else  judged  lightness  needs  must  indicato 
This  or  the  other  caitiff  quality : 
And  therefore  —  had  been  rieht  if  not  so  wrong  I 
For  who  expects  the  sort  of  him  will  soratoh 
A  nairs  depth,  scrape  the  surface  just  to  see 
What  peradventure  underlies  the  same  ? 

So,  he  stood  petting  up  his  puny  hato. 
Parent-wise,  proud  of  the  iU-faYored  babe. 
Not  lonr !    A  great  hand,  careful  lest  it  crush, 
Startlea  him  on  the  shoulder :  up  he  stared, 
And  over  him,  who  stood  but  Herakles ! 
There  smiled  the  mighty  presence,  all  one  smile 
And  no  touch  more  of  tne  world-weary  Qod, 
Through  the  brief  respite.    Just  a  garland's 

grace 
About  the  brow,  a  song  to  satisfy 
Head,  heart  and  breast,  and  trumpet-lips  at 

once, 
A  solemn  draught  of  true  religious  wine. 
And  —  how  should  I  know  ?  —  half  a  mountain- 
goat 
Tom  up  and  swallowed  down,  —  the  feast  was 

fierce 
But  brief:  all  cares  and  pains  took  wing  and 

flew, 
Leaving  the  hero  readv  to  begin 
And  help  mankind,  wnatever  woe  came  next, 
Even  though  what  came  next  should  be  naught 

more 
Than  the  mean  querulous  mouth  o'  the  man,  re- 
marked 
Pursing  its  grievance  up  till  oatience  failed 
And  the  sage  needs  must  rusn  out,  as  we  saw. 
To  sulk  outside  and  pet  his  hato  in  peace. 
By  no  means  would  the  Helper  have  it  so  : 
He  who  was  just  about  to  handle  brutes 
In  Thrace,  and  bit  the  jaws  which  breathed  the 

flame,  — 
Well,  if  a  good  laugh  and  a  jovial  word 
Could  bridle  a^  which  blew  bad  humors  forth. 
That  were  a  kmd  of  help,  too ! 

^*  Thou,  there ! "  hailed 
This  grand  benevolence  the  ungracious  one  — 
**  Why  look'st  so  solemn  and  so  thought-ab- 
sorbed? 
To  guests  a  servant  should  not  sour-faced  be. 
But  do  the  honors  with  a  mind  urbane. 
While  thou,  contrariwise,  beholding  here 
Arrive  thy  mastor^s  comrade,  hast  for  him 
A  churlish  visage,  all  one  beetle-brow  — 
Having  regard  to  grief  that  ^s  out^f-door  I 
Come  hither,  and  so  get  to  grow  more  wise  I 


mortal  —  kuow'st  the  nature  that  they 
have? 

No,  I  imagine !  whence  could  knowledge  spring  ? 
GKve  ear  to  me,  then !    For  all  flesh  to  die, 
Is  Natare^s  due ;  nor  is  there  any  one 
Of  mortals  with  assurance  he  shall  last 
The  oomiag  morrow :  for«  what  *s  bom  of  cliauoe 
Invisibly  proceeds  the  way  it  will, 
Not  to  be  learned,  no  fortune-teller's  prize. 
This,   therefore,    having    heard    and    known 

through  me, 
Gladden  thyself  I    Drink  I    Count  the  day-by- 
day 
Existence  thine,  and  all  the  other  —  chance  1 
Av,  and  pay  homage  also  to  by  far 
The  sweetest  of  dirinities  for  man, 
Kupris  1    Benignant  Gkiddess  will  she  prove  I 
But  as  for  aught  else,  leave  and  let  things  be  I 
And  trust  my  counsel,  if  I  seem  to  speak 
To  purpose  — as  I  do,  aopareiitly. 
Wilt  not  thou,  then,  —  aiscarding  overmuch 
Moumfulness.  do  away  with  this  shut  door, 
Corae  drink  fuong  with  me,  be-garlauded 
This  fashion  ?     Do  so,  and  —  I   well  know 

what — 
From  this  stem  mood,  this  shrunk-up  state  of 

mind, 
The  pitHpat  fall  o'  the  flagon-juice  down  throat, 
Soon  win  dislodge  thee  from  l>ad  harborage  I 
Men  being  mortal  should  think  mortal-like  : 
Since  to  your  solemn,  brow-contracting  sort. 
All  of  ^em,  —  so  I  lay  down  law  at  least,  — 
Life  is  not  truly  life  but  misery.'* 

Whereto  the  man  with  softened  surliness : 

**  We  know  as  much :  but  deal  with  matters, 

now, 
Hardly  befitting  mirth  and  revelry." 

**  No  intimate,  this  woman  that  is  dead : 
Mourn  not  too  much  !    For,  those  o'  the  house 

itself, 
Thy  masters  live,  remember ! " 

**Live  indeed? 
Ah,  thou  know'st  naught  o'  the  woe  within 
these  walls ! " 

*^  I  do  —  unless  thy  master  spoke  me  false 
Somehow  I " 

^'  Ay,  ay,  too  much  he  loves  a  guest. 
Too  much,  that  master  mine !  "  so  muttered  he. 

**  Was  it  improper  he  shcnild  treat  me  well. 
Because  an  alien  corpse  was  in  the  way  ?  " 

"  No  alien,  but  most  intimate  indeed  I  " 

*^  Can  it  be,  some  woe  was,  he  told  me  not  ?  " 

"  Farewell  and  go  thy  way !    Thy  cares  for 

thee  — 
To  us,  our  master's  sorrow  is  a  care." 

"  This  word  b^ins  no  tale  of  alien  woe !  " 

*^  Had  it  been  other  woe  than  intimate, 

I  could  have  seen  thee  feast,  nor  felt  amiss.  * 
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**Whatl  have  I  soffored  strangely  from  my 
host?" 

"  Thou  earnest  Dot  at  a  fit  reoeption-time : 
With  sorrow  here  het'orehand :  and  thon  seest 
Shorn  hair,  hlack  rohes." 

' '  But  who  is  it  that 's  dead  ? 
Some  child  gone  ?  or  the  aged  sire  perhaps  ?  " 

**  Admetos'   wife,    then  1    she    has   perished, 
guest !  " 

**  How  sayest  ?    And  did  ye  house  me,  all  the 
same?" 

**  Ay :  for  he  had  thee  in  that  rererenoe 

He  dared  not  turn  thee  from  his  door  away  I " 

^  0  hapless,  and  hereft  of  what  a  mate  I  *' 

**  All  of  us  now  are  dead,  not  she  alone  t " 

**  But  I  divined  it !  seeing,  as  I  did, 

His  eye  that  ran  with  tears,  his  olose-dipt  hair, 

His  countenance  !    Though  he  persuaded  me, 

Saying  it  was  a  stranger's  f  unend 

He  went  with  to  the  grave :  aninst  my  wish, 

He  forced  on  me  that  I  should  enter  doors, 

Drink  in  the  hall  o'  the  hospitable  man 

Circumstanced  so  1    And  do  I  revel  yet 

With  wreath  on  head  ?   But — thou  to  hold  thy 

peace. 
Nor  tell  me  what  a  woe  oppressed  my  friend ! 
Where  is  he  gone  to  bury  ner  ?    Where  am  I 
To  go  and  find  her?" 

*'  By  the  road  that  leads 
Straight  to  Larissa,  thou  wilt  see  the  tomb, 
Out  of  the  suburb,  a  carved  sepulchre." 

So  said  he,  and  therewith  dismissed  himself 
Inside  to  his  lamenting :  somewhat  soothed. 
However,  that  he  had  adroitly  spoilt 
The  mirtii  of  the  great  creature :  oh,  he  marked 
The  movement  of  the  mouth,  how  lip  pressed 

lip, 
And  either  eye  forgot  to  shine,  as,  fast. 
He  plucked   the  chaplet   from  his  forehead, 

dashed 
The  myrtle-sprays   down,  trod   them   under- 
foot . 
And  all  the  joy  and  wonder  of  the  wine 
Withered  away,  like  fire  from  o£F  a  brand 
The  wind  blows  over  —  beacon  though  it  be, 
Whose  merrv  ardor  only  meant  to  make 
Somebody  all  the  better  for  its  blaze, 
And  save  lost  people  in  the  dark :  quenched 
now! 

Not  long  quenched  I  As  the  flame,  just  hurried 

The  brand's  edge,  suddenly  renews  its  bite, 
Tasting  some  richness  caked  i'  the  core  o'  the 

tree,  — 
Hne,  with  a  blood  that 's  oil,  —  and  triumphs 

up 
Pillar-wise  to  the  sky  and  saves  the  world : 
So.  in  a  spasm  and  splendor  of  resolve. 
All  at  once  did  the  God  surmount  the  man. 


"'  O  mnoh'«ndurittg  heart  and  hand  of  mine  ! 
Now  show  what  sort  of  son  she  bore  to  Zens, 
That  daughter  of  Elektruon,  liruus'  child, 
Alkmen^  !  for  that  scm  must  needs  save  now 
The  just-dead  lady  :  ay,  establidi  here 
I'  the  house  again  Alkestis,  bring  aboat 
Comfort  and  succor  to  Adraetoe  so ! 
I  will  go  lie  in  wait  for  Death,  black-stoled 
King  of  the  corpses  !    I  shall  find  him,  sore. 
Drinking,  beside  the  tomb,  o'  the  sacrifice: 
And  if  I  lie  in  ambuscade,  and  leap 
Out  of  my  lair,  and  seize  —  encircle  him 
Till  one  hand  join  the  other  round  about  — 
There  lives  not  who  shall  pull  him  out  from  me. 
Rib-mauled,  before  he  let  the  woman  go  I 
But  even  say  I  miss  the  booty,  — say. 
Death  comes  not  to  the  boltered  blood,  —  why 

then, 
Down  go  I,  to  the  unsunned  dwelling-plaee 
Of  Kot4  and  the  king  there,  —  make  demand. 
Confident  I  shall  bring  Alkestis  back. 
So  as  to  put  her  in  the  hands  of  him 
My  host,  that  housed  me,  never  drove  me  off : 
Though  stricken  with    sore  sorrow,   hid    the 

stroke. 
Being  a  noble  heart  and  honoring  me  I 
Who  of  Theasaliana,  more  than  uiis  man,  loves 
The  stranger  ?  Who,  that  now  inhabits  Greece  ? 
Wherefore  he  shall  not  say  the  man  was  vile 
Whom  he  befriended,  —  native  noble  heart  I  '* 

So,  one  look  upward,  as  if  Zeus  might  langii 

Approval  of  his  human  progeny,  — 

One  sununons  of  the  whole  magnific  frame, 

£ach  sinew  to  its  service,  —  up  he  caught, 

And  over  shoulder  cast,  the  lion-shag. 

Let  the  club  go,  —  for  had  he  not  Uiose  hands  ? 

And  so  went  stridincp  off,  on  that  straight  way 

Leads  to  Larissa  ana  the  suburb  tomb. 

Gladness  be  with  thee.  Helper  of  our  worid  I 

I  think  this  is  the  authentic  sign  and  seal 

Of  Godship,  that  it  ever  waxes  glad. 

And  more  glad,  until  gladness  blossoms,  butsti 

Into  a  rage  to  suffer  for  mankind. 

And  recommence  at  sorrow  :  drops  like  seed 

After  the  blossom,  ultimate  of  all. 

Say,  does  the  seed  scorn  earth  and  seek  the 

sun? 
Surely  it  has  no  other  end  and  aim 
Than  to  drop,  once  more  die  into  the  ground, 
Taste  cold  and  darkness  and  oblivion  there : 
And  thence  rise,  tree-like  grow  through  i>ain  to 

joy. 
More  joy  and  most  joy,  —  do  man  good  again. 

So.  to  the  struggle  off  strode  Herakles. 
When  silence  closed  behind  the  lion-garb. 
Back  came  our  dull  fact  settling  in  its  place. 
Though  heartiness  and  passion  half-dispened 
The  inevitable  fate.     And  presently 
In  came  the  mourners  from  the  funeral. 
One  after  one,  until  we  hoped  the  last 
Would  be  Alkestis  and  so  end  our  dream. 
Could  they  have  really  left  Alkestis  lone 
I*  the  wayside  sepulchre  I    Home,  all  save  she  I 
And  when  Admetos  felt  that  it  was  so. 
By  the  stand-still :  when  he  lifted  head  and 
face 
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From  the  two  hiding  hands  and  peploa'  fold. 
And  looked  forth,  knew  the  palaee,  knew  the 

hille. 
Knew  the  plainSf  knew  the  friendly  f reqnenoe 

there. 
And  no  Alkestas  any  more  anin, 
Why,  the  whole  woe  hillow-uke  hroke  on  him. 

^*  O  hatef ol  entry,  hateful  oonntenanee 

O'  the  widowed  hiUie  I"  —  he  moaned.  "  What 

was  to  be  ? 
Go  there  ?  2Stay  here  ?   Speak,  not  ipeak  P  All 

was  now 
Mad  and  impossible  alike  :  one  way 
And  only  one  was  sane  and  safe  —  to  die : 
Now  he  was  made  aware  how  dear  is  death. 
How  lovable  the  dead  are,  how  the  heart 
Teams  in  us  to  go  hide  where  they  repoae. 
When  we  find  sunbeams  do  no  good  to  see, 
Nor  earth  resta  rightly  where  our  footsteps 

fall. 
EQs  wife  had  been  to  him  the  very  pledge. 
Sun  should  be  sun,  earth  —  earth  ;  the  pledge 

was  robbed, 
Pact  broken,  and  the  world  was  left  no  world." 
He  stared  at  the  impossible,  mad  life : 
Stood,  while  they  urged  '*  AdTanee  —  adranoe  I 

Go  deep 
Into  the  utter  dark,  thy  palaoe-oore  ! " 
They  tried  what  they  called  comfort,  **  touched 

the  quick 
Of  the  idoeration  in  his  soul,'*  he  said. 
With  memories,  —  *'  onoe  thy  joy  was  thus  and 

thus!'' 
True  comfort  were  to  let  him  fling  himself 
Into  the  hollow  grave  o'  the  tomb,  and  so 
Let  him  Ue  dead  along  with  all  he  loved. 

One  bade  him  note  that  his  own  family 
Boasted  a  certain  father  whose  sole  sc». 
Worthy  bewailment,  died :  and  yet  the  sire 
Bore  stoutly  up  against  the  blow  and  lived ; 
For  all  that  he  was  chil^ess  now,  and  prone 
Already  to  gray  hairs,  far  on  in  life. 
Could  such  a  good  example  miss  effect  ? 
Why  &x  foot,  stand  so,  staring  at  the  house. 
Why  not  go  in,  as  that  wise  kinsman  would  ? 

**  Oh  that  arrangement  of  the  house  I  know ! 
How  can  I  enter,  how  inhabit  thee 
Now  that  one  cast  of  fortune  changes  all  ? 
Oh  me,  for  much  divides  the  then  from  now  I 
Then  —  with  those  pine-tree    torches,  Pelian 

pomp 
And  marriage-hymns,  I  entered,  holdii^  hi^h 
The  hand  of  my  dear  wife ;  while  many-voioed 
The  revelry  that  followed  me  and  her 
That 's  dead  now,  —  friends  felicitating  both. 
As  who  were  lofty-lineaged,  each  of  us 
Bom  of  the  best,  two  wedded  and  made  one ; 
Now  —  wail  is  wedding-chant's  antagonist, 
And,  for  white  peplos,  stoles  in  sable  state 
Herald  my  way  to  the  deserted  couch  I  " 

The  one  word  more  they  ventured  was,  **  This 

grief 
Befell  thee  witless  of  what  sorrow  means. 
Close  after  prosperous  fortune :  bnt«  reflect  ( 


Thou  hast  saved  aool  and  body.    Dead,  thy 

wife  — 
Living,  the  love  she  left.    What 's  novel  here  f 
Many  the  man,  from  whom  Death  long  ago 
Loosed  the  life-partner  1  " 

Then  Admetos  spoke : 
Turned  on  the  comfort,  with  no  tears,  this 

time. 
He  was  beginning  to  be  like  his  wife. 
I  told  you  of  that  pressure  to  the  point, 
Word  slow  pursuing  word  in  monotone, 
Alkestis  spoke  with ;  so  Admetos,  now, 
Solenmly  bore  the  burden  of  the  truth. 
And  as    the    voioe    of   him   grew,   gathered 

strsogth, 
And  groaned  on,  and  persisted  to  the  end. 
We  felt  how  deep  had  been  desoent  in  grief. 
And  with  what  change  he  came  up  now  to  light. 
And  left  behind  such  littleness  as  tears. 

^*  Friends.  I  account  the  fortune  of  mv  wife 
Happier  than  mine,  thon^^  it  seem  otherwise : 
For.  ner  indeed  no  grief  wUl  ever  touch. 
Ana  she  from  maav  a  labor  pauses  now. 
Renowned  one  1  Whereas  I,  who  ought  not  live. 
But  do  Hve,  by  evadii^  destiny. 
Sad  life  am  I  to  lead,  Ilearn  at  last^ 
For  how  shall  I  bear  going  indoors  here  ^ 
Accosting  whom  ?    By  whom  saluted  back. 
Shall  I  have  u^ous  entry  ?    \¥hither  turn  ? 
Inside,  the  solitude  will  drive  me  forth. 
When  I  behold  the  empty  bed  —  my  wife's  — 
The  seat  die  used  to  sit  neon,  the  floor 
Unsprinkled  as  when  dwellers  loved  the  cool. 
The  children  that  will  clasp  ray  knees  about. 
Cry  for  their  mother  back :  these  servants  too 
Moaning  for  what  a  guardian  they  have  lost  J 
Inside  my  house  such  circumstance  awaits. 
Outside,  —  Thessalian  people's  marriage-f easts 
And  gatherings  for  talk  will  harass  me, 
With  overflow  of  women  everywhere ; 
It  is  impossible  I  look  on  them  — 
Familiars  of  my  wife  and  just  her  age ! 
And  <^en,  whoever  is  a  foe  of  mine. 
And  lights  on  me  —  why,  this  will  be  lus  word  — 
*  See  there  !  alive  ignobly,  there  he  skulks 
That  played  the  dastard  when  it  came  to  die, 
And.  giving  her  he  vredded,  in  exchange. 
Kept  himself  out  of  Hades  safe  and  sound, 
The  coward !  Do  yon  call  that  creature — man  ? 
He  hates  his  parents  for  de<diniiig  death, 
Just  as  if  he  nimself  would  gladly  die  1 ' 
This  sort  of  reputation  shalll  have. 
Beside  the  other  ills  enough  in  store. 
Ul-faraed,  ill-faring,  —  what  advantage,  friends. 
Do  you  perceive  I  gain  by  life  for  death  ?  " 

That  was  the  truth.     Vexed  waters  sank  to 

smooth: 
'T  was  only  when  the  last  of  bubbles  broke, 
The  latest  circlet  widened  all  away 
And  left  a  placid  level,  that  up  swam 
To  the  surnoe  the  drowned  truth,  in  dreadful 

change. 
So^  through  the  quiet  and  submission,  —  ay. 
Spite  of  some  strong  words  —  (for  you  miss  the 

tone) 
The  grief  was  getting  to  be  infinite  — 
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Qrief,  friends  fell  back  before.     Their  office 

shrank 
To  that  old  solaee  of  humanity  I  — 
**  Being  bom  mortal,  bear  grief  I    Why  bom 

else?" 
And  they  could  only  meditate  anew. 

**  They,  too,  upborne  b^  airy  help  of  song. 
And  naply  science,  which  can  find  the  stars. 
Had  searcned  the  heights :  had  sounded  depths 

as  well 
By  catching  much  at  books  where  logic  lurked, 
Tet  nowhere  found  they  aught  could  overcome 
Necessity :  not  any  medicine  served, 
Which  Thrakian  tablets  treasure,  Orphic  voice 
Wrote  itself  down  upon  :  nor  remedy 
Which  Phoibos  gave  to  the  Asklepiadai ; 
Cutting  the  roots  of  many  a  virtuous  herb 
To  solace  overburdened  mortals.    None  I 
Of  this  sole  goddess,  never  may  we  go 
To  altar  nor  to  image  :  sacrifice 
She  hears  not.    All  to  pray  for  is  —  *  Approach ! 
But,  oh,  no  harder  on  me,  awful  one. 
Than  heretofore  I    Let  life  endure  thee  still  ! 
For,  whatsoever  2«eus'  nod  decree,  that  same 
In  concert  with  thee  hath  accomplishment. 
Iron,  the  very  stuff  o'  the  ChaluDoi, 
Thou,  by  sheer   strength,  dost   conquer  and 

subdue ; 
Nor,  of  that  harsh  abrupt  resolve  of  thine, 
Any  relenting  is  there ! 

"  O  my  king ! 
Thee  also,  in  the  shackles  of  those  hands. 
Not  to  be  shunned,  the  Goddess  grasped  !    Tet, 

bear! 
Since  never  wilt  thou  lead  from  underground 
The  dead  ones,   wail  thy  worst  1    If  mortals 

die,  — 
The  verv  children  of  immortals,  too. 
Dropped  *mid   our  darkness,  these  decay  as 

sure  I 
Dear  indeed  was  she  while  among  us :  dear. 
Now  she  is  dead,  must  she  forever  be  : 
Thy  portion  was  to  clasp,  within  thy  couch. 
The  noblest  of  all  women  as  a  wife. 
Nor  be  the  tomb  of  her  supposed  some  heap 
That  hides  mortality  :  but  like  the  Gods 
Honored,  a  veneration  to  a  world 
Of  wanderers !    Oft  the  wanderer,  struck  there- 

Wlio  else  had  sailed  past  in  his  merchant-«hip. 
Ay,  he  sliall  leave  ship,  land,  long  wind  liis  way 
Up  to  the  mountain-summit,  till  there  break 
Speech  fordi,  '  So,  this  was  she,  tlien,  died  of 

old 
To  save  her  husband  !  now,  a  deity 
She  bends  above  us.    Hail,  benignant  one  I 
Give  good  I  *    Such  voices  so  will  supplicate. 
But  —  can  it  be  ?    Alkmen^^s  offspring  comes, 
Admetos !  —  to  thy  house  advances  here  I  '* 


I  doubt  not,  they  supposed  him  decently 
Dead    somewhere    m    that    winter    world 

Thrace  — 
Vanquished  by  one  o*  the  Btstones,  or  eke 
Victim  to  some  mad  steed's  voracity  — 
For  did  not  friends  prognosticate  as  much  ? 
It  were  a  new  example  to  the  point. 


of 


That  **  children   of   immortals,    dropped    fay 

stealth 
Into  our  darkness,  die  as  sure  as  we  P' 
A  case  to  quote  and  comfort  people  with  : 
But,  as  for  lamentation,  ai  and  phen. 
Right-minded  subjects  kept    tnem    for  tbeir 

lord. 

Ay,  he  it  was  advancing !    In  he  strode, 
And  took  his  stand  before  Admetoo,  —  turned 
Now  by  despair  to  such  a  quietude. 
He  neither  raised  his  face  nor  s]M>ke,  this  time. 
The  while  his  friend  surveyed  him  steadily. 
That  friend  looked  rough  with  fightii]^ :  hiad  he 

strained 
Worst  brute  to  breast  was  ever  strangled  jet  ? 
Somehow,   a    victory  — for    there    stood    the 

strength, 
Happy,  as  always  ;  something  grave,  periiam 
The  great  vein-cordage    on    the  fret-worked 

front. 
Black-swollen,  beaded  vet  with  battle-dew 
Hie  yellow  hair  o'  the  hero  I  — his  big  frame 
A-quiver  with  each  muscle  sinking  back 
Into  the  sleepy  smooth  it  leaped  from  late. 
Under  the  great  guard  of  one  arm,  there  leant 
A  shrouded  something,  live  and  woman-like. 
Propped  by  the  heartbeats  *neath  the  lion-ooat. 
When  he  had  finished  his  survey,  it  seemed. 
The  heavinn  of  the  heart  began  snb^e. 
The  helpfuTbreath  returned,  and  last  the  smile 
Shone  out,  all  Herakles  was  iMMsk  again. 
As  the  words  followed  the  saluting  hand. 

*^  To  friendly  man,  behooves  we  freely  speak, 

Admetos !  —  nor  keep  buried,  deep  in  breast, 

Blame  we  leave  silent.  ^  I  assuredly 

Judged  myself  proper,  if  1  should  approach 

By  accident  calamities  of  thine. 

To  be  demonstrablv  thy  friend  :  but  thou 

Told'st  me  not  ol   the  corpse  then  daiminf? 

care. 
That  was  thy  wife's,  but  didst  instal  me  gueRt 
I'  the  house  here,   as  though  busied   with   a 

grief 
I  Indeed,  but  then,  mere  grief  beyond  thygate  : 
I  And  so,  I  crowned  ra^  head,  and  to  the  Gods 
Poured  my  libations  in  thy  dwelling-place. 
With   sucn   misfortune    round   me.     And    I 

blame  — 
Certainly  blame  thee,  having  suffered  thus  ! 
But  still  I  would  not  pain  thee,  pained  enough : 
So  let  it  pass !    Wherefore  I  seek  diee  now. 
Having   turned    back   again   though   onward 

bound, 
That  I  will  tell  thee.    Take  and  keep  for  me 
This  woman,  till  I  come  thy  way  again, 
Drivingbefore  me,  having  killed  the  king 
O*  the  Bistones,  that  drove  of  Thrakian  steeds: 
In  such  case,  give  the  woman  back  to  roe  ! 
But  should  I  fare,  —  as  fare  I  fain  would  not. 
Seeing  I  hope  to  prosper  and  return,  — 
Then,  I  bequeath  her  as  thy  household  slave. 
She  came  into  my  hands  with  good  hard  toil ! 
For,  what  find  I,  when  started  on  my  ooiixse. 
But  certain  people,  a  whole  country-side. 
Holding  a  wrestling-bout  ?  as  good  t«  me 
As  a  new  labor :  wneuoe  I  took,  and  here 
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Come  keeping:  with  me,  this,  the  victor's  prize. 
For,  ench  as  oonqvered  hi  the  easy  work, 
Gained  horses  whioh  they  drove  away:   and 

snch 
As    conquered    in    the    harder,  -*-  those    who 

boxed 
And  wrestled,  —  cattle ;   and,    to    crown    the 

prize. 
A  woman  followed.    Chancing  as  I  did. 
Base  were  it  to  foregfo  this  fame  and  gain  ! 
Well,  as  I  said,  I  trust  her  to  thy  care  : 
No  woman  I  have  kidnapped,  understand  I 
Bnt  good  hard  toU  has  done  it :  here  I  come ! 
Some  day,  who  knows?  even  thou  wilt  praise 

the  feat ! '' 

Admetos  raised  his  face  and  e^ed  the  pair : 
Then,  hollowly  and  with  submission,  spoke. 
And  spoke  again,  and  spoke  time  after  time, 
When  he  perceived  the  silence  of  his  friend 
Would  not  be  broken  by  consenting  word. 
As  a  tired  slave  goes  adding  stone  to  stone 
Until  he  stop  some  current  that  molests, 
So  poor  Admetos  piled  np  argament 
Vamly  against  the  purpose  all  too  plain 
In  that  great  brow  acquainted  with  command. 

'*  Nowise  dishonoring,  nor  amid  my  foes 
Ranking  thee,  did  I  nide  my  wife  s  ill  fate ; 
Bnt  it  were  grief  superimposed  on  grief, 
Shonldst  thoa  have  Hastened  to  another  home. 
My  own  woe  was  enough  for  me  to  weep ! 
Bnt,  for  this  woman,  —  if  it  so  may  be,  — 
Bid     some     Thessalian,  —  I     entreat     thee, 

kingi  — 
Keep  her,  —  who  has  not  snfFered  like  myteU ! 
Many  of  the  Pheraioi  welcome  thee. 
Be  no  reminder  to  me  of  my  ills  I  ^ 
I  oonld  not,  if  I  saw  her  come  to  live. 
Restrain  the  tear  I    Inflict  on  me,  diseased. 
No  new  disease  :  woe  bends  me  down  enough  I 
Then,  where  could  she  be  sheltered  in  my  house. 
Female  and  yonng  too  ?    For  that  she  is  young, 
The  vesture  and  adornment  prove.    Reflect  I 
Shonld  such  an  one  inhabit  the  same  roof 
With  men  ?    And  how,  mixed  up,  a  girl,  with 

youths, 
Shall  she  keep  pure,  in  that  case  ?    No  light 

task 
To  corb  the  May-day  yoongster,  Herakles  I 
I  only  speak  because  of  care  for  thee. 
Or  mnst  I,  in  avoidance  of  such  harm. 
Make  her  to  enter,  lead  her  life  within 
The  chamber  of  the  dead  one,  all  apart  ? 
How  shall  I  introduce  this  other,  couch 
This  where  Alkestis  lay  ?    A  double  blame 
I  apprehend  :  first,  from  the  citizens  — 
Lest  some  tongue  of  them  taunt  that  I  betray 
Mv  benefactress,  fall  into  the  snare 
Of  a  new  fresh  face :  then,  tlie  dead  one's  self,  — 
Will  she  not  blame  me  likewise  ?    Worthy,  sure. 
Of  worship  from  me  I  circumspect  my  ways. 
And  jealous  of  a  fanlt,  are  bound  to  be. 
Bnt  thou,  —  O  woman,  whosoe'er  then  art,  — 
Know,  thou  hast  all  the  form,  art  like  as  like 
Alkestis,  in  the  bodily  shape  1    Ah  me  ! 
Take  — by  the  Gods  —  this  woman  from  my 

sight. 


Lest  thon  nndo  me,  the  undone  before  I 

Since  I  seem  —  seeing  her  —  as  if  I  saw 

My   own    wife!     ^d   confusions   cloud   my 

heart, 
And  from  my  eyes  the  springs  break  forth ! 

Ah  me 
Unhappy  —  how  I  taste  for  the  first  time 
My  misery  in  all  its  bitterness  ! " 

Whereat  the  friends  conferred :    **  The  chance, 

in  truth, 
Was  an  untoward  one  —  none  said  otherwise. 
Still,  what  a  God  comes  giving,  good  or  bad. 
That,  one  shonld  take  and  Mar  with.     Take 

her,  then  I " 

Herakles,  —  not  unfostening  his  hold 

On  that  same  misery,  beyond  mistake 

Hoarse  in  the  words,  convulsive  in  the  face,  — 

*'  I  would  that  I  had  such  a  power,"  said  he, 

"  As  to  lead  up  into  the  light  again 

Thy  very  wife,  and  grant  thee  such  a  grace  1 


»» 


*^  Well  do  I  know  thou  wonldst :  but  where  the 

hope? 
There  is  no  bringing  back  the  dead  to  light." 

*^  Be  not  extravagant  in  grief,  no  less  I 
Bear  it,  by  augury  of  better  things !  '* 

"  'Tis  easier  to  advise  *  bear  up,'  than  bear  I " 

*'  But  how  carve  way  i'  the  life  that  lies  be- 
fore. 
If  bent  on  groaning  ever  for  the  past  ?  " 

**  I  myself  know  that :  but  a  certain  love 
Allures  me  to  the  choice  I  shall  not  change." 

**Ay,  but,  still  loving  dead  ones,  still  makes 


weep. 


»» 


**  And  let  it  be  so !    She  has  ruined  me, 
And  still  more  than  I  say :  that  answers  all." 


•i 


Oh,  thou  hast  lost  a  brave  wife :   who  dis- 
putes?" 


*^So  brave  a  one  —  that  he  whom  thou  be- 

hold'st 
Will  never  more  enjoy  his  life  again  I  " 


it 


Time  will  assuage  I    The  evil  yet  is  young !  " 


**  Time,  thou  mayst  say,  will ;  if  time  mean  — 
to  die." 

^*  A  wife  —  the  longing  for  new  marriage-joys 
Will  stop  thy  sorrow  I  " 

*^  Hush,  friend, — hold  thy  peace ! 
What  hast  thou  said  1    I  could  not  credit  ear  I  " 

**  How  then  ?     Thou  wilt  not  marry,  then,  bnt 

keep 
A  widowed  couch  ?  " 

"  There  is  not  any  one 
Of  womankind  shall  couch  with  whom  thon 
I" 
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*'  Dost  think  to  profit  iitua  in  any  way 
The  dead  one  ?'^ 

"  Her,  wherever  ahe  ahide. 
My  duty  is  to  honor.*' 

"  And  I  praise  — 
Indeed  I  praise  thee  I    Still,  thou  hast  to  pay 
The  price  of  it,  in  being  held  a  fool ! '' 

**  Fool  call  me  —  only  one  name  call  me  not  I 
Bridegroom ! " 

**  No :  it  was  .praise,  I  portioned  thee, 
Of  being  good  true  husband  to  thy  wife  I  " 

"  When  I  betray  her,  though  she  is  no  more, 
May  I  die!" 

And  the  thing  he  said  was  true  : 
For  out  of  Herakles  a  great  glow  broke. 
There  stood  a  victor  worthy  of  a  prize  : 
The  violet-crown  that  withers  on  the  brow 
Of  the  half-hearted  claimant.    Oh,  he  knew 
The  signs  of  battle  hard  fought  and  well  won. 
This  queller  of  the  monsters!  —  knew  his  friend 
Planted  firm  foot,  now,  on  the  loathly  thing 
That   was  Admetos  utte!    **  would  die,'^  he 

knew. 
Ere  let  the  reptile  raise  its  crest  again. 
If  that  was  truth,  why  try  the  true  friend 

more? 

"Then,  since  thou  canst  be  faithful  to  the 

death. 
Take,  deep  into  thy  house,  my  dame  !  **  smiled 

he. 

"  Not  so !  —  I  pray,  by  thy  Progenitor  I " 

"  Thou  wilt  mistake  in  disobeying  me  I " 

"  Obeying  thee,  I  have  to  break  my  heart ! " 

"  Obey  roe  I    Who  knows  but  the  favor  done 
May  nUl  into  its  place  as  duty  too  ?  " 

So,  he  was  humble,  would  dedine  no  more 
Bearing  a  burden :  he  just  sighed,  **  Alas ! 
Would  thou  hadst  never  brought  this  prize 
from  game  I " 

^*Yet,    when   I   conquered   there,  thou   con- 
queredst ! " 

**  AU  excellently  ui^j^ed  1    Yet  —  spite  of  all, 
Bear  with  me  I  let  the  woman  go  away !  " 

"She  shall  go,  if  needs  must :  but  ere  she  go. 
See  if  there  i^  need  !  *' 

"  Need  there  is  I    At  least, 
Except  I  make  thee  angry  with  me,  so  I " 

"  But  I  persist,  because  I  have  my  spice 
Of  intuition  likewise :  take  the  dame  !  " 

"  Be  thou  the  victor,  then !    But  certainly 
Thou  dost  thy  friend  no  pleasure  in  the  act  I  *' 

^*0h,  time  will  come  when  thou  shalt  praise 

me  !    Now  — 
Only  obey  I '' 


(4 


Then,  servants,  sinoe  mr  [ 
Must   needs   receive   this   woman,   take   her 
thei«  I  '* 

"  I  shall  not  trust  this  woman  to  the  eare 
Of  servants.'' 

"  Why,  conduct  her  in,  thyself. 
If  that  seem  preferable  !  *' 

"  I  prefer. 
With  thy  good   leave,  to   place  her  in    thy 
handsl" 

"  I   would   not  touch   her  I      Entry   to    the 

house  — 
That,  I  concede  thee." 

"  To  thy  sole  right  hand 
I  mean  to  trust  her !  " 

"  iQng  1    Thou  wrenchest  this 
Out  of  me  by  main  force,  if  I  submit ! " 

"  Courage,  friend  I    Come,  stretch  hand  forth  I 

Good !    Now  touch 
The  strangei^woman  1 "' 

''There!    A  hand  I  stretch — 
As  though  it  meuit  to  out  off  Gorgon's  head !  " 

"Hast  hold  of  her?" 

"  Fast  hold." 

"Why,  then, hold  faafe 
And  have  her !  and,  one  day,  asseverate 
Thou  wilt,  I  think,  thy  friend,  ^e  son  of  Zens, 
He  was  the  gentle  guest  to  entertain  I 
Look  at  her  !    See  if  she,  in  any  way, 
I^resent  thee  with  resemblanoe  of  thy  wife  I  *' 

Ah,  but  the  tears  come,  find  the  words  at  faaalX ! 

There  is  no  telling  how  the  hero  twitched 

The  veil  off :  and  there  stood,  with  such  fixed 

eyes 
And  such  slow  smile,  Alkestis'  silent  self ! 
It  was  the  crowning  grace  of  that  great  heart. 
To  keep  back  joy  :  procrastinate  the  truth 
UntU  the  wife,  who  had  made  proof  and  foand 
The  husband  wanting,  might  essay  onoe  more. 
Hear,  see,  and  feel  him  renovated  now  — 
Able  to  do,  now,  all  herself  had  doncj 
Risen  to  the  height  of  her :  so,  hand  m  hand. 
The  two  might  go  together,  live  and  diie. 


Beside,  when  he  found  speech,  you  guess  the 

speech. 
He  could  not  think  he  saw  his  wife  again : 
It  was  some  mocking  God  that  used  uie  Idias 
To  make  him  road  I    Till  Herakles  must  help: 
Assure  him  that  no  spectre  mocked  at  all ; 
He  was  embracing  whom  he  buried  once. 
Still,  —  did  he   touch,  might  he  address  tlu« 

true, — 
True  eye,  true  body  of  the  true  live  wife  ? 

And  Herakles  said,  smiling,  "  All  was  troth. 
Spectre  ?    Admetos  had  not  made  his  gnest 
One  who  played  ghost-invoker,  or  such  cheat ! 
Oh,  he  might  sneak  and  have  response,  in  time! 
All  heart  could  wish  was  gained  now  —  life  far 

death: 
Only,  the  rapture  must  not  grow  immense : 
Take  care,  nor  wake  the  envy  of  the  Gods !  '* 
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tiue  ■on,"  — 


*'0  tlioiL  €f  greateitt 

spoke 

AdmetoB  when  the  dosinsr  wofd  mnst  oome, 
'*  Go  ever  in  a  grloryof  snooees. 
And  save,  that  ure,  hk  offspring  to  the  end  I 
For  thou  hast — only  thoa  —  raised  me  and 

minft 

Up  again  to  this  light  and  life  I  "    Then  asked 
TremhUnglv,  how  was  trod  the  periloos  path 
Out  of  the  dark  into  the  light  and  life : 
How  it  had  happened  with  Alkestis  there. 

And  Heiakks  said  little,  but  enough  — ^ 
How  he  engaged  in  oombat  with  that  king 
O*  the  domons :  how  Uie  field  of  contest  lay 
By  the  tomb's  self :  how  he  sprang  from  am- 
buscade. 
Captured  Death,  caught  him  in  that  pair  of 

But  all  the  time,  Alkestis  moved  not  once 
Out  of  the  set  gase  and  the  silent  smile : 
And  a  cold  fear  ran  through  Admetos'  frame  : 
Why  does  she  stand  and  front  me,  silent 
thus?" 


bk 


Herakles  solemnly  replied.  **  Not  yet 
Is  it  allowable  thou  hear  tne  thing* 
She  has  to  teU  thee ;  let  evanish  quite 
That  coMBoeration  to  the  lower  Gods, 
And  on  our  upper  world  the  third  day  rise  I 
Lead  her  in,  meanwhile ;  good  and  true  thou 

art, 
Good,  true,  remain  thou  I    Practise  piety 
To  strangerfiruests  the  old  way !    So,  farewell  t 
Since  f oiih  If  are,  fulfil  mv  urgent  task 
Set  by  the  king,  the  son  of  Staenelos.*' 

Fain  woidd  Admetos  keep  that  splendid  smile 
Ever  to  light  him.   *^  Stay  with  us,  thou  heart ! 
Remain  our  house-friend !  *' 

**  At  some  other  day  I 
Now,  of  necessity,  I  haste  1  "  smiled  he. 

**  But  mayst  thou  prosper,  go  forth  on  a  foot 
Sure  to  return  I    Through  all  the  tetrarohy. 
Command  my  subjects  that  they  institute 
ThanksgivingHianees  for  the  glad  event. 
And  bid  each  altar  smoke  wiui  sacrifice  I 
For  we  are  minded  to  begin  a  fresh 
Existence,  better  than  the  life  before ; 
Seeing  I  own  myself  supremely  blest." 

Whereu])on  all  the  friendl;|r  moralists 

Drew  this  oondusion :  chirped,  each  beard  to 

each: 
"  Manifold  are  thy  shapings,  Providence  I 
Many  a  hopeless  matter  Gods  anrange. 
What  we  expected  never  came  to  pass : 
What  we  did  not  expect  Gods  brought  to  bear ; 
So  have  things    gone,  this  whole  experience 

through!" 


Ah,  but  if  yon  had  seen  the  play  itself ! 
They  say,  my  poet  failed  to  get  the  prixs : 


Sophokles  got  the  priie,  —  great  name  !    They 

ny« 

Sophokles  also  means  to  make  a  piece. 
Model  a  new  Admetos,  a  new  wife : 
Success  to  him  I    One  thing  has  many  sides. 
The  peat  name  I  But  no  good  supphuits  a  good, 
Nor  beauty  undoes  beauty.    Sopnoklee 
Will  carve  and  carry  a  fresh  cap,  brimful 
Of  beauty  and  good,  firm  to  the  altar-foot, 
And  glorify  the  Dionusiac  shrine  : 
Not  clash  against  this  orator  in  the  place 
Where  the  God  put  it  when  his  mouth  had 

drained. 
To  the  last  dregs,  libation  lifeblood-like. 
And  praised  Euripides  forevermore  — 
TA«  Human  with  his  droppings  qf  tvarm  tears. 

Still,  since  one  thing  may  have  so  manv  sides, 
I  think  I  see  how,  —  far  from  Sophokles,  — 
Tou,  I,  or  any  one  mi^t  mould  a  new 
Admetos,  new  Alkestis.    Ah,  that  brave 
Bounty  of  poeto,  the  one  royal  race 
That  ever  was,  or  will  be,  in  Uiis  world  I 
They  give  no  gift  that  bounds  itself  and  ends 
I*  the  giving  and  the  taking :  theirs  so  breeds 
I*  the  heart  and  soul  o*  the  teker,  so  trsna- 

mntes 
The  man  who  only  was  a  man  before. 
That  he  grows  godlike  in  his  turn,  can  give  — 
He  also :  share  the  poets'  privilege. 
Bring  forth  new  good,  new  beauty,  from  the 

old. 
As  though  the  cup  that  gave  the  wine,  gave, 

too, 
The  God's  prolific  giver  of  the  grape, 
That  vine,  was  wont  to  find  out,  fawn  around 
His  f  ootetep,  springing  still  to  bless  l^e  dearth, 
At  bidding  of  a  Mainad.    So  with  me : 
For  I  have  drunk  this  poem,  quenched  my 

thirst. 
Satisfied  heart  and  soul  —  yet  more  remains  t 
Could  we  too  make  a  poem  ?    Try  at  least, 
Inside  the  head,  what  shi^  the  rose-mists  take  I 

When  God  Apollon  took,  for  punishment, 
A  mortal  form  and  sold  niraself  a  slave 
To  King  Admetos  till  a  term  should  end,  — 
Not  only  did  he  make,  in  servitude, 
Such  music,  while  he  led  Uie  flocks  and  herds, 
As  saved  the  pasturage  from  wrong  or  fright, 
Curing  rough  creatures  of  nngentleness : 
Much  more  did  that  melodious  wisdom  work 
Within  the  heart  o'  the  master :  there,  ran  wild 
Many  a  lust  and  greed  that  grow  to  strength 
By  preying  on  the  native  pity  and  care, 
ould  else,  all  undisturbed,  possess  the  land. 


Wc 


And  these   the  God  so  tamed,  with  golden 

tongue. 
That,  in  uie  plenitude  of  youth  and  power. 
Admetos  vowed  himself  to  rule  thenoefortn 
In  Pherai  solely  for  his  people's  sake, 
Subduing  to  such  end  each  lust  and  greed 
That  dominates  the  natural  charity. 

And  so  the  struggle  ended.  Right  ruled  might : 
And  soft  yet  brave,  and  good  yet  wise,  the  man 
Stood  up  to  be  a  monarch ;  having  learned 
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The  worth  of  life,  lii'e'tf  worth  Mronld  he  hestow 

On  all  whoBe  lot  was  cast,  to  live  or  die, 

As  he  determined  for  the  multitude. 

So  stands  a  statue :  pedestalled  sublime, 

Oidv  that  it  may  wave  the  thunder  off« 

And  ward,  from  winds  that  vex,  a  world  below. 

And  then,  —  as  if  a  whisper  found  its  way 
K^en  to  the  sense  o*  the  marble,  —  *'  Yam  thy 

vow  ! 
The  royalty  of  its  resolve,  that  head 
Shall  hide  within  the  dust  ere  day  be  done : 
That  arm,  its  outstretch  of  benenoenoe, 
Shall  have  a  speedy  ending  on  the  earth : 
Lie  patient,  prone,  while  light  some  cricket 


And  takes  possession  of  the  masterpiece. 
To  sit,  sing  louder  as  more  near  the  sim. 
For  why  ?    A  flaw  was  in  the  pedestal ; 
Who  knows  ?    A  worm's  work !    Sapped,  the 

certain  fate 
0*  the  statue  is  to  fall,  and  thine  to  die  ! '' 

Whereat  the  monarch,  calm,  addressed  himself 

To  die,  but  bitterly  the  soul  outbroke  — 

"  O  prodigality  of  life,  blind  waste 

I'  the  world,  of  i>ower  profuse  without  the  will 

To  make  life  do  its  work,  deserve  its  day  I 

My  ancestors  pursued  their  pleasure,  i)oured 

The  blood  o'  the  people  out  m  idle  war, 

Or  took  occasion  of  some  weary  ^ace 

To  bid  men  dig  down  deep  or  build  up  high. 

Spend  bone  and  marrow  that  the  kmg  might 

feast 
Entrenched  and  buttressed  from   the  vulgar 

gaze. 
Yet  they  all  lived,  nay,  lingered  to  old  age : 
As  though  Zeus  loved  that  they  should  laugh 

to  scorn 
The  vanity  of  seeking  other  ends 
In  rule,  than  just  the  ruler's  pastime.    They 
Lived  ;  I  innst  die." 

And,  as  some  long  last  moan 
Of  a  minor  suddenly  is  propped  beneath 
By  note  which,  new-struck,  turns  the  wail  that 

was 
Into  a  wonder  and  a  triumph,  so 
Began  Alkestis :  '*  Nay.  thou  art  to  live  t 
The  glory  that,  in  the  disguise  of  flesh,  ^ 
Was  helpful  tx)  our  house,  —  he  prophesied 
The  coming  fate  :  whereon,  I  pleaded  sore 
That  he,  —  I  guessed  a  God,  who  to  his  oouch 
Amid  the  clouds  must  go  and  come  again. 
While  we  were  darkling,  —  since  he  loved  us 

both. 
He  should  permit  thee,  at  whatever  price. 
To  live  and  carry  out  to  hearths  content 
Soul's  purpose,  turn  each  thought  to  very  deed, 
Nor  let  Zeus  lose  the  monarch  meant  in  thee. 

"  To  which  Apollon,  with  a  sunset  smile. 
Sadly  —  *  Ana  so  should  mortals  arbitrate  I 
It  were  unseemly  if  they  aped  us  Gods, 
And,  mindful  of  our  chain  of  conseonenoe, 
Lost  care  of  the  immediate  earthly  link : 
Forwent  the  comfort  of  life's  little  hour, 
In  prospect  of  some  cold  abysmal  blank 
Alien  eternity,  — unlike  the  time 


They  know,  and^  understand  to  practise  with,  — 
No,  —  our  eternity  —  no  heart's  blood,  brigrfat 
And  warm  outpoured  in    its    behoof,   would 

tinge 
Never  so  palely,  wann  a  whit  tlie  more : 
Whereas  retained  and  treasured  — left  to  beat 
Joyously  on,  a  life's  length,  in  the  breast 
O'  the  loved  and  loving  —  it  would  throb  itself 
Through,  and  suffuse  Uie  earthly  tenement. 
Transform  it,  even  as  your  mansion  here 
Is  love-transiormed  irto  a  temple-home 
Where  I,  a  God,  forget  the  Olumpian  glow, 
I'  the  feel  of  human  richness  like  the  rose  : 
Your  hopes  and  fears,  so  blind  and  yet  so  s-weet 
With  deatli  about  them.    Therefore,  well  in 

thee 
To  look,  not  on  eternity,  but  time : 
To  apprehend  that,  should  Admetos  die. 
All,  we  Gods  purposed  in  him,  dies  as  sure  : 
That,  lifers  link  snapping,  all  our  duun  is  lost. 
And  yet  a  mortal  glance  might  pierce,   me- 

thinks, 
Deeper  into  the  seeming  dark  of  things, 
And  learn,  no  fruit,  man's  life  can  bear,  will 

fade : 
Learn,  if  Admetos  die  now,  so  much  more 
Will  pity  for  the  frailness  found  in  flesh. 
Will  terror  at  the  earthly  chance  and  change 
Frustrating  wisest  scheme  of  noblest  soul. 
Will  tkese  go  wake  the  seeds  of  good  asleep 
Throughout  the  world:  as  oft  a  rough  wind 

sheds 
The   unripe   promise  of  some   field-flower,  — 

true ! 
But  loosens  too  the  level,  and  lets  breathe 
A  thousand  captives  for  the  year  to  come. 
Nevertheless,  obtain  thy  prayer,  stay  fate ! 
Admetos  lives — if  thou  wilt  die  for  him  ! ' 

^^  So  was  the  pact  concluded  that  I  die, 
And  thou  live  on,  live  fur  thyself,  for  me, 
For  all  the  world.    Embrace  and  bid  me  hail. 
Husband,  because  I  have  the  victory  — 
Am,  heart,  soul,  head  to  foot,  one  happinesa  !  ** 

W^hereto  Admetos,  in  a  passionate  cry  : 

*'  Never,  by  that  true  word^  Apollon  spoke  ! 

All  the  unwise  wish  is  unwished,  O  wife  I 

Let  purposes  of  2^us  fulfil  themselves. 

If  not  through  me,  then  through  scnme  otlier 

man! 
Still,  in  msrself  he  had  a  pnrnose  too, 
Inalienably  mine,  to  end  with  me : 
This  purpose  —  that,  throughout  my  earthly 

life, 
Mine  should  be  mingled  and  made  up  with 

thine,  — 
And  we  two  prove  one  force  and  pl&y  one  part 
And  do  one  thing.    Since  death  aividee  the 

pair, 
'T  is  well  that  I  depart  and  thou  remain 
Who  wast  to  me  as  spirit  is  to  flesh : 
Let  the  flesh  perish,  oe  perceived  no  more. 
So  thou,  the  spirit  tnat  informed  the  flesh. 
Bend  yet  awhile,  a  very  flame  above 
The  rift  I  drop  into  the  darkness  by,  — 
And  bid  remember,  flesh  and  spirit  once 
Worked  in  the  world,  erne  body,  for  mairs 
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Never  be  that  abominable  ghow 

Of  paamve  death  withoat  a  qnickening  life  — 

Admetos  only,  no  Alkestu  now  1 " 

Then  she :  **  O  thou  Admetoe,  most  the  pile 
Of  truth  on  truth,  which  needs  but  one  truth 

more 
To  tower  up  in  oompleteneae,  trophy-like, 
Emprise  of  man,  and  triumph  of  the  world. 
Must  it  go  ever  to  the  arround  affain 
Because  of  some  faint  heart  or  faltering  hand. 
Which  we,  that  breathless  world  about  the 

base. 
Trusted  should  carry  safe  to  altitude, 
Snoerimpose  o*  the  summit,  our  supreme 
Acmevement,  our  victorious  ooping^tone  ? 
Shall  thine,  Beloved,  prove  the  hiuid  and  heart 
That  fail  again,  flinch  backward  at  the  truth 
Would  cap  and  crown  the  structure  this  last 

time,  — 
Precipitate  our  monumental  hope 
And  strew  the  earth  ignobly  yet  once  more  ? 
See  how,  truth  piled  on  trutli,  the  structure 

wants. 
Waits  justs  the  crowning  truth  I  claim  of  thee  I 
Wouldst  thou,  for  any  joy  to  be  enjoyed. 
For  any  sorrow  that  uiou  mightst  escape, 
Unwill  thy  will  to  reign  a  righteous  king  ? 
Nowise  !    And  were  there  two  lots,  death  and 

life,  - 
Life,  wherein  good  resolve  should  go  to  air. 
Death,  whereby  finest  fancy  grew  pliun  fact 
I'  the  reign  of  thy  survivor,  —  life  or  death  ? 
Certainly  death,  thou  choosest.    Here  stand  I 
The    wedded,  the    beloved   one:    hadst  thou 

loved 
Her  who  less  worthily  could  estimate 
BotJi  life  and  death  than  thou  ?    Not  so  should 

say 
AdmetoSj  whom  Apollon  made  oome  court 
Alkestis  in  a  car,  submissive  brutes 
Of  blood  were  yoked  to,  symbolizing  soul 
Must  dominate  unruly  sense  in  man. 
Then,  shall  Admetos  and  Alkestis  see 
Good  alike,  and  alike  choose,  each  for  each, 
€rood,  —  and  yet,  each  for  other,  at  the  last, 
Choose  evil  ?    What  ?  thou  soundest  in  my  soul 
To  depths  below  the  deepest,  reachest  good 
In  evil,  that  makes  evil  good  a^n, 
And  so  allottest  to  me  that  i  live 
And  not  die  —  letting  die,  not  thee  alone. 
But  all  true  life  that  lived  in  both  of  us  r 
Look  at  me  once  ere  thou  decree  the  lot !  *' 

Therewith  her  whole  soul  entei*ed  into  his, 
He  looked  the  look  back,  and  Alkestis  died. 

And  even  while  it  lay,  i'  the  look  of  Mm, 
Dead  the  dimmed  body,  bright  Alkestis*  soul 
Had  penetrated  through  the  populace 
Of  ghosts,  was  got   to   Kor^,  —  throned  and 

crowned 
The  pensive  queen  o*  the  twilight,  where  she 

dwells 
Forever  in  a  muse,  but  half  away 
From  flowery  eart.h  she  lost  and  hankers  for,  — 
And  there  demanded  to  become  a  ghost 
Before  the  time. 


Whereat  the  softened  eyes 
Of  the  lost  maidenhood  that  linipsred  still 
Straving  among  the  flowers  in  Sicily, 
Sudden  was  sttutled  back  to  Hades*  throne 
By  that  demand :  broke  through  humanity 
Into  the  orbed  omniscienoe  of  a  Qod, 
Searched  at  a  glance  Alkestis  to  the  soul. 
And  said  —  while  a  long  slow  sigh  lost  itself 
V  the  hard  and  hollow  passage  of  a  hmgti : 

**  Hence,  thou  deceiver !    This  is  not  to  die, 
If,  by  the  verv  death  which  mocks  me  now, 
The  life,  that 's  left  behind  and  past  my  power, 
Is  formidably  doubled.    Say,  there  fight 
Two  athletes,  side  by  side,  each  athlete  armed 
With  only  half  the  weapons,  and  no  more. 
Adequate  to  a  contest  with  their  foe : 
If  one  of  these  should  fling  helm,  sword  and 

shield 
To    fellow  —  shieldless,    swordless,    helmless 

late  — 
And  so  leap  naked  o*er  the  barrier,  leave 
A  combatant  equipped  from  head  to  heel, 
Yet  cr^  to  the  other  side,  *  Receive  a  friend 
Who  nghts  no  longer  !  *     *  Back,  friend,  to  the 

fray ! ' 
Would  be  the  prompt  rebuff  ;  I  echo  it. 
Two  souls  in  one  were  formidable  odds : 
Admetos  must  not  be  himself  and  thou  !  " 

And  so,  before  the  embrace  relaxed  a  whit, 
The  lost  eves  opened,  still  beneath  the  look ; 
And  lo,  Alkestis  was  alive  fHcain, 
And  of  Admetos'  rapture  who  shall  speak  ? 

So,  the  two  lived  together  long  and  well. 
But  never  could  I  learn,  by  word  of  scribe 
Or  voice  of  poet,  rumor  wafts  our  way, 
That  —  of  the  scheme  of  rule  in  righteousness, 
Tlie  bringing  back  again  the  Qolden  A^, 
Which,  rather  than  renounce,  our  pair  would 

die  — 
That  ever  one  faint  particle  came  true, 
With  both  alive  to  bring  it  to  effect : 
Such  is  the  envy  Gtods  still  bear  mankind  1 

So  might  our  version  of  the  story  prove, 
And  no  Euripidean  pathos  plague 
Too  much  my  critic-friend  of  Syracuse. 

"  Besides  vour  poem  failed  to  get  the  prize : 
(That  is,  tne  first  prize :  second  prize  is  none.) 
Sophokles  got  it !  '*    Honor  the  great  name  1 
All  cannot  love  two  great  names  ;  yet  some  do : 
I  know  the  poetess  who  graved  in  gold. 
Among  her  glories  that  snail  never  fade. 
This  style  and  title  for  Euripides, 
The  Human  with  his  droppings  of  warm  tears* 

I  know,  too,  a  great  Kannian  painter,  strong 
As  Herakles,  though  rosy  with  a  robe 
Of  grace  that  softens  down  tlie  sinewy  strength ; 
And  he  has  made  a  picture  of  it  all. 
There  lies  Alkestis  dead,  beneath  the  snn, 
She  longed  to  look  her  last  upon,  bpside  ^ 
The  sea,  which  somehow  tenii>ts  the  life  in  us 
To  oome  trip  over  its  white  waste  of  wivph. 
And  try  escape  from  earth,  and  fleet  as  fnu*. 
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Behind  the  bod^,  I  sapi>oee  there  bends 
Old  Pheres  in  his  hoary  impotenoe ; 
And  women-wailers  in  a  corner  cronch 

—  Four,  beautiful  as  you  four  — yes,  indeed  I  — 
Close,  each  to  other,  agonizing  aQ, 

As  fastened,  in  fear^s  rh3rthmic  sympathy, 
To  two  contending:  opposite.    There  strains 
The  might  o'  the  hero  'gainst  his  more  than 
match, 

—  Death,  dreadful  not  in  thew  and  bone,  but 

like 
The  envenomed  substance  that  exudes  some  dew 
Whereby  the  merely  honest  flesh  and  blood 
Will  fester  up  and  run  to  ruin  straight. 
Ere  they  can  dose  with,  clasp  and  overcome 


The  poisonous  impalpability 

That  simulates  a  form  beneath  the  flow 

Of  those  gray  gaiments;   I    ptoBounoe  that 

piece 
Worthy  to  set  vp  in  our  PoikiM ! 

And  all  came,  —  glory  of  the  golden  veifle. 
And  passion  of  the  picture,  and  that  fine 
Frank  outgush  of  the  human  gratitude 
Which  saved  our  ship  and  me,  in  Syracuse,  — 
Ay,  and  the  tear  or  two  which  slipt  perhaps 
Away  from  you,  friends,  while  I  told  my  tale, 
—  It  all  came  of  thisplay  that  gained  no  prize t 
Why  crown  whom  Tmub  has  crowned  in 
before? 
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INCLUDING  A  TRANSCRIPT  FROM  EURIPIDES,  BEING 


THE    LAST    ADVENTURE    OF    BALAUSTION 


"  I  eat  no  carrion ;  when  you  sacrifice 
Some  cleanly  creature— call  me  for  a  alice  I " 


Wnn>,  wave,  and  bark,  bear  Euthnkles  and  me, 
Balaustion,  from  —  not  sorrow  but  despair, 
Not  memory  but  the  present  and  its  pang  I 
Athenai,  live  thou  hearted  in  mv  heart : 
Never,  while  I  live,  may  I  see  thee  more, 
Never  again  may  these  repugnant  orbs 
Ache  themselves   blind    before    the    hideous 

pomp, 
The  ghastly  mirth  which  mocked  thine  over- 
throw 
—  Death^s  entry,  Haides'  outrage ! 

Doomed  to  die,  — 
Fire  should  have  flung  a  passion  of  embrace 
About  thee  till,  resplendently  inarmed, 
(Temple  bjr  temple  folded  to  his  breast. 
All  thy  white  wonder  fainting  out  in  adi,) 
Lightly  some  vaporous  sigh  or  soul  e8cai>ed 
And  so  the  Immortals  bade  Athenai  back ! 
Or  earth  might  sunder  and  absorb  thee,  save. 
Buried  below  Olumpos  and  its  gods, 
Akropolis  to  dominate  her  realm 
For  Kor^,  and  console  the  ghosts  ;  or,  sea. 
What  if  thy  watery  plural  vastitude. 
Rolling  unanimous  advance,  had  rushed. 
Might  upon  might,   a   moment,  —  stood,  one 

stare, 
Sea-face  to  city-face,  thy  glaucous  wave 
Glassing  that  marbled  last  magnificence,  -^ 
Till  fate^s  pale  tremulous  foam-flower  tipped 

the  gray. 
And  when  wave  broke  and  overswarmed,  and, 
sucked 


To  bounds  back,  mnltitudinoiisly  ceased. 
Let  land  again  breathe  unconfuaed  with 
Attik^  was,  Athenai  was  not  now  I 


Such  end  I  could  have  borne,  for  I  had  shared. 
But  this  which,  glanced  at,  aches  within  my 

orbs 
To  blinding,  —bear  me  thence,  bark,  wind  and 

wave! 
Me,  Euthukles,  and,  hearted  in  each  heart, 
Athenai,  undi^fraced  as  Pallas*  self. 
Bear  to  my  birthplace,  Helios'  island-bride, 
Zeus*  darling:    thither  speed  us,  homewaid,- 

bound. 
Wafted  already  twelve  hoars'  sail  away 
From  horror,  nearer  by  one  sunset  Rhodes  I 

Why  should  despair  be  ?    Since,  distinct  above 
Man's  wickedness  and  folly,  flies  the  wind 
And  floats  the  doud,  free  transport  for  ouy 

soul 
Out  of  its  fleshly  durance  dim  and  low, — 
Since  disembodied  soul  anticipates 
(Thought-borne  as  now  in  rapturous  unrestraint) 
Above  all  crowding,  crystal  silentness, 
Above  all  noise,  a  silver  solitude :  — 
Surely,^  where  thought  so  bears  soul,  aool  in 

time 
May  permanently  bide,  **  assert  the  wise,** 
There  live  in  peace,  there  work  in  hope  onoe 

more  — 
Oh,  nothing  doubt,  Philemon  1   Greed  and  strife^ 
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Hatred  and  oark  and  oare,  what  plaoe  baye 

they 
In  you  blue  liberality  of  heaven  ? 
How  the  aea  kelpe  I   How  roaennnit  earth  wiU 

rise 
Breaat-high  thence,  some  brigrht  moming,  and 

be  Rhodes  I 
Heaven,  earth  and  sea,  my  warrant  —  in  their 

name. 
Believe  —  o^er     falsehood,    truth    is    soraly 

sphered. 
O'er  ufi^llneas  beams  beauty,  o^er  this  world 
Extends  that  realm  where  **  as  the  wise  assert," 
Philemon,  thou  shalt  see  Euripides 
Clearer  than  mortal  sense  perceived  the  man ! 

A  sunset  nearer  Rhodes,    by  twelve    hours' 

sweep 
Of  surge  secured  from  horror  ?    Rather  say, 
Quiet^  out  of  weakness  into  streu^^. 
I  dare  invite,  survey  the  scene  my  sense 
Staggered  to  apprehend:  for,  disenvolved 
From  the  mere  outside  anguish  and  contempt, 
Slowly  a  justice  centred  in  a  doom 
Reveals  itself .    Ay,  pride  succumbed  to  pride. 
Oppression  met  the  oppressor  and  was  matched. 
Atnenai's  vaunt  braved  Sparta's  violence 
Till,  in  the  shock,  prone  fell  Peiraios,  low 
Rampart  and  bulwark  lay,  as  —  timing  stroke 
Of  hammer,  axe,  and  beam  hoist,  poised  and 

swung  — 
The  very  flute-girls  blew  their  laughing  best. 
In  dance  about  the  conqueror  whi^  he  bade 
Music  and  merriment  help  enginery 
Batter  down,  break  to  pieces  all  the  trust 
Of  citizens  once,  slaves  now.    See  what  walls 
Play  substitute  for  the  long  double  range 
Themistoklean,  heraldine  a  guest 
From  harbor  on  to  citadd  I    £ach  side 
Their  senseless  warn  demolished  stone  by  stone. 
See, — outer    wall   as    stonelike,    heads    and 

hearts,  — 
Athenai's  terror-stricken  populace  I 
Prattlers,  tongue-tied  in  crouching  abjeotnees^ — 
Braggarts,  who  wring  hands  wont  to  flourish 

^  swords  — 
Sophist  and  rhetorician,  demag[0gue, 
(Argument  dumb,  authority  a  jest,) 
Dikast  and  heliast,  pleader,  litigant, 

gnack-priest,  sham-prophecy-retailer,  scout 
"*  the  customs,  sycophant,  whate'er  the  style, 
Altar-scrap-snatcher,  pimp  and  parasite,  — 
Rivalities  at  truce  now  each  with  each, 
Stupefied  mud-banks,  —  such  an  use  they  serve  ! 
While  the  one  order  which  performs  exact 
To  promise,  functions  faithiid  last  as  first, 
What  is  it  but  the  city^s  l3rric  troop, 
ChantresB  and  psaltress,  flute-girl,  dancing^rl  ? 
Athenai's  ha  lotry  takes  laughing  care 
Their  patron  miss  no  pipings,  late  she  loved. 
But  deathward  tread  at  least  the  kordax-step. 

Die  then,  who  pulled  such  glory  on  your  heads  I 
There  let  it  grind  to  powder  !    Perikles  I 
The  living  are  the  dead  now  :  death  be  life  ! 
Why  should  the  sunset  yonder  waste  its  wealth  ? 
Prove  thee  Olumpian !    If  my  heart  supply 
Inviolate  the  structure,  —  trae  to  type^ 


Build  me  eome  spirit-place  no  fleah  shall  find, 
As  Pheidias  may  inspire  thee ;  slab  on  slab. 
Renew  Athenai,  quarry  out  the  cloud. 
Convert  to  gold  yon  west  extravagance  i 
'Neath  Propulaia,  from  AkropoUs 
By  vapory  grade  and  grade,  gold  all  the  way. 
Step  to  thy  snow-Pnux,  mount  thy  Bemaroloud, 
Thunder  and  lighten  thence  a  Uellae  through 
That  shall  be  better  and  more  beautiful 
And  too  august  for  Sparta's  foot  to  spurn  I 
Chasmed  in  the  crag,  again  our  llieatre 
Predominates,  one  purole :  Staghunt-monthf 
Brings  it  not  Dionusia  r    Hail,  the  Three  I 
Aischulos,  Sophokles,  Euripides 
Compete,  gain  prize  or  lose  prize,  godlike  stilL 
Nay,  leat  Uiey  lack  the  old  god-exercise  — 
Their  noble  ^aut  the  unworthy,  —  as  of  old. 
(How  otherwise  should  patience  orown  their 

might  ?} 
What  if  each  find  his  ape  promoted  maa, 
His  censor  raised  for  antic  service  still  ? 
Some  new  Hermippoe  to  pelt  Perikles, 
Kratinos  to  swear  Pheidias  robbed  a  shrine, 
Eruxia  —  I  suspect,  Euripides, 
No  brow  will  ache  because  with  mop  and  mow 
He  gibes  my  poet  !    There  's  a  dog-faoed  dwarf 
That  gets  to  ^odship  somehow,  yet  retains 
His  apehood  m  the  Egyptian  hierarohy, 
More  decent,  indecorous  just  enough  : 
Why  should  not  dug-ape,  graced  in  due  degree. 
Grow  Memos  as  thou  Zeus  ?    Or  didst  thou  aig^ 
RighUy  with  thy  Makaria  ?    ''  After  life. 
Better  no  sentiency  than  turbulence  ; 
Death  cures  the  low  contention."    Be  it  so  I 
Yet  progress  means  contention,  to  my  mind. 

Euthnkleo,  who,  except  for  love  that  speaks, 

Art  silent  by  my  side  while  words  of  mine 

Provoke  that  foe  from  which  escape  is  vain 

Henceforward,  wake  Athenai's  fate  and  fall,  — 

Memories  asleep  as,  at  the  altar*f  oot. 

Those  Furies  in  the  Oresteian  song,  — 

Do  I  amiss,  who  wanting  strength  use  craft. 

Advance  upon  the  foe  I  cannot  fly, 

Nor  feign  a  snake  is  dormant  though  it  gnaw  ? 

That  fate  and  fall,  once  bedded  in  our  brain. 

Roots  itself  past    upwrenching;   but    coaxed 

forth. 
Encouraged  out  to  pTaetise  fork  and  fang,  — 
Perhaps,  when  satiate  with  prompt  sustenance. 
It  may  pine,  likelier  die  than  if  left  swell 
In  peace  by  our  pretension  to  ignore. 
Or    pricked   to    threefold    fury,    should    our 

stamp 
Bruise  and  not  brain  the  pest. 

A  middle  course  t 
What  hinders  that  we  treat  this  tragic  theme 
As  the  Three  taught  when  either  woke  som» 

woe, 
—  How  Klntaimnestra  hated,  what  the  pride 
Of  lokast^,  why  Medeia  clove 
Nature  asunder.    Small  rebuked  by  large. 
We  felt  our  puny  hates  refine  to  air, 
Our  poor  pndes  sink,  prevent  the  humbling 

hand. 
Our  petty  passions  purify  their  tide. 
So,  Enthukles,  permit  the  tragedy 
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To  re^nact  itself,  this  yoyaige  througii. 
Till  sunsets  end  and  stmnse  brighten  Rhodes ! 
Majestic  on  the  stage  of  memory, 
Peplosed  and  kothorned,  let  Athenai  fall 
Once  more,  nay,  oft  again  till  life  conclude, 
Lent  for  the  lesson :  Choros,  I  and  thuu  ! 
What  else  in  life  seems  piteous  any  mo]*e 
After  such  pity,  or  proves  terrible 
Reside  such  teri*or  ? 

Still  —  since  Phrunichos 
Offended,  by  too  premature  a  touch 
Of  that  Milesian  smart-place  fi-eshly  frayed  — 
(Ah,  my  poor  people,  whose  prompt  remedy 
Was  —  fine  the  poet,  not  ref oi-m  thyself !) 
Reware  pracipitate  approach !    Rehearse 
Rather  tiie  pi>ologue,  well  a  year  away, 
Tlian  the  main  misery,  a  sunset  old. 
What  else  but  fitting  prologue  to  the  piece 
Style  an  adventure,  struiger  than  my  tirst 
Ry  so  much  as  the  issue  it  enwombed 
Lurked  big  beyond  Ralaustion's  littleness  ? 
Second  supreme  adventure !    O  that  2Sprii^, 
That  eve  I  told  the  earlier  to  my  friends  ! 
Where  are  the  four  now,  with  each  red-rijie 

mouth 
Crumpled  so  close,  no  quickest  breath  it  fetched 
Could  disengage  the  lip|-fiower  furled  to  bud 
For  f eai'  Admetos  —  sniyering  head  and  foot. 
As  with  sick  soul  and  blind  averted  face 
He  trusted  hand  forth  to  obev  his.  friend  — 
Should  find  no  wife  in  her  cold  hand's  response, 
Nor  see  the  disenshronded  statue  start 
Alkestis,  live  the  life  and  love  the  love  ! 
I  wonder,  does  the  streamlet  ripple  still. 
Out-smoothing  gahngale  and  watemiint 
Its  mat-floor  ?  while  at  brim,  'twizt  sedge  and 


What   bubblings    past    Raocheion,    broadened 

mni'h. 
Pricked  by  the  reed  and  fretted  by  the  fly, 
Oared  by  the  boatman-spider^s  pair  of  arms  ! 
Lenaia  was  a  gladsome  month  ago  — 
£nripides  had  taught  ^'Andromcnl^ :  '^ 
Next  month,  would  teach  **  Kresphontes ''  — 

which  same  month 
Some  one  from  Phokis,  who  companioned  me 
Since  all  that  happened  on  those  templensteps. 
Would  marry  roe  and  turn  Athenian  too. 
Now  I  if  next  year  the  masters  let  the  slaves 
Do  Racchio  service  and  restore  mankind 
That  trilogy  whereof,  't  is  noised,  one  play 
Presents  the  Racchai,  —  no  Euripides 
Will  teach  the  choros,  nor  shall  we  be  tinged 
Ry  any  such  grand  sunset  of  his  soul, 
£<ile8  from  dead  Athenai,  —  not  the  live 
That 's  in  the  cloud  there  with  the  new-bora 

star! 

Speak  to  the  infinite  intelligence. 
Sing  to  the  everlasting  ssrmnathy ! 
Winds  bellv  sail,  and  drencn  of  dancing  brine 
Ruff et  our  boat-side,  so  the  prore  bound  free  I 
C<»ndl  en.se  our  voyage  into  one  great  day 
Made  up  of  sunset-closes  :  eve  b^  eve. 
Resume  that  memorable  night-disconrse 
Wlien  —  like  some  meteor-brilliance,  fire  and 
filth, 


Or  say,  his  own  Amphitheos,  deitv 
And  duiij^,  who,  bound  on  the  gods*  embassage. 
Got  men's  acknowledgement  in  Kick  and  cuff  — 
We  made  acquaintance  with  a  visitor 
Ominous,  apparitional,  who  went 
Strange  as  he  came,  but  shall  not  pass  away. 
Let  us  attempt  that  memorable  talk. 
Clothe  the  adventure's  every  incident 
With  due  expression  :  may  not  looks  be  told. 
Gesture  made  speak,  and  speech  so  amplified 
That  words    find  blood-wanuth  which,  cx>ld- 
writ,  they  lose  ? 

Recall    the  night    we  heard   the  news    from 

Thrace, 
One  year  ago,  Athenai  still  herself. 

We  two  were  sitting  silent  in  the  house. 

Yet  cheerless  hardly.     Eutliukles,  foigive ! 

1  somehow  speak  to  unseen  auditors. 

Not  you,  but  —  Euthnkles  liad  entered,  grave. 

Grand,  may  I  say,  as  who  brings  lanrel-braneh 

And  message  from  the  tripod  :  such  it  proved. 

He  first  removed  the  garland  from  his  brow. 
Then  took  my  hand  and  looked  into  my  face. 


it 


Speak   good   words !  '*  much  misgiving  fal- 
tered I. 


**Good   words,  tlie  best,  Ralaustion!    He   is 

crowned. 
Gone  with  his  Attic  ivy  home  to  feast. 
Since  Aischulos  required  comnanionship. 
Pour  a  libation  for  Euripides ! " 

When  we  had  sat  the  heavier  silence  out  — 
**  Dead  and  triumphant  still !  "  began  repiv 
To    my  eve's  question.     **^»   he  willed,    he 

worked  : 
And,  as  he  worked,  he  wanted  not,  be  sure. 
Triumph  his  whole  life  through,  submitting 

work 
To  work*s  right  judges,  never  to  the  wrong. 
To  competency,  not  ineptitude. 
When  he  had  run  life's  proper  race  and  worked 
Quite  to  the  stade's  end,  there  remained  to  try 
The   stade's   turn,  should  strength  dare  the 

double  course. 
Half  the  diaulos  reached,  the  hundred  plays 
Accomplished,  force  in  its  rebound  sufnc<^ 
To  lift  along  the  athlete  and  ensure 
A  second  wreath,  proposed  by  fools  for  first. 
The  statist's  olive  as  tlie  poet^s  bay. 
Wiselier,  he  suffered  not  a  twofold  aim 
Retard  his  pace,  confuse  his  sight ;  at  once 
Poet  and  statist ;  though  the  multitude 
Girded  him  ever  ^  All  tnine  Mm  tliine  art  ? 
The  idle  poet  only  ?^  No  regard 
For  civic  duty,  public  service,  here  ? 
We  drop  our  ballot-bean  for  Sophokles ! 
Not  only  could  he  write  "  Antigen^," 
Rut  —  cmce    (we  argued)  whoso   penned  that 

piece 
Might   just   as   well   conduct   a   squadron, — 

straight 
Good-naturodly  he  took  on  him  command. 
Got  laughed  at,  and  went  back  to  making  plftj^ 
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Httving  allowed  us  our  experiment 
Hespectme  the  fit  use  of  facnltv/ 
No  whit  the  more  did  athlete  slacken  pace, 
twou  the  jeers  g^rew :  *  Cold  hater  of  his  kind, 
A  sea-cave  suits  him,  not  the  vulfpar  hearth  1 
Vbliat  need  of  tontfii^^-tAlk,  with  a  bookish  store 
Would  stock  ten  cities  ?  '    Shadow  of  an  ass  I 
No  whit  the  worse  did  atldete  touch  the  mark 
And,  at  the  tuming-puiut,  cunsi^  his  scorn 
O^  the  scomers  to  uiat  final  trilos^y 

*  Hupsipnle/  '  Phoinissai/  and  the  Mateh 
Of  Life  Contemplative  with  Active  Life, 
Zethos  ^mrainst  Amphiun.     Ended  so  ? 
Nowise  !  —  bein^u  a^fain  :  for  heroes  rest 
l>roppin£r  shield's  oval  o  er  the  entire  man. 
Ana  ne  who  thus  took  Contemplation's  prize 
Tamed  stade-point  but  to  face  Activitv. 
Out  of  all  shadowy  hands  ext-eudingf  help 

For   life's  decline    pledged  to   youth's   labor 

still, 
^Vhatever  renovation  flatter  age,  — 
Society  with  pastime,  solitude 
With  neace,  —  he  chose  the  hand  that  gfave  the 

neart, 
Bade  Macedonian  Archelaos  take 
The  leavings  of  Athenai,  ash  onoe  flame. 
For  fifty  politicians'  frosty  work. 
One  poet^s  ash  proved  ample  and  to  spare  : 
He  propi)ed  the  state  and^  filled  the  treasury, 
Counselled  the  kin|^  as  raii^ht  a  meaner  som,^ 
Furnished  the  friend  with  what  shall  stand  in 

stead 
Of  crown  and  sceptre,  star  his  natne  about 
\\lien  these  are  aust ;  for  him,  Euripides 
Last  the  old  hand  on  the  old  phonuinx  fiune, 
Clashed  thence    *'  Alkaion,'    maddened    *  Pen- 

thens '  up ; 
Then  music  sig^ned  itself  away,  one  moan 
Iphigeneia  made  by  Aulis'  strand  ; 
With  her  and  music  died  Euripides. 

'*  The  poet-friend  who  followed  him  to  Thraoe, 
Agathon,    writes   thus   much :  the  merchant- 
ship 
Moreover  brii]^^  a  message  from  the  king 
To  young  Euripides,  who  went  on  board 
This  morning  at  Mounuchia :  all  is  true." 

I  said  **  Thank  2^ns  for  the  great  news  and 
good!" 

''  Nay,  the  report  is  runnmg  in  brief  fire 
Through  the  town's  stubbly  furrow,"  he  re- 
sumed : 
—  "  Entertains   brightly   what   their  favorite 
styles 

*  The  City  of  Gapers  *  for  a  week  perhaps. 
Supplants  three  luminous  tales,  but  yesterday 
Pronounced  sufficient  lamps  to  last  the  month  : 
How  Glauketes,  outbidding  Moisimos, 

Paid  market-price  for  one  Kopaic  eel 

A   thousand  drachmai,  and  then  cooked  his 

prize 
Not  proper  conger-fashion  but  in  oil 
And  nettles,  as  man  fries  the  foam-fish-kind ; 
How  all  the  captains  of  the  triremes,  late 
Victors  at  Argmousai,  on  return 
Will,  for  return,  be  straightway  put  to  death ; 


How  Mikon  wagered  a  Thessalian  mime 
Trained  him  by  Lais,  looked  on  as  complete. 
Against  Leogoras'  blood-mare  kopparmarkea, 
Valued  six  talents,  —  swore,  accomplished  so. 
The  girl   could   swallow    at   a   draught,    nor 

breathe, 
A  choinix  of  unmixed  Mendesian  wine  ; 
And   having   lost    the  match  wUl  —  dine   on 

herbs ! 
Three  stories  late  aflame,  at  once  extinct, 
Outblazed  by  just  *  Euripides  is  dead '  1 

"  I  met  the  concourse  from  the  Theatre, 
The  audience  flocking  homeward:  victory 
Again  awarded  Aristoohanes 
Precisely    for    his    old    play    chopped    and 

changed, 
'  The  Female  Celebrators  of  the  Feast '  — 
That  Thesmophoria,  tried  a  second  time. 
*  Never  such  iidl  success  I '  —  assured  the  folk. 
Who  yet  stopped  praising  to  have  word  of  mouth 
With  ^  Euthukles,  the  bard's  own  intimate, 
Balaustion's  husband,  the  right  man  to  ask.' 

**  *"  Dead,  yes,  but  how  dead,  may  acquaintance 

know? 
Yon  were  the  couple  constant  at  his  cave : 
Tell  us  now,  is  it  true  that  women,  moved 
By  reason  of  his  liking  Krateros '  .  .  . 

"  I  answered  '  He  was  loved  by  Sokrates.* 

"  *  Nay,'  said  another,  *  envy  did  the  work  1 
For,  emulating  poets  of  the  place, 
One  Arridaios,  one  Kratenes,  both 
Established  in  the  royal  favor,  these  '  .  .  . 

"  *  Protagoras  instructed  him,'  said  I. 

"*PAti,'    whistled   Comic   PUton,   *hear  the 

fact  I 
'T  was  well  sud  of  your  friend  by  Sophokles, 
*^  He  hate  our  women  ?    In  his  verse,  belike. 
But  when  it  comes  to  prose-work,  —  ha,  ha, 

ha!" 
New  climes  don't  change  old  manners :  so,  it 

chanced. 
Pursuing  an  intrigue  one  moonless  night 
With  Arethousian  Nikodikos'  wife, 
(Come  now,  his   years  were   simply  seventy- 
five,) 
Crossing  the  palace-court,  what  haps  he  on 
But  Archelaos'  pack  of  hungry  hounds  ? 
Who  tore  him  piecemeal  ere  his  cry  brought 
help.' 

*'Iasked:  Did  not  yon  write  *  The  Festivals '  ? 
You  best  know  what  dog  tore  him  when  alive. 
Yon  others,  who  now  niake  a  ring  to  hear. 
Have  not  you  just  enjoyed  a  second  treat. 
Proclaimed  that  ne'er  was  play  more  worthy 

prize 
Than  this,  myself  assisted  at,  last  year, 
And  gave  its  worth  to,  —  spitting  on  the  same  ? 
Appraise  no  poetrv,  —  price  cuttlefish. 
Or  that  seaweed-alphestes,  scorpion-flort. 
Much  famed  for  mixing  mud  with  fantasy 
On  midnights  I    I  interpret  no  foul  dreanw." 


632 


ARISTOPHANES'  APOLOGY 


If  so  said  Euthakles.  so  oonld  not  I, 
Balaustion,  say.    Alter  **  Losistrat^ '* 
No  more  for  me  of  **  people ^spri^'ilege/' 
No  witnessing  '*  the  Grand  old  Com^y 
Coeval  with  our  freedom,  which,  curtailed, 
Were  freedom's  deathblow :  relic  of  the  past, 
When  Virtue  laughini^ly  told  truth  to  Vice, 
Uncensured,  since  the  stem  mouth,  stuffed  with 

flowers, 
Through  poetry  breathed  satire,  perfumed  blast 
Which  sense  snuffed  up  while  searched  unto 

the  bone  I  '^ 
I   was  a   stranger :    "  For  first  joy,**    urged 

friends, 
"  Gk>  hear  our  Comedy,  some  patriot  piece 
That  plies  the  selfish  advocates  of  war 
With  argument  so  unevadable 
That  crash  fall  Kleons  whom  the  finer  play 
Of  reason,  tickling,  deeper  wounds  no  whit 
Than  would  a  spear-thrust  from  a  savo^-stalk  I 
No :  you  hear  knave  and  fool  told  crime  and 

fault. 
And  see  each  scourged  his  quantity  of  stripHSS. 
*  Rough    dealing,  awkward    language,*  whine 

our  fops : 
The  world  *s  too  squeamish  now  to  bear  plain 

words 
Concerning  deeds  it  acts  with  gust  enough : 
But,  thanks  to  wine-lees  and  democracy. 
We  *ve  still  our  stage  where  truth  caJls  spade  a 

spade  I 
Ashamed  ?    Phuromachos'  decree  provides 
The  sex  may  sit  discreetly,  witness  all, 
Sorted,  the  good  with  good,  the  gay  with  gay, 
Themselves  unseen,  no  need  to  force  a  blush. 
A  Rhodian  wife  and  ignorant  so  long  ? 
Go  hear  next  play !  '* 

I  heard  "  Lusistrat^." 
Waves,  said  to  wash  pollution  from  the  world. 
Take  that  plague-memory,  cure   that  pustule 

caught 
As,  past  escape,  I  sat  and  saw  the  piece 
By  one  appalled  at  Phaidra^s  fate,  —  the  chaste. 
Whom,   oecause    chaste,  the  wicked   goddess 

chained 
To  that  same  serpent  of  unchastity 
She  loathed  most,  and  who,  coiled  so,  died  dis- 
traught 
Rather  tlian  make  submission,  loose  one  limb 
Love-wai'ds,  at  lambency  of  honeyed  tongue, 
Or  torture  of  the  scales  which  scraped  her  snow 
—  I  say,  the  piece  by  him  who  charged  this  piece 

i Because  Euripides  shrank  not  to  teach, 
f  gods  be  strong  and  wicked,  man,  though 

weak. 
May  i)rove  their  match  by  willing  to  be  good) 
With  infamies  theScythian*s  whip  should  cure — 
**  Such   outrage    done    the    public  —  Phaidra 

named ! 
Such  pm'pose  to  corrupt  ingenuous  3^nth, 
Such  insult  cast  on  female  character  1  "  — 
Why,  when  I  saw  that  bestiality  ^ — 
So  beyond  all  brute-beast  imagining. 
That  when,  to  point  the  moral  at  the  dose, 
Poor  Salabaccho,  just  to  show  how  fair 
Was  **  Reconciliation,*'  stripped  her  charms, 
That  exhibition  simply  bade  us  breathe, 


Seemed  something  healthy  and  commendable 
After  obscenity  grotesqued  so  mudi 
It  slunk  away  revolted  at  itself. 
Henceforth  I  had  my  answer  when  our  sagpe 
Pattern-proposing  seniors  pleaded  grave, 
^*  You  fail  to  fathom  here  the  deep  design  ! 
All 's  acted  in  the  interest  of  truth, 
Rel^on,  and  those  manners  old  and  dear 
Which  made  our  city  great  when  citixena 
Like  Aristeides  and  like  Miltiades 
Wore  each  a  golden  tettix  in  his  hair.** 
What  do  they  wear  now  under — Kleophon  ? 

Well,  for  such  reasons,  —  I  am  out  of  breath. 
But  loathsomeness  we  needs  must  hurry  pant,  — 
I  did  not  go  to  see,  nor  then  nor  now. 
The  **  Thesmophoriazousai.**    But,  since  males 
Choose  to  brave  first,  blame  afterward,   mh»t 

brand 
Without  fair  taste  of  what  they  stigmatize, 
Euthukles  had  not  missed  the  first  diqtlay. 
Original  portrait  of  Euripides 
By     Virtue  laughingly  reproving  Vice :  *' 
"  Virtue, '*  —  the  author,  Aristopnanes, 
Who  mixed  an  image  out  of  his  own  deptha. 
Ticketed  as  I  teU  you.    Oh,  this  time 
No  more  pretension  to  recondite  worth ! 
No  joke  in  aid  of  Peace,  no  demagogue 
Pun-pelleted  from  Pnux,  no  kordax-dance 
Overt  helped  covertly  the  An<»ent  Faith ! 
All  now  was  muck,  home;i)roduoe,  honestman 
The  author's  soul  secretea  to  a  play 
Which  gained  the  prize  that  day  we  heard  tb« 

death. 

I  thought "  How  thoroughly  death  alters  things ! 
Where  is  the  wrong  now,  done  our  dead   and 

great? 
How  natural  seems  grandeur  in  relief. 
Cliff-base  with  frothy  spites  agunst  its  calm  !  " 

Euthukles  interposed  —  he  read  my  thought  — 

"  0*er  them,  too,  in  a  moment  came  the  change. 

The  crowd 's  enthusiastic,  to  a  man  : 

Since,  rake  as  such  may  please  the  ordnre-hesp 

Because  of  certain  sparkles  presumed  ore. 

At  first  flash  of  true  lightning  overhead, 

They  look  up,  nor  resimie  their  search  too 

The  insect-scattering  sunt  is  evident. 

And  nowhere  winks  a  firefly  rival  now, 

Nor  bustles  any  beetle  of  the  brood 

With    trundled    dung-ball   meant    to 

heaven. 

Contrariwise,  the  cry  is  *  Honor  him  I ' 
*  A  statue  in  the  theatre !  *  wants  one  ; 
Another  ^  Bring  the  poet's  body  back, 
Bury  him  in  Peiraios :  o'er  his  tomb 
Let  Alkamenes  carve  the  music-witch. 
The  songstress-siren,  meed  of  melody : 
Thonkudides  invent  his  epitaph  I  * 
To-night  the  whole  town  pays  its  tribute  thus.** 

Our  tribute  should  not  be  the  same,  my  friend  ! 
Statue  ?    Within  our  heart  he  stood,  he  stands ! 
As  for  the  vest  outgrown  now  by  the  form. 
Low  flesh  that  clothed  high  soul,  —  a  vesture^a 
fate  — 
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Why,  let  it  fade,  mix  with  tlie  elements 
There  where  it,  falling,  freed  Euripidee ! 
But  for  tlie  aoul  that  ^8  tutelary  now 
Till  time  end,  o*er  the  world  to  teaoh  and  bless  — 
How  better  hail  its  freedom  than  by  first 
Singii^,  we  two,  its  own  song  back  again, 
Up  to  that  faoe  from  which  flowed  beauty  —  face 
Now  abler  to  see  triumph  and  take  love 
Tlian  when  it  glorified  Athenai  once  ? 

The  sweet  and  strange  Alkeetis,  which  saved 

me. 
Secured  me  —  you,  ends  nowise,  to  my  mind, 
In  pardon  of  Admetoe.    Hearts  are  fain 
To  follow  cheerful  wearv  Herakles 
Striding  away  from  the  huge  gratitude. 
Club  shouldered,  lion«fleece  round  loin  and  flank. 
Bound  on  the  next  new  labor ""  height  o^er  height 
Ever  surraonnting,  —  destiny  ^s  decree  I  " 
Thither  He  helps  us :  that  ^s  the  story's  end ; 
He  smiling  said  so,  when  I  told  him  mine  — 
My  great  adventure,  how  Alkestis  helped. 
Afterward,  when  the  time  for  parting  fell. 
He  gave  me,  with  two  other  precious  gifts, 
This  third  and  best,  consummating  the  paoe, 
^'  Herakles,*'  writ  by  his  own  hand,  eaon  line, 

*'  If  it  have  worth,  reward  is  still  to  seek. 
Somebody,  I  foiget  who,  ^ned  the  prize 
And  proved  arch-poet :  time  must  show ! "  he 

smiled : 
**  Take  this,  and,  when  the  noise  tires  out,  judge 

me  — 
Some  day,  not  slow  to  dawn,  when  somebody  — 
Who  ?  I  forget  —  proves  nobody  at  all !  " 

Is  not  that  day  come  ?    What  if  you  and  I 
Re-sing  the  song,  inaugurate  the  fame  ? 
We  have  not  waited  to  acquaint  ourselves 
With songand  subject ;  we  can  prol(^;ize 
How,  at  Surustheus'  bidding,  —  hate  strained 

hard,  — 
Herakles  had  departed,  one  time  more. 
On  his  last  labor,  worst  of  all  the  twelve ; 
Desoended  into  Haides,  thence  to  drae 
The  triple-headed  hound,  which  snn  should  see 
Spite  of  the  god  whose  darkness  whelped  the 

Fear. 
Down  went  the  hero,  **  back  —  how  should  he 

come  ?  " 
So  laughed  King  Lukos,  an  old  enemy, 
Who  judged  that  absence  testified  defeat 
Of  the  land's  loved  one,  —  since  he  saved  the 

land 
And  for  that  service  wedded  Megara 
Daughter  of  Thebai,  realm  her  child  should  rule. 
Ambition,  greed  and  malice  seized  their  prey, 
The  Heracleian  House,  defenceless  left, 
Father  and  wife  and  child,  to  trample  out 
Trace  of  its  hearth-fire  :  since  extreme  old  age 
Wakes  pity,  woman's  wrong  wins  championship. 
And  chud  may  grow  up  man  and  take  revenge. 
Hence  see  we  tlwt,  from  out  their  palace-home 
Hunted,  for  last  resource  they  cluster  now 
Couched  on  the  cold  ground,  napless  supplicants 
About  their  court-yaid  altar,  —Household  Zeus 
It  is,  the  Three  in  funeral  garb  beseech. 
Delaying  death  so,  till  deUveranoe  come — 


When  did  it  ever  ?  —  from  the  deep  and  dark. 
And   thus   breaks   silence   old   Ami^truon's 

voice.  .  .  . 
Say  I  not  true  thus  far,  my  Euthukles  ? 

Suddenly,  torch-light  1  knocking  at  the  door. 
Loud,    quick,    *'  Admittance   for   the   revels* 

lord!" 
Some  unintelligible  Komos-cry  — 
Raw^/iesh  red,  no  cap  upon  his  head^ 
Dionu$o9,  Bacchps,  PKaUs^  lacchoSj 
In  let  kirn  reel  with  the  kid-skin  at  his  heel. 
Where  it  buries  in  the  spread  qf  the  bushy  myrtle- 
bed  ! 
(Our  Rhodian  Jackdaw-song  was  sense  to  that !) 
Then  laughtcor,  outbursts  ruder  and  more  rude, 
Through  which,  with   silver   point,  a  flutuig 

pierced. 
And  ever  *^  Open,  open,  Baochos  bids  I " 

But  at  last  —  one  authoritative  word. 
One  name  of  an  immense  significance : 
For  Euthukles  rose  up,  threw  wide  the  door. 

There  trooped  the  Chores  of  the  Comedy 
Crowned  and  triumphant;  first,  those  flushed 

Fifteen, 
Men  that  wore  women's  garb,  grotesque  disguise. 
Then  marched  the  Three,  —  who  played  Mnesi- 

lochos. 
Who,  Toxotes,  and  who,  robed  right,  masked 

rare. 
Monkeyed  our  Great  and  Dead  to  heart's  content 
That  morning  in  Athenai.    Masks  were  down 
And  robes  doffed  now ;  the  sole  di^iiise  was 

drink. 

Mixing  with  these  —  I  know  not  what  gay  crowd. 
Girl-dancers,  flute-boys,  and  pre-eminent 
Among  them,  —  doubtless  draped  with  such  re- 
serve 
As  stopped  fear  of  the  fifty-drachma  fine 
(Beside  one's  name  on  public  flg-tree  nailed) 
Whidi  women  pay  wlio  in  tiie  streets  walk 

bare,  — 
Behold  Elaphion  of  the  Persic  dance  ! 
Who  lately  had  frisked  fawn-foot,  and  the  rest, 
—  All  for  the  Patriot  Cause,  the  Antique  Faith, 
The  Conservation  of  True  Poesy  ~ 
Could  I  but  penetrate  the  deep  design  ! 
Elaphion,  more  Peiraios-known  as     Phaps," 
Tripped  at  the  head  of  the  whole  banmiet-band 
Who  c£une  in  front  now,  as  the  first  fell  back  ; 
And  foremost  —  the  authoritative  voice. 
The  revels-leader,  he  who  gained  the  prize. 
And  got  the  priory  of  the  Arohon's  feast  — 
There  stood  in  person  Aristophanes. 

And  no  ignoble  presence  I    On  the  bulge 

Of  the  clear  baldness,  —  all  his  head  one  brow,  — 

True,  the  yeins  swelled,  blue   network,  and 

there  suited 
A  red  from  cheek  to  temple,  —  then  retired 
As   if   the    dark-leaved    chaplet    damped    a 

flame,  — 
Was  never  nursed  by  temperance  or  health. 
But  huge  the  eyebaUs  rolled  back  native  fire, 
Imperiously  triumphant :  noetrila  wide 
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Waited  their  incense ;  while  the  pursed  mouth's 

pout 
AcKressive,  while  the  heak  supreme  above, 
\Vliile    the    head,    face,    nay,  pillared  throat 

thrown  back, 
Beard  whitening  under  like  a  vinous  foam, 
These  made  a  glory,  of  such  insolence  — 
I  thought,  —  such  domineering  deity 
Hephaistos  might  have  carved  to  cut  the  brine 
For  his  gay  brother's  prow,  imbrue  that  path 
Which,  purpling,  recognized  the  conqueror. 
Impudent  and  majestic :  drunk,  perhaps, 
But  that  *s  religion  ;  sense  too  plainly  snuffed : 
Still,  sensuality  w^as  grown  a  rite. 

What  I  had  disbelieved  most  proved  most  true. 

There  was  a  mind  here,  mind  a-wantoning 

At  ease  of  undisputed  mastery 

Over  the  body's  brood,  those  appetites. 

Oh,  but  he  grasped  them  granaly,  as  the  god 

His  either  struggling  handful,  — hurtless  snakes 

Held  deep  down,  strained  hard  off  from  side 

and  side ! 
Mastery  his,  theirs  simplv  servitude. 
So  well  conld  linn  fist  help  intrepid  eye. 
Fawning  and  fulsome,  had  they  licked    and 

hissed? 
At  mandate  of  one  muscle,  order  reigned. 
They  had  been  wreathing  much  familiar  now 
About  him  on  his  entry  ;  but  a  squeeze 
Choked  down  the  pests  to  place:    their  lord 

stood  free. 

Forward  he  stepped  :  I  rose  and  fronte<l  him. 

**  Hail,  house,  the  friendly  to  Euripides  I  " 

(So  he  began)  '*  Hail,  each  inhabitant  I 

You,  lady  ?     What,  the  Rhodian  ?     Form  and 

face, 
Victory's  self  upeoaring  to  receive 
The  poet  ?     Right  they  named  you  .  .  .  some 

rich  name. 
Vowel-buds  thomed  about  with  consonants, 
Fragrant,  felicitous,  rose^glow  enriched 
By  the  Isle's  unguent :  some  diminished  end 
In  ion,  Kallistion  ?^  delioater  still, 
Kubelion  or  Melitt.ion,  —  or,  suppose 
(I  less  vulgar  love  than  bee  or  violet) 
Phibalion,  for  the  mouth  split  red-fig-wise, 
Korakinidion  for  the  coal-black  hair, 
Nettarion,  Phabion  for  the  darlingness  ? 
But  no,  it   was  some  fruit-fiower,   Rhoidion 

.  .  .  ha. 
We    near     the     balsam-bloom  —  Balanstion  I 

Thanks, 
Rhodes !    Folk  have  called  me  Rhodian,  do 

you  know  ? 
Not  fools  so  far  !    Because,  if  Helios  wived. 
As  Pindaros  sings  somewhere  prettily, 
Here  blooms  his  offspring,  earth-fiesh  with  sun- 
fire, 
Rhodes'  blood  and  Helios'  gold.    My  phorminx, 

boy ! 
Wliy  does  the  boy  hang  back  and  balk  an  ode 
Tiptoe  at  spread  of  wing  ?     But  like  enough. 
Sunshine  frays  torchlight.    Witness  whom  you 

scare. 
Superb  Balanstion !    Look  outside  the  house  ! 


PAo,  you  have  quenched  my  Komos  by  first 

frown. 
Struck  dead  all  joyanoe :  not  a  fluting  puffs 
From  idle  cheekband !    Ah,  mv  Choros  too  f 
You  've    eaten    ouokoo-apple  r      Dumb,    you 

dogs? 
So  much  good  Thasian  wasted  on  your  throats 
And  out  of  them  not  one  Threttaneh  f 
Neblaretai  I    Because  this  earth-and-stin 
Product  looks  wormwood  and  all  bitter  herbs  ? 
Well,  do  I  blench,  though  me  she  hates  the  most 
Of  mortals  ?    By  the  cabbage,  off  they  slink ! 
Yon,  too,  my  Chmsomelolonthion-Phapa, 
Girl-goldling^beetle-beauty  ?    Yoo,  abashed. 
Who  late,  supremely  unabashable. 
Propped  up  my  {>lay  at  that  important  point 
When  Artamouxia  tricks  the  Toxotes  ? 
Ha,    ha,  —  thank     Hermes    for     the     lucky 

throw,  — 
We  came  last  comedy  of  the  whole  seven. 
So  went  all  fresh  to  judgment  well-disposed 
For  who  should  fatly  feast  them,  eye  and  ear. 
We  two  between  iis!     AMiat,  you  fail  your 

friend  ? 
Away  then,  free  me  of  your  cowardice ! 
Go,  ^t  you  the  goat's  breakfast !    Fare  afield. 
Ye  circumcised  of  Egypt,  pigs  to  sow. 
Back  to  the  Priest's  or  forward  to  the  crows. 
So  you  but  rid  me  of  such  company  I 
Once  left  alone,  I  can  protect  myself 
From  statuesque  Balanstion  pedestalled 
On  much  disapprobation  and  mistake ! 
She  dares  not  oeat  the  sacred  brow,  beside ! 
Bacchos'  equipment,  ivy  safeguards  well 
As  Phuibos  bay. 

"  They  take  me  at  my  word  ! 

One  comfort  is,  I  shall  not  want  them  lon|^. 

The  Archon's  cry  creaks,  creaks,  *  Curtail  ex- 
pense ! ' 

The  war  wants  money,  year  the  twenty-sizUi  ! 

Cut  down  our  Choros  number,  clip  costume. 

Save  birds'  wings,  beetles'  armor,  spend  the 
cash 

In  three-crest  skull-caps,  three  days'  salt-fiah- 
slice. 

Three-bank  ed-ships  for  these  sham-ambasea- 
dora. 

And  what  not :  any  cost  but  Comedy's  ! 

*  No  Choros '  — soon  will  follow ;  what  care  I  ? 
Archinos  and  Agurrhios,  scrape  your  flint, 
Flay  your  dead  dog.  and  curry  favor  so ! 
Choros  in  rags,  with  loss  of  leather  next, 

We  lose  the  boys'  vote,  lose  the  song  and  dance, 
Ijose  my  Elaphion  I    Still,  the  actor  stays. 
Save  but  m^  acting,  and  the  baldhead  bard 
Kudathenaian  and  Pandionid, 
Son  of  Philippos,  Aristophanes 
Surmounts  his  rivals  now  as  heretofore, 
Though  stinted  to  mere  sober  pros^  verse  — 

*  Manners  and  men,'  so  squeamish  gets   the 

world  I 
No  more  '  Step  forward,  strip  for  anapiests ! ' 
No  calling  naughty  people  by  their  names. 
No  tickling  audience  into  gratitude 
With  chickpease,  barleygroats  and  nuts  and 

plums. 
No  setting  Salabaocho  "  .  . 
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As  I  turned  — 

'*  True.  l:Mly,  I  am  tolerably  drunk  : 

The  proiMT  inspiration  I    Otherwise.  — 

Phrtiuii-lKM,  Chuirilos  !  —  had  Aischnlon 

80  foiled  you  at  the  giMLt-aong?    Urink  *s  a 

»«k1. 
How  eLie  did  that  old  doatin^  drivdler 
Kratiiios  foil  me,  match  my  masterpiece 
The  *  Clouds  ^  ?      I  swallowed  oloud-distilment 

—  dew 
ITndimmed  by  any  iSTrape-blnsh,  knit  my  brow 
And  g:nawed  my  style  and  langhed  my  learDed- 

est ; 
Wliile  he  worked  at  his  *  Willow-wicker-flask,^ 
Swif^ni;  at  that  same  flask  by  which  he  swore. 
Till,  sing  and  empty,  sinir  and  fill  aipain, 
Somehow  result  was  —  wluit  it  should  not  be 
Next  time,  I  promised  him  and  kept  my  word  ! 
Hence,  brimful  now  of  Thasian  .  .  .  I  'U  be 

bound, 
Mendestan,  merely :  triomph-niffht,  yon  know. 
The  High  Priest  entertains  the  conqueror. 
And,  since  war  worsens  all  things,  stingily 
The  rascal  starves  whom  he  is  bound  to  stuff. 
Chores  and  actors  and  their  lord  and  king 
The  poet :  supper,  still  he  needs  must  spread  — 
And  this  time  all  was  conscientious  fare : 
He  knew  his  man,  his  match,  his  master — 

made 
Amends,  spared  neither  fish,  flesh,  fowl  nor 

wine: 
So  merriment  increased,  I  promise  yon. 
Till  —  something  happened." 

Here  he  strangely  paused, 

*'  After  that.  —  Well,  it  either  was  the  cup 
To  the  Good  Genius,  our  concluding  pledge. 
That    wnronght    me    mischief,    decently    un- 
mixed, — 
Or.  what  if,  when  thai  happened,  need  arose 
C>f  new  libation  ?     Did  vou  only  know 
What  happened  !    Little  wonder  I  am  drunk." 

Euthukles.  o%'r    the    boat-side,    quick,    what 

change. 
Watch,  in  the  water !     But  a  seeond  since. 
It  langhed  a  ripply  spread  of  snn  and  sea, 
Ray  fused  with  wave,  to  never  disunite. 
Now.  sudden  all  the  surface,  hard  and  black. 
Lies  a  quenched  light,  dead  motion :    What  Uie 

cause? 
Look  up  and  lo,  the  menace  of  a  cloud 
Has  solemnized  the  sparkling,  spoil  the  sport ! 
Just  so.  some  orershadow,  some  new  care 
Stopped  all  the  mirth  and  mocking  on  his  face 
Ana  left  there  only  such  a  dark  surmise 
—  No  wonder  if  the  revel  disappeared. 
So  did  his  face  shed  silence  evei-y  sifle  ! 
I  recognized  a  new  man  fronting  me. 

"  So  r'  he  smiled,  piercing  to  my  thought  at 

once, 
^*  Yon  see  myself  ?    Balaostion's  fixed  regard 
Can  strip  the  proper  Aristophanes 
Of  what  onr  sophists,  in  their  jargon,  style 
His  accidents  ?    My  soul  sped  forth  but  now 


To  meet  your  hostile  survey,  —  soul  unseen, 

Yet  veritably  cinot  f<H'  soul-defence 

With  satyr  sportive  quips,  cranks,  bon  and 

spike, 
Just  as  mv  visible  body  paced  tlie  street, 
Knvironed  by  a  boon  oompauionsliip 
Your  apparition  also  puts  to  flight. 
Well,  what  care  I,  if,  unacooutred  twice, 
I  front  my  foe  —  no  comicality 
R<mnd  soul,  and  body-guard  in  banishment  ? 
Thank  your    eyes*  searching,   undisguised    I 

stand  : 
The  merest  female  child  may  c|nestion  me. 
Spare  not,  speak  bold,  Balaustion !  " 

I  did  speak : 

*'Bold  speech  be  —  welcome  to  this  honored 

hearth. 
Good  Genius !    Glory  of  the  poet,  glow 
O*  the  humorist  who  castigates  his  kind. 
Suave  summer-lightninp:  lambency  which  plays 
On  stag-homed  tree,  misshapen  crag  askew, 
Then  vanishes  with  unvindictive  smile 
After  a  moment's  lajring  black  earth  bare. 
Splendor  of  vrit  that  springs  a  thunderball  — 
Satire  —  to  bum  and  purity  the  world, 
True  aim,  fair  purpose :  just  wit  justly  strikes 
Injustice,  —  rignt,  as  rightly  quells  the  wrong. 
Finds  out  in  knaves*,  fools',  cowards*  armory 
The  tricky  tinselled  place  fire  flashes  throuf^. 
No  damage  else,  sagacious  of  true  ore  ; 
Wit,  learned  in  the  laurel,  leaves  each  wreath 
0*er  lyric  shell  or  tragic  barbiton,  — 
Though  alien  gauds  he  singed,  —  undeseorate. 
The  genuine  solace  of  the  sacred  brow. 
Ay,  and  how  pulses  flame  a  patriotrst<ar 
Steadfast  athwart  onr  country's  night  of  things, 
To  beacon,  would  she  trust  no  meteor>blaze, 
Athenai  from  tJie  rock  she  steers  for  straight ! 
O  light,  light,  light,  I  hail  light  everywhere. 
No  matter  for  tne  murk  that  was,  —  nerchaiioe. 
That  will  be,  —  certes,  never  should  nave  been 
Such  orb's  associate  ! 

*'  Aristophanes ! 

*  The  merest  female  child  may  question  you  ?  * 
Once,  in  my  Rhodes,  a  portent  oi  the  wave 
AppsJled  onr  coast :  for  many  a  darkened  day. 
Intolerable  mystery  and  fear. 

Who  snatched  a  furtive  glance  through  crannied 

peak. 
Could  Dut  report  of  snake-scale,  lizard*limb,  — 
So  swam  what,  making  whirlpools  as  it  went. 
Madded  the  brine  with  wrath  or  monstrons 

sport. 

*  'Tis  Tuphon,  loose,  unmanacled  from  mount,' 
Declared  the  priests,  *  no  way  appeasable 
Unless  perchance  by  virgin-sacnnce  I ' 

Thus  grew  the  terror  and  o'erhniw  the  doom  — 
Until  one  eve  a  certain  female-chud 
Strayed  in  safe  ignorance  to  seacoast  eikpe. 
And  there  sat  down  and  san|[  to  please  penelf . 
When  all  at  once,  large-loonung  mm  his  wave. 
Out  leaned,  chin  hand-proppea,  penaive  on  the 

ledge, 
A  sea-worn  face,  sad  as  mortality, 
Divine  with  yearning  alter  feUowship. 
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He  rose  bat  breast-high.  So  much  god  she  saw  ; 
60  much  she  sees  now,  and  does  reverence  I  *' 

Ah,  bat  there  followed  tail-splash,  frisk  of  fin  ! 
Let  doad  pass,  the  sea's  ready  laagh  outbreaks. 
No  very  godlike  trace  retained  the  mouth 
Which  mocked  with  — 

"'  So,  He  taught  you  tragedy  1 
I  always  asked  *  Why  may  not  women  act  ?  ' 
Nay,  wear  the  comic  visor  just  as  well ; 
Or,  better,  <^uite  cast  off  the  face-disguise 
And  voice-distortion,  simply  look  ana  speak, 
Real  women  plavinj^  women  as  men  —  men  I 
I  shall  not  wonder  if  things  come  to  that, 
iSome  day  when  I  am  distant  far  enough. 
J>o  you  conceive  the  quite  new  Comedy 
When  laws  allow  ?  laws  only  let  ^Is  dance. 
Pipe,  posture,  —  above  all,  Elaphionize, 
Provided  they  keep  decent  —  that  is,  dumb. 
Ay,  and,  conceiving,  I  would  execute. 
Had  I  bat  two  lives :  one  were  overworked ! 
How  penetrate  encrusted  prejndice, 
Pierce  ignorance  three  generations  thick 
t>mee  first  ^'ou8arion  crossed  our  boundary  ? 
He  battered  with  a  big  M^aric  stone ; 
Chionides  felled  oak  and  rough-hewed  thence 
This  club  I  wield  now,  having  spent  my  life 
In  planing  knobs  and  sticking  studs  to  shine : 
Somebody  else  must  try  mere  polished  steel  I " 

Emboldened  bv  the  sober  mood's  return, 

**  Meanwhile,'     said   I,    ^*  since   planed    and 

studded  club 
Once  more  has  pashed  competitors  to  dust, 
And  poet  proves  triumphant  with  that  play 
Euthukles  found  last  year  unfortunate,  ^ 
Does  triumph  spring  from  smoothness  still  more 

smoothed, 
Fresh  studs   sown   thick  and  threefold?    Li 

plain  words. 
Have   you    exchanged   brate  -  blows,  —  which 

teach  the  brute  ^ 
Man  may  surpass  him  in  brutality.  — 
For  human  fighting,  or  true  god-Uke  force 
Which  breathes  persuasion  nor  needs  fight  at 

all? 
Elave  you  essaved  attacking  ignorance. 
Convicting  follv,  by  their  opposites, 
Knowledge  and  wisdom  ?  not  by  yours  for  ours. 
Fresh  ignorance  and  folly,  new  for  old. 
Greater  for  less,  your  crime  for  our  mistake  I 
If  so  success  at  last  have  crowned  desert, 
Bringing  surprise  (dashed  haply  by  concern 
At  your  discovery  such  wild  waste  of  strength 
—  And  what  strength  I  —  went  so  long  to  keep 

in  vogue 
Such  warfare  —  and  what  warfare  I — shamed 

so  fast, 
So  soon  made  obsolete,  as  feU  their  foe 
Bj  the  first  arrow  native  to  the  orb. 
First  onslaught  worthy  Aristophanes)  — 
Was  this  conviction's  entry  that  same  strange 
'  Something  that  happened '  to  confound  yonr 

feast?" 

^^  Ah,  did  he  witness  then  my  play  that  failed. 
First  *  Thesmophoriazonsai '  ?    ^  ell  and  good  I 


But  did  he  also  see  —  vonr  Euthnklea  — 

My  *  Grasshoppers,'  wnich  followed  and  failed 

too. 
Three    months    since,    at  the    *  Little-in-tho- 

Fields '  ?  " 

''To  say  that  he  did  see  that  First— should 

say 
He  never  cared  to  see  its  following.' 


»» 


''  There  happens  to  be  reason  why  I  wrote 

First  play  and  second  also.    Ask  the  cause ! 

I  warrant  you  receive,  ere  talk  be  done, 

Fit  answer,  authorizing  either  act. 

But  here 's  the  point :  as  Euthukles  made  tow 

Never  again  to  taste  my  quality. 

So  I  was  minded  next  experiment 

Should  tickle  palate  —  yea,  of  Enthokies  I 

Not  by  such  utter  change,  such  absolnte 

A  topsyturvv  of  stage-habitnde 

As  you  and  ne  want,  —  Comedy  built  fresh. 

By  novel  brick  and  mortar,  base  to  roof,  — 

No,  for  I  stand  too  near  and  look  too  dose  ! 

Pleasure  and  pastime  yours,  spectators  brave. 

Should  I  turn  art's  fixed  &bric  upside  down ! 

Little  you  guess  how  such  tongn  work  taaks 

soul  I 
Not  overtasks,  though:  give  fit  strength  £air 

play. 
And  strength 's  a  demiourgos  I    Art  renewed  ? 
Ay,  in  some  doeet  where  strength  shnts  out  — 

first 
The  friendly  faces,  sympathetio  cheer : 
*  More  of  the  old  provision,  none  supplies 
So  bounteously  as  thou,  —  our  love,  our  pride. 
Our  author  of  the  many  a  perfect  piece ! 
Stick   to   that   standard,  change  were   deea- 

dence I '  ^ 
Next,  the  unfriendly :  '  This  time,  strain  will 

tire. 
He  's  fresh,  Ameipsias  thy  antagonist  I  * 
—  Or  better,  in  some  Salaniinian  cave 
Where  sky  and  sea  and  solitude  make  earth 
And  man  and  noise  one  insignificance. 
Let     strength    propose     itself,  —  behind     the 

world,  — 
Sole  prize  worth  winning,  work  that  satisfies 
Strength  it  has  dared  ana  done  strength's  utter- 
most! 
After  which,  —  dap-to  closet  and  quit  cave,  — 
Strength  may  conclude  in  Arohdaos'  court, 
And  yet  esteem  the  silken  company 
So  much  sky-scud,  sea-froth,  earth-thistledowii. 
For  aught  their  praise  or  blame  should  joy  or 

grieve. 
Strenfi^  amid  crowds  as  late  in  solitude 
May  lead  the  still  life,  ply  the  wordless  task : 
Then  only,  when  seems  need  to  move  or  speak. 
Moving  —  for  due  respect,  when  statesmen  pass, 
(Strength,  in  the  closet,  watched  how  spiders 

spin !) 
Speaking  —  when  fashion  shows  intelligence, 
(Strength,  in  the   cave,  oft  whistled    to  the 

gulls  I) 
In  short,  has  learnt  first,  practised  afterwards ! 
Despise  the  world  and  reverence  yourself,  — 
Why,  you  may  unmake  things  and   remake 
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And  throv  behind  yon,  nnoonoemed  enough, 
What 's  made  or  marred :  '  yon  teach  men,  are 

not  taught  1  * 
So  marchee  otf  the  stage  Enripidee ! 

*'  No  such  thin  fare  feeds  flesh  and  blood  like 

mine. 
No  such  faint  fume  of  fanoy  sates  my  soul, 
No  such  seclusion,  closet,  cave  or  court, 
Suits  either :  give  me  lostephanos 
Worth  maku^   happy  wliat   coarse  way  she 

wiU- 

0  happy-maker,  when  her  cries  increase 
About  the  favorite  t    '  Aristophanes  I 
More  grist  to  mill,  here  's  Kleophon  to  grind ! 
He 's  ifor  refusing  neaoe,  though  Sparta  cede 
£ven  Dekeleia  I    Here  's  Kleonumoe 
Declaring  -*  though  he  threw  away  his  shield. 
He  *11  thrash  you  till  you  lay  your  lyre  aside  I 
Orestes  bids  mind  where  yon  walk  of  nights  — 
He  wants  your  cloak  as  you  his  cudgelling. 
Here 's,  finally,  Melanthios  fat  with  fish, 
The  gormandizer-spendthrift-draMiatist  1 

80,  bustle  I    Pounce  on  opportunity  ! 

Let  fun  Srscreaming  in  Parabasis, 

Find  food  for  folk  agape  at  either  end, 

Mad   for   amusement  I     Times   grow   better 

too. 
And  should  they  worsen,  why,  who  laughs,  for- 
gets. 
In  no  ease,  Tentnre  boy-experiments  I 
Old  wine 's  the  wine :  new  poetry  drinks  raw : 
Two  ^lays  a  season  is  your  pledge,  beside  ; 
i5o,  giye  us  *^ Wasps"  again,  grown  hornets 
now  I ' " 

Then  he  changed. 

**  Do  you  so  detect  in  me  — 
Brow-bald,  chin-bearded,  me,  curved   cheek, 

carved  lip. 
Or  where  soul  sits  and  reigns  in  either  eye  — 
What  suits  the  —  stigma.  1  say,  —  style  say  you, 
Of  *  Wine-lees-poet '  r    Bravest  of  buffoons. 
Less  blunt  than  Telekleides,  less  obscene 
Than  Murtilos,  Hermippos :  auite  a  match 
In  elegance  for  Enpolis  nimseif , 
Yet  pungent  as  Ki-atinos  at  his  best  ? 
Oraoed  with  traditional  immunity 
Ever  since,  much  about  my  grandsire's  time, 
Some  funny  rillage-man  in  Megara, 
Lout-lord  and  down-king,  used  a  privilege. 
As  due  religious  drinking-bouts  came  round, 
To  daub  his  phiz,  —  no,  that  was  af  terwaid,  — 
He  merely  mounted  cart  with  mates  of  choice 
And  traversed  country,  taking  house  by  house, 
At  night,  —  because  of  danger  in  the  freak,  — 
Then  hollaed  'Skin-flint  starves  his  laborers  I 
Clench-fist  stows  figs  away,  cheats  goyemment  I 
Such  an  one  likes  to  kiss  his  neighbor's  wife, 
And  beat  his  own  ;  while  such  another  .  .  . 

Boh!' 
Soon  came  the  broad  day,  circumstantial  tale, 
Dancing  and  yerse,  and  there  's  our  Comedy, 
There's  Mullos,  there's  Euetes,  there's  the 

stock 

1  shall  be  proud  to  graft  my  powers  upon  I 
Protected  r    Punished  quite  as  certainly 


When  Arohons  pleased  to  lay  down  eaeh  his 

law, — 
Your  Morucheides-Surakostoe  sort,  — 
Each  season,  *  No  more  naming  citizens. 
Only  abuse  the  vice,  the  vicious  spare ! 
Observe,  henceforth  no  Areopagite 
Demean  his  rank  by  writing  Comedy  ! ' 
(They  one  and  all  could  write  the  *  Clouds '  of 

course.) 
*  Needs  must  we  nick  expenditure,  allow 
Comedv  half  a  ohoroe,  supper  —  none. 
Times  being  hard,  while  applicants  increase 
For,  what  costs  cash,  the  Tragic  Trilogy.' 
Lofty  Tragedians !    How  they  lounge  aloof 
Each  with  his  Triad,  three  plays  to  my  one. 
Not  counting  the  contemptuous  f oorthi  the  frank 
Concession  to  mere  mortal  levity, 
Satyric  pittance  tossed  our  beggar^world  I 
Your  proud  Euripidea  from  first  to  last 
Doled  out  some  five  such,  never  deigned  us 

more  I 
And  these  —  what  curds  and  whey  for  noarrowy 

wine! 
That  same  Alkestis  yon  so  rave  about 
Passed  muster  with  him  for  a  Satyr-play, 
The  prig !  —  why  trifle  time  with  toys  and  skits 
When  he  could  stuff  four  nigbiWB  sausage-wise 
With  sophistry,  with  bookish  odds  and  ends, 
Sokrates,   meteors,    moonshine,    *  Life's    not 

Life,' 
^  The  ton|:ue  swore,  but  unsworn  the  mind  re- 
mams,* 
And  fifty  such  conoootioas,  crabiruo  fruit 
Digested  while,  head  low  and  heels  in  heayen. 
He  lay,  let  Comics  laugh  ~  for  privilege  I 
Looked  puzzled  on,  or  pitjingljr  off. 
But  never  dreamed  of  paying  gibe  by  jeer. 
Buffet  by  blow :  plenty  of  inoverb-pokes 
At  vice  and  fd^,  wicked  kin^,  mad  mobs ! 
No  sign  of  wincing  at  my  Conuc  lash. 
No  protest  against  infamous  abuse. 
Malignant  censure,  —  naught  to  prove  I  scoui|re<l 
With  tougher  thong  than  leek-and-onion-plait  I 
If  ever  he  glanced  gloom,  aggrieved  at  all. 
The  aggriever  must  be  —  Aischulos  perhaps : 
Or  Sophokles  he  'd  take  exception  to. 
—  Do  you  detect  in  me  —  in  me,  I  ask. 
The  mim  like  to  accept  this  measurement 
Of  faculty,  eontentedly  sit  classed 
Mere     Comic    Poet  —  since    I    wrote    *  Hie 

Birds'?" 

I  thought  there  might  lurk  truth  in  jest's  dis- 
guise. 

**  Thanks  I "  he  resumed,  so  quick  to  construe 

smile  ! 
**  I  answered —  in    my    mind — these    gapers 

thus  : 
Since  old  wine 's  ripe  uid  new  verse  raw,  yon 

judge  — 
What  if  I  vary  vintage-mode  and  mix 
Blossom  with  must,  give  nosegay  to  the  brew, 
Fining,  refining,  gendy,  surely,  till 
The  educated  taste  turns  unawares 
From  customary  dregs  to  draught  divine  ? 
Then  answered  —  with  my  lips :  More  *  Wasps ' 

you  want? 
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Come  next  year  and  I  give  you  *  GntsshopiMn  * ! 
And     '  Grasshoppers  '     I    gave    them,  —  last 

month^splay. 
'Fhey  formed  the  Choros.    Alkibiades, 
No  longer  Triphjiles  but  Trilophos, 
(Whom  I  called  L>arling-of-the^uminertime, 
Born  to  be  nothing  else  but  beautiful 
And  brave,  t-o  eat,  diink,  love  his  life  away) 
Persuades  the  Tcttix  (our  Autochthon-brood, 
That  sip  the  dew  and  sing  on  olive-branch 
Above  the  ant-and-emmet  populace) 
To  summon  all  who  meadow,  hill  and  dale 
Inhabit  —  bee,  wasp,  woodlouse,  dragonfly  — 
To  band  themselves  against  red  nipper-nose 
Stagbeetle,  huge  Taiigetan  (you  gueoB  — > 
Spart^)  Athenai  needs  must  battle  with, 
Because  her  sons  are  grown  effeminate 
To  that  degree  —  so  morbifies  their  flesh 
The  Doison-drama  of  Euripides, 
Morals  and  music  —  there  s  no  antidote 
Occurs  save  warfare  which  inspirits  blood. 
And  brings  us  back  perchance  the  blessed  time 
When  (Choros  takes  up  tale)  our  commonalty 
Firm  in  ])rimeval  virtue,  antique  faith. 
Ere  earwig-sophi5it  plagued  or  pismireHsage, 
Cockered  no  noddle  un  with  A,  b,  g, 
Book-learning,  logic-enopping,  and  the  moon, 
But  just  employed  their  Drains  on  ^Jiuppapai, 
Row,  boys,  munch  barley-bread,  and  take  your 

ease  — 
Mindful,  however,  of  the  tier  beneath  !  ^ 
Ah,  golden  epoch !  while  the  nobler  sort 
(Such  needs  must  study,  no  contesting  that ! ) 
Wore  no  long  curls  but  used  to  crop  their  hair. 
Gathered  the  tunic  well  about  the  nam. 
Remembering  'twas  soft  sand  they  used  for 

seat 
At  school-time,  while  —  mark  this  —  the  lesson 

long, 
No  learner  ever  dared  to  erosp  his  legs  I 
Then,  if  you  bade  him  take  the  myrtle-bough 
And  sing  for  supper  —  't  was  some  grave  ro- 

maunt 
FIoic  man  of  Mitulenf\  wondrous  wise, 
Jumpfd  into  kedpe,  by  mortals  quickset  called^ 
Andthn-e^  antinpating  Oidipous^ 
Scratched  out  his  eyes  ana  scratched  them  in 

again. 
None  of  your  Phudras,  Aug^.  Kanaka, 
To  mincing  music,  turn,  trill,  tweedle-traah. 
Whence  comes  that  Marathon  is  obsolet^e ! 
Next,  my  Antistroph^  was  —  praise  of  Peace : 
Ah,  could  our  people  know  what  Peace  implies  ! 
Home  to  the  farm  and  furrow  !     Grub  one^s 

vine. 
Romp  with  one's  Tliratta,  prettv  servinMirl, 
When  wiBe  's  busy  bathing  !    ETat  and  annk. 
And  drink  and  eat,  what  else  is  good  in  life  ? 
Slice  hare,  toss  pancake,  gayly  gurgle  down 
71ie  Thasian  grape  in  celebration  due 
C>f  Bacchos !  Welcome,  dear  domestic  rite. 
When  wife  and  sons  and  daughters,  Thiatta 

too. 
Poor  pea-soup  as  we  chant  delectably 
In  BaccJios  reels,  his  tunic  ai  his  heels  I 
Enough,  yon  comprehend.  —  I  do  at  least ! 
Tlien,  —  be  but  patient,  —  the  Parabasis  I 
Pray !    For  in  that  I  also  pushed  reform. 


None  of  the  self-laudation,  vulgar  brag. 

Vainglorious  rivals  oultivate  so  mnch ! 

No !    If  some  merest  word  in  Art's  defence 

Justice  demanded  of  me,  —  never  fear ! 

Claim  was  preferred,  but  dignifiedly. 

A  cricket  asked  a  looost  (winged,  yon  know) 

VV^hat  he  had  seen  most  rare  in  foreign  parts? 

*  I  have  flown  far,'  chirped  he,  *  North,   East, 

South,  West, 
And  nowhere  heard  of  poet  worth  a  fig 
If  matched  with    Bald-head    here,    Aigina's 

boast. 
Who  in  this  play  bids  rivalry  despair 
Past,  present,  and  to  come,  so  manrellons 
His  Tragic,  Comic,  Lyric  excellence  ! 
Whereof  the  fit  reward  were  (not  to  speak 
Of  dinner  ever^  day  at  public  cost 
I'  the  Prutaneion)  supper  with  yourselves. 
My  Public,  best  dish  offered  bravest  bard ! ' 
No  more  !  no  sort  of  sin  against  good  taste ! 
Then,  satire,  —  Oh,  a  plain  necessity  I 
But  I  won't  tell  you:  tor — could  I  dispei 
With  one  more  prd  at  old  Arinhrades  r 
How  scorpion-like  he  feeds  on  nnnuui  flesh  — 
Ever  finds  out  some  novel  infamy 
Unutterable,  inconceivable. 
Which  all  the  greater  need  was  to  describe 
Minutelv,  each  tail-twist  at  ink-shed  time  .  .  . 
Now,  what 's  your  gesture  eansed  by  ?     What 

you  loatlie. 
Don't  1  loathe  doubly,  else  why  take  such  paini 
To  tell  it  you  ?  But  keep  your  preiudioe  I 
My  audience  justified  you  !  Houaebreaken  ! 
This  pattern-purity  was  played  and  failed 
Last  Rural  Dionusia  —  faileid  I  for  why  ? 
Ameipsias  followed  with  the  genuine  stuff. 
He  luid  been  mindful  to  enrage  the  Four — 
Karkinos  and  his  dwarf -crfu>^amily  — 
Father  and  sons,  they  whirled   like  spinning- 
tops, 
Choms  gigantically  poked  his  fun. 
The  boys'  frank  laugh   relaxed  the  seniors' 

brow. 
The  skies  re-echoed  victory's  aodaim, 
Ameipsias  gained  his  due,  I  got  my  dose 
Of  wisdom  for  the  future.     Purity  ? 
No  more  of  that  next  month,  Athenai  mine  ! 
Contrive  new  cut  of  robe  who  will,  —  I  patch 
The  old  exomis,  add  no  purple  sleeve  I 
The  Thesmophoriasousai,  smartened  up^ 
With  certain  plaits,  shall  please,  I  promise  yon ! 

**  Yes,  I  took  up  the  play  that  failed  last  srenr, 

And  re-«rranged  things ;  threw  adroitly  in  — 

No  Parachoregema  —  men  to  match 

My  women  there  already :  and  when  these 

(I  had  a  hit  at  AristuUoe  nere. 

His  plan  how  womankind  should  rule  the  toast) 

Drove  men  to  plough  —  *"  A-field,  ye  cribbed  of 

cape  1  ' 
Men  showed  themselves  exempt  from  service 

straight 
Stupendously,  till  all  the  boys  cried  *'  Brave  ! ' 
Then  for  the  elders,  I  bethought  me  too. 
Improved  upon  Mnesilochoe'  release 
From  the  old  bowman^board  and  binding^trap : 
I  made  his  son-in-law  Euripides 
Engage  to  put  both  shrewish  wives  away  — 
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'  Gravity,'  one,  the  other '  Sophist-lore '  — 
Aud    mate  with    the    Bald    Bard^s   hetairai 

twain  — 
*'  Goodhamor  *    and    *  Indulgence  :  *    on    they 

tripped, 
Marrhine,  Akalaiithis,  —  *  heantifnl 
Their  whole  belongings '  —  crowd  joined  chorofl 

there  I 
And  while  the  Toxotes  wound  up  his  part 
By  shower  of  nuts  and  sweetmeats  on  the  mob, 
The  woman-choroe  celebrated  New 
Kalligeneia,  the  frank  last-day  rite. 
Brief,  1  was  chaired  and  caressed  and  crowned 
And  the  whole  theatre  broke  <»ut  a-roar, 
Kchoed  my  admonition  —  choros^ap  — 
Rivals  of  mine,  your  hands  to  your  faces  / 
Summon  no  more  the  Muses^  the  Graces^ 
Since  here  bv  my  side   they  have  chosen  their 

places: 
And  so  we  all  flocked  merrily  to  feast,  — 
I,  my  choragoe,  choros,  actors,  mutes 
And  flutes  foresaid,  friends  in  crowd,  no  fear, 
At  the  Priest^s  supper ;  aud  hilarity 
Grew  none  the  less  that,  early  in  the  piece, 
Ran  a  report,  from  row  to  row  close-packed, 
C>f  messenger's  anival  at  the  Port 
With  weighty  tidings.  ^Of  Lnsandros'  flight,' 
Opined  one ;  "  That  Enboia  penitent 
Sends  the  Confederation  fifty  ships,* 
Preferred  another ;   while  '  The  Graeat  King^s 

Eye 
Has  brought  a  present  for  Elaphion  here, 
That  rarest  peacock  Kompolakuthes  1  * 
Such  was  the  supposition  of  a  third. 
*  No    matter  what  the  news,'  friend  Strattia 

langhed, 
*It  won't  be  worse  for  waiting:  while  each 

dick 
Of  the  klepsudra  sets  a  shaking  grays 
Resentment  in  our   shark's-head,  boiled  and 

spoiled 
Bt  this  time  :  dished  in  Sphettian  vinegar, 
Silphion  and  honey,  servea  with  oooks'-brain- 

sauce  I 
So,  swift  to  supper.  Poet !    No  mistake. 
This  play ;  nor,  like  the  unflavored  "  Grass* 

noppers,*' 
Salt    without    thyme ! '     Right    merrily    we 

supped. 
Till  —  something  happened. 


i4 


Out  it  shall,  at  last  I 


*^  Mirth   drew   to   ending,  for   the  cup    was 

crowned 
To  the  Triumphant !  *  Kleondapper  erst. 
Now,  Plier  of  a  scourge  Euripides 
Fairly  turns  tail  from,  flying  Attik^ 
For  Makedonia's  rockis  and  frosts  and  bears, 
Where,  furry  grown,  he  growls  to  match  the 

sqneaK 
Of  girl-voiced,  croctis-vested  Agathon  I 
Ha  ha,  he  he  I '    Wlien  suddenly  a  knock  — 
Sharp,  solitary,  cold,  authoritative. 

*^  *  Babaiai !    Sokrates  a-passing  by, 

A-peering  in,  for  Aristullos*  sake, 

To  pat  a  question  touching  Comic  Law  ? ' 


**  No  I    Enters  an  old  pale-swathed  majesty. 
Makes  slow  mute  passage  through  two  ranks  as 

mute, 
^trattis  stood  up  with  all  the  rest,  the  sneak !) 
Gray  brow  still  bent  on  ground,  upraised  at 

length 
When,  our  Priest  reached,  full  front  the  vision 

paused. 

**  *  Priest ! '  —  the   deep   tone   succeeded   the 

fixed  gaze  — 
'  Thou  carest  that  thy  god  have  spectacle 
Decent  and  seemly  ;  wherefore,  1  announce 
That,  since  Euripides  is  dead  to-day, 
My  Choros,  at  the  Greater  Feast,  next  month. 
Shall,  clothed  in  black,  appear  nngarlanded  1 ' 

**  Then  the  gray  brow  sank  low,  and  Sophokles 
Re-swathed  him,  sweeping  doorward :  mutely 


'Twixt  rows  as  mute,  to  mingle  possibly 
With  certain  gods  who  convoy  age  to  port  ; 
And  night  resumed  him. 

*'  When  our  stupor  broke. 
Chirpings  took  courage,  and  grew  audible. 

'*  *  Dead  —  so  one  speaks  now  of  Euripides ! ' 

*  Ungarlanded  dance  Choros,  did  he  say  ? 
I  guess  the  reason :  in  extreme  old  a^ 
No  doubt  such  have  the  gods  for  visitants. 
Why  did  he  dedicate  to  Herakles 

An  altar  else,  but  that  the  god,  turned  Jnc^, 
Told  him  in  dream  who  took  the  crown  of 

gold? 
He  who  restored  Akropolis  the  theft, 
Himself  may  feel  perhaps  a  timely  twinge 
At  thought  of  certain  other  crowns  he  fllehed 
From  —  who  now  visits  Herakles  the  Judge. 
Instance  "*"  Medeia  "  !  that  play  yielded  Pfthn 
To  Sophokles ;  and  he  again  —  to  whom  r 
Euphorion  1       Why  ?       Ask     Herakles     the 

Judge!' 

*  Ungarlanded,  just  means  —  economy  I 
Suppress  robes,  chaplets,  everything  suppress 
Except  the  poet's  present !    An  old  tale 

Put  capitally  by  Trugaios  —  eh  ? 

News    from     the     world    of     transformation 

strange! 
How  Sophokles  is  grown  Simonides, 
And  —  aged,  rotten  —  all  the  same,  for  greed 
Would  venture  on  a  hurdle  out  to  sea  I 
So  jokes  Philonides.    Kallistratoe 
Retorts,  Mistake  I    Instead  of  stinginess  — 
The  fact  is,  in  extreme  decrepitude. 
He  has  discarded  poet  and  turned  priest. 
Priest  of  Half-Hero  Alkon :  visited 
In  his  own  house  too  by  Asklepios'  self. 
So  he  avers.    Meanwhile,  his  own  estate 
Lies  fallow  ;  lophon  's  the  manager,  — 
Nay,  touches  up  a  play,  brings  out  the  same. 
Asserts  true  sonship.    See  to  what  yon  sink 
After  your  dozen-dozen  prodigies  ! 
Looking  so  old  —  Euripides  seems  young, 
Bom  ten  yeai«  later.' 

**  *  Just  his  tricky  style  I 
Since,  stealing  first  away,  he  wins  first  word 
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Out  of  eood-natnred  rival  Sophokles, 

Proonres  himself  no  bad  panegyric. 

Had  fate  willed  otherwisef  himself  were  taxed 

To  pay  Burvivor's-tribute,  —  harder  squeezed 

From  anybody  beaten  first  to  last, 

Than  one  who,  steadily  a  conqueror. 

Finds  that  hiB  ma^ammity  is  tasked 

To  merely  make  pretence  and — beat  itself  ! ' 


it 


So  chirped  the  feasters  though  snppressedly. 


**  But  I  —  what  else  do  yon  suppose  ?  —  had 

pierced 
Quite  through  friends'  outsideHBtraining,  foes' 

mook-praise, 
And  reached  conviction  hearted  under  all. 
Death's  rapid  line  had  closed  a  lifers  account, 
And  cut  on,  left  unalterably  clear 
The  summed-up  value  of  Euripides. 

"  Well,  it  might  be,  the  Thasian  I    Certainly 
There  sang  suggestive  murio  in  my  ears ; 
And,  through  —  what  sophists  style  —  the  wall 

of  sense 
My  eyes  pierced:  death  seemed  life  and  life 

seemed  death, 
Envisaged  that  way,  now,  which  I,  before, 
CSonceived    was    just    a    moon-struck    mood. 

Quite  plain 
There  re-insisted,  —  ay,  each  prim  stiff  phrase 
Of  eaph  old  play,  my  still-new  laughingHitock, 
Had  meaning,  weU  worth  poet's  pains  to  state. 
Should  life  prove  half  true  life's  term,  —  death, 

the  rest. 
As  for  the  other  question,  late  so  large, 
Now  all  at  once  so  little,  —  he  or  I,  — 
Which      better      comprehended      playwright 

craft,  — 
There,  too,  old  admonition  took  fresh  point. 
As  clear  recurred  our  last  word-interchange 
Two  years  since,  when  I  tried  with  *  Ploutos.' 

'VainI' 
Sainted  me  the  cold  grave-bearded  bard  — 
*  Vain,  this  late  trial,  Aristophanes  I 
None  balks  the  genius  with  impunity  I 
You  know  what  Kind  's  the  nobler,  what  makes 

grave 
Or  what  makes  grin :  there 's  yet  a  nobler  still, 
Possiblv,  —  what  makes  wise,  not  grave,  —  and 

gladj 
Not  grinnmg:    whereby  laughter   joins   with 

,  tears. 
Tragic  and  Connie  Poet  prove  one  power. 
And  Aristophanes  becomes  our  Fourth  — 
Nay,  greatest !    Never  needs  the  Art  st-and  still. 
But  those  Art  leans  on  lag,  and  none  like  you. 
Her  strongest  of  supports,  whose  step  aside 
Undoes  the  march :  defection  checks  advance 
Too   kte   adventured  1     See    the   '* Ploutos" 

here  I 
This  step  decides  your  foot  from  old  to  new  — 
Proves  you  relinquish  song  and  dance  and  jest. 
Discard  the  beast,  and,  i*i8ing  from  all-fours. 
Fain  would  paint,  manlike,  actual  human  lite. 
Make  veritaole  men  think,  say  and  do. 
Here  's  the  conception :  which  to  execute. 
Where 's  force  ?    Spent !     Ere  the  race  began, 

was  breath 


O'  the  runner  squandered   on   each  friendly 

fool— 
Wit-fireworks  fizzed  off  while  day  craved  no 

flame: 
How  should  the  night  receive  her  doe  of  fire 
Flared  out  in  Wasps  and  Horses,  Clouds  and 

Birds, 
Prodigiously  a-crackle  ?    Rest  content  I 
The  new  adventure  for  the  novel  man 
Bom  to  that  next  success  myself  foresee 
In  right  of  where  I  reach  before  I  rest. 
At  end  of  a  long  course,  straight  all  the  way, 
Well  may  there  tremble  somewhat  into  ken 
The  untrod  path,  clouds  veiled  from  earlier 

gazel 
None  may  live  two  lives  :  I  have  livBd  mint 

through. 
Die  where  Tfirst  stand  stilL    You  retrograde. 
I  leave  my  life's  work.    /  compete  with  yon. 
My  last  with  your  last,  my  *'  Antiope  "  — 
"  Phoinissai "  -  with  this  "  Ploutos  "  ?    N©,  I 

think! 
Ever  shall  great  and  awful  Victory 
Accompany  m^  life  —  in  Maketis 
H  not  Athenai.    Take  my  farewell,  friend ! 
Friend,  —  for  from  no  consummate  ezoelleiioe 
Like  yours,  whatever  fault  may  countervail. 
Do  I  profess  estrangement :  murk  the  "»^^^, 
Yet  where  a  solitary  marble  block 
Blandies  the  gloom,  there  let  the  eagle  perch  I 
You  show  —  what  splinters  of  Penteukos, 
Islanded  by  what  ordure  I    Ea^rles  fly. 
Rest  on  the  right  place,  thence  depart  aa  free  ; 
But  'ware  man's  footstep,  would  it  traverse 

mire 
Untainted!      Mire   is   safe   for   worms    that 

crawl.* 

**  Balaustion !    Here  are  very  many  words. 
All  to  portray  one  moment's  rush  of  thoug-ht.  — 
And  much  thev  do  it !    Still,  you  undentamL 
The  Archon,  toe  Feast-master,  read  their  snm 
And  substance,  judged  the  banquet-g^low  ex* 

tinct. 
So  rose,  discreetly  if  abruptly,  crowned 
The   parting  cup,  —  *  To   the   Good    Gemns, 

then !  ^ 

*'  Up  starts  young  Strattis  for  a  final  flash : 
*  Ay,  the  Good  Genius  I    To  the  Comic  Mnae, 
She  who  evolves  superiority. 
Triumph  and  joy  from  sorrow,  unsuocess 
And  all  that 's  incomplete  in  human  life ; 
Who  proves  such  actual  failure  transient  wrong. 
Since  out  of  bodv  uncouth,  halt  and  maimed  — 
Since  out  of  soul  grotesque,  corrupt  or  blank  — 
Fancy,  uplifted  by  the  Muse,  can  flit 
To  soul  and  body,  reinstate  them  Man  : 
Beside  which  perfect  man,  how  clear  we  see 
Divergency  from  type  was  earth's  effect  1 
Escaping     whence     by     laughter,  —  Fancy's 

feat,  — 
We   rufht   man's   wrong,   establish   true   fot 

raise,  — 
Above  misshapen  body,  uncouth  soul. 
Reach  the  fine  form,  tne  clear  intelligence  — 
Above  imseemliness,  reach  decent  law,  — 
By  laughter  :  attestation  of  the  Muss 
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That  low-and-ug8ome  is  not  rifpied  and  sealed 
InoontroTertibly  man's  portion  here. 
Or,  if  here,  —  why,  still  high-and-f air  exists 
In  that  ethereal  realm  where  laaghs  our  soul 
Lift  by  the  Muse.    Hail  thou  her  ministrant  I 
Hail  who  accepted  no  deformity 
In  man  as  normal  and  remediless. 
But  rather  pushed  it  to  such  gross  extreme 
That,  oatniged,  we  protest  by  eye^s  recoil 
The  opposite  proves  somewhere  rule  and  law  t 
Hail  who  implied,  by  limning  Lamachos, 
Plenty  and  pastime  wait  on  peace,  not  war  t 
Philokleon  —  better  bear  a  wrong  than  plead. 
Play  the  litigious  fool  to  stuff  the  mouth 
Of  dikast  with  the  due  three-obol  fee ! 
The  Paphlagonian  —  stick  to  the  old  sway 
Of  few  and  wise,  not  rabble-goTemment  I 
Tmgaios,  Pisthetairos,  Strepsiades,  — 
Why  multiply  examples  ?    Hail,  in  fine, 
The  hero  ot  each  pamted  monster — so 
Suggesting  the  unpictnred  perfect  shape  I 
Pour  out  I    A  laugh  to  Aristophanes  !^ 

"  '  Stay,  my  fine  Strattis '  —  and  I  stopped  ap- 
plause — 
*  To  the  Good  Genius  —  but  the  Tragic  Muse  I 
She  who  instructs  her  poet,  bids  man's  soul 
Flay  man's  part  merely  nor  attempt  the  gods' 
lU-gnessed  of  !    Task  numanity  to  height. 
Put  passion  to  prime  use,  urge  will,  unshamed 
When  wiirs  last  effort  breaks  in  impotence  1 
No  power  forego,  elude  :  no  weakness,  —  plied 
Fairly  bv  power  and  will,  —  renounce,  deny  I 
Acknowledge,    in    such    miscalled    weakness, 

strength 
Latent :  and  substitute  thus  things  for  words  I 
Midce  man  run  life's  race   fairly, — legs  and 

feet. 
Graying  no  false  wings  to  o'erfly  its  length  ! 
Trust  on,  trust  ever,  trust  to  end  —  in  truth ! 
By  truth  of  extreme  passion,  utmost  will, 
i^liame  back  all  false  display  of  either  force  — 
Barrier  about  such  strenuous  heat  and  glow, 
That  cowardice  shall  shirk  contending,  — cant. 
Pretension,  shrirel  at  truth's  first  approach  ! 
Pour  to  the  Trt^c  Muse's  ministrant 
Who,  as  he  pictured  pure  Hippolutos, 
Abolished  our  earth's  blot  Ariphrades  ; 
Who,  as  he  drew  Bellerophon  the  bold. 
Proclaimed  Kleonumoe  incredible ; 
Who,  as  his  Theseus  towered  up  man  once  more, 
Made  Alkibiades  shrink  boy  i^rain  ! 
A  tear  —  no  woman's  tribute,  weak  exchange 
For    action,    water    spent    and    heartVblood 

saved  — 
No  man's  regret  for  greatness  gone,  ungraced 
Perchance   by   even   that   i>oor   meed,  man's 

praise  — 
But  some  god's  superabundance  of  desire, 
Yearning  of  will  to  'scape  necessityj  — 
Love's  overbrimming  for  self-sacrifice, 
Whence  good  might  be,  which  never  else  may  be, 
By    power    dis^yed,    forbidden    this    strait 

sphere,  — 
Effort  expressible  one  only  way— 
Such  tear  from  me  fall  to  Euripides  I ' 


**  Whereupon  outburst  the  whole  oompanr 
Into  applause  and  —  laughter,  would  you  tnink  f 


ik  t 


»» 


The  Thaaian  I — All,  the  Thaaian,  I  aoeount ! 


The  unrivalled  one  I    How,  never  at  a  loss. 
He  turns  the  TVagic  on  its  Comic  side 
Else  imperceptible  !    Here 's  death  itself  — 
Death  of  a  rival,  of  an  enemy,  — 
Scarce  seen  as  Comic  till  the  master^noh 
Made  it  acknowledge  Aristophanes  ! 
Lo,  that  Euripidean  laurel-tree 
Struck  to  the  neart  by  lightning  \    Sokxates 
Would  question  us,  with  buzz  of  '*  how  "  and 

"why," 
Wherefore  the  berry's  virtne,  the  bloom's  vice. 
Till  we  all  wished  mm  quiet  with  his  firiend ; 
Agathon  would  compose  an  el^y. 
Lyric  bewailment  fit  to  move  a  stone. 
And,  stones  responsive,  we  might  wince,  'tis 

like; 
Nay,  with  most  cause  of  all  to  weep  the  least, 
Sophokles  ordains  mourning  for  his  sake 
Wnile  we  confess  to  a  remorseful  twinge  :  — 
Suddenly,  who  but  Aristophanes, 
Prompt  to  the  rescue,  puts  forth  solenm  hand. 
Singles  us  out  the  tragic  tree's  best  branch. 
Persuades  it  groundward  and,  at  tip,  appends, 
For  votive-visor.  Faun's  (^t-grinnmg  face ! 
Back  it  flies,  evermore  with  jest  a-top. 
And  we  recover  the  true  mood,  and  laugh  I ' 

'*  I  felt  as  when  some  Nikias,  —  ninny-like 
Troubled  by  sunspot-portent,  moon-eclipse,  -~ 
At  fault  a  little,  sees  no  choice  but  sound 
Retreat  from  f oeman  ;  and  his  troops  mistake 
The  signal,  and  hail  onset  in  the  blast. 
And  at  their  joyous  answer,  alcdi^ 
Back  the  old  courage  brings  the  scattered  wits ; 
He  wonders  what  his  doubt  meant,  quick  con- 
firms 
The  happy  error,  blows  the  charge  amain. 
So  I  repaired  things. 

" '  Both  be  praised,'  thanked  I. 
*  Ton  who  have  laughed  witn  Aristophanes, 
You  who  wept  rather  with  the  Lord  of  Tears  I 
Priest,  do  thou,  president  alike  o'er  each. 
Tragic  and  Comic  function  of  the  god. 
Help  with  libation  to  the  blended  twain  I 
Either  of  which  who  serving,  only  serves  — 
Proclaims  himself  disqualified  to  pour 
To  that  Good  Genius  —  complex  Poetry, 
Uniting  each  god-grace,  including  both  : 
Which,  operant  for  body  as  for  soul. 
Masters  alike  the  laughter  and  the  tears. 
Supreme  in  lowliest  earth,  sublimest  sky. 
Wno  dares  disjoin  these,  —  whether  he  ignores 
Body  or  soul,  whichever  half  destroys,  — 
Maims  the  else  perfect  manhood,  perpetrates 
Again  the  inexpiable  crime  we  curse  — 
Hacks  at  the  Hermai,  halves  each  gnaidian 

shape 
Combining,  nowise  vainly,  prominenoe 
Of  august  nead  and  enthroned  intellect, 
With  nomelier  symbol  of  asserted  sense,  — 
Nature's  prime  impulse,  earthly  appetite. 
For,  when  our  folly  ventures  on  the  freaky 
Would  fain  abolish  joy  and  fmitfulness, 
I  Mutilate  nature  —  what  avails  the  Head 
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Left  solitoi-ily  predoiiiiuant,  — 

Unbodied  soul,  —  not  Hernia,  both  in  one  ? 

I,  no  more  than  our  City,  acquiesce 

In  such  a  desecration,  but  defend 

Man^B  double  nature  —  ay,  wert  thou  its  foe  1 

Could  I  once  more,  thou  cold  Euripides, 

Encounter  thee,  in  naught  would  I  abate 

My  warfare,  nor  subdue  luy  worst  attack 

On  thee  whose  life-work  pi-eached  "  Raise  soul, 

sink  sense ! 
Evirate  Hermes  I "  —  would  avenge  the  god, 
And  justify  mysc-lf .    Once  face  to  face, 
Thou,  the  argute  and  tricksy,  shouldst  not  wrap, 
As  thine  old  fashion  was,  in  silent  scorn 
The  breast  that  quickened  at  the  sting  of  truth. 
Nor  turn  from  me.  ajs,  if  the  tale  be  true. 
From  Lais  when  she  met  thee  in  thv  walks, 
And  questioned  why  she  had  no  rights  as  thou. 
Not  so  shouldst  thou  betake  thee,  be  assured, 
To  book  and  pencil,  deign  me  no  reply  ! 
I  would  extract  an  answer  from  those  lips 
hk)  closed  and  cold,  were  mine  the  garden-chance ! 
Gone  from  the  world!     Does  none  remain  to 

take 
Thy  part  and  ply  me  witJi  thy  sophist-skill  ? 
No  sun  makes  proof  of  his  whole  potency 
For  gold  and  purple  in  that  orb  we  view : 
The  apparent  orb  does  little  but  leave  blind 
The  audacious,  and  confused  the  worshipping ; 
But,  close  on  orb's  departure,  must  succeed 
The  serviceable  cloud,  —  must  intervene, 
Induce  expenditure  of  rose  and  blue, 
Reveal  what  lay  in  him  was  lost  to  us. 
So,  friends,  what  hinders,  as  we  homeward  go. 
If,  privileged  by  triumph  gained  to-day, 
We  clasp  that  cloud  our  sun  left  saturate. 
The  Rhodian  rosy  with  Eurijpides  ? 
Not  of  my  audience  on  my  triumphnlay, 
She  nor  her  husband !    After  the  night^s  news 
Neither  will  sleep  but  watch  ;  I  know  the  mood. 
Accompany !  my  crown  declares  my  right  I  * 

**  And  here  you  stand  with  those  warm  golden 
eyes ! 

**  In  honest  language,  I  am  scarce  too  sure 
Whether  I  really  felt,  indeed  expressed 
Then,  in  that  presence,  things  I  now  repeat : 
Nor  half,  nor  any  one  word,  —  will  that  do  ? 
Maybe,  such  eyes  must  strike  conviction,  turn 
One's  nature  bottom  upwards,  show  the  base  — 
The  live  rock  latent  imder  wave  and  foam : 
Superimposure  these  I    Yet  solid  stuff 
Will  ever  and  anon,  obeying  star, 
(And  what  star  reaches  rock-nerve  like  an  eye  ?) 
Swim  up  to  surface,  spout  or  mud  or  flame, 
And  find  no  more  to  do  than  sink  as  fast. 

'*  Anvhow,  I  have  followed  happily 

The  impulse,  pledged  nav  Genius  with  effect. 

Since,  come  to  see  yon,  1  am  shown  —  myself ! " 

I  answered : 

"  One  of  us  declared  for  both 
*  Welcome  the  glory  of  Aristophanes.^ 
The  other  adds :  and,  —  if  that  glory  last, 
Nor  marsh-bom  vapor  creep  to  veil  me  same,  — 


Once  entered,  share  in  our  solemnity ! 
Commemorate,  as  we,  Euripides !  " 

''What?"  he  looked  round,''!  darken  the 

bright  house  ? 
Profane  the  temple  of  your  deity  ? 
Tliat  's  true !    Else  wherefore  does  he  stand 

portrayed  ?  ^ 
What  iihodian  paint  and  pencil  saved  so  much* 
Beard,  f recklea  face,  brow  —  all  but  breath,  I 

nope ! 
Come,  that  's  unfair  :  myself  am  somebody. 
Yet  my  pictorial  fame  's  just  letter's  work,  — 
I  merely  f^ure  011  men^s  driiiking-mngs  I 
I  and  the  Flat-nose,  Sophroniskos'  son. 
Oft  make  a  pair.    But  what  's  this  lies  be- 
low ? 
His  table-book  and  gi*aver,  playwright^s  tool ! 
And  lo,  the  sweet  ps^terion,  strung  and  screwed, 
Whereon  he  tried  those  /t-^-^-^s 
And  ke-^-^-^s  and  turns  and  trills. 
Lovely  lark's  tirra-lirra,  lad's  delight  I 
Aischulos'  bi'onze-throat  eagle-bark  at  blood 
Has  somehow  spoiled  my  taate  for  twitterings ! 
With  .  .  .  what,  and  did  he  leave  you  '  Her- 

akles'? 
The  '  Frenzied  Hero,'  one  unfractured  sheet, 
No  pine-wood  tablets  smeared  with  treacherooa 

wax  — 
Papuros  perfect  as  e'er  tempted  pen  I 
lliis  sacred  twist  of  bay-leaves  dead  and  sere 
Must  be  that  crown  the  fine  work  failed  to 

catch,  — 
No  wonder !    This  might  crown  '  Antiope.' 
'  Herakles '  triumph  ?    In  your  heart  perhaps ! 
But  elsewhere?     Come  now,  I'll  explain  the 

case. 
Show  you  the   main  mistake.     Give  me  the 

sheet!  " 

I  interrupted  : 

"  Aristoplianes  I 
The  stranger-woman  sues  in  her  abode  — 
'  Be  honored  as  our  guest!  '     But,  call  it— 

shrine. 
Then  '  No  diishonor  to  the  Daimon !  *  bids 
The  priestess  '  or  expect  dishonor's  due ! ' 
You  enter  fresh  from  your  worst  infamy. 
Last  instance  of  long  outrage ;  yet  I  pause. 
Withhold  the  word  a-tremble  on  my  lip. 
Incline  me,  rather,  yearn  to  reverence,  — 
So  you  but  suffer  that  I  see  the  blaze 
And  not  the  bolt,  —  the  splendid  fancy-fling. 
Not  the  cold  iron  malice,  the  launched  lie 
Whence  heavenly  fii'e  has  withered ;  impotent. 
Yet  execrable,  leave  it  'neatli  the  look 
Of  yon  impassive  presence  !    What  he  scorned. 
His  life  long,  neea  I  touch,  offend  my  foot. 
To  prove  that  malice  missed  its  mark,  that  lie 
Cumbers  the  ground,  returns  to  whence  it  cams  f 
I  marvel,  I  deplore,  —  tlie  rest  be  mute .' 
But,  throw  ofif  hate's  celestiality,  — 
Show  me,  apart  from  song-flash  and  wit-flame, 
A  mere  mui's  hand  ignobly  clenched  against 
Yon  supreme  calmness,  —  and  I  inteipose,  ^ 
Such  as  you  see  me  !     Silk  breaks  lightning^ 

blow!" 
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He  seemed  to  soaroe  so  much  m  nodee  me, 
Augrht  I  had  epoken,  save  the  final  phrase  : 
Arrested  tliere. 

**  Euripides  KTown  calm ! 
Calmneaii  supreme  means  dead  and  therefore 

safe," 
He  muttered  ;  then  more  audibly  began  — 

*"*"  Dead  I    Sueh  must  die  I    Could  people  com- 
prehend ! 
There  s  the  unfairness  of  it !    So  obtuse 
Are  all :  from  Solon  downward  with  his  saw, 
^Let  none  revile  the  dead,  —  no,  though  the 

son. 
Nay,  far  desoendant,  should  revile  thyself  I  *  — 
To  nim  who  made  Elektra,  in  the  act 
Of  wreaking  vengeanoe  on  her  worst  of  foes, 
Scruple  to  blame,  since  speech   that   blames 

insults 
Too  much  the  yery  villain  life-released. 
Now,  1  sas^t  only  after  death,  begins 
That  formidable  claim,  —  immunity 
Of  faultineas  from  fault ^s  due  punishment ! 
The  living,  who  defame  me,  —  why,  they  live : 
Fuols,  —  I  best  prove  them  foolish  by  their  life. 
Will  they  but  work  on.  lay  their  work  by  mine. 
And  wait  a  little,  one  Oljrmpiad,  say  I 
Then,    where  's   the  vital    force,  mine  froze 

beside? 
The  sturdy  fibre,  shamed  my  brittle  stuff  ? 
Tlie  school-correctness,  sure  of  wise  award 
When  my  vagaries  cease  to  tickle  taste  ? 
Where  ^s  censure  that  must  sink  me,  judgment 

big 
Awaiting  just  the  word  posterity 
Pants  to  pronounce  ?     Time's  wave  breaks, 

buries  —  whom. 
Fools,  when  myself  confronts  you  four  years 

hence? 
But  die,  ere  next  Lenaia.  —  safely  so 
Ton  *acape  me,  slink  witn  all  vonr  ignorance, 
Stupidity  and  malice,  to  that  hole 
OVr   which   survivors    croak    *  Respect    the 

deadr 
Ay,  for  I  needs  must  I    But  allow  me  dutch 
Only  a  carrion-handful,  lend  it  sense, 
(^One,  not  its  own,  or  could  it  answer  me  ?) 
And  question,  *  You,  I  pluck  from  hiding-place. 
Whose  cant  was,  certain  veara  ago,  m^  **  Clouds  ^' 
Might  last  until  the  swallows  came  with  Spring — 
Whose  chatter,  **  Birds  *'  are  unintell^ble. 
Mere  psychologic  puzzling  :  poetry  ? 
List,  the  true  lay  to  rock  a  cradle  with  I 
O  man  of  Mittdenf,  wondrous  wise  ! ' 
—  Wouui  not  I  rub  each  face  in  its  own  filth 
To  tune  of  *  Now  that  years  have  come  and 

gone. 
How  does   the    fact  stand?   What^s  demon- 
strable 
By  time,  that  tries  things? — your  own  test, 

not  mine 
Who  think  men  are,  were,  ever  will  be  fools, 
Though  somehow  fools  confute  fools,  —  as  these, 

you  ! 
Don^t  mumble  to  the  sheepish  twos  and  threes 
You  cornered  and  called  *'  audience  !  "  face  this 

me 


Who  know,  and  can,  and  —  helped  by  fifty 

yean  — 
Do  pulverize  you  pygmies,  then  as  now !  * 

^'  Ay,  now  as  then,  I  pulverize  the  brood, 
Balaustion !    Mindful,  from  the  first,  where  foe 
Would  hide  head  safe  when  hand  had  flung  its 

stone, 
I  did  not  turn  cheek  and  take  pleasantry, 
But  flogged  while  akin  could  purple  and  flesh 

start. 
To  teach  fools  whom  they  tried  oondnsioM 

with. 
First  face  a-splutter  at  me  {{ot  such  splotch 
Of  prompt  slab  mud  as,  filling  month  to  maw, 
Made  its  concern  thenceforward  not  so  much 
To  criticise  me  as  go  cleanse  itself. 
The  only  drawback  to  which  huge  delight,  — 
(He  saw  it,  how  he  saw  it,  that  calm  cdd 
iSagacity  vou  call  Euripides !) 
—  Why,  't  is  that,  make  a  mnckheap  of  a  man. 
There,  pillared  by  your  prowess,  he  remains, 
Immortally  immerded.    Not  so  he! 
Men  pelted  him  but  got  no  pellet  back. 
He    reasoned,  I  *11    engage,  —  '  Acquaint    the 

worid 
Certain  minuteness  butted  at  my  knee  ? 
l>jgface  Eruxis,  tlie  smalt  satirist,  — 
What  better  would  the  manikin  desire 
Than  to  strut  forth  on  tiptoe,  notable 
As  who  so  far  np  fouled  me  in  the  flank  ?  * 
So  dealt  he  with  the  dwarfa :  we  giants,  too. 
Why  must  we  emulate  their  pin-point  play  ? 
Render  imperishable  —  impotence. 
For  mud  throw  mountains  ?    Zeus,  by  mud  un- 
reached,— 
Well,  't  was  no  dwarf  he  heaved  Olumpos  at ! " 

My  heart  burned  up  within  me  to  my  tongue. 

^*  And  why  must  men  remember,  ages  hence. 
Who  it  was  rolled  down  rocks,  but  refuse  too  — 
Strattis  might  steal  from  !  mixture-monument, 
Recording  what  ?    *  I,  Aristophanes, 
Who  boaat  me  much  inventive  in  my  art, 
Against  Euripides  thus  volleyed  muck 
Because,  in  art,  he  too  extended  bounds. 
I  —  patriot,  loving  peace  and  hating  war,  — 
Choosing  the  rule  of  few,  but  wise  and  good. 
Rather  than  mob-dictature,  fools  and  knaves 
However  multiplied  their  mastery,  — 
Despising  most  of  all  the  demagogue, 
(Noisome  air-bubble,  buoyed  np,  borne  along 
B^  kindred  breath  of  knave  and  fool  below, 
W  hose  hearts  swell  proudly  as  each  puffing  tace 
Grows  bif|[,  reflected  in  that  glassy  ball, 
Vacuity,  just  bellied  out  to  break 
And  righteously  bespatter  friends  the  first,) 
I  loatlung,  —  beyona  less  puissant  speech 
Than  my  own  god-grand  language  to  declare,  — 
The  fawning,  cozenage  and  calumny 
Wherewith  such  favorite  feeds  the  populace 
That  fan  and  set  him  fi^ng  for  reward :  — 
I  who,  detecting  what  vice  underlies 
Thought^s     superstructure,  —  fancy's     sludge 

and  slime 
*Twixt  fact^B  sound  floor  and  thought's  mere 

surface-growth 
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Of  hopes  and  fears  which  root  no  deepUer  down 
Than  where  all  such  mere  fungi    breed  and 

hloat  — 
Namely,  man's  misconception  of  the  Qod :  — 
I,  loving,  hating,  wishful  from  my  soul 
That  truth  should    triumph,  falsehood   have 

defeat, 
—  Why,  all  my  soul's  supremacy  of  power 
Did  I  pour  out  in  vollev  just  on  nim 
Who,  his  whole  Uf  e  long,  championed  every 

cause 
I  called  my  heart's  cause,  loving  as  I  loved. 
Hating  my  hates,  spumed  falsehood,  championed 

truth.  — 
Championea  truth  not  by  flagellating  foe 
With  simple  ruse  and  lily,  gibe  and  jeer, 
81y  wink  of  boon-companion  o'er  the  bowze 
Who,  while  he  blames  the  liquor,  smacks  the 

lip* 
Blames,  doubtless,  but  leers  condonation  too,  — 

No,  the  balled  list  broke  brow  like  thunder- 
bolt. 
Battered  till  brain  flew !    Seeing  which  descent. 
None  onestioned  that  was  first  acquaintance- 
snip. 
The  avenger's  with  the  vice  he  crashed  through 

bone. 
Still,  he  displeased  me  ;  and  I  turned  from  foe 
To   fellow-nghter,    flung    much    stone,    more 

mud,  — 
But  missed  him,  since  he  lives  aloof,  I  see.* 
Pah !    stop   more  shame,   deep-outting  glory 

through. 
Nor  add,  this  poet,  learned,  —  found  no  taunt 
Tell  like  '  That  other  poet  studies  books ! ' 
Wise,  —  cried  '  At  each  attempt  to  move  our 

hearts. 
He  uses  the  mere  phrase  of  daily  life !  * 
W^itty,  —  *  His  mother  was  a  herb-woman  I ' 
Veracious,  honest,  loyal,  fair  and  good,  — 
*'  It  was  Kephisophon  who  helped  him  write  I  * 

**  Whence,  —  oh  the  tragic  end  of  Comedy  I  — 

Balaustion  pities  Aristophanes. 

For,  who  believed  him  r    Those  who  laughed 

so  loud  ? 
They  heard  him  call  the  sun  Sicilian  cheese  ! 
Had  he  called  true  cheese  —  curd,  would  muscle 

move  ? 
What  made  them  laugh  but  the  enormous  lie  ? 
*  Kephisophon  wrote  "'  Herakles  "  ?  ha,  ha, 
What  can  have  stirred  the  wine-dregs,  soured 

the  soul. 
And  set  a-lying  Aristophanes  ? 
Some  accident  at  which  he  took  offence  ! 
The  Traf^c  Mast>er  in  a  moody  muse 
Passed  him  unhailing,  and  it  ourts  —  it  hurts ! 
Beside,    there 's   license    for    the    Wine-lee»- 


song 


f '  " 


Blood  burnt  the  cheekbone,  each  black  eye 
flashed  fierce. 


4( 


But  this  exceeds  our  license !    Stay  awhile  — 
That 's  the  solution  I  both  are  foreigners. 
The  fresh-come  Khodian  lady,  and  her  spouse 
The  man  of  Phokis  :  newly  resident, 
Nowise  instriut«>d  -    tliat  explains  it  all  I 


No  bom  and  bred  Athenian  but  would  amile. 
Unless  frown  seemed  more  fit  for  ignanuioe. 
These  strangers  have  a  privilege  I 

''  You  blame  " 
(Presently  he  resumed  ¥rith  milder  mien) 
^*  Both  theory  and  practice  —  Comedy : 
Blame  her  from  altitudes  the  Tragic  ziiend 
Rose  to,  and  upraised  friends  along  with  hint, 
No  matter  how.    Once  thare,  all's  cold  and 

fine, 
PassionlesB,  rational ;  our  world  beneath 
Shows  (should  you  condescend  to  graoe  aomadi 
As  glance  at  poor  Athenai)  grimly  groas — 
A  population  which,  mere  flesh  and  blood. 
Eats,  drinks,  and  kisses,  falls  to  fisticuffs. 
Then  hugs  as  hugely :  speaks  too  as  it  aota. 
Prodigiously  talks  nonsense,  —  townsmen  nsedt 
Must  parley  in  their  town's  vernacular. 
Such  world  has,  of  two  courses,  one  to  choose  : 
Unworld  itself,  —  or  else  go  blackening  off 
To  its  crow-kindred,  leave  philosophy 
Her  heights  serene,  fit  perch  for  owls  like  yon. 
Now,  since  the  world  demurs  to  ttther  oonzse, 
Permit  me,  —  in  default  of  boy  or  girl. 
So  the^  be  reared  Athenian,  good  and  true,  — 
To  praise  what  you  most  blame  I    Hear  Art'a 

defence ! 
I  'U  prove  our  institution.  Comedy, 
Coeval  with  the  birth  of  freedom,  matahad 
So  nice  with  our  Republic,  that  its  growth 
Measures  each  greatness,  just  as  its  aedine 
Would  signalise  the  dowmall  of  the  pair. 
Our   Art    began  when  Baechos   .  .  .  never 

mind  I 
You  and  your  master  don't  acknowledge  gods : 
*  They  are  not,  no,  they  are  not ! '  well,  —  begaa 
When  the  rude  instinct  of  our  race  outspoke. 
Found,  —  on  recurrence  of  festivitv 
Occasioned  by  black  mother-earth's  good  wQl 
To  children,  as  they  took  her  vxntag^fif ta,  — 
Found  —  not  the  least  of  many  benefita  — 
That  wine  unlocked  the  stiffest  lip,  and  loosed 
The  tongue  late  dry  and  reticent  of  joke. 
Through  custom's  gripe  which  gladness  thrusts 

aside. 
So,  emulating  liberalities, 
Heaven  join^  with  earth  for  that  god*8  day  at 

least. 
Renewed  man's  privilege,  grown  obsolete. 
Of  telling  truth  nor  dreading  punishment. 
Whereon  the  joyous  band  disguised  their  forms 
With  skins,  beast-fashion,  daubed  each  phix 

with  dregs, 
Then  hollaed  '  Neighbor,  you  are  fool,  you  — 

knave. 
You  —  hard  to  serve,  yon  —  Biiitgj  to  reward  I ' 
The   guiltless  crowed,  the  guilty  snnk  their 

crest. 
And  good  folk  gained  thereby,  't  waa  evident. 
Whence,  by  degrees,  a  birth  of  happier  thought. 
The  notion  came  —  not  simply  this  to  say, 
But  this  to  do  —  prove,  put  m  evidence. 
And  act  the  fool,  the  knave,  the  hanh,   the 

hnnks. 
Who  did  prate,  cheat,  shake  fist,  draw  poise- 
string  tight, 
Ar  crowd  might  S(^,  which  only  heard   before 
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**  So  played  th«  Poet,  with  his  man  of  ports ; 

And  all  the  others,  foand  nnqnalified 

To  mount  cart  and  be  persons,  made  the  moh, 

Joined  ohoros.  fortified  their  fellows'  fui, 

Anticipated  tne  community, 

GaTe  judgment  which  the  pnbHe  ratified. 

Suiting  rough  weapon  doubtless  to  plain  tmth, 

They  nan^r,  for  word-artillery,  why  —  filth  ; 

StiU.  folks  who  wiped  the  unssTory  salute 

From  Tisage,  would  prefer  the  mess,  to  wit  — 

Steel,    poked   thioagh    midriff  with    a   civil 

speech, 
As  now  the  way  is  :  then,  the  kindlier  mode 
Was  —  drub  not  stab,  rib-roast  not  scarify ! 
So  did  Sousarion  introduce,  and  so 
Did  I,  acceding,  find  the  Comic  Art : 
Club,  —  if  I  call  it,  —  notice  what 's  implied  I 
An  engine  proper  for  rough  chastisement, 
No  downright  slaying  :  with  impunity  — 
Provided  crabtree,  steeped  in  oily  joke. 
Deal  only  such  a  bruise  as  laughter  cnres. 
I  kept  the  gained  advantage :  stickled  still 
For   club-law — stout    fun    and   allowanced 

thumps: 
Knocked  in  each  knob  a  crevice  to  hold  joke 
As  fiqg-leaf  holds  the  fat-fry. 

'*  Next,  whom  thrash  ? 
Onlv  the  coarse  fool  and  the  clownish  knave  ? 
Higner,  more  artificial,  composite 
OlMnce  should  prove  my  prowess,  eye  and  arm  I 
Not  who  robs  henroost,  tells  of  untaxed  fies, 
Spends  all  his  substance  on  stewed  ellops-fish, 
Or  gives  a  pheasant  to  his  neighbor's  wife  : 
No  I  strike  malpractice  that  affects  the  State, 
The  common  weal  — inb%ner  or  poltroon, 
Venality,  cormption,  what  care  i 
If  shrewd  or  witless  merelv  ?  —  so  the  thing 
Lay  sap  to  aught  that  made  Athenai  bright 
And  happy,  change  her  customs,  lead  astray 
Yonth  or  age,  plav  the  demagogue  at  Pnnx, 
The  sophist  in  PaLustra,  or  —  what 's  worst, 
As  widest  mischief,  —  from  the  Theatre 
Preach  innovation,  bring  contempt  on  oaths. 
Adorn  licentiousness,  despise  the  Cult. 
Are  such  to  be  my  game  ?    Why,  then  there 

wants 
Quite  other  cunning  than  a  cndgelHiweep^ ! 
(Irasp  the  old  stout  stock,  but  new  tip  with 

steel 
Each  boss,  if  I  would  bray  —  no  callous  hide 
Simply,  but  Lamachoe  in  coat  of  proof. 
Or  Kleon  cased  about  with  impuaenoe  ! 
Shaft   pushed   no  worse  while  point  pierced 

sparkling  so 
That  none  smiled  *  Sportive,  what  seems  sav- 

at^est, 
—  Innocuous  anger,  spiteless  rustic  mirth ! ' 
Tet  spiteless  in  a  sort,  considered  well, 
Sinee  I  pursued  ray  warfare  till  each  wound 
Went  through  the  mere  man,  reached  the  prin- 

ei]de 
Worth  purginflr  from  Athenai.    Lamachos  ? 
No,  I  attacKed  war's  representative ; 
Kleon  ?    No,  flattery  ot  the  populace ; 
Sokrates  ?    No,  but  that  pernicious  seed 
Of  sophists  whereby  hopeful  yonth  is  taught 
To  jabber  argument,  chop  logic,  pore 


On  sun  and  moon,  and  worship  Whirligig. 
Oh,  your  tragedian,  with  the  lofty  grace. 
Aims  at  no  other  and  effects  as  much  ? 
Candidly :  what 's  a  polished  period  worth. 
Filed  curt  sententiousness  of  loaded  line, 
When  he  who  deals  out  doctrine,  primly  steps 
From  just  that  selfsame  moon  he  maunders  of, 
And,  blood-thinned  by  his  pallid  nutriment, 
Proposes  to  rich  earth-blood  — purity  ? 
In  me,  'twas  equal-balanced  flesh  rebuked 
Excess  alike  in  stuff-guts  Glauketes 
Or  starveling  Chairephon ;  I  challenged  both,  — 
Strong  understander  of  our  common  life, 
I  urged  sustainment  of  humanity. 
Whereas  when  your  tragedian  cries  up  Peace  — 
He 's  silent  as  to  cheese-cakes  Peace  may  chew ; 
Seeing  through  rabble-rule,  he  shuts  his  eye 
To   what  were   better   done   than    crowding 

Pnux- 
That 's    dance     '  Threttanelo.     the     Kuklops 

drunk ! ' 

*^  My  power  has  hardly  need  to  vaunt  itself ! 
Opposers  peep  and  mutter,  or  speak  plain : 
'  No  naming  names  in  Comed:^  t    votes  one, 

*  Nor  vilifying  live  folk  ! '  legislates 
Another,    urge  amendment  on  the  dead  I ' 

*  Don't  throw  away  hard  cash,'  supplies  a  third. 

*  But  crib  from  actor's  dresses,  chores-treats  I  * 
Then  Kleon  did  his  best  to  bully  me  : 

Called  me  before  the  Law  Court :    *  Such  a  play 
Satirized  citizens  with  strangers  there. 
Such  other,'  —  whv,  its  fault  was  in  myaelf  I 
I  was,  this  time,  the  stranger,  privileged 
To  act  no  plav  at  all,  ~  Egyptian,  I  — 
Rhodian  or  Kameirensian,  Aiginete, 
Lindian,  or  any  foreigner  he  liked  — 
Because  I  can't  write  Attic,  probably ! 
Go  ask   my  rivals,  —  how  they  roughed  my 

neece. 
And  how,  snom  pink  themselves,  the  huddled 

sheep 
Shiver  at  distance  from  the  snapping  shears  I 
Why  must  they  needs  provoke  me  ? 

**  All  the  same. 
No  matter  for  my  triumph,  I  foretell 
Subsidence  of  the  day-star :  quench  his  beams  ? 
No  Aias  e'er  was  equal  to  the  feat 
By  throw  of  shiela,  tough-hided  seven  times 

seven, 
'Twixt  sky  and  earth  I  'tis  dullards  soft  and 

sure 
Who  breathe  against  his  brightest,  here  a  sigh 
And  there  a  *  So  let  be,  we  pardon  yon  I  * 
Till  the  minute  mist  hangrs  a  block,  has  tamed 
Noonblaxe  to  *  twilight  mild  and  equable,' 
Vot-e  the  old  women  spinning  out  of  doors. 
Give  me  the  earth-spasm,  when  the  Hon  ramped 
And  the  bull  gendered  in  the  brave  gold  flare  I 
Oh,  you  shall  have  amusement,  —  better  still. 
Instruction !  no  more  horse-play,  naming  names. 
Taxing:  the  fancy  when  plain  sense  will  serve  t 
Theanon,  now,  my  friend  who  bakes  you  bread. 
What 's  worthier  limning  than  his  nousehola 

life? 
His  whims  and  ways,  his  quarrels  with  the 

spouse, 
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And  how  the  son,  instead  of  leaiiiing  knead 
KiLikiaii  loavos,  briiiKS  heartbreak  on  iiis  sire 
By  buying  horseiiesh  branded  San^  each  iiank. 
From  shrewd  Menippos  who  imports  the  ware  : 
While  pretty  daughter  Kepph^  too  ninch  haunts 
The  shop  of  Spoi-prilos  the  barber !  brave ! 
Out  with  Thearion^s  meal-tub  politics 
In  lieu  of  Pisthet^iii'os,  Strepsiades  I 
That 's  your  exchange  ?    C)  Muse  of  Megara  ! 
Advise  the  fools  *  Feed  babe  on  we<uel-4ap 
For  wiUi-boar's  marrow^  CheirorCa  herfy-pap^ 
And  rear  yf or  man  —  Ariphrades,  mayhap  I  * 
Yes,  my  oalanstion,  yes,  my  Euthnkles, 
That 's  your  exchange,  —  who,  foreigners  in  fact 
And  fancy,  would  imi>ose  your  squeamishness 
On  sturdy  health,  ana  substitute  such  brat 
For  the  right  offspring  of  us  Rooky  Ones, 
Because  babe  kicks  the  cradle,  —  crows,  not 
mewls  I 

**  Which  brings  me  to  the  prime  fault,  poison- 
speck 
Whence  all  the  plague  springs  —  that  first  feud 

of  all 
'Twixt  me  and  you  and  your  Euripides. 
*  Unworld  the  world,'  frowns  he,  my  opposite. 
I  cry,  '  Life  ! '  ^  Death,'  he  groans,  ^  our  better 

Life ! ' 
Despise  what  is  —  the  good  and  graspable. 
Prefer  the  out  of  sight  and  in  at  mind, 
To  yillage-ioy,  the  well-side  violet-patch. 
The  jolly  club-feast  when  our  field  ^s  in  soak. 
Roast    thrushes,    hare-soup,    pea-soup,    deep 

washed  down 
With  Peparethian ;  the  prompt  paying  off 
That    bhurk-eyed    brown-skinned    country-fla- 
vored wench 
We  caught  among  our  brushwood  foraging  : 
On  these  look  fig-juice,  curdle  up  lifers  cream, 
And  fall  to  magnifying  misery ! 
Or,  if  you  condescend  to  happiness, 
Whv,  talk,  talk,  talk  about  the  empty  name 
While  thing^B  self  lies  neglected  Wath  your 

nose  1 
/  need  particular  discourtesy^ 
And  private  insult  from  Euripides 
To  render  contest  with  him  credible  ? 
Say,  all  of  me  is  outraged  I  one  stretched  sense, 
I  represent  the  whole  Republic,  —  gods. 
Heroes,  priests,  legislators,  poets,  —  prone, 
And  pummelled  into  insignincance. 
If  will  in  him  were  matched  with  power  of 

stroke. 
For  see  what  he  has    changed    or  hoped  to 

change! 
How  few  years  since,  when  he  began  the  fight. 
Did  there  beat  life  indeed  Athenai  through  ! 
Plentv  and  peace,  then !    Hellas  thundersmote 
The  f^ersian.    He  himself  had  birth ,^  you  say, 
That  mom  salvation  broke  at  Salamis, 
And  heroes  still  walked  earth.   Themistokles  — 
Surely  his  mere  back-stretch  of  hand  could  still 
Find,  not  so  lost  in  dark,  Odnsseus  ?  —  he 
Holding  as  snrelv  on  to  Herakles,  — 
Who  touched  Zeus,  link  by  link,  the  unrup- 
tured chain  I 
Were  poets  absent  ?    Aischulos  might  hail  — 
With  rindaros.  Tlieognis,  —  whom  for  sire  ? 


Homeros'  self,  departed  yesterday  I 

While  Hellas,  saved  and  sung  to,  then  and 

thus,  — 
Ah,  people,  — ah,  lost  antiane  liberty  I 
We  uvea,  ourselves,  undoubted  lords  of  earth : 
Wherever  olives  flourish,  com  yields  crop 
To  oonstitate  our  title  —  ours  such  land  ! 
Outside  of  oil  and  breadstuff,  —  barbarism  I 
What  need  of  conquest  ?  Let  barbarians  starve  * 
Devote  our  whole  strength  to  onr  sole  defeaee. 
Content  with  peerless  native  products,  home. 
Beauty  profuse    in    earth^s   mere  sights  and 

sounds, 
Such  men,  such  women,  and  such  gods  th«r 

guard ! 
The  gods  ?    he  worshipped    best  who  feared 

them  most. 
And  left  their  nature  nninqnired  into, 
—  Nature  ?  their  very  names  !  pay  reverence. 
Do  sacrifice  for  our  part,  theirs  would  be 
To  prove  benignantest  of  playfellows. 
With  kindly  humanism  they  conntenaneed 
Our  emulation  of  divine  escapes 
Through  sense  and  soul :  soul,  sense  are  made 

to  use ; 
Use  each,  acknowledging^  its  god  the  while  ! 
Crush  grape,  dance,  dnnk,  indulge,  for   Bac- 

choe'  sake ! 
'T  is  Aphrodite's  feast-day  —  frisk  and  flin^. 
Provided  we  observe  our  oaths,  and  house 
Duly  the  stran^r :  Zeus  takes  umbrage  else ! 
Ah,  the  great  time  —  had  I  been  there  to  taste ! 
Perikles,  right  Olunipian,  —  occupied 
As  yet  with  getting  an  Olumpos  reared 
Marble  and  gold  above  Akropolis,  — 
Wisely  so  spends  what  thrifty  fools  amassed 
For  cnt-throat  projects.    \Vho  carves  Promar 

choe? 
Wlio  writes  the  Oresteia  ? 

''  Ah.  the  time ! 
For,  all  at  once,  a  cloud  has  blanehea  the  bine, 
A  cold  wind  creeps  through  the  dose  vineyard- 
rank. 
The  olive-leaves  curl,  violets  crisp  and  close 
Like  a  nymph^s  wrinkling  at  tne  bathes  fint 

splash 
On  breast.    (Your  pardon !)    There 's  a  reatlecs 

change, 
Deterioration.    Larks  and  nightingales 
Are  silenced,  here  luid  there  a  gor-orow  grim 
Flaps  past,  as  scenting  opportunity. 
Wliere  Kimon  passaged  to  the  Boul^  once, 
A    starveling    crew,   unkempt,  unshorn,    nn- 

washed. 
Occupy  altar-base  and  temple-etep. 
Are  minded  to  indoctrinate  our  youth ! 
How  call  these  carrion  kill-joys  that  intrude  ? 
*"  W^ise  men,'  their  nomenclature !    Prodikos  — 
Who  scarce  could,  unassisted,  pick  his  steps 
From  way  Theseia  to  the  Tripods'  way,  — 
This  empty  noddle  comprehends  the  sun,  — 
How  he  ^s  Aigina's  bigness,  wheels  no  whit 
His  way  from  east  to  west,  nor  wants  a  steed  I 
And  here  's  Prota|?oras  sets  wroagheads  right. 
Explains  what  virtue,  vice,  truth,   fala^ood 

mean, 
Makes  all  we  seemed  to  know  prove  ignoranoe 
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Yet  knowled^  also,  since,  on  either  side 
Of  any  question,  aomethinip  is  to  say, 
Nothiug:  to  'stablish,  all  things  to  disturb ! 
And  shall  youth  go  and  play  at  kottabos, 
Leaving  unsettled  whether  moon-spots  breed  ? 
Or  dare  keep  Choes  ere  the  problem  's  solved  — 
Why  should  I  like  my  wife  who  dislikes  me  ? 
*'  But  sure  Uie  gods  permit  this,  censure  that  ?  ' 
So  tell  them  I  straight  the  answer 's  in  your 

teeth  : 
^  Ton  relegate  these  points,  then,  to  the  gods  ? 
What  and  where  are  they  ?  '    What  my  sire 

supposed. 
And  where  yon  cloud  conceals  them  I    '  Till 

they  ^scape. 
And  scramble  down  to  Leda,  as  a  swan, 
Europa,  as  a  bull !  why  not  as  —  ass 
To  somebody  ?    Your  sire  was  Zeus  perhaps  I 
Either  —  away  with  such  ineptitude  I 
Or,  wanting  energy  to  break  your  bonds,  ^ 
Stick  to  the  good  old  stories,  think  the  rain 
Is  —  Zeus  distilling  pickle  through  a  sieve  I 
Think  thunder  *s  thrown    to  break  Theoros' 

head 
For  breaking  oaths  first  I    Meanwhile  let  our- 
selves 
Instruct  your  progeny  yon  prate  like  foob 
Of  father  Zeus,  who  s  but  the  atmoq[>here. 
Brother  Poseidon,  otherwise  called  —  sea, 
And  son  Hephaistos  —  fire  and  nothing  else  I 
Over  which  nothings  there 's  a  something  still, 
**  Necessity,'*  that  rules  the  universe 
And  cares  as  much  about  your  Choes-feast 
Performed  or  intermitted,  as  you  care 
Whether  gnats  sound  their  trump  from  head  or 

tail!' 
When,  stuuefied  at  snoh  philosophy. 
We  cry,  '  Arrest  the  madmen,  governor  1 
Pound  hemlock  and  pour  buUVblood,  Peri* 

klesi' 
Would  yon  believe  ?    llie  Olumpian  bends  his 

brow. 
Scarce  panses  from  lus  building!     'Say  they 

thus? 
Then,  tliey  say  wisely.    Anaxagoras, 
I  had  not  known  how  simple  proves  eclipse 
But  for  thy  teaching !  60,  fools,  learn  like  me  ! ' 

^*  Well,  Zeus  nods :  man  must  reconcile  liim- 

self. 
So,  let  the  Charon's-company  harangue. 
And  Anaxagoras  be —  as  we  wish ! 
A  comfort  is  in  nature  :  while  ^rass  grows 
And  water  runs,  and  sesame  pncks  tongue. 
And  honey  from  Brilesian  hollow  melts 
On  month,  and  Bacchis'  flavorous  lip  beats 

both. 
Yon  will  not  be  untaught  life's  use,  young  man  ? 
Pho  I    My  young  man  just  proves  that  pan- 

nierea  ass 
Said  to  have  borne  Youth  strapped  on  his  stout 

back. 
With  whom  a  serpent  bargained,  bade  him  swap 
The    priceless   boon    for  —  water   to   quench 

thirst ! 
What's  youth  to  my  young  man?    In   love 

with  age. 
He  Spartanizes,  argues,  fasts  and  frowns, 


Denies  the  plainest  rules  of  life,  long  since 
Proved  sound ;  sets  all  authority  aside. 
Must  simply  recommence  things,  learn  ere  act. 
And  think  out  thoroughly  how  youth  should 

pass  — 
Just  as  if  youth  stops  passing,  all  the  same  ! 

**  One  last  resource  is  left  us  —  poetry ! 

*  Vindicate  nature,  prove  Plataian  help. 

Turn  out,  a  thousand  strong,  all   right  and 

tight. 
To  save  Sense,  poet !    Bang  the  sophist-brood 
Would  cheat  man  out  of  wholesome  sustenance 
By  swearing  wine  is  water,  honey  ~  gall, 
Saperdion  —  the  Empousa !    Panic-smit, 
Our  jnvenUes  abstain  from  Sense  and  starve : 
Be  yours  to  disenchant  them  !    Change  things 

back! 
Or  better,  strain  a  point  the  other  way 
And  handsomely  exaggerate  wronged  truth  I 
Lend  wine  a  grlory  never  gained  from  gnii)e. 
Help  honey  with  a  snatch  of  him  we  style 
The  Muses'  Bee,  baybloom*fed  Sophokles, 
And  give  Saperdion  a  Kimberic  robe  I ' 
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I,  his  successor,'  gruff  the  answer  grunts, 
*  Incline  to  poetize  philosophy, 
Extend  it  rather  than  restrain  ;  as  thus  — 
Are  heroes   men?    No  more,  and   scarce   as 

much. 
Shall  mine  be  represented.    Are  men  poor  ? 
Behold   them   ragg^t    sick,  lame,  halt   and 

bUndl 
Do  they  use  speech  ?   Ay,  street-terms,  marketp- 

phrasel 
Having  thus   drawn   sky   earthwards,   what 

comes  next 
But  dare  the  opposite,  lift  earth  to  sky  ? 
Mere  |>up^ts  onee,  I  now  make  womankind. 
For  thinking,  saying,  doing,  match  the  male. 
Lift   earth  ?    I  drop  to,  dally  with,  earth's 

dun^I 

—  Reoc^ize  in  the  very  slave  —  man's  mate. 
Declare  him  brave  and  honest,  kind  and  true. 
And  reasonable  as  his  lord,  in  brief. 

I  paint  men  as  they  are — so  runs  my  boast  — 
Not  as  they  should  be  :  paint  —  what 's  part  of 
man, 

—  Women  and  slaves,  — not  as,  to  please  your 

pride. 
They  should  be,  but  jonr  equals,  as  the^r  are. 
Oh,  and  the  Oods !    Instead  of  abject  mien. 
Submissive  whisper,  while  my  Choros  cants, 
**  2^u8, —  with  thy  cubit's  length  of  attributes, — 
May  I,  the  ephemeral,  ne'er  scrutinize 
Who  made  the  heaven  and  earth  and  all  things 

there  1 " 
Myself   shall   say  .  .  .  Ay,   '  Herakles '    may 

help! 
Give  me,  —  I  want  the  very  words,  —  attend  i  " 

He  read.    Then  —  "  Murder 's    out,  —  *  There 

are  no  Gods,' 
Man  has  no  master,  owns,  by  consequence. 
No  right,  no  wrong,  except  to  please  or  plague  I 
His  nature :  what  man  likes  be  man's  sole  law 
Still,  since  he  likes  Saperdion,  honey,  figs, 
Man  vaaj  reach  freedom  by  your  roundabout  1 
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*  Neyer  beliere  younelvee  the  freer  thenoe  1 
There  are  no  gods,  but  there 's  **  Necessity,"  — 
Duty  enjoined  yon,  fact  in  figment's  place, 
Thronea  on  no  moantain,  native  to  the  mind  I 
Therefore  deny  yourselves  iSaperdion,  figs 
And  honey,  for  the  sake  of  —  what  I  dream, 
A-sitting  with  my  legs  up  I  * 

'"  Infamy ! 
The  poet  casts  in  calm  his  lot  with  these 
Assailants  of  Apollon !    Sworn  to  serve 
Each  Grace,  the  Furies  call  him  minister  — 
He,  who  was  bom  for  just  that  roseate  world  ^ 
Renounced  so  madly,  where  what's  false  is 

fact. 
Where  he  makes  beauty  out  of  ugliness,  ^ 
Where  he  lives,  life  itself  disguised  for  him 
As  immortality  —  so  works  the  spell. 
The  enthusiastic  mood  which  marks  a  man 
Muse-mad,  dream-drunken,  wrapt  around  by 

verse. 
Encircled  with  poetic  atmosphere, 
As  lark  emballed  by  its  own  cr^tal  song, 
Or  rose  eumisted  by  that  scent  it  makes  I 
No,  this  were  unrealitv  I  the  real 
He   wants,  not   falsenood,  —  truth   alone   he 

seeks, 
Truth,  for  all  beauty  I    Beauty,  in  all  truth  — 
That 's  certain  somehow  I    Must  the  eagle  lilt 
Lark-like,    needs   fir-tree   blossom   rose-like? 

No! 
Strength  and  utility  charm  more  than  grace. 
And  what 's  most  ugly  proves  most  beautiful. 
So  much  assistance  from  Euripides  I 

"  Whereupon  I  betake  me,  since  needs  must, 
To  a  concluding  —  ^  Gk>  and  feed  the  crows  I 
Do  !    Spoil  your  art  as  you  renounce  your  life, 
Poetize  your  so  precious  system,  do. 
Degrade  the  hero,  nullify  the  god. 
Exhibit  women,  slaves  and  men  as  peers, — 
Your  castigation  follows  prompt  enough  I 
When  all 's  concocted  upstairs,  heels  overhead, 
Down  must  submissive  drop  the  masterpiece 
For  public  praise  or  blame  :  80|praise  away. 
Friend  Sokrates,  wife  Vfriend  BLephisophon  1 
Boast    innovations,    cramp    phrase,    uncouth 

song. 
Hard  matter  and  harsh  manner,  gods,  men, 

slaves 
And  women  jumbled  to  a  laughing-stock 
Which  HeUas  shall  hold  sides  at  lest  she  split  t 
Hellas,  on  these,  shall  have  her  word  to  say  t ' 

"She   has   it  and  she  says  it ~ there's  the 

curse  1  — 
She  finds  he  makes  the  shag^rag  hero-raoe. 
The  noble  slaves,  wise  women,  move  as  much 
Pity  and  terror  as  true  tragic  types : 
Applauds  inventiveness  —  the  plot  so  new, 
The  turn  and  trick  subsidiary  so  strange  I 
She  relishes  that  homely  phrase  of  life. 
That  common  town-talk,  more  than  trumpet- 
blasts; 
Accords  him  right  to  chop  and  change  a  myth : 
What  better  right  had  he,  who  told  the  tale 
In  the  first  instance,  to  embellish  fact  ? 
This  last  may  disembelliah  yet  improve  1 


Both  find  a  block :  this  man  oarres  back  t* 

bull 
What  first  his  predecessor  cut  to  sphinx : 
Such  ppenuine  actual  roarer,  nature's  bmte, 
InteUigible  to  our  time,  was  sure 
The  old-world  artist's  purpose,  had  he  worked 
To  mind;   this  both  means   and   makes   the 

thing  1 
If,  past  dispute,  the  verse  slips  oily-bathed 
In  unctuous  music  —  say,  e£Peminate  — 
We  also  say,  like  Kuthereia's  self, 
A  lulling  effluence  which  enswathee  some  isle 
Where  hides  a  nymph,  not  seen  but  felt  die 

more. 
That 's  HeUas'  verdict  I 

''  Does  Enrinides 
Even  so  far  absolved,  remain  content? 
Nowise  I    His  task  is  to  refine,  refine. 
Divide,  distinguish,  subtilize  away 
Whatever  seemed  a  solid  planting-plafie 
For  footfall,  —  not  in  that  phratasmal  qihaie 
Proper  to  poet,  but  on  vulgar  earth 
Where  people  used  to  tread  with  oonfidoioe. 
There 's  lett  no  longer  one  plain  positive 
Enunciation  incontestable 
Of  what  is  good,  right,  decent  here  on  earth. 
Nobody  now  can  say,  ^  This  plot  is  mine, 
Though  but  a  plethriDn  square,  —  my  duty ! '  — 

*  Yours? 
Mine,  or  at  least  not  yours,'  snaps  somebody ! 
And,  whether  the  dispute  be  parent-right 
Or  children's  service,  husbana's  privilege 


end, 


Spectators  go  off  sighing  *'  Clever  thrust ! 

Why  was  I  so  much  hurried  to  pay  debt. 

Attend  my  mother,  sacrifice  an  ox, 

And  set  my  name  down  **  for  a  trireme,  good  "  ? 

Something  I  might  have  urged  on  t'  other  side ! 

No  doubt,  Chre^hontes  or  Bellerophon 

We  don't  meet  every  dav  ;  but  Stab-and*«titoh 

The  tailor  — ere  I  turn  tne  drachmas  o'er 

I  owe  him  for  a  chiton,  as  he  thinks, 

I  'U  pose  the  blockhead  with  an  aignment  I ' 

**  So  has  he  triumphed,  your  Euripides  I 
Oh,  I  concede,  he  rarely  gained  a  prize : 
That 's  quite  another  matter  !  cause  for  that ! 
Still,  when  't  was  got  by  Ions,  lophons. 
Off  he  would  pace  confoundedly  superb. 
Supreme,  no  smile  at  movement  on  his  mouth 
Till  Sokrates  winked,  whispered  :  out  it  broke! 
And  AristuUoe  jotted  down  the  jest. 
While  lophons  or  Ions,  bav  on  brow. 
Looked   queerly,    ana    toe   foreigners  —  like 

you  — 
Asked  o^er  the  border  with  a  puszled  smile, 
—  *  And  so,  von  value  Ions,  lophons, 
Enphorions  I    How  about  Euripides  ?  * 
(Eh,  brave  bard's-champion  ?    Does  the  angei 

boil? 
Keep  within  bounds  a  moment.  —  eve  and  lip 
Shall  loose  their  doom  on  me,  tneirnery  worsll) 
What  strangers  ?  Archelaos  heads  the  file  I 
He  sympathizes,  he  concerns  himself, 


THE   LAST  ADVENTURE  OF  BALAUSTION 


649 


Ue  pens  epistle,  each  •ucoenlcM  play : 

*  Atnenai  sinks  effete  ;  there  *8  younger  blood 
In  Mnkedonia.    Visit  where  I  rule  1 

l>o  honor  to  me  and  take  sr^atitude  1 

Lire  the  raest's  life,  or  work  the  poet's  way, 

Which  aiuo  means  the  statesman's:  lie  who 

wrote 
**  Erechthens ''  may  seem  rawly  politic 
At  home  where  Kleophon  is  ripe  ;  but  here 
My  oouneilrboiu^  permits  him  choice  of  seats.' 

**  Now,  this  was  operatinflr,  —  what  should  prove 
A  poison-tree,  haa  flowered  far  on  to  fruit 
For  many  a  year,  —  when  I  was  moved,  first 

man. 
To  dare  the  adventure,  down  with  root  and 

teanoh. 
So,  from  its  sheath  I  drew  my  Comic  steel. 
And  dared  what  I  am  now  to  justify. 
A  serious  question  first,  though  t 

**Onoe  again  I 
Do  you  believe,  when  I  aspired  in  youth, 
I  made  no  estimate  of  power  at  all. 
Nor  pamed  loi^,  nor  considered  much,  what 

class 
Of  fighters  I  might  claim  to  join,  beside 
That  elaas  wherewith  I  oast  m  company  ? 
Say,    you  —  profuse   of   praise    no  less  than 

blame  — 
Could  not  I  have  competed  —  franker  phrase 
Mifi^t  trulier  correspond  to  meaning  —  still. 
Competed  with  your  Traffic  paragon  V 
Suppose  me  minded  simply  to  make  vexse. 
To  fabricate,  parade  resplendent  arms. 
Flourish  and  sparkle  out  a  Trilogy,  — 
Where  was  the  hindrance  ?    But  my  soul  bade 

*  Fight  1 
Leave  flourishing  for  mock-foe,  pleasure-time  : 
Prove  arms  efficient  on  real  heads  and  hearts  I 
How  ?  With  degeneracv  sapping  fast 
The  Marathonian  muscle,  nerved  of  old 
To  maul  the  Mede,  now  strung  at  best  to  help 
—  How  did  I  fable  ?  —  War  and  Hubbub  mash 
To  mincemeat  Fatherland  and  Brotherhood, 
Pound  in  their  mortar  Hellas,  State  by  State, 
That  greed  might  gorge,  the  while  frivolity 
Rubbed    hands  and  smacked   lips    o'er    the 

dainty  dish! 
Authority,  experience  —  pushed  aside 
By  any  upstart  who  pleads  throng  and  press, 
O'^  the  people !  '  Think,  say,  do  thus  I '  Where- 
fore, pray  ? 

*  We  are  the  people  :  who  impugns  our  right 
Of  diooeing  Kleon  that  tans  hide  so  well, 
Hnperbolos  that  turns  out  lamps  so  trim, 
Hemp-seller  Eukratee  or  Lusikles 
Sheep-dealer,  Kephalos  the  potter's  son, 
Diitnphes  who  weaves  the  willow-work 

To  go  round  botties,  and  Nausikudes 

The  meal-man?    Such  we  choose  and  more, 

their  mates. 
To  think  and  say  and  do  in  our  behalf  I ' 
While  sophistry  wagged  tongue,  emboldened 


Found  matter  to  propose,  contest,  defend, 
'Stablish,  turn  topsyturvy,  —  all  the  same. 
No  matter  what,  providea  the  result 


Were  something  new  in  place  of  somi 

old,- 

Set  waggiuff  by  pure  insolence  of  soul 
Which  needs  must  pry  into,  have  warrant  for 
Each  right,  each  privilege  good  policy 
Protects  from  curious  eye  and  prating  mouth  I 
Everywhere  lust  to  shape  the  world  anew. 
Spam  this  Athenai  as  we  find  her,  build 
A  new  impossible  Cloudcuckoobur^ 
For  feather-headed  birds,  once  sohd  men. 
Where  rules,  discarding  jolly  habitude. 
Nourished  on  myrtle-berries  and  straj  ants. 
King  Tereus  who.  turned  Hoopoe  Triple-Crest, 
Shall  terrify  and  bring  the  gods  to  terms  1 

"  Where  was  I?    Oh  I  Things  ailing  thus— I 

ask, 
What  cure  ?  Cut,  thrust,  hack,  hew  at  heap-on- 

heaped 
Abomination  with  the  exouisite 
PalaistraHxwl  of  poUshed  Tragedy  ? 
Erechthens  shall  narangue  Amphiktuon, 
And  incidentally  drop  word  of  weight 
On  justice,  righteousness,  so  turn  aside 
The  audience  from  attacking  Sicily  1  — 
The  more  that  Chores,  after  he  recounts 
How  Phrizos  rode    the    ram,  the  far-famed 

Fleece, 
Shall  add  —  at  last  fall  of  grave  dandng^f oot  — 
*'  Aggression  never  yet  was  helped  by  Zens ! ' 
That  helps  or  hinders  Alkibiaaes  ? 
As  well  expect,  should  Pheidias  carve  Zeus'  self 
And  set  him  up,  some  half  a  mile  away. 
His  frown  would  frighten  sparrows  from  your 

field  1 
Eagles  may  recognise  their  lord,  belike. 
But  as  for  vulgar  sparrows,  —  change  tiie  god. 
And  plant  some  big  Priapos  with  a  pole  I 
I  vrield  the  Comic  weapon  rather  —  nate  I 
Hate  i  honest,  earnest,  and  directest  hate — 
Warfare  wherein  I  close  with  enemy. 
Call  him  one  name  and  fifty  epithets. 
Remind  you  his  great-grandfather  sold  bran, 
Describe  the  new  ezomion,  sleeveless  coat 
He  knocked  me  down  last  night  and  robbed 

me  of. 
Protest  he  voted  for  a  tax  on  air ! 
And  aU  this  hate  —  if  I  write  Comedy  — 
Finds  tolerance,  most  like  —  applause,  perhaps 
True  veneration ;  for  I  praise  the  god 
Present  in  person  of  his  minister. 
And  pay  —  the  wilder  my  extravagance  — 
The  more  appropriate  worship  to  the  Power 
Adulterous,  night-roaming,  and  the  rest: 
Otherwise,  —  that  originative  force 
Of  nature,  impulse  stirring  death  to  life. 
Which,  underlying  law,  seems  lawlessness, 
Yet  is  the  outbreak  which,  ere  order  be. 
Must  thrill  creation  through,  warm  stocks  and 

stones, 
Phales  lacchos. 

"  Comedy  for  me  I 
Why  not  for  you,  my  Tragic  masters  ?  Sneaks 
Whose  art  is  mere  desertion  of  a  trust  I 
Such  weapons  lay  to  hand,  the  ready  <dub, 
The    clay  -  ball,  on   the    ground  a   atone    to 
snatch, — 
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or  leave 


Arms  fit  tu  bruise  the  boai'^s  ueck,  break  the 

chine 
0'  the  wolf,  —  and  you  ninst  ixnpionsly  —  de- 

snise? 
No,  I  ^li  say,  f artivelv  let  fall  that  trust 
Consigned  you  !      '1  was  not  '  take  ox 

alone,' 

But  ^  take  and,  wielding:,  reco«iize  your  eod 
In  his  prime  attributes !  *    And  though  full  soon 
You  sneaked,  subsided  into  poetry. 
Nor  met  your  due  reward,  still,  -  heroize 
And  speechify  and  sing^^ong  and  fore^ 
Far  as  you  may  your  function,  —  still  its  pact 
Endures,  one  piece  of  early  homage  still 
Exiicted  of  you  ;  after  your  three  bouts 
At  hoitytoity,  great  men  with  long  words, 
And  so  forth,  —  at  the  end,  must  tack  itself 
The  genuine  sample,  the  Satyric  Play, 
Concession,  with  its  wood-boys^  fun  and  freak, 
To  the  true  ta.Hte  of  the  mere  multitude. 
Yet,  there  apiin  !  What  does  your  ^till-at-itch, 
Always-the-innovator  ?    shrugs  and  shirks ! 
Out  of  his  fifty  Trilogies,  some  five 
Are  stunehow  suited :  ISatyrs  dance  and  sing, 
Try  merriment,  a  grimly  prank  or  two, 
iSour  joke  squeezed  through  pursed  lips  and 

teeth  on  edge. 
Then  quick  on  top  of  toe  to  pastoral  sport, 
Goat-tending  ana    sheep-herding,  cheese  and 

cream. 
Soft  graiss  and  silver  rillets,  country-fare  — 
When  throats  were  promised  Thasian  I    Five 

such  feats,  — 
Thei)  frankly  off  he  tlirew  the  yoke:    next 

Droll, 
Next  festive  drama,  covenanted  fun. 
Decent  reversion  to  indecency. 
Proved  —  your  *  Alkestis ' !  There  's  quite  fun 

enough, 
Herakles  drunk  !    From  out  fate's  blackening 

wave 
Calamitous,  just  zigzags  some  shot  star, 
Poor  promise  of  faint  joy.  and  turns  the  laugh 
On  dupes  whose  fears  and  tears  were  all  in 

waste! 

**  For  which  sufficient  reasons,  in  truth's  name, 
I  closed  with  whom  you  count  the   Meaner 

Muse, 
Classed  me  with  Comic  Poets  who  should  weld 
Dark  with  bright  metal,  show  their  blade  may 

keep 
Its  adamantine  birthright  though  ablaze 
With  poetry,  the  gold,  and  wit,  the  gem. 
And  strike  mere  gold,  unstiffened  out  by  steel. 
Or  gem,  no  iron  joints  its  strength  around, 
From  hand  of  —  posturer,  not  combatant ! 

**  Such  was  my  purpose  :  it  succeeds,  I  say  I 

Have  not  we  beaten  Kallikratidas, 

Not  humbled  Sparta  ?    Peace  awaits  our  word, 

Spite  of  Tlieramenes,  and  fools  his  like. 

Smoe  my  previsions  —  warranted  too  well 

By  the  long  war  now  waged  and  worn  to  end  — 

Had  spared  such  heritage  of  misery. 

My  after-counsels  scarce  need  fear  repulse. 

Atiienai,  taught  prosperity  has  wings. 

Cages  the  glad  recapture.    Demos,  see. 


From  folly's  premature  deerepitade 
Boiled  young  again,  emerges  irom  the  stew 
Of  twenty-five  years'  trouole,  sits  and  sways. 
One  brilliance  and  one  balsam,  —sways  and 

sits 
Monarch  of  Hellas !  ay.  and,  sage  again. 
No  longer  ieopardizes  cnieftainship. 
No  longer  loves  the  brutish  demagogue 
Appointed  by  a  bestial  multitude. 
But  seeks  out  sound  advisers.     Who  are  they? 
Ourselves,  of  parentage  proved  wise  and  good ! 
To  such  may  hap  strains  thwarting  qoality, 
(As  where  shall  want  its  flaw  mere    hnmaB 

stuff?) 
Still,  the  right  grain  is  proper  to  ncrht  race ; 
Wkat  ^s  contrary,  call  curious  aecident  1 
Hold  by  the  usuiu  1    Orchard-grafted  tree. 
Not  wilding,  racehorse-sired,  not  lonncey-bon. 
Aristocrat,  no  sausage-eelling  snob  I 
Nav,  why  not  Alkilnades,  come  baok 
Filled  by  the  Genius,  freed  of  petulance. 
Frailty,  —  mere    youthf ulness    that 's    all    at 

fault,  — 
Advanced  to  Perikles  and  something  more  ? 
—  Being  at  least  our  duly  bom  and  bred,  — 
Curse  on  what  chaunoprockt  first  gained  hit 

ear 
And  got  his  .  .  .  well,  once  true  man  in  right 

place. 
Our  commonalty  soon  content  themselves 
With  doing  just  what  they  are  bom  to  do. 
Eat,  drink,  nuke  merry,  mind  their  own  affairs 
And  leave  state-business  to  the  larger  bvain  1 
I  do  not  stickle  for  their  punishment ; 
But  certain  culprits  have  a  cloak  to  twitch, 
A  purse  to  pay  the  piper :  flog,  say  I, 
Your  fine  fantastics,  paragons  of  parts. 
Who  choose  to  play  tne  important  I      Far  from 

side 
With  us,  their  natural  supports,  allies,  — 
And,  best  by  brain,  help  wno  are  best  by  birth 
To  fortify  each  weak  point  in  tlie  wall 
Built  brcMMl  and  wide  and  deep  for  permanenee 
Between  what's  high  and  low,  what's  rare 

and  vile,  — 
They  cast  their  lot  perversely  in  with  low 
Ancl  vile,  lay  fiat  the  barrier,  lift  the  mob 
To  dizzy  heights  where  Privilege  stood  firm. 
And  then,  simplicity  become  conceit,  — 
Woman,  slave,  common  soldier,  artisan. 
Crazy  with  new  -  found  worth,  new  -  fangled 

claims, — 
These  must  be  taught  next  how  to  use  tbdr 

heads 
And  hands  in  driving  man's  right  to  moVs 

rule! 
What  fellows  thus  inflame  the  multitude  ? 
Your  Sokrates,  still  crying  '  Understand  !  * 
Your  Aristullos,  — '  Argue  I '      Last  and  wont, 
Should,  by  good  fortune,  mob  still  hesitate. 
Remember  there  's  degree  in  heaven  and  earth, 
Cry  *  Aiaohulos  enjoined  us  fear  the  ^ods. 
And  Sophokles  advised  respect  the  kings  1 ' 
Why,  your  Euripides  informs  them  —  Gods  ? 
They  are  not!    Kings?    They  are,  but  .  .  . 

do  not  I, 
In  *  Suppliants,'  make  my  Theaens,  —  youia 

no  more,  — 
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Fire  up  at  insnlt  of  who  styles  him  Kingr  f 
Plaj  off  that  Herald,  I  despise  the  most, 
As  patrouising'  kings'  prerogatiTe 
Acainst  a  Theseus  proad  to  dare  no  step 
"rai  he  oongiilt  the  people  ? 

''Such  as  these  — 
Ah,  ^on  exneot  I  am  for  strangling  straight  ? 
Nowise,  BaJanstion  1    All  my  ronndabont 
Ends  at  beginning,  with  my  own  defence  I 
I  dose  each  enlpnt  jnst  with —  Comedy. 
Let  each  be  doctored  in  exact  the  mode 
Himself  prescribes:    by  words,  the  word-mon- 

My  words  to  his  words,  —  my  lies,  if  ^ou  like, 
To  his  lies.    Sokrates  I  nickname  thief, 

Suack,  necromancer  *  Aristullos,  —  say, 
ale  Kirk^  who  bewitches  and  bewrays 
And  changes  folk  to  swine  ;  £iiripides,  — 
Well,  I  acknowledge  I    Erery  word  is  false, 
Looked  close  at ;  bat  stand  distant  and  stare 

through. 
All  *s  absolnte  indnbitable  tmth 
Behind  lies,  truth  which  only  lies  declare  ( 
For  oome,  concede  me  truth's  in    tiling  not 

word. 
Meaning  not  manner!     Love  smiles  *  rogue' 

and  ^  wretch ' 
When  'sweet'  and  *dear*  seem  vapid;  Hate 

adopts 
IjQve's  *  sweet '  and  ^dear,'  when  *  rogue'  and 

'  wrotch '  fall  flat ; 
Love,  Hate  —  are  truths,  then,  each,  in  sense 

not  sound. 
Further:  if  Love,  remaining  Lore,  fell  back 
On   *  sweet '    and  *  dear,'  —  if    Hate,    though 

Hate  the  same. 
Dropped  down  to  *  rogue '  and  *  wretch,'  —  each 

phrase  were  false. 
Good  I  and  now  grant  I  hate  no  matter  whom 
With  reason :  I  must  therefore  fight  my  foe, 
Finish  the  mischief  which  made  enmity. 
How  ?  By  employing  means  to  most  hurt  him 
Who  much  harmed  toe.     What  way  did  he  do 

harm? 
Through  word  or  deed  ?    Through  word  ?  with 

word,  wage  war ! 
Word  with  myself  directly  ?    As  direct 
Reply  shall  follow  :  word  to  tou,  the  wise, 
Whence  indirectly  came  the  harm  to  me  ? 
What  wisdom  I  can  master  waits  on  saoh  1 
Word  to  the  populace  which,  misconceived 
By  ignorance  and  incapacity. 
Ends  in  no  such  effect  as  follows  cause 
When  I,  or  you  the  wise,  are  reasoned  with, 
8o  damages  what  I  and  you  hold  dear  ? 
In  that  event,  I  ply  the  populace 
With  lust  such  word  as  leavens  their  whole 

lump 
To  the  rignt  ferment  for  ray  purpose.     They 
Arbitrate  properly  between  ns  both  ? 
They  weigh  m^  answer  with  his  argument. 
Match  quip  with  quibble,  wit  with  eloouence  ? 
All  they  attain  to  understand  is  —  blank  I 
Two  adversaries  differ ;  which  is  right 
And  which  is  wrong,  none  takes  on  him  to  say, 
Since  both  are  unintelligible.    Pooh  1 
Swear  my  foe's  mother  vended  herbs  she  stole, 


They  fall  a-langhing  1    Add,  ~  his  household 

drudge 
Of  all-work  justifies  that  office  well, 
Kisses  the  wife,  composi]^  him  the  plav,  — 
They  grin  at  whom  tney  gaped  in  wonderment. 
Ana  go  off  —  *  Was  he  such  a  sorry  scrub  ? 
This  other  seems  to  know !    we  praised  too 

fasti' 
When  then,  my  lies  have  done  the  work  of 

tmth. 
Since  *  scrub,'  improper  designation,  means 
Exactly  what  the  proper  argument 
—  Had  such  been  comprehensible  —  proposed 
To    proper   audience  —  were    I    graced    with 

such  — 
Would  i>roperly  result  in ;  so  your  friend 
Gets  an  impartial  verdict  on  his  verse, 
*  The  tongue  swears,   but  the  soul  remains  un« 

sworn  I ' 

**  There,  my  Balanstion  I     AH  is  summed  and 

said. 
No  other  cause  of  quarrel  with  yourself ! 
Euripides  and  Aristophanes 
Differ :  he  needs  must  round  our  difference 
Into  the  mob's  ear  ;  with  the  mob  I  plead. 
You  angrily  start  forward  '  This  to  me  ? ' 
No  speck  of  this  on  you  the  thrice  refined ! 
Could  parlev  be  restricted  to  us  two, 
My  first  of  autiee  were  to  clear  up  doubt 
As  to  our  true  divergence  each  from  each. 
Does  mv  opinion  so  diverge  from  yours  ? 
Probably  lees  than  little  —  not  at  all ! 


now 

Among  the  vulgar  who,  by  mere  mistake. 
May    brain    themselves    and    me    in    conse- 
quence, — 
That 's  quite  another.  ^  *  0  the  daring  flight ! 
This  only  bard  maintains  the  exalted  brow. 
Nor  grovels  in  the  slime  nor  fears  the  gods  I ' 
Did  I  fear  —  I  play  superstitious  fool. 
Who,  with  the  due  proviso,  introduced. 
Active  and  passive,  their  whole  company 
As  creatures  too  absurd  for  scorn  itself  r 
2ieus  ?      I   have   styled   him  —  *  slave,   mere 

thrashin^block  ! ' 
I  '11  tell  vou  :  in  m^  very  next  of  plays. 
At  Bacchoe'  feast,  in  Baechos'  honor,  full 
In  front  of  Baechos'  representative. 
I  mean  to  make  mmn-actor  ~  Baechos'  self  I 
Forth  shall  he  strut,  apparent,  first  to  last, 
A  blockhead,  coward,  braggart,  liar,  thief, 
Demonstrated  all  these  by  his  own  mere 
Xanthias  the  man-slave  :  such  man  shows  such 

god 
Shamed  to  brute-beastship  bv  comparison  ! 
And  when  ears  have  their  fill  of  his  abuse. 
And  eyes  are  sated  with  his  pummelling,  — 
My  Choros  taking  care,  by,  all  the  while 
Singing  his  glory,  that  men  recognize 
A  f^  in  the  abused  and  pummelled  beast,  — 
Then,  should  one  ear  be  stopped  of  auditor. 
Should  one  s^ctator  shut  revolted  eye,  — 
Why,  the  Priest's  self  will  first  raise  outraged 

voice  : 
*  Back,  thou  barbarian,  thou  ineptitude  J 
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Doee  not  most  lioeoBe  hallow  best  our  day. 
And  least  decorum  prove  its  strictest  rite  ? 
^ince  Bacchos  bids  nis  followers  play  the  fool. 
And  there  's  no  f oolingr  like  a  majesty 
Mocked  at,  —  who  mocks  the  god,  obeys  the 

law  — 
Law  which,  impute  but  indiscretion  to, 
And  .  .  .  why,  the  spirit  of  Euripides 
Is  evidently  active  in  the  world  I  ^ 
Do  I  stop  here  ?    No  I  feat  of  flightier  force  I 
See   Hermes  I    what   commotion  raged,  — re- 
flect I  — 
When  imaged  god  alone  got  injury 
By  drunkards'  frolie  1    How  Athenai  stared 
Aghast,  then  fell  to  frenzy,  fit  on  fit,  — 
Ever  the  last,  the  longest !    At  this  hour. 
The  craze  abates  a  little :  so,  my  Play 
Shall  have  up  Hermes  :  and  a  Karion,  slave, 
(Since  there  s  no  getting  lower)  calls  our  friend 
The  profitable  god,  we  honor  so. 
Whatever  contumely  fouls  the  mouth  — 
Bids  him  go  earn  more  honest  livelihood 
By  washing  tripe  in  well -trough  —  wash  he 

does. 
Duly  obedient  1    Have  I  dared  my  best  ? 
Asklepios,  answer !  —  deitj^  in  vogue, 
Who  visits  Sophokles  familiarly. 
If  you  believe  the  old  man,  --  at  his  age. 
Living  is  dreaming,  and  strange  guests  haunt 

door 
Of   houfle,  belike,  peep  through  and  tap   at 

times 
When  a  friend   yawns  there,  waiting  to   be 

fetched,  — 
At  any  rate,  to  memorize  the  &ct. 
He  has  spent  money,  set  an  altar  up 
In  the  god's  temple,  now  in  much  repute. 
That  temple-service  trust  me  to  describe — 
Cheaters  and  choused,  the  god,  his  brace  of 

girls. 
Their  snake,  and  how  they  manage  to  snap 

gifts 
*  And  consecrate  the  same  into  a  bag,' 
For  whimsies  done  away  with  in  the  dark  I 
As  if,  a  stone's  throw  from  that  theatre 
Whereon  I  thus  unmask  their  dupery. 
The  thing  were  not  religions  and  august  I 

"  Of  Sophokles  himself  —  nor  word  nor  sign 
Beyond  a  harmless  parody  or  so  I 
He  founds  no  anti-school,  upsets  no  faith. 
But,  living,  lets  live,  the  good  easy  soul 
Who,  —  if  he  saves  his  oasn,  unpoetlike. 
Loves   wine   and  —  never    mind   what   odier 

sport,  ^ 
Boasts  for  his  father  just  a  swordblade-smith. 
Proves  but   queer  captain   when   the   people 

claim. 
For  one  who  conquered  with  *  Antigone,' 
The  right  to  undertake  a  squadron's  charge,  — 
And  needs  the  son's  help  now  to  finish  plays. 
Seeing  his  dotage  calls  tor  governance 
And  lophon  to  share  his  propertv,  — 
Why,  of  all  this,  reportea  true,  1  breathe 
Not  one  word  —  true  or  false,  I  like  the  man  I 
Sophokles  Uvee  and  lets  live  :  long  live  he  1 
Otherwise, — sharp  the  soouige  uid  hard  the 

blow  I 


**And  what's  my  teashiiig  but— >M3eept  tiie 

old. 
Contest  the  strange  I  acknowledge  work  that's 

done, 
Misdoubt  men  who  have  still  their  work  to  do! 
Religions,  laws  and  customs,  poetries. 
Are  old  T    So  much  achieved  victorious  truth ! 
Each  work  was  product  of  a  lifetime,  wrung 
From  each  man  by  an  adverse  world  :  for  why  f 
He  worked,  destroying  other  older  work 
Which  the  world  lovea  and  so  was  loth  to  lose. 
Whom  the  world  beat  in  battle  —  dust  and  ash  I 
Who  beat  the  world,  left  work  in  evidence. 
And  wears  its  crown  till  new  men  live  new 

lives. 
And  fight  new  fights,  and  triumph  in  their 

turn. 
I  mean  to  show  you  on  the  stage  I  ^ou  'U  see 
My  Just  Judge  only  venture  to  deade 
Between  two  suitoia,  which  is  eod,  which  man. 
By  thrashing  both  at  them  as  flesh  can  bear. 
You  shall  agree,  —  whichever  bellows  first. 
He  's  human ;  who  holds  longest  out,  divine: 
That  is  the  only  equitable  test  I 
Cruelty  ?    Pray,  who  pricked  them  on  to  eoart 
My  thong's  award?    Must  they  needs  domi- 
nate? 
Then    I  —  rebel !    Their    instinct   grasps  the 

new? 
Mine  bids  retain  the  old  :  a  fight  muat  be, 
And  which  is  stronger  the  erent  will  show. 
Oh,  but  the  pain  I    Your  proved  divinity 
Still  smarts  all  reddened!^?    And  the  righUier 

served ! 
Was  not  some  man's-flesh  in  him,  after  all  f 
Do  let  us  lack  no  frank  acknowledgment 
There  's  nature  common  to  both  gods  and  men ! 
All  of  them  —  spirit  ?    What  so  winoed  wss 

clay ! 
Away  pretence  to  some  exclusive  sphere 
Cloud-nourishing  a  sole  seleeted  few 
Fume-fed  with  self •euperiority ! 
I  stand  up  for  the  common  coarse-as-day 
Existence,  —  stamp  and  ramp  with  heel  and 

On  solid  vulgar  life,  you  foola  disown  I 
Make  haste  from  your  unreal  eminenoe. 
And  measure  lengths  with  me  upon  that  grouid 
Whence  this  mud-pellet  sings  and  sammooi 

you  I 
I  know  the  soul,  too,  how  the  spark  asoends 
And  how  it  drops  apace  and  dies  away. 
I  am  your  poet-peer,  man  thrice  your  raateh ! 
I  too  can  lead  an  airy  life  when  dead. 
Fly  like  Kinesias  when  I  'm  dond-ward  boond ; 
But  here,  no  death  shall  mix  with  life  it  mars  1 

**So,  my  old  enemy  who  caused  the  fight, 
Own  I  have  beaten  you,  Euripides ! 
Or,  —  if  your  advocate  would  contravene,  — 
Help  him,  Balanstion  I    Use  the  rosy  strength ! 
I  have  not  dcme  my  utmost,  —  treated  yon 
As  I  might  Aristuilos,  mint-perfumed,  — 
Still,  let  the  whole  rage  burst  in  Inrave  attack  / 
Don't  ]my  the  poor  ambiguous  compliment 
Of  fearing  any  peari-white  knuckled  fist 
Will  damage  this  broad  buttress  of  a  brow  1 
Fancy  yonnelf  my  Aiistoiiumiia, 
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AmetpaM  or  Sanniuioii :  panoh  and  poand  1 
Three   oaokoos  who  ory   *caokooM   mnoh  I 

carel 
They  boU  a  atone  I    NMaretai  I  BatUi  I  " 


Cannot  your  task  have  end  here,  Enthnklee  ? 

Day  by  day  grlidee  our  galley  on  its  path : 

8till   Bonriae   and  stUT  sunaet,   Rnodee   half- 

reaohed, 
And  still,  my  patient  scribe  I  no  snnset^s  peace 
Descends  more  punotaal  than  that  brow's  in- 
cline 
O'er  tablets  which  your  serrioeable  hand 
Prepares  to  trace.    Whv  treasure  op,  forsooth, 
These  relics  of  a  nigrht  that  make  me  rich, 
Bnt,  half-remembered  merely,  leaye  so  poor 
Each  stranger  to  Athenai  ana  her  past  ? 
For  —  how  remembered  1    As  some  greedy  hind 
Persoades  a  honeycomb,  beyond  the  dae. 
To  yield  its  hoarding,  —  heedless  what  alloy 
Of  the  poor  bee*s  own  substance  taints  the  gold 
Which,  unforced,  yields  few  drops,  but  pur- 
ity,— 
So  would  you  fain  relieve  of  load  this  brain, 
Tlkough  the  hived  thoughts  must  bring  away, 

with  strength. 
What  words  and  weakness,  strength's  recepta- 
cle— 
Wax  from  the  store  I    Yet,  —  aching  soothed 

away,  — 
Accept  the  compound  I    No  suspected  scent 
But  proves  some  rose  was  rined,  though  its 

ghost 
Scarce  lingers  with  what  promised  musk  and 

myrrh. 
No  need  of  farther  tqueezing  I    What  remains 
C^n  only  be  Balaustion,  just  her  speech  I 

Ah,  but  —  because  speech  serves   a   purpose 
stiU!  — 


He  ended  with  thai  flourish.    I  replied : 

**  Faauj  myself  your  Aristcmnmos  ? 
Advise  me,  rather,  to  remain  myself, 
Balaustion, — mindful  what  mere  mouse  con- 
fronts 
The  forest-monarch  Aristophanes  I 
I  who,  a  woman,  claim  no  quality 
Beside  the  love  of  all  things  lovable 
Created  by  a  power  pre-eminent 
In  knowledge,  as  in  love  I  stand  perchance, 
—  You,  the  consummately-creative  I    How 
Should  I,  then,  dare  deny  submissive  trust 
To  any  process  aiming  at  result 
Such  as  you  say  your  songs  are  pregnant  with  ? 
Result,  all  judge  :  means,  let  none  scrutinize 
Save  those  aware  how  glory  best  is  nined 
By  daring  means  to  end,  ashamed  of  shame. 
Constant  in  faith  that  only  good  works  good. 
While  evil  yields  no  fruit  but  impotence  I 
Oiaoed  with  such   plain   good,  I  accept  the 

means  I 
Nay,  if  result  itself  in  turn  become 
Means,  — who  shall  say  ?  — to  ends  still  loftier 
yet,— 


Though  still  the  good  prove  hard  to  under* 

stand. 
The  bad  still  seemingly  predominate,  — 
Never  may  I  forget  which  order  bears 
The  burden,  toils  to  win  the  great  reward, 
And  finds,  in  failure,  the  grave  punishment, 
So,  meantime,  claims  of  me  a  faith  I  yield  1 
Moreover,  a  mere  woman,  I  recoil 
From  what  may  prove  manVwork  permissi- 
ble. 
Imperative.    Rough    strokes    surprise:    what 

then? 
Some  lustv  armsweep  needs  must  cause  the 

crash 
Of  thorn  and  bramble,  ere  those  shrubs,  those 

flowers. 
We  fain  would  have  earth  jrield  exclusively. 
Are  sown,  matured  and  garlanded  for  boys 
And  girls,  who  know  not  how  the  growth  was 

gained. 
Finally,  am  I  not  a  f orei^er  ? 
No  bom  and  bred  AUienian,  —  isled  about, 
I  scarce  can  drink,  like  you,  at  every  breath. 
Just  some  particular  doctrine  which  may  best 
Explain  the  strange  thing  I  revolt  against  — 
How  ~  by  involvement,  who  may  extricate  ?  — 
Religicm  perks  up  through  impiety. 
Law  leers  with  hcense,  folly  wise-like  frowns. 
The  seemlpr  lurks  inside  the  abominable. 
But  opposites,  — each  neutralises  each 
Haplv  by  mixture  :  what  should  promise  death. 
May  naply  give  the  good  ingredient  force. 
Disperse  in  fume  the  antagonistic  ill. 
This  institution,  therefore,  —  Comedy,  — 
By  origin,  a  rite ;  by  exercise. 
Proved  an  achievement  tasking  poet's  power 
To  utmost,  eking  legislation  out 
Beyond  the  legislator's  faculty, 
Playing  the  censor  where  the  moralist 
Declines  his  function,  far  too  di^fied 
For  dealing  with  minute  absurdities ; 
By  efficacy,  —  virtue's  guard,  the  scourge 
Or  vice,  each  foUy's  fly-flap,  arm  in  aid 
Of  all  that 's  righteous,  customary,  sound 
And  wholesome ;  sanctioned  therefore,  —  better 

say. 
Prescribed  for  fit  acceptance  of  this  age 
By,  not  alone  the  long  recorded  roll 
Oi  earlier  triumphs,  but,  success  to-day  — 
(The  multitude  as  prompt  recipient  still 
Of  good  gay  teaehing  from  that  monitor 
They  crowned  this  morning  —  Aristophanes  — 
As  when  Sousarion's  car  first  traversed  street)  — 
Hiis  product  of  Athenai  —  I  dispute, 
Impu^  ?    There 's  just  one  only  circumstance 
Explains  that  1    I,  poor  critic,  see,  hear,  feel ; 
But  eyes,  ears,  senses  prove  me  —  foreigner ! 
Who  shall  gainsay  that  the  raw  new-come  guest 
Blames  oft,  too  sensitive  ?    On  every  side 
Of — larger  than  your  stage  —  life's  spectacle. 
Convention  here  permits  and  there  forbids 
Impulse  and  action,  nor  alleges  more 
Than  some  mysterious  '  ^  do  all,  and  so 
Does  no  one: '  which  the  hasty  stranger  blames 
Because,  who  bends  the  head  uncmestioning, 
Transgresses,  turns  to  wrong  what  else  were 

right. 
By  failure  of  a  reference  to  law 
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Beyond  convention ;  blames  unjustlyf  too — 
As  if,  through  that  defect,  all  gained  were  lost 
And  slave-brand  set  on  brow  indelibly ;  — 
Blames  unobservant  or  experienceless 
That  men,  like  trees,  if  stout  and  sound  and 

sane. 
Show  stem  no  more  affected  at  the  root 
Bv  bough's  exceptional  submissive  dip 
Of  leaf  and  beU,  light  danced  at  end  of  spray 
To  windy  iitfubiess  in  wayward  sport,  — 
No  more  lie  prostrate,  —  than  low  files  of  flower 
Which,  when  Uie  blast  goes  by,  unruiSed  raise 
Each  head  again  o'er  ruder  meadow-wreck 
Of  thorn  and  thistle  that  refractory 
Demurred  to  cower  at  passing  wind's  caprice. 
Why  shall  not  gueat  extend  Uke  charity, 
Conceive  how,  —  even  when  astounded  most 
That  nadves  seem  to  acquiesce  in  muck 
Changed  by  prescription,  they  affirm,  to  gold,  — 
Such  may  stul  bring  to  test,  still  bear  away 
Safely  and  surely  much  of  g^od  and  true 
Though  latent  ore,  themselves  unspecked,  im- 

spoiled? 
Fresh  bathed  i'  the  icebrook,  any  hand  may  pass 
A  placid  moment   through  the  lamp's  fierce 

flame : 
And  who  has  read  your  *  Lenmians,'  seen  *  The 

Hours,' 
Heard  *  Fenial6-Playhou8e*eeat-Preoooupants,' 
May  feel  no  worse  effect  than,  once  a  year, 
Those  who  leave  decent  vesture,  dress  in  rags 
And  play  the  mendicant,  conform  thereby 
To  country's  rite,  and  then,  no  beggar-taint 
Retained,  don  vesture  due  next  morrow-day. 
What  if  I  share  the  strani^r's  weakness  then  ? 
Well,  could  I  also  show  his  strei^rth,  his  sense 
Untutored,  ay  I  —  but  then  untampered  with ! 

**  I  fancy,  thong-h  the  world  seems  old  enough, 
Though  Hellas  be  the  sole  unbarbarous  liuia. 
Tears  may  conduct  to  such  extreme  of  ace, 
And  outside  Hellas  so  isles  new  may  lurk. 
That   haply,  —  when   and   where   remain   a 

dream !  — 
In  fresh  days  when  no  Hellas  fiUs  the  world, 
In  novel  lands  as  strange  where,  all  the  same. 
Their  men  and  women  yet  behold,  as  we. 
Blue  heaven,  black  earth,  and  love,  hate,  hope 

and  fear. 
Over  again,  unhelped  by^  Attik4  — 
Haply  some  philanthropic  god  steers  bark, 
Gin-Laden,  to  the  lonely  ignorance 
Islanded,  say,  where  mist  and  snow  mass  hard 
To  metal  —  ay,  those  Kassiterides  I 
Then  asks  :^  *  Ye  apprehend  the  human  form. 
What  of  this  statue,  made  to  Pheidias'  mind, 
Fhis  picture,  as  it  pleased  our  Zeuxis  paint  ? 
Ye  too  feel  truth,  love  beauty :  judge  of  these  !  * 
Snch  strangers  may  judge  feebly,  strangeivlike : 
^  Each  hair  too  indistinct — for,  see  our  own  I 
Hands,  not  skin-colored  as  these  hands  we  have. 
And  lo,  the  want  of  due  decorum  here  ! 
A  citizen,  arrayed  in  civic  garb. 
Just  as  he  walked  your  streets  apparently. 
Yet  wears  no  sword  by  side,  adventures  thus, 
In  thronged  Athenai  I  foolish  painter's-freak  I 
While  here 's  his  brother-sculptor  found  at  fault 
Still  more  egregionaly,  who  shames  the  world. 


Shows  wrestler,  wrestling  at  the  public  games, 
Atiociouslv  exposed  from  head  to  foot  I  ^ 
Sure,  the  immortal  would  impart  at  once 
Our  slow-stored  knowledge,  now  small  tmths 

suppressed 
Conduce  to  the  far  greater  truth's  display,  — 
Would  replace  simple  by  instructed  sense. 
And  teach  them  how  Athenai  first  so  tamed 
The  natural  fierceness  that  her  progeny 
Discarded  arms  nor  feared  the  beast  in  man : 
Wherefore  at  games,  where  earth's  wise  grati- 
tude. 
Proved  by  responsive  culture,  claimed  the  prize 
For  man]s  mind,  body,  each  in  excellence,  — 
When  mind  had  bared  itself,  came  body's  turn, 
And  only  irreligion  gruc^^ed  the  gods 
One  naked  glory  of  their  master-work 
Where  all  is  glorious  rightly  understood,  — 
The  human  frame  ;  enough  that  man  nustakes : 
Let  him  not  think  the  gods  mistaken  too ! 

*'  But,  perad venture,  if  the  stranger's  eye 
Detected  .  .  .  Ah,  too  high  my  rancy-mght ! 
Pheidias,  forgive,  and  Zeuxis  bear  with  me  — 
How  on  your  faultless  should  I  fasten  fault 
Of  my  own  ^tuning,  even  ?    Onlv  say,  — 
Suppose  the  impossible  were  realized. 
Ana  some  as  patent  incongruity. 
Unseemliness,  —  of  no  more  warrant,  there 
And  then,  than  now  and  here,  whate'er  the  time 
And  place,  —  I  say,  the  Immortal,  —  who  can 

doubt?  — 
Would  never  shrink,  but  own,  *  The  blot  escaped 
Our  artist :  thus  he  shows  humanity ! ' 

**  May  stranger  tax  one  peccant  part  in  thee. 
Poet,  three-parts  divine  1    May  1  proceed  ? 

"  *  Comedy  is  prescription  and  a  rite.' 

Since  when  ?    No  growth  of  the  blind  antique 

time, 
*  It  rose  in  Attik^  with  libertv ; 
When  freedom  falls,  it  too  will  fall.'  Scarce  so ! 
Your  games,  —  the  Olnmpian,  Zeus  gave  birth 

to  these ; 
Your  Puthian,  — these  were  Pholboa'  inatitate. 
Isthmian,  Nemeian,  —  Theseus,  Herakles 
Appointed  each,  the  boys  and  barbers  say  I 
Earth's  day  is  growing  late :  where  's  Comedy  f 
^Oh,  that  commencea  an  age  rinoe, — two,  be- 
like,— 
In  Megara,  whence  here  they  brought  the  thing  !* 
Or  I  misunderstand,  or  here 's  the  fact  — 
Your  grandsire  could  recall  that  rustic  song, 
How  such-an-one  was  thief,  and  miser  such. 
And  how,  —  immunity  from  chastisement 
Once  promised  to  bold  singers  of  the  same 
B  V  daylight  on  the  drunkard's  holiday,  — 
Trie  Clever  fellow  of  the  joyous  troop 
Tried  acting  what  before  he  san^  about. 
Acted  and  stole,  or  hoarded,  acting  too : 
While  his  companions  ranged  a-row,  closed  up 
For  Choros,  —  bade  the  general  rabblement 
Sit,  see,  hear,  laugh,  —  not  join  the  dance  themr 

selves. 
Soon,  the  same  clever  fellow  found  a  mate. 
And  these  two  did  the  whole  stage-mimicking. 
Still  closer  in  approach  to  Tragedy,  — 
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So  led  the  way  to  Arutophaneaj 

Whoae   s^raodflire  saw  oonaanon,  and  whoee 

■ire  — 
Chionides ;  yonnelf  wrote  *  Baaqaeten  * 
When  Aisohuloe  had  made  *'  Prometheus/  nay. 
All  of  the  marrels :  Sophokles,  —  I  '11  cite, 
*'  CHdipoue  *  —  and  Earipides  —  I  bend 
The  nead  —  *  Medeia  ^  henceforth   awed   the 

world  I 

*  Banqueten,'  *  Babylonians '  —  next  eome  yon  I 
Snrely  the  great  days  that  left  Hellas  free 
Happened  before  snoh  advent  of  huge  help, 
£i|g^tpr-year»-late  asaistaDoe  ?    Marathon, 
Plataia,  Salamis  were  fought,  I  think. 
Before  new  educators  stood  reproTed, 

Or  foreini  legates  blushed,  ezoepted  to ! 
Where  aid  the  helpful  rite  pretend  its  rise  ? 
Did  it  break  forth,  as  gifts  divine  axe  wont, 
Plainly  anthentio,  incontestably 
Adequate  to  the  helpful  ordinance  ? 
Founts,  dowered  with  virtue,  puke  out  pure 

from  source; 
'T  is  there  we  taste  the  god^s  benign  intent : 
Not  when,  —  fatigued  away  by  journey,  foul 
With  brutish  trampling,  -  crystal  sinks  to  sUme, 
And  lymph  foigets  the  first  salnbriousness. 
Sprang  Comedy  to  light  thus  onrstal-pare  ? 
*'  Nowise  I '  yourself  protest  with  vehemence ; 

*  Gross,  bestial,  did  the  clowns*  diversion  break ; 
Every  sueoeesor  paddled  in  the  slush  ; 

Nay,  my  contemporaries  one  and  all 

Gay  played  the  mudlark  till  I  joined  their  game ; 

Then  was  I  first  to  change  buffoonery 

For  wit,  and  stupid  filth  for  cleanly  sense, 

Transforming  pomtless  joke  to  purpose  fine, 

Transfusing  rude  enf oroement  of  home-law  ~* 

**  Drop  knave  Vtrioks,  deal  more  neighbor-like, 

yeboorsP*  — 
With  such  new  glory  of  poetic  breath 
As,  lifting  application  far  past  use 
O*  the  present,  launched  it  o'er  men^s  lowly 

heads 
To  future  time,  when  high  and  low  alike 
Axe  dead  and  done  with,  while  my  airy  power 
Flies  disengaged,  as  vapor  from  what  stuff 
It  —  say  not,  dwelt  in  — fitlier,  dallied  with 
To  forward  work,  which  done,  —  deliverance 

brave,  — 
It  soars  away,  and  mud  subsides  to  dust. 
Say  then,  myself  invented  Comedy  I  * 

*'  So  mouths  full  manv  a  famed  Parabasis ! 
Agreed  I    No  more,  tneii,  of  prescriptive  use. 
Authorization  by  antiquity, 
For  what  offends  our  judgment  I    *T  is   your 

work. 
Performed  your  way :  not  work  delivered  you 
Intact,  intact  producible  in  turn. 
Kvery where  have  you  altered  old  to  new  — 
Tour  will,  vour  warrant :  therefore,  work  must 

stand 
Or  stumble  by  intrinsic  worth.    What  worth? 
Its  aim  and  object  1    Peace  you  advocate, 
And  war  would  fain  abolish  from  the  land : 
Support  religion,  lash  irreverence. 
Yet  laughingly  administer  rebuke 
To  superstitious  folly,  —  equal  fault  I 
Wliile  innovating  rashness,  lust  of  change. 


New  laws,   new   habits,   manners,   men  and 

things. 
Make  your  main  quarry,  —  *  oldest'  meanhig 

'best.' 
You  check  the  fretful  litigation-itch. 
Withstand  mob-rule,  expose  mob-tiattery, 
Punish  mob-favorites ;  most  of  all  press  mud 
On  sophists  who  aasist  the  demagogue. 
And  poets  their  aooompUces  in  crime. 
Such  your  main  quarry,  —  by  the  way,  you 

strike 
^[nobler  game,  mere  miscreants,  snob  or  scamp, 
Uowardlv,  gluttonous,  effeminate : 
Still  with  a  bolt  to  spare  when  dramatist 
Proves  haply  unpronoient  in  his  art. 
Such  aims — alone,  no  matter  for  the  means -~ 
Declare  the  unexampled  excellence 
Of  their  first  author  —  Aristophanes  I 

"  Whereat  —  Euripides,  oh,  not  thyself  — 
AugusUier  than  the  need  !  —  thy  oentury 
Of  subjects  dreamed  and  dared  and  done,  he- 
tore 

*  Banqueters '  gave  dark  earth  enlightenment, 
Or  *  Biabyloiuans '  played  Prometheus  here,  — 
These  let  me  summon  to  defend  thy  cause  I 
Lo.  as  indignantly  took  life  and  shs^ 

Lanor  by  labor,  all  of  Herakles,  — 
PaljMtbly  fronting  some  o'erbold  pretence 
^Eurusuieus  slew  the   monsters,  porged   the 

world  1  * 
So  shall  each  poem  pass  yon  and  imprint 
Shame  on  the  strange  assurance.     You  praised 

Peace? 
Sing  him  foil-face,  Kresphontes !    *  Peace '  the 

theme  ?  • 

*  Peace,  in  whom  depths  of  wealth  lie,  —  of  the 

blest 
Immortals  beanteousest,  — 
Come  1  for  the  heart  within  me  dies  away. 
So  lone  dost  thou  delay  I 
Oh,  I  have  feared  lest  old  age,  much  annoy. 
Conquer  me,  qute  outstrip  the  tardy  joy. 
Thy  gracious  triumph-season  I  woula  see. 
The   song,  the   dance,  the  sport,  profuse  of 

crowns  to  be. 
But  come  I  for  my  sake,  goddess  great  and  dear, 
Come  to  the  city  here  I 

Hateful  Sedition  drive  thou  from  our  homea. 
With  Her  who  madly  roams 
Rejoicing  in  the  steel  agiunst  the  life 
That 's  whetted  —  banuh  Strife  I ' 

** Shall  I  proceed  ?    No  need  of  next  and  next! 
That  were  too  easy,  play  so  presses  play. 
Trooping  tumultuous,  each  with  instance  apt, 
Each  eager  to  confute  the  idle  boast  1 
What  virtue  but  stands  forth  panegyrized, 
What  vice,  unbnmed  by  stigma,  in  the  books 
Which  bettered  Hellas,  —  bevond  graven  gold 
Or  eem-indenture,  sung  by  Phoibos'  self 
Ana  saved  in  Kunthm's    mountain  treasure- 
house  — 
Ere  you,  man,  moralist,  were  youth  or  boy  ? 
—  Not  praise  which,  in  the  proffer,  mocks  the 

praised 
By  sly  admixture  of  the  blameworthy 
And  enforced  coupling  of  base  fellowship,  — 


656 


ARISTOPHANES'   APOLOGY 


Not  blame  which  g^loats  the  -while  it  frowning 
laughs, 

*  Allow  one  glance  on  horrors  —  laughable  ! '  — 
This  man^s  entire  of  heart  and  soul,  discharged 
Its  loye  or  hate,  each  unalloyed  by  each, 

Chi  objects  worthy  either ;  eameBtaess, 
AUiibute  him,  and  power !  but  novelty  ? 
Nor  his  nor  yours  a  doctrine  —  all  the  world^s  ! 
What  man  of  full-grown  sense  and  sanity 
Holds   other   than   the   truth, — wide   Hellas 

through,  — 
Though  truth  he  acts  discredit  truth  he  holds  ? 
What  imbecile  has  dared  to  formulate 

*  Love  war,  hate  peace,  become  a  litigant !  *  — 
And  so  preach  on,  reverse  each  rule  of  right 
Because  he  quarrels,  combats,  goes  to  law  ? 
No,  for  his  comment  runs,  with  smile  or  sigh 
According  to^  hearths  temper,  *  Peace  were  oest, 
£xoept  occasions  when  we  j^ut  aside 

Peace,  and  bid  all  the  blessmgs  in  her  gift 
Quick  join  the  crows,  for  sake  of  Marathon  I ' 

"  ^  Nay,'  you  reply  ;  for  one,  whose  mind  with- 
stands 
His  heart,  and,  loving  peace,  for  conscience' 

sake 
Wants  war,  —  you  find  a  crowd  of  hypocrites 
Whose  conscience  means  ambition,  grudge  and 

greed. 
On  such,  reproof,  sonorous  doctrine,  melts 
Distilled  like  universal  but  thin  dew 
Which  all  too  spanelv  covers  country:  dear. 
No  doubt,  to  umvenuu  crop  and  clown, 
Still,  each  bedewed  keeps  his  own  bead-gear 

dry 
With  upthrust  dciadtion^  shakes  adroit 
The  droppings  to  his  neighbor.    No !  collect 
All  of  the  moisture,  leave  unhurt  the  heads 
Which  nowise  need  a  washing,  save  and  store 
And  dash  the  whole  condensed  to  one  fierce 

spout 
On  some  one  evil-doer,  sheltered  close,  — 
The  fool  supposed,  —  till  you  beat  guard  away. 
And  showed  your  audience,  not  that  war  was 

wrong. 
But  Lamaehos  absurd,  —  case,  crests  and  all,  — 
Not  that  democracy  was  blind  of  choice. 
But  Kleon  and  Huperbolos  were  shams : 
Not  superstition  vile,  but  Nikias  crazed,  — 
The  concrete  for  the  abstract ;  that 's  the  way ! 
What  matters  Choros  crving  *  Hence,  impure  I ' 
Ton  cried  *  Ariphrades  does  thus  and  thus  I ' 
Now,  earnestness  seems  never  earnest  more 
Than  when  it  dons  for  ^arb  —  indifference  ; 
So,  there  *s  much  laughmg :  but,  compensative. 
When  frowning  follows  laughter,  then  indeed 
Scout  inmiendo,  sarcasm,  irony  I  — 
Wit's  polished  warfare  glancing  at  first  graze 
From  off  hard  headpiece,  coanely-ooatea  brain 
O'  the  commonalty  —  whom,  unless  you  prick 
To  purpose,  what  avails  that  finer  pat«s 
Succumb  to  simple  scratching?    Those — not 

these  — 
*T  is  Multitude,  which,  moved,  fines  Lamaehos, 
Banishes  Kleon  and  bums  Sokrates, 
House  over  head,  or,  better,  poisons  him. 
Therefore  in  dealing  with  King  Multitude, 
Club-drub  the  callous  numsknUs  I    In  and  in 


Beat  this  essential  consequential  fact 

That  here  they  have  a  hater  of  the  three. 

Who  hates  in  word,  phrase,  nickname,  epithet 

And  illustration,  beyond  doubt  at  all  1 

And  similarly,  would  you  win  assent 

To  —  Peace,  suppose  r    Ton  tickle  the  tough 

hide 
With  good  i^n  pleasure  her  oonoomitant  — 
And,  past  mistake  again,  exhibit  Peace  — 
Peace,  vintager  and  restive,  cheeseoUce-tinie, 
Hare-slice-and-^eaaouihfleason,  housdiold-joy ; 
Theoria's  beautiful  belongings  match 
Ojpora's  lavish  condescending :  brief. 
Since  here  the  people  are  to  radge,  yon  press 
Such  argument  as  people  understand : 
If  with  exaggeration — what  care  yon  ? 

**  Have  I  misunderstood  you  in  the  main  ? 
No  I  then  must  answer  be^  such  argument. 
Such  policy,  no  matter  what  good  love 
Or  hate  it  help,  in  practice  proves  absurd. 
Useless  and  null :  henceforward  intercepts 
Sober  effective  blow  at  what  you  blame. 
And  renders  waagAtaey  rightful  praise 
Of    thing  or   person.    The  coarse  brush  has 

daubed  — 
What  room  for  the  finer  limner's  pencil-iiiark  ? 
Blame?    Ton  cuxse,  rather,  till  who  blames 

must  blush  — 
Lean  to  apology  or  praise,  more  like  I 
Does  garment,  simpered  o'er  as  white,  proTe 

gray? 
*  Black,  blacker  than  Achamian  charcoal,  blaek 
Beyond  Kimmerian,  Stugian  blackness  blaek,' 
Ton  bawl,  till  men  sigh   nearer  snowinees  I ' 
What  follows  ?    What  one  fainl^-rewai^n^  fall 
Of  foe  belabored  ne'er  so  lustily  ? 
Lauffh  Lamaehos  from  out  the  people's  heart  ? 
He  died,  commanding,  *'  hero,'  say  yourself ! 
Gibe  Nikias  into  privacy  ?  —  nay,  snake 
Kleon  a  little  from  his  arrogance 
By  cutting  him  to  shoe-sole-shreds  ?    I  Uiink, 
He  ruled  his  life  long,  and,  when  time  waa  ripe. 
Died  fi^rhtang   for  amusement,  —  good   tongh 

hide  ! 
Sokrates  still  goes  up  and  down  the  streets. 
And  Aristulloe  puts  nis  speech  in  book. 
When  both  should  be  abolished  long  ago. 
Nay,  wretohedest  of  rags,  Ariphiades  — 
Ton  have  been  fouling  uiat  redoubtable 
Harp-player,  twenty  years,  with  what  effect  ? 
Still  he  strums  on,  strnms  ever  cheerily. 
And  earns  his  wage,  — '  Who  minds  a  joke  ? ' 


men  say. 
No,  friend!    The  statues  stand  —  mnd-staiiied 

at  most  — 
Titan  or  pygmy :  what  achieves  their  fall 
Will  be,  long  after  mud  is  flung  and  spent. 
Some  clear  thin  spirit^thmst   (xf   lightnbig  — 

truth  I 

"  Tour  praise,    then  —  honey-emearing  helps 

your  friend. 
More  than  blame's  ordure-smirch   hurts  foe, 

perhaps  ? 
Peace,    now,     nusunderstood,     ne'er     prized 

enough, 
Tou  have  interpreted  to  ignorance 
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Till  ignorance  opes  eye,  bat-blind  before, 
And  for  the  first  time  knows  Peaoe  means  tbe 

poirer 
On  maw  of  pancake,  cheese  cake,  barley-cake. 
No  stop  nor  stint  to  stniRng.    While,  in  camp, 
Who  fights  chews  rancid  tnnny,  onions  raw, 
Peaoe  sits  at  cosy  feast  with  lamp  and  fire. 
Complaisant  smooth-sleeked  flute-girls  giggling 

How  tiiick  and  fast  the  snow  falls,  freesing  War 
Who  shrugs,  campaigns  it,  and  may  break  a 

shin 
Or  twist  an  ankle  I  come,  who  hesitates 
To  giro  Peaoe,  OTcr  War,  the  preference  ? 
Ah,  friend  —  had  this  indubitable  fact 
Haply  occurred  to  poor  Leonidas, 
How  bad  he  tumea  tail  on  Thermopnlai  t 
It  cannot  be  that  even  his  few  wits 
Were  addled  to  the  point  that,  so  adyised, 
Preposterous  he  had  answered  — '  Cakes  are 

prime, 
Hearth-sidee  are  snug,  sleek  daneing^^ls  haye 

worth. 
And  yet — for  country *8  sake,  to  sare  our  gods 
Their  temples,  save  our  ancestors  their  tombs, 
Sare  wife  and  child  and  home  and  liberty,  — 
I  would  chew  sliced  salt-fish,  bear  snow  —  nay, 

starve. 
If  need    were,  —  and   by   much    prefer  the 

choice ! ' 
Why,  friend,  vour  genuine  hero,  all  the  while. 
Has  been — who  served  precisely  for  your  butt  — 
Kleonumos  that,  wise,  oast  shield  away 
On  battle-^rround  ;  cried  *  Cake  ray  buckler  be. 
Embossed  with  cream-clot  1  peaoe,  not  war,  I 

choose. 
Holding  with  Dikaiopolis  !  *  ^  Comedy 
Shall  triumph,  Dikaiopolis  win  assent. 
When  Miltiades  shidl  next  shirk  Marathon, 
Themistokles  swap  Salamis  for  —  cake. 
And  Kmon  grunt  *  Peace,  grant  me  danoing- 

girlsl ' 
But  sooner,  hardly  I  twenty-five  yean  since, 
The  war  began,  — such  pleas  for  Peace  have 

reached 
A  reasonable  age.    The  end  shows  all  1 
And  so  with  all  the  rest  you  advocate  ! 
*  Wise  folk  leave  litigation  !  Vare  the  wasps  I 
Whoso  loves  law  and  lawyers,  heliast-like. 
Wants  hemlock  I '    None  shows  that  so  funnily. 
But,  once  cure  madness,  how  comports  himself 
Tour  sane  exemplar,  what 's  our  gain  thereby  ? 
Philokleon  turns  Bdelnkleon !  just  this  change, — 
New  sauitv  gets  straightway  drunk  as  sow. 
Cheats  baker-wives,  brawls,  kicks,  cuffs,  curses 

folk. 
Parades  a  shameless  flute-girl,  bandies  filth 
With  his  own  son  who  cured  his  father's  cold 
By  making  him  cateh  fever — funnily  ! 
But  as  for  curing  love  of  lawsuits  —  faugh  I 
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And  how  does  new  improve  upon  the  old 
—  Tour  boast  —  in  even  abusing  ?    Rough,  may 

be  — 
Sdll,  honest  was  the  old  mode.    '  Call  thief  — 

thief  I ' 
But  never  «ill  thief  even  —  murderer  I 
Much  leas  call  fop  and  fribble,  wone  one  whit 


Than  fribble  and  fop!     Spare  neither  1  beat 

your  brains 
For  adequate  invective,  —  out  the  life 
Clean  out  each  quality,  —  but  load  your  lash 
With  no  least  ue,  or  we  pluck  scourge  from 

handl 
Does  poet  want  a  whipping,  write  bad  verse. 
Inculcate  foul  deeds?    luere  's  the  fault  to 

flogl 
Ton  vow,  *  The  rascal  cannot  read  nor  write. 
Spends  more  in  buying  fish  than  Morsimos, 
Somebody  helps  his  Muse  and  courts  his  wife. 
His  uncle  deals  in  crockery,  and  last  — 
Himself 's  a  stranger  I '    That 's  the  ci4>  and 

crown 
Of  stinging-nettle,  that 's  the  masteiHitroke  1 
What  poet-rival,  — after  *  housebreaker,' 
*  Fish-goiving,'    ^midnii^t   footpad,'    and    so 

f ortn,  — 
Ptovesnot,  beside,  *a  stranger '  ?    Chased  from 


To  charge,  and,  lie   by   lie,  laughed  oat  of 

court, — 
Lo,  wit's  sure  refuge,  satire's  grand  resonroe  — 
All,    from  Kratinos   downwMd — "strangers* 

theyl 
Pity  the  trick's  too  facile  !    None  so  raw 
Among  your  playmates  but  have  cau^^t  the 

And  sent  it  back  as  briskly  to  —  yourself  J 
Ton  too,  my  Attic,  are  styled  "  stranger '  — 

Rhodes, 
Aigina,  Lindos  or  Kameiros,  —  nay, 
'Twas  Egypt  reared  (if  Eupolis  be  right) 
Who  wrote  the  comedy  (Kratinos  vows) 
Kratinos  helped  a  little !    Kleon's  self 
Was  nigh  promoted  Comic,  when  he  haled 
My  poet  into  court,  and  o'er  the  coals 
Hauled  and  re-hauled  *  the  stranger,  —  insolent 
Who  brought  out  plays,  usurped  ourorivilege !' 
Why  must  you  Comics  one  and  all  take  stand 
On  lower  ground  than  truth  from  first  to  last  f 
Why  all  agree  to  let  folk  disbelieve. 
So  laughter  but  reward  a  funny  lie  ? 
Repel  such  onslaughta  —  answer,  sad  and  grave 
Your  f  ancy-fleerings — who  would  stoop  so  low  f 
Tour  own  adherente  whisper,  —  when  diiq^t 
Too  menacingly  thrills  Logeion  through 
At  —  Perikles  invents  this  present  war 
Because    men  robbed    his  mistress  of   three 

maids  — 
Or  —  Sokrates    wanta    burning,    house     o'er 

head,  — 
*  What,  so  obtuse,  not  read  between  the  lines  ? 
Our   poet  means   no  mischief  I     All   should 

Know  —  ^ 
Ribaldry  here  imi>lies  a  compliment  I 
He  deals  with  things,  not  men,  —  his  men  aif  • 

things  — 
Each  represento  a  class,  plays  figure-head 
And  names  the  ship  :  no  meaner  than  the  first 
Would  serve ;  he  styles  a  trireme  **  Sokrates  "-^ 
Fears  **  Sokrates  "  may  prove  unseaworthy, 
(That 's  merely  —  "  Sophisto  are  the  bane  oi 

boys  ") 
Rat-riddled  C  they  are  capable  of  theft ") 
Rotten  or  whatsoe'er  shows  ship-disease, 
("  They  war  with  gods  and  worship  whirligig.' 
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Ton  never  took  the  joke  for  earnest  ?  eearoe 
Supposed  mere  fifnire-head  meant  entire  shipf 
Ana  Sokrates  —  the  whole  fraternity  ?  ' 

"  This  then  is  Comedy,  our  sacred  song, 
Censor  of  yice,  and  virtue's  guard  as  sure  : 
Manners-instructing,  morals  ston-estray, 
Which,  bom  a  twin  with  public  liberty. 
Thrives  with    its  welfare,  dwindles  with  its 

wane  1 
Liberty  ?  what  so  ezquisitelv  framed 
And  fitted  to  suck  dry  its  life  of  life 
To  last  faint  fibre  ?  —  since  that  life  is  truth. 
Yon  who  profess  your  indignation  swells 
At  sophistry,  when  specious  words  confuse 
Deeds  right  and  wrong,  distinct  before,  you 

say — 
(Though  all  that  *8  done  is  —  dare  veracity. 
Show  that  the  true  conception  of  each  deed 
Affirmed,  in  vulp^ar  parlance,  *  wrong '  or  *  right,' 
YroYea  to  be  neither,  as  the  hastv  hold. 
But,  change  your  side,  shoots  light,  where  dark 

alone 
Was  apprehended  by  the  vulgar  sense)  — 
You  who  nut  sophistry  to  sh«ne,  and  shout 

*  There  ^s  but  a  single  side  to  man  and  thing  ; 
A  side  so  much  more  big  than  thing  or  man 
Possibly  can  be,  that  — oelieve  *t  is  true  ? 
Such  were  too  marvellous  simplicity  I  *  — 
ConfeflB.  those  sophists  whom  yourself  depict, 

( —  Abioe  by  your  own  painting  I)  what  they 

teach. 
They  wish  at  least  their  pni>il  to  believe, 
And,  what  believe,  to  practise  I    Did  you  wish 
Hellas  should  haste,  as  taught,  with  torch  in 

hand. 
And  fire  the  horrid  Speculation-shop  ? 
Straight  the  shop^s  master  rose  and  showed  the 

mob 
What  man  was  your  so  monstrous  Sokrates ; 
Himself  received  amusement,  why  not  they  ? 
Just  as  did  Kleon  first  play  magistrate 
And  bid  you  put  your  Dirth  in  evidence  — 
Since  no  nnbadged  bnffoon  is  licensed  here 
To  shame  nsall  when  foreign  guests  may  mock  — 
Then, — birth  established,  fooling  licensed  yon, — 
He,  duty  done,  resumed  mere  auditor. 
Laughed  with  the  loudest  at  his  Lamiarshape, 
Kukioboroe-roaring,  and  the  camel-rest. 
Nay,  Aristullos,  —  once  your  volley  spent 
On  the  male-Kirk^  and  ner  swinish  crew,  — 
Platom,  —  so  others  call  the  youth  we  love,  — 
Sends  your  performance  to  the  curious  king  — 

*  Do  you  desire  to  know  Athenai's  knack 
At  turning  seriousness  to  pleasantry  ? 
Read  this  I    One  Aristullos  means  myself. 
The  author  is  indeed  a  merry  grig  I ' 
Nay,  it  would  seem  as  if  yourself  were  bent 
On  laying  down  the  law.    Tell  lies  I  must  — 
AforeUioueht  and  of  purpose,  no  mistake  I ' 
When  forth  yourself  step,  tell  us  from  the  stage, 

*  Here  yon  behold  the  King  of  Comedy  — 

Me,  who,  the  first,  have  purged  my  every  piece 
From  each  and  all  my  predecessors'  filth. 
Abjured  those  sat3n^aajuncts  sevm  to  bid 
Tlie  boys  laugh,  satyr-jokes  whereof  not  one 
Least  sample  bnt  would  make  my  hair  turn 

gwty 


Beyond  a  twelvemonth's  ravage  I    I  renonnee 
Mountebank-claptrap,  such  as  firework-fizz 
And  torchiiare,  or  else  nuts  and  barlevooras 
Scattered  among  the  crowd,  to  seramble  for 
And  stop  their  mouths  with  ;  no  such  stuff 

shames  me  I 
Who  —  what 's  more  serioos  —  know  both  when 

to  strike 
And  when  to  stav  mjr  hand :  once  dead,  my  foe, 
Why,  done,  ray  fighting  I    /  attack  a  corpse  ? 
I  spare  the  corpse-like  even  1  pnnish  age  r 
I  pity  from  my  soul  that  sad  effete 
Toothless  old  mumbler  called  Knrtinoe !  onee 
My  rival,  —  now,  alack,  the  dotard  slinks 
Ragged  and  hungry  to  what  hole 's  hia  home ; 
Ay,  slinks  through  byways  where  no  paaseqger 
Flings  him  a  bone  to  pick.    You  formerly 
Adored  the  Muses'  dwrling  :  dotard  now. 
Why,  he  may  starve  !    O  mob  most  mataUe  I ' 
So  you  harangued  in  person ;  while,  —  to  pcuit 
Precisely     out,     these    were     but     lies    yon 

launched,  — 
Prompt,  a  play  followed  primed  with  satyr- 
frisks, 
No  spice  spared  of  the  stomach-turning  stew, 
Full-fraugnt  with    torch-display,  and  barley- 
throw. 
And  Kleon,  dead  enough,  bedaubed  afresh : 
While  daft  Kratinos  —  iiome  to  hole  trudged  he, 
Wrung  dry  his  wit  to  the  last  vinous  ch^egs. 
Decanted    them     to     ^  Bottle,'  —  beat,    nezt 

year, — 
*  Bottle '  and  dregs  —  your  best  of  *'  Cloods ' 

and  dew  I 
Where,  Comic  King,  may  keenest  eye  detect 
Improvement  on  your  predecessors'  woi^ 
Except  in  lying  more  audaciously  ? 

"  Why  —  genius  I    That 's  the  grandeur,  that  '• 

the  gold  — 
That 's  you  —  superlatively  true  to  touch  — 
Gold,  leaf  or  lump  —  gold,  anyhow  the  mass 
Takes  manufacture  and  proves  Pallas'  casque 
Or,  at  your  choice,  simply  a  cask  to  keep 
Corruption  from  decay.    Your  rivals'  hoard 
May  ooze  forth,  lacking  such  preservative  : 
Yours   cannot  —  gold  plays   guardian  far  too 

weUt 
Genius,  I  call  you ;  dross,  yoor  rivals  share  ; 
Ay,  share  and  share  alike,  too  !  sajrs  the  wend, 
However  yon  pretend  supremacy 
In  aught  besicie  that  gold,  your  very  own. 
Satire  ?    *  Kratinos  for  our  satirist ! ' 
The  world  cries.    Elegance  ?    ^  Who  elegant 
As  Eupolis  ?  '  resounds  as  noisily. 
Artistic  fancy  ?    Choroe-creatures  quaint  ? 
Magnes  invented  '  Birds '  and  *  Frogs '  enough, 
Archippos  punned,  Hegemon  parodied. 
To  heart's  content,  before  you  stepped  onstage. 
Moral  invective  ?    Eupolis  exposed 
'  That  prating  beggar,  he  who  stole  the  cup,' 
Before  your  *  Clouds '  rained  grime  on  Sokrates ; 
Nay,  what  beat '  Clouds '  but  *  Konnoe,'  muck 

for  mud  ? 
Courage  ?    How  long  before,  well-masked,  yon 

poured 
Abuse  on  Eukrates  and  Lusikles, 
Did  Telekleidae  and  Hermippos  pelt 
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Thair  Perikles  and  Knmon  ?  stftndiiiff  forth. 
Bareheaded,    not    safe     orouohed     oehind    a 

name,  — 
Philonidee  or  else  Kallistratos, 
Put  forth,  when  danger  threatened,  —  mask  for 

face, 
To  bear  the  bmnt,  —  if  blame  fell,  take  the 

blame,  — 
If  praise  .  .  .  why,  frank  laughed  Aristoph- 


*  They  write  such  rare  stuff  ?    No,  I  promise 


you 


f » 


Rather,  I  see  all  true  improvements,  made 
Or  making,  go  against  you  —  tooth  and  nail 
Contended  with  ;  't  is  still  Momchides, 
*T  is  Eathumenes,  Surakoaios,  nay, 
Argurrhios  and  Kinesias,  —  oommon  sense 
And  pnblio  shame,  these  only  cleanse  your  sty  I 
Coerced,  prohibited,  —  yon  grin  and  bear. 
And,  soon  as  may  be,  hug  to  heart  ugai^ 
The  banished  nastiness  too  dear  to  drop  I 
Krates  could  teach  and  practise  festive  song 
Tet  scorn  scurrility  ;  as  gay  and  good, 
Pherekrates  could  follow.     IFAo  loosed  hold. 
Most  let  faU  rose-wreath,  stoop  to  muck  once 

more? 
Did  your  particular  self  advance  in  aught, 
Task  the  sad  genius  —  steady^  slave  the  while  — 
To  further  —  say,  the  patriotic  aim  ? 
No,  there 's  deterioration  manifest 
Year  by  year,  play  by  play  !  survey  them  all, 
From   that   boy  Vtriumph  when    ^  Achames ' 

dawned. 
To  *'  Thesmophoriazonsai,*  —  this  man's-shame  I 
There,  tndy^,  patriot  zeal  so  prominent 
Allowed  f  nends*  plea  perhaps :  the  baser  stuff 
Was  but  the  nobler  spirit's  vehicle. 
Who  would  imprison,  unvolatilize 
A  violet's  perfume,  blends  with  fatty  oils 
Essence  too  fugitive  in  flower  alone  ; 
So,  calling  imguent  —  violet,  call  the  play  — 
Ofaseenity  impregnated  with  *  Peace '  I 
But  here  's  the  boy  grown  bald,  and  here 's  the 

play 
With  twenty  years*  experience :    where 's  one 

spice 
Of  odor  in  the  hogs'-laid  ?  what  pretends 
To^  aught  except  a  i^ease-pot's  quality  ? 
Friend,  sophist-hatmg  I  know,  — worst  sophistry 
Is  when  man's  own  soul  plays  its  own  sell  false, 
Reasons  a  vice  into  a  virtue,  pleads 

*  I  detail  sin  to  shame  its  author '  —  not 
*'  I  shame  Ariphrades  for  sin's  display  I ' 

*  I  show  Opora  to  commend  Sweet  Home  '  — 
Not '  I  show  Bacchis  for  the  striplings'  sake  I ' 

**  Yet  all  the  same  —  O  genius  and  O  gold  — 
Had  genius  ne'er  diverted  gold  from  use 
Worthy  the  temple,  to  do  copper's  work 
And  coat  a  swine's  trough  —  which  abundantly 
Might  furnish  Phoiboe'  tripod,  Pallas'  throne  I 
Had  you,  I  dream,  discarding  all  the  base. 
The  brutish,  spamed  alone  convention's  watch 
And  ward  against  invading  decency 
Disguised  as  lieenss,  law  in  lawlessness. 
And  so,  re-ordinating  outworn  rule. 
Hade  Comedy  and  Tragedy  combine. 
Prove  some  new  Both-yet-neither,  &11  one  bard. 


Euripides  with  Aristophanes 
Co-operant !  this,  reproducing  Now 
As  that  gave  Then  existence :  Life  to-dav. 
This,  as  that  other  —  life  dead  long  ago  I 
The  mob  decrees  such  feat  no  crown,  perchance. 
But  —  why  oidl  crowning  the  rewara  of  quest? 
Tell  him,  my  other  poet,  —  where  thou  walk'st 
Some  rarer  world  than  e'er  llissos  washed  I 

'*  But  dream  ^oes  idly  in  the  air.    To  earth  I 
Earth's  question  just  amounts  to  -^  which  muy 

oeeds. 
Which  fails  of  two  life-long  antagonists  ? 
Suppose  my  charges  all  mistake !  assume 
Your  end,  despite  ambiguous  means,  the  best  — 
The  only  I  yon  and  he,  a  patriot-pab. 
Have  striven  alike  for  one  result  —  say.  Peace  I 
You  spoke  your  best  straight  to  the  arbiters  — 
Our  people :  have  you  made  them  end  this  war 
By  dint  of  laughter  and  abuse  and  lies 
And  postures  of  Opora  ?    Sadly  —  No  I 
This  war,  despite  your  twenl^-five  years*  work, 
May  vet  endure  until  Athenai  falls. 
And  freedom  falls  with  her.    So  much  for  you  I 
Now.  the  antaeouist  Euripides  — 
Has  ne  succeeded  better  ?    Who  shall  say  ? 
He  spoke  quite  o'er  the  heads  of  Kleon's  crowd 
To  a  dim  future,  and  if  there  he  fail, 
Why,  vott  are  fellows  in  adversity. 
But   uiat's   unlike   the   fate  of   wise  words 

launched 
By  music  on  their  voyage.    Hail,  Depart, 
Arrive,  Glad  Welcome  I    Not  my  single  wish  — 
Yours  also  wafts  the  white  sail  on  its  way, 
Your  nature  too  is  kingly.    All  beside 
I  call  pretension,  — no  true  potentate. 
Whatever  intermediary  be  crowned, 
Zeus  or  Poseidon,  where  <Jie  vulgar  sky 
Lacks  not  Triballos  to  complete  the  group. 
1  recognize  —  behind  such  phantom-crew  — 
Necessity,  Ci^tion,  Poet's  Power, 
Else  never  had  I  dared  approach,  appeal 
To  poetry,  power,  Aristophanes  I 
But  I  trust  truth's  inherent  kingliness. 
Trust  who,  by  reason  of  much  truth,  shall 

reign 
More  or  less  royally  — may  prayer  but  posh 
His  sway  past  limit,  nm^^e  the  false  from  true  I 
Nor,  even  so,  had  boldness  nerved  my  tongue 
But  that  the  other  king  stands  suddenly. 
In  aU  the  grand  investiture  of  death. 
Bowing  your  knee  beside  my  lowly  head  — 
Equals  one  moment  I 

**  Now,  arise  and  go  I 
Both  have  done  homage  to  Euripides  I  " 

Silence  pursued  the  words  :  till  he  broke  out  — 

^*  Scarce  so  I    This  constitutes,  I  may  believe. 
Sufficient  homage  done  by  who  defames 
Your  poet's  foe,  since  you  account  me  such ; 
But  homage-proper,  —  pay  it  by  defence 
Of  him,  direct  defence  and  not  oblique. 
Not  by  mere  mild  admonishment  of  me  I " 

''  Defence  ?    The  best,  the  onlv  I "  I  replied. 
'*  A  story  goes  —  When  Sophokles,  last  year, 
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Cited  before  tribunal  by  his  son 

(A  poet  —  to  oomplete  the  parallel), 

Was  certified  unaound  of  intellect, 

And  claimed  as  only  fit  for  tutela^, 

Since  old  and  doting  and  incompetent 

To  carry  on  this  world *8  -work,  —  the  defence 

Consisted  jnst  in  his  reciting  (calm 

As  the  verse  bore^  which  sete  onr  heart  a-swell 

And  voice  a-heaving  too  tempestnonsly) 

That  choros^hant  *  The  station  of  the  steed, 

Stranger !  thou  comest  to,  —  Kolonos  white  I ' 

Then  ne  looked  round  and  all  revolt  was  dead. 

You  know  the  one  adventure  of  my  life  — 

What  made  Euripides  Balaustion^s  friend. 

When  I  last  saw  nim,  as  he  bade  farewell, 

'  I  san^  another  **  Herakles,"  '  smiled  he ; 

*  It  gained  no  prize :  your  love  be  prize  I  gain  ! 

Take  it  —  the  tablets  also  where  I  traced 

The  story  first  with  stulos  pendent  still  — 

Nay,  the  psalterion  may  complete  the  gift, 

So,  should  vou  croon  the  ode  bewailing  Age, 

Yourself  shall  modulate  —  same   notes,  same 

stnngs  — 
With  Uie  Old  friend  who  loved  Balaustion  once.* 
There  they  lie  !  When  you  broke  our  solitude, 
We  were  about  to  honor  him  once  more 
By  reading  the  consummate  Tri^^dy. 
Night  is  advanced ;  I  have  small  mind  to  sleep ; 
May  I  go  on,  and  read,  —  so  make  defence. 
So  test  true  godship  ?    You  affirm,  not  I, 
—  Beating  the  god,  affords  such  test :  I  hold 
That  when  rash  hands  but  touch  divinity. 
The  chains  drop  off,  the  prison-walls  dispart. 
And  —  fire  —  he  fronts  mad  Pentheus  I  Dare  we 

try?" 

Accordingly  I  read  the  perfect  piece. 


HERAKLES 

Amphitruon.    Zeus'    Couchmate,  —  who    of 
mortals  knows  not  me, 
Argive  Amphitruon  whom  Alkaios  sired 
Of  old,  as  Perseus  him,  I  ■—  Herakles  ? 
My  home,  this  Thebai  where  the  earth-bom 

spike 
Of  Sown -ones  burgeoned:    Ares  saved  from 

these 
A  handful  of  their  seed  that  stocks  to-day 
With    children's    children    Thebai,    Kadmos 

built. 
Of  these  had  Kreon  birth,  Menoikeus'  child, 
King  of  the  country,  —  Kreon  that  became 
The  father  of  this  womaiK  Megara, 
Whom,  when  time  was,  K.admeians  one  and  all 
Pealed  praise  to,  marriage-songs  with  fluted 

help, 
While  to  my  dwelling  that  grand  Herakles 
Bore  her,  nis  bride.    But,  leaving  Thebes  — 

where  I 
Abode  perforce  —  this  Megara  and  those 
Her  kinsmen,  the  desire  poesessed  mv  son 
Rather  to  dwell  in  Argoe,  that  walled  work, 
Kuklopiaa  city,  which  I  fly,  myself. 
Because  I  slew  Elektruon.    Seeking  so 
To  ease  away  my  hardships  and  once  more 
Inhabit  his  own  land,  for  my  return 


Heavy  the  i>rioe  he  pays  Enmstheus  there  — 
The  letting  in  of  light  on  this  choked  world  t 
Either  he  promised,  vanquished  by  the  goad 
Of  Her^,  or  because  fate  willed  it  thus. 
The    other     labors  —  why,   he     toiled    them 

through  ; 
But  for  this  last  one  —  down  by  Tainaroa, 
Its  mouth,  to  Haides'  realm  descended  he 
To  drag  into  the  light  the  three-ehaped  hoond 
Of  Hell:  whence  Herakles  returns  no  more. 
Now,  there  'a  an  old-worid   tale,  ^^A-^^pum 

have. 
How  Dirk^'s  husband  was  a  Lukos  once. 
Holding  the  seven-towered  citjr  here  in  sway 
Before   they   ruled  the   land,  white -steMed 
^       pair* 

The  twins  Amphion,  Zethoe,  bom  to  Zens. 
Thin  Lukos'  son,  —  named  like  his  father  too. 
No  bom  Kadmeian  but  Euboia's  gift,  — 
Comes  and  kills  Kreon,  lords  it  o'er  the  land, 
Falling  upon  onr  town  sedition-sick. 
To  us.  akin  to  Kreon,  just  that  bond 
Becomes  the  worst  of  evils,  seemingly ; 
For,  since  my  son  in  the  earth's  abvsms. 
This  man  of  valor,  Lukos,  lord  ana  king. 
Seeks  now  to  slay  these  sons  of  Herakles, 
And  slay  his  wife  as  well,  —  by  murder  diua 
Thinking  to  stamp  out  murder,  —  slay  too  me, 
(If  me  't  is  fit  you  count  among  men  still,  — 
Useless  old  age,)  and  all  for  fear  lest  these, 
Orown  men  one  day,  exact  due  punishment 
Of  bloodshed  and  tneir  mother's  father's  fate. 
I  therefore,  since  he  leaves  me  in  Uiese  domes. 
The  children's  household  guardian,  —  left,  when 

eartli's 
Dark  dread  he  underwent,  that  son  of  mine,  — 
I,  with  their  mother,  lest  his  boys  should  die, 
Sit  at  this  altar  of  the  savior  Zeus 
Which,  ^lory  of  triumphant  spear,  he  raised 
Conquenng  —  my  nobiy-bora  I  —  the  Minnai. 
Here  do  we  gnara  our  station,  destitute 
Of  all  things,  drink,  food,  raiment,  on  bare 

ground 
Couched  side  by  side :  sealed  out  of  house  and 

home 
Sit  we  in  a  resouroelessness  of  help. 
Our  friends  —  why,  some  are  no  true  friends,  I 

seel 
The  rest,  that  are  true,  want  the  means  to  aid. 
So  operates  in  man  adversity : 
Whereof  may  never  anybody  —  no. 
Though  half  of  him  should  really   Mrish  me 

well,  — 
Happen  to  taste  I  a  friend-test  faultless,  that  I 
Megara.  Old  man,  who  erst  did  raze  the  Tsr 

phiui  town, 
Illustriously ^he  army-leader,  thou. 
Of  speared  Kadmeians  —  how  gods  play  men 

false! 
I^ow,  miflsed  nowise  fortune  in  my  sire, 
Who,  tor  his  wealth,  was  boasted  mighty  once. 
Having  supreme  rule,  —  for  Uie  love  of  whioh 
Leap  the^  long  lances  forth  at  favored  breasts,  — 
And  having:  children  too :  and  me  he  gave 
Thy  son,  his  house  with  that  of  Herakles 
Uniting  by  the  far-famed  marriage-bed. 
And  now  these  things  are  dead  and  flown  away 
While  thou  and  I  await  our  death,  old  man, 
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Theee     Heraklaian    boys    too,    whom  —  my 

diioks  — 
I  save  beneath  mr  wings  like  brooding  bird. 
Bat  one  or  other  tails  to  questioning. 
**'  O  mother/'  eries   he,   *'  where   in   all  the 

world 
Is  father  gone  to  ?    What 's  he  doing  ?  when 
Will  he  oome  baok  ?  "  At  fault  through  tender 

years, 
TheT  seek  their  sire.    For  me,  I  put  them  off, 
Tellmg  them  stories ;  at  each  creak  of  doors. 
All  wonder  '^  Does  he  come  ?  "  —  and  all  a^oot 
Make  for  the  fall  before  the  parent  knee. 
Now  then,  what  hope,  what  method  of  escape 
Facilitatest  thou  ?  —  for,  thee,  old  man, 
I  look  to,  —  since  we  may  not  leave  by  stealth 
The  limiti  of  the  land,  and  guards,  more  strong 
Than  we,  are  at  the  outlets :  nor  in  friends 
Remain  to  us  the  hopes  of  safety  more. 
Therefore,  whatever  thy  decision  be. 
Impart  it  for  the  eooamon  good  of  all  I 
Lest  now  should  prove  the  proper  time  to  die, 
Though,  being  weak,  we  spm  it  out  and  lire. 
Amph.  Daughter,  it  searce  is  easy,  do  one's 

best. 
To  blurt  out  counsel,  things  at  such  a  pass. 
Meg.  You  want  some   sorrow  more,  or  so 

love  life  ? 
Amph.  I  both  enjoy  life,  and  love  hopes  be- 
side. 
Meg.  And  I;  but  hope  against  hope  —  no, 

old  roan ! 
Amph,  In  these  delajrings of  an  ill  lurks  oure. 
Meg.  But  bitter   is  the  meantime,  and    it 

bites. 
A  mph.  Oh,  there  may  be  a  run  before  the  wind 
From  out  these  present  ills,  for  me  and  thee. 
Daughter,  and    yet  may  eome  my  son,    thy 

spouse  I 
But  hush  !  and  from  the  children  take  away 
Their  founts  aflow  with  tears,  and  talk  them 

calm. 
Steal  them  by  stories  —  sad  theft,  all  the  same  I 
For,  human  troubles  —  they  grrow  weary  too ; 
Neither  the   wind-blasts    always    have    their 

strength. 
Nor  happy  men  keep  happy  to  the  end : 
Since  all  things  change  —  their  natures  part  in 

twain; 
And  that  man 's  bravest  therefore,  who  hopes  on, 
Hopes  ever :  to  despair  is  coward-like. 
Chorae.  These  domes  that  overroof , 
This  long-used  couch,  I  come  to,  having  made 
A  staff  my  prop,  that  song  may^  put  to  proof 
The  swan-hke  power,  age-whitened,  —  poet's 

aid 
Of   aobbed-forih    dirges  — words    that   stand 

aloof 
From  action  now :  such  am  I  —  just  a  shade 
With   night  for  all   its  face,  a  mere  night- 
dream — 
And  words  that  tremble  too:   however  they 

■eem, 
Devoted  words,  I  deem. 

O  of  a  father  ye  unfathered  ones, 
O  thou  old  man,  and  thou  wnose   groaning 
stuns— 


Unhappy  mother — only  us  above, 

Nor  reaches  him  below  in  Haides'  realm,  thy 
lovet 

—  (Faint  not  too  soon,  uige  forward  foot  and 
limb 

Way-weary,  nor  lose  coura^  —  as  some  horse 

Yoked  to  the  car  whose  weight  recmls  on  him 

Just  at  the  rock-ridge  that  concludes  his 
course! 

Take  by  the  hand,  the  peplos,  any  one 

Whose  foothold  fails  him,  printless  and  for- 
done I 

Aged,  assist  along  me  aged  too. 

Wno,  —  mate  with  thee  in  toils  when  life  was 
new. 

And  shields  and  spears  first  made  acquaint- 
anceship. — 

Stood  by  thyself  and  proved  no  bastard-elip 

Of  fatherland  when  loftiest  glory  grew.)  — 

See  now,  how  like  the  sire's 

Each  eyeball  fieroely  fires  I 

What  though  ill -fortune  have  not  left  his 
race? 

Neither  is  gone  the  grand  paternal  grace  I 

Hellas  I  O  what  —  what  combatants,  de- 
stroyed 

In  these,  wilt  thou  one  day  seek  —  seek,  and 
find  all  void  I 

Pause  I  for  I  see  the  ruler  of  this  land, 
Lukos,  nowpassinff  through  the  palace-gate. 
Lukos.    Tne     Herakleian    couple  —  father, 

wife  — 
If  needs  I  must,  I  question:    *^must"  for- 
sooth? 
Being  your  master  —  all  I  please,  I  ask. 
To  what  time  do  you  seek  to  spin  out  life  ? 
What  hope,  what  help  see.  so  as  not  to  die  ? 
Is  it  you  trust  the  sire  of  these,  that 's  sunk 
In  Haides,  wiU  return  ?    How  past  the  pitch. 
Suppose  you  have  to  die,  you  pue  the  woe  — 
Thou,   casting,    Hellas   through,   thy    empty 

vaunts 
As  though  Zeus  helped  thee  to  a  god  for  son ; 
And  thou,  that  thou  wast  styled  our  best  man's 

wife! 
Where  was  the  awful  in  his  work  wound  up. 
If  he  did  quell  and  quench  the  marshy  snake 
Or  the  Nemeian  monster  whom  he  snared 
And  —  says,  by  throttlings  of  his  arm,  he  slew  t 
With  these  do  you  outwrestle  me  ?     Such  feats 
Shall  save  from  death  the  sons  of  Herakles 
Who  got  praise,  being  naught,  for  bravery 
In  wLld-beast-battle,  otherwise  a  blank  ? 
No  man  to  throw  on  left  arm  buckler's  weight, 
Not  he,  nor   get  in  spear's  reach !    bow  he 

bore  — 
True  ooward's-weapon :  shoot  first  and  then 

fly  I 
No  bow-and-arrow  proves  a  man  is  brave. 
But  who  keeps  rank,  —  stands,  one  unwinking 

stare 
As,  ploui^iing  up,  the  darts  come, — brave  is 

he. 
My  action  has  no  impudence,  old  man  I 
Providence,  rather :  for  I  own  I  slew 
Kreon,  this  woman's  sire,  and  have  his  seat. 
Nowise  I  wish,  then,  to  leave,  these  grown  up^ 
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Ayeng:ers  on  me,  payment  for  my  deeds. 
Amph,  Aa  to  the  part  of  Zeus  in  his  own 

child, 
Let  ZeuB  defend  that !    As  to  mine,  ^t  is  me 
The  care  concerns  to  show  by  arpiment 
The  folly  of  this  fellow,  —  Herakles, 
Whom  I  stand  up  fori    since  to  hear   thee 

styled  — 
Cowardly  —  that  is  unendurable. 
First  then,  the  infamous  (for  I  account 
Amourist  the  words  denied  to  human  speech. 
Timidity  ascribed  thee,  Herakles !) 
Tliis  I  must  put  from  thee,  with  jfods  in  proof. 
Zeus*  thunder  I  appeal  to,  those  four  steeds 
Whereof  he  also  was  the  charioteer 
W^hen,  having  shut  down  the  earth^s  Giant- 
growth — 
(Never  shaft  flew  but  found  and  fitted  flank)  — 
Triumph  he  sang  in  coniniou  with  the  gods. 
The  Kentaur-race,  four-footed  insolence  — 
Go  ask  at  Pholo^,  vilest  thou  of  kings. 
Whom  they  would  pick  out  and  pronounce  best 

man, 
If  not  my  son,  ^'the  seeming-brave,'*  say'st 

thou  1 
But  Dirphus,  thy  Abantid  mother-town. 
Question    her,  and   she  would  not   praise,  I 

think! 
For  there  *8  no  spot,  where  having  done  some 

good. 
Thy   country   thou   might*st   call  to  witness 

worth. 
Now,  that  allwise  invention,  archer*s-gear. 
Thou  blamest:    hear  my  teaching  and  grow 

sage  1 
A  man  in  armor  is  his  armor's  slave. 
And,  mixed  with  rank  and  file  that  want  to 

run. 
He  dies  because  his  neighbors  have  lost  heart. 
Then,    should   he   break   his   spear,  no  way 

remains 
Of  warding  death  off,  — gone  that  body-guard, 
His  one  ana  only ;  while,  whatever  folk 
Have  the  true  bow-hand,  —  here 's  the  one  main 

good,  — 
Though   he   have   sent   ten    thousand   shafts 

abroad. 
Others  remain  wherewith  the  archer  saves 
His   limbs   and    life,  too,  —  stands  afar   and 

wards 
Away  from  flesh  the  foe  that  vainly  stares 
Hurt  by  the  viewless  arrow,  while  himself 
Offers  no  full  front  to  those  opposite. 
But    keeps   in   thorough   cover:    there's  the 

pointy 
That 's  capital  in  combat  —  damage  foe, 
Fet  keep  a  safe  skin  —  foe  not  out  of  reach 
As  you  are  I    Thus  my  words  contrast  with 

thine. 
And  such,  in  judging  facts,  our  difference. 
These  children,  now,  why  dost  thou  seek  to 

slay? 
What  have  they  done  thee  ?    In  a  single  point 
I  count  thee  wise  —  if,  being  base  thyself. 
Thou  dread'st  the  progeny  of  nobleness. 
Tet  this  bears  hai'd  upon  us,  all  the  same. 
If  we  must  die  —  because  of  fear  in  thee  — 
A  death  H  were  fit  thou  suffer  at  our  hands, 


Thy  betters,  did  Zeus  rightly  judge  us  alL 

If  therefore  thou  art  bent  on  sceptre-sway. 

Thyself,  here — suffer  us  to  leave  the  land, 

Fugitives  I  nothing  do  by  violence, 

Or  violence  thyself  shalt  undeigo 

When  the  gods'  gale  may  chance  to  change  for 

tlieel 
Alas,  O  land  of  Kadmos,  —  for  't  is  thee 
I  mean  to  close  with,  dealing  out  the  due 
Revilement,  —  in  such  sort  oost  Uiou  defend 
Herakles  and  his  children  ?    Herakles 
Who,  coming,  one  to  all  the  world,  against 
The  Minuai,  fought  them  and  left  Thebes  aa 

eye 
Unblinaed  henceforth  to  front  freedom  with  1 
Neither  do  I  ^)raise  Hellas,  nor  shall  brook 
Ever  to  keep  m  silence  that  I  count 
Towards  my  son,  craven  of  cravens — her 
Whom  it  behooved  go  bring  the  young  ones 

here 
Fire,  spears,  arras  —  in  exchange  for  seas  made 

safe,^ 
And  cleaasings  of  the  land,  his  labor's  price. 
But  fire,  spears,  arms, — O   children,  neither 

Thebes 
Nor  Hellas  has  them  for  you  I    'T  is  myself, 
A  feeble  friend,  ye  look  to ;  nothing  now 
But  a  tongue's  murmur,  for  the  strength  is 

gone 
We  had  once,  and  with  age  are  limbs  a-shake 
And  force  a-flicker !    Were  I  only  young. 
Still  with  the  mastery  o'er  bone  ana  thew, 
Gras|>inpr  fiist  spear  that  came,  the  yellow  looks 
Of  this  insulter  would  I  bloody  so  — 
Should  send  him  skipping  o'er  the  Atlantic 

bounds 
Out  of  my  arm's  reach  through  poltroonery  I 
Cho,  Have  not  the  really  good  folk  starting' 

points 
For  speech  to  purpose,  —  though  rare  talkeis 

they? 
Luk.  Say  tJiou  against  us  words  thou  towereet 

with! 
I,  for  thy  words,  will  deal  thee  blows,  their 

due. 
Go,  some  to  Helikon,  to  Pamasoe 
Some,  and  the  defts  tliere  I    Bid  the  woodmen 

fell 
Oak-trunks,  and,  when  the  same  itfe  brought 

inside 
The  city,  pile  the  altar  round  with  logs. 
Then  fire  it,  bum  the  bodies  of  them  all. 
That  they  may  learn  thereby,  no  dead  man 

rules 
The  land  here,  but 't  is  I,  by  acts  like  these  1 
Ah  for  you,  old  sirs,  who  are  set  against 
My  judgments,  you  shall  groan  for  —  not  alone 
The  Herakleian  children,  but  the  fate 
Of  your  own  house  beside,  when  faring  ill 
By  any  chance :  and  you  shall  recollect 
Slaves  are  you  of  a  tyranny  that 's  mine  I 
Cko,  O    progeny   of   earth,  —  whom    Area 

sowed 
When  he  laid  waste  the  drafpon's  greedy  jaw  — 
Will  ye  not  lift  the  staves,  nght-hand  supports, 
And  bloody  this  man's  irreligious  head  ? 
Who,     being     no     Kadmeiao,     rules,  —  ths 

wretch,  — 
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Oar  easy  vonth :  an  interloper  too  1 
Bat  not  of  nae,  at  least,  shalt  thou  enjoj 
Thy  lordship  ever ;  nor  my  labor^s  frait  — 
Hand  worked  bo  hard  for — h»vel    A  eurae 

with  thee. 
Whence  thou  didst  oome,  there  go  and  tyran- 
nize! 
For  never  while  I  live  shalt  thon  deatroy 
The  Hexakleian  children :  not  so  deep 
Hides   he   below  gronnd,  leaving   thee  their 

lord  I 
Bnt  we  bear  both  of  you  in  mind,  —  that  thou, 
The  land's  destroyer,  dost  possess  the  land, 
While  he  who  saved  it,  loses  every  right. 
Jplav  the  busybody — for  I  serve 
My  dead  friends  when  they  need  friends*  ser- 
vice most  ? 
O  right-hand,  how  thon   yeamest   to  snatch 


And  serve  indeed  I  in  weakness  dies  the  wish. 
Or  I  had  stayed  thee  calling  me  a  slave. 
And  nobly  drawn  my  breath  at  home  in  Thebes 
Where  thon  exnltest !  —  dty  that 's  insane. 
Sick  through  sedition  and  bad  government, 
£388  never  nad  she  gained  for  master  —  thee  I 
Meg,    Old   frien<u,  I   praise   you:  since   a 

righteous  wrath 
For  friend's  sake  well  becomes  a  friend,  fiut  no! 
On  our  aoeount  in  anger  with  your  lord, 
Suffer  no  injury !    Hear  my  advice, 
Amphitruon,  if  I  seem  to  speak  aright. 
Oh,  yes,  I  love  nw  children !  how  not  love 
What  I  brought  forth,  what  toiled  for  P  and  to 

die  — 
Sad  I  esteem  too ;  still,  the  fated  wur 
Who  stiffens  him  against,  that  man  I  count 
Poor  creature  ;  us,  who  are  of  other  mood. 
Since  we  must  die,  behooves  us  meet  our  death 
Not  burnt  to  cinders,  giving  foes  the  laugh  — 
To  me,  worse  ill  than  dying,  that !  we  owe 
Our  houses  many  a  brave  deed,  now  to  pay. 
Thee,  indeed,  gloriously  men  estimate 
For  8pear>work,  so  that  unendurable 
Were  it  that  thou  shouldst  die  a   death   of 

shame. 
And  for  my  glorious  husband,  where  wants  he 
A  witness  that  he  would  not  save  Ins  boys 
If  tondied  in  their  good  fame  tiiereby?  since 

birth 
Bears  ill  with   baseness  done  for  children's 

sake, 
My  husband  needs  must  be  my  pattern  here. 
See  now  thy  hope  —  how  much  I  count  thereon ! 
Thon  thinkest  that  thy  son  will  come  to  Ucrht : 
And,  of   the  dead,  who  came   from   Haides 

back? 
But  we  with  talk  this  man  might  mollify : 
Never  I    Of  all  foes,  fly  the  foolish  one  I 
Wise,  well-bred  people,  make  concession  to ! 
Sooner  you  meet  respect  by  speaking  soft. 
Already  it  was  in  my  mind  —  perchance 
We  might  beg  off  these  children's  bamshment ; 
But  eren  that  is  sad,  involving  them 
In  safety,  ay  —  and  piteous  poverty  I 
Knee  the  host's  visaffe  for  the  flying  friend 
Has,  only  c«e  day.  the  sweet  look,  t  is  said. 
Dare  with  us  des^,  which  waits  thee,  dared  or 

nol 


We  call  on  thine  ancestral  worth,  old  man  1 
For  who  out^labors  what  the  gods  appoint 
Shows  energy,  but  energy  gone  mad. 
Since  what  must  — none  e'er  makes  what  must 
not  be! 
Cho,  Had  any  one,  while  yet  my  anna  were 

strongi 
Been  scorning  thee,  he  easily  had  ceased. 
But  we  are  naught,  now  ;  thine  henceforth  to 

see  — 
Amphitruon,  how  to  push  aside  these  fates  I 
Amph,  Nor  cowardice  nor  a  desire  of  life 
Stops  me  from  dying :  but  I  seek  to  save 
My  son  his  children.    Vain  I    I  set  my  heart, 
It  seems,  upon  impossibility. 
See,  it  is  ready  for  the  sword,  this  throat 
To  pierce,  divide,  dash  down  from  precipice  1 
But  one  grace  grant  us,  king,  we  supplicate ! 
Slay  me  and  this  unhappy  one  before 
The    children,   lest   we  see   them  —  impious 

sight!- 
Gasping  the  soul  forth,  calling  all  the  while 
On  mother  and  on  father's  father !    Else, 
Do  as  thy  heart  inclines  thee  !    No  resouroe 
Have  we  from  death,  and  we  resign  ourselves. 
Meg.   And  I  too  supplicate:  add  grace  to 

ffrace 
And,  though  but  one  man,  doubly  serve  us 

both! 
Let  me  bestow  adornment  of  the  dead 
Upon  these  children  I    Throw  the  palace  wide  ! 
For  now  we  are  shut  out.    Thence  these  shall 

share 
At  least  so  much  of  wealth  was  once  their 

sire's! 
Luk.  These  things  shall  be.    Withdraw  the 

bolts,  I  bid 
My  servuits  !    Enter  and  adorn  yourselTes ! 
I  erudge  no  pepioi  ;  but  when  these  ye  wind 
About  your  bodies,  —  that  adornment  done,  — 
Then  I  shall  come  and  give  you  to  the  grave. 
Meg.  O  children,  follow  this  unhappy  foot, 
Tour  mother's,  into  your  ancestral  home. 
Where  others  have  the  power,  are   lords  in 

truth. 
Although  the  emply  name  is  left  us  yet ! 
Amph.  O  Zens,  in  vain  I  had  thee  marriage* 

mate. 
In  vain  I  called  thee  father  of  my  child ! 
Thou  wast  leds  friendly  far  than  thou  didst 

seem. 
I,  the  mere  man,  o'ermatch  in  virtue  thee 
The  mighty  ^[od :  for  I  have  not  betrayed 
The  Herakleian  children,  —  whereas  thou 
Hadst  wit  enough  to  come  clandestinely 
Into  the  chamber,  take  what  no  man  gave. 
Another's  place ;  and  when  it  comes  to  help 
Thy  loved  ones,  there  thou  laekest  wit  indeed  I 
Thou  art  some  stupid  god  or  bom  unjust. 

Cho.  Even  a  dirge,  can  Phoibos  suit 
In  song  to  music  jubilant 
For  all  its  sorrow  :  making  shoot 
His  golden  plectron  o'er  the  lute, 
Mdmlious  ministrant. 
And  I,  too,  am  of  mind  to  raise. 
Despite  the  imminence  of  doom, 
A  song  of  joT,  outpour  my  praise 
To  him — what  is  it  rumor  says  ?  — 
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Whether  —  now  buried  in  the  gfhostly  ^loom 
Below  ground  —  he  was  child  of  Zeus  indeed, 
Or  mere  Amphitruon's  mortal  seed  — 
To  him  I  weave  the  wreath  of  song,  his  labor's 

meed. 
For,  is  my  hero  perished  in  the  feat  ? 
The  virtues  of  brave  toils,  in  death  oomplete. 
These  save  the  dead  in  song,  —  their  glory- 
garland  meet ! 

First,  then,  he  made  the  wood 

Of  ZeiMB  a  solitude, 

flaying  its  lion-tenant ;  and  he  spread 

The  tawniness  behind  —  his  yellow  head 

Enmuflled  by  the  brute's,  backed  by  that  grin 

of  dread. 
The  mountain-roving  savage  Kentaur-raoe 
He  strewed  with  deadly  bow  about  their  place, 
flaying  with  wingj^  shafts :  Peneioe  knew, 
Beauteously-eddying.  and  the  long  tracts  too 
Of  pastura  trampled  iruitless,  and  as  well 
Those  desolated  haunts  Mount  Pelion  under, 
And,  grassy  up  to  HomoU,  each  deU 
Whence,  having  filled  their  hands  with  pine- 
tree  plunder, 
Horse-like  was  wont  to  prance  from,  and  sub- 
due 
The  land  of  Thessaly,  that  bestial  crew. 
The  golden-headed  spot-back'd  stag  he  slew. 
That  robber  of  the  rustics :  ^lorifiM 
Therewith  the  goddess  who  in  hunter's  pride 
Slaughters  the  game  along  Oino4's  side. 
And,  yoked  abreast,  he  brought  the  chariot* 

oreed 
To  pace  submissive  to  the  bit}  each  steed 
That  in  the  bloody  cribs  of  Diomede 
Champed  and,  unbridled,  hurried  down  that 

gore 
For  grain,  exultant  the  dread  feast  before  — 
Of  man's  flesh :  hideous  feeders  they  of  yore  I 
All  as  he  crossed  the  Hebros'  silver-flow 
Accomplished  he  such  labor,  toiling  so 
For  Mukenaaan  tyrant ;  ay,  and  more  — 
He  crossed  the  Melian  shore 
And,  by  the  sources  of  Amauros,  shot 
To  death  that  strang^rs'-pest 
Kuknos,  who  dwelt  in  Amphanaia :  not 
Of  fame  for  good  to  guest  I 

And  next,  to  the  melodious  maids  he  came. 
Inside  the  Hesperian  court-yard  :  hand  must 

aim 
At  plucking  gold  fruit  from  the  appled  leaves. 
Now  he  had  killed  the  dragon,  backed  like 

flame. 
Who  guards  the  unapproachable  he  weaves 
Himself  all  round,  one  spire  about  the  same. 
And  into  those  sea-troughs  of  ocean  dived 
The  hero,  and  for  mortals  oakn  contrived. 
Whatever  oars  should  follow  in  his  wake. 
And  under  heaven's  mid-«eat  his  hands  thrust 

he. 
At  home  with  Atlas :  and,  for  valor's  sake. 
Held  the  gods  up  their  star-faced  mansionry. 
Also,  the  rider-host  of  Amazons 
About  Maiotis  many-streamed,  he  went 
To  conquer  through  the  billowy  Emdn  once, 
Having  collected  what  an  armament 


Of  friends  from  HeUas,  all  on  oonanest  bent 
Of   that  gold-garnished  cloak,  dread    sirdle- 

chasel 
So  Hellas  gained  the  girl's  barbarian  graoe 
And  at  Mukenai  saves  the  trophy  stiii  — 
Go  wonder  there,  who  will ! 

And  the  ten-thousaud-headed  hound 

Of  many  a  murder,  the  Lemaian  snake 

He  burned  out,  head  by  head,  and  cast  aronnd 

His   darts  a  poison   thence,  —  darts   soon    to 

slake 
Their  rage  in  that  three-bodied  herdsman's  gtm 
Of  Erutheia.    Many  a  running  more 
He  made  for  triumph  and  felicity, 
And,  last  of  toils,  to  Haides,  never  dry 
Of  tears,  he  sailed  :  and  there  he,  luckless,  ends 
His  life  completely,  nor  returns  again. 
The  house  uid  home  are  desolate  of  friends. 
And  where  the  children's  life-path  leads  thieoi, 

plain 
I  see.  —  no  step  retraceable,  no  god 
Availing,  and  no  law  to  help  the  lost  I 
The  oar  of  Charon  marks  their  period. 
Waits  to  end  alL    Thy  hands,  these  roofs  ae- 

cost!  — 
To  thee,  though  absent,  look  their  uttermost  t 

But  if  in  vonth  and  strength  I  flourished  still. 
Still  shook  the  spear  in  ^ht,  did  power  mateh 

will 
In  these  Kadmeiaa  co-mates  of  my  age. 
They  would,  —  and  I,  —  when  warfare  was  to 

wage. 
Stand  b  V  these  children ;  but  I  am  bereft 
Of  youth  now,  lone  of  that  good  genius  left  I 

But  hist,  desist !  for  here  come  these,  — 
Draped  as  the  dead  go,  under  and  over,  — 
Children  long  since  —  now  hard  to  diaoover  — 
Of  the  once  so  potent  Herakles  I 
And  the  loved  wife  dragging,  in  one  tether 
About  her  feet,  the  boys  together ; 
And  the  hero's  aged  sire  comes  last  I 
Unhappy  that  I  am !    Of  tears  whidi  rise,  — 
How  am  I  all  unable  to  hold  fast, 
Lonprer,  the  aged  fountains  of  these  eyes ! 
Meg,  Be  it  so  I    Who  is  priest,  who  butcher 
here 
Of  these  ill-fated  ones,  or  stone  the  breath 
Of  me,  the  miserable  ?    Reaay,  see. 
The  sacrifice  —  to  lead  where  Haides  lives  I 
O  children,  we  are  led  —  no  lovely  team 
Of  corpses  —age,  youth,  motherhood,  all  mixed  I 

0  sad  fate  of  myself  and  these  my  sons 
Whom  with  these  eyes  I  look  at,  this  last  time  I 
I,  indeed,  bore  you :  but  for  enemies 

1  brought  yon  up  to  be  a  laughing-stock. 
Matter  for  merriment,  destruction-stuff  1 
Woe 's  me ! 

Strangely  indeed  my  hopes  have  struck  me  down 
From  what  I  used  to  hope  about  you  once  — 
The  expectation  from  your  father's  talk  I 
For  thee,  now.  thy  dead  sire  dealt  Aigos  to : 
Thou  wast  to  nave  Eurustheus'  house  one  day, 
And  rule  Pelaagia  where  the  fine  fruits  grow ; 
And,  for  a  stole  of  state,  he  wn^ped  al^ut 
Thy  head  witli  that  the  lion-monster  bore, 
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That  whioh  himiwlf  went  wearinir  aniior*wise. 
And  thou  wast  King  of  Thebes  —  snch  ohariots 

there  1 
Those  pUins  I  had  for  portion  —  all  for  thee, 
Ab  thou  hadst  ooaaced  them  ont  of  who  gave 

Urth 
To  thee,  his  boy :  and  into  thy  right  hand 
He  thmst  the  goardian-olnb  en  D^dalos,  — 
Poor  guardian  proves  the  gift  that  plays  thee 

falael 
And  upon  thee  he  |>romised  to  bestow 
Oiehalia  —  what,  with  those  far^hooting  shaftB, 
He  ravaged  onoe  ^  and  so,  since  three  yon  were, 
With  threefold  kingdoms  did  he  build  you  up 
To  very  towers,  your  father,  —  proud  enough, 
Prognostieating,  from  your  manliness 
In  boyhood,  what  the  manhood's  self  would  be. 
For  my  part,  I  was  piokiiur  out  for  you 
Brides,  suiting  eaoh  with  his  aUianee  —  this 
From   Athens,  this  from  Sparta,   this  from 

Thebes— 
Whence,  suited  —  as  stem-cables  steady  ship  — 
Ton  might  have  hold  on  life  gods  blees.    All 

gone! 
Fortune  turns  round  and  gives  us  —  you,  the 

Fates 
Instead  of  brides  —  me,  tears  for  nuptial  baths. 
Unhappy  in  my  hoping  1    And  the  sire 
Of  yowt  sire  —  he  prepares  the  marriage-feast 
Bentdng  Haides  who  nlajrs  father  now  — 
Bitter  relationship  1    Oh  me  I  whioh  first  — 
Which  last  of  you  shall  I  to  bosom  fold  ? 
To  whom  shall  I  fit  dose,  his  mouth  to  mine  ? 
Of  whom  shall  I  lay  hold  and  ne'er  let  go  ? 
How  would  I  gather,  like  the  brown-winged  bee. 
The  groans  from  all,  and,  gathered  into  one. 
Give  them  yon  back  again,  a  crowded  tear  I 
Dearest,  if  any  voice  be  heard  of  men 
Dungeoned  in  Haides,  thee  —  to  thee  I  speak ! 
Here  is  thy  father  dying,  and  thy  boys  I 
And  I  too  perish,  famed  as  fortunate  ^ 
By  mortals  once,  through  thee  !    Assist  them  I 

Gome! 
Bnt  come !  though  just  a  shade,  appear  to  me ! 
For,  coming,  thy  ghost-grandeur  would  suffice. 
Such  oowaras  are  they  in  thv  presence,  these 
Who  kill  thy  children  now  thy  back  is  turned ! 
Amph,  Ay,  daughter,  bid  the  powers  below 

assist! 
Bnt  I  will  rather,  raising  hand  to  heaven. 
Call  thee  to  help,  O  Zeus,  if  thy  intent 
Be,  to  these  ohudran,  helpful  anyway, 
Since  aoon  thou  wilt  be  valueless  enough ! 
And  yet  thou  hast  been  called  and  called ;  in 

vam 
I  labor :  for  we  needs  must  die,  it  seems. 
Well,  aered  brothers  —  life 's  a  little  thing  I 
Such  as  it  is,  then,  pass  life  pleasantly 
From  day  to  night,  nor  onoe  grieve  ail  the  while ! 
Since  Time  concerns  him  not  about  our  hopes, — 
To  save  them, —  but  his  own  work  done,  flies  off. 
Witneis  myself,  looked  up  to  among  men. 
Doing  noteworthy  deeds :  when  here  comes  fate 
Lifts  me  awajr,  like  feather  skyward  borne. 
In  one  day !    Riches  then  and  gloiv,  —  whom 
These   are   found   constant   to,  I   know  not. 

Friends, 
Farewell !  the  man  who  loved  yon  all  so  much. 


Now,  this  last  time,  my  mates,  ye  look  upon  1 

Meo.UBl 
O  father,  do  I  see  my  dearest?    Speak! 
Amph,  No  more  than  thou  canst,  daughter  -^ 

dumb  like  thee  I 
Meg,  Is  this  he  whom  we  heard  was  under 

ground? 
Amph.  Unless  at  least  some  dream  in  day  we 

seel 
Meg.  What  do  I  say  ?  what  dreams  insanely 
view? 
This  is  no  other  than  thy  son,  old  sire  I 
Here,  children  1  hang  to  these  paternal  robes, 
Quick,  haste,  hold  hard  on  him,  since  here  *s 

vour  true 
Zeus  that  can  save  —  and  every  whit  as  well ! 
Heraldet.  Oh,  hail,  my  palace,  my  hearth*s 
propula,  — 
How  nad  I  see  thee  as  I  oome  to  light  I 
Ha.  what  means  this  ?    My  childron  I  behold 
Bezore  the  house  in  garments  of  the  grave, 
Glu4>leted,  and,  amid  a  crowd  of  men. 
My  very  wife  —  my  father  weeping  too. 
Whatever  the  misfortune !    Comcj  best  take 
My  station  nearer  these  and  learn  it  all ! 
Wife,  what  new  sorrow  has  approached  om 
home? 
Meg,  O  dearest  I  light  flashed  on  thy  father 
now ! 
Art  thou  come  ?  art  thou  saved  and  dost  thou 

faU 
On  friends  in  their  supreme  eztromity  ? 
Her.  How  say'st  thou  ?    Father  1  what 's  the 

trouble  here  ? 
Meg,  Undone  are  we  I  ^  but  thou,  old  man, 
forgive 
If  first  I  snatch  what  thou  shonldst  say  to  him  I 
For  somehow  womanhood  wakes  pity  mon. 
Here  are  my  children  killed  and  I  undone ! 
Her,  Apollon,  with  what  preludes  speech  be- 
gins! 
Meg,  Dead  are  my  brothers  and  old  father  too. 
Her.  How  sav^st  thou  ?  —  doing  what  ? — by 

spearHBtroke  whence  ? 
Meg,  Lukoe  destroyed  them — the  land^s  noble 

king! 
Her,  Met   them  in  arms?   or   through  the 

land^s  disease  ? 
Meg,  Sedition :   and   he   sways  seven-gated 

Thebes. 
Her,  Whv  then  came  fear  on  the  old  man 

and  tnee? 
Meg,  He  meant  to  kill  thy  father,  me,  our 

boys. 
Her,  How  say^st  thou  ?    Fearing  what  from 

orphaniwe? 
M^,  Lest  tbey  should  some  day  pay  back 

Kreon^B  death. 
Her.  And  why  trick  out  the  boys  corpse- 
fashion  thus  ? 
Meg,  These  wraps  of  death  we  have  already 

donned. 
Her,  And  you  had  died  through  violence? 

Woe 's  me  I 
Meg,  Left  baro  of  friends:   and  thou  wast 

dead,  we  heard. 
Her.  And  whence  came  on  you  this  faint- 
heartedness? 
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Meg,  The  heralds  of  Eumatheiu  brooght  the 

news. 
Her.  And  why  was  it  you  left  my  house  and 

hearth? 
Meg.  Forced  thence :  thy  father  —  from  his 

very  couch  I 
Her.  Aiid   no   shame    at  insulting  the   old 

man? 
Meg.  Shame,  truly !  no  near  neighbors  he  and 

Shame! 
Her.  And  so  much,  in  my  absence,  lacked 

I  friends  ? 
Meg.  Friends,  — ore  there  any  to  a  luckless 

man? 
Her.  The  Minuai-war  I  waged,  —  they  spat 

forth  these  ? 
Meg.  Friendless  —  again  I  tell  thee —  is  iU- 

luck. 
Her.  Will  not  yon  cast  these  hell*?¥raps  from 
your  hair 
And  look  on  light  again,  and  with  your  eyes 
Taste  the  sweet  change  from  nether  dark  to 

day? 
While    I  —  for   now   there   needs   my   handi* 

work  — 
First  I  shall  go,  demolish  the  abodes 
Of  these  new  lordships ;  next  hew  ofiE  the  head 
AoouTst  and  toss  it  for  the  dogs  to  trail. 
Then,  such  of  the  Kadmeians  as  I  find 
Were   oraren   though  they   owed   me   grati- 
tude, — 
Some  I  intend  to  handle  with  this  dub 
Renowned    for   oonquest;    and   with  winged 

shafts 
Scatter  the  others,  fill  Ismenos  full 
With  bloody  corpses,  —  Dirk^'s  flow  so  white 
Shall  be  inoaniaained.    For,  whom,  I  prajr, 
Behoores  me  rather  help  than  wife  ana  cmld 
And  aged  father  ?    Farewell,  ^*  Labors  "  mine  I 
Vainly  I  wroue^t  them:    my  true  work  lay 

here  I 
My  business  is  to  die  defending  these,  — 
If  for  their  father^s  sake  they  meant  to  die. 
Or  how  shall  we  call  brave  the  battling  it 
With  snake  and  lion,  as  Eumsthens  bade, 
If  yet  I  most  not  labor  death  away 
From  my  own  children?    ''Conquering  Her- 

akles  " 
Folk  will  not  oaU  me  as  they  used,  I  think  1 
The  right  thing  is  for  parents  to  assist 
Children,  old  age,  the  partner  of  the  couch. 
Amph.  True,  son  I  tny  duty  is  —  be  friend  to 
friends 
And  foe  to  foes:    yet — no  more  haste  than 
needs  I 
Her.  Whv,  father,  what  is  oyer*hasty  here  ? 
Amph.  Many  a  pauper  ~  seeming  to  be  rich. 
As  the  word  goes  —  the  king  calls  partisan. 
Such  made  a  riot,  ruined  Thebes  to  rob 
Their  neighbor:    for,  what  good  they  had  at 

home 
Was  spent  and  gone, — flew  off  through  idle- 
ness. 
You  came  to  trouble  Thebes,  they  saw:  unce 

seen. 
Beware  lest,  raising  foes,  a  multitude. 
You  stumble  where  you  apprehend  no  harm. 
Her.  If  all  Thebes  saw  me,  not  a  whit  care  I. 


But  seeing  as  I  did  a  certain  bird 
Not  in  the  lucky  seats,  I  knew  some  woe 
Was  fallen  upon  the  house  :  so,  purposely. 
By  stealth  I  made  my  way  into  the  land. 
Amph,  And  now,  advancing,  hail  the  heartli 
with  praise 
And  give  the  ancestral  home  thine  eye  to  see  J 
For  he  himself  will  come,  thy  wife  and  sons 
The  dr^g-f orth  —  slaughter  —  slay  me  too,  -^ 

this  king!  ^ 
But,  here  remaining,  all  succeeds  with  thee — 
Oain  lost  by  no  false  step.     So,  this  thy  town 
Disturb  not,  son,  ere  thou  right  matters  here ! 
Htr.  Thus  will  I  do,  for  thou  say'st  well; 
my  home 
Let  me  first  enter !    Since  at  the  due  time 
Returning  from  the  unsunned  depths  where 

dwells 
Haides*  wife  Kor^,  let  me  not  affront 
Those  gods  beneath  m  roof,  I  first  should  haU  I 
Amph.  For  didst  tnou  really  yisit  Haides, 

son? 
Her,  Ay  — dragged  to  light,  too,  his  three- 
headed  beast. 
Am^,  By  fight  didst  conquer — or  throogh 

^or^'s  gift  ? 
Her.  Fight:  well  for  me,  I  saw  the  Orgies 

first! 
Amph,  And  is  he  in  Eumstheus'  house,  the 

brute? 
Her.  Chthonia's  Rioye,  Hermion^s  eity,  holds 

him  now. 
Amph,  Does  not  Eorostheus  know  thee  beek 

on  earth? 
Her,  No :  I  would  come  first  and  see  mab 

ters  here. 
A  mph.  But  how  wast  thou  below  gvoond  sodi 

a  time? 
Her,  I  stc»pped,  from  Haides,  bringing  IW 

sens  up. 
Amph,  And  where  is  he? — bomd  o^vt  the 

plain  for  home  ? 
Her,  Gone  glad  to  Athens — Haides'  fngi- 
tivel 
But,  up,  bcnrs !  follow  father  into  house  I 
There  ^s  a  tar  better  going-in  for  yon 
Truly,  than  going-out  was  !    Nay,  take  heart, 
And  let  the  eyes  no  longer  run  and  run  I 
And  thou,  O  wife,  my  own,  collect  thy  soul 
Nor  tremble   now  I     LeaTS   grasping,  all  of 

you. 
My  garments !     I  *m  not  winged,  nor  fly  from 

friends  I 
Ah,— 

No  letting  go  for  these,  who  all  the  nMwe 
Hang  to  my  garments !    Did  jrou  foot  indeed 
The    raxorV   edge?      Why,  then   PU   oar 

them  — 
Take  with  my  hands  these  small  craft  up,  and 

tow 
Just  as  a  ship  would.     There  I  don't  fear  I 

shirk 
My  children's  service  I  this  way,  men  are  men. 
No  difference  I  best  and  worst,  they  love  their 

boys 
After  one  fashion :  wealth  they  differ  in  — 
Some  have  it,  others  not ;  but  each  and  all 
Combine  to  f  onn  the  ohildrei 
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Cho,  Yoath  k  a  plesMiit  burden  to  me ; 
Bnt  age  on  my  headj  more  heaTily 
Than  the  crags  of  Aitna,  wei^he  said  weig'hs, 
And  darkening  cloaks  the  hda  and  interoepts 

the  rays. 
NeTer  be  mine  the  preference 
Of  an  Asian  empire's  wealth,  nor  yet 
Of  a  house  all  grold,  to  youth,  to  vouth 
That  *8  beauty,  whatever  the  gods  dispense ! 
Whether  in  wealth  we  joy,  or  fret 
Paupers,  —  of  all  Qod's  gifts  most  beantiful,  in 

truth! 

Bnt  miserable  murderous  age  I  hate  I 
Let  it  go  to  wreck,  the  waves  adown, 
Nor  ever  by  rights  pla^e  tower  or  town 
Where  mortals  bide,  but  still  elate 
With  wings,  on  ether,  precipitate, 
Wander  them  round  —  nor  wait  I 

Bnt  if  the  gods,  to  man's  degree. 

Had  wit  and  wisdom,  they  would  bring 

Mankind  a  twofold  youth,  to  be 

Their  virtue's  sign-mark,  all  should  see. 

In  those  wiUi  whom  life's   winter  thus  grew 

spring. 
For  when  tney  died,  into  the  snn  once  more 
Wonld  they  have  traversed  twioe  life's  race- 
course o'er ; 
While  ignobility  had  simply  mn 
Existence  through,  nor  second  life  begun. 
And  so  might  we  discern  both  bad  and  good 
As  surely  as  the  starry  multitude 
Is  mambered  by  the  sailors,  one  and  one. 
But  now  the  gods  by  no  apparent  line 
Limit  the  worthy  and  the  base  define  ; 
Only,  a  certain  period  rounds,  and  so 
Brings  man  more  wealth,  —  but  youthful  vigor, 
nol 

Well  t  I  am  not  to  panse 

Mingling  together  —  wine  and  wine  in  cup  — 

The  Graces  with  the  Muses  up  — 

Most  dulcet  marriage :  loosed  irom  music's  laws. 

No  life  for  me  I 

But  where  the  wreaths  abound,  there  ever  may 

Ibel 
And  still,  an  aged  bard,  I  shout  Mnemosnn^  — 
Still  chant  of  Herakles  the  triumph-chant. 
Companioned  by  the  seven-stringed   tortoise- 
shell 
And  Libuan  flute,  and  Bromios'  self  as  well, 
God  of  the  grape,  with  man  participant! 
Not  yet  'iirill  we  arrest  their  glad  advance  — 
The  Muses  who  so  long  have  led  me  forth  to 

dance! 
A  paian  —  hymn  the  Delian  girls  indeed. 
Weaving  a  beauteous  measure  in  and  out 
His  temple-gates,  Latona's  goodly  seed  ; 
And  paians  —  I  too.  these  thy  domes  about, 
From  these  gray  cneeks,  my  king,  will  swan- 
like shout  — 
Old  songster !    Ay,  in  song  it  starts  off  brave  — 
^'  Zeus'  son  is  he  f"  and  ^et,  such  grace  of  birth 
Surpassing  far,  to  man  his  labors  gave 
Existence,  one  calm  flow  without  a  wave. 
Having  destroyed  the  beasts,  the  terrors  of  the 
earth. 


Luk,  From  oat  the  house  Ampfaitmon  comes 
—  in  time ! 
For  'tis  a  long  while  now  since  ye  bedecked 
Your  bodies  with  the  dead-folks'  finerv. 
But  Quick !  the  boys  and  wife  of  Uerakles  — 
Bid  tnem  appear  outside  this  house,  keep  pact 
To  die,  and  need  no  bidding  bnt  vonr  own  1 
Amph.  King  I   you  press  hara  on  me  sore- 
pressed  enough. 
And  ^ve  me  scorn  —  beside  my  dead  ones  here. 
Meet  in  such  matters  were  it,  though  you  reign. 
To  temper  zeal  with  moderation.    ISince 
You  do  impose  on  us  the  need  to  die  — 
Needs  must  we  love  our  lot,  obey  your  wiU. 
Luk.  Where 's    Megara,  then  r    Alkmen4'a 

grandsons,  where  ? 
Amph.  She,   I  think, — as  one  figures  from 

outside,  — 
Luk,  Well,  this  same  thinking,  —  what  af- 
fords its  ground  ? 
Amph.  —Sits  suppliant  on  the  holy  altar* 

steps,— 
Luk,  Idly  indeed  a  suppliant  to  save  life  ! 
Amph,  —  And  calls  on   her  dead  husband, 

vainly  too  I 
Luk.  For  he 's  not  come,  nor  ever  wiU  arrive. 
Amph,  Never — at  least,  if  no  god  raise  him 

up. 
Luk.  Go  to  her,  and  conduct  her  from  the 

house  1 
Amph.  I  should  partake  the  murder,  doing 

that. 
Luk,  We,  —  since  thou  hast  a  scruple  in  the 
case, — 
Outside  of  fears,  we  shall  march  forth  these 

lads. 
Mother  and  alL    Here,  f oUow  me,  my  folk  — 
And  gladly  so  remove  what  stops  our  toils ! 
Amph.  Thou  —  go  then!    March  where  needs 
must  I    What  remains  — 
Periiaps  concerns  another.    Doing  ill, 
Expect  some  ill  be  done  thee  1 

Ha,  old  &iends  I 
On  he  strides  beautif  ullv  I  in  the  toils 
O'  the  net,  where  swords  spring  forth,  will  lie 

be  fast  — 
Minded  to  kill  his  neighbors  —  the  arch-knave ! 
I  go,  too  —  I  must  see  the  falling  corpse  ! 
For  he  has  sweets  to  give  —  a  dying  man. 
Your  foe,  that  pays  the  price  of  deeds  he  did. 
Cho.  Troubles  are  over  !    He  the  great  king 
once, 
Turns  the  point,  tends  for  Haides,  goal  of  life  I 
O  justice,  and  the  gods'  back-flowing  fate ! 
Amph,  Thou   art  come,  late  indeed,  where 
death  pays  crime  — 
These  insults  heaped  on  better  than  thyself ! 
Cho.  Joy  gives  this  outburst  to  my  tears  I 
Again 
Come  round  those  deeds,  his  doing,  which  of 

old 
He  never  dreamed  himself  was  to  endure  — 
King  of  the  country !    Bnt  enough,  old  man ! 
Indoors,  now,  let  us  see  how  raatteis  stand  — 
If  somebody  be  faring  as  I  wish  I 
Luk,  Ah  me  —  me  ! 

Cho.  This^  strikes  the    keynote  —  music    to 
my  mind, 


668 


ARISTOPHANES'  APOLOGY 


Merry  i^  the  hoaBehold  I    Death  takes  up  the 

tune  I 
The  king  gives  yoice,  groans  murder's  prelude 

well! 
Luk.  O  all  the  land  of  Kadmosl   slain  by 

guile  1 
C/to.  Ay,  for  who  slew  first?  Paying  back  thy 

due, 
Resign   thee!    make,    for  deeds   done,   mere 

amends  ! 
Who  was  it  grazed  the  gods  through  lawless- 
ness — 
Mortal  himself,  threw  up  his  fools'-<M)nceit 
Against  the  blessed  heavenljr  ones  —  as  though 
Gods  had  no  power  ?  Old  friends,  the  impious 

man 
Exists  not  any  more !    The  house  is  mute. 
Turn  we  to  song  and  dance  !     For,  those  I  love, 
Those  I  wish  well  to,  well  fare  they,  to  wish ! 

Dances,  dances  and  banqueting 

To  Thebes,  the  sa<a«d  city  through, 

Are  a  care  !  for,  change  and  change 

Of  tears  to  laughter,  old  to  new. 

Our  lays,  glad  birth,  they  bring,  they  bring ! 

He  is  gone  and  past,  the  mighty  kin? ! 

And  the  old  one  reigrns,  returned  —  Oh,  strange  I 

From  the  Acherontian  harbor  too  I 

Advent    of    hope,  beyond    thought's    widest 

range! 
To  the  gods,  the  gods,  are  crimes  a  care, 
And  they  watch  our  virtue,  well  aware 
That  gold  and  that  prosperity  drive  man 
Out  ot  his  mind  —  those  charioteers  who  hale 
Might-withoutrright  behind  them:   face  who 

can 
Fortune's  reverse  which  time  prepares,    nor 

quail? 
—  He  who  evades  law  and  in  lawlessness 
Delights  him,  —  he    has    broken    down    his 

trust  — 
The  chariot,  riches  haled  — now  blaokening  in 

the  dust! 

Ismenos,  go  thou  garlanded  ! 
Break  into  dance,  ye  ways,  the  polished  bed 
O'  the  seven-gated  city !    Dirke,  thou 
Fair-flowing,  with  the  Asopiad  sisters  all. 
Leave  your  sire's  stream,  attend  the  festival 
Of  Herakles,  one  choir  of  nymphs,  sing  triumph 

now! 
O  woody  rock  of  Puthios  and  each  home 
O'  the  Helikonian  Muses,  ye  shall  come 
With  joyous  shouting  to  my  waUs,  my  town 
Where  saw  the  light  that  Spartan  race,  those 

"Sown," 
Brazen-shield-bearing  chiefs,  whereof  the  band 
With  children  *8  children  renovates  our  land, 
To  Thebes  a  sacred  light !  ^ 
O  combination  of  the  marriage  rite  — 
Bed  of  the  mortal-bom  and  Zeus,  who  oouched 
Beside  the  nymph  of  Perseus*  progeny ! 
For  credible,  past  hope,  becomes  to  me 
That  nuptial  story  long  ago  avouched, 
O  Zeus !  and  time  has  turned  the  dark  to  bright. 
And  made  one  blaze  of  truth  the  Herakleidan 

might  — 
Hii,  who  emerged  from  earth's  pavilion,  left 


Plouton's  abode,  the  nether  palaee-deft. 
Thou  wast  the  lord  that  nature  gave  me  — not 
That  baseness  bom  and  bred  —  my  king,  by  lot  I 
—  Baseness  made  plain  to  all,  who  now  regaid 
The  match  of  swoid  with  sword  in  fight,  — 
If  to  the  gods  the  Just  and  Rig^t 
Still  pleasing  be,  still  claim  the  palm's  award. 

Horror! 

Are  we  come  to  the  selfsame  passion  of  fear. 

Old  friends  ?  —  such  a  phantasm  fronts  nse  here 

Visible  over  the  palaoe-roof ! 

In  flight,  in  flight,  the  laggard  limb 

Bestir !  and  haste  aloof 

From  that  on  the  roof  there  —  grand  and  grim ! 

0  Paian,  king ! 

Be  thou  my  safeguard  from  the  woeful  thing ! 
Iris,   Courage,  old  men  I  beholding  here— 
Night'sbirth— 
Madness,  and  me  the  handmaid  of  the  eods. 
Iris :  since  to  yonr  town  we  come,  no  iMgne  — 
Wage  war  against  the  house  of  but  one  man 
From  Zeus  tm  from  Alkmen4  sprung,  they  say. 
Now,  tiU  he  made  an  end  of  bitter  toils, 
Fate  kept  him  safe,  nor  did  his  father  Zeus 
Let  us  onoe  hurt  him,  Her^  nor  msrself. 
But,  sinoe  he  has  toiled  through  Enmstheos' 

task, 
Her^  desi  res  to  fix  fresh  blood  on  him  — 
Slaying  his  children  :  I  desire  it  too. 

Up  then,  collecting  the  unsof  tened  heart, 
Unwedded  virgin  of  black  Night !    Drive,  drag 
Frenzy  upon  the  man  here  —  whirls  of  brain 
Big  with  child-murder,  while  his  feet  leap  gay  I 
Let  go  the  bloody  cable  its  whole  length  1 
So  that,  —  when  o*er  the  Aoherousian  foird 
He  has  sent  floating,  by  self-homicide. 
His  beautiful  boy-garland,  —  he  may  know 
First,  Herd's  anger,  what  it  is  to  him. 
And  then  learn  nunc.   The  gods  are  -wtUb  indeed 
And  mortal  matters  vast,  if  ne  'scape  free ! 
Madness,  Certes,    from  well-boni  sire   and 

mother  too 
Had  I  my  birth,  whose  blood  is  Night's  and 

Heaven's ; 
But  here 's  my  glory,  —  not  to|prudge  the  good  I 
Nor  love  I  raids  against  the  friends  of  man. 

1  wish,  then,  to  persuade,  —  before  I  see 

Tou   stumbling,    you   and   Her^I    trust   my 

words  ! 
This  man,  the  house  of  whom  ye  hound  me  to. 
Is  not  unf  amed  on  earth  nor  gods  among ; 
Sinoe,  having  quelled  waste  land  and  savage 

sea. 
He  alone  raised  a^n  the  falling  rights 
Of  ^[ods  —  gone  rumous  through  impious  men. 
Desire  no  mighty  mischief,  I  advise  ! 
Iris,  Give  thou  no  thought  to  Herd's  faulty 

schemes ! 
Mad,  Changing  her  step    from    &ulty  to 

fault-free ! 
Iris,  Not  to  be  wise,  did  Zeus'  wife  send  thee 

here! 
Mad,  Sun,   thee  I  cite  to  witness  — doing 
what  I  loathe  to  do  ! 
But  sinoe  indeed  to  Herd  and  thyself  I  roust 
subserve. 
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And  follow  yoa  quick,  with  a  whii,  m  the 

hoands  a>hnnt  wita  the  huntsman, 
—  Go  I  will !  and  neither  the  eea,  as  it  gioaas 

with  its  waves  so  furiously. 
Nor  earth^aake,  no,  n<w  the  bolt  of  thunder 

ipaspinff  out  heaven's  labor-throe. 
Shall  cover  the  ground  as  I,  at  a  bound,  rush 

into  the  bosom  of  Herakles  I 
And  home  I  scatter,  and  house  I  batter, 
Havini;  first  of  all  made  the  children  fall,  — 
And  he  who  felled  them  is  never  to  know 
He  gave  birth  to  each  child  that  received  the 

blow. 
Till  the  Madness,  I  am,  have  let  him  go  I 

Ha,  behold,  already  he  rocks  his  head  —  he  is 

off  from  the  starting-plaoe ! 
Not  a  word,  as  he  rolls  his  triehtf ul  orbs,  from 

their  sockets  wrenchea  in  the  ghastly 

race  I 
And  the  breathings  of  him  he  tempers  and 

times  no  more  than  a  bull  in  act  to  toss, 
And  hideously  he  bellows  invoking  the  Keres, 

daughters  of  Tartaros. 
Ay,  and  1  soon  will  dance  thee  madder,  and 

pipe  thee  guite  out  of  thy  mind  with  fear  I 
So,  up  with  the  tamoos  foot,  thou  Iris,  march  to 

Olompoe,  leave  me  here ! 
Me  and  mine,  who  now  combine,  in  the  dread* 

ful  shape  no  mortal  sees. 
And  now  are  about  to  pass,  from  without,  inside 

of  the  home  of  Herakles  I 
Cho.  Otototoi,  —groan  I    Awav  is  mown 
Thv  flower,  Zens'  offspring.  City  f 
Unhappy  Hellas,  who  dost  cast  (the  pity  !) 
Who  worked  thee  all  the  good. 
Away  from  thee,  —  destroyest  in  a  mood 
Of  niadnefls  him,  to  death  whom  pipings  dance  I 
There  goes  she,  in  her  chariot  —  groans,  her 

brood  — 
And  gives  her  team  the  goad,  as  though  adrift 
For  doom.  Night's  Gorgon,  Madness,  uie  whose 

glance 
Turns  man  to  marble  !  with  what  hisangs  lift 
Their  hundred  heads  the  snakes,  her  head's  in- 
heritance ! 
Quick  has  the  god  changed  fortune:  through 

their  sire 
Quick  will  the  children,  that  he  saved,  ex- 
pire ! 
O  miserable  me  I    O  Zeus  !  thy  child  — 
Childless    himself — soon    vengeance,  hunger- 

_  wild. 
Craving  for  punishment,  will  lay  how  low  — 
Loaded  with  many  a  woe  I 

O  pataoe-roofs  I  your  courts  about, 

A  measure  begins  all  nnrejoioed 

Bv  the^mpanies  and  the  thyrsos  hoist 

Of  the  Bromian  revel-rout  I 

O  ye  domes  I  and  the  measure  proceeds 

For  blood,  not  such  as  the  cluster  bleeds 

Of  the  Dionusian  ponring^ut ! 

Break  forth,  fly,  children  I  fatal  this  — 
Fatal  the  lay  that  is  piped,  I  wis  1 
Ay,  for  he  hnnts  a  children-chase  — 
Never  shall  Madness  lead  her  revel 


And  leave  no  trace  in  the  dwelling-place  1 

Ai  ai,  because  of  the  evil ! 

Ai  ai,  the  old  man  —  how  I  man 

For  the  father,  and  not  the  father  alone  I 

She  who  was  nurse  of  his  children,  —  small 

Her  gain  that  they  ever  were  bom  at  all  I 

A  whirlwind  shakes  hither  and  thither 
The  house  —  the  roof  falls  in  tofrather  I 
Ha,  ha  I  what  dost  thou,  son  of  ^us  ? 
A  trouble  of  Tartaros  broke  loose. 
Such  as  once  Pallas  on  the  Titan  thundered. 
Thou  sendest  on  thv  domes,  roof-shattered  and 
wall-flunderea ! 

Messenffer,  O  bodies  white  with  age  !  — 

Cho.  What  cry,  to  me  — 

What,  dost  thou  call  with  ? 

Mes.  There  *b  a  curse  indoors  ! 

Cho,  I  shall  not  bring  a  prophet:  you  suffice  I 

Mes.  Dead  are  the  children ! 

Cho,  Ai  ai  I 

Mes.  Groan  I  for,  groans 

Suit  well  the  subject  I     Dire    the  children's 

death. 
Dire  too  the  parent's  hands  that  dealt  the  fate. 
No  one  could  tell  worse  woe  than  we  have 
borne  I 

Cho.  How   dost    thou    that  same  curse  — 
curse,  cause  for  eroan 
The  father's  on  the  children,  make  appear  ? 
Tell  in  what  matter  they  were  hui'ied  from 

heaven 
Against  the  house  —  these  evils  :  and  recount 
The  children's  bapless  fate,  O  Messenger ! 

Mes.  The  victims  were  before  the  hearth  of 
Zeus 
A  household-expiation :  since  the  king 
O'  the  countiy.  Herakles  had  killed  wid  cast^ 
From  out  the  dwelling  ;  and  a  beauteous  choir 
Of  boys  stood  by  his  sire,  too,  and  his  wife. 
And  now  the  basket  had  been  carried  round 
The  altar  in  a  circle,  and  we  used 
The  consecrated  speech.    Alkmen^'s  son  — 
Just  as  he  was  about,  in  his  right  hand. 
To  bear  the  torch,  that  he  might  dip  into 
The  cleansing-water  —  came  to  a  stand-still ; 
And,  as  their  father  yet  delayed,  his  boys 
Had  their  eyes  on  him.    But  he  was  himself 
No  longer  :  lost  in  rollings  of  the  eyes  ; 
Out-thrusting  eyes  —  their   very    roots  -^  like 

blood! 
Froth    he   dropped   down   his  bushy-bearded 

cheek. 
And  said  — together  with  a  madman's  laugh  — 
*'  Father  I  why  sacrifice,  before  I  slay 
Eurustheus  ?  why  have  twice  the  lustral  fire. 
And  double  puns,  when  't  is  permitted  me 
To  end,  with  one  good  hand-sweep,  matters 

here? 
Then,  —  when     I    hither    bring    Eurustheus' 

head,  — 
Then  for  these  just  slain,  wash  hands  once  for 

all! 
Now,  —  cast  drink-offerings  forth,  throw  bas- 
kets down  I 
Who  gives  me  bow  and  arrows,  who  my  club  ? 
I  go  to  that  Mukenai  I    One  must  match 
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Crowbars  and  mattocks,  so  that  —  those  sunk 

stones 
The  Kuklops  squared  with  picks  and  plumb-line 

red  — 
I,  with  mjr  bent  steel,  may  o^ertumble  town ! " 
Which  said,  he    goes    and  —  with   no  oar  to 

have  — 
Affirms  he  has  one  !  mounts  the  chariot-board, 
And  strikes,  as  haying  really  goad  in  hand  ! 
And  two  ways  laughed  the  servants  —  laugh 

with  awe ; 
And  one  said,  as  each  met  the  other's  stare, 
*^  Playing  us  boys'  tricks  ?  or  is  master  mad  ?  " 
But  up  he  ctlimbe,  and  down  along  the  roof. 
And,  dropping  into  the  men's  place,  maintains 
He  's  come  to  Nisos  city,  when  he  's  come 
Only  inside  his  own  house  !  then  reclines 
On  noor,  for  couch,  and,  as  arrived  indeed, 
Makes    himself   supper;  goes    through  some 

brief  stay. 
Then  says  he  's  traversing  the  forest-flats 
Of  Isthmos  ;  thereupon  lays  body  bare 
Of  bucklings,  and  begins  a  contest  with 

—  No  one !  and  is  proclumed  the  conqueror  — 
He  by  himself  —  having  called  out  to  hear 

—  Nobody  I    Then,  if  yon  will  take  his  word. 
Blaring  against  Eurustheus  horribly. 

He 's  at  Mukenai.    But  his  father  laid 

Hold  of  the  strong  hand  and  addressed  him 

thus: 
"  O  son,  what  ails  thee  ?    Of  what  sort  is  this 
Extravagance  ?    Has  not  some  murder-craze, 
Bred  of  those  corpses  thou  didst  just  dispatch. 
Danced  thee  drunk  ?  "      But  he,  —  taking  him 

to  crouch, 
Eurustheus'  sire,  that  apprehensive  touched 
His  hand,  a  suppliant,  —  pushes  him  aside, 
Gets  ready  quiver,  and  bends  low  against 
His  children  —  thinking  them  Eurustheus'  boys 
He  means  to  slay.    They,  horrified  with  fear. 
Rushed  here  and  there,  —  this  child,  into  the 

robes 
O'  the  wretched  mother,  —  this,  beneath  the 

shade 
O'  the  column,  —  and  this  other,  like  a  bird. 
Cowered  at  the  altar-foot.    The  mother  shrieks, 
*'Parent~  what    doet  thou?— kill  thy  chil- 
dren?"   So 
Shriek  the  old  sjre  and  crowd  of  servitors. 
But  he,  outwinding  him,  as  round  about 
The  column  ran  the  boy,  — a  horrid  whirl 
O'  the  lathe  his   foot  described  I  —  stands  op- 
posite. 
Strikes  through  the  liver !  and  supine  the  boy 
Bedews  the  stone  shafts,  breathing  out  his  mre. 
But  •*  Victory  "  he  shouted !  boasted  thus  : 
**  Well,    this   one   nestling   of    Eurustheus  — 

dead  — 
Falls  by  me,  pays  back  the  paternal  hate  I  " 
Then  bends  bow  on  another  who  was  crouched 
At  base  of  altar  —  overlooked,  he  thought  — 
And  now  prevents  him,  falls  at  father's  knee, 
Tlirowing  up  hand  to  beard  and  cheek  above. 
"  O  dearest  I  "  cries  he,  "  father,  kill  me  not ! 
Tours,  I  am  —  your  boy  :  not  Eurusthetu'  boy 
You  kill  now  ! "    But  he,  rolling  the  wild  eye 
Of  Gorgon,  —  as  the  boy  stood  idl  too  close 
For  deadly  bowshot,  —  mimicry  of  smith 


Who  batters  red-hot  iron,  — hand  o'er  head 
Heavinpr  his  club,  on  die  boy'v  yellow  hair 
Hurls  it  and  breaks  the  bone.     This  seeond 

caught, — 
He  goes,  would  slay  the  third,  one  sacrifioe 
He  and  the  couple :  but,  beforehand  here. 
The  miserable  mother  catches  up. 
Carries  him  inside  house  uid  ban  the  gate. 
Then  he,  as  he  were  at  those  KnUope'  work. 
Digs  at,  heaves  doors  up,  wrenches  doorposls 

outj 
Lays    wife  and  child  low  with   the  aelfeame 

shaft. 
And  this  done,  at   the  old  man's  death  he 

drives  ; 
But  there  came,  as  it  seemed  to  us  who  saw, 
A  statue  —  Pallas  with  the  crested  head. 
Swinging  her  spear  —  and  threw  a  stone  whieh 

smote 
Herakles'  breast  and  stasred  his  slauarhterflige. 
And   sent   him   safe   to  sleep.     He  falls  to 

ground  — 
Striking  against  the  column  with  hw  baok  — 
Column  which,  with  die  falling  of  the  roof, 
Broken  in  two,  lay  by  the  altar-base. 
And  wOf  foot-free  now  from  our  several  flights. 
Along  with  the  old  man,  we  listened  bonds 
Of  rope-noose  to  the  column,  so  that  he. 
Ceasing  from  sleep,  might  not  go  adding  deeds 
To  deeds  done.    And  he  sleeps  a  sleep,  poor 

^  wreteh. 
No  gift  of  any  ^pod  I  since  he  has  slain 
Children  and  wife.    For  me.  I  do  not  know 
What  mortal  has  more  misery  to  bear. 

Cho.  A  murder  there  was  whieh  Argolis 
Holds  in  reniembranoe,  Hellas  throu|^, 
As,  at  that  time,  best  and  f  amonsest : 
Of  those,  the  daughters  of  Danaos  slew. 
A  murder  indeed  was  that !  but  diis 
Outstrips  it,  straight  to  the  goal  has  iweased. 
I  am  able  to  speak  of  a  muider  done 
To  the  hapless  Zeus-bom  offspring,  too  — 
Prokn^'s  son,  who  had  but  one  — 
Or  a  sacrifice  to  the  Muses,  say 
Rather,  who  Itus  sing  idway, 
Her  single  child  !    But  thou,  the  sire 
Of  children  three  — O  thon  consuming  fire  1  — 
In  one  outrageous  fate  hast  made  them  all 

expire! 
And  this  outrageous  fate  — 
What  gross,  or  wail,  or  deadmen'sdiige. 
Or  choric  danoe  of  Haides  shall  I  nige 
The  Muse  to  celebrate  ? 


Woe  I  woe  I  behold  I 

The  portalled  palace  lies  unrolled. 

This  way  and  that  way,  each  prodigious  fold  I 

Alas  for  me  1  these  children,  see. 

Stretched,  hapless  group,  before  their  father  — 

he 
The  all-unhappy,  who  lies  sleeping  out 
The  murder  of  lus  sons,  a  dreadful  deep  1 
And  bonds,  see,  all  about,  — 
Rope-tangle,  ties  and  tether,  —  these 
Tightenings  around  the  body  of  Herakles 
To  the  stone  columns  of  the  house  made  fiutl 

But  ~  like  a  bird  that  grieves 
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For  eallow  neBtlings  some  rude  hand  bereaves  — 

See,  here,  a  bitter  journey  orerpaet, 

The  old  man  —  all  too  late  — is  here  at  last ! 

Amph.  bilently,  silently,  asred  Kadmeians  I 
Will  ye  not  suffer  my  son,  diffused 
Yonder,  to  slide  from  his  sorrows  in  sleep  ? 

Cho,  And  thee,  old  man,  do  I,  groaning,  weep, 
And  the  children  too,  and  the  head  there  — 

used 
Of  old  to  the  wreaths  and  naians  I 

Amph.  Farther  away !    Nor  beat  the  breast, 
Nor  wail  aloud,  nor  rouse  from  rest 
The  slumberer—  asleep,  so  best  1 

Cho.  Ah  nie  —  what  a  slauarhter  I 

Amjoh.  Refrain  ^  refrain  I 

Ye  wul  prove  my  perdition  I 

Cho.  Unlike  water. 

Bloodshed  rises  from  earth  ai<ain  I 

Amph.  Do  I  bid  you  bate  your  breath,  in 
vain  — 
Ye  elders  ?    Lament  in  a  softer  strain  I 
Lest  he  rouse  himself,  burst  every  chain. 
And  bury  the  city  in  ravage  —  bray 
Father  and  house  to  dust  away ! 

Cho.  I  cannot  forbear  —  I  cannot  forbear  I 

Amph.  Hush !    I  will  learn  his  breathings : 
there ! 
I  will  lay  my  ears  close. 

Cho.  What,  he  sleeps  ? 

Amph.  Ay, — sleeps  I   A   horror  of  slumber 
keeps 
The  man  who  has  piled 
On  wife  and  child 

Death  and  death,  as  he  shot  them  down 
With  clang  o'  the  bow. 

Cho.  WaU- 

Amph.  Even  so  I 

Cho.  —  The  fate  of  the  children  — 

Amph.  Triple  woe  I 

Cho.  —  Old  man,  the  fate  of  thy  son  I 

Amph.  Hush,  hush  I    Have  done! 
He  is  tumins:  about  I 
He  is  breaking  out  I 
Away !  I  steal 
And  my  body  conceal. 
Before  he  arouse, 
Li  the  depths  of  the  house  t 

Cho.  Courage  I  The  Night 
Maintains  her  right 
On  the  lids  of  thy  son  there,  sealed  from  sight  1 

Amph.  See,  see  I    To  leave  the  light 
And,  wretch  that  I  am,  bear  one  last  ill, 
I  do  not  avoid  ;  but  if  he  kill 
Me,  bis  own  father,  and  devise 
Beyond  the  present  miseries 
A  miserv  more  ghastly  still  — 
And  to  nannt  him,  over  and  above 
Thoee  here  who,  as  they  used  to  love. 
Now  hate  him,  what  if  he  have  with  these 
My  murder,  the  worst  of  Erinues  ? 

Cho.  Then  was  the  time  to  die,  for  thee. 
When  ready  to  wreak  in  the  full  degree 
Vengeance  on  those 
Thy  oooaort's  foes 

Who  murdered  her  brothers  I  glad,  life's  close. 
With  the  Taphioi  down. 
And  sacked  their  town 
Clustered  about  with  a  wash  of  sea  1 


Amph.  To  flight >>to  flight  ! 
Away  from  the  nouse,  troop  off,  old  men  1 
Save  yourselves  out  of  the  nianiac^s  sight  1 
He  is  rousing  himself  rii^ht  up :  and  then. 
Murder  on  murder  heapmg  anew, 
He  will  revel  in  blood  your  city  through  ! 
Cho.  O  Zeus,  why  hast,  wiui  such  unmeaa- 
ured  hate, 
Hated  thy  son,  whelmed  in  this  sea  of  woes  ? 

Her.  Ha,  — 
In  breath  indeed  I  am  —  see  things  I  ought  ~ 
^ther,  and    earth,  and  these   the   sunbeam- 
shafts  I 
But  then  —  some  billow  and  strange  whirl  of 

sense 
I   have    fallen    into!    and    breathings   hot   I 

breathe  — 
Smoked  upwards,  not  the  steady  work  from 

lungs. 
See  now  !    Why,  bound  —  at  moorings  like  a 

ship, — 
About  my  young  breast  and  youn^  arm.  to  this 
Stone  piece  of  carved  work  broke  in  half,  do  I 
Sit,  have  my  rest  in  corpses*  neighborhooa  ? 
Strewn  on  the  ground  are  winep^a  darts,  and  bow 
Which  plaved  my  brother-snieldman,  held  in 

hand,  — 
Guarded  my  side,  and  sot  my  fpiardianship  I 
I  cannot  have  gone  back  to  Haides  —  twice 
Begun  Eurustheus'  race  I  ended  thence  ? 
But  I  nor  see  the  Sisupheian  stone. 
Nor  Plooton,  nor  Demeter^s  sceptred  maid  I 
I  am  struck  witless  sure  I     Where  can  I  be  ? 
Ho  there  I  what  friend  of  mine  is  near  or  far  — 
Some  one  to  cure  me  of  bewilderment  ? 
For  naught  familiar  do  I  recognize. 
Amph.  Old  friends,  shall  I  go  close  to  these 

mv  woes? 
Cho.  Ay,  and  let  me  too,  —  nor  desert  your 

ULil 
Her.  Father,  why  weepest  thou,  and  buriest 
up 
Thine  eyes,  aloof  so  from  thy  much-loved  son  ? 
Amph.  O  child !  —  for,  faring    badly,  mine 

thou  art  I 
Her.  Do  I  fare  somehow  ill,  that  tears  should 

flow? 
Amph.  Ill,  —  would  cause  any  god  who  bore 

to  groan  I 
Her.  That  *s  boasting,  truly  I  still,  you  state 

no  hap. 
Amph.  For,  thyself  seest  — if  in   thy  wits 

aeftin. 
Her.  Heyday  I  How  riddlingly  that  hint  re- 
turns! 
Amph.  Well,  I  am  trying  —  art  thou  sane  and 

sound ! 
Her.  Say  if  thou  lay'st  aught  strange  to  my 

lifers  charge  1 
Amph.  If  thou  no  more  art  Haides-drunk,  — 

IteU! 
Her.  I  bring  to  mind  no  drunkenness  of  souL 
Amph.  Shall  I  unbind  my  son,  old  men,  or 

what? 
Her.  And  who  was  binder,  tell  I  —  not  that^ 

my  deed ! 
Amph.  Mind  that  much  of  misfortune  —  pass 
the  rest! 
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Her,  Enough !   from  silenoe,  I  nor  learn  nor 

wish. 
Ampk.  O   Zeus,  dost  witness  here  throned 

Herd's  work  ? 
Her,  But  have  I  had  to  bear  anght  hostile 

thenoe? 
Amph,  Let  be  the  goddess  —  bury  thine  own 

guilt! 
Her,  Undone !    What  is  the  sorrow  thou  wilt 

say? 
Amph,  Look  !    See  the  ruins  of  thy  children 

nerel 
Her.  Ah  me  !    What  sight  do  wretched  I  be- 
hold? 
Amph,  Unfair  fight,  son,  this  fight  thou  fas- 
tenedst 
On  thine  own  children  I 
Her.  What  fight?    Who  slew  these ? 

Amph,  Thou  and  thy  bow,  and  who  of  gods 

was  cause.  

ir«r.  Howsav'st?   What  did  I?    Ill-announ- 
cing sire  I 
Amj)h.  —  Go  mad  I    Thou  askest  a  sad  clear- 
ing up! 
Her.  Ana  am  I  also  murderer  of  my  wife  ? 
Amph.  AH  the  work  here  was  just  one  hand's 

work  —  thine ! 
Her.  Ai   ai  —  for  groans  encompass  me  —  a 

cloud  I 
AmjA.  For  these  deeds*  sake  do  I  begroan 

thy  fate  1 
Her.  Did  I  break  up  my  house  or  dance  it 

down? 
Amph.  1  know  just  one  thing  —  all's  a  woe 

with  thee ! 
Her.  But  where  did  the  craze  catch  me, 

where  destroy  ? 
Amph.  When  thou  didst  cleanse  hands  at  the 

altar-flame. 
Her.  Ah  me  !  why  is  it  then  I  save  my  life  — 
Proved  murderer  of  my  dearest  ones,  my  boys  ? 
Shall  not  I  rush  to  the  rock-level's  leap. 
Or,  darting  sword  through  breast  and  all,  be- 
come 
My  children's  blood-avenger  ?  or,  this  flesh 
Burning  away  with  fire,  so  thrust  away 
The   infamy,    which   waits    me   there,    from 

Hfe? 
Ah,  but,  —  a  hindrance  to  my  purposed  death, 
Theseus  arrives,  my  friend  and  kinsman,  here  I 
Eyes  will  be  on  me  !  my  child-murder-plafi^ue 
In  evidence  before  friends  loved  so  much  f 

0  me,  what  shall  I  do  ?    Where,  taking  wing 
Or  gliding  underground,  shall  I  seek  out 

A  solitanneas  from  misery  ? 

1  will  pull  night  upon  my  muffled  head  I 

Let  this  wretch   here  content   him  with  his 
curse 

Of  blood :  I  would  pollute  no  innocents  I 

Theseus.  I  come,  —  with  others  who  await  be- 
side 

Asopos'  stream,  the  armed  Athenian  vouth,  — 

Bring  thy  son,  old  man,  spear's  fight-fellow- 
ship ! 

For  a  bruit  reached  the  Erechtheidai's  town 

That,  having  seized  the  sceptre  of  this  realm, 

Lnkos  prepares  you  battle-violence. 

So,  paymg  good  back,  —  Herakles  began, 


Saving  me  down  there,  —  I  hare  come,  old  man. 
If  aught,  of  mr  hand  or  my  Mends',  yon  want. 
What 's  here  ?    Why  all  these  corpses  on  die 

ground? 
Am  I  perhaps  behindhand  —  oome  too  late 
For  newer   ill?    Who  killed   these   ohildrai 

now? 
Whose  wife  was  she,  this  woman  I  behold  ? 
Boys,  at  least,  take  no  stand  in  reach  of  spear ! 
Some  other  woe  than  war,  I  chance  upon  I 
Amjih.  O  thou,  who  sway'st  the  olive-bear- 

ing  height !  — 
Thes.  Whv  hail'st  thou  me  with  woeful  pre- 
lude thus  ? 
Amph,  Dire  sufferings  have  we  suffered  ix€m 

thegods. 
Thes.  These  boys,  —  who  are  they,  thou  azt 

weeping  o'er? 
Amj^  He  gave  them  birth,  indeed,  my  h^>- 
lesssonl 
Begot,  but  killed  them —  dared  their  bloody 
death. 
Thes.  Speak  no  such  horror ! 
A  mph.  Would  I  might  obey  I 

Thes.  O  teller  of  dread  tidings ! 
Amph.  Lost  are  we— 

Lost  —  flown  away  from  life  I 

Thes.  What  sayest  thou  ? 

What  did  he? 

AmjA.        ^    Erring  through  a  frenzy^fit. 
He  did  all,  with  the  arrows  dipt  in  dye 
Of  hundred-headed  Hudra. 

Thes.    ,  Herd's  strife  ! 

But  who  is  this  among  the  dead,  old  man  ? 
Amph.  Mine,  mine,  this  progeny  — the  labor- 
plagued, 
Who  went  with  gods  once  to  Phlegruia's  plain. 
And  in  the  giant-slavingwar  bore  shield  t 
Thes,  Woe  —  woe  I  What  man  was  bom  mis- 
chanceful  thus  I 
A  mph.  Thou  couldst  not  know  another  mortal 
man 
Toil-weary,  moi«  outworn  by  wanderings. 
Thes,  And  why  i'  the  peploi  hides  he  his  sad 

head? 
Amph.  Not  daring  meet  thine  eye,  thy  friend- 
liness 
And    kinship,  —  nor    that    children's  -  blood 
about ! 
Thes,  But  J  come  to  who  shared  my  woe  with 
me ! 
Uncover  him ! 

A  mph.  O  child,  put  from  thine  eyes 

The  peplos,  throw  it  oiF,  show  face  to  sun  I 
Woe  8  weight  well  matched  contends  with  tears 

in  thee. 
I  supplicate  thee,  falling  at  thy  cheek 
Ana  knee  and  hand,  and  shedding  this  old 
tear! 

0  son,  remit  the  savage  lion's  mood. 
Since  to  a  bloody,  an  unholy  race 
Art  thou  led  forth,  if  thou  be  resolute 
Togo  on  adding  ill  to  ill,  mv  child  ! 

Thes,  Let  me  speak  I    Tnee,  who  sittest  -* 
seated  woe  — 

1  call  upon  to  show  thy  friends  thine  eye  I 
For  there  's  no  darkness  has  a  cloud  so  black 
May  hide  thy  misery  thus  absolute. 
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Why,  waving  hand,  dost  signme— murder  *b 

done  ? 
Lest  a  poliation  strike  me,  from  thy  speech  ? 
Naught  care  I  to  —  with  thee,  at  least  —  fare  ill : 
Fori  had  joy  once  I    Then^  —  soul  rises  to,  — 
When  thou  didst  sare  me  from  the  dead  to 

light  I 
Friends^  gratitude  that  tastes  old  age,  I  loathe, 
And  him  who  likes  to  share  when  things  look 

fine, 
Bnt,  sail  along  with  friends  in  trouble —  no  I 
Arise,  unoovor  thine  unhappy  head ! 
Look  on  us !    Every  man  01  the  right  race 
Bears   what,  at   least,  the   gods   inflict,  nor 

shrinks. 
Her,  Theseus,  hast  seen  this  match  — my 

boys  with  me  ? 
Thes,  I  heard  of,  now  I  see  the  ills  thou 

sign'st. 
Her.  Why  then  hast  thou  displayed  my  head 

to  sun? 
T%€s,  Why  ?  mortals  bring  no  plague  on  aught 

divine! 
Her.  Fly,   O    unhappy,    this    my   impious 

plague  I 
Thes.  No  plague  of  vengeance  flits  to  friends 

from  friends. 
Her.  I  praise  thee  1    But  I  helped  thee,  — 

that  is  truth. 
Thes.  And  I,   advantaged    then,   now   pity 

thee. 
Her.  —The  pitiable, —  my  children's  mur- 
derer ! 
Thet.  I  mourn  for  thy  sake,  in  this  altered 

lot. 
Her.  Hast  thou  found  others  in  still  greater 

woe? 
Thei.  Thou,  from  earth,  touchest  heaven,  one 

huge  distress  I 
Her.  Acoordinglv,  I  am  prepared  to  die. 
Thes.  Think'st  tJiou  thy  thieats  at  all  import 

iJie  gods  ? 
Her.  Qods  please  themselyes :  to  gods  I  give 

their  like. 
Thes.  Shut  thy  mouth,  lest  big  words  bring 

bigger  woe  t 
Her.  lam  full  fraught  with  ills  —  no  stowing 

morel  

Thes.  Thou  wilt  do— what,  then?   Whither 

moody  borne  ? 
Her.  l^infiTf  I  So  below  earth  whence  I  came. 
Thes.  'ihovL  hast  used  words  of  —  what  man 

turns  up  fitst  I 
Her.  While    thou,   being    outside    sorrow, 

sohoolest  me. 
Thes.    The  much-enduring  Herakles    talks 

thus?  — 
Her.  Not  the  so  much-enduring:  measure's 

past  I 


Thes.  —Mainstay    to    mortals,    and    their 

mJB^hty  friend  ? 
Her.  They  nowise  profit  me :  but  Her^  rules. 
Thes.  Hetlas  forbids  thou  shouldst  ineptly 

die. 
Her.  But  hear,  then,  how  I  striye  by  argu- 
ments 
Against  thy  teachings !    I  will  ope  thee  out 
My  life  —  past,  present  —  as  unlivable. 


First,  I  was  bom  of  this  man,  who  had  slain 
His  another's  aged  sire,  and,  sullied  so. 
Married  Alkmen^,  she  who  gave  me  birth. 
Now,  when  the  baas  of  a  family 
Is  not  laid  ririit,  what  follows  needs  must  fall ; 
And  Zeus,  whoever  Zeus  is,  formed  me  foe 
To  Her^  (take  not  thou  offence,  old  man  1 
8ince  father,  in  Zeus'  stead,  account  I  thee) 
Andj  while  I  was  at  suck  yet,  frightful  snakes 
8he  mtroduced  among  my  swaddling-clothes,  -^ 
That  bedfeUow  of  Zeus  f — to  end  me  so. 
But  when  Igained  the  youthful  garb  of  flesh. 
The  labors  lendured  —  what  need  to  tell ? 
What  lions  ever,  or  three-bodied  brutes, 
Tuphons  or  giants,  or  the  four-legg'd  swarms 
Of  iCentaur-battle,  did  not  I  end  out  ? 
And  that  hound,  headed  all  about  with  heads 
Which  cropped  up  twice,  the  Hudra,  having 

slain  — 
I  both  went  through  a  myriad  other  toils 
In  full  drove,  and  arrived  among  the  dead 
To  convoy,  as  Eurustheus  bade,  to  light 
Haides'  tnree-headed  dog  and  doorkeeper. 
But  then  I,  —  wretch,  —  dared  this  last  labor 

—  seel 
Slew  mv  sons,  kejrstone-coped  my  house  with 

To  such  a  strait  I  come  !  nor  my  dear  Thebes 
Dare  I  inhabit,  —  and,  suppose  1  stay  ? 
Into  what  fane  or  festival  of  friends 
Am  I  to  go?    My  curse  scarce  courts  accost  I 
Shall  I  seek  Argos  ?    How,  if  fled  from  home  ? 
But  say,  —  I  hurry  to  some  other  town  I 
And  there  they  eye  me,  as  notorious  now.  — 
Kept  by  sharp  tongue-taunts  under  lock  and 

key  — 
"  Is  not  this  he,  Zeus'  son,  who  murdered  once 
Children  and   wife  ?    Let   him   go  rot   else- 
where ! " 
To  any  man  renowned  as  happy  once. 
Reverses  are  a  grave  thing  ;  but  to  whom 
Evil  is  old  acquaintance,  ttiere  's  no  hurt 
To  speak  of,  he  and  misery  are  twins. 
To  tnis  degree  of  woe  I  think  to  come : 
For  earth  will  utter  voice  forbidding  me 
To  touch  the  ground,  and  sea  —  to  pierce  the 

wave. 
The  rivei^springs — to  drink,  and  I  shall  play 
Ldon's  part  quite  out,  the  chained  and  wheelisd ! 
And  best  of  all  will  be,  if  so  I  'scape 
Si^ht  from  one  man  of  those  Hellenes,  —  once 
I  kved  among,  felicitous  and  rich  I 
Why  ought  I  then  to  live  ?    What  gain  accmet 
From  good-for-nothing,  wicked  life  I  lead  ? 
In  fine,  let  Zeus'  brave  consort  dance  and  sing, 
Stamp  foot,  the  Olumpian  Zeus'  own  sandal* 

trick! 
What  she  has  willed,  that  brings  her  will  to 

pass  — 
The  foremost  man  of  Hellas  pedestalled, 
Up,  over,  and   down   whirling  I    Who  wonl| 

pray 
To  such  a  goddess  ?  —  that,  beprrudging  2ieus 
Because  he  loved  a  woman,  nuns  me  — 
Lover  of  Hellas,  faultless  of  the  wrong ! 

Thes.  This  strife  is  from  no  other  or  the  god  t 
Than  Zens'  wife ;  rightly  apprehend,  as  well^ 
•  Why,  to  no  death  —  thou  meditatest  now  — 
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I  would  persnade  thee,  but  to  bear  thy  woee ! 
None,  none  of  mortals  boasts  a  fate  unmixed, 
Nor  gods  —  if  poets'  teaching  be  not  false. 
Have  not  they  joined  in  wedlook  aeainst  law 
With  one  another  ?  not,  for  sake  of  rule. 
Branded   their  sires  in  bondage?    Yet  they 

house, 
All  the  same,  in  Olumpos,  carry  heads 
High  there,  notorious  sinners  though  they  be  ! 
What  wilt  thou  say,  then,  if  thou,  mortal-bom, 
Bearest  outrageously  fate  gods  endure  ? 
Leave  Thebes,  now,  pay  obedience  to  the  law, 
And  follow  me  to  Pallas*  citadel  I 
There,  when  thy  hands  are  purified  from  stain. 
House  will  I  give  thee,  and  goods  shared  alike. 
What  gifts  I  bold  too  iroro  uie  citizens 
For  saving  twice  seven  children,  when  I  slew 
The  KnoBian  bull,  these  also  give  I  thee. 
And  everywhere  about  the  land  are  plots 
Apportioned  me :  these,  named  by  thine  own 

name, 
Shall  be  henceforward   styled  by  all  men  — 

thine, 
Thy  life-long;  but   at   death,  when   Haides^ 

bound. 
All  Athens  shall  uphold  the  honored  one 
With  sacrifices,  and  huge  marble  heaps : 
For  that 's  a  fair  crown  our  Hellenes  grant 
Their   people  —  glory,   should   they  help  the 

brave  I 
And  I  repay  thee  back  this  grace  for  thine 
That  saved  me,  now   that   thou  art   lorn   of 

friends  — 
Since,  when  the  gods  give  honor,  friends  may 

flit: 
For,  a  god's  help  suffices,  if  he  please. 
Her.  Ah  me,  these  words  are  foreign  to  my 

woes! 
I  neither  f  ancv  gods  love  lawless  beds. 
Nor,  that  witn  chains  they  bind  each  other's 

hands. 
Have  I  judged  worthy  faith,  at  any  time  ; 
Nor  shall  I  be  persuaded  —  one  is  bom 
His   fellows'    master  I   since    God   stands  in 

need  — 
If  he  is  really  God  —  of  naught  at  all. 
These  are  the  poets' pitiful  conceits ! 
But    this  it   was   I  pondered,  though  woft- 

whelmed  — 
"  Take  heed  lest  thou  be  taxed  with  cowardice 
Somehow  in  leaving  thus  the  light  of  day  I  " 
For  whoso  cannot  make  a  stand  against 
These  same  misfortunes,  neither  could  with- 
stand 
A  mere  man's  dart,  oppose  death,  strength  to 

strength. 
Therefore  unto  thy  city  I  will  go 
And  have  the  grace  of  thy  ten  thousand  gifts. 
There !    I  have  tasted  of  ten  thousand  toils 
As  truly  —  never  waived  a  single  one, 
Nor  let  these  runnings  drop  from  out  my  e^es  1 
Nor  ever  thought  it  would  have  come  to  this  — 
That  I  from  out  my  eyes  do  drop  tears  I    Well ! 
At  present,  as  it  seems,  one  bows  to  fate. 
So  be  it  I    Old  man,  thou  seeet  my  exile  — 
Seesty  too,  me  —  my  children's  murderer  I 
These  give  thou  to  the  tomb,  and  deck  the  dead. 
Doing  uiem  honor  with  thy  tears  —  since  me 


Law   does  not   sanction  I    Propping    on   her 

breast. 
And  ^ving  them  into  their  mother's  anns, 
—  Reinstitute  the  sad  community 
Which  I,  unhappy,  brought  to  nothingness  — 
Not  by  my  will  I    And,  when  earth  nides  the 

dead. 
Live  in  this  city  I  — sad,  but.  all  the  same. 
Force  thy  soul  to  bear  woe  along  with  me  ! 
0  children,  who  begat  and  gave  you  birUi  — 
Your  father  —  has  destroyed  you  I  naught  yon 

gain 
By  those  fair  deeds  of  mine  I  laid  you  np. 
As  b^  main-force  I  labored  glory  oat 
To  nve  you,  —  that  fine  gift  of  fatherhood ! 
Ana  thee,  too,  O  my  poor  one,  I  destroyed. 
Not  rendering  like   for   like,   as   when   then 

kept'st 
My  mamage-bed  inviolate,  —  those  long 
Household-seclusions  draining  to  the  dr^^ 
Inside  nay  house  !    O  me,  my  wife,  my  boys  — 
And  —  0  myself,  how,  miserab^  moved* 
Am  I  disyoked  now  from  both  boys  and  wife ! 
Oh,  bitter  those  delights  of  kisses  now  — 
And  bitter  these  my  weapons'  fellowship  I 
For  I  am  doubtful  whether  shall  I  keep 
Or  cast  away  Uiese  arrows  which  will  dang 
Ever  such  words  out,  as  they  knock  my  side  — 
**  Us  —  thou  didst   murder  wife  and  children 

with! 
Us  —  child  -  destroyers  —  still    thou    keepest 

thine  I " 
Ha,  shall  I  bear  them  in  my  arms,  then?    What 
Say  for  excuse  ?    Yet,  naked  of  my  darts 
Wherewith  I  did  my  bravest,  Hellas  through. 
Throwing  myself  beneath  foot  to  my  foes. 
Shall  I  die  basely  ?    No  I  relinquishment 
Of  these  must  never  be.  —  companions  onoe. 
We  sorrowfully  must  otMcrve  the  pact  1 
In  just  one  thing^^co^perate  with  me 
Thy  sad  friend^  Theseus  I    Go  along  with  him 
To  Ar^os,  and  in  'vinoert  get  arranged 
The  pnce  my  due  for  bringing  there  die  Hoond ! 
O  land  of  Kadmos,  Thebtm  people  aXL, 
Shear  off  your  looks,  lament  one  wide  lament, 
Gk>  to  my  children's  grave  and,  in  one  strain. 
Lament  the  whole  of  us  —  my  dead  and  me  — 
Since  all  together  are  foredone  and  lost. 
Smitten  by  Herd's  single  stroke  of  fate ! 

Thes.  Rise    up   now   from  thy  dead  ones! 

Tean  enough, 
Poor  friend ! 
Her,  I  cannot :  for  my  limbs  are  fixed. 

Thea*  Ay :  even  these  strong  men  fate  over- 
throws ! 
Her.  Woe! 
Here  might  I  grow  a  stone,  nor   mind   woes 

more ! 
Thes.  Cease !    Give   thy    hand   to  friendly 

helpmate  now  I 
Her.  Nay,  but  I  wipe  off   blood  upon   thy 

robes! 
Thes.  Squeeze  out  and  spare  no  drop  I    I  take 

itafl! 
Her.  Of  sons  bereaved,  I  have  thee  like  my 

son! 
T%es,  Give  to  my  neck  thy  hand !  't  is  I  wiD 

lead. 
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Htr,  Yoke  -  fellows  friendly  —  one    heart* 

brokMi,  thousrh  I 
O  father  I  such  a  man  we  need  for  friend  ! 
A  mph.  Certes.  the  land  that  bred  him  boasts 

(food  sons  I 
Uer.  Turn  me  round,  Theseus  —  to  behold  ray 

boys  1 
Thes.  What?  will  the  having  such  a  love- 

oharm  soothe  ? 
Her.  I  want  it;  and  to  press  my  father*s 

breast. 
Atnph.  iSee  here,  O  son!  for,  what  I  lore 

thou  seek'st  I 
Thes.    Straneet    Of    thy    labors    no   more 

memonr  ? 
Her.  All  those  were  leas  than  these,  those 

ills  I  bore  1 
Thea.  Who  sees  thee  grow  a  woman,  —  will 

not  praise  1 
Her.  I  ure  low  to  thee?    Not   so   onoe,    I 

think  I 
Th€s.  Too  low  by  far  I    ''  Famed  Herakles  " 

—  where  *s  he  ? 
Her.  Down  amid  evils,  of  what  kind  wast 

thouf 
Thes.  As  far  as  courage  —  least  of  all  man- 
kind 1 
Her.  How  say'st,  then,  I  in  evils  shrink  to 

naught  ? 
The.u  Forward  ! 

Htr.  Farewell,  old  father ! 

A  mph.  Thou  too,  son  I 

Htr.  Bury  the  boys  as  I  enjoined ! 
A  mph .  And  me  — 

Who  will  be  found  to  bury  now,  my  child  ? 
Her.  Myself! 

A  mph.  When,  coming  ? 

Her.  When  thy  task  is  done. 

^imph.  How  ? 
Htr.  I  will  have  thee   carried  forth  from 

Thebes 
To  Athens.    But  bear  in  the  children,  earth 
Is  burdened  by  1    Myself,  —  who  with  these 

shames 
Have  oast  awav  my  house,  —  a  ruined  hulk, 
'ollow  —  trailed  by  Theseus  —  on  my  way  ; 
x^Md  whoso    rather  would    have  wealth  and 

strength 
Than  good  friends,  reasons  foolishly  therein  ! 
Cho.  And  we  depart,  with  sorrow  at  heart. 
Sobs  that  increase  with  tears  that  start ; 
The  greatest  of  all  our  friends  of  yore 
We  £sve  lost  forevermore ! 


When   the   long  silence  ended,  — "  Our  best 

friend  — 
Lost,  our  best  friend  !  "  he  muttered  musingly. 
Then,  "  Laohares  the  sculptor  "  (half  aloud) 
'*  Sinned  he  or  sinned  he  not?    *  Outrageous 

sin!' 
Shuddered    our    elders,    *  Pallas    should    be 

doUied  : 
He  carved  her  naked.'    *  But  more  beautiful  I ' 
Answers  this  generation :     '  Wisdom  formed 
For  love  not   fear  I '     And  there  the  statue 

stands. 
Entraps  the  eye  severer  art  repels. 


Moreover,  Pallas  wields  the  thunderbolt. 
Yet  has  not  struck  the  artist  all  this  whue. 
Pheidias  and  Aisohulos  ?    Euripides 
And  Lachares  ?    But  youth  will  have  its  way  ! 
The  ripe  man  ought  to  be  as  old  as  young  — 
As  young  as  old.    1  too  have  youth  at  need. 
Much  may  be  said  for  stripping  windom  bare  I 

**  And  who 's  *  our  best  friend '  ?    You  play 

kottabos ; 
Here  's  the  last  mode  of   playing.     Take  a 

sphere 
With  orifices  at  due  interval, 
Through  topmast  one  of  which,  a  throw  adroit 
Sends  wine  from  cup,  clean  passage,  from  out- 
side ^ 
To  where,  in  hollow  midst,  a  manikin 
Suspended  ever  bobs  with  head  erect 
Right  underneath  whatever  hole  's  antop 
When  von  set  orb  a-roUinr  :  plumb,  he  gets 
Ever  tnis  benediction  of  tne  splash. 
An  other-fashioned  orb  presents  him  fixed : 
Of  all  the  outlets,  he  fronts  only  one. 
And    only    when    that    one — and   rare    the 

ohanoe  — 
Comes  uppermost,  does  he  turn  upward  too : 
He  (uin't  turn  all  sides  with  the  turning  orb. 
Inside  this  sphere  of  life  —  all  objects,  sense 
And  soul  perceive  —  Euripides  hangs  fixed, 
Qets  knowledge  through  the  single  aperture 
Of  High  and  Right :  with  visage  fronting  these 
He  waits  the  wine  thence  ere  he  operate. 
Work  in  the  world  and  write  a  tragedy.  ^ 
When  that  hole  himpens  to  revolve  to  point. 
In  drops  the  knowleage,  waitingmeets  reward. 
But,  duly  in  rotation.  Low  and  Wrong — 
When  these  enjoy  the  moment's  altitude, 
His  heels  axe  found  just  where  his  head  should 

be! 
No  knowledge  that  way !    I  am  movable,  — 
To  slightest  shift  of  orb  make  prompt  response, 
Faoe  Low  and  Wrong  and  Weak  and  all  the  rest. 
And  still  drink  knowledge,  wine-drenched  every 

turn,  — 
Equally  favored  hjr  their  oppoeites. 
Little  and  Bad  exist,  are  natural : 
Then  let  me  know  them,  and  be  twice  as  great 
As  he  who  only  knows  one  phase  of  life  ! 
So  doubly  shall  I  prove  '  best  friend  of  man,' 
If  I  report  the  whole  truth  —  Vice,  perceived 
While  ne  shut  eyes  to  t*Ul  but  Virtue  there. 
Man  's  made  of  both  :  and  both  must  be  of  use 
To  somebody :  if  not  to  him,  to  me. 
While,  as  to  your  imaginary  Third, 
Who,  —  stationed  (by  mechanics  past  my  guess) 
So  as  to  take  in  every  side  at  once. 
And  not  snocesrively,  —  may  reconcile 
The  Hifi'h  and  Low  in  tragicomic  verse,  — 
He  shaU  be  hailed  superior  to  us  both 
When  bom  — in  the  Tin-islands!    Meantime, 

here 
In  bright  Athenai.  I  contest  the  claim. 
Call  myself  lostepnanos'  ^  best  friend/ 
Who  took  my  own  course,  worked  as  1  descried 
Ordainment,  stuck  to  my  first  faculty  I 

**For,  UstenI    There's  no  failure  breaks  the 
heart, 
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Whate'er  be  man's  endeavor  in  this  world. 

Like  the  rash  poet's  when  he  —  nowise  fails 

By  poetizing'  badly,  —  Zeus  or  makes 

Or  mars  a  man,  su  —  at  it,  merrily  I 

But  when,  —  made  man,  —  much  like  myself, 

—  equipt 
For  such  and  such  achieveraent,  —  rash  he  turns 
Out  of  the  straigrht  path,  bent  on  snatch  of 

feat 
From  —  who 's    the     appointed    fellow    bom 

thereto,  — 
Crows  take  him !  —  in  your  Kassiterides  ? 
Half-doing  his  work,  leaving  mine  untouched. 
That  were  the  failure!    Here  I  stand,  heart- 
whole. 
No  Thamuiis  ! 

"•  Well  thought  of,  Thamuris ! 
Has  zeal,  pray,  for  *  best  friend '  Euripides 
Allowed  you  to  observe  the  honor  done 
His  elder  rival,  in  our  Poikil^  ? 
You  don't  know  ?    Once  and  only  once,  trod 

stage. 
Sang  and  touched  lyre  in  person,  in  his  youth, 
Our  Sophokles,  —  youth,  oeauty,  dedicate 
To  Thamuris  who  named  the  tragedy.^ 
The  voice  of  him  was  weak  ;  face,  limbs  and 

lyre. 
These  were  worth  saving:    Thamuris  stands 

yet 
Perfect  as  painting  helps  in  such  a  case. 
At  least  you  know  the  story,  for  *  best  friend  * 
Enriched  his  *  Rhesos '  from  the  Blind  Bard's 

store ; 
So  haste  and  see  the  work,  and  lay  to  heart 
What  it  was  struck  me  when  I  eyed  the  piece  ! 
Here  stands  a  poet  punished  for  rash  strife 
With  Powers  above  his  power,  who  see  with 

sight 
Beyond  nis  vision,  sing  accordingly 
A  song,  which  he  must  needs  dare  emulate  ! 
Poet,  remain  the  man  nor  ape  the  Muse  ! 

**  But  —  lend  me  the  psalterion  !     Nay,  for 

once  — 
Once  let  my  hand  fall  where  the  other's  lay  1 
I  see  it,  just  as  I  were  Sophokles, 
That  sunrise  and  combustion  of  the  east  1 " 

And  then  he  sang  —  are  these  unlike  the  words  ? 

Thamuris     marching,  —  lyre     and     song     of 

Thrace  — 
(Perpend  the  first,  the  worst  of  woes  that  were, 
Allotted  lyre  and  song,  ye  poet-race  I) 

Thamuris  from  Oichalia,  feasted  there 
By  kingly  Eurutos  of  late,  now  bound 
For  Dorion  at  the  uprise  broad  and  bare 

Of  Mount  Pangaios  (ore  with  earth  enwound 
Glittered  beneath  his  footstep)  —  marching  gay 
And  glad,  Thessalia  through,  came,  robed  and 
crowned, 

From  triumph  on  to  triumph,  'mid  a  ray 

Of  early  mom,  —  came,  saw  and  knew  the  spot 

Assigned  him  for  his  worst  of  woes,  that  day. 


Balnra  —  happier  while  its  name  was  not  — 
Met  him,  but  nowise  menaced  :  slipt  aside. 
Obsequious  river,  to  pursue  its  lot 

Of  solacing  the  vallev  —  say,  some  wide 
Thick  busv  human  closter,  honse  and  home. 
Embanked  for  peace,  or  thrift  that  t-lnmlra  the 
tide. 

Thamuris,  marching,  laughed  ^^  Each  flake  of 

foam'* 
^As  sparklingly  the  ripple  raced  him  by) 
Mocks    slower   clouds   adrift   in    the 

dome ! " 


blue 


For  Autumn  was  the  season  :  red  the  sky 

Held  mom's  conclusive  signet  of  the  snn 

To  break  the  mists  up,  bid  them  blaze  and  die. 

Mom  had  tiie  mastery  as,  one  by  one, 

All  pomps  produced  themselves  along  the  tract 

From  earth's  far  ending  to  near  heaven  begun- 

Was  there  a  ravaged  tree  ?  it  laughed  compact 
With  gold,  a  leaf-ball  crisp,  high-brandiahed 

now, 
Tempting  to  onset  frost  which  late  attacked. 

Was  there  a  wizened  shrub,  a  starveling  bough, 

A  fleecy  tliistle  filched  from  by  the  wind, 

A  weed.  Pan's  trampling  hoof  would  disaUow  ? 

Each,  with  a  glory  and  a  nmtnre  twined 
About  it,  joined  the  rush  of  air  and  light 
And  force :  the  world  was  of  one  joyous  mind. 

Say  not  the  birds  flew !   they  forebore  tibeir 

right  — 
Swam,  revelling  onward  in  the  roll  of  things. 
Say  not  the  beasts*  mirth  bounded !  that  was 

flight - 

How  could  the  creatures  leap,  no  lift  of  wings? 
Such  earth's  coramnnity  of  |)urpose,  such 
The  ease  of  earth*s  fulfilled  imaginings,  — 

So  did  the  near  and  far  appear  to  touch 

I'  the   moment's   transport,  —  that   an  inter* 

change 
Of  function,  far  with  near,  seemed  scarce  too 

much ; 

And  had  the  rooted  plant  aspired  to  range 
With   the   snake's   license,  while   the   insect 

yearned 
To   glow   fixed   as   the   flower  it   were   not 

strange  — 

No  more  than  if  the  flutterv  tree-top  turned 

To  actual  music,  sang  itself  idoft ; 

Or  if  the  wind,  impassioned  chantress,  earned 

The  right  to  soar  embodied  in  some  soft 
Fine  form  all  fit  for  doud-eompanionahip, 
And,  blissful,  once  touch  beauty  chased  so  oft. 

Thamuris,  marching,  let  no  fancy  slip 
Bom  of  the  fiery  transport ;  lyre  and  song 


THE   LAST  ADVENTURE   OF   BALAUSTION 


677 


Weie  his,  to  smite  with  hand  and  launch  from 

Peerless  recorded,  since  the  list  grew  long 
Of  poets  (saith  Homeros)  free  to  stand 
Peoestalled  'mid  the  Muses'  temple-throng, 

A  statued  service,  lanrelled,  lyre  in  hand, 
(Ay,  for  we  see  them)  —  Thamnris  of  Thrace 
Preaominating  foremost  of  the  hand. 

Therefore  the  mom-rav  that  enriched  his  face, 
If  it  gave  lamhent  chill,  took  flame  ssain 
From  flush  of  pride ;  he  saw,  he  knew  the 
place. 

What  wind  amred  with  all  the  rhythms  from 
plain. 

Hill,  dale,  and  that  rongh  wildwood  inter- 
spersed? 

Compounding  these  to  one  consummate  strain, 

It  reached  him,  music :  hut  his  own  onthurst 

Of  victory  concluded  the  account. 

And  that  grew  song  which  was  mere  music  erst. 

"  Be  my  Pamassos,  thou  Pangaian  mount  I 
And  turn  thee,  river,  nameless  hitherto  I 
Famed   shalt   thou  vie  with   famed   Pieria's 
fount  I 

Here  I  await  the  end  of  this  ado : 
Which  wins  —  Earth's  poet  or  the  Heavenly 
Muse."  .  .  . 

But  song  hroke  up  in   laughter.    *'Tell  the 

rest, 

Who  may!    /have  not  spumed  the  common 

life. 
Nor  vaunted  mine  a  lyre  to  mateh  the  Muse 
Who  sings  for  gods,  not  men  !    Accordingly, 
I  shall  not  decorate  her  vestibule  — 
Mute  marble,  blind  the  eyes  and  quenched  the 

brain. 
Loose  in  the  hand  a  bright,  a  broken  lyre  I 
— Not  Thamnris  but  Ajnstophanes  ! 

**  There  I    I  have  sung  content  back  to  myself, 
And  started  subject  for  a  play  beside. 
My  next  performance  shall  content  you  both. 
Did  'Prelude-Battle'  maul  'best  friend'  too 

much? 
Then  '  Main-Fight '  be  my  next  song,  fairness' 

self! 
Ito  subject — Contest  for  the  Tragic  Crown. 
Ay,  you  shall  hear  none  else  but  Aischuloe 
Lay  down  the  law  of  Tragedy,  and  prove 
*'  Best  friend '  a  stra^-away,  —  no  praise  denied 
His  manifold  deservings,  never  fear — 
Nor  word  more  of  the  old  fun  I    Death  de- 
fends! 
Sound  admonition  has  its  due  effect. 
Oh,  you  have  uttered  weightv  words,  believe  I 
Snch  as  shall  bear  abundant  fruit,  next  year, 
In  judgment,  regular,  legitimate. 
Let  Bacchos  seff  preside  in  person !    Ay  — 
For  there 's  a  buzz  about  those  '  Bacchanals ' 
Rmnor  attributes  to  your  great  and  dead 


For  final  effort :  just  the  prodigy 
Great  dead  men  leave,  to  lay  survivors  low  I 
—  Until  we  make  aoqnaintanoe  with  our  fate 
And  find,  fate's  worst  done,  we,  the  same,  sur- 
vive 
Perchance  to  honor  more  the  patron-god, 
Fitlier  inaugurate  a  festal  year. 
Now  that  the  cloud  has  broken,  sky  laughs 

blue. 
Earth  blossoms  youthfully  I    Athenai  breathes  I 
After  a  twenty-six  vears'  wintry  blank 
Struck  from  her  life,  —  war-madness,  one  long 

swoon. 
She  wakes  up :  Arginousai  bids  good  cheer ! 
We  have  disposed  of  Kallikratidas ; 
Once  more  will  Sparta  sue  for  terms,  —  who 

knows? 
Cede  Dekeleia,  as  the  rumor  runs : 
Terms  which  Athenai,  of  rif  ht  mind  again, 
Accepta  —  she  can  no  other  I    Peace  declared. 
Have  my  long  labors  borne  their  fruit  or  no  ? 
Grinned  coarse  buffoonery  so  oft  in  vain  ? 
Enough  —  it  simply  saved  you.    Saved  ones, 

praise 
Theona's  beauty  and  Opera's  breadth  I 
Nor,  when  Peace  realizes  promised  bliss. 
Forget  the  Bald  Bard,  Envy !  but  go  burst 
As  the  cupaoes  rounds  and  tike  cotes  abound^ 
CoUops  ofnare^  with  roast  spinks  rare  ! 
Confess  my  pipings,  dancings,  poeings  served 
Apurnose:  guttE^,  guzzUn^Thad  their  use  I 
Say  wnether  light  Muse,  Rosy-nnger-tips, 
Or,  '  best  friend's '  Heavy-hand,  Melpomen^, 
Touched  lyre  to  purpose,  played  Amphion's 

part. 
And  built  Athenai  to  the  skies  once  more ! 
Farewell,  brave  couple !    Next  year,  welcome 

me!" 


No  doubt,  in  what  he  said  that  night,  sincere ! 

One  story  he  referred  to,  false  or  fact. 

Was  not  without  adaptability. 

They  do  say  —  Lau  the  Corinthian  once 

Chancing  to  see  Euripides  (who  paced 

Composing  in  a  garden,  tablet-book 

In  left  hand,  with  appended  stulos  prompt)  — 

"  Answer  me,"  she  began,  '*  O  Poet,  —  tnis  I 

What  didst  intend  bv  writing  in  thy  plav. 

Go  hana^  thoujikhy  doer  f  "    Struck  on  heap, 

Euripides,  at  the  audacious  speech  — 

"Well  now,"  quoth  he,  ''thyself  art  just  the 

one 
I  should  imagine  fit  for  deeds  of  filth  I  " 
She  laughinglv  retorted  his  own  line 
'"  What 's  mth,  —  unless  who  does  it,  thinks  it 

so?" 

So   might  he  doubtless   think.    *' Farewell," 
said  we. 

And  he  was  gone,  lost  in  the  moming'^ay, 
Rose-streaked  and  gold  to  eastward.    Did  we 

dream? 
Could  the  poor  twelve-hours  hold  this  argu- 
ment 
We  render  durable  from  fugitive. 
As  duly  at  each  sunset's  droop  of  sail. 
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Delay  of  oar,  sabmiseion  to  sea^mig^ht, 
I  still  remember,  j^ou  as  duly  dint 
Remembranoe,  witb  the  punctual  rapid  style, 
Into  —  what  calm  cold  page  I 

Thus  soul  escapee 
From    eloquence   made    captive :    thus   mere 

words 
—  Ah,  would  the  lifeless  body  stay  I    But  no : 
Change  upon  change  till,  —  who  mav  reccmiize 
What  didf  soul  service,  in  the  dusty  heap  r 
What  energy  of  Aristophanes 
Inflames  the  wreck  Balaustion  saves  to  show  ? 
Ashes  be  evidence  how  fire  —  with  smoke  — 
All  night  went  lamping  on  I    But  mom  must 

rise. 
The  poet  —  I  shall  say  —  burned  up  and,  blank. 
Smouldered   this   ash,    now   white   and   oold 

enough. 

Kay,  Euthukles  !  for  best,  though  mine  it  be, 
Comes  yet!    Write  on,  write  ever,  wrong  no 
word ! 

Add,  first,  —  he  gone,  if  jollity  went  too, 
Some  of  the  graver  mood,  which  mixed  and 

marred. 
Departed  likewise.    Si^ht  of  narrow  scope 
Has  this  meek  consolation :  neither  ills 
We  dread,  nor  joys  we  dare  anticipate, 
Perform  to  promise.    Each  soul  sows  a  seed  — 
Euripides  and  Aristophanes ; 
Seed  bears  crop,  scarce  within  our  little  lives  ; 
But  germinates  —  perhaps  enough  to  judge  — 
Next  year  ? 

Whereas,  next  year  brought  harvest-time ! 
For,  next  year  came,  and  went  not,  but  is  now. 
Still  now,  while  you  and  I  are  bound  for  Rhodes 
That  *s  flJl  but  reached  !  —  and  harvest  has  it 

brought, 
Dire  as  the  homicidal  dragon-crop  I 
Sophokles  had  dismissal  ere  it  dawned, 
Happy  as  ever ;  though  men  mournfully 
Plausive,  —  when  only  soul  oould  triumph  now. 
And  lophon  produced  his  father's  play,  — 
Crowned  the  consummate  song  where  Oidipous 
Dared  the  descent  *mid  earthquake-thundering. 
And  hardly  Theseus'  hands  availed  to  guaitl 
Eyes  from  the  horror,  as  their  grove  disgorged 
Its  dread  ones,  while  each  daughter  sank  to 

ground. 

Then  Aristophanes,  on  heel  of  that. 
Triumphant  also,  foUowed  with  his  ^* Frogs:  " 
Produced    at   next    Lenaia,  —  three   months 

since,  — 
The  promised  Main-Fight,  loyal,  license-free ! 
As  if  the  poet,  primed  with  Thasian  juice, 
(Himself  swore  —  wine  that  conquers  every  kind 
For  long  abiding  in  the  head)  could  fix 
Thenceforward  any  object  in  its  truth. 
Through  eyeballs  bathed  by  mere  Castalian  dew. 
Nor  miss  the  borrowed  medium,  —  vinous  drop 
That  colors  all  to  the  right  crimson  pitch 
When  mirth  grows  mockery,  censure  takes  the 

tinge 
Of  malice  I 


All  was  Aristophanes : 
There  blazed  the  glory,  there  shot  blaek  the 

shame! 
Ay,  Baochos  did  stand  forth,  the  Traeio  God 
In  person !   and  when  duly  dragged  throagh 

mire, — 
Having  lied,  filched,  played  fool,  proved  coward, 

flung 
The  boys  uieir  dose  of  fit  indecency. 
And  finally  got  trounced  to  heart's  content. 
At  his  own  feast,  in  his  own  theatre 
(r-  Oh,  never  fear  1    'T  was  consecrated  qwrt. 
Exact  tradition,  warranted  no  whit 
Offensive  to  instructed  taste,  —  indeed. 
Essential  to  Athenai^s  liberty. 
Could    the    poor  stranger  understand !)    whj, 

then  — 
He  was  pronounced  the  rarely-qualified 
To  rate  the  work,  adjust  the  claims  to  worth. 
Of  Aischulos  (of  whom,  in  other  mood. 
This  same  appreciative  poet  pleased 
To  say,  '"  He  's  all  one  stiff  and  gluey  piece 
Of  back  of  svrine'a-neck  1  ")  —  and  of  Chatier> 

box 
Who,  *'  twisting  words  like  wool,"  usurped  his 

seat 
In   Plouton's  realm:    "the   arch-rogue,  Bar, 

scamp 
That  lives  by  snatcbing^up  of  altar-orts,'* 

—  Who  failed  to  recognize  Euripides  ? 

Then  came  a  contest  for  supremacy  — 
Crammed  full  of  genius,  wit  and  fun  and  freak. 
No  spice  of  undue  spite  to  spoil  the  dish 
Of  all  sorts,  —  for  the  Mystics  matched  the  Frogs 
In  poetry,  no  Seiren  sang  so  sweet  1  — 
Till,  pressed  into  the  service  (how  dispense 
With  Phape-Elaphion  and  free  foot-display  ?; 
The  Muse  of  dead  Euripides  danced  frank, 
Rattled  her  bits  of  tile,  made  all  too  plain 
How  baby-work  like  "  Herakles  "  had  birth ! 
Last,  Bacchoe  —  candidly  disclaiming  brains 
Able  to  follow  finer  a^ument  — 
Confessed  himself  much  moved  by  three  main 

facts: 
First,  —  if  you  stick  a  ''  Lost  his  flask  of  oil " 
At  pause  of  period,  you  perplex  the  sense,  — 
Were  it  the  Elegy  for  Marathon  ! 
Next,  if  you  weigh  two  verses,  "  car  "  —  the 

word, 
Will  outweigh    '*  dub  "  —  the  word,  in  cacb 

packed,  line  I 
And  —  last,  worst  fact  of  all !  in  rivalry 
The  younger  poet  dared  to  improvise 
Laudation  less  distinct  of  —  Triph^es  ? 
(Nay,  that  served  when  ourself   abused   the 

youth !) 
Pheidippides^ —  (nor  that 's  appropriate  now !) 
Then,  -^  Alkibiades,  our  city  s  hope. 
Since  times  change  and  we  Comics  should  change 

tool 
These  three  main  facts,  well  weighed,  drew 

judgment  down, 
Conclusively^  assigned  the  wretch  his  fate  — 
'*  Fate  due,'-  admonished  the  sage  Mystic  choir, 
'^  To  sitting,  prate-apace,  with  Sokrains, 
Neglecting  music  and  each  tragic  aid  I " 

—  All  woond-up  by  a  wish  ''  We  soon  may  cease 


THE   LAST  ADVENTURE  OF  BALAUSTION 


679 


From  certain  grieli,  and  warfare,   worst  of 
them ! " 

—  Since,  deaf  to  Comedy ^s  persistent  voioe, 
War  still  raged^  still  was  like  to  rase.    In  yain 
Had  8part^  oned  once  more,  ^'  But  grant  oa 

Peace, 
We  in^e  yon  Dekeleia  back  I "    Too  shrewd 
Was  Kleophon  to  let  escape,  forsooth, 
The  enemy  —  at  final  gasp,  besides ! 

So,  Aristophanes  obtained  the  prize, 

And  so  Athenai  felt  she  had  a  triend 

Far  better  than  her  '*  beat  friend,''  lost  last 

year; 
And  so,  such  fame  had  ** Frogs"  that,  when 

came  round 
This  present  year,  those  Frogs  croaked  gay  again 
At  the  great  Feast,  ElapheboUon-month. 
Only  —  there  happened  Aigispotamoi  I 

And,  in  the  midst  of  the  frog^merriment. 
Plump  o*  the  sudden,  pounces  stem  King  Stork 
On  the  light-hearted  people  of  the  marsh  I 
Spartan  Lnsandros  swooped  precipitate, 
Eaided  Athenai,  rowed  her  sacred  bay 
With  oais  which  brought  a  hundred  triremes 

back 
Captive  I 

And  first  word  of  the  conqueror 
Was  "  Down  with  those  Long  Walls,  Peiraios* 

pride  1 
Dastroy,  Tourselves,  your  bulwarks  I     Peace 

needs  none ! '' 
And  **  We  obey  "  they  shuddered  in  their  dream. 

But,  at  next  quick  imposnre  of  decree  — 
*'  No  longer  democratic  ffovernment  I 
Henceforth  such  oligarony  aa  ourselves 
Please  to  appoint  you  1 ''  —  then  the  horror- 
stung 
Dreamers  awake ;  they^  started  up  a-etare 
At  Uie  half-helot  captain  and  his  crew 

—  Spartans,  ^*  men  used  to  let  their  hair  grow 

long. 
To  fast,  be  dirty,  and  just  —  Sokratize  "  — 
Whose  word  was  ''  Trample  on  Themistokles  I " 

So,  as  the  way  is  with  much  misery. 

The  heads  swam,  hands  refused  their  office, 

hearts 
Sunk  as  they  stood  in  stupor.    "Wreck  the 

Walls? 
Ruin  Peiraioe  ?  —  with  our  Pallas  armed 
For  interference  ?  —  Herakles  apprised. 
And  Theseus  hasting  ?    Lay  tne  Long  Walls 

low?" 

Three  da^  they  stood,  stared,  —  stonier  than 
their  walls. 

Whereupon,  sleep  who  might,  Lnsandros  woke : 
Saw  the  prostration  of  his  enemy. 
Utter  and  absolute  beyond  belief,  ^ 
Past  hope  of  hatred  even.    I  surmise 


He  also  probably  saw  fade  in  fume 
Certain  tears,  bred  of  Bakis-prophecj 
Nor  apprehended  any  more  tnat  gods 


And  heroes,  —  fire,  must  glow  forth,  guard  the 

ground 
Where  prone,  by  sober  day-dawn,  corpse-like  lay 
Powerless  Athenai,  late  predominant 
Lady  of  Hellas,  —  Sparte^s  slave-prize  now  1 
Where  should  a  menace  lurk  in  those  slack 

limbs? 
What  was  to  move  his  circumspection  ?    Why 
Demolish  just  Peiraios  ? 

'' Stay  1"  bade  he: 
**  Already  promise-breakers  ?   TruetotypeY 
Athenians  I  past,  and  present,  and  to  come,  — 
The  fickle  and  the  false !    No  stone  dislodged. 
No  implement  applied,  yet  three  days'  n'ace 
Expire  I    Forbearance  is  no  longer-hvea. 
By   breaking    promise,   terms  of    peace   yon 

break  — 
Too  gentlr  framed  for  falsehood,  fickleness  I 
All  must  oe  reconsidered  —  yours  the  fault  I  " 

Wherewith,  he  called  a  council  of  allies. 
Pent-up  resentment  used  its  privilege,  — 
Outburst  at  ending :  this  the  summed  result. 

"  Because  we  would  avenge  no  transient  wrong 
Bot  an  eternity  of  insolence, 
Aggression,  —  folly,  no  disasters  mend. 
Pride,  no  reverses  teach  hurailitsr,  — 
Because  too  plainly  were  all  punishment. 
Such  as  comports  with  less  obdurate  crime, 
Evadable  by  falsehood,  fickleness  — 
Experience  proves  the  true  Athenian  type,  — 
Therefore,  't  is  need  we  dig  deep  down  mto 
The  root  of  evil ;  lop  nor  bole  nor  branch. 
Look  up,  look  round  and  see,  on  every  side. 
What  nurtured  the  rank  tree  to  noisome  friiit  I 
We  who  live  hutted  (so  thejy  laugh)  not  housed. 
Build  bams  for  temples,  pnze  mud-monuments. 
Nor  show  the  sneering  stranger  aught  but  — 

men, — 
Spartans  take  insult  of  Athenians  just 
Because  they^  boast  Akropolis  to  mount, 
And  Propnlaia  to  make  entry  by, 
Through  a  mad  maze  of  marble  arrogance 
Such  as  you  see  —  such  as  let  none  see  more  I 
Abolish  the  detested  luxury  I 
Leave  not  one  stone  upon  another,  raze 
Athenai  to  the  rock  1    Let  hill  and  plain 
Become  a  waste,  a  grassy  pasture-ground 
Where  sheep  may  wander,  grazing  goats  depend 
From  shapeless  crags  once  columns  !  so  at  last 
Shall  peace  inhabit  there,  and  peace  enough." 

Whereon,  a  shout  approved  "  Such  peace  be- 
stow ! " 

Then  did  a  Man  of  Phokis  rise —  0  heart  t 
Rise  —  when  no  bolt  of  Zeus  disparted  sky. 
No  omen*bird  from  Pallas  scared  the  crew. 
Rise  —  when    mere    human    argument    could 

stem 
No  foam-fringe  of  the  passion  surging  fierce. 
Baffle  no  wrath-wave  tiiat  o'er  hairier  broke  — 
Who  was  the  Man  of  Phokis  rose  and  flung 
A  flower  i'  the  way  of  that  fierce  foot's  advance, 
Which  —  stop  for  ?  —  nay,  had  stamped  down 

sword's  assault  I 
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Could  it  be  He  stayed  Sparta  with  the  snatch  — 
**  Daughter  of  A^memnoiij  Uite  my  Uege, 
Elektra,  palaced,  once  a  visitant 
To  thy  poor  rustic  dwelling,  now  I  come  ? '' 

Av,  facing  fury  of  reyei^,  and  lust 
Of  hate,  and  malice  moaning  to  appease 
Hunger  on  prey  presumptuous,  prostrate  now  — 
Full  in  the  nideous  faces  —  last  resource, 
You  flung  that  chorio  flower,  my  Euthukles  I 

And  see,  as  tiirough  some  pinhole,  should  the 

wind 
Wed^ngly  pierce  but  once,  in  with  a  rush 
Humes  the  whole  wild  weather,  rends  to  ra^ 
The  weak  sail  stretched  against  the  outside 

storm  — 
So  did  the  power  of  that  triumphant  play 
Pour  in,  and  oversweep  the  assembled  foe  I 
Triumphant  play,  wherein  our  poet  first 
Dared  Dring  the  grandeur  of  the  Tragic  Two 
Down  to  the  leycl  of  our  common  life. 
Close  to  the  beating  of  our  common  heart. 
Elektra  ?    'T  was  Athenai,  Spart^^s  ice 
Thawed  to,    while    that  saa  portraiture   ap- 
pealed— 
Agamemnonian  lady,  lost  by  fault 
Of  her  own  kindred,  cast  from  house  and  home, 
Despoiled  of  aU  the  brave  inheritance, 
Dowered  humbly  as  befits  a  herdsman  ^s  mate, 
Partaker  of  his  cottage,  clothed  in  rags. 
Patient  performer  of  the  poorest  chares. 
Yet  mindful,  all  the  while,  of  glory  past 
When  she  walked  darliiu^  of  Mnkenai,  dear 
Beyond  Orestes  to  the  IGng  of  Men  I 

So,  because  Greeks  are  Greeks,  though  Sparta's 

brood. 
And  hearts  are  hearts,  though  in  Lusandros' 

breast. 
And  poetry  is  power,  and  Euthukles 
Had  taith  therein  to,  full-face,  fling  the  same  — 
Sudden,  the  ice-thaw  !    The  assembled  foe. 
Heaving  and  swaying  with  strange  friendliness. 
Cried,  ^Reverence  Elektra!" —cried,  "Ab- 
stain 
like  that  chaste  Herdsman,  nor  dare  violate 
The  sanctity  of  such  reverse  I    Let  stand 
Athenai  I " 

Mindful  of  that  story^s  dose. 
Perchance,  and  how,  —  when  he,  the  Herds- 
man chaste. 
Needs  apprehend  no  break  of  truiqnil  sleep,  — 
All  in  due  time,  a  stranger,  dark,  disguisea. 
Knocks    at  the  door :  wiUi  searching  glance, 

notes  keen. 
Knows  quick,  through  mean  attire  and  disre- 
spect. 
The  ravaged  princess  I  Ay^  right  on,  the  dutch 
Of  guiding  retribution  has  in  charge 
The  author  of  the  outrage  !    While  one  hand, 
Elektra^s,  pulls  the  door  behind,  made  fast 
Oil  fate,  —  the  other  strains,  prepared  to  push 
The  victim-queen,  should  she  make  frightened 

pause 
Before  that  serpentining  blood  which  steals 
Out  of  the  darkness  where,  a  pace  beyond. 


Above  the  slain  Aigisthos,  bides  his  blow 
Dreadful  Orestes! 

Klntaimnestra,  wise 
This  time,  f orebore  ;  Elektra  held  her  own ; 
Saved  was  Athenai  through  Euripides, 
Through  Euthukles,  through  —  more  than  ever 

—  me, 
Balaustion,  me,  who,  Wild-pomegTanat«-flower, 
Felt  my  fruit  triumph,  and  fade  proudly  so ! 

But  next  day,  as  ungracious  minds  are  wont. 
The  Spartan,  late  surprised  into  a  grace. 
Grew  sudden  sober  at  the  enormity. 
And  grudged,  by  daybreak,  midnight^s  ea^ 

Spleneticaily  must  repay  its  cost 

By  due  increase  of  rigor,  doglike  snatch 

At  aught  still  left  dog  to  ooncede  like  man. 

Rough  sea,  at  flow  ot  tide,  may  lip,  perdiance. 

Smoothly  the  land-line  reached  as  for  repose  — 

Lie  indolent  in  all  unquestioned  sway  ; 

But  ebbing,  when  needs  must,  all  thwart  and 

loth, 
Sea  claws  at  sand  relinquished  stru^jRlingly. 
So,  harsh  Lusandros  —  pinioned  to  inflict 
The  lesser  penalty  alone — spoke  harsh. 
As  minded  to  embitter  scathe  by  soom. 

**  Athenai's  self  be  saved  then,  thank  the  Lyre ! 
If  Tragedy  withdraws  her  presence  —  quick. 
If  Comedy  replace  her,  —  what  more  just  ? 
Let  Comedy  ao  service,  frisk  away. 
Dance  off  stage  these  indomitable  stones, 
Long  Walls,  Peiraian  bulwarks!     Hew  and 

heave, 
Pick  at,  pound  into  dust  each  dear  defence  I 
Not  tx>  the  Kommos  —  eUUMeu 
With  breast  bethumped,  as  Tragic  lyre  prefers, 
But  Comedy  shall  sound  the  flutoj  and  crow 
At  kordaz-end — the  hearty  slappingnlaace  I 
Collect  those  flute-girls  —  trash  who  flattered 

ear 
With  whistlings,  and  fed  eye  with  caper^uts. 
While  we  Lakonians  supped  black  broth  or 

crunched 
Seariirchin,  conchs  and  all,  unpricked  —  ooarM 

brutes ! 
Command   they   lead   off   step,    time   steady 

stroke 
To  spade  and  pickaxe,  till  demolished  lie 
Athenai^s  pride  in  powder !  " 

Done  that  day— 
That  sixteenth  famed  day  of  Munuchion-month ! 
The  day  when  Hellas  fought  at  Salamis, 
The  very  day  Euripides  was  bom. 
Those   flute-girls  —  Phaps-fUaphion    at    their 

head  — 
Did  blow  their  best,  did  dance  theb  wont,  the 

while 
Sparta  pulled  down  the  walls,  wrecked  wide 

the  works. 
Laid  low  each  merest  molehill  of  defence. 
And  so  the  Power,  Athenai,  passed  ^way ! 

We  would  not  see  its  passing !    Ere  I  knew 
The  issue  of  their  counsels,  —  crouching  low 
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And  shrouded  by  my  peplos,  —  I  oonoeived. 
Despite  the  ahat  eyee,  the  stopped  ears,  —  by 

count 
Ooly  of  heart-beats,  telling  the  slow  time,  — 
Athenai^s  doom  was  signed  and  signified 
In    t^t    assembly,  —  ay,    but    knew    there 

watched 
One  who  would  dare  and  do,  nor  bate  at  all 
The   stranger's   licensed    duty,  —  speak    the 

word 
Allowed  the  Man  from  PhokisI     Naught  re- 
mained 
But  urge  departure,  flee  the  sights  and  sounds, 
Hideous  ezmtings,  waiUnes  worth  contempt. 
And  pressed  to  other  earth,  new  heaven,  by  sea 
That  somehow  ever  prompts  to  'scape  despair. 

Help  rose  to  heart's  wish  ;   at  the  harboivside, 

The  old  gray  mariner  did  reverence 

To  who  had  saved  his  ship,  still  weather-tight 

As  when  with  prow  gav-garlanded  she  praised 

The  hospitable  port  and  pushed  to  sea. 

**  Convoy  Balaiistion  back  to  Rhodes,  for  sake 

Of  her  and  her  Euripides  I "  laughed  he. 

Rhodes,  —  shall  it  not  be  therOj  my  Euthukles, 
"nil  this  brief  trouble  of  a  lifetime  end. 
That  solitude  —  two  make  so  populous  I  — 
For  food  finds  memories  of  the  past  suffice. 
Maybe,  anticipatioDS,  —  hope  so  swells,  — 
Of  some  great  future  we,  familiar  once 
With  who  so  taught,  should  hail  and  entertain  ? 
He  lies  now  in  the  little  valley,  laughed 
And    moaned    about    by    those    mysterious 

streams. 
Boiling  and  freezing,  like  the  love  and  hate 
Which  helned  or   narmed   him   throngh   his 

eartmy  course. 


They  mix  in  Arethonsa  by  his  grave. 

The  warm  spring,  traveller,  dip  thine  arms 

into. 
Brighten  thy  brow  with  I     Life  detests  black 

cold! 

I  sent  the  tablets,  the  psalterion,  so 
Rewarded  fctioUy ;  the  tyrant  there 
Bestowed  them  worthily  in  Phoibos'  shrine. 
A  gold-graved  writing  tells  —  **  I  also  loved 
The  poet.  Free  Athenai  cheaply  prized  — 
King  Dionusios,  —  Archelaos-like  I " 


M 


And  see  if  youn^  Philemon,  —  sure  one  day 
To  do  good  service  and  be  loved  himself,  — 
If  he  too  have  not  made  a  votive  verse  ! 
**  Grant,  in  good  sooth,  our  great  dead,  all  the 

same. 
Retain  their  sense,  as  certain  wise  men  say, 
I  'd  hang  myself  —  to  see  Euripides  I " 
Hands  o£F.  Philemon  I  nowise  hang  thyself, 
But  pen  tne  prime  plays,  labor  the  right  life. 
And  die  at  good  ola  age  as  grand  men  use,  — 
Keeping  thee,  with  that  great  thought,  warm 

the  while,  — 
That  he  does  live,  Philemon  I     Ay,  most  sure ! 
"  He  lives  ! "  hark,  —  waves  say,  vrinds  sing 

out  the  same. 
And  yonder  dares  the  dtied  ridge  of  Rhodes 
Its  headlong  plunge  from  sky  to  sea,  disparts 
North  bay  from  south,  —  each  guardea  calm, 

that  guest 
May  enter  gladly,  blow  what  wind  there  will,  — 
Boued  round  with  breakers,  to  no  other  cnr ! 
All  in  one  chores,  —  what  the  master-word 
They  take  up  ?  — hark  I     "  There  are  no  gods, 

nogoos ! 
Glory  to  God  —  who  saves  Euripides  I " 
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I  slew  the  Hydra,  and  from  labor  pass*d 
To  labor — tribes  of  labors !    Till ,  at  last, 
Attempting  one  more  labor,  in  a  trice, 
Alack,  with  ills  I  crawrudthe  edifice. 


This  poem,  written  in  Scotland  in  1871, 
shortly  after  the  downfall  of  Napoleon  III., 
was  published  in  December  of  the  same  year. 
The  suggestion  of  the  emperor  is  transparent, 
and  Browning  writing  in  January,  1872,  to  Miss 
Isa  Blagden,  says  of  it :  "I  am  arlad  vou  have 


got  my  little  book,  and  seen  for  yourself 
whether  I  make  the  best  or  the  worst  of  the 
case.  I  think,  in  the  main,  he  meant  to  do 
what  I  say,  and,  but  for  weakness  —  grown 
more  apparent  in  his  last  years  than  formerly 
— would  have  done  what  I  say  he  did  not.    I 
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thought  badly  of  him  at  th«  beginning  of  his 
career,  €t  pour  cause :  better  afterward,  on  the 
strength  of  the  promiaee  he  made,  and  gave 
indications  of  intending  to  redeem.  I  think 
him  yery  weak  in  the  last  miserable  year.  At 
his  worst  I  prefer  him  to  Thiers^s  beat.  I  am 
told  my  little  thing  is  succeeding — sold  1400 
in  the  first  five  days,  and  before  any  notice 
appeared."  And  again,  to  the  same  corre- 
spondent :  **  I  am  glad  you  like  what  the  editor 
of  the  Edinburgh  calls  my  enlogium  on  the 
second  empire — which  it  is  not,  any  more  than 


what  another  wiseacre  affirms  it  to  be,  's 
scandalous  attack  on  the  old  constant  friend  of 
England '  —  it  is  just  what  I  imagina  the  nan 
might,  if  he  pleased,  say  for  himself."  His. 
Browning's  well-known  enthusiasm  for  Napo* 
Icon  III.  as  insuinced  in  her  poems  nnqoss- 
tionably  gave  distinctness  to  Browning's  own 
reflections.  The  motto  is  from  the  Herada 
Furens  of  Euripides,  ty.  1276-1280,  and  the 
translation  is  presumably  by  Browning.  There 
is  a  palace  Hohen-Schwangau,  buUt  by  the 
BaTarian  mad  king  Ludwig. 


Yon  have  seen  better  days,  dear?    So  have 

I- 
And  worse  too,  for  they  brought  no  such  bud- 
mouth 
As  yours  to  lisp  **  Ton  wish  you  knew  me  I " 

WeU, 
T^se  men,  'tis  said,  have  sometimes  wished 

the  same, 
And  wished  and  had  their  trouble  for  their 

pains. 
Suppose  my  CEdipus  should  lurk  at  last 
Under  a  pork-pie  hat  and  crinoline. 
And,  latish,  pounce  on  Sphinx  in   Leiceeter 

Square? 
Or  likeher,  what  if  Sphinx  in  wise  old  age, 
Qrown  sick  of  snapping  foolish  people's  heads, 
jSoid  jealous  for  her  riddle's  proper  rede,  — 
Jealous  that  the  good  trick  which  served  the 

turn 
Have  justice  rendered  it,  nor  class  one  day 
With   friend   Home's   stilts   and    tongs    and 

medium-ware,  — 
What  if  the  once  redoubted  Sphinx,  I  say, 
^Because  night  draws  on,  and  the  sands  in- 
crease. 
And  desert-whispers  grow  a  prophecy,) 
Tell  all  to  Corinth  of  her  own  accord. 
Bright  Corinth,  not  dull  Thebes,  for  Lais' 

sake. 
Who  finds  me  hardlv  ^y,  and  likes  my  nose. 
And  thinks  a  man  of  sixty  at  the  prime  r 
Good  I    It  shall  be  I    Revealment  of  myself  I 
But  listen^  for  we  must  co-operate ; 
I  don't  dnnk  tea:  permit  me  the  cigar  I 

First,   how  to   make    the   matter  plain,   of 

course  — 
What  was  the  law  by  which  I  lived.     Let 's 

Ovv  • 

Ay,  we  must  take  one  instant  of  my  life 
Spent  sitting  by  your  side  in  this  neat  room : 
Watch  well  the  way  I  use  it,  and  don't  langh  1 
Here 's  paper  on  the  table,  pen  and  ink  : 
Give  me  Une  soiled  bit  —  not  the  pretty  rose ! 
See  I  having  sat  an  hour,  I  'm  rested  now. 
Therefore  want  work :  and  spy  no  better  work 
For  eye  and  hand  and  mind  that  guides  them 

both. 
During  this  instant,  than  to  draw  my  pen 
F^m  blot  One  —  thus  —  up,  up  to  blot  Two  — 
^^      thus  — 
Which  I  at  last  leadh,  thus,  and  here 's  my  line 


Five  inches  long  and  tolerably  stnught: 
Better  to  draw  than  leave  undrawn,  I  think, 
Fitter  to  do  than  let  alone,  I  hdd. 
Though  better,  fitter,  by  but  one  degree. 
Therefore  it  was  that,  rather  than  sit  adil 
Simplv,  my  right-hand  dr«w  it  while  my  left 
PuILmi  smooth  and  pinched  the  moustache  to  s 
point. 

Now  I  permit  your  plump  lips  to  unpnrae : 
"  So  far,  one  possibly  may  understand 
Without  recourse  to  witchcraft  I  "     True,  my 

dear 
Thus  folks  begin  with  Eudid,  —  finish,  how? 
Trpng  to  square  the  circle  !  —  at  any  rate, 
Somng  abfltruaer  problems  than  this  fimt, 
"  How  find  the  nearest  way  'twixt  point  and 

pomt. 
Deal  but  with  moral  mathematics  so  — 
Master  one  merest  moment's  work  of  mine. 
Even  this  practising  with  pen  and  ink,  — 
Demonstrate  why  1  rather  plied  the  quill 
Than  left  the  space  a  blank,  —  yon  gain  a  tui, 
And  God  knows  what  a  fact 's  worth  I    So  pro- 
ceed 
By  inference  from  just  this  moral  fact 
—  I  don't  say,  to  that  plaguy  quadrature, 
*^  What  the  whole  man  meant,  whom  you  wA 

you  knew," 
Bu^  what  meant  certain  things  he  did  of  cU, 
Which   puzzled   Europe,  —  why,   yoa  'U  find 

them  plain. 
This  way,  not  otherwise :  I  niarantee, 
Understand  one,  you  comprehend  die  rest. 
Rays  from  all  round  converge  to  any  point : 
Study  the  point  then  ere  you  track  the  rays  I 
The  size  o  the  circle 's  nothing ;  subdivide 
Earth,  and  earth's  smallest  grain  of  mustard- 

seeo, 

Ton  count  as  many  parts,  small  matching  laite, 
If  you  can  use  the  mind's  eye :  otherwise, 
Biaterial  optics,  beinff  gross  at  best. 
Prefer  the  large  and  leave  our  mina  the  small— 
And  pray  how  manv  folk  have  minds  can  see  f 
Certainly  you  —  ana  somebody  in  Thrace 
Whose  name  escapes  me  at  the  moment.    Ton  " 
Lend  me  your  mind  then  I    Analyse  with  me 
This  instance  of  the  line  'twixt  bkit  and  blot 
I  rather  choee  to  draw  than  leave  a  blank. 
Things    else   being   equal.    You   are    taoi^ 

thereby 
That 't  is  my  nature,  when  I  am  at 


SAVIOUR  OF  SOCIETY 


683 


Rather  than  idle  ont  my  life  too  lotig^ 
To  want  to  do  a  thing  —  to  pnt  a  thoneffat, 
Whether  a  g^roat  thougrht  or  a  little  one, 
Into  an  act,  as  nearly  at  may  be. 
Make  what  in  ahaolutely  new  —  I  oan^t. 
Mar  what  is  made  already  well  enough  — 
I  won*t :  but  turn  to  best  account  the  thing 
That  *■  half-made  —  that  I  can.  Two  blots,  yon 


I  knew  how  to  extend  into  a  line 

Symmetric  on  the  sheet  they  blurred  before  — 

Such  little  act  sufficed,  this  time,  snch  thought. 

Now,  we  Ul  extend  ravs,  widen  out  the  verge. 
Describe  a  larger  circle  ;  leave  this  first 
Clod  of  an  instance  we  began  with,  rise 
To  the  complete  world  many  clods  effect. 
Only  oontinoe  patient  while  I  throw, 
Delver-like,  spadeful  after  spadeful  up. 
Just  as  truths  come,  the  snbeoil  of  roe,  mould 
Whence  spring  my  moods :  your  object,  —  jnst 

to  find. 
Alike  from  handlif t  and  from  barrow-load. 
What  salts  and  silts  may  constitute  the  earth  — 
If  it  be  proper  stuff  to  blow  man  glass. 
Or  bake  him  pottery,  bear  him  omes  or  wheat — 
What's  bom  of  me,  in  brief  ;  which  found, 

all 's  known. 
If  it  were  genius  did  the  digging^job. 
Logic  would  speedily  sift  its  product  smooth 
And  leave  the  crude  truths  bare  for  poetry  ; 
But  I  'm  no  poet,  and  am  stiff  i*  the  oaok. 
What  one  tppieead  fails  to  bring,  another  may. 
In  goes  the  shovel  and  out  comes  scoop— -as 

here  I 

I  live  to  please  myself.    I  recognize 

Power  passing  mine,  immeasurable,  God  — 

Above  me,  whom  he  made,  as  heaven  beyond 

Earth  —  to  use  figures  which  assist  our  sense. 

I  know  that  he  is  there  as  I  am  here. 

By  the  same  proof,  which  seems  no  proof  at  all, 

It  so  exceeds  familiar  forms  of  prooi. 

Why  ''  there,"  not  ''  here ''  ?    Because,  when 

I  say  *' there'' 
I  treat  the  feeling  with  distincter  shape 
That  space  exists  between  us :  I,  —  not  he,  — 
lAre,  tnink,  do  human  work  here  —  no  machine. 
His  will  moves,  but  a  being  by  myself. 
His,  and  not  he  who  made  me  for  a  work, 
Watches  my  working,  judges  its  effect. 
But  does  not  interpose.     He  did  so  once. 
And  probably  will  again  some  time  —  not  now, 
Life  being  the  minute  of  mankind,  not  God's, 
In  a  certain  sense,  like  time  before  and  time 
After  man's  earthlv  life,  so  far  as  man 
Needs  apprehend  the  matter.    Am  I  clear  ? 
Suppose  I  bid  a  courier  take  to-night  — 
(.  .  .  Once  for  all,  let  me  talk  as  if  I  smoked 
Yet  in  the  Residenz,  a  per8oni^e : 
I  must  still  represent  the  thing  I  wa^, 
Oalvanicallv  make  dead  muscle  play. 
Or  how  shall  I  illustrate  muscle's  use  ?) 
I  could  then,  last  July,  bid  courier  take 
Message  for  me,  post-haste,  a  thousand  miles. 
I  bid  lum,  since  I  have  the  right  to  bid. 
And,  my  part  done  so  far,  his  part  begins ; 
He  starts  with  due  equipment,  will  and  power, 


Means  he  majr  use,  misuse,  not  use  at  all. 
At  his  discretion,  at  his  peril  too. 
I  leave  him  to  himself :  out,  journey  done, 
I  count  the  minutes,  call  for  the  result 
Ip  <}nicknes«  and  the  courier  quality. 
Weigh  its  worth,  and  then  punish  or  reward 
According  to  proved  service  ;  not  before. 
Meantime,  he  sleeps  through  noontide,  rides  till 

dawn. 
Sticks  to  the  straight  road,  tries  the  crooked 

path. 
Measures  and  manages  resource,  trusts,  doubts 
Advisers  by  the  wayside,  does  his  best 
At  his  discretion,  lags  or  launches  forth, 
(He  knows  and  I  know)  at  his  peril  too. 
You  see  ?    £xactly  thus  men  stand  to  God : 
I  with  my  courier,  Qod  with  me.    Just  so 
I  have  his  bidding  to  perform  ;  but  mind 
And  body,  all  of  me,  though  made  and  meant 
For  that  sole  service,  must  consult,  concert 
With  my  own  self  and  nobodv  beside. 
How  to  effect  the  same :  God  helps  not  else. 
'Tis  I  who,  with  my  stock  of  craft  and  strength. 
Choose  the  directer  cut  across  the  hedge, 
Or  keep  the  foot-track  that  respects  a  crop. 
Lie  down  and  rest,  rise  up  and  run,  —  live  spare. 
Feed  free,  —  all  that 's  my  business  :  but,  ar- 
rive. 
Deliver  message,  bring  the  answer  back, 
And  make  my  bow,  I  must:  then  Ghod  will 

speiJc, 
Praise  me  or  haply  blame  as  service  proves. 
To  other  men,  to  each  and  every  one. 
Another  law  !  what  likelier  ?    God,  perchance, 
Grants  each  new  man,  bv  some  as  new  a  mode, 
Intercommunication  witn  himself. 
Wreaking  on  finiteness  infinitude ; 
By  such  a  series  of  effects,  gives  each 
Last  his  own  imprint  :  ola  yet  ever  new 
The  process  :  'tis  the  way  of  Deity. 
How  it  succeeds,  he  knows  :  I  only  know 
That  varied  modes  of  creatnreship  abound. 
Implying  just  as  varied  intercourse 
For  each  with  the  creator  of  them  all. 
Each  has  his  own  mind  and  no  other's  mode. 
What  mode  may  yours  be  ?  I  shall  sympathize  I 
No  doubt,  you,  good  young  lady  that  you  are. 
Despite  a  natural  naughtiness  or  two. 
Turn  eyes  up  like  a  Pradier  Magdalen 
And  see  an  outspread  providential  hand 
Above    the    owi's-wing  aigrette  —  guard  and 

guide  — 
Visibly  o'er  your  path,  about  your  bed. 
Through  all  your  practisings  with  London^town. 
It  points,  yon  go  ;  it  stays  fixed,  and  you  stop ; 
You  quicken  its  procedure  by  a  word 
Spoken,  a  thought  in  silence,  prayer  and  praise. 
Well,  I  believe  that  such  a  hand  may  stoop. 
And  such  appeals  to  it  may  stave  off  harm. 
Pacify  the  grim  guardian  of  this  Square, 
And  stand  yon  in  good  stead  on  quarter-day : 
Quite  possible  in  your  case ;  not  m  mine. 
**  Ah,  out  I  choose  to  make  the  difference. 
Find  the  emancipation  ?  "    No,  I  hope  ! 
If  I  deceive  myself,  take  noon  for  night, 
Please  to  become  determinedly  blind 
To  the  true  ordinance  of  human  life. 
Through  mere  presumption  -  that  is  my  affair. 
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And  tmly  a  grrave  one ;  but  as  grt^ye  I  think 
Your  afiFair,  yourSf  the  specially  observed,  — 
Each  favored  person  that  perceives  his  path 
Pointed  him,  inch  by  inch,  and  looks  above 
For  giiidance,  throagh  the  mazes  of  this  world, 
In  what  we  call  its  meanest  life^career 
—  Not  how  to  mana^  Europe  properly. 
Bat  how  keep  open  shop,  and  yet  pay  rent. 
Rear  household,  and  make  both  ends  meet,  the 

same. 
I  sav,  such  man  is  no  leas  tasked  than  I 
To  duly  take  the  path  appointed  him 
By  whatsoever  sign  he  recoenize. 
Our  insincerity  on  both  our  neads  I 
No  matter  what  the  object  of  a  life, 
Small  work  or  large,  —  the  making  thrive  a 

shop, 
Or  seeing  that  an  empire  take  no  harm,  — 
There  are  known  fruits  to  judge  obedience  by. 
Ton  *ve  read  a  ton's  weight,  now,  of  news- 
paper— 
Lives  of  me,  gabble  about  the  kind  of  prince  — 
Tou  know  my  work  i'  the  rough ;  I  ask  you, 

then, 
Do  I  appear  subordinated  lees 
To  hjuia-impulsion,  one  prime  push  for  all, 
Than  little  fives  of  men,  the  multitude 
That  cried  out,  every  quarter  of  an  hour, 
For  frash  instructions,  did  or  did  not  work, 
And  praised  in  the  odd  minutes  ? 

Eh,  my  dear  ? 
Such  is  the  reason  why  I  acquiesced 
In  doing  what  seemed  best  for  me  to  do, 
So  as  to  please  myself  on  the  great  scale. 
Having  regard  to  immortality 
No  lees  than  fife  —  did  that  which  head  and 

heart 
Prescribed  my  hand,  in  measure  with  its  means 
Of  doing  —  used  my  special  stock  of  power  — 
Not  from  the  aforesaid  head  and  heart  alone, 
But  every  sort  of  helpful  oircumstAnce, 
Some  problematic  and  some  nondescript : 
All  r^^lated  by  the  single  care 
I'  the  hut  resort  —  that  Imade  thoroughly  serve 
The  when  and  how,  toiled  where  was  need,  re- 
posed 
As  resolutely  at  the  propner  point. 
Braved  sorrow,  courted  joy,  to  just  one  end : 
Namely,  that  just  the  creature  1  was  bound 
To  be,  I  should  become,  nor  thwart  at  all 
God's  purpose  in  creation.     I  conceive 
No  other  dutv  possible  to  man,  — 
Highest  mina,  lowest  mind,  —  no  other  law 
By  which  to  judge  fife  failure  or  success : 
What  folk  call  being  saved  or  cast  away. 

Such  was  mv  rule  of  fife;  I  worked  my  best. 
Subject  to  ultimate  judgment,  God^s  not  man's. 
Well  then,  this  settled,  —  take  your  tea,  I  beg, 
And  meditate  the  fact,  'twixt  sip  and  sip,  — 
This  settled  —  why  I  pleased  myself,  you  saw. 
By  turning  blot  and  blot  into  a  line, 
O'  the  little  scale,  — we 'U  try  now  (as  your 

tongue 
Tries  the  concluding  sugar-drop)  what 's  meant 
To  please  me  most  o'  uie  great  scale.    Why, 

just  now. 


With  nothing  else  to  do  within  my  reach. 

Did  I  prefer  making  two  blots  one  line 

To  making  yet  another  separate 

Third  blot,  and  leaving  those  I  found  nnlinked  ? 

It  meant,  I  fike  to  use  the  thing  I  find, 

Rather  than  strive  at  unf ound  novelty  : 

I  make  the  best  of  the  old,  nor  try  for  new. 

Such  wiU  to  act,  such  choice  of  action's  way, 

Gonstituto  —  when  at  work  on  the  great  soue. 

Driven  to  their  farthest  natural  oansequenoe 

By  all  the  help  from  aU  the  means  —  my  own 

Particular  faculty  of  serving  God, 

Instinct  for  putting  power  to  exercise 

Upon  some  wish  ana  want  o'  the  time,  I  prove 

Possible  to  mankind  as  best  I  may. 

This     constitutes    my    mission,  —  gnmt    the 

phrase,  — 
Namely,  to  rule  men  —  men  within  my  reach. 
To  order,  influence  and  dispose  Uiem  so 
As  render  sofid  and  stebilify 
Mankind  in  particles,  the  fight  and  loose. 
For  their  good  and  my  pleasure  in  the  act. 
Such  good  accomplished  proves  twice  good  to 

me  — 
Good  for  its  own  sake,  as  the  just  and  right. 
And,  in  the  effecting  also,  good  again 
To  me  its  agent,  tasked  as  suits  my  taste. 

Is  this  much  easy  to  be  understood 

At  first  glance  ?  Now  begin  the  steady  gaze ! 

My  rank  —  (if  I  must  tell  yon  simple  truth  ~ 
Telling  were  else  not  worth  the  whiff  o'  the 

weed 
I  lose  for  the  tale's  sake)  —  dear,  my  rank  i' 

the  world 
Is  hard  to  know  and  name  precisely :  err 
I  may,  but  scarcely  overestimate 
My  style  and  title.     Do  I  class  with  men 
Most  useful  to  their  feUows  ?  Possibly,  — 
Therefore,  in  some  sort,  best ;   but,  greatest 

mind 
And  rarest  nature  ?  Evidently  no. 
A  conservator,  caU  me,  if  you  please. 
Not  a  creator  nor  destroyer :  one 
Who  keeps  the  world  safe.    I  profess  to  trace 
The  broken  circle  of  society. 
Dim  actual  order,  I  can  redescribe 
Not  only  where  some  segment  silver^trae 
Stays  Clear,  but  where  the  brei^  of  blsck 

commence 
Baffling  you  aU  who  want  the  eye  to  probe  — 
As  I  make  out  yon  problematic  thin 
\Vhite  paring  of  your  thumb-nail  outside  there. 
Above  the  pXnster-monarch  on  his  steed  — 
See  an  inch,  name  an  ell,  and  propheinr 
O'  the  rest  that  ought  to  foUow,  the  rooad 

moon 
Now  hiding  in  the  night  of  thii^s:  that  round, 
I  labor  to  demonstrate  moon  enough 
For  the  month's  purpose,  —  that  society. 
Render  efficient  for  the  age's  need : 
Preserving  you  in  eitlier  case  the  old. 
Nor  aiming  at  a  new  and  greater  thing, 
A  sun  for  moan,  a  future  to  be  made 
By  first  abofishing  the  present  law : 
No  such  proud  task  for  me  by  any  means  ! 
Hirtory  snows  you  men  whose  master^neh 
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Not  80  mueh  modifies  as  makes  anew : 
Minds  that  transmute  nor  need  restore  at  all. 
A  breath  of  God  made  manifest  in  flesh 
Subjects  the  world  to  change,  from  time  to 

time, 
Alters  the  whole  conditions  of  our  race 
Abruptly,  not  by  unperoeiyed  degrees 
Nor  play  of  elements  already  there. 
But  Quite  new  leaven,  leavening  the  lump. 
And  uker,  so,  the  natural  process.    See  1 
Where  winter  reigned  for  ages  —  by  a  turn 
I'  the  time,  some  star-change,  (ask  geologists,) 
The  ioe-traots  split,  clash,  splinter  and  disperse. 
And  tiiere  *b  an  end  of  immobility. 
Silence,  and  all  that  tinted  pafi[eant,  base 
To  pinnacle,  one  flush  from  fairy-land 
Dead-^aleep  and  deserted  somewhere,  —  see  t  — 
As  a  fresh  sun,  wave,  sirring  and  joy  outburst. 
Or  else  the  earth  it  is.  tmie  starts  from  trance, 
Her  mountains  tremble  into  fire,  her  phuns 
Heave  blinded  by  confusion  :  what  result  ?^ 
New  teeming  growth,  sururises  of  strange  life 
Impossible  ^f ore,  a  world  broke  up 
And  re-made,  order  gained  by  law  destroyed. 
Not  otherwise,  in  our  society 
Follow  like  portents,  all  as  absolute 
Regenerations :  they  have  birth  at  rare 
Uncertain  unexpected  intervals 
O'  the  world,  by  ministry  impossible 
Before  and  after  fulness  of  the  days : 
Some  dervish  desert^pectre,  sworasmaa,  saint, 
Lawgiver,  lyrist,  —  oh,  we  know  the  names  I 
Onite  other  these  than  I.    Our  time  requires 
No  such  strange  potentate, — who  else  would 

dawn,  — 
No  fresh  force  till  the  old  have  spent  itself. 
Such  seems  the  natural  economy. 
To  dioot  a  beam  into  the  dark,  asasts : 
To  make  that  beam  do  fuller  service,  spread 
And  utilize  such  bounty  to  the  height. 
That  assists  also,  —  and  that  work  is  mine. 
I  recognize,  contemplate,  and  approTC 
The  general  compact  of  society. 
Not  simply  as  I  see  effected  good. 
But  good  1'  the  germ,  each  chance  that 's  possi- 
ble 
I'  the  plan  traced  so  far :  all  results,  in  short. 
For  better  or  worse  of  the  operation  due 
To  those  exceptional  natures,  unlike  mine. 
Who,  helping,  thwarting,  conscious,  unaware. 
Did  somehow  manage  to  so  far  describe 
This  diagram  left  ready  to  my  band. 
Waiting  my  turn  of  trial.    I  see  success. 
See  failure,  see  what  makes  or  man  through- 
out. 
How  shall  I  else  but  help  complete  this  plan 
Of  which  I  know  the  purpose  and  approve. 
By  letting  stay  therein  what  seems  to  stand. 
And  adding  good  thereto  of  easier  reach 
To-day  than  yest-erday  ? 

So  much,  no  more  I 
Whereon,  "  No  more  than  that  ?  '^  —  inquire 

aggrieved 
Half  of  my  critics :  *^  nothing  new  at  all  ? 
The  old  plan  saved,  instead  of  a  sponged  slate 
And  fresn-drawn  figure  ?  "  —  while,     So  much 

as  that?'* 


Object  their  fellows  of  the  other  faith : 

'*  Leave  uneffaced  the  crasy  labyrinth 

Of  alteration  and  amendment,  hues 

Which  every  dabster  felt  in  duty  bomid 

To  sinialize  his  power  of  pen  and  ink 

Bv  adding  to  a  plan  once  plain  enough  ? 

Why  keep  each  fool's  bequeathmeut,  scratch 

and  blur 
Which  overscrawl  and  undeiscore  the  piece  — 
Nay,    strengthen   them    by  touches  of   your 

ownV^* 

Well,  that 's  my  mission,  so  I  serve  the  world. 
Figure  as  man  o'  the  moment,  — in  default 
Of  somebody  inspired  to  strike  such  change 
Into  society  —  from  round  to  square. 
The  ellipsis  to  the  rhomboid,  how  you  please. 
As  suits  the  size  and  shape  o'  the  world  ne 

finds. 
But  this  I  can,  —  and  nobodv  my  peer,  — 
Do  the  best  with  the  least  cnange  possible : 
Cany  the  incompleteness  on,  a  stage,    . 
Make  what  was  crooked  steaight,  and  rough- 
ness smooth, 
And  weakness  strong :  wherein  if  I  succeed. 
It  will  not  prove  the  worst  achievement,  sure, 
In  the  eyes  at  least  of  one  man,  one  I  look 
Nowise  to  catch  in  critic  company : 
To  wit,  the  man  inspired,  the  genius'  self 
Destined  to  come  and  change  things  thoroughly. 
He,  at  least,  finds  his  business  simplified. 
Distinguishes  the  done  from  undone,  reads 
Plainly  what  meant  and  did   not    mean  this 

^  time 
We  live  in,  and  I  work  on,  and  transmit 
To  such  successor :  he  will  operate 
On  good  hard  substance,  not  mere  shade  and 

shine. 
Let  all  my  critics,  bom  to  idleness 
And  impotency,  get  their  good,  and  have 
Their  hooting  at  the  ^ver:  I  am  deaf — 
Who  find  great  good  m  this  societv, 
Gh^at  gain,  the  purchase  of  great  labor.  Touch 
The  work  I  may  and  must,  but  —  reverent 
In  every  fall  o'  the  finger-tip,  no  doubt. 
Perhaps  I  find  all  good  there 's  warrant  foi 
I'^  the  world  as  yet :  nay,  to  the  end  of  time,  — 
Since  evil  never  means  part  company 
With   mankind,  only  shift   side  and  change 

shape. 
I  find  advance  i'  the  main,  and  notably 
The  Present  an  improvement  on  the  Past, 
And  promise   for  the    Future  —  which    shall 

prove 
Onl^  tne  Present  with  its  rough  made  smooth. 
Its  mdistinctness  emphasixed ;  I  hope 
No  better,  nothing  newer  for  mankind. 
But  something  equably  smoothed  everywhere, 
GkMMi,  reconciled  with  hardly-quite-as-good. 
Instead  of  good  and  bad  each  jostling  each. 
''  And  that 's  all  ?  "    Ay,  and  quite  enough  for 

mel 
We  have  toiled  so  long  to  gain  whatgain  I  8nd 
I'  the  Present,  —  let  us  keep  it  1    We  shall  toil 
So  long  before  we  gain  —  if  gain  God  grant  — 
A  Future  with  one  touch  of  difference 
I'  the  heart  of  things,  and  not  their  outside 

face, — 
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Let  us  not  risk  the  yrhiS  of  my  cigar  ^ 

For  Fourier,  Comte,  and  all  that  ends  in  smoke  t 

This  I  see  clearest  prohahly  of  men 

With  power  to  act  and  influence,  now  alive  : 

Juster  than  they  to  the  true  state  of  thingB ; 

In  consequence,  more  tolerant  that,  side 

By  side,  shall  co-ezist  and  thrive  alike 

In  the  1^,  the  various  sorts  of  happiness 

Moral,  mark  !  —  not  material  —  moods  o*  the 

mind 
Suited  to  man  and  man  his  opposite  : 
Say,    minor   modes  of  movement  —  hence   to 

there. 
Or  thence  to  here,  or  simply  round  about  — 
So  long  as  each  toe  spares  its  neighbor's  kibe. 
Nor  spoils  the  major  march  and  main  advance. 
The  love  of  peace,  care  for  the  family. 
Contentment  with  what 's  bad  but  might  be 

worse  — 
Good  movements  these !  and  good,  too,  dis- 
content, 
So  long  as  that  q>urs  good,  which  might  be 

best. 
Into  becoming  better,  anyhow : 
Good  —  pride  of  country,  putting  hearth  and 

home 
I'  the  background,  out  of  undue  prominence : 
Good  —  yearning  after  change,  strife,  viotorjr, 
And    triumph.    Each    shall    have   its    orbit 

marked. 
But  no  more,  — none  impede  the  other's  path 
In   this  ^  wide   world,  —  thou^  each  and  all 

alike. 
Save  for  me,  fun  would  spread  itself  through 

space 
And  leave  its  fellow  not  an  inch  of  way. 
I  rule  and  regulate  the  course,  excite. 
Restrain:  because  the  whole  machine  should 

march 
Impelled  by  those  diversoly-moving  parts, 
E^h  blind  to  aught  beside  its  little  bent. 
Out  of  the  turnings  round  and  round  inside, 
Comes  that  straightforward  world-advance,  I 

want. 
And  none  of  them  supposes  Qod  wants  too 
And  gets  through  just  their  hindrance  and  my 

help. 
I  think  that  to  have  held  the  balance  straight 
For   twenty   years,  say,  weighing  cliura  and 

claim 
And  giving  each  its  due,  no  less  no  more. 
This  was  good  service  to  humanity. 
Right  usage  of  my  power  in  head  and  heart, 
And  reasonable  piety  beside. 
Keep  those  three  points  in  mind  while  judging 

me  I 
You  stand,  perhaps,  for  some  one  man,  not 

men, — 
Represent  this  or  the  other  interest, 
Nor  mind  the  general  welfare,  —  so,  impugn 
My  practice  and  dispute  my  value :  why  ? 
Ton  man  of  faith,  I  did  not  tread  the  world 
Into  a  paste,  and  thereof  make  a  smooth 
Uniform  mound  whereon  tjo  plant  your  flag, 
The  lily-white,  above  the  blood  and  brains  I 
Nor  yet  did  I,  yon  man  of  faithlessness, 
So  roll  things  to  tlie  level  which  you  love. 


That  you  could  stand  at  ease  there  and  surrey 
The  universal  Nothing  nndisgraced 
By  pert  obtrusion  of  some  old  church-mire 
I'  tne  distance !    Neither  friend  woula  I  eon- 
tent, 
Nor,  as  the  world  were  simply  meant  for  him. 
Thrust  out  his  fellow  and  mend  God's  mistake. 
Why,  you  two  fools,  —  my  dear  friends  aJl  the 

same. — 
Is  it  some  cnange  o'  the  world  and  nothing  else 
Contents  you  ?    Should  whatever  was,  not  be  ? 
How  thanklessly  you  view  things!    There's 

the  root 
Of  the  evil,  source  of  the  entire  mistake : 
Tou  see  no  worth  i*  the  worid,  nature  and  life« 
Unless  we  change  what  is  to  what  may  be. 
Which  means,  —  may  be,  i'  the  brain  of  one  of 

^  you  I 
^^  Reject  what  is  ?  "  —  all  capabilities  — 
Nay,    you   may   style   them   ehanoes    if    yoQ 

choose  — 
All  chances,  then,  of  hi^piness  that  lie 
Open  to  anybod]r  that  is  bom. 
Tumbles  into  tms  life  and  out  again,  — 
All  that  may  happen,  good  and  evil  too, 
I'  the  space  between,  to  each  adventurer 
Upon  this  'sixty.  Anno  Domini : 
A  life  to  live  —  and  such  a  life  1  a  world 
To    learn,    one's    lifetime    in, —  and    sneh  a 

world ! 
How  did  the  foolish  ever  pass  for  wise 
By  calling  life  a  burden,  man  a  fly 
Or  worm  or  what 's  most  insignificant  ? 
"'  O  littleness  of  man  !  "  deplores  the  bard ; 
And  then,  for  fear  the  Powers  should  punish 

him, 
"  O  erandeur  of  the  visible  universe 
Our  human  littleness  contrasts  withal ! 

0  sun,  O  moon,  ve  mountains  and  thou  sea. 
Thou  emblem  of  immensity,  thou  this. 
That  and  the  other,  —  what  impertinence 
In  man  to  eat  and  drink  and  walk  about 
And  have  his  little  notions  of  his  own. 

The  while  some  wave  sheds  foam  upon  the 

shore !  " 
first  of  all,  't  is  a  lie  some  three-times  thick  : 
The  bard,  —  this  sort  of  speech  being  poetrr,  — 
The  bard  puts  mankind  well  outside  hiniaerf 
And  then  oegins  instructing  them :  "  This  way 

1  and  my  f  nend  the  sea  conceive  of  you  1 
What  would  you  give  to  think  saoh  thoughts 

as  ours 
Of  you  and  the  sea  together  ?  "    Down  they  go 
On  the  humbled  knees  of  them :  at  once  they 

draw 
Distinction,  recognize  no  mate  of  theirs 
In  one,  despite  his  mock  humility, 
So  plain  a  match  for  what  he  plays  with.   Next, 
The  turn  of  the  great  ooean-playtellow. 
When  the  bard,  leaving  Bond  Street  very  far 
From  earshot,  cares  not  to  ventriloauiie. 
But  tells  the  sea  its  home-truths :      Ton,  my 

match? 
You,  all  this  terror  and  immensity 
And  what  not  ?    Shall  I  tell  yon  what  you  are  f 
Just  fit  to  hitch  into  a  stanza,  so 
Wake  up  and  set  in  motion  who 's  aideep 
O'  the  other  side  of  you  in  England,  else 
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Unaware,  as  folk  paoe  ih«ir  Bond  Street  now, 
Somebody  here  deepiaee  them  lo  much ! 
Between  ne,  —  they  are  the  ultimate  !  to  them 
And  their  perception  go  these  lordly  thoughts : 
Since   what   were   ocean — mane   and  tail,  to 

boot  — 
Muaed  I  not  here,  how  make  thouifhts  think- 
able ? 
Start  forth  my  stanza  and  astound  the  world  I 
Back,  billows,  to  your  insiffnifioance  I 
Deep,  you  are  done  with  1  " 

Leam,  my  sifted  friend. 
There  are  two  things  i'  the  world,  still  wiser 

folk 
Accept —  inteiligenoe  and  sympathy. 
Tou  pant  about  unutterable  power 
I'  the  ocean,  all  you  feel  but  cannot  speak  ? 
Why,  that 's  the  plainest  speech  about  it  all. 
Tou  did  not  feel  what  was  not  to  be  felt. 
Well,  then,  all  else   but  what  man   feels  is 

nanght — 
The  wash  o'  the  liquor  that  o'erbrims  the  cup 
Called  man,  and  runs  to  waste  adown  his  side, 
Perhane  to  feed  acataraot,  —  who  cares  ? 
I  *U  tell  you :  all  the  more  I  know  mankind. 
The  more  I  thank  God,  like  my  giandmother. 
For  making  me  a  little  lower  than 
The  angels,  honor<«lothed  and  {rlory-erowned : 
This  is  the  honor,  —  that  no  thmg  1  know. 
Feel  or  conoeiye,  but  I  can  make  my  own 
Somehow,  by  use  of  hand  or  head  or  heart : 
This  is  the  giory,  —  that  in  all  conceived. 
Or  felt  or  known,  I  recognize  a  mind 
Not  mine  but  like  mine,  —  for  the  double  joy,  —' 
Midung  all  things  for  me  and  me  for  Him. 
There 's  folly  for  you  at  this  time  of  day  I 
So  think  it  I  and  enjoy  your  ignorance 
Of  what  —  no  matter  for  the  worthy's  name  — 
Wisdofm  set  working  in  a  noble  heart. 
Wlien  he,  who  was  earth ^s  best  geometer 
Up  to  that  time  of  day,  consigned  his  life 
With  its  results  into  one  matchless  book. 
The  triumph  of  the  human  mind  so  far, 
All  in  geometry  man  yet  oonld  do : 
And  then  wrote  on  the  dedication-page 
In  place  of  name  the  umrerse  applauds, 
**  ilut,  God,  what  a  geometer  art  Thou  I " 
I  suppose  Hearen  is,  through  Eternity, 
The  equalizing,  oyer  and  anon. 
In  momentary  rapture,  ^rroat  with  small. 
Omniscience  with  intelligency,  God 
With  man, —  the  thundei^glow  from  pole  to 

pole 
Abolisiiing,  a  bliflsful  moment-^paoe. 
Great  doud  alike  and  smiUl  doud,  in  one  Bi^  — 
As  sure  to  ebb  as  sure  again  to  flow 
When  the  new  recepti-vitT  deserres 
The  new  completion.    Tnere  's  the  Heayen  for 

me. 
And  I  say.  therefore,  to  live  oat  one's  life 
I'  the  world  here,  with  the  chance,  —  whether 

by  p<un 
Or  pleasure  be  the  process,  long  or  short 
Hie  time,  august  or  mean  the  circumstance 
To  human  eye,  —  of  learning  how  set  foot 
Decidedly  on  some  one  path  to  Heayen, 
Touch  segment  in  the  oirole  whence  all  hues 


Lead  to  the  centre  equally,  red  lines 

Or  black  lines,  so    they  but  produce    them- 

selyes — 
This,  I  do  say,  —  and  here  niy  sermon  ends,  — 
This  makes  it  worth  our  while  to  tenderly 
Handle  a  state  of  things  which  mend  we  might. 
Mar  we  may,  but  which  meanwhile  helps  so  far. 
Therefore  my  end  is  —  save  society  1 

**  And  that 's  all  ?  "  twangs  the  neyer^f ailing 

taunt 
O'  the  foe  —  *'  No  noyelty,  creativeneas, 
Mark  of  the  master  that  renews  the  age  ?  " 
''  Na^,  all  that  ?  "  rather  will  demur  my  judge 
I  look  to  hear  some  day,  nor  friend  nor  foe  — 
*'  Did  you  attain,  then,  to  perceive  that  God 
Knew    what   he   undertook    when   he   made 

things?" 
Ay :  that  ray  task  was  to  co-operate 
Rallier  than  play  the  rival,  chop  and  change 
The  order  whence  comes  all  the  good  we  know. 
With    this,  —  good's   last    expression   to   our 

sense, — 
That  there 's  a  further  good  conceivable 
Beyond  the  utmost  earth  can  realize : 
And,  therefore,  that  to  change  the  agency. 
The  evil  whereby  good  is  brought  about  — 
Try  to  make  p:ood  do  good  as  evil  does  — 
Were  just  as  if  a  chemist,  wanting  white. 
And  knowing  black  ingredients  bred  the  dye. 
Insisted  these  too  should  be  white  forsooth  1 
Correct  the  evil,  mitigate  your  best. 
Blend  mild  with  hiush,  and  soften  black  to 

tCiAy 
If  gray  may  follow  with  no  detriment 
To  the  eventual  nerf ect  purity  I 
But  as  for  hazaroing  the  main  result 
By  hoi>ing  to  anticipate  one  half 
In  the  intermediate  process,  —  no,  my  friends  ! 
This  bad  world,  I  experience  and  approve  ; 
Your   good   world,  —  with  no  pity,  courage, 

hope. 
Fear,  sorrow,  joy,  —  devotednees,  in  short. 
Which  I  account  the  ultimate  of  man. 
Of  which  there 's  not  one  day  nor  hour  but 

brings. 
In  flower  or  fmit,  some  sample  of  success, 
Out  of  this  same  society  I  save  — 
None  of  it  for  me  I    That  I  might  have  none, 
I  rapped  your  tampering  knuckles  twenty  years. 
Such  was  the  task  impcoed  me,  such  my  end. 

Now  for  the  means  thereto.    Ah,  confidence  — 

Keep  we  together  or  part  company  ? 

This  is  the  critical  minute  I       Such  my  end  ?  " 

Certainly  ;  how  could  it  be  otherwise  ? 

Can  there  be  question  which  was  the   right 

task  — 
To  save  or  to  destroy  society  ? 
Why,  even  prove  that,  by  some  miracle, 
Destmotion  were  the  proper  work  to  choose, 
And  that  a  torch  best  remedies  what 's  wron^ 
I'    the   temple,   whence   the   long   procession 

wound 
Of  powers  and  beauties,  earth's  achievements 

aU, 
The  human   strength   that  strove  and  over- 
threw,— 
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The  human  love  that,  weak  itaelf,  crowned 

strength,—  ^ 
The    instinct    cxying,     "  God    is    whence    I 

came ! "  — 
The  reason  laying  down  the  hiw,  **  And  snch 
His  will  i'  the  world  must  he  1  *^  —  the  leap  and 

shont 
Of  genius,  *^  For  I  hold  his  yery  thoughts, 
The  meaning  of  the  mind  of  him  1 "  —  nay, 

more^  ^ 
The  Ingenuities,  each  active  force 
That  turning  in  a  circle  on  itself 
Looks  neither  up  nor  down  but  keeps  the  spot. 
Mere  creature-liKe  and,  for  religion,  works. 
Works  only  and  works  ever,  makes  and  shapes 
And  changes,  still  wrings  more  of  good  from 

less. 
Still  stamps  some  bad  out,  where  was  worst 

before. 
So  leaves  the  handiwork,  the  act  and  deed. 
Were  it  but  house  and  land  and  wealth,  to  show 
Here  was  a  creature  perfect  in  the  kind  — 
Whether  as  bee,  beaver,  or  behemoth, 
What 's  the  importance  ?  he  has  done  his  work 
For  work's  sake,  worked  well,  earned  a  orear 

ture's  praise;  — 
I  say,  oonoede  that  same  fane,  whence  deploys 
Apre  after  age,  all  this  humanity. 
Diverse  but  ever  dear,  out  of  the  dark 
Behind  the  altar  into  the  broad  day 
By   the   portal  —  enter,    and,   concede   there 

mocks 
Each  lover  of  free  motion  and  much  space 
A   perplexed   length  of   apse   and   able   and 

nave, — 
Pillared  roof  and  carved  screen,  and  what  care 

I?  — 
Which   irk   the   movement  and   impede   the 

march,  "— 
Nay,  possibly,  bring  flat  upon  his  nose 
At  some  odd  breakneck  angle,  by  some  freak 
Of  old-world  artistry,  that  personage 
Who,  oonld  he  but  have  kept  his  skirts  from 

grief 
And  catching  at  the  hooks  and  crooks  about, 
Had  stepped  out  on  the  daylight  of  our  time 
Plainly  the  man  of  the  a|^,  —  still,  still,  I  bar 
Excessive  conflagration  in  the  case. 
**  Shake  the  flame  freely ! ''  shout  the  multi- 
tude: 
The  architeet  approves  I  stuck  my  torch 
Inside  a  good  stout  lantern,  hung  its  light 
Above  the  hooks  and  crooks,  and  ended  so. 
To  save  society  was  well :  the  means 
Whereby  to  save  it,  —  there  begins  the  doubt 
Permitted  you.  imperative  on  me ; 
Were   mine   the    nest  means?    Did   I  work 

aright 
With  powers  appointed  me  ?  —  since  powers  de- 
nied 
Concern  me  nothing. 

Well,  my  work  reviewed 
Fairly,  leaves  more  hope  than  discoumgement. 
First,  there  *b  the  deea  done :  what  I  found,  I 

leave,  — 
What  tott4>red,  I  kept  stable :  if  it  stand 
One  month,  without  sustainment,  still  thank  me 


The  twent]^  yearn'  sustainer !    Now,  observe, 

Sustaining  is  no  brilliant  self -display 

Like  knocking  down  or  even  setting  np : 

Much  bustle  these  necessitate  :  andrstul 

To  vulgar  eye,  the  mightier  of  the  myth 

Is  Hercules,  who  substitutes  his  own 

For  Atlas'  shoulder  and  supiports  the  globe 

A  whole  day,  —  not  the  passive  and  obscure 

Atlas  who  bore,  ere  Hercules  was  bom. 

And  is  to  go  on  bearing  that  same  load 

When  Hercules  turns  ash  on  (Eta's  top. 

'T  is  the  tranidtion-fitage,  the  tn^  and  strain. 

That  strike  men :  standing  still  is  stupid-like. 

My  pressure  was  too  constant  on  the  whole 

For  any  part's  eruption  into  space 

'Mid  sparkles,  crackling,  and  much  praise  of 

me. 
I  saw  that,  in  the  ordinary  life. 
Many  of  the  little  make  a  mass  of  men 
Important  beyond  ereatness  here  and  there  ; 
As  certainlv  as,  in  uf  e  exceptional. 
When  old  tnings  terminate  and  new  oommence, 
A  solitary  great  man 's  worth  the  wcwld. 
God  takes  the  business  into  his  own  hands 
At  such  time :  who  creates  the  novel  flower 
Contrives  to  guard  and  give  it  breathing-room  : 
I  merely  tena  the  cornfield,  care  for  crop. 
And  weed  no  acre  thin  to  let  emerge 
What  prodigy  may  stifle  there  perohaoee, 
—  No,  though  my  eye  have  noted  where  he 

lurks. 
Oh  those  mute  myriads  that  spoke  loud  to  me  — 
The   eyes  that  craved  to  see  the  light,   the 

mouths 
That  sought  the  daily  bread  and  nothing  more. 
The  haiHU  that  suppuca ted  exercise, 
Men  that  had  wives,  and  women  that  had  babes. 
And  all  these  making  suit  to  only  live ! 
Was  I  to  turn  aside  from  husbandry. 
Leave  hope  of  harvest  for  the  oom,  my  care. 
To  play  at  horticulture,  rear  some  rose 
Or  poppy  into  perfect  leaf  and  bloom 
When,  'mid  the  furrows,  up  was  pleased  to 

sprout 
Some  man,  cause,  system,  special  interest 
I  ought  to  study,  stop  the  world  meanwhile  ? 
"  But  I  am  Liberty,  Plulajithropy, 
Enlightenment,  or  Patriotism,  the  power 
Whereby  yon  are  to  stand  or  tall ! ''  cries  each : 
*'  Mine  and  mine  only  be  the  flag  vou  flaunt !  " 
And,  when  I  venture  to  object,  "^Meantime, 
What  of  yon  myriads  with  no  flag  at  all  — 
My  crop  which,  who  flaunts  flag  must  tread 

across?" 
**  Now,  this  it  is  to  have  a  puny  mind !  " 
Admire    my    mental     prodigies:     ""down  — 

down  — 
Ever  at  home  o'  the  level  and  the  low, 
There   bides   he   brooding!     Could   he   look 

above. 
With  less  of  the  owl  and  more  of  the  eagle  eye. 
He  'd  see  there 's  no  way  helps  the  little  canse 
Like  the  attainment  of  the  great.    Dare  first 
The  chief  empiiae ;  dispel  yon  cloud  between 
The  sun  and  us ;  nor  fear  that,  though  our 

heads 
Find  earlier  warmth  and  comfort  from  his  ray. 
What  lies  about  our  feet,  the  multitude 
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Will  fail  of  benef aetion  presently. 

Come  now,  let  each  of  us  awhile  cry  trace 

To  special  interests*  make  common  oanae 

Against  the  adversary  —  or  perchance 

Mere  dullard  to  his  own  pUim  interest ! 

Which  of  us  will  you  choose?  —  since  needs 

must  be 
Some  one  o*  the  warring:  causes  you  incline 
To  hold,  i'  the  main,  has  right  and  should  pre- 

Tful: 
Why  not  adopt  and  flriye  it  prevalence  ? 
Choose  strict  Faith  or  lax  Incredulity^-— 
King,  Caste,  and  Cultns  ^  or  the  Rights  of 

Man, 
Sovereignty  of  each  Proudhon  o^er  himself, 
And  idl  that  follows  in  just  consequence  1 
Go  free  the  stranger  from  a  foreign  yoke ; 
Or  stay,  concentrate  energy  at  home  ; 
Sncoeea  1  —  when  he  deserves,  the  stranger  will. 
Comply  with  the  Great  Nation  *s  impulse,  print 
By  force  of  arms,  —  since  reason  pleads  in  vain, 
And,  'mid  the  sweet  compulsion,  pity  weeps,  — 
Hohenstiel-Sohwattgau  on  the  universe  I^ 
Snub  the  Great  Nation,  cure  the  impulsive  itch 
With  smartest  fillip  on  a  restless  nose 
Was  ever  launched  by  thumb  and  finger  I    Bid 
Hohenstiel-Schwangan  first  repeal  the  tax 
On  pig^tails  and  pomatum,  ana  then  mind 
Abstmaer  matters  for  next  century  ! 
Is  your  choice  made  ?    Why  dien,  act  up  to 

ohotoe! 
Leave  the  illogical  touch  now  here  now  there 
I*  the  wav  of  work,  the  tantalizinfr  help 
first  to  this,  then  the  other  opposite  : 
The  blowing  hot  and  cold,  shiun  policy, 
Sore  ague  of  the  mind  ana  nothing?  more. 
Disease  of  the  perception  or  the  wul, 
Tliat  fain  woiud  hide  in  a  fine  name !    Your 

choice. 
Speak  it  out  and  condemn  yourself  thereby  I '' 

Well,  Leicester  Sc[uare  is  not  the  Residenz : 
Listead  of  shrugging  shoulder,  turning  friend 
The  deaf  ear,  with  a  wink  to  the  police  — 
I  '11  answer — by  a  question,  wudom^s  mode. 
How  maupr  years,  o  the  average,  do  men 
lAve  in  this  world  ?   Some  score,  say  computists. 
Quintuple  me  that  term  and  give  mankind 
The  likely  hundred,  and  with  all  my  heart 
I  '11  take  your  task  upon  me,  work  your  way. 
Concentrate  energy  on  some  one  cause : 
iniice,  oounseller,  I  also  have  my  cause. 
My  flag,  my  faith  in  its  effect,  my  hope 
In  its  eventual  triumph  for  the  good 
O'  the  world.    And  once  upon  a  time,  when  I 
Was  like  all  you,  mere  voice  and  nothing  more. 
Myself  took  wings,  soared  sunward,  and  thence 

*^  Look  wEere  I  live  i'  the  loft,  come  up  to  me, 
(Groundlings,    nor    grovel    longer  1    gain    this 

height. 
And  prove  you  breathe  here  better  than  below  I 
Whv,  what  emancipation  far  and  wide 
WiU  follow  in  a  trice  1    Thepr  too  can  soar, 
Ea4^  tenant  of  the  earth's  circumference 
(Haiming  to  elevate  humanitv. 
They  also  mast  attain  such  altitude. 
Live  in  the  luminous  circle  that  surrounds 


The  planet,  not  the  leaden  orb  itself. 

Press  out,  each  point,  from  surface  to  yon  verge 

Viliioh  one  has  gained  and  guaranteed  your 

realm!" 
Ay.  still  my  fragments  wander,  music-fraught. 
Signs  of  the  soul,  mine  once,  mine  now,  and 


mine 


Forever  I    Crumbled  arch,  crushed  aqueduct. 

Alive  with  tremors  in  the  shaggy  ^wth 

Of  wild-wood,  crevice-sown,  that  tnnmphs  there 

Imparting  exultation  to  the  hiUs  I 

Sweep  of  the  swathe  when  only  the  winds  walk 

And  waft  my  words  above  the  grasnr  sea 

Under   the    blinding   blue   that    basks    o'er 

Rome,  — 
Hear  ye  not  still  —  "  Be  Ital;^  again  "  ? 
And  ye,  what  strikes  the  pamc  to  your  heart  ? 
Decrepit  council-chambers,  —  where  some  lamp 
Drives  the  unbroken  black  three  paces  off 
From  where  the  graybeards  huddle  in  debate. 
Dim  cowls  and  capes,  and  midmost  glimmers 


one 


Like  tarnished   gold,  and  what    they  say  is 

doubt, 
And  what  they  think  is  fear,  and  what  suspends 
The  breath  in  them  is  not  the  plaster-patcn 
Time  disengages  from  the  painted  wall 
Where  Rafael  moulderingty  bids  adieu. 
Nor  tick  of  the  insect  turmng  tapestry 
Which  a  queen's  finger  traced  of  old,  to  dust ; 
But  some  word,  resonant,  redoubtable. 
Of  who  once  felt  upon  his  head  a  hand 
Whereof  the  head  now  apprehends  his  foot. 
**  Light  in  Rome,  Law  in  Kome,  and  Liberty 
O'  the  soul  in  Rome  —  the  free  Church,  the 

free  State ! 
Stamp  out  the  nature  that 's  best  typified 
Bv  its  embodiment  in  Peter's  Dome, 
The  scorpion-body  with  the  greedv  pair 
Of  outstretched  nippers,  either  colonnade 
Agape  for  the  advance  of  heads  and  hearts  I  '* 
There 's  one  cause  for  von  1  one  and  only  one, 
For  I  am  vocal  through  the  universe, 
I'  the  workshop,  manufactory,  exchange 
And  market-place,  seaport  and  custom-house 
O^  the  frontier :  listen  if  the  echoes  die  — 
*^  UnfettCTed  commerce  I    Power  to  speak  and 

hear. 
And  print  and  read  I    The  universal  vote  I 
Its  rights  for  labor !  "  ^  This,  with  much  beside, 
I  spoke  when  I  was  voice  and  nothing  more. 
But  altogether  such  an  one  as  you 
My  censors.    ^^  Voice,  and  nothing  more,  in- 
deed !  " 
Re-echoes  round  me  :    *^  that 's  the  censure, 

there  's 
Involved  the  ruin  of  you  soon  or  late  I 
Voice,  —  when  its  promise  beat  the  empty  air : 
And  nothing  more,  —  when  solid  earth  s  your 

stage. 
And  we  desiderate  performance,  deed 
For  word,  the  realizing  all  vou  dreamed 
In  the  old  davs :  now,  for  aeed,  we  find  at  door 
O'  the  council-chamber  posted,  mute  as  mouse, 
Hohenstiel-Schwangau,  sentry  and  safeguard 
O'  the  graybeards  fdl  a-chuckle,  cowl  to  cape. 
Who  challenge  Judas,  —  that 's  endearment's 

style,  — 
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To  stop  their  months  or  let  escape  giimaoe. 

While  they  keep  curaini?  Italy  and  him. 

The  power  to  speak,  hear,  print  and  read  is 

onrs? 
Ay,  we  leam  where  and  how,  when  clapped 

inside 
A  convict^transport  bound  for  cool  Cayenne  ! 
The  univeraal  vote  we  have :  its  nm. 
We  also  have  where  votes  drop,  fingered-o'er 
By  the  universal  Prefect.    iSay,  Trade  ^s  free 
And  Toil  turned  master  out  o  the  slave  it  was : 
What  Uien  ?    These  feed  man's  stomach,  but 

his  soul 
Craves  finer  fare,  nor  lives  bv  bread  alone, 
As  somebody   says    somewhere.      Hence  you 

stand 
Proved  and  recorded  either  false  or  weak, 
Faulty  in  promise  or  performance  :  which  ?'' 
Neither,  Ihope.    Once  pedestalled  on  earth. 
To  act  not  speak,  I  found  earth  was  not  air. 
I  saw  that  multitude  of  mine,  and  not 
The  nakedness  and  nullity  of  air 
Fit  only  for  a  voice  to  float  in  free. 
Such  eyes  I  saw  that  craved  the  light  alone. 
Such  mouths  that  wanted  bread  and  nothing 

else. 
Such  hands  that  supplicated  handiwork. 
Men  with  the  wives,  and  women  with  the  babes, 
Yet  all  these  pleading  iust  to  live,  not  die ! 
Did  I  believe  one  whit  leas  in  belief. 
Take  truth  for  falsehood,  wish   the  voice  re- 
voked 
That  told  the  truth  to  heaven  for  earth  to  hear  ? 
No,  this  should  be,  and  shall ;  but  when  and 

how? 
At  what  expense  to  these  who  average 
Tour  twen^  years  of  life,  my  computists  ? 
**  Not  bread  fuoue,'*  but  bread  before  all  else 
For  these :  the  bodily  want  serve  first,  said  I ; 
If  earth-space  and  the  lifetime  help  not  here. 
Where  is  the  good  of  body  having  oeen  ? 
fiut,  helping  body,  if  we  somewhat  balk 
The  soul  of  finer  fare,  such  food  's  to  find 
Elsewhere  and  ^terward  —  all  indicates, 
Even  this  selfeame  fact  that  soul  can  starve 
Tet  body  still  exist  its  twenty  years  : 
While,  stint  the  body,  there  's  an  end  at  once 
O*  the  revel  in  the  fancy  that  Rome  *s  free. 
And  superstition  's  fettered,  and  one  prints 
Whate'er  one  pleases,  and  who  pleases  reads 
The  same,  and  speaks  out  and  is  spoken  to. 
And  divers  htmdred  thousand  foou  may  vote 
A  vote  untanipered  with  by  one  wise  man* 
And  so  elect  fiarabbas  deputy 
In  Ueu  of  his  concurrent.    I  who  trace 
The  purpose  written  on  the  face  of  things. 
For  my  oehoof  and  gt«idance  —  (whoso  needs 
No  such  sustainmcnt,  sees  beneath  my  signs. 
Proves,  what  I  take  for  writing,  penmanship. 
Scribble  and  flourish  with  no  sense  for  me 
O'  the  sort  I  solemnly  go  spelling  out,  — 
Let  him  I  there  's  certain  work  of  mine  to  show 
Alongside  his  work  :  which  gives  warranty 
Of  shrewder  vision  in  the  worknuui  —  indge  I) 
I  who  trace  Providence  without  a  break 
I*  the  plan  of  things,  drop  plumb  on  this  plain 

print  _ 
Of  an  mtention  with  a  view  to  good, 


That  man  is  made  in  sympathy  with  man 

At  outset  of  existence,  so  to  speak ; 

But  in  dissociation,  more  and  more, 

Man  from  his  fellow,  as  their  lives  advance 

In  culture  ;  still  humanity,  that 's  bom 

A  mass,  keeps  flying  off,  finingr  away 

Ever  into  a  multitude  of  points. 

And  ends  in  isolation,  each  from  each  : 

Peerless  above  i*  the  sky,  the  pinnacle,  — 

Absolute  contact,  fusion,  all  below 

At  the  base  of  being.    How  comes  this  about  ? 

This  stamp  of  Qod  characterizing  man 

And  nothmg  else  but  man  in  the  univene  — 

That,  while  he  feels  with  man  (to  use  man's 

speech) 
I'  the  httle  things  of  life,  its  fleshly  wants 
Of  food  and  rest  and  health  and  happiness. 
Its  simplest  spirit-motions,  loves  and  hates, 
Hopes,  lean,  soul-cravings  on  the  ignoblestacale, 
O'  the  fellow  -  creature, — owns   the  bomd  at 

base,  — 
He  tends  to  freedom  and  divergency 
In  the  upward  progress,  plays  the  pinnade 
When    fife 's    at    greatest   (grant    again    the 

phrase  I 
Because  Ihere  's  neither  great  nor  small  in  life). 
^*  Consult  thou  for  thy  kind  Uiat  have  the  eyes 
To  see,  the  mouths  to  eat,  the  hands  to  work. 
Men   with   the  wives,  and  women  with    Uie 

babes ! " 
Prompts  Nature.    **  Care  thou  for  thyself  alone 
I'  the  conduct  of  the  mind  God  made  thee  wi^ ! 
Think,  as  if  man  had  never  thought  before  I 
Act,  as  if  all  creation  hnng  attent 
On  the  acting  of  such  faculty  as  thine. 
To  take  prime  pattern  from  thy  masterpiece !  '* 
Nature  prompts  also :  neither  law  obeyed 
To  the  uttermost  by  any  heart  and  som 
We  know  or  have  in  record :  both  of  them 
Acknowledged  blindly  by  whatever  man 
We  ever  knew  or  heard  of  in  this  world. 
'*  Will  you  have  why  and  wherefore,  and  the 

fact 
Made  plain  as  pikestaff  ?  "  modem  Science  asks. 
**  That  mass  man  sprung  from  was  a  ieUy4ump 
Once  on  a  time ;  he  kept  an  after-course 
Throug^h  fish  and  insect,  reptile,  bird  and  beast. 
Till  he  attained  to  be  mi  ape  at  last 
Or  last  but  one.    And  if  this  doctrine  shock 
In  ang:ht  the  natural  pride  "...  Friend,  bao- 

ish  fear. 
The  natural  humility  replies. 
Do  you  suppose,  even  I,  poor  potentate, 
Hohenstiel  -  Schwangau,  who  once  ruled  the 

roast, — 
I  was  bora  able  at  all  points  to  ply 
My  tctols  ?  or  did  I  have  to  leam  my  trade. 
Practise  as  exile  ere  perform  as  prince  ? 
The  world  knows  something  of  my  ups  and 

downs: 
But  grant  me  time,  give  me  the  management 
And  manufacture  oi  a  model  me. 
Me  fifty-fold,  a  prince  without  a  flaw,  — 
Why,  there 's  no  social  grade,  the  sordidest-, 
Mjir  embryo  potentate  should  blink  and  'scape. 
King,  all  the  better  he  was  cobbler  once. 
He  should  know,  sitting  on  the  throne,  hew 

tastes 
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Life  to  who  sweeps  the  doorway.    But  life  *s 

hard. 
Occasion  rare ;  you  out  probation  short, 
And,  beinff  hair-instructed,  on  the  stage 
Ton  shuffle  through  your  part  as  best  you  can. 
And  bless  your  stars,  as  I  do.     God  takes  time. 
I  like  the  thought  he  should  haTS  lodged  me 

once 
I*  the  hole,  the  caye,  the  hut,  the  tenement. 
The  mansion  and  the  palace  :  made  me  leam 
The  feel  o*  the  first,  before  1  found  myself 
Loftier  i'  the  last,  not  more  emancipate ; 
From  fiist  to  last  of  lodging,  I  was  I, 
Aikl  not  at  all  the  place  that  harbored  me. 
Do  I  refuse  to  follow  farther  yet 
I'  the  backwardness,  repine  if  tree  and  flower. 
Mountain  or  streamlet  were  my  dwellinfl^place 
Before  I  gained  enlargement,  grew  mollusc  ? 
As  well  account  that  way  for  many  a  thrill 
Of  kinship,  I  confess  to,  with  the  powen 
Called  Nature :  animate,  inanimate. 
In  parts  or  in  the  whole,  there 's  something  there 
Man-like  that  somehow  meets  the  man  in  me. 
My  pulse  goes  altogether  with  the  heart 
0'  the  Persian,  that  iAd  Xerxes,  when  he  stayed 
His  mareh  to  conquest  of  the  world,  a  day 
I^  the  desert,  for  the  sake  of  one  superb 
Plane-tree  which  qoeened  it  there  in  solitude : 
GKying  her  neck  its  necklace,  and  each  arm 
Its  armlet,  suiting  soft  waist,  snowy  side. 
With  cincture  ana  supptael.    Yes,  I  lodged 
In  those  sneoessiye  tenements ;  perchance 
Taste  yet  the  straitness  of  them  while  I  stretch 
Limb  and  enjoy  new  liberty  the  more. 
And  some  abodes  are  lost  or  ruinous ; 
Some,  natched'up  and  pieced-^ut,  and  so  trans- 

formed 
They  still  accommodate  the  trayeller 
His  day  of  lifetime.    Oh,  you  count  the  links. 
Descry  no  bar  of  the  unbroken  man  ? 
Yea,  —  and  who  welds  a  lump  of  ore,  suppose 
He  likes  to  make  a  chain  ana  not  a  bar. 
And  reach  by  link  on  link,  link  small,  link  large, 
Out  to  the  due  length  —  why,  there  's  fore- 
thought still 
Outside  o'  the  series,  forging  at  one  end. 
While  at  the  other  there 's — no  matter  what 
The  kind  of  critical  intelligence 
BeUeving  that  last  link  had  last  but  one 
For  parent,  and  no  link  was,  first  of  all. 
Fitted  to  anyil,  hammered  into  shaoe. 
Else,  I  accept  the  doctrine,  and  deauce 
This  duty,  that  I  recognize  mankind. 
In  all  its  height  and  depth  and  length  and 

breadth. 
Mankind  i'  the  main  haye  little  wants,  not  lai^ : 
L  bdng  of  will  and  power  to  help,  i^  the  main. 
Mankind,  must  help  the  least  wants  first.    My 

friend, 
That  is,  my  foe,  without  such  power  and  will, 
lioj  plausibly  concentrate  all  he  wields, 
And  do  his  best  at  helping  some  large  want, 
Elxoeptionally  noble  cause,  that 's  seen 
Snbordinate  enough  from  where  I  stand. 
As  he  helps,  I  helped  once,  when  like  himself, 
UnaUe  to  help  better,  work  more  wide  ; 
And  so  would  work  with  heart  and  hand  tonlay, 
Did  only  oompntists  confess  a  fault, 


And  multiplpr  the  single  score  by  fiye, 
Fiye  only,  giye  man's  life  its  hundred  years. 
Change  lite,  in  me  shall  follow  change  to  match  I 
Time  were  then,  to  work  here,  there,  eyery* 

where. 
By  turns  and  try  experiment  at  ease ! 
Full  time  to  mend  as  weU  as  mar :  why  wait 
The  slow  and  sober  uprise  all  around 
O'  the  building  ?    Let  us  run  up,  right  to  roof. 
Some  sadden  maryel,  piece  of  perfectuess, 
And  testify  what  we  intend  the  whole  I 
Is  the  world  losing  patience  ?  '*  Wait  1 "  say  we : 
**  There  's  time  ;  no  generation  needs  to  die 
Unsolaced  :  you  'ye  a  century  in  store  1 " 
Butf  no :  1  sadly  let  the  yoices  wing 
Their  way  i'  the  upper  yacancy,  nor  test 
Truth  on  this  solid  as  I  promised  once. 
Well,  and  what  is  there  to  be  sad  about  ? 
The  world 's  the  world,  life 's  life,  and  nothing 

else. 
'Tis  part  of  life,  a  property  to  prize. 
That  those  o'  ihe  higher  sort  engaged  i'  the 

world. 
Should  fancy  they  can  change  its  ill  to  good. 
Wrong  to  right,  ugliness  to  beauty :  find 
Enough  success  in  f anc^r  turning  fact. 
To  keep  the  sanguine  kind  in  countenance 
And  justify  the  nope  that  busies  them : 
Failure  enoughj  -^  to  who  can  follow  chanse 
Beyond  their  yision,  see  new  good  proye  ill 
I'  the  conse<;^uence,  see  blacks  and  whites  of  life 
Shift  square  wdeed,  but  leaye  the  checkered  face 
Unchanged  i'  the  main,  —  failure  enough  for 

^  such,^ 
To  bid  ambition  keep  the  whole  from  change. 
As  their  best  service.    I  hope  naught  beside. 
No,  my  braye  thinkers,  whom  I  recognize. 
Gladly,  myself  the  first,  as,  in  a  sense. 
All  that  our  world 's  worth,  flower  and  fruit  of 

man ! 
Such  minds  myself  award  supremacy 
Over  the  common  insignificance. 
When  only  Mind 's  in  questioii,  —  Body  bows 
To  quite  another  government,  you  know. 
Be  Kant  crowned  king  o'  the  castle  in  the  air ! 
Hans  Slouch  —  his  own,  and  children's  mouths 

to  feed 
I'  the  hovel  on  the  ground  —  wants  meat,  nor 

chews 
**  The  Critique  of  Pure  Reason  "  in  exchange. 
But,  now,  —  suppose  I  could  allow  your  claims 
And  quite  change  life  to  please  you,  —  would  it 

please? 
Would  life  comport  with  change  and  still  be  life  ? 
Ask,  now,  a  doctor  for  a  remedy : 
There 's  his  prescription.  ^  Bid  mm  point  you  out 
Which  of  the  five  or  six  ingredients  saves 
The  sick  man.     *^  Such  the  efficacity  ? 
Then  why  not  dare  and  do  things  in  one  dose 
Simple  and  pure,  all  virtue,  no  alloy 
Of  the  idle  drop  and  powder  ?  "    What 's  his 

word? 
The  efiicacity,  neat,  were  neutralized : 
It  wants  dispersing  and  retarding,  —  nay, 
Is  put  upon  its  mettle,  plays  its  part 
Precisely  through  such  nindranoe  eveiTwhere, 
Finds  some  mysterious  give  and  take  i  the  case, 
Some  gain  by  opposition,  he  foregoes 


692 


PRINCE   HOHENSTIEL-SCHWANGAU 


Should  he  unfetter  the  medicament. 

80  with  this  thought  of  yours  that  fain  would 

work 
Free  in  the  world :  it  wants  just  what  it  finds  — 
Tlie  ignorance,  stupidity,  the  hate. 
Envy  and  malice  and  unoharitableness 
That  bar  your  passage,  break  the  flow  of  you 
Down  from  those  happy  heights  where  many  a 

cloud 
Ck>mbined  to  give  you  birth  and  bid  you  be 
The  royalest  of  riyers :  on  you  glide 
Silyerly  till  you  reach  the  summit-edge, 
Then  over,  on  to  all  that  iniorance. 
Stupidity,  hate,  envy,  bluffs  and  blocks, 
Posted  to  fret  you  into  foam  and  noise. 
What  of  it  ?    Up  Tou  mount  in  minute  mist. 
And  bridee  the  chasm  that  crushed  your  qui- 
etude, 
A  spirit-rainbow,  earthbom  jewelry 
Outsparkling  the  insipid  firmament 
Blue  above  Temi  and  its  orange-trees. 
Do  not  mistake  me  !   You,  too,  nave  your  rights ! 
Hans  must  not  bum  Kuit^s  house  above  his  nead 
Because  he  cannot  understand  Kant's  book  : 
And  still  less  must  Hans*  pastor  bum  Kant's  self 
Because  Kant  understands  some  books  too  well. 
But,  justice  seen  to  on  this  little  point. 
Answer  me,  is  it  manly,  is  it  aatge 
To  stop  and  strugprle  with  arrangements  here 
It  took  so  many  lives,  so  much  of  toil. 
To  tinker  up  into  efficiency  ? 
Gan*t  you  contrive  to  operate  at  once,  — 
Since  time  is  short  and  art  is  long,  —  to  show 
Tour  quality  i'  the  world,  whatever  you  boast, 
Without  this  fractious  call  on  folks  to  crush 
The  world  together  just  to  set  you  free, 
Admire  the  capera  you  will  cut  perchance. 
Nor  mind  the  mischief  to  your  neighbors  ? 


41 


Age  I 


Age  and  experience  brin^  discouragement,'' 
Tou  taunt  me  :  I  maintain  the  opposite. 
Am  I  discouraged  who  —  peroeivmg  health, 
Strength,  beautv,  as  they  tempt  the  eye  of  soul, 
Are  uncombinable  with  flesh  and  blood  — 
Resolve  to  let  my  body  live  its  best. 
And  leave  my  soul  what  better  yet  may  be 
Or  not  be,  in  this  life  or  afterward  ? 
—  In  either  fortune,  wiser  than  who  waits 
TiU  magic  art  procure  a  miracle. 
In  virtue  of  my  very  confidence 
Mankind  ought  to  outgrow  its  babyhood ; 
Iprescribe  rocking,  deprecate  rough  hands, 
While  thus  the  cradle  holds  it  past  mistake. 
Indeed,  my  task  's  the  harder  —  equable 
Sustainment  everywhere,  all  strain,  no  push  — 
Whereby  friends  credit  me  with  indolence. 
Apathy,  hesitation.     **  Stand  stock-still 
It  able  to  move  briskly  ?    *  All  a-strain '  — 
So  must  we  compliment  your  passiveness  ? 
Sound  asleep,  rather  t  " 

Just  the  judgment  passed 
Upon  a  statue,  luckless  like  myself, 
I  saw  at  Rome  once !      'T  was  some  artist's 

whim 
To  cover  all  the  accessories  dose 
V  ihe  group,  and  leave  you  only  Liaoooon 


With  neither  sons  nor  serpents  to  denote 
The  puipose  of  his  gesture.    Then  a  crowd 
Was  called  to  try  the  question,  criticise 
Wherefore  such  eneigy  of  legs  and  amoa, 
Na^,  eveballs,  starting  from  the  socket.  One  — 
I  give  him  leave  to  write  my  history  — 
Only  one  said,  "  I  think  the  gesture  strives 
Against  some  obstacle  we  cannot  see." 
Ail  the  rest  made  their  minds  up.    ***Ti8a 

yawn 
Of  sheer  fatigue  subsiding  to  repose : 
The  statue  's  *  Somnolency '  clear  enough  ! " 

There,  my  arch  stranger-friend,  my  andienoe 

both 
And  arbi tress,  you  have  one  half  your  wish. 
At  least :  you  know  the  thing  I  tried  to  do ! 
All,  so  far,  to  my  praise  and  glory — all 
Told  as  befits  the  self-apologist,  — 
Who  ever  promises  a  candid  sweep 
And  clearance  of  those  errors  miscalled  crima 
None  knows  more,  none  laments  so  much  as  he. 
And  ever  rises  from  confession,  proved 
A  god  whose  fault  was  —  trying  to  be  man. 
Just  so,  fair  judg«,  —  if  I  reiad  smile  aright  — 
I  condescend  to  figure  in  your  eyes 
As  biggest  heart  and  beet  of  Europe's  friends. 
And  hence  my  failure.    Ood  will  estiinate 
Success  one  day ;  Mid,  in  the  mean  time  —  you ! 

I  daresay  there  's  some  fancy  of  the  sort 

Frolicking  round  this  final  puff  I  send 

To  die  up  yonder  in  the  ceihng'^ose,  — 

Some  oonsolation-stakes,  we  losers  win  ! 

A  phttue  of  the  return  to  ^*  I  —  I  —  I 

Did  this,  meant  that,  hoped,  feared  the   other 

thing ! " 
Autobiography,  adieu  I    The  rest 
Shall  make  amends,  be  |»ure  bUuue,  history 
And  falsehood  :  not  the  ineffective  truth. 
But  Thiers-aad-Victor-Hugo  exercise. 
Hear  what  I  never  was,  but  might  have  been 
I'  the  better  world  where  goes  tobaooo-smoke  ! 
Here  lie  the  dozen  volumes  of  my  life : 
(Did  I  say  ''lie"?  the    pregnant  word   will 

serve.) 
Cut  on  to  the  concluding  chapter,  though  I 
Because  the  little  hours  begin  to  strike. 
Hurry  Thiers-Hugo  to  the  utboc's  end  ! 

Something  like   this  the    unwritten    chapter 
reads. 

Exemplify  the  situation  thus  I 
Hoheiistiel-8chwangau,  being,  no  dispute, 
Absolute  mistress,  chose  the  Assembly,  fint. 
To  serve  her :  chose  this  man,  its  F^^dent 
Afterward,  to  serve  also,^ —  speciallv 
To  see  that  folk  did  service  one  and  all. 
And  now  the  proper  term  of  years  was  out. 
When  the  Head-servant  must  vacate  his  place  ; 
And  nothing  lay  so  patent  to  the  world 
As  that  his  fellow-servants  one  and  all 
Were  —  mildly  to  make  mention  —  knaves   or 

fools. 
Each  of  them  with  his  promise  flourished  full 
I*  the  face  of  vou  by  word  and  impudence. 
Or  filtered  slyly  out  by  nod  and  wmk 
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And  nudg«  upon  yonr  aympAthetic  rib  — 
lliat  not  one  minnte  more  did  knave  or  fool 
Mean  to  keep  faith  and  senre  as  he  had  Bworn 
Hohen8tiel-8ohwaogau,  onoe  her  Head  away. 
Why   should    sneh  swear   except  to  ^t  the 

ohanoe. 
When  time  should  ripen  and  oonf  usion  bloom. 
Of  putting  Hohenstielers-tSohwai^^aeBe 
To  the  true  use  of  human  property  — 
Restoring  souls  and  bodies,  this  to  Pope, 
And  that  to  Kin^,  that  other  to  his  planned 
Perfection  of  a  Share-and-share-alike, 
That  other  still,  to  Empire  absolute 
In  shape  of  the  Head-servant^s  verv  self 
Transformed  to  Master  whole  and  sole?  each 

scheme 
Discussible,  oonoede  one  oironmstance  — 
That  each  schemers  parent  were,  beside  him- 
self, 
Hohenstiel-Schwangau,  not  her  serving^man 
Sworn  to  do  service  in  the  way  she  chose 
Rather  than  his  wav :  way  superlatire, 
Oidv,  —  by  some  infatuation,  —  his 
And  his  and  his  and  every  one^s  but  hers 
Who  stuck  to  iust  the  Assembly  and  the  Head. 
I  make  no  doubt  the  Head,  too,  had  his  dream 
Of  doing  sudden  duty  swift  and  sure 
On  all  wat  heap  of  untrustworthiness  -— 
Catching  each  vaunter  of  the  villany 
He  meant  to  perpetrate  when  time  was  ripe. 
Once  the  Head-servant  fairly  out  of  doors,  — 
And^  caging  here  a  knave  and  there  a  fool. 
Cry,  '*  Mistress  of  your  servants,  these  and  me, 
Hohenstiel-Schwangau  I  I,  their  trusty  Head, 
Pounce  on  a  pretty  scheme  concocting  here 
That 's  stopped,  extinguished  by  my  vigilance. 
Yonr  property  is  safe  again :  but  mark  I 
Safe  m  these  hands,  not  yours,  who    lavish 

trust 
Too    lightly.     Leave  my  hands  their  charge 

awhile  I 
I  know  yonr  business  better  than  youiself : 
Let  me  alone  about  it !    Some  fine  day, 
Onoe  we  are  rid  of  the  embarrassmen'*. 
You  shall  look    up   and    see    your   longings 

crowned  1 " 
Snch  fancy  might  have  tempted  him  be  false. 
But  this  man  chose  truth  and  was  wiser  so. 
He  recognized  that  for  great  minds  i'  the  world 
There  is  no  trial  like  the  appropriate  one 
Of  leaving  little  minds  their  liberty 
Of  littleness  to  blunder  on  through  life. 
Now  iuming  at  right  ends  by  fooush  means, 
Now,  at  absurd  achievement  through  the  aid 
Of  good  and  wise  endeavor  —  to  acquiesce 
In  lolly's  life-long  privilege,  though  with  power 
To  do  the  little  minds  the  good  the^  need. 
Despite  themselves,  by  just  abolishing 
Their  right  to  plav  the  part  and  fill  the  place 
I*  the  soneme  of  tnings  He  schemed  who  made 

alike 
Great  minds  and  little  minds,  saw  use  for  each. 
Could  the  orb  sweep  those  punv  particles 
It  just  half-lights  at  distance,  hiwdlv  leads 
I'  the  leash  —  sweep  out  each  speck  of  them 

from  space 
Tbinr  aaticise  in  with  their  da.^  and  nights 
And  whirlings  round  and  dancings  off,  forsooth, 


And  all  that  fruitless  individual  life 

One  cannot  lend  a  beam  to  but  they  spoil  — 

Sweep  them  into  itself  and  so,  one  star. 

Preponderate  henceforth  i'  the  heritage 

Of  heaven !    No  1  in  less  senatorial  phrase. 

The  man  endured  to  help,  not  save  outright 

The  multitude  by  substituting  him 

For  them,  his  knowledge,  will  and  way,  for 

Qod/B : 
Nor  chanffe  the  world,  such  as  it  is,  and  was 
And  will  be,  for  some  other,  suiting  all 
Except  the  purpose  of  the  maker.    No  I 
He  saw  that  weakness,  wickedness  will  be. 
And  therefore  should  be  :  that  the  perfect  man. 
As  we  account  perfection  -^  at  most  pure 
O'  the  special  gold,  whatever  the  form  it  takC} 
Head-work  or  heart-work,  fined  and   thrice- 
refined 
I'  the  crucible  of  life,  whereto  the  powers 
Of  the  refiner,  one  and  all,  are  flung 
To  feed  the  flame,  he  saw  that  e'en  the  block. 
Such  perfect  man  holds  out  triumphant,  br^^ 
Into  some  poisonous  ore,  gold's  opposite. 
At  the  very  purest,  so  compensatu^ 
Man's  Adversary  —  what  if  we  believe  ? 
For  earlier  stem  exclusion  of  his  stuff. 
See  the  sa^,  with  the  hunger  for  the  truth. 
And  see  his  system  that 's  all  true,  except 
The  one  weak  place  that 's  stanchioned  by  a 

Ue! 
The  moralist,  who  walks  with  head  erect 
I'  the  crystal  clarity  of  air  so  long, 
Until  a  stumble,  and  the  man 's  one  mire ! 
Philanthropv  undoes  the  social  knot 
With  axe-eage,  makes  love  room  'twixt  head 

and  trunk: 
Religion  —  but,  enough,  the  thm^  's  too  clear  f 
Well,  if  these  sparks  break  out  i'  the  greenest 

tree. 
Our  topmast  of  performance,  ^ours  and  mine. 
What  will  be  done  i'  the  dry  meptitnde 
Of  ordinary  mankind,  bark  and  bole. 
All  seems  ashamed  of  but  their  mother-earth  ? 
Therefore  throup-hout  Head's  term  of  servitude 
He  did  the  appomted  service,  and  f  orebore 
Extraneous  action  that  were  duty  else. 
Done  by  some  other  servant,  idle  now 
Or  misonievous :  no  matter,  each  his  own  — 
Own  task,  and,  in  the  end,  own  praise  or  blame  I 
He  suffered  them  stmt,  prate,  and  brag  theb' 

best, 
Squabble  at  odds  on  every  point  save  one. 
And  there  shake  hands,  —  agree  to  trifle  time. 
Obstruct  advance  with,  each,  his  cricket-cry, 
'^  Wait  till  the  Head  be  off  the  shoulders  here  I 
Then  comes  my  Kinp^,  my  Pope,  my  Autocrat, 
My  Socialist  Republic  to  her  own  — 
To-wit,  that  property  of  only  me, 
Hohenstiel-Schwangau  who  conceits  herself 
Free,  forsooth,  and  expects  I  keep  her  so ! " 
—  Nav,  suffered  when,  perceiving  with  dismay 
Head  s  silence  paid  no  tribute  to  their  noise. 
They  turned  on  him.    **  Dumb  menace  in  that 

mouth. 
Malice  in  that  unstridnlos'ty ! 
He  cannot  but  intend  some  stroke  of  state 
Shall  signalize  his  passage  into  peace 
Out  of  uie  creaking,  —  hinder  transference 
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O^  the  Hohenstielem'Sehwaiigaiiese  to  king, 
Pope,  autocrat,  or  aooudist  republic !    That  *s 
Exact  the  cause  hia  lipa  unlocked  would  cry  I 
Therefore  be  stirring :  brave,  beard,  bully  him  I 
Dock,  by  the  milUon,  of  its  friendJy  joints, 
The  electoral  bodv  short  at  once  !  wno  did, 
May  do  again,  ana  undo  us  beside  ; 
Wrest  from  his  hands  the  sword  for  self-de- 
fence, 
The  right  to  parry  any  thrust  in  play 
We  peradventure  please  to  meditate  I  " 
And  so  forth  ;  creak,  creak,  creak :  and  neW 

aline 
His  locked  mouth  oped  the  wider,  till  at  last 
O'  the  long  degraded  and  insulting  day. 
Sudden  the  clock  told  it  was  judgment-time. 
Then  he  addressed  himself  to  speak  indeed 
To  the  fools,  not  knayes :  they  saw  him  walk 

straight  down 
Each  step  of  the  eminence,  as  he  first  engaged, 
And  stand  at  last  o*  the  level,  —  all  he  swore. 
**  People,  and  not  the  people's  varletry. 
This  is  the  task  you  set  myself  and  these  I 
Thus  I  performed  my  part  of  it,  and  thus 
They  thwarted  me  throughout,  here,  here  and 

here: 
Study  each  instance  I  yours  the  loss,  not  mine. 
What  they  intend  now  ib  demonstrable 
As  plainly  :  here  's  such  man,  and  here  's  such 

mode 
Of  making  you  some  other  than  the  thing 
You,  wisely  or  unwisely,  choose  to  be, 
And  only  set  him  up  to  keep  you  so. 
Do  you    approve  tnia  ?     x  ours    the  loss,  not 

mine. 
Do  you  condemn  it  ?    There  *8  a  remedy. 
Take  me  —  who  know  your  mind,  and  mean 

your  good. 

With  clearer  brain  and  stouter  arm  than  they,     i 
Or  you,  or  haply  luiybody  else  —  ' 

And  make  me  master  for  the  moment !   Choose 
What  time,  what  power  you  trust  me  with :  I 

too 
Will  choose  as  frankly  ere  I  trust  myself 
With  time  and  power :  they  must  be  adequate     ^ 
To  the  end  and  aim,  since  mine  the  loss,  with   , 
yours,  \ 

If   means  be  wanting;  once  their  worth  ap- 
proved, ' 
Grant  them,  and  I  shall  forthwith  operate  — 
Ponder  it  well !  —  to  the  extreraest  stretch 
O'  the  Dower  you  tfust  me  :  if  with  nnsnocess, 
Qod  wuls  it,  and  there 's  nobody  to  blame." 

Wliereon  the  people  answered  with  a  shout, 
**  The  tnisty  one  I  no  tricksters  any  more !  " 
How  could  they  other  ?    He  was  in  his  place. 

What  followed  ?  Just  what  he  foresaw,  what 
proved 

rhe  soandness.of  both  judgments,  —  lus,  o'  the 
knaves 

And  fools,  each  trickster  with  his  dupe,  —  and 
theiis. 

The  people's,  in  what  head  and  arm  could  help. 

There  was  uprising,  masks  dropped,  flags  un- 
furled, 

Weapons  outflourished  in  the  wind,  my  faith  1 


Heavily  did  he  let  his  fiat  fall  plumb 
On  ea4!n  perturber  of  the  public  peace. 
No  matter  whose  the  wagging  head  it  broke— 
From  bald-pate  craft  ana  greed  and  impudenee 
Of  night-hawk  at  first  chance  to  prowl  aod  prey 
For  ^ory  and  a  little  gain  beside, 
Paasm^  for  eagle  in  the  dusk  of  the  age,  — 
To  florid  head-top,  foamy  patriotism 
And  tribunitial  cuuing,  breast  laid  bare 
Through  confidence  in  rectitude,  with  hand 
On  private  pistol  in  the  pocket :  these 
Ana  all  the  dupes  of  these,  who  lent  themselves 
As  dust  and  feather  do,  to  help  offence 
O'  the  wind  that  whirls  them  at  you,  then  sub- 
sides 
In  safety  somewhere,  leaving  filth  afloat, 
Annoyance   you   may  brush   from    eyes   and 

beard, — 
These  he  stopped  :  bade  the  wind's  spite  howl 

or  whine 
Its  worst  outside  the  building,  wind  conceives 
Meant  to  be  pulled  together  and  become 
Its  natural  playground  so.    What  foolishness 
Of  dust  or  teather  proved  importunate 
And  fell  'twist  thumb  and  finger,  found  them 

gripe 
To  detriment  of  bulk  and  buoyancy. 
Then  followed  silence  and  submission.    Next, 
The  inevitable  comment  came  on  work 
And  work's  cost :  he  was  censured  as  profuse 
Of  human  life  and  liberty :  too  swift 
And  thorough  his  procedure,  who  had  lagged 
At  the  outset,  lost  the  opportunity 
Through  timid  scruples  as  to  right  and  wroi^. 
** There's  no  such  certain  mark  of   a  small 

mind  » 
(So  did  Sagacity  explain  the  fault) 
'*  As  when  it  needs  must  square  away  and  sink 
To  its  own  small  dimensions,  private  scale 
Of  rig^t  and  wrong,  —  humanity  i'  the  laxge. 
The  right  and  wrong  of  the  universe,  forsooth ! 
This  man   addressed    himself   to   guard   and 

guide 
Hohenstiel-Schwangau.    When    the    case  de- 
mands 
He  frustrate  villany  in  the  egg,  unhatched. 
With  easy  stamp  and  minimum  of  pang 
E'en  to  the  punished  reptile,  '  There 's  mj  oath 
Restrains   my  foot,'    objects   our   guide   and 

guard, 
'  I  must  leave  guardianship  and  guidance  now : 
Rather  than  stretch  one  handbreadth  of  th« 

law, 
I  am  bound  to  see  it  break  from  end  to  end. 
First  show  me  death  i'  the  body  politic: 
Then   prescribe    pill   and    potion,   what   may 

please 
Hohenstiel-Schwangau  1  all  is  for  her  sake : 
'T  was  she  ordained  my  service  should  be  so. 
Wliat  if  the  event  demonstrate  her  unwise. 
If  she  unwill  the  thing  she  willed  before  ? 
I  hold  to  the  letter  and  obey  the  bond 
And  leave  her  to  perdition  loyally.' 
Whence  followed   thrice  the  expenditure  we 

blame 
Of  human  life  and  liberty :  for  want 
O*  the   by-blow,  came   deliberate    bntcberV 
work  I" 
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£lae where  go  earry  your  complaint  I  "  bade 

he. 
Leastr^  largest,  there  *s  one  law  for  all  the 

minds, 

Here  or  above :  be  true  at  any  price  ! 
*T  i«  just  o*  the  great  seale,  that  such  happy 

stroke 
Of  falsehood  would  be  found  a  failure.    Truth 
Still  stands  unshaken  at  her  base  by  me. 
Reigns  paramount  i^  the  world,  for  the  large 

good 
O'  the  louff  late  generations,  —  I  and  you 
Forgotten  like  this  buried  foolishness  I 
Not  so  the  good  I  rooted  in  its  grnye.^' 

This  is  why  he  refused  to  break  his  oath, 
Rather  appealed   to   the  people,  gained  the 

power 
To  act  aa  he  thought  best,  then  used  it,  once 
For  all,  no  matter  what  the  consequence 
To  knaves  and  fools.    As  thus  began  his  sway, 
So,  throu^  its  twenty  years,  one  rule  of  right 
SniB&ced  him :  govern  for  the  many  first. 
The  poor  mean  multitude,  all  months  and  eyes : 
Bid  the  few,  better  favored  in  the  brain. 
Be  patient,  nor  presume  on  privilege. 
Help  him  or  else  be  quiet,  —  never  crave 
That  he  help  them,  — increase,  forsooth,  the 

golf 
Yawning  so  terribly  'twixt  mind  and  mind 
I'  the  world  here,  which  his  purpose  was  to 

block 
At  bottom,  were  it  by  an  inch,  and  bridge, 
If  by  a  filament,  no  more,  at  top. 
Equalize  things  a  little  I    And  the  way 
He  took  to  work  that  purpose  out,  was  phun 
Enough  to  intellect  and  honesty 
And  — superstition,  style  it  if  you  please. 
So  long  as  you  allow  tnere^  was  no  lack 
O*  the  quality  imperative  in  man  ~ 
Reverence.    You  see  deeper  ?  thus  saw  he, 
And  by  the  light  he  saw,  must  walk :  how  else 
Was  he  to  do  tiis  part?  a  man^s,  with  might 
Ajid  main,  and  not  a  faintest  touch  of  fear, 
Sore  he  was  in  the  hand  of  God  who  comes 
Before  and  after,  with  a  work  to  do 
Which  no  man  helps  nor  hinders.     Thus  the 

man, — 
So  timid  when  the  business  was  to  touch 
The  uncertain  order  of  humanity, 
Lnperil,  for  a  problematic  cure 
Of  fiTievance  on  the  surface,  Bn^  good 
I'  tne  deep  of  things,  dim  yet  discernible,  — 
This  same  man,  so  irresolute  before, 
Show  him  a  true  excrescence  to  cut  sheer, 
A  deTil^s  graft  on  God^s  foundation-stock, 
ThBtk  —  no  complaint  of  indecision  more  I 
He  wrenched  out  the  whole  canker,  root  and 

branch. 
Deaf  to  who  cried  that  earth  would  tumble  in 
At  its  four  comers  if  he  touched  a  twig. 
Witness  that  lie  of  lieSj  arch-infamy, 
When  the  Republic,  with  her  life  involved 
In  juat  this  law  —  "  Each  people  rules  itself 
Its  own  way,  not  as  any  stranger  please  ''  — 
Tamed,  and  for  first  proof  she  was  living,  bade 
Hoihenstiel-Schwangau  fasten  on  the  throat 
Of  the  first  neighbor  that  claimed  benefit 


0'  the  law  herself  established :  '*  Hohenstiel 
For  Uohenstielers !    Rome,  by  parity 
Of  reasoning,  for  Romans  ?    That 's  a  jest 
Wants   proper   treatment,  —  lancet  -  pnnetiue 

suits 
The  proud  flesh:    Rome  ape  Hohenstiel  for- 
sooth I  " 
And  so  the  siege  and  slaughter  and  success 
Whereof  we  nothing  doubt  that  Hohenstiel 
Will  have  to  pay  the  price,  in  Qod's  fi:ood  time. 
Which  does  not  always  fall  on  Saturday 
When  the  world  loolcs  for  wages.    Anvhow, 
He  found  this  infamy  triurai>nant.    Well : 
ity  suggested,  make  this  speech ! 
he  work  was  none  of  mine :  suppose  wrong 
wait. 

Stand  over  for  redressing  ?  Mine  for  me. 
My  predecessors^  work  on  their  own  head  I 
Meantime,  there  ^s  plain  advantage,  should  we 

leave 
Things  as  we  find  them.     Keep  Rome  mana^ 

cled 
Hand  and  foot :  no  fear  of  unruliness  1 
Her  foes  consent  to  even  seem  our  friends 
So  long,  no  longer.    Then,  there  ^s  glory  got 
By  boldness  and  bravado  to  the  world  : 
The  disconcerted  world  must  grin  and  bear 
The  old  saucy  "writing,  —  *  Grunt  thereat  who 

So  shaJlthings  be,  for  such  my  pleasure  is  — 
Hohenstiel-Schwangau's.'    How  that  reads  in 

Rome, 
I'  the  oapitol  where  Brennus  broke  his  pate, 
And  lends  a  flourish  to  our  journalists  f^' 
Only,  it  was  nor  read  nor  flourished  of, 
Since^  not  a  moment  did  such  glory  stay 
Bxdsion  of  the  canker  1    Out  it  came. 
Root  and  branoh,  with  much  roaring,  and  some 

blood, 
And  plentiful  abuse  of  him  from  friend 
And  loe.    Who  cared  ?    Not  Nature,  who  as- 
suaged 
The  pain  and  set  the  patient  on  his  legs 
Ptomptly :  the  better  I  had  it  been  the  worse, 
'T  is  Nature  you  must  try  conclusions  with. 
Not  he,  since  nursing  canker  kills  the  sick 
For  certain,  while  to  cut  may  cure,  at  least. 
''  AW  groaned  a  second  time  Sagacity, 
"  Again  the  little  mind,  precipitate. 
Rash,  rude,  when  even  in  the  right,  as  here  I 
The  great  mind  knows  the  power  of  gentleness, 
Onlv  tries  force  because  persuasion  fails. 
Had  this  man,  by  prelusive  trumpet-blast, 
Signified,  *'  Truth  and  Justice  mean  to  come. 
Nay,  fast  approach  your  tibreshold  1     Ere  tney 

knock. 
See  that  the  house  be  set  in  order,  swept 
And    garnished,    windows    shut,    and   doors 

tarown  wide  I 
The  free  State  comes  to  visit  the  free  Church: 
Receive  her !  or  .  .  .  or  .  .  .  never  mind  what 

else!' 
Thus  moral  suasion  heralding  brute  force. 
How  had  he  seen  the  old  abuses  die. 
And  new  life  kindle  here,  there,  everywhere. 
Roused  simply  by  that  nuld  yet  potent  spell  — 
Beyond  or  beat  of  drum  or  stroke  of  sword  — 
Public  opinion  P' 
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"  How,  indeed  ?  "  he  asked, 
**  When  all  to  see,  after  some  twenty  yeanf 
Were  your  own  fool-face  waiting  for  uie  sight, 
Faced  by  as  wide  a  grin  from  ear  to  ear 
O'  the  knaves  who,  while  the  fools  were  wait- 
ing, worked  — 
Broke  yet  another  generation's  heart  — 
Twenty  years'  respite  helping!     Teaeh  your 

nurse 
*  Compliance  with,  before  yon  suck,  the  teat  I ' 
Find  what  that  means,  and  meanwhile  hold 
your  tongue  I " 

Whereof  the  war  came  which  he  knew  must 
be. 

Now,  this  had  proved  the  dry-rot  of  the  race 
He  ruled  o'er,  that,  i'  the  old  day,  when  was 

need 
Thev  fought  for  their  own  liberty  and  life. 
Well  did  they  fight,  none  better :  whence,  such 

love 
Of  fighting  somehow  still  for  fighting's  sake 
Against  no  matter  whose  the  hberty 
And  life,  so  lou^  as  self-conceit  shoidd  crow 
And  clap  the  wmg,  while  justice  sheathed  her 

claw, — 
That  what  had  been  the  glorv  of  the  world 
When  thereby  came  the  world's  good,  grew  its 

plague 
Xow  that  the  ohampion-armor,  donned  to  dare 
The  dragon  once,  was  clattered  up  and  down 
Highway  and  by-path  of  the  world  at  peace. 
Merely  to  mask  marauding,  or  for  sake 
O'  the  shine  and  rattle  that  apprised  the  fields 
Hohenstiel-Schwangau  was  a  nghter  yet. 
And  would  be,  till  uie  weary  world  suppressed 
Her  peccant  homors  out  of  fashion  now. 
Accordingly  the  world  spoke  plain  at  last. 
Promised  to  punish  who  next  played  with  fire. 

So,  at  his  advent,  such  discomfiture 
Taking  its  true  snape  of  beneficence, 
Hohenstiel-Schwangaa,  half-sad  and  part-wise, 
Sat :  if  with  wistful  eye  reverting  oft 
To  each  pet  weapon,  rusty  on  its  p^, 
Tet,  with  a  sigh  of  satisfaction  too 
That,  peacefumess  become  the  law,  herself 
Got  the  due  share  of  godsends  in  its  train, 
Cried  shame  and  took  advantage  quietly. 
Still,  so  the  dry-rot  had  been  nursed  into 
Blood,  bones  and  marrow,  that,  from  worst  to 

best. 
All,  —  clearest  brains  and  soundest  hearts  save 

here, — 
All  had  this  lie  acceptable  for  law 
Plain  as  the  sun  at  noonday  —  *'*'  War  is  best, 
Peace  is  worst ;  peace  we  only  tolerate 
As  needful  preparation  for  new  war : 
War  may  be  for  whatever  end  we  will  — 
Peace  only  as  the  proper  help  thereto. 
Such  is  the  law  of  right  and  wrong  for  us 
Hohenstiel-Schwangau  :  for  the  other  world, 
As  naturally,  quite  another  law. 
Are  we  content  ?    The  world  is  satisfied. 
Discontent?     Then  the  world  must  give  us 

leave 
Tn  strike  right,  left,  and  exercise  our  arm 


Torpid  of  late  through  overmuch  repose. 
Ana  show  its  strength  is  still  superlative 
At  somebody's  expense  in  life  or  limb : 
Which  done, —  let  peace  succeed  and  last  a 


year 


» " 


Such  devil's-doctrine  so  was  judged  Grod's  law. 

We  say,  when  this  man  stenped  upon  the  stage. 

That  it  had  seemed  a  venial  fault  at  most 

Had  he  once  more  obeyed  Sagacity. 

''*'  You  come  i'  the  happy  interval  of  peace. 

The  favorable  weariness  from  war : 

Prolong  it  I  artfully,  as  if  intent 

On  ending  peace  as  soon  as  possible. 

Quietly  so  increase  the  sweets  of  ease 

And  safety,  so  employ  the  multitude. 

Put  hod  and  trowel  so  in  idle  hands. 

So  stuff  and  stop  up  wagging  jaws  with  bread, 

That  selfishness  shall  surreptitiously 

Do  wisdom's  ofiice,  whisper  in  the  ear 

Of  Hohenstiel-Schwangau,  there's  a  pleasant 

feel 
In  being  gently  forced  down,  pinioned  fast 
To  the  easy  arm-chair  by  the  pleading  arms 
O'  the  world  beseeching  her  to  there  abide 
Content  with  all  the  hivm  done  hitherto. 
And  let  herself  be  petted  in  return, 
Free  to  re-wage,  in  speech  and  prose  and  vem. 
The  old  unjust  wan,  nay  —  in  verse  and  prose 
And  speech,  —  to  vaunt  new  victories,    shall 

prove 
A  plague  o'  the  future,  —  so  that  words  suffice 
For  present  comfort,  and  no  deeds  denote 
That  —  tired  of  illimitable  line  on  line 
Of  boulevard-building,  tired  o'  the  theatre 
With  the  tuneful  thousand   in  their  thrones 

above, 
For  glorv  of  the  male  intelli^nce, 
AndyNakedness  in  her  due  niche  below. 
For  illustration  of  the  female  use  — 
That  slie,  'twixt  yawn  and  sigh,  prepares  to 

slip 
Out  of  the  arm-chair,  wants  fresh  blood  again 
From  over  the  boundaiy,  to  color-nn 
The  sheenv  sameness,  keep  the  world  aware 
Hohenstiel-Schwangau 's  arm  needs  exercise 
Despite  the  petting  of  the  universe  I 
Come,  you  're  a  city-builder:  what 's  the  wa^ 
Wisdom  takes  when  time  needs  that  she  entioe 
Some  fierce  tribe,  castled  on  the  mountain-peak. 
Into  the  quiet  and  amenity 
O'  the  meadow-land  below  ?    By  erring  *  Done 
With  fight  now,  down  with  fortress  '  ?    Rather 

—  *Dare 
On,  dare  ever,  not  a  stone  displaced  1  * 
Cries  Wisdom  :  ^  Cradle  of  our  ancestors. 
Be  bulwark,  give  our  children  safety  still ! 
Who  of  our  children  please  may  stoop  and  taste 
O'  the  valley-fatness,  unafraid,  —  for  why  V 
At  first  alann  they  have  thy  mother-ribs 
To  run  upon  for  refuge ;  foes  forget 
Scarcely  that  Terror  on  her  vantage-ocMin, 
Couchant  supreme  among  the  powers  ofair, 
Watches  —  prepared  to  pounce  —  the  conotiy 

wide  I 
Meanwhile  the  encouraged  valley  holds  its  own. 
From  the  first  hut's  adventure  in  descent. 
Half  home,  half  hiding-place,  —  to  dome  snd 

spire 
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Befitdng:  the  aasnred  metropolis  : 

Nor  means  offence  to  the  tort  which  caps  the 

crag:, 
All  ondiamantied  of  a  tmret-stone, 
And  bears  the  banner-pole  that  creaks  at  times 
Kmbarrassed  by  the  old  emblazonment, 
When  festal  days  are  to  commemorate  : 
Otherwise  left  untenanted,  no  doabt, 
l^nce,  never  fear,  our  mjnriads  from  below 
Wonld  rush,  if  needs  were,  man  the  walls  again, 
Renew  the  exploits  of  the  earlier  time 
At  moment^s  notice  I    But  till  notice  sound, 
Inhabit  we  in  ease  and  opulence  I  * 
And  so,  till  one  day  thus  a  notice  sounds. 
Not  trumpeted,  but  in  a  whisper-g-nst 
f^tfnUy  playing  through  mute  city  streets 
A*t  minmght  weary  of  day's  feast  and  game  — 
*  Friends,  your  famed  fort 's  a  ruin  past  repair  I 
Its  use  is  —  to  proclaim  it  had  a  use 
Obsolete  long  since.    Clunb  and  study  there 
How  to  paint  barbican  and  battlement 
I'  the  scenes  of  our  new  theatre  I    We  fight 
Now  —  by  forbidding  neighbors  to  sell  steel 
Or  buy  wme.  not  by  blowing  out  their  brains  I 
Moreover,  while  we  let  time  sap  the  strength 
O'  the  walk  omnipotent  in  menace  once. 
Neighbors  would  seem  to  have  prepared  sur- 
prise— 
Run  up  defences  in  a  mn8hioom<growth, 
For  all  the  world  like  what  we  boasted :  brief  — 
Uohenstiel-Sohwaagan's  policy  is  peace  1 ' " 

Ay,  so  Sagacity  advised  him  filch 

FoUy  from  fools ;  handsomely  substitute 

The  dagger  o'  lath,  while  gay  they  sang  and 

danoed, 
For  that  long  dangerous  sword  they  liked  to 

feel. 
Even  at  feast-time,  clink  and  make  friends 

start. 
No !  he  said :  "  Hear  the  truth,  and  bear  the 

truth. 
And  bring  the  truth  to  bear  on  all  you  are 
And  do,  assured  that  only  good  comes  thence 
Whatever  the  shape  good  take  I    While  I  have 

rule, 
Understand  I  —  war  for  war's  sake,  war  forsake 
O'  the  good  war  gets  yon  as  war's  sole  excuse. 
Is  damnable  and  damned  shall  be.    You  want 
Glory  ?    Why  so  do  I,  and  so  does  God. 
Where  is  it  found,  —  in  this  paraded  shame,  — 
One  particle  of  glory  ?    Once  you  warred 
For  liberty  against  the  world,  and  won : 
There  was  the  {?lnry.  Now,  you  fain  would  war 
Because  the  neighbor  prospers  overmuch,  — 
Beeause  tiiere  has  been  silence  half-an-honr, 
Like  Heaven  on  earth,  without  a  cannon-shot 
Announcing  Hohenstielers-Schwanganese 
Are  mindea  to  disturb  the  jubilee,  — 
Because  the  loud  tradition  echoes  faint. 
And  who  knows  but  posterity  may  doubt 
If  the  great  deeds  were  ever  done  at  all, 
Mnch  Tern  believe,  were  such  to  do  again. 
So  the  event  would  follow :  therefore,  prove 
The  old  power,  at  the  expense  of  somebody  I 
Oh,  Glory,  —  ^ded  bubole,  bard  and  sage 
So  nickname  nghdy,  —  would  thy  dance  endure 
One  moment,  would  thy  vaunting  make  believe 


(hily  one  eye  thy  ball  was  solid  gnold, 
Haost  thou  lees  breath  to  buoy  thj  vacancy 
Than  a  whole  multitude  expends  in  praise, 
Less  range  for  roamixig  than  from  head  to  head 
Of  a  whole  people  ?    Flit,  fall,  fiy  again, 
Only,  fix  never  where  the  resolute  hand 
May  prick  thee,  prove  the  glassy  lie  thou  art! 
Give  me  real  intellect  to  reason  with. 
No  multitude,  no  entity  that  apes 
One  wise  man,  bein^  but  a  million  fools ! 
How  and  whence  wishest  glory,  thou  wise  one  ? 
Wouldst  get  it,  —  didst  thyself  guide  Ptovi- 

denoe,  —  ^ 
By  stinting  of  his  due  each  neighbor  round 
In  strength  and  knowledge  and  dexterity 
80  as  to  nave  thy  littleness  grow  large 
By  aU  those  somethings  onoe,  turned  nothings 


now. 


As  children  make  a  molehill  mountainous 
By  scooping  out  a  trench  around  their  pile. 
And  saving  so  the  mudwork  from  approach  ? 
Quite  otherwise  the  cheery  game  01  nfe, 
True  vet  mimetic  warfare,  whereby  man 
Does  his  best  with  his  utmost,  and  so  ends 
The  victor  most  of  all  in  fair  defeat. 
Who  thinks,  —  would  he  have  no  one  think  be- 
side? 
Who  knows,  who  does,  — save  his  must  learning 

die 
And  action  cease  ?    Why,  so  our  siant  proves 
No  better  than  a  dwarf,  onoe  rivurv 
Prostrate  around  him.  ^  Let  the  whole  race  stand 
For  him  to  try  conclusions  fairly  with ! 
Show  me  the  great  man  would  engage  hie  peer 
Rather  by  qriiming  *  Cheat,  thy  gold  is  brass  I ' 
Than  granting  *'  Perfect  piece  of  purest  ore  I 
Still,  is  it  less  good  mintage,  this  of  mine  ?  ' 
Well,  and  these  right  and  sound  results  of  soul 
I'  the  strong  and  healthy  one  wise  man,  —  shall 

such 
Be  vainly  sought  for,  scornfully  renounced 
I'  the  multitude  that  make  the  entity  — 
The  people  ?  — to  what  purpose,  if  no  less. 
In  power  and  purity  of  soul,  below 
The  reach  of  the  unit  than,  by  multiplied 
Might  of  the  body,  vulgarized  the  more. 
Above,  in  thick  and  threefold  brutishness  ? 
See  I  you  accept  such  one  wise  man,  myself : 
Wiser  or  less  wise,  still  I  operate 
From  my  own  stock  of  wisdom,  nor  exact 
Of  other  sort  of  natures  you  admire. 
That  whoso  rhymes  a  sonnet  pays  a  tax. 
Who  paints  a  landscape  dips  Dnish  at  his  cost. 
Who  scores  a  septett  true  tor  strings  and  wina 
Mulcted  must  be  —  else  how  should  I  impose 
Properly,  attitudinize  aright. 
Did  such  conflicting  claims  as  these  divert 
Hohenstiel-Schwangau  from  observing  me  ? 
Therefore,  what  I  nnd  facile,  you  be  sure. 
With  eifort  or  without  it,  yon  shall  dare  — 
You,  I  aspire  to  make  my  better  self 
And  truly  the  Great  Nation.    No  more  war 
For  war's  sake,  then  I  and,  —  seeing,  wickedness 
Springs  out  of  folly,  — no  more  foolish  dread 
O^  the  neighbor  waxing  too  inordinate 
A  rival,  through  his  gain  of  wealth  and  ease  ! 
What  ?  —  keep  me  patient,  Powers  1  —  Uie  peo- 
ple here, 
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Earth  presses  to  her  heart,  nor  owns  a  pride 

Above  ner  pride  i'  the  race  all  flame  and  air 

And  aspiration  to  the  boundless  Oreat, 

The  incommensorably  Beaatiful  — 

Whose  very  falterings  groundward  oome   of 

flight 
Urged  by  a  pinion  all  too  passionate 
For  heaven  and  what  it  holds  of  g^loom  and 

g^low: 
Bravest  of  thinkers,  bravest  of  the  brave 
Doers,  exalt  in  IScienoe,  rapturous 
In  Art,  the  —  more  than  all  —  magnetic  race 
To  fascinate  their  fellows,  mould  mankind 
Hohenstiel-Sohwangau-f  ashion,  —  these,  what  P 

—  these 
Will  have  to  abdicate  their  primacy 
Should  such  a  nation  sell  them  steel  untaxed. 
And  such  another  take  itself,  on  hire 
For  the  natural  sennight,  somebody  for  lewd 
Unpatronized  by  me  whose  back  was  turned  ? 
Or  such  another  yet  would  fain  build  bridge. 
Lay  rail,  drive  tunnel,  busy  its  poor  self 
With    its   appropriate   fancy :     so   there 's  — 

flash  — 
Hohenstiel-^chwangau  up  in  arms  at  onoe  I 
Genius  has  somewlubt  of  the  infantine : 
But  of  the  childish,  not  a  touch  nor  taint 
Except  through  self-will,  which,  being  foolish- 
ness. 
Is  certain,  soon  or  late,  of  punishment. 
Which  Providence  avert  I  ~-  and  that  it  may 
Avert  what  both  of  us  would  so  deserve. 
No  foolish  dread  o*  the  neighbor,  I  enjoin  I 
By  consequence,  no  wickea  war  with  nim, 
WhUe  I  rule  1 

'^  Does  that  mean  —  no  war  at  all 
When  just  the  wickedness  I  here  proscribe 
Comes,  haply,  from  the  neighbor?    Does  my 

speech 
Precede  the  praying  that  yon  beat  the  sword 
To  ploughshare,  and  the  spear  to  pmning^hook. 
Ana  sit  down  henceforth  under  your  own  vine 
And  fig-tree  through  the  sleepy  summer  month. 
Letting  what  hurly-burly  please  explode 
On  the  other  side  the  mountain-frontier  ?    No, 
Beloved  I    I  foresee  and  I  announce 
Necessity  of  warfare  in  one  (utse. 
For  one  cause :  one  way,  I  bid  broach  the  blood 
O*  the  world.    For  truth  and  right,  and  only 

rigrht 
And  truth,  —  right,  truth,  on  the  absolute  scale 

of  God, 
No  pettiness  of  man^s  admeasurement,  — 
In  such  case  only,  and  for  such  one  cause. 
Fight  your  hearts  out,  whatever  fate  betide 
Hands  energetic  to  the  uttermost  1 
Lie  not  I  Endure  no  lie  which  needs  your  heart 
And  hand  to  push  it  out  of  mankind^s  path  — 
No  lie  that  lets  lite  natural  forces  work 
Too  long  ere  lay  it  plain  and  pulverized  — 
Seeing  man^s  life  lasts  onlv  twenty  years  I 
And  such  a  lie,  before  both  man  and  Ood, 
Proving,  at  this  time  present,  Austria's  ride 
O'er  Iwy,  —  for  Austria's  sake  the  first, 
Italy's  next,  and  our  sake  last  of  all, 
Gome  with  me  toad  deliver  Italy ! 
Snute  hip  and  thigh  until  the  oppressor  lea\  e 


Free  from  the  Adriatic  to  the  Alps 

The  oppressed  one  I    We  were  tney  who  laid 

ner  low 
In  the  old  bad  dav  when  ViUany  braved  TmUi 
And  Right,  and  laughed  *  Henceforward,  God 

deposed, 
Satan  we  set  to  rule  forevermore 
I'  the  world  ! '  —  whereof  to  stop  the  conse- 
quence. 
And  for  atonement  of  false  glorv  there 
Gaped  at  and  gabbled  over  by  toe  world, 
I  purpose  to  get  God  enthroned  again 
For  what  the  world  will  gird  at  as  sheer  shsnw 
r  the  cost  of  blood  and  treasure.    *AI1  for 

naught  — 
Not  even,  say,  some  patch  of  province,  splice 
O'  the  frontier  ?  —  some  snug  nonorariom-fee 
Shut  into  glove  and  pocketed  apace  ? ' 
(Questions  Sagacity)  *  in  deference 
To  the  natural  susceptibility 
Of  folks  at  home,  nnwittinpr  of  that  pitch 
You  soar  to^  and  mtBdoubting  if  Truth,  Bight 
And  the  other  such  augustnesses  repay 
Expenditure  in  coin  o*  the  realm,  —  but  prompt 
To  recognize  the  cession  of  Savov 
And  Nice  as  marketable  value !      No, 
Sagadty,  go  preach  to  Mettemich, 
And,  sermon  ended,  stay  where  he  resides ! 
Hohenstiel-Schwangau,  you  and  I  must  maxA 
The  other  road  I  war  for  the  hate  of  war. 
Not  love,  this  once  !  "    So  Italy  was  free. 

What  else  noteworthy  and  commendable 

I'  the  man's  career  ?  —  that  he  was  resolnts  — 

No  trepidation,  much  lees  treachery 

On  his  PArt<  should  imperil  from  its  poise 

The  ball  o'  the  world,  heaved  up  at  such  expense 

Of  pains  so  far,  and  ready  to  rebound. 

Let  but  a  finger  maladtoitlv  fall, 

Under  pretence  of  making  fast  and  sure 

The  inch  gained  bv  late  volubility. 

And  run  itself  back  to  the  ancient  rest 

At  foot  o'  the  mountain.    Thus  he  ruled,  gave 

proof 
The  world  had  gained  a  point,  progressive  so. 
By  choice,  this  time,  as  will  and  power  con- 
curred, 
O'  the  fitt-est  man  to  rule  ;  not  chance  of  birth, 
Or  such-like  dice-throw.    Oft  Sagacity 
Was  at  his^  ear :  **  Confirm  this  clear  advance. 
Support  this  wise  procedure  !    You,  elect 
O'  the  people,  mean  to  justify  their  choiee 
And  outrking  all  the  kingly  imbeciles ; 
But  that 's  just  half  the  enterprise :  remains 
You  find  them  a  successor  like  yourself, 
In  head  and  heart  and  eye  and  nand  and  sim. 
Or  all   done 's   undone ;  and   whom   hope  to 

mould 
So  like  you  as  the  pupil  Nature  sends. 
The   son  and  heir*s  completeness  which  you 

lack? 
Lack  it  no  longer !    Wed  the  pick  o'  the  world, 
Where'er  you  think  you  find  it.    Should  she  be 
A   queen,  —  tell  HohenstielersrSohwanganese, 
^  So  do  the  old  enthroned  decrepitudes 
Acknowledge^  in  the  rotten  hesfts  of  them. 
Their   kneU  is  knolled,  they  hasten  to  make 
peace 
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With  the  new  order,  recognize  in  me 

Yonr  right  to  constitute  what  king:  you  will, 

Cringe  therefore  crown  in  hand  and  bride  on 

arm, 
To  both  of  OS :  we  triumph.  I  suppose  I  * 
Is  it  the  other  sort  of  rank  r  —  bright  eye, 
Soft  smile,  and  so  forth,  all  her  queenly  boast  ? 
Undaunted  the  exordium  —  *  I,  the  man 
O*  the  people,  with  the  people  mate  myself : 
So  stand,  so  fall.    Kin^,  keep  your  crowns  and 

brides ! 
Our  progeny  (if  Providence  agree) 
Shall  live  to  tread  the  baubles  underfoot^ 
And  bid  the  scarecrows  consort  with  their  kin. 
For  son,  as  for  his  sire,  be  the  free  wife 
In  the  free  state  r  " 

That  is.  Sagacity 
Would  prop  up  one  more  lie,  the  most  of  all 
Pernicious  fancy  that  the  son  and  heir 
Receives  the  genius  from  the  sire,  himself 
Transmits  as  surely,  —  ask  experience  else  I 
Which  answers,  —  never  was  so  pUun  a  truth 
As  that  God  drops  his  seed  of  heavenly  flame 
Jnat    where    he    wills   on  earth  :    sometimes 

where  man 
Seems  to  tempt  —  such  the  accumulated  store 
Of  faculties  —  one  spark  to  fire  the  heap  ; 
Sometimes  where,  fireball-like,  it  falls  upon 
The  naked  nnprepar^dueas  of  rock. 
Bums,  ^  beaconing    the  nations  through  their 

night. 
Faculties,  fuel  for  the  flame  ?    All  helps 
Ck>me,  ought  to  come,  or  come  not,  crossed  by 

chjmee, 
From  culture  and  transmission.    What 's  your 

want 
I'  the  son  and  heir  ?    Sympathy,  aptitude, 
TeaohablenesB,  the  fuel  for  the  flame  ? 
You^U    have   them  for  your  pains:  but  the 

flame's  self. 
The  novel  thought  of  God  shall  light  the  world  ? 
No,  poet,  though  your  o£Fspring  rhyme  and 

chime 
I'  the  cradle,  —  painter,  no,  for  all  your  pet 
Draws  his  first  eye,  beats  iSalvatore  s  boy,  — 
And  thrice  no,  statesinan,  should  your  progery 
Tie  bib  and  tucker  with  no  tape  but  red. 
And  make  a  foolscap-kite  of  protocols ! 
Critic  and  copyist  and  bureaucrat 
To    heart's  content  I    The  seed  o'  the  apple- 
tree 
Brings  forth  another  tree  which  bears  a  crab  : 
'T  is  Uie  great  gardener  grafts  the  excellence 
On  wildings  where  he  wiB. 

"  How  plain  I  view, 
AeroflB   those   misty    years    'twixt    me    and 

Rome"  — 
(Such  the  man's  answer  to  Sagacity) 
*'  The  little  wayside  temple,  hidfway  down 
To  a  mild  river  that  makes  oxen  white 
Miraculously,  un-mouse-colors  skin, 
Or  so  the  Roman  country  people  dream ! 
I  view  that  sweet  small  shrub-embedded  shrine 
On  the  declivity,  was  sacred  once 
To  a  transmuting  Genius  of  the  land, 
Could  touch  and  turn  itsdunnest  natures  bright, 


—  Since  Italy  means  the  Land  of  the  Ox,  we 

know. 
Well,  how  was  it  the  due  succession  fell 
From  priest  to  priest  who  ministered  i'  the  cool 
Calm  fane  o'  the  Clitumniao  god  ?    The  sire 
Brought  forth  a  son  and  saoeraotsl  sprout, 
£ndowed  instinctively  with  good  and  grace 
To  suit  theglidii^  gentleness  below  — 
Did  he  ?    Tradition  tells  another  tale. 
Each  priest  obtained  his  predecessor's  staff, 
Robe,  fillet  and  insignia,  blamelessly. 
By  springing  out  of  ambush,  soon  or  late. 
And  slaying  him  :  the  initiative  rifce 
Simply  was  murder,  save  that  murder  took, 
I'  the  case,  another  and  religious  name. 
So  it  was  once,  is  now,  shall  ever  be 
With  genius  and  its  priesthood  in  this  world: 
The  new  power  slays  the  old  —  but  handsomely. 
There  he  lies,  not  oiminished  by  an  inch 
Of  stature  that  he  graced  the  altar  with. 
Though  somebody  of  other  bulk  and  build 
Cries,  *  What  a  goodly  personage  lies  here 
Reddening  the  water  where  the  bulrush  roots  I 
May  I  conduct  the  service  in  his  place. 
Decently  and  in  order,  as  did  he, 
And,  as  he  did  not,  keep  a  wary  watch 
When  meditating  'neath  yon  willow  shade ! ' 
Find  out  your  b^t  man,  sure  the  son  of  him 
Will  prove  best  man  again,  and,  better  still 
Somehow  than  best,  the  grandson-prodigy  I 
You  think  the  world  womd  last  another  day 
Did  we  so  make  us  masters  of  the  trick 
Whereby  the  works  go,  we  could  pre-arrange 
Their  play  and  reach  perfection  when  we  please? 
Depend  on  it,  the  chai^  and  the  surprise 
Are  part  o'  the  plan:  't  is  we  wish  steadiness ; 
Nature  prefers  a  motion  by  unrest. 
Advancement  through  this  force  which  jostles 

that. 
And  so,  since  much  remains  i'  the  world  to 


Here 's   the    world   still,    affording   God  the 

sight." 
Thus  did  the  man  refute  Sagacity, 
£ver  at  this  old  whisper  in  his  ear : 
"  Here  are  you  picked  out,  by  a  miracle. 
And  placed  conspicuously  enough,  folks  say 
And  you  believe,  by  Providence  outright 
Taking  a  new  way  —  nor  without  success  — 
To  put  the  world  upon  its  mettle :  good  I 
But  Fortune  alternates  with  Providence; 
Resource  is  soon  exhausted.    Never  count 
On  such  a  happy  hit  occurring  twice ! 
Try  the  old  method  next  time  I " 


u 


Old  enough," 
(At  whisper  in  his  ear,  the  laugh  outbroke,) 
**  And  mode  the  most  discredited  of  «dl, 
By  just  the  men  and  women  who  make  boast 
They  are   kings  and  queens  thereby !    Mer« 

self-defence 
Should  teach  them,  on  one  chapter  of  the  law 
Must  be  no  sort  of  trifling  —  chastity : 
They  stand  or  fall,  as  their  prpfirenitors 
Were   chaste   or   unchaste.      Now,    run   eye 

around 
My  crowned  acquaintance,  give  each  life  its 

look 
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And  no  niore,  —  why,  you  *d  think  each  life 

was  led 
Purpoeelv  for  example  of  what  pains 
Who  leads  it  took  to  cure  the  prejudice, 
And  prove  there  's  nothing  so  unprovable 
As  wno  is  who,  what  son  of  what  a  sire, 
And  —  inf erentially  —  how  faint  the  chance 
That  the  next  generation  needs  to  fear 
Another  fool  o  the  selfBame  tyne  as  he 
Happily  regnant  now  by  right  divine 
Ana  luck  <r  the  pillow  !     r?o :  select  your  lord 
By  the  direct  employment  of  your  brains 
As  best  you  may,  —  bad  as  the  blunder  prove, 
A  far  worse  evil  stank  beneath  the  sun 
When  some  legitimate  blockhead  managed  so 
Matters  that  high  time  was  to  interfere, 
Though  interference  came  from  hell  itself 
And  not  the  blind  mad  miserable  mob 
Happily  ruled  so  long  by  pillow-luck 
And  divine  right,  —  by  lies  in  short,  not  truth. 
And  meanwhile  use  the  allotted  minute  .  .  /' 


One, — 
Two,  three,  four,  five  —  yes,  five  the  pendule 

warns! 
£h?    Why.  this  wild  work  wanders  past  all 

bouna 
And  bearing  I    Exile,  Leicester  Square,  the  life 
I^  the  old  ga^  miserable  time,  rehearsed, 
Tried  on  again  like  cast  clothes,  still  to  serve 
At  a  pinch,  perhaps?    **Who^s  who?"   was 

aptly  asked, 
Since  certainly  I  am  not  I !  since  when  ? 
Where  is  the  bud-mouthed  arbitress  ?   A  nod 
Out-Homering  Homer  I    Stay  —  there  flits  the 

clue 
I  fain  would  find  the  end  of  I    Yes,  —  **  Mean- 
while, 
Use  the  allotted  minute  I  "     Well,  you  see, 
(Veracious  and  imaginary  Thiers. 
Who  map  out  thus  the  life  I  mignt  have  led, 
But  did  not,  —  all  the  worse  for  earth   and 

me,  — 
Doif  spectacles,  wipe  pen,  shut  book,  decamp !) 
Yon  see  't  is  easy  in  heroics !    Plain 
Pedestrian  speech  shall  help  me  perorate. 
Ah,  if  one  had  no  need  to  use  the  tongue  I 
How  obvious  and  how  easy  *t  is  to  talk 
Inside  the  soul,  a  ghostly  dialogue  — 
Instincts  with  guesses,  —  instinct,  guess,  again 
With   dubious   knowledge,    half  -  experience  : 

each 
And  all  the  interlocutors  alike 
Subordinating,  —  as  decorum  bids. 
Oh,  never  fear  I  but  still  decisively,  — 
Claiims  from  without  that  take  too  high  a  tone, 
—  ('*  God  wills  this,  man  wants  that,  the  dig- 
nity 
Prescribed   a   prince   would   wish    the    other 

,  thing  ")- 
Putting  them  back  to  insignificance 
Beside  one  intimatest  fact  —^  myself 
Am  first  to  be  considered,  since  I  live 
Twenty  years  longer  and  then  end,  perhaps  ! 
But,  where  one  ceases  to  soliloquize. 
Somehow  the  motives,  that  did  well  enough 


I*  the  darkness,  when  you  bring   them  into 

light 
Are  found,  like  those  famed  cave-fish,  to  lack 

eye 
And  organ  for  the  upper  magnitudes. 
The  other  common  creatures,  of  less  fine 
Existence,  that  acknowledge  earth  and  heaven, 
Have  it  their  own  way  in  the  argument. 
Yes,  forced  to  speak,  one  stoops  to  say — one*s 

aim 
Was  —  what    it    peradventure    should    have 

been: 
To  renovate  a  people,  mend  or  end 
That   bane   come   of    a    blessing   meant   the 

world  — 
Inordinate  culture  of  the  sense  made  quick 
By  soul,  —  the  lust  o'  tiie  flesh,  lust  of  the  eye. 
And  pride  of  life,  —  and,  consequent  on  these. 
The  worship  of  that  prince  o'  tne  power  o'  the 

air 
Who  paints  the  cloud  and  fills  the  emptiness 
And  bids  his  votaries,  famishing  for  truth. 
Feed  on  a  lie. 

Alack,  one  lies  one^s  self 
Even  in  the  stating  that  one^s  end  was  truth. 
Truth  onlv,  if  one  states  as  much  in  words ! 
Give  me  the  inner  chamber  of  the  soul 
For  obvious  easy  argument !  *t  is  there 
One  pits  the  silent  truth  against  a  lie  — 
Truth  which  breaks  shell  a  careless  simple  bird. 
Nor  wants  a  gorget  nor  a  beak  filed  fine. 
Steel  spurs  and  the  whole  armory  o*  the  tongue. 
To  eaualize  the  odds.    But,  do  your  best, 
Woros  have  to  come:    and  somehow   words 

deflect 
As  the  best  cannon  ever  rifled  will. 

"  Deflect "  indeed  !    nor  merely  words  from 

thoughts 
But  names  from  facts :    "  Clitumnus  "  did  I 

say? 
As  if  it  had  been  his  ox-whitening  wave 
Whereby  folk  practised  that  grim  cult  of  old  — 
The  murder  of  their  templets  priest  by  who 
Would  qualify  for  his  succession.    Sure  — 
Nsmi  was  the  true  lakers  style.     Dream  had 

need 
Of  the  ox-whitening  peace  of  prettiness 
And   so   confused   names,    well   known  ooce 

awake. 

So,  i*  the  Residenz  yet,  not  Leicester  Square, 
Alone,  —  no  such  congenial  intercouise  f — 
My  reverie  concludes,  as  dreaming  should. 
With  daybreak  :  nothing  done  and  over  yet^ 
Except  cigars !    The  adventure  thus  mav  be. 
Or  never  needs  to  be  at  all :  who  knows  ? 
My  Cousin-Duke,  perhaps,  at  whose  hard  head 
—  Is  it,  now  —  \b  this  letter  to  be  launched, 
The  sight  of  whose  gray  oblong,  whose  grim 

seal. 
Set  all  these  fancies  floating  for  an  hour  ? 

Twenty  years  are  good  gain,  come  what  come 

Willi 

Doable  or  quits !    The  letter  goes  I     Or  stays  f 
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DONB  Elvirb 
Voos  pla!t-i],  don  Juan,  nous  ^daircir  ces  beaux  myatires? 

Don  Juan 
Madame,  k  vous  dire  la  v^rit^  .  .  . 

DoNB  Elvirb 

Ah !  que  vous  saves  mal  vous  d^fendre  pour  an  homme  de  coufi 
et  qui  doit  £tre  accoutum^  k  ces  sortes  de  choses  I  J'ai  piti^  de  vous 
voir  la  confusion  que  vous  aves.  Que  ne  vous  armez-vous  le  front 
d'une  noble  effronterie?  Que  ne  me  jurez-vous  que  vous  6tes 
toujours  dans  les  mCmes  sentimens  pour  moi,  que  vous  m*aimes 
toujours  avec  une  ardeur  sans  ^gale,  et  que  rien  n-est  capable  de 
vous  d^Ucher  de  moi  que  la  mort  ?  —  (Moubrb,  Dam  Juan,  Acte  L 
So  3.)  

Donna  Elvira 

Don  Juan,  might  you  please  to  help  one  give  a  guess, 
Hold  up  a  candle,  clear  this  fine  mysteriousness  ? 

Don  Juan 
Madam,  if  needs  I  must  declare  the  truth,  — in  short  •  •  • 

Donna  Elvira 
Fie,  for  a  man  of  mode,  accustomed  at  the  court 
To  such  a  style  of  thing,  how  awkwardly  my  lord 
Attempts  defence  t     You  move  compassion,  that 's  the  word— > 
Dumb-foundered  and  chapfallen  I    Why  don*t  you  arm  your  brow 
With  noble  impudence  ?    Why  don*t  you  swear  and  vow 
No  sort  of  change  is  come  to  any  sentiment 
You  ever  had  for  me?    Affection  holds  the  bent, 
You  love  me  now  as  erst,  with  passion  that  makes  pale 
All  ardor  elM :  nor  aught  in  nature  can  avail 
To  separate  us  two,  save  what,  in  stopping  breath. 
May  peradventure  stop  devotion  likewise  —  death  I 


PROLOGUE 


AMPHIBIAN 


This  fancy  I  had  to-day. 
Fancy  which  tnmed  a  fear  I 

I  swam  far  out  in  the  bay, 
Since  waves  laag^hed  warm  and  dear. 

I  la^  and  looked  at  the  sun, 
Tne  noon-flon  looked  at  me  : 

Between  us  two,  no  one 
Live  oreatnre,  that  I  could  see. 

Tea  I    There  came  floating  by 

Me,  who  lay  floating  too, 
Such  a  strange  butterfly ! 

Creature  as  dear  as  new  : 

Because  the  membraned  wings 

So  wonderful,  so  wide. 
So  sun-suffused,  were  things 

Like  sou]  and  naught  beside. 


A  handbreadth  overhead  I 

All  of  the  sea  my  own. 
It  owned  the  sky  instead ; 

Both  of  us  were  alone. 

I  never  shall  join  its  flight, 
For,  naught  buoys  flesh  in  air. 

If  it  touch  the  sea  —  ffood  night ! 
Death  sure  and  swift  waits  there. 

,  Can  the  insect  feel  the  better 

For  watching  the  uncouth  play 
Of  limbs  that  slip  the  fetter, 
Pretend  as  they  were  not  clay  ? 

Undoubtedly  I  rejoice 
That  the  air  comports  so  well 

With  a  creature  which  had  the  choice 
Of  the  land  once.    Who  can  tell  ? 

What  if  a  certain  soul  ^ 
Which  early  slipped  its  sheath, 

And  has  for  its  home  the  whole 
Of  heaven,  thus  look  beneath, 
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Thus  watoh  one  who,  in  the  world, 
Both  liyes  and  likes  lifers  way, 

Nor  wishes  the  wings  unfurled 
That  sleep  in  the  worm,  they  say  ? 

But  sometimes  when  the  weather 
Is  blue,  and  warm  waves  tempt 

To  free  one's  self  of  tether, 
And  try  a  life  exempt 

From  worldly  noise  and  dust. 
In  the  sphere  which  overbrims 

With  passion  and  thought,  —  why,  just 
Unable  to  fly,  one  swims ! 

By  passion  and  thought  upborne. 
One  smiles  to  one^s  self  —  "  They  fare 

Scarce  better,  they  need  not  scorn 
Our  sea,  who  live  in  the  air  !  ^^ 

Emancipate  throu|fh  passion 
And  thought,  with  sea  for  sky, 

We  substitute,  in  a  fashion. 
For  heaven  —  poetry : 

Which  sea,  to  all  intent. 
Gives  flesh  such  noon-disport 

As  a  finer  element 
Affords  the  spirit-sort. 

Whatever  they  are,  we  seem : 
Imagine  the  thing  they  know  ; 

All  deeds  they  do,  we  dream  ; 
Can  heaven  be  else  but  so  ? 

And  meantime,  yonder  streak 

Meets  the  horizon's  verge ; 
That  is  the  land,  to  seek 

If  we  tire  or  dread  the  sui^  : 

Land  the  solid  and  safe  — 
To  welcome  again  (confess !) 

When,  high  and  dry,  we  chafe 
The  body,  and  don  the  dress. 

Does  she  look,  pity,  wonder 

At  one  who  mimics  flight. 
Swims  —  heaven  above,  sea  under, 

Yet  always  earth  in  sight  ? 
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0  TRIP  and  skip,  Elvire !    Link  arm  in  arm 

with  me! 
Like  husband  and  like  wife,  together  let  ns  see 
The  tumbling^troop  arraycid,  the  strollers  on 

their  stage. 
Drawn  up  and  under  arms,  and  ready  to  engage. 

II 

Now,  who  supposed  the  night  would  play  us 

such  a  prank  ? 
—  Tliat  what  was  raw  and  brown,  rough  pole 

and  shaven  plank, 
Mere  bit  of  hoaraing,  half  by  trestle  propped, 

half  tub. 


Would  flaunt  it  forth  as  brisk  as  butterfly  from 

grub? 
This  comes  of  sun  and  air,  of  Autumn  aftemoom 
And  Pomic  and  Saint  Gille,  whose  feast  affords 

the  boon  — 
This  scaffold  turned  parterre,  this  flowei^bed  in 

full  blow, 
Bateleurs,  baladines !    We  shall  not  miss  the 

show! 
They  pace  and  promenade  ;  they  presently  will 

dance : 
What  good  were  else  i*  the  drum  and  fife  ?   0 

pleasant  land  of  France ! 

HI 

Who  saw  them  make  their  entry  ?    At  wink 

of  eve,  be  sure  ! 
They  love  to  steal  a  march,  nor  lightly  risk  the 

lure. 
They  keep  their  treasure  hid,  nor  stale  (impnh 

vident) 
Before  the  time  is  ripe,  each  wonder  of  their 

tent  — 
Yon  six-legged  sheep,  to  wit,  and  he  who  beats 

a  gong. 
Lifts  cap  and   waves  salute,  exhilarates  the 

throng  — 
Their  ape  of  many  years  and  much  adventure, 

gnm 
And  my  with  pitying  fools  who  find  a  joke  in 

nim. 
Or,  best,  the  human  beauty,  Mind,  Toinette, 

Fifine, 
Tricot  fines  down  if  fat,  padding  plumps  up  if 

lean. 
Ere,  shedding  netticoat,  modesty,  and  such  toys. 
They  bounce  forth,  squalid  girls  transformed 

to  gamesome  boys. 

IV 

No,  no,  thrice,  Pomic,  no !  Perpend  the 
authentic  tale ! 

*T  was  not  for  every  Gawain  to  gaze  upon  the 
Grail  I  , 

But  whoso  went  his  rounds,  when  flew  bat, 
flitted  midge. 

Might  hear  across  the  dusk,  —  where  both 
roads  join  the  bridge, 

Hard  by  the  little  port,  —  creak  a  slow  caravan, 

A  chimneyed  house  on  wheels;  so  shyly- 
sheathed,  began 

To  broaden  out  the  bud  which,  bursting  un- 
aware. 

Now  takes  away  our  breath,  queen-tulip  of  the 
Fair  I 


Yet  morning  promised  much:    for,  pitched 

and  slung  and  reared 
On  terrace  'neath  the  tower,  ^twixt  tree  and 

tree  appeared 
An  airy  structure ;  how  the  pennon  from  its 

dome, 
Frenetic  to  be  free,  makes  one  red  stretch  for 

home ! 
The  home  far  and  away,  the  distaooe  where 

lives  joy. 
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The  cure,  at    onoe  and  ever,  of   world  and 

world's  annoT ; 
SmoSf  what  loUs  ftul  in  front,  a  furlong  from 


the  booth, 

Bnt  ocean-idleness,  sky-blue  and  millpond- 
smooth  ? 

VI 

Frenetic  to  be  free!    And,  do  you  know, 

there  beats 
Something  within  my  breast,  as  sensitive?  — 

repeats 
The  fever  of  the  flag  ?    My  heart  makes  just 

the  same 
Passionate  stretch,  fires  up  for  lawlessness,  lays 

claim 
To  share  the  life  they  lead :  loeels,  who  have 

and  use 
The  hour  what  way  they  will,  —  applaud  them 

or  abuse 
Society,  whereof  myself  am  at  the  beck. 
Whose  call  obey,  and  stoop  to  burden  stiffest 

neck  I 

vii 

Why  is  it  that  whenever  a  faithful  few  com- 

nine 
To  cast  allegiance  o£P,  play  truant,  nor  repine, 
Agree  to  bear  the  worst,  forego  the  best  in 

store 
For  us  who.  left  behind,  do  duty  as  of  yore,  — 
Why  is  it  that,  disgraced,  they  seem  to  relish 

life  the  more  ? 

—  Seem  as  they  ^  sfdd,    **  We   know  a  secret 

passing  praise 

Or  blaine  of  such  as  you  !  Remain  I  we  go  our 
ways 

With  something  you  overlooked,  forgot  or 
chose  to  sweep 

Clean  out  of  door :  our  pearl  picked  from  your 
rubbish-heap. 

Yon  care  not  for  your  loss,  we  calculate  our 
gain. 

All 's  ri^ht.  Are^  you  content  ?  Why,  so  let 
things  remain  I 

To  the  wood  then,  to  the  wild:  free  life,  full 
liberty  1 " 

And  when  thev  rendezvous  beneath  the  in- 
clement sky. 

House  by^  the  hedge,  reduced  to  brute-com- 
panionship, 

—  Misguided  ones  who  gave  society  the  slip. 
And  find  too  late  how  boon  a  parent  they  de- 
spised, 

What  ministration  spumed,  how  sweet  and 
civilized  — 

Then,  left  alone  at  last  with  self-sought  wretdi- 
edness. 

No  interloper  else  I  —  why  is  it,  can  we  guess  ?  — 

At  somebodv^s  expense,  goes  up  so  frank  a 
laugh? 

As  though  they  held  the  corn,  and  left  us  only 
chaff 

Prom  gamers  crammed  and  closed.  And  we 
indeed  are  clever 

If  we  get  grain  as  good,  by  threshing  straw  for- 
ever! 


VIII 

Still,  truants  as  they  are  and  purpose  yet  to 

be. 
That  nowise  needs  forbid  they  venture  —  as 

you  see  — 
To  cross  confine,  approach  the  once  familiar 

roof 
O*  the  kindly  race  their  flight  estranged :  stand 

half  aloof. 
Sidle  half  up,  press  near,  and  proffer  wares  for 

sale 
—  In  their  phrase,  —  make  in  ours,  white  levy 

of  black  mail. 
They,  of  the  wild,  require  some  touch  of  us  the 

tame. 
Since  clothing,  meat  and  drink,  mean  money 

all  the  same. 


IX 

If  hunger,  proverbs  say,  allures  the  wolf 
from  wood. 

Much  more  the  bird  must  dare  a  dash  at  some- 
thing good  : 

Must  snatch  up,  bear  away  in  beak,  the  trifle- 
treasure  ^ 

To  wood  and  wild,  and  then  —  oh,  how  enjoy  at 
leisure  ! 

Was  never  tree-built  nest,  you  climbed  and 
took,  of  bird, 

(Rare  city-visitant,  talked  of,  scarce  seen  or 
heard,) 

But,  when  you  would  dissect  the  structure, 
piece  by  piece. 

You  found,  enwreathed  amid  the  country- 
product — fleece 

And  feather,  thistle-fluffs  and  bearded  windle- 
straws  — 

Some  shred  of  foreign  silk,  unravelling  of 
gauze, 

Bit,  maybe,  of  brocade,  mid  fur  and  blow-bell- 
dowu: 

Filched  plainly  from  mankind,  dear  tribute 
paid  by  town. 

Which  proved  how  oft  the  bird  had  plucked  up 
heart  of  grace. 

Swooped  down  at  waif  and  stray,  made  fur- 
tively our  place 

Pay  tax  and  toll,  then  borne  the  booty  to  en- 
rich 

Her  paradise  i'  the  waste ;  the  how  and  why  of 
which. 

That  is^  the  secret,  there  the  mystery  that 
stings ! 


For,  what  they  traffic  in,  consists  of  just  the 
things 

We,  —  proud  ones  who  so  scorn  dwellers  with- 
out the  pale, 

Bateleurs,  baladines,  white  leviers  of  black 
mail,  — 

I  say,  they  sell  what  we  most  pique  us  that  we 
keep ! 

How  comes  it,  all  we  hold  so  dear  they  count 
so  cheap  ? 
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XI 

What  price  shonld  yon  impoBe,  for  inatanoe,  on 
repute, 

Good  fame,  yonr  own  good  fame  and  family^s 
to  boot? 

Stay  start  of  quick  moustache,  arrest  the  angry 
rise 

Of  eyebrow  I  All  I  asked  is  answered  by  sur- 
prise. 

Now  tell  me :  are  you  worth  the  cost  of  a  cigar  ? 

Go  boldly,  enter  booth,  disburse  the  coin  at  bar 

Of  doorway  where  presides  the  master  of  the 
troop, 

And  forthwith  you  surrey  his  Graces  in  a 
croup. 

Lire  Picture,  picturesque  no  doubt  and  dose 
^  to  life : 

His  sisters,  right  and  left ;  the  Grace  in  front, 
his  wife. 

Next,  who  is  this  performs  the  feat  of  the  Tra- 
peze? 

Lo,  she  is  launched,  look  —  fie,  the  fairy!  — 
how  she  flees 

0*er  all  those  heads  thrust  back, — mouths, 
eyes,  one  gape  and  stare,  — 

No  scrap  of  skirt  impedes  free  paasage  through 
the  air. 

Till,  plumb  on  the  other  side,  she  lights  and 
laaghs  again. 

That  fairy-form,  whereof  each  muscle,  nay, 
each  vein 

The  curious  may  inspect,  —  his  daughter  that 
he  sells 

Each  rustic  for  fiye  sous.  Desiderate  aught 
else 

O'  the  vendor?  As  you  leave  his  show,  why, 
joke  the  man  I 

"  You  cheat :  your  six-legged  sheep,  I  recollect, 
began 

Both  life  and  trade,  last  year,  trimmed  prop- 
erly and  dipt. 

As  the  Twin-headed  Babe,  and  Human  Nonde- 
script I " 

What  does  he  care  ?    You  paid  his  price,  may 

Jiass  your  jest, 
ues  he  repute,  good  fame,  and  all  the 


rest! 


XII 


But  tiy  another  tack ;  say :  *'  I  indulge  ca- 
price. 

Who  am  Don  and  Duke,  and  Knight,  beside,  o^ 
the  Golden  Fleece, 

And,  never  mind  how  rich.  Abandon  this 
career  ! 

Have  hearth  and  home,  nor  let  your  woman- 
kind appear 

Without  as  multiplied  a  coating  as  protects 

An  onion  from  the  eye  !  Become,  in  all  respects, 

G^-fearing  householder,  subeistent  by  brain- 
skill. 

Hand-labor  |  win  your  bread  whatever  way 
you  will. 

So  it  be  honestly,  —  and,  while  I  have  a  purse. 

Means  shall  not  lack!" — his  thanks  will  be 
the  ronndest  curse 

That  ever  rolled  from  Up. 


xiii 

Now,  what  is  it  P  —  retains 

The  question  —  heartens  so  this  losd  that  he 
spurns^ 

All  we  so  prize  ?  I  want,  put  down  in  Uaek 
and  white. 

What  compensating  joy,  unknown  and  infin- 
ite. 

Turns  lawlessness  to  law,  makes  deetitntion— 
wealth, 

Vice  —  virtue,  and  disease  of  soul  and  bodv  — 
health? 

XIV 

Ah,  the  dow  shake  of  head,  the  melancholy 

smile. 
The  si^h  almost  a  sob  I    What  *s  wrong,  was 

right  erewhile? 
Why  are  we  two  at  once  such   ocean-width 

apart? 
Pale  fingers  press  my  arm,  and  sad  eyes  probe 

my  heart. 
Why  is  the  wife  in  trouble  ? 

XV 

This  way,  this  way,  Fifine! 

Here  *s  she,  shall  make  my  thoughts  be  sorer 
what  they  mean  I 

First  let  me  read  the  signs,  portray  you  past 
mistake 

The  gypey^s  foreign  self,  no  swarth  our  son 
could  bake. 

Yet  where  's  a  woolly  trace  degrades  the  wiiy 
hair? 

And  note  the  Greek-nymph  nose,  and  — oh,  my 
Hebrew  pair 

Of  eye  and  eye  —  overarched  by  vdvet  of  the 
mole  — 

That  swim  as  in  a  sea,  that  dip  and  rise  and 
roU, 

Spilling  the  light  around  I  While  either  ear  is 
cut 

Thin  as  a  dusk-leaved  rose  carved  from  a 
cocoanut. 

And  then,  her  neck !  now,  grant  you  bad  the 
power  to  deck. 

Just  as  your  fancy  pleased,  the  bistre-length  of 
neck. 

Could  lay,  to  shine  against  its  shade,  a  moon- 
like  row 

Of  pearls,  each  round  and  white  aa  bubUe 
Cnpids  blow 

Big  out  of  mother^s  milk,  — what  pearl-moon 
would  surpass 

That  string  of  mock-turquoise,  those  alman- 
dines  of  &:lass. 

Where  ^Ihood  terminates  ?  for  with  breasts'- 
birth  commence 

The  boy,  and  page-costume,  till  pink  and  im- 
pudence 

End  admirably  all :  complete  the  creature 
trips 

Our  way  now,  brings  sunshine  upon  her  span- 
gled hips. 

As  here  she  fronts  us  full,  with  pose  half- 
frank,  half-fieroe ! 
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XVI 

Words  urged  in  vaiUf  Elvire !  Yon  waste 
yoar  quart  and  tieroe, 

liimge  at  a  phantom  here,  try  fenoe  in  fairy- 
hwd. 

For  me,  I  own  defeat^  ask  bnt  to  understand 

The  acknowledged  victory  of  whom  I  call  my 
queen, 

Sexless  and  bloodless  sprite :  though  mischiev- 
ous and  mean, 

Tet  free  and  flower-like  too,  with  loveliness 
for  law, 

And  self-BUstainment  made  morality. 

XVII 

A  flaw 

Do  you  account  i'  the  lily,  of  lands  which 
travellers  know, 

That,  just  as  golden  gloom  supersedes  Northern 
snow 

I*  the  chalice,  so,  about  each  pistil,  spice  is 
^  packed,  — 

Deliriously  -  arugged  scent,  in  lieu  of  odor 
lacked, 

Wiih  us,  by  bee  and  moth,  their  banquet  to  en- 
hance 

At  mom  and  eve,  when  dew,  the  chilly  suste- 
nance. 

Needs  mixture  of  some  chaste  and  temperate 
perfume  ? 

I  ask,  is  she  in  fault  who  guards  such  golden 
gloimi, 

Such  dear  and  damning  scent,  by  who  cares 
what  devices. 

And  takes  the  idle  life  of  insects  she  entices 

When,  drowned  to  heart's  desire,  they  satiate 
the  inside 

O*  the  lily,  mark  her  wealth  and  manifest  her 
pride? 

XVIII 

But,  wiser,  we  keep  off,  nor  tempt  the  acrid 

juice ; 
Discreet  we  peer  and  praise,  put  rich  things  to 

right  use. 
No  flavorous  venomed  bell,  —  the  rose  it  is,  I 

wot. 
Only  the  rose,  we  pluck  and  place,  unwronged 

a  jot. 
No  worse  for  homage  done  by  every  devotee, 
I*  the  proper  loyal  throne,  on  breast  where  rose 

should  be. 
Or  if  the  simpler  sweets  we  have  to  choose 

among, 
Would  taste  between  our  teeth,  and  give  its  toy 

the  tongue,  — 

0  gorgeous  poison-plague,  on  thee  no  hearts  are 

set  I 
We  gather  daisy^  meek,  or  maiden  violet : 

1  think  it  is  Elvire  we  love,  and  not  Fifine. 

XIX 

**  How  does  she  make  my  thoughts  be  sure  of 

what  they  mean  ?  " 
Judge  and  be  just !    Suppose,  an  age  and  time 

long  past 
Renew  for  our  behoof  one  pageant  more,  the  last 


O'  the  kind,  sick  Louis  liked  to  see  defile  be- 
tween 
Him  and  the  yawning  grave,  its  passage  served 

to  screen. 
With  eye  as  gray  as  lead,  with  cheek  as  brown 

as  bronze, 
Here  where  we  stand,  shall  sit  and  suffer  Louis 

Onze: 
The  while  from  yonder  tent  parade  forth,  not 

—  oh,  no  — 
Bateleurs,    baladinesl   but   range   themselves- 

a-row 
Those  well-sung  women-worthies  whereof  loud 

fame  stiUfinds 
Some  echo  linger  faint,  less  in  our  hearts  than 

minds. 

XX 

See,  Helen !  nushed  in  front  o*  the  world's 
worst  night  and  storm. 

By  Lady  Venus'  hand  on  shoulder :  the  sweet 
form 

Shrinkingly  prominent,  though  mighty,  like  a 
moon 

Outbreaking  from  a  cloud,  to  put  harsh  things 
in  tune. 

And  magically  bring  mankind  to  acquiesce 

Li  its  own  ravage, — call  no  curse  upon,  but 
bless 

(Beldame,  a  moment  since)  the   outbreaking 
beauty,  now. 

That  casts  o'er  all  the  blood  a  candor  from  her 
brow. 

See,  Cleopatra !  bared,  the  entire  and  sinuous 
wealth 

O'  the  shining  shape  ;  each  orb  of  indolent  ripe 
health. 

Captured,  just  where  it  finds  a  fellow-orb  as  fine 

I'  the  body :  traced  about  by  jewels  which  out- 
line, 

Fire-frame,  and  keep  distinct,  perfections — lest 
they  melt 

To  soft  smooth  unity  ere  half  their  hold  be 
felt : 

Yet,  o'er  that  white  and  wonder,  a  soul's  pre- 
dominance 

I'  the  head  so  high  and  haught  —  except  one 
thievish  glance. 

From  back  of  oblong  eye,  intent  to  count  the 
slain. 

Hush, — oh,  I  know,  Elvire  I   Be  patient,  more 

remain  I 

What  say  you  to  Saint  ?  .  .  .  Pish  I   Whatever 
Saint  you  please. 

Cold-pinnacled  aloft  o'  the  spire,  prays  calm  the 
seas 

From   Pomic   Church,  and  oft   at   midnight 
(peasants  say) 

Goes  walking   out   to  save  from  shipwreck: 
well  she  may ! 

For  think  how  many  a  year  has  she  been  con- 
versant 

With  naught  but  winds  and  rains,  sharp  cour- 
tesy and  scant 

O'  the  wintry  snow  that  coats  the  pent-house  of 
her  shrine. 

Covers  each  knee,  climbs  near,  but  spares  the 
smile  benign 
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Which  aeeiDB  to  say,  *'  I  looked  for  searoe  so 

much  from  earth  ! " 
She  follows,  one  long  thin  pare  finger  in  the 

girth 
O^  the  girdle  —  whence  the  folds  of  garment, 

eye  and  eye. 
Besprent   with   fleurs-de-lySf  flow   down   and 

multiply 
Aronnd  her  feet,  —  and  one,  pressed  hashingly 

to  lip: 
As  if,  while  thus  we  made  her  march,  some 

foundering  ship 
Might  miss  her  from  her  post,  nearer  to  GkMl 

halfway 
In  heayen,  and  she  inquired,  **"  Who  that  treads 

earth  can  pray  r 
I  douht  if  even  she,  the  unashamed  I  though, 

sure, 
'She  must  have  stripped  herself  only  to  clothe 

the  poor/* 

XXI 

This  time^nough  *s  a  feast,  not  one  more 
form,  Elvire  I 

Provided  you  allow  that,  hringing  up  the  rear 

O'  the  bevy  I  am  loth  to  —  by  one  bird  —  cur- 
tail, 

First  note  may  lead  to  last,  an  octave  crown  the 
scale. 

And  this  feminity  be  followed  —  do  not 
flout  I  — 

By  —  who  oonoliideB  the  masque  with  curtsey, 
smile  and  pout. 

Submissive-mutinous  ?    No  other  than  Flfine 

Points  toe,  imposes  haunch,  and  pleads  with 
tambourine  I 

XXII 

"  Well,  what 's  the  meaning  here,  what  does 
the  mascme  intend, 

Whieh,  unabridged,  we  saw  file  past  ns,  with 
no  end 

Of  fair  ones,  till  Fifine  came,  closed  the  cata- 
logue ?  " 

XXIII 

Task  fancy  yet  again  I  Suppose  you  cast  this 
dog 

Of  flesh  away  (that  weeps,  upbraids,  with- 
stands my  arm) 

And  pass  to  join  your  peers,  paragon  charm  with 
charm. 

As  I  shall  show  you  may, — prove  best  of 
beauty  there  I 

Yourself  confront  yourself  I  This,  help  me  to 
declare 

That  yonder-vou,  who  stand  beside  these,  brav^ 
ing  eada 

And  blinking  none,  beat  her  who  lured  to  Troy- 
town  beadh 

The  purple  prows  of  Greece, —  nay,  beat  Fi- 
fine ;  whose  face, 

Ifark  how  I  will  inflame,  when  seigneur-like  I 
place 

I'  the  tambourine,  to  spot  the  strained  and 
piteous  blank 

Of  pleading  parchment,  see,  no  less  than  a 
whole  franc  1 


XXIV 

Ah,  do  you  mark  the  brown  o*  the  doud, 

made  bright  with  fire 
Throufi^h  and  through  ?  as,  old  wiles  succeed- 
ing to  desire, 
Quality  (you  and   I)  once  more  oompassioii- 

ate 
A  hapless  infant,  doomed  (fie  on  such  partial 

fate  I) 
To  sink  the  inborn  shame,  waive  privilege  at 

sex, 
And  posture  as  yon  see,  support  the  nods  and 

becks 
Of  downs  that  have  their  stare,  nor  always  pay 

its  price ; 
An  infant  bom  perduuice  as  sensitive  and  nice 
As  any  soul  of  you,  proud  dames,  whom  des- 
tiny 
Keeps  uncontaminate  from  stigma  of  the  sty 
She  wallows  in  I    You  draw  back  skirts  from 

filth  like  her 
Who,  possibly,  braves  scorn,  if,  scorned,  she 

minister 
To  age,  want,  and  disease  of  parents  one  or 

both ; 
Nay,  peradventure,  stoops  to  degradatami,  loth 
That  some  just-budding  sister,  tne  dew  yst  on 

the  rose. 
Should  have  to  share  in  turn  the  ignoble  trade, 

—  who  knows  ? 

XXV 

Ay,  who  indeed  1    Myself  know  nothing,  but 

dare  guess 
That   off   she    trips   in  haste    to   hand   the 

bootv  .  .  .  yes, 
'Twixt  fold  and  fold  of  tent,  there  looms  he, 

dim-disoemed. 
The  ogre,  lord  of  all  those  lavish  lirabs  have 

earned! 
—  Brute-beast-face,  —  ravage,  scar,  scowl  and 

malignaney,  — 
0*  tlie  Strong  Man,  whom  (no  doubt,  her  hn»> 


band)  by  and  by 

feats : 
neath 


You  shfdl  behold  do 


lift  up  nor  quail  be- 


A  quintal  in  each  hand,  a  cart-whed  'twixt  his 

teeth. 
Oh,  she  prefers  sheer  strength  to  ineffective 

pace. 
Breeding  and  culture!  seeks  the  essential  in 

the  case! 
To  him  has  flown  my  franc ;  and  welcome,  if 

that  squint 
O'  the  diabolio  eye  so  soften  throuprh  absintfae, 
Tliat  for  once,  tambourine,  tumo  and  tricot 

*soape 
Their  customarr  curse  "  Not  half  the  gain  o' 

the  ape ! 
Ay,  they  go  in  together ! 

XXVI 

Yet  still  her  phantom  stays 
Opposite,  where  you  stand:  as  steady  'neath 

our  gaze,  — 
The  live  Elvire 's  and  mine, — though  fancy- 
stuff  and  mere 
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lUunon ;  to  be  judged  —  dream-iigures  —  with* 

oat  fear 
Or  favor,  those  the  false,  by  you  and  me  the 

true. 

XXVII 

"  What  puts  it  in  my  head  to  make  yourself 

judfi^  you  ?  " 
Well«  it  may  be,  the  name  of  Helen  brought  to 

mind 
A  certain  myth  I  mujied  in  years  long  left  be- 
hind: 
How  she  that  fled  from  Greece  with  Paris  whom 

she  loved. 
And  oame  to  Troy,  and  there  found  shelter,  and 

so  proved 
Such  cause  of  the  world ^s  woe,  —  how  she,  old 

stories  call 
This  creature,  Helen's  self,  never  saw  Troy  at 

aU. 
Jove  had  his  fancy-fit,  must  needs  take  empty 

air. 
Fashion  her  likeness  forth,  and  set  the  phan- 
tom there 
I'  the  midst  for  sport,  to  try  conclusions  with 

the  blind 
And  Uunderiiwr  race,  the  game  create  for  Gods, 

mankind: 
Experiment  on  these,  —  establish  who  would 

yearn 
To  give  up  life  for  her,  who,  other-minded, 

spurn 
The  best  her  eyes  could  smile,  —  make  half  the 

woxid  sublime. 
And  half  absurd,  for  just  a  phantom  all  the 

time  I 
Meanwhile  true  Helen's  self  sat,  safe  and  far 

away,^ 
By  a  great  river-side,  beneath  a  purer  day. 
With  solitude  around,  tranquillity  within ; 
Was  able  to  lean  forth,  look,  listen,  through 

the  din 
And  stir  ;  could  estimate  the  worthlesaness  or 

worth 
Of   Helen  who  inspired  such  pasmon  to  the 

earth, 
A  phantom  aU  the  time  1    That  put  it  in  my 

head 
To  make  yoxurself  judge  you — the  phantom- 
wife  instead 
O'  the  tearful  true  Elvire  I 

XXVIII 

I  thank  the  smile  at  last 
Which  thins  away  the   tear!    Our  sky  was 

overcast. 
And  something   fell ;  but  day  clears   up :   if 

there  chanced  rain, 
The  landscape  glistens  more.    I  have  not  vexed 

in  vain 
Elvire :  because  she  knows,  now  she  has  stood 

the  test. 
How,  this  and  this  being  good,  hemelf  may  still 

behest 
O'  the  beauty  in  review ;  because  the  flesh  that 

claimed 
Unduly  my  regard,  she  thouf^t,  the  taste,  she 

blamed 


In  me,  for  things  ezteme,  was  all  mistake,  she 

^  finds.— 
Or  will  find,  when  I  prove  that  bodies  show  me 

minds, 
That,  through  the  outward  sign,  the  inward 

grace  allures. 
And  sparks  from  heaven  transirieroe  earth's 

coarsest  covertures, 
AU  by  demonstrating  the  value  of  Fifine ! 

XXIX 

Partake  my  confidence  !    No  creature  's  made 

so  mean 
But  that,  some  way,  it  boasts,  oould  we  investi" 

gate, 
Its  supreme  worth :   fulfils,  by   ordinance  of 

tate, 
Its  momentarv  task,  gets  glory  aU  its  own. 
Tastes  triumph  in  the  world,  pre-eminent,  alone. 
Where  ia  the  single  grain  of  sand,  ^mid  miUions 

heaped 
Confusedly  on  the  beach,  but,  did  we  know,  has 

leaped 
Or  wiU  leap,  would  we  wait,  i'  the  century, 

some  once. 
To    the   veiy    throne    of    things?  —  earth's 

brightest  for  the  nonce. 
When  sunshine   shaU   impinge   on   just   that 

grain's  faoette 
Which  fronts  him  f uUest,  first,  returns  his  ray 

with  jet 
Of  promptest  praise,  thanks  God  best  in  crea- 
tion's name ! 
As  firm  is  my  beUef,  quick  sense  perceives  the 

same 
Self-vindicating  fladi  iUustrate  every  man 
And  woman  of  onr  mass,  and  prove,  throughout 

the  plan. 
No  detail  out,  in  place  aUotted  it,  was  prime 
And  perfect. 

XXX 

Witness  her,  kept  waiting  aU  this  time  I 
What  happy  angle  makes  Fifine  reverberate 
Sunshine,  least  sand-grain,  she,  of  shadiest  so* 

cial  state  ? 
No  adamantine   shield,  polished    like    Helen 

there. 
Fit  to  absorb  the  sun,  regorge  him  tiU  the  glare. 
Dazing  the  universe,  draw  Troy-ward   those 

olind  beaks 
Of  equal<«ided  ships  rowed  by  the  weU-greaved 

Greeks! 
No  Asian  mirror,  like  yon  Ptolemaic  witch 
Able  to  fix  sun  fast  and  tame  sun  down,  en- 
rich. 
Not  bum  the  world  with  beams  thus  flatter- 
ingly roUed 
About  her,  head  to  foot,  turned  slavish  snakes 

of  gold  I 
And  oh,  no  tiotedpane  of  oriel  sanctity. 
Does  our  Fifine  afford,  such  as  permits  supply 
Of  lustrous  heaven,  revealed,  far  more  than 

mundane  sight 
Gould  master,  to  thy  ceU,  pure  Saint !  where, 

else  too  bright. 
So  suits  thy  sense  the  orb,  that,  what  outside 
was  noon. 
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Pales,  througrh   thy  lozenged  blae,  to  meek 

benefic  moon ! 
What  then  ?  does  that  preyent  each  donerhill, 

Mre  may  pass 
Daily,  from  boasting  too  its  bit  of  looking-g-laaa. 
Its  sherd  which,  sun-smit,  shines,  shoots  arrowy 

fire  beyond 
That  satin-mnflled  mope,  yonr  sulky  diamond  ? 

XXXI 

And  now,  the  mingled  ray  she  shoots,  I  de- 
compose. 

Her  antecedents,  take  for  execrable  I    Gloze 

No  whit  on  your  premiss  :  let  be,  there  was  no 
worst 

Of  degradation  spared  Fifine  :  ordained  from 
first 

To  last,  in  body  and  soul,  for  one  life-long 
debauch. 

The  Pariah  of  the  North,  the  European  Nantch  t 

This,  far  from  seek  to  hide,  she  puts  in  evidence 

Calmly,  displays  the  brand,  bids  pry  without 
offence 

Your  finger  on  the  place.  Tou  comment, 
*'  Fancy  us 

So  operated  on,  maltreated,  mangled  thus  ! 

Such  torture  in  our  case,  had  we  survived  an 
hour  ? 

Some  other  sort  of  flesh  and  blood  must  be, 
with  power 

Appropriate  to  the  vile,  unsensitive,  tough- 
thonged. 

In  lieu  of  our  fine  nerve !  Be  sure,  she  was 
not  vrronged 

Too  much  :  you  must  not  think  she  winced  at 
prick  as  we  !  '* 

Come,  come,  that  ^s  what  yon  say,  or  would, 
were  thoughts  but  free. 

XXXII 

Well  then,  thus  much  confessed,  what  won- 
der if  there  steal 

Unchallenged  to  my  heart  the  force  of  one 
anp^ 

She  makes,  and  justice  stamp  the  sole  daim 
she  asserts  ? 

So  absolutely  good  is  truth,  truth  never  hurts 

The  teller,  whose  worst  crime  gets  somehow 
grace,  avowed. 

To  me,  that  silent  pose  and  prayer  proclaimed 
aloud  : 

**  Know  all  of  me  outside,  the  rest  be  emptiness 

For  such  as  you !    I  call  attention  to  my  dress. 

Coiffure,  outlandish  features,  liliie  memorable 
limbs. 

Piquant  entreaty,  all  that  eye-stance  overskims. 

Does  this  give  pleasure  ?  Then,  repay  the 
pleasure,  put 

Its  pnce  i'  the  tambourine !  Do  you  seek 
further  ?    Tut  I 

I  'm  just  my  instniment,  —  sound  hollow  : 
mere  smooth  skin 

Stretohed  oVr  gilt  framework,  I  ;  rub-dub, 
naught  else  within  — 

Always,  for  such  as  yon  I  —  if  I  have  use  else- 
where, — 

If  certain  bells,  now  mute,  can  jingle,  need  yon 
care? 


Be  it  enough,  there  *8  tmth  i*  the  pleading, 

which  comports 
With  no  word  rooken  out  in  eottages  or  coarts. 
Since  all  I  pleaa  is,  ^  Pay  for  just  t^  sight  yoa 

AAA 

And  give  no  credit  to  another  charm  in  me  ! ' 
Do  I  say,  like  your  Love  ?     ^  To  praise  my  faee 

is  well. 
But,  who  would  know  my  worth,  must  search 

my  heart  to  tell !  * 
Do  I  say,  like  your  Wife  ?    '  Had  I  passed  in 

review 
The  produce  of  the  globe,  my  man  of  men  were 


—  you 


f » 


Do  I  say,  like  your  Helen  ?    '  Yield  yomMlf 

^  up,  obey 
Implicitly,  nor  pause  to  question,  to  survey 
Even  the  worsnipfull   prostrate   yon   «t    my 

shrine ! 
Shall    you    dare   controvert  what    the  world 

counts  divine  ? 
Array  your  private  taste,  own  liking  of  the 

sense. 
Own  longing  of  the  soul,  against  the  impndenoe 
Of  history,  the  blare  and  bullying  of  verse  ? 
As  if  man  ever  yet  saw  reason  to  disburse 
The  amount  of  what  sense  liked,  soul  longed 

for,  —  given,  devised 
As  love,  forsooth,  —  until  the  price  waa  reoog^ 

nized 
As  moderate  enough  by  divers  fellow-men  ! 
Then,  with  his  warrant  safe  that  these  would 

love  too^  then, 
Sure  that  particular  gain  implies  a  puUic  loss. 
And  that  no  smile  he  bu^  but  proves  a  slash 

across 
The  face,  a  stab  into  the  side  of  somebody  — 
Sure  that,  along  with  love's  main-purchase,  he 

will  buy 
Up  the  whole  stock  of  earth^s  uncharitabl«ies8, 
Envy  and  hatred,  —  then,  decides  he  to  profess 
His  estimate  of  one,  by  love  discemed,  though 

dim 
To  all    the  world    beside :   since  what  *8  the 

world  to  him  ?  ' 
Do  I  say,  like  your  Queen  of  Egypt  ?    '  Who 

foresoes 
My  cup  of  witehcraft  —  fault  be  on  the  fool  I 

He  knows 
Nothing  of  how  I  pack  my  wine-press,  torn  its 

winch 
Three-times-three,  all  the  time  to  song  and 

dance,  nor  flinch 
From  charming  on  and  on,  till  at  the  last  I 

squeeze 
Out  the  exhaustive  drop  that  leaves  behind 

mere  lees 
And  dregs,  vapidity,  thought  essence  hereto- 
fore I 
Sup  of  my  sorcery,  old  pleasures  please  no  more  I 
Be  great,  be  good,  love,  learn,  have  potency  of 

hand 
Or  heart  or  head.  —  what  boots  ?    You  die,  nor 

understana 
What  bliss  might  be  in  life :  you  ate  the  gra|>ee, 

but  knew 
Never  the  taste  of  wine,  such  vintage  as  T 

brewl' 
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I>o  I  say,  like  your  Saint  ?    *  An  exqnintest 

toaoh 
Bides  in  the  birth  of  thii^ :  no  after-time  can 

muoh 
Enhance  that  fine,  that  faint,  fogiitive  first  of 

ant 

What  color  paints  the  cnp  o'  the  May-rose,  like 

the  small 
Suspicion  of  a  blnsh  which  doubtfully  begins  ? 
What  sound  outwarbles  brook,  wmle,  at  the 

source,  it  wins 
That  moss  and  stone  dispart,  allow  its  bnb- 

blings  breathe  ? 
What  taste  excels  the  fruit,  just  where  sharp 

flavots  sheathe 
Their  sting,  and  lat  encroach  the  honey  that 

aUays? 
And   so  with  »p*d  and  sense  ;  when  sanctity 

betravB 
Yint  fear  lest  earth  below  seem  real  as  heaven 

above. 
And  holy  worship,  late,  change  soon  to  sinful 

love  — 
Where  ha  the  plenitude  of  passion  which  en- 
dures 
Comparison  with  that,  I  ask  of  amateurs  P ' 
Do  I  say,  like  Elvire  *'  .  .  . 

XXXIII 

(Your  husband  holds  you  fast. 

Will  have  yon  listen,  learn  your  chivacter  at 
last  I) 

*"  Do  I  say  ?  — like  her  mixed  unrest  and  dis- 
content, 

Reproachf  nlneas  and  scorn,  with  that  submis- 
sion blent 

So  strangely,  in  the  face,  by  sad  smiles  and  gay 
teJEuv, — 

Qniflscenoe  which  attacks,  rebellion  which  en- 
dears,— 

Say  ?  *  As  you  loved  me  onoe,  could  yon  but 
love  me  now ! 

Yean  probably  have  graved  their  passage  on 
my  brow. 

Lips  turn  more  rarely  red,  eyes  sparkle  less 
than  erst ; 

Such  tribute  body  pays  to  time ;  but,  un- 
ameroed. 

The  soul  retains,  nay,  boasts  old  treasure 
multipUed. 

Thoncrh  dew-^rime  flee, — mature  at  noonday, 
love  dened 

CHianoe,  the  wind,  change,  the  rain :  love  stren- 
uous all  the  more 

For  storm,  struck  deeper  root  and  choicer  fruit- 
age bore. 

Despite  the  rocking  world ;  yet  truth  struck 
root  in  vain  : 

While  tenderness  bears  fruit,  you  praise,  not 
taste  again. 

Why  ?  TTiey  are  yours,  which  once  were  hardly 
yours,  might  Po  ,  ,     ^ 

To  grace  another's  ground  :  and  then  —  the 
hopes  we  know, 

The  fears  we  keep  in  mind  I  —  when,  ours  to  ar- 
bitrate. 

Your  part  was  to  bow  neck,  bid  fall  decree  of 
fate. 


Then,  O  the  knotty  point  —  white-night^s  work 

to  revolve  — 
What  meant  that  smile,  that  sigh  ?   Not  iSolon's 

self  could  solve ! 
Then,  O  the  deep  surmise  what  one  word  might 

express, 
And  if  what  seemed  her  '*No  '*  may  not  have 

meanther '' Yes!  *' 
Then,  such  annoy,  for  cause — calm  welcome, 

such  acquist 
Of  rapture  if,  refused  her  arm,  hand  touched 

her  wrist ! 
Now,  what 's  a  smile  to  you  ?    Poor  candle 

that  lights  up 
The  decent  household  gloom  which  sends  you 

out  to  sup. 
A  tear  ?  worse  I  warns  that  health  requires  you 

keep  aloof 
From  nuptial  chamber,  since  rain  penetrates 

the  roof  ! 
Soul,  body  got  and  gained,  inalienably  safe 
Your  own,  become  despised;  more  worth  has 

any  waif 
Or  stray  from  neighbor's  pale  :  pouch  that,  — 

't  is  pleasure,  pride. 
Novelty,  property,  and  larcenv  beside  I 
Preposterous  thought !  to  fina  no  value  fixed  in 

things. 
To  covet  ul  yon  see,  hear,  dream  of,  till  fate 

brings 
About  that,  what  you  want,  you  gain  ;  then 

follows  change. 
Give  you  the  sun  to  keep,  forthwith  must  fancy 

range  : 
A  goodly   lamp,  no  doubt, — yet  might    yon 

catch  her  hair 
And  capture,  as  she  frisks,  the  fen-fire  dancing 

there  I 
What  do  I  say?  at  least  a  meteor's  half  in 

heaven ; 
Provided  filth  but  shine,  my  husband  hankers 

even 
After  putridity  that 's  phosphorescent,  cribs 

ustic's  t  " 

squibs. 


The  rustic's  tallow-rush,  makes  spoil  of  urchins' 


ihoeph 
,  mak< 


In  short,  prefers  to  me  —  chaste,  temperate, 

serene  — 
What  sputters  green  and  blue,  this  fizgig  called 

XXXIV 

So  all  jour  sex  mistake !    Strange  that  so 

plamafoot 
Shoula  raise  such  dire  debate!    Few  families 

were  racked 
By  torture  self-supplied,  did  Nature  grant  but 

this— 
That  women  comprehend  mental  analysis  I 

XXXV 

Elvire,  do  yon  recall  when,  years  ago,  our 
home 

The  intimation  reached,  a  certain  pride  of 
Rome, 

Authenticated  piece,  in  the  third,  last  and  best 

Manner  —  whatever,  fools  and  connoisseurs  con- 
test,— 

No  particle  disturbed  by  rude  restorer's  touch. 
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The  palaced  pioture-pearl,  so  long  eluding 
clutch 

Of  creditor^  at  last,  the  Rafael  might  —  oould 
we 

But  come  to  terms  —  change  lord,  paas  from 
the  Prince  to  me  ? 

I  think  you  recollect  my  fever  of  a  year : 

How  the  Prince  would,  and  how  he  would  not ; 
now,  —  too  dear 

That  promise  was,  he  made  his  grandaire  so 
long  since, 

Katlier  to  boast  '*  I  own  a  Rafael  '*  than  **  am 
Prince !  " 

And  now,  the  fancy  soothed — if  really  sell  he 
must 

His  birthright  for  a  mess  of  pottage  —  such  a 
thrust 

I*  the  vitals  of  the  Prince  were  mollified  by 
balm. 

Could  he  prevail  ui>on  his  stomach  to  bear 
qualm, 

And  bequeath  Liberty  (because  a  purchaser 

Was  ready  with  the  sum  —  a  trifle  I)  yea,  trans- 
fer 

His  heart  at  all  events  to  that  land  where,  at 
least. 

Free  institutions  reign  !  And  so,  its  price  in- 
creased 

Fivefold  (Americans  are  such  importunates  I), 

Soon  must  his  Rafael  start  for  the  United 
States. 

Oh,  alternating  bursts  of  hope  now,  then  despair! 

At  last,  the  biugain  's  struck,  I  *m  all  but  beg* 
gared,  there 

The  Rafael  faces  me,  in  fine,  no  dream  at  all. 

My  housemate,  evermore  to  glorify  my  wall. 

A  week  must  pass,  before  heart-psiipitationa 
sink, 

In  gloating  o*er  my  gain,  so  late  I  edged  the 
brink 

Of  doom ;  a  fortnight  more,  I  spend  in  Para- 
dise : 

**  Was  outline  e^er  so  true,  could  coloring  en^oe 

So  calni,  did  harmony  and  quiet  so  avail  ? 

How  right,  how  resolute,  the  action  tells  the 
t3e  1  " 

A  month,  I  bid  my  friends  congratulate  their 
best  * 

"  You  happy  Don  I "  (to  me) :  "  The  block- 
head !  "  (to  the  rest) : 

**  No  doubt  he  thinks  his  daub  original,  poor 
dupe  I '» 

Then  I  resume  my  life  :  one  chamber  must  not 
coop 

Man^s  life  in,  though  it  boast  a  marvel  like  my 
prize. 

Next  year,  I  saunter  past  with  unaverted 
eves. 

Nay,  loll  and  turn  my  back :  perchance  to  over- 
look 

With  relish,  leaf  by  leaf,  Dora's  last  picture- 
book. 

XXXVI 

Imagine  that  a  voice  reproached  me  from  its 
frame : 
**  Here  do  I  hang,  and  may  t    Your  Rafael,  just 
the  same. 


'T  is  only  you  that  cfaaiige ;  no  ecstasies  of 
yore  I 

No  purposed  suicide  distracts  yon  any  more  !  *' 

Prompt  would  my  answer  meet  such  friToloos 
attack: 

*^  You  misappropriate  sensations.  What  mm 
lack. 

And  labor  to  obtain,  is  hoped  and  feared  about 

After  a  fashion  ;  what  they  once  obtain,  makes 
doubt. 

Expectancy's  old  fret  and  fume,  henceforward 
void. 

But  do  they  think  to  held  such  havings  un- 
alloyed 

By  novel  hopes  and  fears,  of  fashion  just  as 
new, 

To  correspond  i*  the  scale  ?  Nowise,  I  promise 
you  I 

Mine  you  are,  therefore  mine  will  be,  aa  fit  to 
cheer 

My  soul  and  glad  my  sense  to-day  aa  thia-day- 
year. 

So,  an^  sketch  or  scrap,  pochade,  caricature, 

Made  m  a  moment,  meant  a  moment  to  endure, 

I  snap  at,  seize,  enjoy,  then  tire  of,  throw  aside. 

Find  you  in  your  old  place.  But  if  a  8«rvaat 
cried 

*  Fire  in  the  gallery ! '  —  methinks,  were  I  en- 
gaged 

In    Dor^,  elbow-deep,    picture-books    miUion- 

To  the  four  winds  would  pack,  sped  by  the 
heartiest  cune 

Was  ever  launched  from  lip,  to  strew  the  urn- 
verse. 

Would  not  I  brave  the  best  o'  the  burning, 
bear  away 

Either  my  perfect  piece  in  safety,  or  else  stay 

And  share  its  fate,  be  made  its  martyr,  nor  re- 
pine ? 

Inextricably  wed,  such  ashes  mixed  witfi 
mine  I " 

XXXVII 

For  which  I  get  the  eye,  the  hand,  the  heart, 
the  whole 
O*  the  wondrous  wife  again  t 

XXXVIII 

But  no,  play  out  your  r^ 

I'  the  pageant !  *T  is  not  fit  your  pK—tnam 
leave  the  stage : 

I  want  you,  there,  to  make  yon,  here,  eonfean 
you  wage 

Successful  warfare,  pique  those  proud  ones,  and 
advance 

Claim  to  .  .  .  equality  ?  nay  but  predomi- 
nance 

In  physique  o'er  them  all,  where  Helen  heads 
the  scene 

Closed  by  its  timest  of  tail-tips,  pert  Fifine. 

How  ravishingly  pure  you  stand  in  pale  con- 
straint I 

My  new-created  shape,  without  or  touch  at 
taint. 

Inviolate  of  life  and  worldliness  and  sin  — 

Fettered,  I  hold  m^  flower,  her  own  enp^b 
weight  would  win 
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From  off  the  tall  alight  stalk  a-iop  of  which 

she  turns 
And    trembks,    makes    appeal   to    one   who 

rooflrhly^  eanis 
Her  thanks  instead  of  blame,   (did  lily  only 

know,) 
By  thus  oonstrainingr  length  of  lily,  lettii^  snow 
Of  cap-orown,  that^s  her  face,  look  from  its 

guardian  stake, 
Snperb  on  all  that  crawls  beneath,  and  mutely 

make 
Defiance,  with  the  mouth's  white  movement  of 

disdain. 
To  all  that  stoops,  retires,  and  hovers  round 

a^ain! 
How  wmdingly  the  limbs  delay  to  lead  up, 

reaeh 
Whero,  crowned,  the  head  waits  calm :  as  if 

leluctaot,  each. 
That  eye  should  traverse  quick  such   lengths 

of  lovelinees. 
From  feet,  which  just  are  found  embedded  in 

the  dress 
Deep  swathed  about  with  folds  and  flowings 

vixginal. 
Up  to  the  pleated  breasts,  rebellions  'neath 

their  pall. 
As  if  the  vesture's  snow  were  moulding  sleep 

not  death. 
Most  melt  and  so  release  ;    whereat,  from  the 

fine  sheath. 
The  flower-eup-crown  starts  free,  the  face  is 

unconcealed, 
And  what  shall  now  divert  me,  once  the  sweet 

face  revealed. 
From  all  I  loved  so  long,  so  lingeringly  left  ? 

XXXIX 

Because  indeed  your  face  fits  into  just  the 
cleft 

O'  the  heart  of  me,  Elvire,  makes  right  and 
whole  once  more 

All  that  was  half  itself  without  you  I  As  be- 
fore, 

My  truant  finds  its  place!  Doubtlessly  sea- 
shells  vearn. 

If  plunderea  by  sad  chance :  would  pray  their 
pearls  return. 

Let  negligently  slip  away  into  the  wave  I 

Never  may  eyes  aesist,  those  eyes  so  gray  and 

Save, 
eir  slow  sura  supply  of  the  effluent  soul 

within! 
And,  would  yon  humor  me  ?     I  dare  to  ask, 

unpin 
The  web  of  that  brown  hair  !    O'erwash  o'  the 

sudden,  but 
As  promptly,  too,  disclose,  on  either  side,  the  jut 
Of  alabaster  brow !    So  part  rich  rillets  dyea 
Deep  by  the  woodland  leaf,  when  down  they 

pour,  each  side 
O'  the  rock-top,  pushed  by  Spring ! 

XL 

"  And  where  i*  the  world  is  all 
This  wonder,  you  detail  so  trippingly,  espied  ? 
My  mirror  would  reflect  a  tall,  thin,  pale,  deep- 
eyed 


PeflrsoBage,  pretty  once,  it  may  be,  doubtless 

Loving, — a  certain  grace  yet  lingers,  if  you 

will,  — 
But  all  this  wonder,  where  ?  " 

XLI 

Why,  where  but  in  the  sense 
And   soul    of   me.  Art's   judge?    Art  is  my 

evidence 
That  something  was,  is,  might  be  ;  but  no  more 

thing  itself. 
Than  flame  is  fuel.     Once  the  verse-book  laid 

on  shelf, 
The  picture  turned   to  wall,  the  music  fled 

from  ear,  — 
Each  beauty,  born  of  each,  grows  clearer  and 

more  clear. 
Mine  henceforth,  ever  mine  I 

XLI  I 

But  if  I  would  retrace 
Effect,  in  Art,  to  cause,  —corroborate,  erase 
What  ^s  right  or  wrong  i'  the  lines,  test  fancy  in 

my  brain 
By  fact  which  gave  it  birth  ?     I  re-peruse  in 

vain 
The  verse,  I  fail  to  find  that  vision  of  delight 
I'  the  Bazasi's  lost-profile,  eye-edge  so  exqui- 
site. 
And,  music:    what?   that   burst   of   pillared 

cloud  by  day 
And  pillared  fire  by  night,  was  product,  must 

we  aa^. 
Of  modulating  just,  by  enharmonic  change,  — 
The  augroented  sixth  resolved,  — from  out  the 

straighter  range 
Of   D   sharp   minor  —  leap   of   disimprisoned 

thrall  — 
Into  thy  light  and  life,  D  major  natural  ? 

XLIII 

Elvire,  will  yon  partake  in  what  I  shall  impart  ? 

I  seem  to  understand  the  way  heui  chooses 
heart 

By  help  of  the  outside  form,  —  a  reason  for  our 
wild 

Diversity  in  choice,  —  why  each  grrows  recon- 
ciled 

To  what  is  absent,  what  superfluous  in  the  mask 

Of  flesh  that 's  meant  to  yield,  —  did  nature  ply 
her  task 

As  artist  should,  —  precise  the  features  of  the 
soul,  ^ 

Which,  if  in  any  case  they  found  expression, 
whole 

I'  the  traits,  would  give  a  type,  undoubtedly 
display 

A  novel,  true,  distinct  perfection  in  its  way. 

Never  shall  I  believe  any  two  souls  were  made 

Similar;  granting,  then,  each  soul  of  every 
grade 

Was  meant  to  be  itself,  prove  in  itself  com- 
plete. 

And,  m  completion,  good,  —  nay,  best  o*  the 
kind,  —  as  meet 

Needs  must  it  be  that  show  on  the  outside  cor- 
respond 
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With  inward  subetance,  —  flesh,  the  dress  vhibh 

soul  has  dounedf 
Exactly  reproduce,  —  were  only  justioe  done 
Inside  and  outside  too,  —  types  perfect  every 

one. 
How  happens  it  that  here  we  meet  a  mystery 
Insoluble  to  man.  a  plaguy  puzzle  ?    Why 
Each  soul  is  eitner  xnade  imperfect,  and  de- 
serves 
As  rude  a  face  to  match;  or  else  a  bungler 

swerves, 
And  nature,  on  a  soul  worth  rendering  aright, 
W^orks  ill,  or  proves  perverse,  or,  in  her  own 
despite, 

—  Here  too  much,  there  too  little,  —  bids  each 

face,  mora  or  less, 
Retire  from  beauty,  make  ap]>roach  to  ugliness  ? 
And  yet  succeeds  the  same :  since,  what  is  want- 
ing to  success. 
If  somehow  every  face,  no  matter  how  deform, 
Evidence,  to  some  one  of  hearts  on  earth,  that, 

warm 
Beneath  the  veriest  ash,  there  hides  a  spark  of 

soul 
Wliich,  quickened  by  lovers  breath,  may  yet 

pervade  the  whole 
O'  the  gray,  and,   free  again,  be  fire  ?  —  of 

worth  the  same. 
However  produced,  for,  great  or  little,  flame  is 

flame. 
A  mystery,  whereof  solution  is  to  seek. 

XLIV 

I  find  it  in  the  fact  that  each  soul,  just  as  weak 

Its  own  way  as  its  fellow,  —  departure  from  de- 
sign 

As  flagrant  in  the  flesh,  —  goes  striving  to  com- 
oine 

Witli  what  shall  right  the  wrong,  the  under  or 
above 

The  standard :  supplement  unloveliness  by  love. 

—  Ask  Plato  else  !     And  this  corroborates  the 

sage. 

That  Art,  —  which  I  may  style  the  love  of  lov- 
ing, rage 

Of  knowing,  seeing,  feeling  the  absolute  truth 
of  things 

For  truth's  sake,  whole  and  sole,  not  any  good, 
truth  brings 

Tlie  knower,  seer,  feeler,  beside,  —  instinctive 
Art 

Must  fumble  for  the  whole,  once  fixing  on  a  part 

However  poor,  surpass  the  fragment,  and  aspire 

To  reconstruct  thereby  the  ultimate  entire. 

Art,  working  with  a  will,  discards  the  super- 
flux, 

Contributes  to  defect,  toUs  on  till,  —.fiat  lux,  — 

There  's  the  restored,  the  prime,  the  individual 
type  I 

XLV 

Look,  for  example  now  1  This  piece  of  broken 

pipe 
(Some  shipman*s  solace  erst)  shall  act  as  crayon ; 

and 
What  tablet  better  serves  my  pnrpose  than  the 

sand? 


— Smooth  slab  whereon  I  draw,  no  matter  witb 

what  skill, 
A  face,  and  yet  another,  and  yet  another  still. 
There  lie  my  three  prime  types  of  beauty  I 

XLVI 

Laugh  your  best! 
**  Exaggeration  and  absurdity  ?  "    Confessed ! 
Yet,  what  may  that  face  mean,  no  matter  for 

its  nose, 
A  yard  long,  or  its  chin,  a  foot  short  ? 

XLVI  I 

*^  You  snppoie. 
Horror  ?  "     Exactly  I     ^Vhat  's  the  odds  if, 

more  or  less 
By  yard  or  foot,  the  features  do  manage  to  ^- 

press 
Such  meaning  in  the  main  ?    Were  I  of  G^ 

rome's  toroe. 
Nor  feeble  as  you  see,  quick  should  my  crayoa 

course 
O'er  outline,  curb,  excite,  till,  —  so  comidetioD 

speeds 
With  G^r6me  well  at  work,  —  observe    how 

brow  recedes. 
Head  shudders  back  on  spine,  as  if  one  haled 

the  hair. 
Would  have  the  full-face  front  what  pin-point 

eye's  sharp  stare 
Announces ;  mouth  agape  to  drink  the  flowing 

fate. 
While  chin  protrudes  to  meet  the  bust  O'  the 

wave :  elate 
Almost,  spurred  on  to  brave  necessity,  expend 
All  life  left,  in  one  flash,  as  fire  doee  at  its  end. 
Retrenchment  and  addition  effect  a  niasterpieoe. 
Not  change  i'  the  motive :  here  diminish,  there 

increase  — 
And  who  wants  Horror,  has  it. 

XLVllI 

Wlio  wants  some  other  show 
Of  soul,  may  seek  elsewhere  —  this  second  of 

the  row  ? 
What  does  it  give  for  germ,  monadic  mere  in- 
tent 
Of  mind  in  face,  faint  first  of  meanings  ever 

meant  ? 
Why,  possibly,  a  grin,  that,  strengthened,  grows 

a  laugh ; 
That,  softened,  leaves  a  smile  ;  that,  tempered, 

bids  you  quaff 
At  such  a  magic  cup  as  English  Reynolds  once 
Compounded  :  for  the  witch  pulls  out  of  jaa 

response 
Like  Garrick's  toThalia,  however  due  may  be 
four  homage  claimed  by  that  stiff-stoled  Alel- 

pomene  I 

XLIX 

And  just  this  one  face  more!    Pardon  the 

bold  pretence ! 
May  there  not  lurk  some  hint,  struggle  toward 

evidence 
In  that  compressed  moutli,  those  strained 

trils,  steadfast  eyes 
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CH  titter  passion,  absolute  self-saorifioe, 
Which  —  could  I  but  subdue  the  wild  grotesque, 

refine 
That  bulge  of  hrow,  noake  blunt  that  nose's 

aqmline, 
And  let,  although  compressed,  a  point  of  pulp 

appear 
I*  the  mouth  —  would  give  at  last  the  portrait 

of  Elvire  ? 


Well,  and  if  so  succeed  hand-practice  on  awry 
Preposterous  art-mistake,  shall  soul-proficiency 
Dei^Miir,  —  when  exercised  on  nature,  which  at 

worst  ^ 
Always  implies  success,  —  however  crossed  and 

curst 
By  failure,  —  such  as  art  would  emulate  in  vain  ? 
Shall  any  soul  despair  of  setting  free  asain 
Trait  after  trait,  until  the  type  as  wholly  start 
Forth,  viuhle  to  sense,  as  that  minutest  part, 
(Whate'er  the  chance,)  which  first  arresting  eye, 

warned  soul 
That,  under  wrong  enough  and  ravage,  lay  the 

whole 
O*  the  loveliness  it  "  loxed  "  —  I  take  the  ac- 
cepted phrase  ? 

LI 

So  I  account  for  tastes :  each  chooses,  none 

gainsay 
The  fancy  of  his  fellow,  a  paradise  for  him, 
A  hell  for  all  beside.    You  can  but  crown  the 

brim 
O'  the  cop ;  if  it  be  full,  what  matters  less  or 

more  ? 
Let  each,  i^  the  world,  amend  his  lore,  as  I,  o' 

the  shore. 
My  sketch,^  and  the  result  as  undimuted  be ! 
Their  handiwork  to  them,  and  my  £lvire  to  me  : 
— Result  more  beautiful   than  beauty's  self, 

when  lo, 
What  was  my  Rafael  turns  my  Michelagnolo  I 

LII 

For,  we  two  boast,  beside  our  pearl,  a  dia- 
mond. 

I'  the  palace-gallery,  the  corridor  beyond. 

Upheaves  itself  a  marble,  a  magnitude  man- 
shaped 

As  snow  might  be.  One  hand  —  the  Master's  — 
smootned  and  scraped 

That  mass,  he  hammered  on  and  hewed  at,  till 
he  hurled 

life  oat  of  death,  and  left  a  challenge :  for  the 
world, 

Death^  still, — since  who  shall  dare,  close  to  the 
^  image,  say 

If  this  be  purposed  Art,  or  mere  mimetic  play 

Of  Nature  ?  —  wont  to  deal  wiUi  crag  or  cloud, 
as  stuff 

To  fashion  novel  forms,  like  forms  we  know, 
enough 

For  recognition,  but  enough  unlike  the  same. 

To  leave  no  hope  ourselves  may  profit  by  her 
game: 

Death  therefore  to  the  world.  Step  back  apace 
or  two ! 


And  then,  who  dares  dispute  the  gradual  birth 

its  due 
Of  breathing  life,  or  breathless  immortality. 
Where  out  she  stands,  and  yet  stops  short,  half 

bold,  half  shy. 
Hesitates  on  the  threshold    of    things,  since 

partly  blent 
With  stuff  she  needs  must  quit,  her  native  ele- 
ment 
I'  the  mind  o'  the  Master,  —  what 's  the  crea^ 

ture,  deainlivine 
Tet  earthlv-awful  too,  so  manly-feminine, 
Pretends  this  white  advance  ?    What  startling 

brain-escape 
Of  Michelagnolo  takes  elemental  shape  ? 
I  think  he  meant  the  daughter  of  the  old  man 

o'  the  sea, 
Emerging  from  her  wave,  g^dess  Eddothe^  — 
She  who,  in  elvish  sport,  spite  with  benevolence 
Mixed  Mab-wise  up,  must  needs  instruct  the 

Hero  whence 
Salyation  dawns  o'er  that  mad  misery  of  his 

isle. 
Yes,  she  imparts  to  him,  by  what  a  pranksome 

wile 
He  mav  surprise  her  sire,  asleep  beneath  a  rock. 
When  he  has  told  their  tale,  amid  his  webfoot 

fiock 
Of    sea-beasts,  "fine  fat    seals    with    bitter 

breath !  ^'  laughs  she 
At  whom  she  likes  to  save,  no  less '  Eidothe^, 
Whom  ^ou  shall  never  face  evolved,  in  earth,  in 

air. 
In  ware ;  but,  manifest  i'  the  soul's  donuun, 

whvj  there 
She  ravishmgly  moves  to  meet  you,  all  through 

aid 
O'  the  soul  I    Bid  shine  what  should,  dismiss 

into  the  shade 
What  should  not  be,  —  and  there  triumphs  the 

paramount 
Emprise  o'  the  Master  I    But,  attempt  to  make 

account 
Of  what  the  sense,  without  soul's  help  perceives? 

I  bought 
That  work  —  (despite  plain  proof,  whose  hand 

it  was  had  wrought 
I'  the  rough :  I  think  we  trace  the  tool  of  triple 

tootn. 
Here,  there,  and  everywhere)  —  bought  dearly 

that  uncouth 
Unwieldy  bulk,  for  just  ten  dollars  —  "  Bulk, 

would  fetch  — 
Converted    into    lime  —  some    five    pauls  I  " 

grinned  a  wretch. 
Who,  Dound  on  business,  paused  to  hear  the 

bargaining. 
And  would  have  pitied  me  "  but  for  the  fun  o' 

the  thing  I  '^ 

LIII 

Shall  such    a  wretch   be  —  you?     Must — 

while  I  show  Elvire 
Shaming  all  other  forms,  seen  as  I  see  her  here 
I'  tibe  soul,  —  tins  other-you  perversely  look  out^ 

side, 
And  aak  me,  ^*  Where  i'  the  world  is  charm  t? 

be  descried 
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I^  the  tall  thin  peraonage,  with  paled  eye,  pen- 
sive face, 

Any  amount  of  love,  and  some  remains  of 
grace?" 

See  yourself  in  my  soul ! 

LIV 

And  what  a  world  for  each 

Must  somehow  be  i'  the  soul,  —  accept  that 
mode  of  speech,  — 

Whether  an  aura  gird  the  soul,  wherein  it 
seems 

To  float  and  move,  a  belt  of  all  the  glints  and 
gleams 

It  struck  from  out  that  world,  its  weaklier  fel- 
lows found 

So  dead  and  cold;  or  whether  these  not  so 
much  surround. 

As  pass  into  the  soul  itself,  add  worth  to  worth. 

As  wine  enriches  blood,  and  straightway  send  it 
forth. 

Conquering  and  to  oonquer,  through  all  eter- 
nity. 

That  *s  battle  without  end. 

LV 

I  search  but  cannot  see 
Wliat  purpose  serves  the  soul  tJiat  strives,  or 

world  it  tries 
Conclusions  with,  unless  the  fruit  of  victories 
Stay,  one  and  all,  stored  up  and  guaranteed  its 

own 
Forever,  by  some  mode  whereby  shall  be  made 

known 
The  gain  of  every  life.    Death  reads  the  title 

dear — 
What  each  soul  for  itself  conquered  from  out 

things  here : 
Since,  in  the   seeing   soul,  all   worth   lies,    I 

assert, — 
And  naught  i*  the  world,  which,  save  for  soul 

that  sees,  inert 
W^as,  is,  and  would  be  ever,  —  stuff  for  trans- 

muting}  —  null 
And  void  until  man^s  breath  evoke  the  beau- 
tiful— 
But,  touched  aright,  prompt  yields  each  particle 

its  tongue 
Of  elemental  flame,  — no  matter  whence  flame 

sprung 
From  gums  and  spice,  or  else  from  straw  and 

rottenness, 
So  long  as  soul  has  {wwer  to  make  them  bum, 

express 
What  lights  and  warms  henoeforth,  leaves  only 

aui  behind. 
However  the  chance :  if  soul  be  privileged  to 

find 
Food  so  soon  that,  by  first  snatch  of  eye,  suck 

of  breath. 
It  can  absorb  pure  life:  or,  rather,  meeting 

death 
r  the  sha^  of  ugliness,  hj  fortunate  recoil 
So  put  on  its  resource,  it  find  therein  a  foil 
For  a  new  birth  of  life,  the  challenged  soul's 

response 
To  ugliness  and    death,  —  creation    for    the 

nonce. 


LVl 

I  gather  heart  through  just  such  conquests 

of  the  soul, 
Through  evocation  out  of  that  which,  on  the 

whole. 
Was  rough,  ungainly,  partial  aooomplislunent, 

at  best. 
And — what,  at  worst,  save  failure  to  spit  at 

and  detest  ?  — 
—  Through  transference  of  aU,  achieved  in  vis- 
ible things. 
To   where,  ^  secured  from   wrong,  rest   sours 

imaginings  — 
Through  ardor  to  bring  help  just  where  com- 
pletion halts, 
Do  justice  to  the  purpose,  ignore  the  slips  and 

faults  — 
And,  last,  through  waging  with  deformity  a 

fight 
Which  wrings  thence,  at  the  end,  precise  its 

opposite. 
I  praise  the  loyalty  o*  the  scholar,  —  stung  bj 

taunt 
Of  fools,  ^*  Does  this  evince  thy  Master  men  so 

vaunt  ? 
Did  he   then   perpetrate   tiie   plain   abortioB 

here  ?  "  - 
Who  cries,  **  His  work  am  1 1  full  fraught  by 

him,  I  clear 
His  fame  from  each  result  of  aoddent   and 

time. 
Myself  restore  his  work  to  its  fresh  moraiug- 

prime, 
Not  daring  touch  the  mass  of  marble,  foob 

deride. 
But  putting  my  idea  in  plaster  by  its  side. 
His,  since  mine:  I,  he  made,  vindicate   who 

made  me  I  " 

LVII 

For  you  must  know,  I  too  achieved  ESdothe^ 
In   silence  and  by  night  —  dared  justify  the 

lines 
Plain  to  my  soul,  although,  to  sense,  that  triple- 

tines 
Achievement  halt  halfway,  break    down,   or 

leave  a  blank. 
If  she  stood  forth  at  last,  the  Master  was  to 

thank  1 
Yet  may  there  not  have  smiled  approval  in  his 

eyes  — 
That  one  at  least  was  left  who,  bom  to  reoog* 

nize 
Perfection  in  the  piece  imperfect,  worked,  tiiat 

night, 
In  silence,  such  his  faith,  until  the  apposite 
Design  was  out  of  him,  truth  palpable  once 

more? 
And   then  —  for   at   one  blow,  its  fragments 

strewed  the  floor  — 
Recalled  the  same  to  live  within  his  soul  as 

heretofore. 

LVIII 

And.  even  as  I  hold  and  have  Eadothe^, 
I  say,  I  cannot  think  that  gain,  -*  which  would 
not  be 
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£zeept   a  speoial  soul  had  gained  it,  —  that 

snch  gain 
Can  ever  be  eHtFanared,  do  anght  bat  appertain 
Immortally,  by  right  firm,  indefeasible. 
To    who   performed  the  feat,  througn  God^s 

grace  and  man's  will  I 
Gain,  never  shared  by  thoee  who  practised  with 

earth's  staff. 
And  spoiled  whatever  they  touched,  leaving  its 

roughness  rough, 
Its   blankness    bare,  and,  when  the  ugliness 

opposed, 
Esther  strnok  work  or  lauffhed  ^*  He  doted  or 

hedoMd!" 

LIX 

While,  oh,  how  all  the  more  will  love  become 

intense 
Hereafter,  when  **  to  love  "  means  yearning  to 

dispense. 
Each  soul,  its  own  amount  of  gain  throns^h  its 

own  mode 
Of  practising  with  life,  upon  some  soul  which 

owed 
Ita  treasure,  all  diverse  and  yet  in  worth  the 

same. 
To  new  work  and  changed  way  !    Things  f nx^ 

nish  you  rose-flame. 
Which  bum  up  red,  green,  blue,  nay,  yellow 

more  than  needs. 
For  me,  I  nowise  doubt;  why  doubt  a  time 

succeeds 
When  each  one  may  impart,  and  each  receive, 

both  share 
The  chemio  secret,  learn,  —  where  I  lit  force, 

why  there 
Tovi  drew  forth  lambent  pity,  -^  where  I  found 

only  food 
For  self-indulgence,  you  still  blew  a  spark  at 

brood 
I'  the   grayest^  ember,  stopped   not  till  self- 
sacrifice  imbued 
Heaven's  face  with  flame  ?    What  joy,  when 

each  may  suj^plement 
Hie   other,  changing   eadi,  as  changed,  till, 

wholly  blent. 
Oar  old  things  shall  be  new,  and,  what  we  both 

ignite. 
Fuse,  lose  the  varicolor  in  achromatic  white  I 
£zempli^ng  law,  apparent  even  now 
In  the  etenmi  progress,  —  love's  law,  which  I 

avow 
And  thus  would  formulate  :  each  soul  liveSf 

longs  and  works 
For  itself,  by  itself,  because  a  lodestar  lurks. 
An  other  than  itself,  —  in  whatsoe'er  liie  niche 
Of  mistiest  heaven  it  hide,  whoe'er  the  Glnm- 

dalclich 
May  grasp  the  Gulliver :  or  it,  or  he,  or  she  — 
Tkeosutoi  e  broteios  eper  kekramene,  — 
(For  fun's  sake,  where  the  phrase  has  fastened, 

leave  it  fixed  I 
So  soft  it  saysj  —  **  God,  man,  or  both  together 

mixed !  *') 
This,  groMsed  at  through  the  flesh,  by  parts 

which  prove  the  whole. 
This  constitutes  the  soul  discernible  by  soul 
—  Elvire,  by  me  I 


LX 
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And  then  '*  —  (pray  you,  permit  remain 
This  hand  upon  my  arm  I  —  your  cheek  dried, 

if  you  deign, 
Choosing  my  shoulder)  —  "  then  ! "  —  (Stand 

up  for,  boldly  state 
The    objection   in    its   length   and   breadth !) 

^'Vou  abdicate. 
With  boast  yet  on  your  lip,  soul's  empire,  and 

accept 
The  rule  of  sense ;  the  Man,  from  monarch's 

throne  has  stept  — 
Leapt,  rather,  at  one  bound,  to  base,  and  there 

lies,  Brute. 
You  talk  of  soul,  —  how  soul,  in  search  of  soul 

to  suit, 
Must  needs  review  the  sex,  the  army,  rank  and 

file 
Of  womankind,  report  no    face  nor  form  so 

vile 
But  that  a  certain  worth,  by  certain  signs,  may 

thence 
Evolve  itself  and  stand  confessed  — to  soul  — 

by  sense. 
Sense  ?    Oh,  the  loyal  bee  endeavors  for  the 

hive  I 
Disinterested  hunts  the  flower-field  throu^, 

alive 
Not  one  mean  moment,  no,  —  suppose  on  flower 

he  light,  — 
To  his  peculiar  drop,  petal-<lew  perquisite, 
Matterof-course   snatched   snack:    unless   he 

taste,  how  try  ? 
This,  li^ht  on  tongue-tip  laid,  allows  him  pack 

his  thigh. 
Transport  all  he  counts  prize,  provision  for  the 

comb. 
Food  for  the  future  day,  — a  banquet,  but  at 

home  I 
Soul  ?    Ere  you  reach  Fifine's,  some  flesh  may 

be  to  pass  I 
That  bombed  brow,  that  eye,  a  kindling  chry»- 

opras, 
Beneata  its  stiff  black  lash,  inquisitive  how 

speeds 
Each  functionary  limb,  how  play  of  foot  sno* 

ceeds. 
And  how  you  let  escape  or  duly  sympathize 
With  gastro-knemian  grace,  —  true,  your  soul 

tastes  and  tries. 
And  trifles  time  with  these,  but,  fear  not,  will 

arrive 
At  essence  in  the  core,  bring  honey  home  to 

hive. 
Brain-stock   and   heartrstuff  both  —  to  strike 

objectors  dumb  — 
Since  onlv  soul  affords  the  soul  fit  pabulum  I 
Be   frank  for  charity  I    Who  is   it   you   de- 


Tourself  or  me  or  God,  with  aU  this  make 
believe?" 


LXI 


And  frank  I  will  respond  as  vou  interrogate. 
Ah,  Music,  wouldst  thou  help  f    Words  strug- 

fle  with  the  weight 
ly  of  the  False,  thick  element  between 
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Onr  soul,  the  True,  and  Truth!  which,  but 

that  intervene 
False  shows  of  things,  were  reached  as  easily 

by  thought 
Reducible     to    wordy   as    now    by  yeamingis 

wrought 
Up  with  thy  fine  free  force,  O  Music,  that 

canst  thrid. 
Electrically  win  a  passage  through  the  lid 
Of   earthly   sepulchre,  our   words  may  push 

against. 
Hardly   transpierce   as  thou  I    Not  dissipate, 

thou  deign'st. 
So  much  as  tricksilv  elude  what  words  attempt 
To  heave  away,  i'  tne  mass,  and  let  the  soul, 

exempt 
From  all  that  vapory  obstruction,  view,  instead 
Of  glimmer  underneath,  a  glory  overhead. 
Not  feebly,  like  our  phrase,  against  the  barrier 

Ko 
In  suspirative  swell  the  authentic  notes  I  know. 
By  help  whereof,  I  would  our  souls  were  found 

without 
The  pale,  above  the  dense  and  dim  which  breeds 

the  doubt ! 
But  Music,  dumb  for  you,  witlidraws  her  help 

from  me ; 
And,  since  to  weary  words  recourse  again  most 

be. 
At  least  permit  they  rest  their  burden  here  and 

there, 
Muaio-like :  cover  space  !    My  answer,  —  need 

you  care 
If  it  exceed  the  bounds,  reply  to  questioning^ 
Yon  never  meant  should  plague  ?    Once  fairly 

on  the  wing. 
Let  me  flap  far  and  wide ! 

LXII 

For  this  is  just  the  time. 
The  place,  the  mood  in  yon  and  me,  when  all 

things  chime. 
Clash  forth  life's  common  chord,  whence,  list 

how  there  ascend 
Harmonics  far  and  faint,  till  onr  perception 

end, — 
Reverberated  notes  whence  we  construct  the 

scale 
Embracing  what  we  know  and  feel  and  are  I 

How  fail 
To  find  or,  better,  lose  your  question,  in  this 

quick 
Reply  which  nature  yields,  ample  and  catholic  ? 
For,  arm  in  arm,  we  too  have  reached,  nay, 

passed,  you  see, 
The  villaf^-precinot ;  sun  sets  mild  on  Sainte- 

Mane  — 
We  only  catch  the  spire,  and  yet  I  seem  to 

know 
What 's  hid  i'  the  turn  o'  the  hill :  how  all  the 

graves  must  glow  ^ 
S>ober]y,  as  each  warms  its  little  iron  cross. 
Flourished    about  with   gold,  and  graced  (if 

private  loss 
Be  fresh)  with  stiff  rope-wreath  of  yellow  orisp 

bead-blooms 
Which  t«mpt  down  birds  to  pay  their  supper, 

'mid  the  tombs. 


With  prattle  good  as  song,  amuse  the  dead 

awhile. 
If  couched  they  hear  beneath  the  matted  eamo 

mile  I 

LXIII 

Bid   them   good-by  before  last  friend  has 

sung  and  supped ! 
Because  we  pick  our  path  and  need  onr  eyea, — 

abrupt 
Descent  enougk,  —  bat  here  *s  the  beaeh,  and 

there^  's  the  bay,  a 

And,  opposite,  the  streak  of  Ue  Noinnoatier. 
Thither  the  waters  tend  ;  they  freshen  as  they 

haste. 
At  feel  o'  the  night-wind,  though,  by  cliff  and 

cliff  embraced. 
This  breadth  of  blue  retains  its  self-posBesston 

stUl: 
As  3rou  ana  I  intend  to  do.  who  take  onr  fill 
Of  sights  and  sounds  —  sort  sound,  the  conntkaas 

hum  and  skip 
Of  insects  we  disturb,  and  that  good  feUov^ 

ship 
Of  rabbits  our  footfall  sends  huddling,  ead&  to 

hide 
He  best  ^  knows  how^  and  where ;   and  what 

whirred  past,  win^  wide  ? 
That  was  an  owl,  their  young  may  jnstlieir 

apprehend ! 
Though  yon  refuse  to  speak,  your  beating  heart, 

my  friend, 
I  feel  against  my  arm, — though  your  bent  head 

forbids 
A  look  into  your  eyes,  yet,  on  my  cheek,  their 

lids 
That  ope  and  shut,  soft  send  a  silken  thrill  the 

same. 
Well,  out  of  all  and  each  these  nothings,  comes 

—  what  came 
Often  enough  before,  the  something  that  wonld 

aim 
Onoe  more  at  the  old  mark :  the  impulse  to  at 

last 
Succeed  where  hitherto  was  failure  in  the  past. 
And  yet  again  essay  the  adventure.    Gleaitier 

sings 
No  bird  to  its  couched  corpse,  ^'  Into  the  truth 

of  things — 
Out  of  their  falseness  rise,  and  reach  thou,  and 

remain!*' 

LXIV 

*^  That  rise  into  the  true  out  of  the  false  — 
explain?" 

Ma^  an  example  serve  ?  In  yonder  bay  I  bathed. 

This  sunnv  momimr :  swam  my  best,  then  hnng, 
half  swathed 

With  chill,  and  half  with  warmth,  i'  the  chan- 
nel's midmost  deep : 

Yon  know  how  one — not  treads,  but  stands  in 


water  ?    Kee 
and  ] 
chin. 


Body  and  Umbs 


.eep 
below. 


hold  head  back,  nplift 


And,  for  the  rest,  leaye  care !    If  brow,  syes, 

mouth,  should  win 
Their   freedom,  —  exoellent  1     If   they  mnat 

brook  the  surge, 
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No  matter  though  they  sink,  let  but  the  nose 
emerge. 

So,  all  of  me  in  brine  lay  toaking :  did  I  oare 

One  jot  ?  I  kept  alive  by  manns  due  breath  of 
air 

I^  the  nostrils,  high  and  dry.  At  times,  o^er 
these  vonld  run 

The  ripple,  even  wash  the  wavelet,  —  morning's 
sun 

Tempted  advance,  no  doubt :  smd  always  flash 
of  £roth, 

Fiah-outbreak,  bnbbUng  by,  would  find  me  no- 
thing loth 

To  rise  ana  look  aroond ;  then  all  was  overswept 

With  dark  and  death  at  onoe.  But  trust  the 
old  adept ! 

Back  went  again  the  head,  a  merest  motion 
made. 

Fin-fashion,  either  hand,  and  nostril  soon  eon- 
veyed 

Assurance  light  and  life  were  stall  in  reach  as 
erst: 

Always  the  last  and  —  wait  and  watch — some- 
times the  first. 

Try  to  ascend  breast-high  ?  wave  arms  wide 
free  of  tether  ? 

Be  in  the  air  and  leave  the  water  altogether  ? 

Under  went  all  again,  till  I  resigned  myself 

To  only  breathe  the  air,  that  s  footed  by  an 
elf. 

And  only  swim  the  water,  that  *8  native  to  a  fish. 

But  there  is  no  denying  that,  ere  I  curbed  my 
wish. 

And  schooled  my  restive  arms,  salt  entered 
mouth  and  eyes 

Often  enough  — sun,  sky,  and  air  so  tantalize  ! 

Still,  the  adept  swims,  this  accorded,  that  de- 
nied; 

Can  always  breathe,  sometimes  see  and  be  sat- 
isfied! 

LXV 

I  Uken  to  this  play  o'  the  body — ImiilesB 

strife 
To  slip  the  sea  and   hold  the  heaven  —  my 

spirit's  life 
'Twizt  fake,  whence  it  would  break,  and  true, 

where  it  would  bide. 
I  move  in,  vet  resist,  am  upborne  every  side 
By  what  I  beat  against,  an  element  too  gross 
To  live  in,  did  not  soul  duly  obtain  her  dose 
Of  life-breath,  and  inhale  from  truth's  pure 

plenitude 
Above  her,  snatch  and  eain  enough  to  just  illnde 
With  hope  that  some  orave  bound  may  baffle 

evermore 
'Hie   obetmoting  medium,  make   who  swam 

henceforward  soar : 
—  Gain  scarcely  snatched  when,  foiled  by  the 

very  efiFort,  souse. 
Underneath   ducks   the   soul,  her   truthward 

yearnings  dowse 
Deeper  in  falMhood  I  ay,  but  fitted  less  and  less 
To  bear  in  nose  and  month  old  briny  bitterness 
Pjrored  alien  more  and  more :  since  each  experi- 
ence proves 
Air — the  essential  good,  not  sea,  wherein  who 

moves 


Must  thence,  in  the  aet,  escape,  apart  from  will 

or  wish. 
Move  a  mere  hand  to  take  water-weed,  jelly-fish, 
Upward  you  tend  I    And  yet  our  businsM  with 

the  sea 
Is  not  with  air,  but  just  o'  the  water,  waterjr : 
We  must  endure  the  false,  no  particle  of  which 
Do  we  acquaint  us  with,  but  up  we  mount  a  pitch 
Above  it,  find  our  head  reach  truth,  while  hands 

explore 
The  false  below :  so  mueh  while  here  we  bathaf 

—  no  more  I 

LXVI 

Now,  there  is  one  prime  point  (hear  and  be 

edified  I) 
One  truth  more  true  for  me  than  any  truth 

beside  — 
To-wit,  that  I  am  I,  who  have  the  power  to 

swim, 
The  skill  to  understand  the  law  whereby  each 

limb 
May  bear  to  keep  immersed,  since,  in  return, 

made  sure 
That    its   mere   movement    lifts  head  clean 

through  coverture. 
By  practice  with  the  false,  I  reach  the  true? 

Why,  thence 
It  follows,  that  the  more  I  gain  self-oonfidenee, 
Get  proof  I  know  the  trick,  can  float,  sink ,  rise, 

at  will. 
The  better  I  submit  to  what  I  have  the  skill 
To  conquer  in  my  turn,  even  now,  and  by  and  by 
Leave  wholly  for  the  land,  and  there  laugh, 

shake  me  dry 
To  last  drop,  saturate  with  noonday  —  no  need 

more 
Of  wet  and  fret,  plagued  once :  on  Pomic's 

placid  shore, 
Abunaant  air  to  breathe,  sufficient  sun  to  feel ! 
Meantime  I  buoy  myself :  no  whit  my  senses  reel 
Wben  over  me  there  breaks  a  billow  ;  nor,  elate 
Too  much  by  some  brief  taste,  I  quaff  intem- 
perate 
The  air,  overtop  breast-high  the  wave-environ- 
ment. 
Full  well  I  know  the  thing  I  grasp,  as  if  intent 
To  hold,  —  my  wandering  wave,  —  wiU  not  be 

grasped  at  all : 
The  solid-seeming  grasped,  the  handful  great 

orsnuiU 
Must  go  to  nothing,  glide  through  fingers  fast 

enough : 
But  none  the  less,  to  treat  liquidity  as  stuff -j 
Though  failure  — certainly  succeeds  beyond  its 

aim. 
Sends  head  above,  past  thing  that  hands  miss, 

or  the  same. 

jxvn 

So  with  this  wash  o'  the  world,  wherein  life- 
long we  drift ; 

We  push  and  paddle  through  the  foam  by  mak- 
ing shift 

To  breathe  above  at  whiles  when,  after  deepest 
duck 

Down  underneath  the  show,  we  put  forth  hand 
and  pluck 
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At  what  aeems  aomehow  like  reality  —  a  soiiL 
I  catch  at  this  and  that,  to  capture  and  con- 
trol. 
Presanie  I  hold  a  prize,  disooYer  that  my  nains 
Are  run  to  naus[ht :  my  hands  are  halkea,  my 

head  regains 
The  surface  where  I  hreathe  and  look  about,  a 


head 

urface 

space. 


The  soul  that  helped  me  mount  ?    Swallowed 

up  in  the  race 
O*  the  tide,  come  who  knows  whence,  gone 

gayly  who  knows  where ! 
I  thought  the  prize  was  mine ;  I  flattered  my- 
self there. 
It  did  its  duty,  though :  I  felt  it,  it  felt  me  ; 
Or,  where  I  look  aMut  and  breathe,  I  should 

not  be. 
The  main  point  is  —  the  false  fluidity  was  bound 
Acknowledge  that  it  frothed  o^er  substance, 

nowise  found 
Fluid,   but    firm   and    true.     Man,   outcast, 

"  howls,"  —  at  rods  ?  —     . 
If  **8ent  in  playful  spray  a-shivering  to  his 

gods!" 
Childishest  childe,  man  makes  thereby  no  bad 

exchange. 
Stay  with  the  flat-fish,  thou  I     We  like  the 

upper  range 
Where  the  **  gods  "  live,  perchance  the  dnmons 

also  dwell : 
Where  operates  a  Power,  which  every  throb  and 

swell 
Of  human  heart  invites  that  human  soul  ap- 
proach, 
*'  Sent "  near  and  nearer  still,  however  *^  spray  " 

encroach 
On  **  shivering  "  flesh  below,  to  altitudes,  which 

gained. 
Evil  proves  good,  wrong  right,  obscurity  ex- 
plained, 
And      howling  '*  childishneas.     Whose   howl 

have  we  to  thank. 
If  all  the  dogs  ^gan  bark  and  puppies  whine,  till 

sank 
Each  yelper^s  tail  *twixt  legs  ?  for  Huntsman 

Common-sense 
Came  to  the  rescue,  bade  prompt  thwack  of 

thong  dispense 
Quiet  i*  the  kennel;  taught  that  ocean  might 

be  blue. 
And  rolling  and  much  more,  and  yet  the  soul 

have,  too. 
Its  touch  of  Gkxl^s  own  flame,  which  he  may  so 

expand, 
*^  Wlio  measured  the  waters  i*  the  hollow  of  his 

hand," 
That  ocean  *s  self  shall  dry,  turn  dewdrop  in 

respect 
Of  all-triiimphant  fire,  matter  with  intellect 
Once  fairly  matched ;  bade  him  who  egged  on 

hounds  to  bay, 
€k>  curse,  i^  the  poultry  yard,  his  kind :  "  there 

let  him  lay  " 
The  swanks  one  addled  egg:  which  yet  shall 

put  to  use, 
Rub  breast-bone  warm  agunst,  so  many  a  sterile 

goose! 


LXVIIt 

No,  I  want  sky  not  sea,  prefer  the  larks  to 

shrimpB, 
And  never  dive  so  deep  but  that  I  get  a  glimpse 
O'  the  blue  above,  a  breath  of  the  air  axoand. 

Elvire, 
I  seize —  by  catching  at  tlie  melted  beryl  hers, 
The  tawny  hair  that  just  has  trickled  o^,— 

Fifinel 
Did  not  we  two  trip  forth  to  just  enjoy  tiie  scene, 
The  tumbling^tioop  arrayed,  the  strollers  os 

their  stage. 
Drawn  up  and  under  arms,  and  ready  to  en* 

Dabble,  and  there  an  end,  with  foam  and  froth 
o^er  face. 

Till  suddenly  Fifine  suggested  change  of  place? 

Now  we  taste  nther,  scorn  the  wave,  and  inter- 
change apace 

No  ordinary  thoughts,  but  such  as  evidence 

The  cultivated  mind  in  both.    On  what  pretenoe 

Are  you  and  I  to  sneer  at  who  lent  help  to  hand. 

And  gave  the  lucky  lift  ? 

LXIX 

StiU  sour  ?  I  understand ! 
One  uglv  circumstance  discredits  my  fair  plan — 
Hiat  Woman  does  the  work :   I  waive  the  help 

of  Man. 
**Why  should  experiment  be  tried  with  onlj 

waves. 
When   solid   spars   float   round?    Still   some 

Thalassia  saves 
Too  pertinaciously,  as  though  no  Triton,  bluff 
As  e  er  blew  brine  from  conch,  were  free  to 

help  enough  I 
Surely,  to  recognize  a  man,   his  mates  serve 

best! 
W^y  is  there  not  the  same  or  greater  interest 
In  the  strong  spouse  as  in  the  pretty  partner, 

W^ere  recognition  just  your  object,  as  yon  say. 
Amid  this  element  o^  the  false  ?  " 

LXX 

We  come  to  terms. 

I  need  to  be  proved  true ;  and  nothing  so  eon- 
firms 

One*s  faith  in  the  prime  point  that  one  'a  alive, 
not  dead, 

In  all  Descents  to  Hell  whereof  I  ever  read. 

As  when  a  phantom  tliere,  male  enemy  or 
friend. 

Or  merely  stranger-shade,  is  struck,  is  forced 
suspend 

His  passage :  **  Ton  tliat  breathe,  along  with  us 
the  ghosts?" 

Here,  why  must  it  be  stiV  «  woman  that  ae- 
costs? 

LXXT 

Because,  one  woman  ^s  worth,  in  that  respeet^ 

such  hairy  hosts 
Of  the  other  sex  and  sortl    Men?    Say  yon 

have  the  power 
To  make  them  vours,  rule  men,  throngboai 

life's  little  hour. 
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According  to  the  phrue ;  what  follows  ?  Men, 
you  make, 

By  mlins  them,  your  own :  each  man  for  his 
own  sake 

Accepts  you  as  his  gnide,  avails  him  of  what 
worth 

He  apprehends  in  you  to  sublimate  his  eartli 

With  fire:  content,  if  so  you  convoy  him 
throufi^h  nieht, 

That  you  shall  play  the  sun,  and  he,  the  satel- 
lite. 

Pilfer  your  light  and  heat  and  virtue,  starry 
pelf. 

While,  caught  up  by  your  course,  he  turns  upon 
nimself. 

Women  rush  into  you,  and  there  remain  ab- 
sorbed. 

Beside,  't  is  only  men  completely  formed,  full- 
orbed. 

Are  fit  to  follow  track,  keep  pace,  illustrate  so 

The  leader :  anv  sort  of  woman  may  bestow 

Her  atom  on  the  star,  or  clod  she  counts  for 
such, — 

Each  little  making  less  bigger  by  just  that 
much. 

Women  grow  yon,  while  men  depend  on  you  at 
best. 

And  wlukt  dependence !  Bring  and  put  hun  to 
the  test. 

Your  specimen  disciple,  a  handbreadth  sepa- 
rate 

From  yon,  he  almost  seemed  to  touch  before ! 
Abate 

Complacency  you  will,  I  judge,  at  what  *s  di- 
vulged ! 

Some  flabbiness  you  fixed,  some  vacancy  out- 
bulged. 

Some  —  much  —  nay,  all,  perhaps,  the  outward 
man 's  your  work : 

But,  inside  man  ?  —  find  him,  wherever  he  may 
lurk. 

And  where 's  a  tonoh  of  yon  in  his  true  self  ? 

LXXII 

I  wish 

Some  wind  woold  waft  this  way  a  glassy  bub- 
ble-fish 

0'  the  kind  the  sea  inflates,  and  show  you,  once 
detached 

From  wave  ...  or  no,  the  event  is  better  told 
than  watched : 

Still  may  the  thing  float  free,  globose  and  opal- 
ine 

All  over,  save  where  just  the  amethysts  com- 
bine 

To  blue  theb  best,  rim-round  tlie  sea-flower 
with  a  tinge 

Earth's  violet  never  knew !  Well,  *neath  that 
eem-tipped  fringe, 

A  beaa  lurn — of  a  kind — that  acts  as  stom- 
ach too: 

Then  oomes  the  emptiness  which  out  the  water 
blew 

So  big  and  belly-like,  but,  dry  of  water  drained, 

Withers  away  nine-tenths.  Ah,  but  a  tenth 
remained! 

Thai  was  the  creature's  self :  no  more  akin  to 
sea. 


Poor  rudiraental  head  and  stomach,  you  agree, 
Than  sea  's  akin  to  sun  who  yonder  dips  his 
edge. 

LXXIII 

But  take  the  rill  which  ends  a  race  o'er  yon- 
der ledge 

O'  the  fissured  cliff,  to  find  its  fate  in  smoke 
below ! 

Disengage  that,  and  ask  —  what  news  of  life, 
yon  know 

It  lea,  that  long  lone  way,  through  pasture, 
plain  and  waste  ? 

All 's  gone  to  give  the  sea !  no  touch  of  earth, 
no  taste 

Of  air,  reserved  to  tell  how  rushes  used  to 
bring 

The  butterfly  and  bee,  and  fisher-bird  that 's 
king 

O'  the  purple  kind,  about  the  snow-soft  silver- 
sweet 

Infant  of  mist  and  dew;  only  these  atoms  fleet, 

Embittered  evermore,  to  make  the  sea  one 
drop 

More  big  thereby  —  if  thought  keep  count 
where  sense  must  stop. 

LXXIV 

The  full-blown  ingrate,  mere  recipient  of  the 
brine, 

That  takes  all  and  gives  naught,  is  Man ;  the 
feminine 

Rillet  that,  taking  all  and  giving  naught  in 
turn. 

Goes  headlong  to  her  death  i'  the  sea,  without 
concern^ 

For  the  old  inland  life,  snow-soft  and  silver- 
dear. 

That 's  woman  —  typified  from  Fifine  to  Elvire. 

LXXV 

Then,  how  diverse  the  modes  prescribed  to 

who  would  deal 
With  either  kind  of  creature  I    'T  is  Man,  yon 

seek  to  seal 
Your  very  own?    Resolve,  for  first  step,  to 

discard 
Nine-tenths  of  what  you  are  !    To  make,  you 

must  be  marred,  — 
To  raise  your  race,  must  stoop,  —  to  teach  them 

aught,  must  learn 
Ignorance,  meet  halfway  what  most  you  hope 

to  spurn 
I'  the  sequel.    Change  yourself,  dissimulate  the 

thought 
And  vulgarize  the  word,  and  see  the  deed  be 

brought 
To  look  like  nothii^r  done  with  any  such  intent 
As  teach  men  —  though  perchance  it  teach,  by 

accident ! 
So  may  you  master  men :  assured  that  if  you 

snow 
One  point  of  mastery,  departure  from  the  low 
And  level,  —  head  or  heart-revolt  at  long  dis- 
guise. 
Immurement,  stifling  soul  in  mediocrities,  — 
If  inadvertently  a  gMture,  much  more,  word 
Reveal  the  hunter  no  companion  for  the  herd. 
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His  ohmnoe  of  capture  ^s  gone.  SncoeM  meaoB, 
they  may  snuff, 

Examine,  and  report,  —  a  brother,  anre  enough. 

Disports  him  in  bmte-guise ;  for  skin  is  traly 
skin. 

Horns,  hoofs,  are  hoofs  and  horns,  and  all,  out- 
side and  in. 

Is  veritable  beast,  whom  f eUow-beasts  resigned 

May  follow,  made  a  prize  in  honest  pride,  be- 
hind 

One  of  themselyee  and  not  creation's  upstart 
lord  I 

Well,  there  's  your  prize  i'  the  pound  —  much 
ioy  may  it  afford 

My  Inaian  I  Make  survey  and  tell  me,  -—  was  it 
worth 

You  acted  part  so  well,  went  all-fours  upon 
earth 

The  live-long  day,  brayed,  belled,  and  all  to 
bring  to  pass 

That  stags  should  deign  eat  hay  when  winter 
stints  them  grass  ? 

LXXVI 

So  much  for  men,  and  how  disguise  may  make 
them  mind 

Their  master.  But  you  have  to  deal  with 
womankind  ? 

Abandon  stratagem  for  strategy  I    Cast  quite 

The  vile  disguise  away,  try  truth  dean-opposite 

Such  ereep-and-orawl,  stand  forth  all  man  and, 
might  it  chance. 

Somewhat  of  angel  too  I  —  whatever  inheritance. 

Actual  on  earth,  in  heaven  prospective,  be  your 
boast. 

Lay  claim  to !  Your  best  self  revealed  at  utter- 
most, — 

That  *8  the  wise  way  o'  the  strong  !  And  e*en 
should  falsehood  tempt 

The  weaker  sort  to  swerve,  —  at  least  the  lie  *s 
exempt 

From  slur,  that 's  loathlier  still,  of  aiming  to 
debase 

Rather  than  elevate  its  object.    Mimic  graoe. 

Not  make  deformity  your  mask  !  Be  sick  by 
stealth. 

Nor  traffic  with  disease  —  malingering  in 
health  I 

No  more  of :  ^*  Countrymen,  I  boast  me  one 
like  you  — 

My  lot,  the  common  strength,  the  common 
weakness  too  I 

I  think  the  thoughts  you  think ;  and  if  I  have 
the  knack 

Of  fitting  thoughts  to  words,  you  peradventure 
lack. 

Envy  me  not  the  chance,  yourselves  more  for^ 
tunate! 

Many  the  loaded  ship  self-sunk  through  treas- 
ure freight. 

Many  the  pregnant  brain  brought  never  child 
to  birth, 

Many  the  great  heart  broke  beneath  its  girdle- 
girth  ! 

Be  mine  the  privil^^e  to  supplement  defect. 

Give  dumbness  voice,  and  let  the  laboring  in- 
tellect 

Find  utterance  in  word,  or  possibly  in  deed  I 


What  thouffh  I  seem  to  go  before?  'tisyoatlutt 
lead  I 

I  follow  what  I  see  so  plain  —the  eeneial miii^ 

Projected  pillar-wise,  flame  kindled  by  the 
kind. 

Which  dwarfs  the  unit  — me  t- to  iiMng^fi. 
canoe! 

Halt  you.  I  stop  forthwith^  —  proceed,  I  too  ad- 
vance ! '' 

LXXVII 

Ay,  that  *s  the  way  to  take  with  men  yoa 

wish  to  lead, 
Instruct  and  benemt.    Small  prospect  yon  sue- 

oeed 
With  women  so !    Be  all  that's  gioat  and  good 

and  wise, 
August^  sublime — swell   out   your   frog  the 

right  ox-size  — 
He 's  buoyed  like  a  balloon,  to  soar,  not  buzst, 

you  '11  see ! 
The  more  yon  nrove  yourself,  leas  fear  the 

prize  will  nee 
The  captor.    Here  you  start  after  no  porapov 

Bias 
Who  condescends  be  snared,  with  toaa  of  honi, 

and  brag 
Of  bray,  and  ramp  of  hoof ;  you  have  not  to 

subdue 
The  foe  through  letting  him  imagine  he  anans 

you! 
'T  is  rather  with  .  .  . 

LXXVIII 

Ah,  thanks !  quick  —  where  the  dipping  disk 
Shows  red  against  the  rise  and  fall  o^the  fin ! 

there  frisk 
In  shoal  the  —  porpoises  ?    Dolphins,  they  shall 

and  must 
Cut  through  the  freshening  dear  —  dolphim, 

my  instance  just  I 
'T  is  fable,  therefore  truth :  who  has  to  do  with 

these. 
Needs  never  practice  trick  of  going  hands  and 

knees 
As  beasts  require.    Art  fain  the  fish  to  canti- 

vate? 
Gather  thy  greatness  round,  Arion  I    Stand  in 

state. 
As  when  the  banqueting  thrilled  conseioas  — 

like  a  rose 
Throughout  its  hundred  leaves  at  that  i^tproaeh 

it  knows 
Of  music  in  the  bird  —  while  Corinth  grew  one 

breast 
A^rob  for  song  and   thee;   nay,  Periander 

pressed 
The  Methymnssan  hand,  and  felt  a  king  indeed, 

and  guessed 
How  Phcebus'  self  might  give  that  great  month 

of  the  p^ods 
Such  a  magnificence  of  song  t    The  pillar  nods, 
Rocks  roof,  and  trembles  door,  gigantic,  post 

and  jamb, 
As  harp  and  voice  rend  air  — the  shatteriqg 

dithvramb  I 
So  stand  tJiou,  and  assume  the  robe  that  tingles 

yet 
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With  triamph;  strike  the  harp,  whoee  eyery 
g^olden  fret 

Still  smoulders  with  the  flame,  was  late  at 
fillers'  end  — 

So,  standing  on  the  henoh  o'  the  ship,  let  Toioe 
expend 

Thy  Bom,  singf  unalloyed  by  meaner  mode, 
thine  own. 

The  Orthian  lay ;  then  leap  from  mnsio's  lofty 
throne 

Into  the  lowest  snre:e,  make  fearlessly  thy 
laanch  I 

Whatever  storm  may  threat,  some  dolphin  will 
be  stanch  1 

Whatever  roughness  rage,  some  exquisite  sea- 
thing 

Will  sorely  rise  to  save,  will  bear  —  palpita- 
ting- 
One  proud  humility  of  love  beneath  its  load  — 

Stem  tide,  nart  wave,  till  both  roll  on,  thy 
jewellM  road 

Of  triumph,  and  the  grim  o'  the  gulf  grow 
wonder-white 

I'  the  phosphorescent  wake ;  and  still  the  ex- 
quisite 

Sea-thmg  stems  on,  saves  still,  palpitatingly 
thus. 

Lands  safe  at  length  its  load  of  love  at  Tnnarus, 

True  woman-oreature ! 

LXXIX 

Man  ?    Ah.  would  ^ou  prove  what  power 
Marka  man, — what  fnut  his  tree  may  jrield, 

beyond  the  sour 
And  stinted  crab,  he  calls  love-apple,  which 

remains 
After  you  toil  and  moil  your  utmost,  —  all,  love 

gains 
By  lavishing  manure?  —  try  quite  the  other 

plan! 
And,  to  obtain  the  strong  true  product  of  a 

man. 
Set  him  to  hate  a  little !     Leave  cherishing  his 

root. 
And  mther  prune  his  branch,  nip  off  the  petti- 
est shoot 
Superfluous  on  his  bough  I      I   promise,  you 

shall  learn 
By  what  grace  came  the  goat,  of  all  beasts  else, 

to  earn 
Such  favor  with  the  god  o'  the  grape :   't  was 

only  he 
Who,  browsing  on  its  tops,  first  stung  fertility 
Into  the  stock's  heart,  stayed  much  growth  of 

tendril-twine. 
Some  faintish  flower,  perhaps,  but  gained  the 

indignant  wine, 
Wrath  of  the  red  press  I     Catch  the  puniest  of 

the  kind  — 
Man-animalcule,  starved  bodv,  stunted  mind. 
And,  as  you  nip  the  blotch  'twixt  thumb  and 


finger-nail. 

Admire  how  heaven  above  and  earth  below 
avail 

No  jot  to  soothe  the  mite,  sore  at  God's  prime 
offence 

In  making  mites  at  all,  — coax  from  its  impo- 
tence 


One  virile  drop  of  thought,  or  word,  or  deed,  by 
strain 

To  propagate  for  once  —  which  nature  rendered 
vain. 

Who  lets  first  failure  stay,  yet  cares  not  to  re- 
cord 

Mistake  that  seems  to  cast  opprobrium  on  the 
Lord  I 

Such  were  the  gain  from  love's  best  pains  I 
But  let  the  elf 

Be  touched  with  hate,  because  some  real  man 
^  bears  himself 

Manlike  in  body  and  soul,  and,  since  he  lives, 
must  thwart 

And  furify  and  set  arfiss  this  counterpart 

O'  the  pismire  that's  surprised  to  efferves- 
cence, if, 

By  chance,  black  bottle  come  in  contact  with 
chalk  cliff. 

Acid  with  alkali  I  Then  thrice  the  bulk,  out 
blows 

Our  insect,  does  its  kind,  and  cuckoo-spits  some 
rosel 

LXXX 

No  —  't  is  ungainly  work,  the  ruling  men,  at 

best! 
The   graceful   instinct's   right:    'tis  women 

stand  confessed 
Auxiliary,  the  gain  that  never  goes  Away, 
TidLcs  nothing  and  gives  all :   Elvire,  Fifine, 

*t  is  they  ^ 
Convince,  -*--  iz  little,  much,  no  matter  I  —  one 

degree 
The  more,  at  least,  convince  unreasonable  me 
That  I  am,  anyhow,  a  truth,  though  all  else  seem 
And  be  not:    if  I  dream,  at  least  I  know  I 

dream. 
The  falsity,  beside,  is  fleeting:  I  can  stand 
Still,  and  let  truth  come  back,  —  your  steady- 
ing touch  of  hand 
Assists  me  to  remain  self-centred,  fixed  amid 
All  on  the  move.     Believe  in  me,  at  onee  you 

bid 
Myself  believe  that,  since  one  soul  has  disen- 

Mine  mra  the  shows  of  things,  so  much  is  fact : 
I  waged 

No  foolish  warfare,  then,  with  shades,  myself  a 
shade. 

Here  in  the  world — may  hope  my  pains  will  be 
repaid ! 

How  false  things  are,  I  judge :  how  change- 
able, I  learn : 

When,  where,  and  how  it  is  I  shall  see  truth 
return, 

That  I  expect  to  know,  because  Hfine  knows 
me!  — 

How  much  more,  if  Elvire  1 

LXXXl 

*^  And  why  not,  only  she  ? 
Since  there  can  be  for  each,  one  Best,  no  more, 

such  Best, 
For  body  and  mind  of  him,  abolishes  the  rest 
O'  the  simply  Good  and  Better.     You  please 

select  Elvire 
To  give  you  this  belief  in  truth,  dispel  the  fear 
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Yourself  are,  after  all,  as  false  as  what  Bar- 
rounds  ; 

And  vrhy  not  be  content?  When  we  two 
watched  the  rounds 

The  boatman  made,  'twixt  shoal  and  sandbank, 
yesterday. 

As,  at  dead  slack  of  tide,  he  chose  to  push  his 
way. 

With  oar  and  pole,  across  the  creek,  and  reach 
the  isle 

After  a  world  of  pains— > my  word  provoked 
your  smile, 

Yet  none  the  less  deserved  reply :  *  *T  were 
wiser  wait 

The  turn  o^  the  tide,  and  find  conveyance  for 
his  freight  — 

How  easily  —  within  the  ship  to  purpose 
moored. 

Managed  by  sails,  not  oars  I  But  no,  —  the 
man  's  allured 

B^  liking  for  the  new  and  hard  in  his  exploit  I 

First  come  shall  serve  I  He  makes  —  coura- 
geous and  adroit  — 

The  merest  willow-leaf  of  boat  do  duty,  bear 

His  merchandise  across :  once  over,  needs  he 
care 

If  folk  arrive  by  ship,  six  hours  hence,  fresh 
and  gay  ?  * 

No:  he  scorns  oommonplaoe,  affects  the  un- 
usual way ; 

And  good  Elvire  is  moored,  with  not  a  breath 
to  flap 

The  yards  of  her,  no  lift  of  npple  to  overlap 

Keel,  much  less,  prow.  What  care?  since 
here 's  a  cockle-shell, 

Fifine,  that 's  taut  and  crank,  and  carries  just 
as  well 

Such  seamanship  as  yours ! " 

LXXXII 

Alack,  our  life  is  lent, 
From  first  to  last,  the  whole,  for  this  experi- 
ment 
Of  proving  what  I  say  —  that  we  ourselves  are 

true  I 
I  would  there  were  one  voyage,  and  tJien  no 

more  to  do 
But  tread  the  firm-land,  tempt  the  uncertain 

sea  no  more 
I  would  we  might  dispense  with  change  of 

shore  for  shore  ^ 
To  evidence  our   skill,  demonstrate  —  in    no 

dream 
It  was,  we  tided  o^er  the  trouble  of  the  stream. 
I  would  the  steady  voyage,  and  not  the  fitful 

trip,  — 
Elvire,  and  not  Fifine,  —  might  test  our  sea- 
manship. 
But   why   expend   one's   breath   to  tell  you, 

chai^fe  of  boat 
Means  change  of  tactics  too?     Come  see  the 

same  afloat 
To-morrow,  all  the  change,  new  stowage  fore 

and  aft 
O'  the  cargo;    then,  to   cross   requires   new 

sailoiHsraf 1 1 
To-day,  one  step  from  stem  to  bow  keeps  boat 

in  trim: 


To-morrow,  some  big  stone  —  or  woe  to  boat 

and  him !  — 
Must  ballast  both.    That  man  stands  for  Miad, 

paramount 
Throughout  the  adventure:    ay,  howeW  job 

make  account, 
'T  is  mind  that  navigates,  — skips  over,  twisti 

between 
The  bales  i*  the  boat,  —  now  gives  importaoee 

to  the  mean. 
And  now  abates  the  pride  of  life,  accepts  all 

fact. 
Discards  aJl  fiction,  —  steers  fifine,  and  cries,  i* 

the  act. 
\*  Thou  art  so  bad,  and  vet  so  delicate  a  brown ! 
Wouldst  tell  no  end  of  lies  :    I  talk  to  smile  or 

frown  I 
Wouldst  rob  me:   do  men  blame  a  squirrel, 

lithe  and  sly. 
For  pilfering  the  nut  she  adds  to  hoard  ?   Nor 

I." 
Elvire  is  true,  aa  truth,  honesty's  self,  alack ! 
The  worse  1    too  safe  the  ship,  the  transport 

there  and  back 
Too   certain!    one  may  loll   and   lounge  and 

leave  the  helm. 
Let  wind  and  tide  do  work :   no  fear  that 

waves  overwhelm 
The  steady-going  bark,  as   sore  to  feel  her 

wav 
Blindfold  across,  reach  land,  next  year  as  yes- 
terday! 
How  can  I  bat  suspect,  the  tme  feat  were  to 

slio 
Down  side,  transfer  myself  to  cookle-ahell  from 

ship. 
And  try    if,  trusting   to   sea-traokleasness,  I 

clasB 
With  those  around  whose  breast  grew  oak  and 

triple  brass  : 
Who  dreaded  no  degree  of  death,  but,  with  dry 

eyes. 
Surveyed  the  turgid  main  and  its  mcmstroei- 

ties  — 
And  rendered  futile  so,  the  pradent  Power's 

decree 
Of  separate  earth  and  disassociating  sea ; 
Since,  how  is  it  observed,  if  impious  vessels 

leap 
Acrooi,  and  tempt  a  thing  they  should   not 

touch  —  the  deep  ? 
(See  Horace  to  the  boat,  wherein,  for  Athens 

bound. 
When  Virgil  must  embark — Jove  keep  him 

safe  and  sound  !  — 
The  poet  bade  his  friend  start  on  the  watery 

road, 
Much  reassured  by  this  so  comfortable  ode.) 

LXXXIII 

Then,  never  grudge  my  poor  Fifine  her  com- 
pliment ! 

The  rakish  craft  could  slip  her  moorings  in  the 
tent. 

And,  hoisting  every  stitch  of  spangled  canvas, 
st«er 

Through  divers  rocks  and  shoals,  —  in  fine,  de- 
posit here 
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Tonr  Virgil  of  a  spoiuef  in  Atdoa:  yea,  thrid 
The  mob  of  men,  select  the  special  Tirtue  hid 
In  him,  forsooth,  and  say  —  or  rather,  smile  so 

sweet, 
**  Of  all  the  multitude,  yon  —  I  prefer  to  cheat  I 
Are  yon  for  Athens  bound  ?    I  can  perform  the 

trip. 
Shove  little  pinnace  o£P,    while  yon  superior 

ship. 
The  Elvire,  refits  in  port  I  "    So,  off  we  push 

from  beach 
Of  Pomic  town,  and  lo,  ere  eye  can  wink,  we 

reach 
The  Long  Walls,  and  I  prove  that  Athens  is  no 

dream, 
For  there^  the  temples  rise  I   they   are,  they 

nowise  seem  I 
Earth  is  not  all  one  lie,  this  truth  attests  me 

true  I 
Thanks  therefore  to  Fifine  I    Elvire,  I  *m  back 

with  you ! 
Share  in  the  memories!    Embark  I  trust  we 

shall 
Together  some  fine  day,  and  so,  for  good  and 

Bid  Pomic  Town  adieu,  —  then,  just  the  strait 

to  cross. 
And  we  reach  harbor,  safe,  in  loetephanoe  I 

LXXXIV 

fiow  quicklv  night  comes  I     Lo,  ah*eady  *t  is 

thelana 
Toms  sea-like ;  overcrept  by  gray,  the  plains 

expand, 
Aasume  significance ;    while    ocean   dwindles, 

shrinks 
Into  a  pettier  bound :    its  plash  and  plaint, 

methinks. 
Six  steps  away,  how  both  retire,  as  if  their 

part 
Were  played,  another  force  were  free  to  prove 

her  art. 
Protagonist  in  turn  !    Are  you  unterrified  ?^ 
All  ftuse,  all  fleeting  too  I  And  nowhere  things 

abide. 
And  everywhere  we  strain  that  things  should 

stay,  —  the  one 
Truth,  that  ourselves  are  true  ! 

LXXXV 

A  word,  and  I  have  done. 
Is  it  not  just  our  hate  of  falsehood,  fleeting- 
ness. 
And  the  mere  part,  things  play,  that  constitutes 

express 
The  inmost  charm  of  this  Fifine  and  all  her 

tribe? 
Actors  I    We  also  act,  but  only  they  inscribe 
Tlieir  style  and  title  so,  and  preface,  only  thev. 
Performance  with  **  A  lie  is  all  we  do  or  say. 
Wherein   but   there   can    be   the  attraction. 

Falsehood's  bribe. 
That  wins  so  surely  o'er  to  fifine   and   her 

tribe 
The  liking,  nay  the  love  of  who  hate  Falsehood 

most, 
Except  that  these  alone  of  mankind  make  their 

boast 


''  Franklv,  we  simulate  !  **  To  feign,  means  — 

to  have  grace 
And  so  set  gratitude  I    This  ruler  of  the  race. 
Crowned,  sceptred,  stoled  to  suit,  —  *t  is  not 

that  you  detect 
The  cobbler  in  the  king,  but  that  he  makes 

effect 
By  seeming  the  reverse  of  what  you  know  to 

be 
The  man,  the  mind,  whole  form,  fashion,  and 

qualitv. 
Mistake  his  false  for  true,  one  minute,  —  there  *s 

an  end 
Of  the  admiration  1    Truth,  we  grieve  at   or 

rejoice : 
'T  is  only  falsehood,  plain  in  gesture,  look  and 

voice. 
That  brings    tlie  praise    desired,  since  profit 

comes  thereby. 
The  histrionic  truth  is  in  the  natural  lie. 
Because  the  man  who  wept  the  tears  was,  all 

the  time, 
Happy.enough ;  because  the  other  man,  a-grime 
With  guilt  was,  at  the  least,  as  white  as  1  and 

you; 
Because  the  timid  tyi>e  of  bashful  maidhood, 

who 
Starts  at  her  own  pure  shade,  already  numbers 

seven 
Bom  babes  and,  in  a  month,  will  turn  their 

odd  to  even ; 
Because  the  saucy  prince  would  prove,  could 

you  unfurl 
Some  yards  of  wrap,  a  meek  and  meritorious 

girl  — 
Precisely  as  you  see  success  attuned  by  each 
O'  the  mimes,  do  you  approve,  not  foolishly 

impeach 


pe; 
mi 


The  falsehood  I 

LXXXVI 

That  *s  the  first  o'    the  truths  found  :  all 

thinn,  slow 
Or  quick  r  the  passage,  come  at  last  to  that, 

vou  know  I 
Each  has  a  false  outside,  whereby  a  truth  is 

forced 
To  issue  from  within:    truth,  falsehood,  are 

divorced 
Bv  the  excepted  eye,  at  the  rare  season,  for 
The  hapny  moment.    Life  means  —  learning  to 

abnor 
The  false,  and  love  the  true,  truth  treasured 

snatch  by  snatch. 
Waifs  counted  at  their  worth.    And  when  with 

strays  they  match 
I*  the  particolored  world, — when,  under  foul, 

shines  fair. 
And  truth,  displayed  i'  the  point,  flashes  forth 

everywhere 
I'  the  circle,  manifest  to  soul,  though  hid  from 

sense. 
And  no  obstraction  more  affects   this  confi- 
dence, — 
When  faith  is  ripe  for  sight,  —  why,  reason- 
ably, then 
Comes  the  great  dearing^up.    Wait  threescore 

years  and  ten  I 
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Therefore  I   prize   sta^-pUy,  the   honest 

cheating:  J  thenoe 
The  impulse  pncked,  when  fife  and  drum  bade 

Fair  oommence. 
To  bid  yon  trip  and  skip,  link  arm  in  arm  with 

me, 
Like  husband  and  like  wife,  and  so  together 

OAA 

Wv 

The  tnmbling-troop  arrayed,  the  stroUeis  on 
their  stage 

Drawn  np  and  under  arms,  and  ready  to  en- 
gage. 

And  if  I  started  thence  upon  abstmser 
themes  .  .  . 

Well,  't  was  a  dream,  pricked  too  I 

LXXXVIII 

A  poet  neyer  dreams  : 
We  prose-folk  always  do :  we  miss  the  proper 

duct 
For  thoughts  on  things  unseen,  which  stagnate 

and  obstruct 
The  system,  therefore ;  mind,  sound  in  a  body 


Keeps  thoughts  apart  from  facts,  and  to  one 

flowing  Tein 
Confines  its  sense  of  that  which  is  not,  but 

might  be. 
And  leaves  the  rest  alone.    What  ghosts  do 

poets  see? 
What  demons  fear  ?  what  man  or  thing  misap- 
prehend ? 
Unchecked,  the  channel  ^s  flush,  the  fancy  *s 

free  to  spend 
Its  special  self  aright    in  manner,  time  and 

place. 
Never  believe  that  who  create  the  busy  race 
O'  the  brain,  bring  poetry  to  birth,  such  act 

performed. 
Feel  trouble  them,  the  same,  such  residue  as 

warmed 
My  prosy  blood,  this  mom,  —  intrusive  fancies, 

meant 
For  outbreak  and  escape   by  quite    another 

vent  I 
Whonee  follows  that,  asleep,  my  dreamings  oft 

exceed 
The  bound.    But  you  shall  hear. 

LXXXIX 

I  smoked.    The  webs  o*  the  weed. 
With  many  a  break  i*  the  mesh,  were  floating 

tore-form 
Cupolarwise    above:   chased    thither    by   soft 

warm 
Inflow  of  air  without;    since  I  —  of   mind    to 

muse,  to  clench 
The  gain  of  soul  and  body,  got  by  their  noon- 
day drench 
In  sun  and  sea  — -  had  flung  both  frames  o*  the 

window  wide, 
To  soak  mv  body  still  and  let  soul  soar  beside. 
In  came  the  oountrf  sounds  and  sights  and 

smells  —  that  fine 
Sharp  needle  in  the  nose  from  our  fermenting 

wine! 


In  came  a  dragon-fly  with  whir  and  stir,  then 

out. 
Off  and  away :  in  came,  —  kept  ooming,  nth«, 

—  pout 
Succeeding  smile,  and  takeaway  still  dose  os 

give,  — 
One  loose  long  creeper-branch,  tremblingly  sen- 
sitive 
To  risks,  which  blooms  and  leaves,  — each  kif 

tongue-broad,  each  bloom 
Midfinger-deep,  —  must  run  by  prying  in  the 

room 
Of  one  who  loves  and  grasps  and  ^mils  ssd 

speculates. 
All  so  far  plain  enough  to  sight  and  sense: 

but,  weights. 
Measures  and  numbers,  —  ah,  oonld  one  aipj^j 

such  test 
To  other  visitants  that  came  at  no  request 
Of  who  kept  open  house,  —  to  fancies  manifoU 
From  this  four-cornered  world,  the  memwits 

new  and  old, 
The  antenatal  prime  experience  —  what  know 

The  initiatory  love  preparing  us  to  die  — 
8uch  were  a  crowd  to  count,  a  sight  to  see,  s 

prize 
To  turn  to  profit,  were  but  fleshly  ears  and 

eyes 
Able  to  cope  with  those  o'  the  spirit  I 

xc 

Tnerefbre,  —  snse 
Thought  hankers  after  speech,  while  no  speedi 

mav  evince 
Feeling  like  music,  —  mine,  overburdened  with 

each  gift 
From  every  visitant,  at  last  resolved  to  shift 
Its  burden  to  the  back  of  some  musician  dead 
And  gone,  who  feeling  once  what  I  feel  now, 

instead 
Of  words,  sought  sounds,  and  saved  forever,  in 

the  same, 
Truth  that  escapes  prose,  —  nay,  pats  poetry  to 

shame. 
I  read  the  note,  I  strike  the  key,  I  bid  record 
The  instrument,  —  thanks  greet  the  veritable 

word  I 
And  not  in  vain  I  urge  :  "  0  dead  and  gone 

away, 
Assist  who  struggles  yet,  thy  strength  beeome 

my  stay, 
Thy  record  serve  as  well  to  register  —  I  felt 
And  knew  thus  much  of  truth  1     With  me, 

must  knowledge  melt 
Into  surmise  and  doubt  and  disbelief,  unlesB 
Thy  music  reassure  —  I  eave  no  idle  guess. 
But  gained  a  certitude,  I  ^et  may  hardly  keep ! 
What  care  ?  since  round  is  piled  a  monumental 

heap 
Of  music  that  conserves  the  assurance,  thon  as 

well 
Wast  certain  of  the  same !  thou,  master  of  the 

spell, 
Mad*st  moonbeams  marble,  didst  record  what 

other  men 
Feel  only  to  forget  I "  Who  was  it  helped  me, 

then? 
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What  master's  work  first  osaae  rsspOBsiTe  to 

my  call, 
Found  my  eyo,  fixed  my  choice  ? 

xci 

Whj,  Schumami'B  ''  Caraival  '*  I 
Hy  ehoioe  chimed  m,  you  see,  exactly  with  the 

Bonnds 
And  si^ts  of  yeetereTC,  when,  going  on  ray 

ronnds, 
Where  both  roads  join  the  bridge,  I  heard 

aoT08B  the  dusk 
Creak  a  alow  oaraTaii^  and  saw  arrive  the  husk 
O'  the  spice^nut,  which  peeled  off  this  morning, 

and  displayed, 
'Twixt  tree  ana  tree,  a  tent  whence  the  red 

pennon  made 
Its  vivid  reach  for  home  and  ocean^dleness  — 
And  where,  my  heart  surmised,  at  that  same 

moment,  —  yes,  — 
Tugging  her  tricot  on  —  yet  tenderly,  lest  stitch 
Announce  the  crack  of  doom,  reveal  disaster 

which 
Our  Pomic's  modest  stock  of  merceries  in  vain 
Were  ransacked  to  retrieve,  —  there,  cautiously 

a-s  train, 
(^ly  heart  surmised)  must  crouch  in  that  tent's 

comer,  curved 
Like  Spring-month^s  russet  moon,  some  girl  by 

^  fate  reserved 
To  give  me  once  again  the  electric  snap  and 

spark 
Which  prove,  when  finger  finds  out  finger  in 

the  dark 
O'  the  world,  there's  fire  and  life  and  truth 

there,  link  but  hands 
And  pass  the  secret  on.    Lo,  link  by  link,  ex- 
pands 
The  circle,  lengthens  out  the  chain,  till  one 

embrace 
Of  high  with  low  is  found  uniting*  the  whole 

race, 
Not  simply  yon  and  me  and  our  Fifine,  but  all 
The  world:  the  Fair  expands  into  the  Carni- 
val, 
And  Carnival  again  to  .  .  .  ah,  but  that 's  my 

dream  I 

XCII 

I  somehow  played  the  piece:  remarked  on 

each  old  theme 
P  the  new  dress  :  saw  how  food  o'  the  soul,  the 

stuff  that  s  made 
To  famish  man  with  thought  and  feeling,  is 

purveyed 
Substantially  the  same  from  age  to  age,  with 

change 
Of  the  outside  only  for    successive  feasters, 

Range 
The  banquet-room  o'  the  world,  from  the  dim 

farthest  head 
0'  the  table,  to  its  foot,  for  yon  and  me  be- 
spread, 
This  merrv  room,  we  find  sufficient  fare,  I  trow. 
But,  novel?  Scrape  away  the  sauce  ;  and  taste, 

below, 
The  verity  o'  the  viand,  — you  shall  perceive 

there  went 


To  board-head  just  the  dish  which  other 

ment 
Makes  palatable  now :  guests  came,  sat  dowm 

fell-to. 
Rose  up,  wiped    mouth,  went    way,  — Uved, 

died,  —  and  never  knew 
That  generations  vet  should,  seeking  sustenance, 
Still  mid  the  selnaroe  fare,  with  somewhat  to 

enhance 
Its  flavor,  in  the  kind  of  cooking.  As  with  hates 
And  loves  and  fears  and  hopes,  so  with  what 

emulates 
The  same,  expresses  hates,  loves,  fears,  and 

hopes  in  Art : 
The  forms,  the  themes  —  no  one  without  its 

counterpart 
Ages  ago ;  no  one  but,  mumbled  the  due  time 
I'  the  mouth  of  the  eater,  needs  be  cooked 

again  in  rhyme. 
Dished  up  anew  m  paint,  sauce-smothered  fresh 

in  sound. 
To  suit  the  wisdom-tooth,  just  cut,  of  the  age, 

that 's  found 
With  gums  obtuse  to  gust  and  smack  whiek 

relished  so 
The  meat  o'  the  meal  folk  made  some  fifty 

yean  ago. 
But  don't  suppose  the  new  was  able  to  efface 
The  old  without   a  struggle,  a  pang  I     The 

oommonplace 
Still  dung  about  his  heart,  long  after  all  the  rest 
O'  the  natural  man,  at  eye  and  ear,  was  caught, 

confessed 
The  charm  of  change,  although  wry  lip  and 

wrinkled  nose 
Owned  ancient  virtue  more  conducive  to  repose 
Than  modem  nothings  roused  to  somethings  by 

some  shred 
Of  pungency,  perchance  garlic  in  amber's  stead. 
And  so  on,  till  one  day,  another  ^ge,  by  due 
Rotation,  pries,  sniffs,  smacks,  discovers  old  is 

new. 
And  sauce,  our  sires  pronounced  insipid,  proves 

again 
Sole  piquant,  may  resume  its  titillating  reign  -^ 
With  music,  most  of  all  the  arts,  since  change  u 

there 
The  law,  and  not  the  lapse :  the  precious  means 

the  rare. 
And  not  the  absolute  in  all  good  save  surprise. 
So  I  remarked  upon  our  Schumann's  victories 
Over  the  oommonplace,  how  faded  phrase  grew 

fine. 
And  palled  perfection  —  piqued,  up-startled  hy 

that  brine, 
His  pickle  —  bit    the  mouth  and  burnt    the 

tongue  aright. 
Beyond  the  merely  good  no  longer  exouisite  ■: 
Then  took  things  as  1  found,  and  thaiuLcd  with- 
out demur 
The  pretty  piece  —  played  through  that  move- 
ment, you  prefer 
Where  dance  and  shuffle  past, — he  scolding 

while  she  pouts, 
She  canting  while  he  calms,  —  in  these  eternal 

bouts 
Of  age,  the  dog — with  youth,  the  cat  —  by 

rose-festoon 
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Tied  teaungly  enougrh  —  Columbine,  Panteloon : 
She,  toe-tips  and  staccato^  —  legato^  shakes  his 


DOU 

Bnaml 


And  shambles  in  pursuit,  the  senior.  Ft  la 
folU  ! 

Lie  to  him!  get  his  gold  and  pay  its  price! 
begin 

Your  trade  betimes,  nor  wait  till  you  Ve  wed 
Harlequin 

And  need,  at  the  week^s  end,  to  play  the  du- 
teous wife. 

And  swear  tou  still  love  slaps  and  leapings 
more  than  life  I 

Pretty  !  I  say. 

xcrii 

And  BO,  I  somdiow-nohow  played 
The  whole  o'  the  i>retty  piece  ;  and  then  .  .  . 

whatever  weighed 
My  eyes  down,  furlea  the  films  about  my  wits  ? 

supixMe, 
The  moming^bath,  —  the  sweet  monotony  of 

those 
lliree  keys,  flat,  flat  and  flat,  never  a  sharp  at 

all,  — 
Or  else  the  brain's  fatigue,  forced  even  here  to 

fall 
Into  the  same  old  track,  and  recognize  the 

shift 
From  old  to  new,  and  back  to  old  again,  and,  — 

swift 
Or  slow,  no  matter,  —  still  the  certainty  of 

change, 
Conviction  we  shall  find  the  false,  where'er  we 

range. 
In  art  no  less  than  nature :  or  what  if  wrist  were 

numb, 
And   over-tense  the   muscle,  abductor  of  the 

thumb. 
Taxed  by  those  tenths'  and  twelfths'  uncon- 
scionable stretch  ? 
Ilowe'er  it  came  to  pass,  I  soon  was  far  to 

fetch  — 
Gone  off  in  company  with  Music  I 

xciv 

Whither  bound 
Except  for  Venice?    She   it  was,  by  instinct 

found 
Carnival-country    proper,  who  far  below  the 

perch 
Where    I    was    pinnacled,    showed,  opposite, 

Mark's  Church, 
And,  imdemeath,  Mark*s  Square,  with  those 

two  lines  of  street, 
Proctiro^t^-^ides,  each  leading  to  my  feet  — 
Since  from  above  I  gazed,  however  I  got  there. 

xcv 

And  what  I  gazed  upon  was  a  prodigious  Fair, 
Concourse  immense  of  men  and  women,  crowned 

or  casqued, 
Tuibaned  or  tiar'd,  wreathed,  plumed,  hatted 

or  wigged,  but  masked  — 
Ahrajrs  masked,  —  only,  how  ?    No  face-shape, 

beast  or  bird, 
Kay,  fish  and  reptile  even,  but  some  one  had 

preferred. 


From  out  its  frontispieoe,  feathered  or  aeakd 

or  curled. 
To  make  the  vizard  whence  himself  should 

view  the  world. 
And  where  the  world  believed   himself  was 

manifest. 
Yet  when  you  came  to  look,  mixed  up  among 

the  rest 
More  funnily  b^  far,  were  masks  to  imitate 
Humanity's  mishap :  the  wrinkled  brow,  bald 

nate. 
And  rheumy  eyes  of  Age,  peak'd   chin  and 

fMarohment  chap, 
Were  signs  of  dav-work  done,  and  wage-time 

near,  —  mishap 
Merely ;  but,  Age  rrauced  to  simple  greed  and 

guile, 
Worn  apathetic  else  as  some  smooth  slab,  ere- 

while 
A  clear-cut  man-at-arms  i'  the  pavement,  till 

foot's  tread 
Effaced  the  sculpture,  left  the  stone  you  saw 

instead,  — 
Was  not  that  terrible  beyond  the  mere  nn- 

oouth? 
Well,  and  perhaps  the  next  revolting  you  was 

Youth, 
Stark  ignorance  and  crude  conceit,  half  smizk, 

half  stare 
On  that  frank  fool-face,  gay  beneath  its  head 

of  hair 
Which  covers  nothing. 

xcvi 

These,  you  are  to  understand. 
Were  the  mere  hard  and  sharp  distinctions. 

On  each  hand, 
I  soon  became  aware,  flocked  the  infinitude 
Of  passions,  loves  and  hates,  man  pampers  till 

his  mood 
Becomes  himself,  the  whole  sole  face  we  name 

him  by. 
Nor  want  denotement  else,  if  age  or   yontii 

supplv 
The  rest  of  him :  old,  young,  —  classed  crea- 
ture :  in  the  main 
A   love,  a   hate,  a  hope,  a   fear,   each    soul 

astrain 
Some  one  way  through  the  flesh  —  the  face,  an 

evidence 
O'  the  soul  at  work  inside  ;  and,  all  the  more 

intense. 
So  much  the  more  grotesque. 

XCVII 

**  Why  should  each  soul  be  tasked 
Some  one  way,  by  one  love  or  else  one  hate  f  " 

I  asked. 
When  it  occurred  to  me,  from  all  these  sights 

beneath 
There  rose  not  any  sound :  a  crowd,  yet  dnmb 

as  death  1 

XCVIII 

Soon  I  knew  why.    (Propose  a  riddle,  and 
't  is  solved 
Forthwith— in   dream!)    They   spoke;    but, 
since  on  me  devolved 
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To  flee,  and  nndentand  by  flight,  —  the  vulgar 

speech 
Might  oe  dispenfled  with.    "  He  who  oaanot 

see,  must  reach 
As  best  he  may  the  tmth  of  men  by  help  of 

words 
They  please  to  speak,  most  fare  at  will  of  who 

affords 
The  banquet/'  — so  I  thought.     ''Who  sees 

not,  hears  and  so 
Gets  to  believe;   myself    it  is   that,   seeing, 

know^ 
And,  knowmg,  ean  dispense  with   voioe  and 

vanity 
Of  speech.    What  hinders  then,  that,  drawing 

closer,  I 
Put  privilege  to  use,  see  and  know  better  still 
These  simmacrtLt  taste  the  profit  of  my  skill, 
Down  in  the  midst  ?  ^' 

xcix 

And  plumb  I  pitched  into  the  sciuare  — 
A  groundling  like  the  rest.    What  think  yon 

happened  there  ? 
Precise  the  contrary  of  what  one  would  expect  I 
For,  —  whereas,  so  much  more  monstrosities 

deflect 
From  nature  and  the  type,  as  you  the  more 

approach 
Their  precinct,  —  here,  I  found  brutality  en- 
croach 
Liess  on  the  human,  lie  the  lightlier  as  I  looked 
The  nearlier  on  these  faces  that  seemed  but 

now  so  crocked 
And  clawed  away  from  QoA^b  prime  purpose. 

They  diverged 
A  little  from  the  type,  but  somehow  rather  urged 
To  pity  than  disfpist :  the  prominent,  before, 
Now  dwindled  mto  mere  distinctness,  nothing 

more. 
Still,  at  fiist  sight,  stood  forth  undoubtedly  the 

fact 
Some  deviation  was:   in    no  one   case  there 

lacked 
The  certain  sign  and  mark,  say  hint,  say,  trick 

of  lip 
Or  twist  of  nose,  that  proved  a  fault  in  work- 
manship. 
Change  in  the  prime  design,  some  hesitancy 

here 
And  there,  which  checked  the  man  and  let 

the  beast  appear ; 
But  that  was  aU. 


All ;  jret  enough  to  bid  each  tonrue 
Lie  in  abeyance  soil.   They  talked,  themselves 

Of    themselves,    to    themselves:    I   saw    the 

months  at  play. 
The  gesture  that  eiuorced,  the  eye  that  strove 

tosiqr 
The  same  thing  as  the  voice,  and  seldom  gained 

its  Doint 
—  That  this  was  so,  I  saw ;  but  all  seemed  out 

of  joint 
r  the  vocal  medium  Hwixt  the  world  and  me. 

I  gained 


Knowledge  bv  notioe,  not  by   giving  ear,— 

attiunea 
To  tmth  by  what  men  seemed,  not  said:  to  me 

one  glance 
Was  worth  whole  histories  of  noisy  uttenmoe, 
—  At  least,  to  me  in  dream. 

CI 

And  presently  I  found 
That,  just  as  ugliness  had  withered,  so  unwound 
Itself,  and  penshed  off,  repugnance  to  what 

wrong 
Might  linger  yet  i'  the  make  of  man.    My  will 

wasstronff 
I*  the  matter ;  I  could  pick  and  choose,  project 

mv  weight : 
(Rememoer  how  we  saw  the  boatman  trim  his 

freight!) 
Determine  to  observe,  or  manage  to  escape. 
Or  make  diver^ocy  assume  another  sluj>e 
By  shift  of  pomt  of  sight  in  me  the  obeerver; 

thus 
Corrected,  added  to,  subtracted  from,  —  di^ 

cuss 
Each  variant  quality,  and  brute-beast  touch 

was  turned 
Into  mankind's  safeguard  !     Force,  guile,  were 

arms  which  earned 
My  praise,  not  blame  at  all :  for  we  must  leam 

to  live. 
Case-hardened    at  all    points,  not    haze  and 

sensitive. 
But  plated   for   defence,  nay,  fnrmshed   for 

attack, 
With  spikes  at  the  due  place,  that  neither  front 

nor  back 
May  suffer  in  that  squeeze  with  nature,  we  find 

—  life. 
Are  we  not  here  to  leam  the  good  of  peace 

through  strife. 
Of  love  through  hate,  and  reach  knowledge  by 

ignorance  ? 
Why,  uiose  are  helps  thereto,  which  late  we 

ejed  askance. 
And  mcknamed  unaware  I    Just  so,  a  sword 

we  call 
Superfluous,  and  cij  out  a|;ainst,  at  festival : 
Wear  it  in  time  of  war,  its  dink  and  clatter 

grate 
O^  the  ear  to  purpose  then  I 

CII 

I  found,  one  must  abate 
One's  scorn  of  the  soul's  casing,  dirtinot  from 

the  soul's  self  — 
Which  is  the  centre-drop :  whereas  the  pride  in 

pelf. 
The  lust  to  seem  the  thing  it  cannot  be,  the 

greed 
For  praise,  and  all  the  rest  seen  outside,— 

these  indeed 
Are  the  hard  polished  cold  crystal  environment 
Of  those  stnuige  orbs  unearthed  i'  the  Druid 

temple,  meant 
For  divination  (so  the  learned  please  to  think) 
Wherein  yon  may  admire  one  dewdrop  roll  and 

wink. 
All  unaffected  by  —  quite  alien  to — what  sealed 
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And  saved  it  long  ago :  though  how  it  got  con* 

gealed 
I  Bhall  not  give  a  goMs,  nor  how,  by  power 

oooalt, 
The  solid  surf  ace-flhield  was  outoome  and  resnlt 
Of  simple  dew  at  work  to  save  itself  amid 
The  unwateiT  force  around;  protected  thus, 

dew  slid 
Safe  through  aU  opposites,  impatient  to  absorb 
Its  spot  of  life,  and  last  forever  in  the  orb 
We,  now,  from  hand  to  hand  pass  with  impunity. 

cm 

And  the    delight  wherewith    I  wateh  this 

crowd  must  be 
Akin  to  that  which  crowns  the  chemist  when  he 

winds 
Thread  np  and  up,  till  clue  be  fairly  dntched, 

—  unbinds 
The  oomiMwite,  ties  fast  the  simi>le  to  its  mate, 
And,  tracing  each  effect  back  to  its  cause,  elate. 
Constructs  in  fancy,  from  the  fewest  priniitiyes. 
The  complex  and  complete,  all  diverse  life,  that 

lives 
Not  only  in  beast,  bird,  fish,  reptile,  insect,  but 
The  very  plants  and  earths  aud  ores.    Just  so 

I  glut 
My  hunger  both  to  be  and  know  the  thing  I  am, 
By  contrast  with  the  thing  I  am  not  ;   so, 

through  sham 
And  outside,  I  arrive  at  inmost  real,  probe 
And  prove  now  the  nude  form  obtained  the 

oheokered  robe. 

CIV 

—  Experience,  I  am  glad  to  master  soon  or 
late, 

Here,  there,  and  everywhere  i'  the  world,  with- 
out debate  1 

Only,  in  Venioe  why  ?  What  reason  for  Mark^s 
Square 

Rather  than  Timbuctoo  ? 

cv 

And  I  became  aware. 
Scarcely  the  word  escaped  my  lips,  that  swift 

ensued 
In  silence  and  bv  stealth,  and  yet  with  certitude, 
A  formidable  change  of  the  amphitheatre 
Which  held  the  Carnival ;  although  the  human 

stir 
Continued  just  the  same  amid  that  shift  of 

scene. 

cvi 

For  as  on  edifioe  of  doud  i'  the  gray  and 

green 
Of  evening, — built  about  some  glory  of  the 

west. 
To  barricade  the  sun's  departure,  —  manifest. 
He  plays,  pre-eminently  gold,  gilds  vapor,  crag 

and  crest 
Which  bend  in  rapt  sospense  above  the  act  and 

deed 
They  duster  round  and  keep  their  very  own, 

nor  heed 
The  world  at  watch ;  while  we,  breathlesdy  at 

the  base 


O'  the  castellated  bulk,  note  mamently  tiis 

maoe 
Of  night  fall  here,  fall  there,  bring  ehaoge  widi 

every  blow. 
Alike  to  sharpened  shaft  and  broadened  portieo 
I*  the  structure  :  heights  and  depths,  benea^ 

the  leaden  stress. 
Crumble  and  mdt  and  mix  tosrether,  ooalesee, 
Re-form,  but  sadder  still,  suboued  yet  moreau 

more 
By  every  fresh  defeat,  till  wearied  eyes  need 

pore 
No  longer  on  the  dull  imjpoverished  deeadenee 
Of  all  that  pomp  of  pile  m  towering  evidence 
So  lately :  — 

cvii 

Even  thus  nor  otherwise,  moseemed 
That  if   I  fixed  my  gaze  awhile  on  what  I 

dreamed 
Was    Venice'    Square,   Mark's    Church,    the 

scheme  was  straight  unschemed, 
A  subtle  something  had  its  way  within  the 

heart 
Of  each  and  every  house  I  watched,  with  oobd* 

terpart 
Of  tremor  through  the  front  and  outward  &ce, 

until 
Mutation  was  at  end  ;  impassive  and  etoek-sdH 
Stood  now  the  andent  house,  grown  —  new,  ii 

scarce  the  phrase. 
Since  older,  in  a  sense,  —  altered  to  •  .  .  whet 

i'  the  ways. 
Ourselves  are  wont  to  see,  ooereed  by  dty,  town, 
Or  village,  anywhere  i'  the  world,  paoe  up  or 

down 
Europe  I    In  all  the  maze,  no  single  tenemeat 
I  saw,  but  I  oould  daim  acquaintance  with. 

cviii 

There  went 
Conviction  to  my  soul,  that  what  I  took  of  late 
For  Venice  was  the  world ;  its  Gamival  — -  the 

state 
Of  mankind,  masquerade  in  life-long  penna- 

nence 
For  all  time,  and  no  one  particular  faast-dagr. 

Whence 
'Twas  easy  to  infer  what  meant  my  late  die- 

gust 
At  the  brute-pageant,  each  grotesque  of  greed 

and  lust 
And  idle  hate,  and  love  as  impotent  for  good-' 
When  from  my  pride  of  place  I  passed  the  ia- 

terlnde 
In  critical  review ;  and  what,  the  wonder  thst 

ensued 
When,  from  such  pinnacled   pre-enoinenee,  I 

found 
Somehow  the  proper  goal  for  wisdom  was  the 

ground 
And  not  the  sky,  —  so,  slid  sagadoudy  betimes 
Down  heaven's  baluster-rope,  to  reach  the  mob 

of  mimes 
And  mummers ;  whereby  came  diaooveiy  there 

was  just 
Enough  and  not  too  much  of  hate,  love,  gieed 

and  lust. 
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Could  one  diBoemingly  but  hold  the  balanoe, 
shift 

The  weight  from  scale  to  scale,  do  jnstioe  to  the 
dnft 

Of  nature,  and  explain  the  irloriee  by  the 
shames 

Mixed  up  in  man,  one  stnff  miscalled  by  differ- 
ent names 

According'  to  what  stage  i'  the  process  tuned 
his  rough, 

Eren  as  I  gazed,  to  smooth — only  get  dose 
enough  I 

—  What  was  all  this  except  the  leason  of  a  life  ? 

cix 

And  —  consequent  upon  the  learning  how  from 
strife 

Grew  peace  —  from  evil,  good  —  came  know- 
ledge that,  to  get 

Acquaintance  with  the  way  o'  the  world,  we 
must  nor  fret 

Nor  fume,  on  altitudes  of  self-snffioienoy. 

But  bid  a  frank  farewell  to  what  —  we  think  — 
should  be. 

And,  with  as  good  a  grace,  welcome  what  is  — 
we  find. 

ex 

Is  —  for  the  hour,  observe !   Since  something 

to  my  mind 
Suggested  soon  the  fancy,  nay,  certitude  that 

change, 
Never  suspending  touch,  oontinned  to  derange 
What  aroliitecturs,  we,  walled  up  within  the 

cirque 
O'  Uie  world,  consider  fixed  as  fate,  not  fairy- 
work. 
For  those  were  temples,  sure,  which  tremblingly 

grew  blank 
From  bright,  then  broke  afresh  in  triumph,  •^ 

ah,  but  sank 
As  soon,  for  liquid  change  through  artery  and 

vain 
O'  the  very  marble  wound  its  way  I  And  first  a 

stain 
Would  startle  and  offend  amid  the  fi^ory ;  next. 
Spot  swift  succeeded  spot,  but  found  me  less 

perplexed 
By  portents ;  then,  as  't  were,  a  sleepiness  soft 

stole 
Over  the  stately  fane,  and  shadow  sucked  the 

whole 
Facade  into  itself,  made  nniformlv  earth 
What  was  a  piece  of  heaven  ;  till,  lo,  a  second 

birthj 
And  the  veil  broke  away  because  of  something 

new 
Inside,  that  pushed  to  gain  an  outlet,  paused  in 

view 
At  laat,  and  proved  a  growth  of  stone  or  brick 

or  wood 
Which,  alien  to  the  aim  o*  the  Builder,  some- 
how stood 
The  test,  could  satisfy,  if  not  the  early  race 
For  whom  he  built,  at  least  our  present  popu* 

lace. 
Who  must  not  bear  the  blame  for  what,  blamed, 

proves  mishap 


Of  the  Artist :  his  work  gone,  another  fills  iha 

Serves  the  prime  purpoae  so.     Undoubtedly 

there  spreads 
Building  around,  above,  which  makes  men  lift 

their  heads 
To  look  at,  or  look  through,  or  look  —  for  aught 

loare  — 
Over :  if  only  up,  it  is,  not  down,  they  stare. 
**  Commercing  with  the  skies,''  and  not  tha 

I>avement  in  the  Square. 

CXI 

But  are  they  only  temples  that  subdivide,  col* 

lapse. 
And  tower  again,  transformed  ?    Academieo, 

perhaps! 
Domes  where  dwells  Learning,  seats  of  Science, 

bower  and  hall 
Which  house  Philosophy  —  do  these,  too,  rise 

and  fall. 
Based    though   foundations   be   on   steadfast 

mother-earth. 
With  no  chimeric  claim  to  supermundane  birtlu 
No  boast  that,  dropped  from  cloud,  they  did 

not  grow  from  ground  ? 
Why,  these  fare  woiat  of  all  I  these  vanish  and 

are  found 
Nowhere,  by  who  tasks  eye  some  twice  withia 

his  term 
Of  threescore  years  and  ten,  for  tidings  what 

each  germ 
Has  burgeoned  out  into,  whereof  the  promise 

stunned 
EBs  ear  with  such  acclaim,  — praise-payment  te 

refund 
The  pnusers,  never  doubt,  some  twice  before 

they  die 
Whose  days  are  long  i'  the  land. 

CXI  I 

Alack,  Philosophy  I 

Despite  the  chop  and  change,  diminished  or  in- 
creased, 

Fatched-up  and  idastered-o'er,  Religion  stands 
at  least 

I'  the  templfr'type.  But  thou  ?  Here  gape  I« 
all  agog 

These  thirty  years,  to  learn  how  tadpole  turns 
tofroir; 

And  thrice  at  least  have  gaxed  with  mild  aston- 
ishment. 

As,  skyward  up  and  up,  some  fire-new  fabric 
sent 

Its  challenge  to  mankind,  that,  clustered  under- 
neath 

To  hear  the  word,  they  straight  believe,  ay,  in 
the  teeth 

O'  the  Past,  clap  hands,  and  hail  triumphant 
Truth's  outbreak  — 

Tadpole-f  rog^theory  proi>ounded  past  mistake ! 

In  vain  I    A  something  ails  the  edifice,  it  bends. 

It  bows,  it  buries  .  .  .  Haste  I  cry  '*  Heads 
below  "  to  friends  — 

But  have  no  fear  they  find,  when  smother  shall 
subside, 

Soma  substitution  perk  with  unabated  pride 

I'  the  predecessor's  place  I 


730 


FIFINE  AT  THE  FAIR 


CXI  II 

No,  — the  one  Toice  which  failed 
Never,    the    preachment^s   ooign   of    vantage 

nothing:  ailed,  — 
That  had  the  luck  to  lodge  i'  the  house  not 

made  with  hands  I 
And  all  it  preached  was  this :   "  Tmth  hnilds 

upon  the  sands, 
Though  stationed  on  a  rook :  and  so  her  work 

decays. 
And  so  she  huilds  afresh,  with  like   result. 

Naueht  stays 
But  just  the  fact  that  Tmth  not  only  is,  but 

fain 
Would  have  men  know  she  needs  must  be,  by 

each  so  i>lain 
Attempt  to  visibly  inhabit  where  ^ey  dwell." 
Her  works  are  work,  while  she  is  she ;  that 

work  does  well 
Which  lasts  mankind  their  lifetime  through, 

and  lets  beUere 
One  generation  more,  that,  though  sand  run 

througrh  sieye, 
Tet  earth  now  reached  is  rook,  and  what  we 

modems  find 
Erected  here  is  Tmth,  who,  'stablished  to  her 

mind 
I^  the  fulness  of  the  days,  will  never  change  in 

show 
More  than  in  substanoe  erst:    men  thought 

they  knew ;  we  know  I 

cxiv 

Do  yon,  my  fpeneration  P  Well,  let  the  blocks 

prove  mist 
I'  the  main  enclosure,  —  church  and  college,  if 

they  list. 
Be  something  for  a  time,  and  everjrthing  anon, 
And  anything  awhile,  as  fit  is  ofF  or  on. 
Till  they  grow  nothing,  soon  to  reappear  no 

less 
As  something,  —  shape  reshaped,  till  out  of 

shapelessness 
Come  shape  again  as  sure  I  no  doubt,  or  round 

or  square 
Or  polygon  its  front,  some  building  will  be 

there. 
Do  duty  in  that  nook  o*  the  wall  o*  the  world 

where  once 
The  Architect  saw  fit  precisely  to  ensconce 
College  or  church,  and  bid  such  bulwark  guard 

the  line 
O^  the  barrier  round  about,  humanity^s  confine. 


cxv 

Leaye  watching  change  at  work  i'  the  greater 
scale,  on  these 

The  main  supports^  and  turn  to  their  interstices 

Filled  np  by  fabrics  too,  less  costly  and  less 
rare, 

Tet  of  importance,  yet  essential  to  the  Fair 

They  help  to  circumscribe,  instruct,  and  regu- 
late ! 

See,  where  each  booth-front  boasts,  in  letters 
small  or  great. 

Its  speciality,  proclaims  its  privilege  to  stop 

A  breach,  beside  the  best  I 


cxvi 

Here  History  keeps  shop, 

Tells  how  past  deeds  were  done,  so  and  not 
otherwise: 

"  Man  !  hold  truth  evermore  I  forget  the  early 
lies ! " 

There  sits  Morality,  demure  behind  her  stall. 

Dealing  out  life  ana  death :  **  This  is  the  tlmig 
to  call 

Right,  and  this  other,  wrong ;  thus  think,  thus 
do,  thus  say. 

Thus  joy,  thus  suffer! — not  to-day  as  yester- 
day- 
Yesterday's  doctrine  dead,  this  only  shall  en- 
dure I 

Obey  its  voice  and  live  I "  —  enjoinB  the  dame 

demure. 

While  Art  gives  flag  to  breeie,  bids  drum  beat, 
trumpet  blow. 

Inviting  eye  and  ear  to  yonder  raree-show. 

Up  goes  the  canvas,  hauled  to  height  of  pole. 
I  think. 

We  know  the  wav  —  long  lost,  late  learned  — 
to  paint !    A  wink 

Of  eye,  and  lo,  the  pose  !  the  statue  on  iti 
plinth ! 

How  could  we  modems  miss  the  heart  o*  the 
labyrinth 

Perversely  all  these  years,  permit  the  Greek 
seclude 

His  secret  till  to-day  ?  Atad  here  *s  another 
feud 

Now  happily  composed:  inspect  this  quartet- 
score  I 

Gkyt  long  past  melody,  no  word  has  Music  more 

To  say  to  mortal  man !    But  »  the  bard  to  be 

Behindhand  ?  Here  *s  his  book,  and  now  per- 
haps you  see 

At  length  what  poetry  can  do ! 

cxvii 

Why,  that 's  stability 
Itself,  that  change  on  change  we  sorrowfully 

saw 
Creep  o*er  the  prouder  piles !     We  aoqnieaeed 

in  law 
When  the  fine  gold  grew  dim  i*  the  temple, 

when  the  brass 
Which   pillared  that  so   brave  abode  where 

Knowledge  was. 
Bowed  and  resigned  the  trust;    but,  bear  all 

this  caprice, 
Harlequinade  where   swift   to  birth  su«!eeds 

decease 
Of  hue  at  every  turn  o*  the  tinsel-flag  whidi 

flames 
While  Art  holds  booth  in  Fair  ?     Such  irlories 

chased  b^  shames 
Like  these,  distract  beyond  the  solemn  and 

august 
Procedure  to  decay,  eyanishment  in  dust,  ^ 
Of  those  marmoreal   domes,  —  above   yioian- 

tude, 
We  used  to  hope  ! 

CXVIII 

"  So,  all  is  change,  in  fine,"  porsned 
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The  preachment  to  a  paoae.     When  —  '*  All  is 

permanence  I  " 
Retnrned  a  voice.     Within?   without?     No 

matter  whence 
The    explanation   came:    for,   understand,    I 

ought 
To  simply  say —  **  I  saw,"  each  thing  I  say  **'  I 

thought." 
Since   ever,   as,  unrolled,  the  strange   scene- 

pietuie  grew 
Before  me,  sight  flashed  first,  though  mental 

comment  too 
Would  follow  in  a  trice,  come  hobhlingly  to 

halt. 

cxix 

So,  what  did  I  see  next  but,  —  much  as  when 

ihe  vault 
r  the  west.  —  wherein  we  watch  the  vapory, 

maniiold 
Transfiguration,  —  tired  turns  blaze  to  black, 

—  behold, 
Peak   reoonoiled  to   base,  dark  ending  feud 

with  bright. 
The  multiform  subsides,  becomes  the  definite.^ 
Contrasting  life  and  strife,  where  battle  they  i* 

the  blank 
Severi^  of  peace  in  death,  for  which  we  thank 
One  wmd  that  comes  to  qneU  the  concourse, 

drive  at  last 
Things  to  a  shape  which  suits  the  close  of  things, 

and  cast 
Palpably  o^er  vexed  earth  heaven^s  mantle  of 

repose  ? 

cxx 

Just  so,  in  Venice'  Square,  that  things  were  at 

the  close 
Was  signalled  to  my  sense ;   for  I  perceived 

arrest 
O*  the  change  all  round  about.    As  if  some  im- 
pulse pressed 
Each  gently  into  each,  what  was  distinctness, 

mte. 
Grew   vague,   and,  line  from  line  no  longer 

separate, 
No  matter  what  its  style,  edifice  .  .  .  shall  I 

say, 
Died  into  edifice  ?    I  find  no  simpler  way 
Of  saying  how,  without  or  dasn  or  shock  or 

trace 
Of  violence,  I  found  unity  in  the  place 
Of  temple,  tower,  —  nay,  hall  and  house  and 

hut,  —  one  blank 
Severity  of   peace  in  death ;    to  which   they 

sank 
Resigned  enough,   till  .  .  .  ah,   conjecture,  I 

beseech. 
What  special  blank  did  they  agree  to,  all  and 

each? 
What  common  shape  was  that  wherein  they 

mutely  merged 
Likes  and  dislikes  of  form,  so  plain  before  ? 

cxxi 

I  urged 
Your  step  this  way,  prolonged  our  path  of  en- 
terprise 


To  where  we  stand  at  last,  in  order  that  your 

eyes 
Might  see  the  very  thing,  and  save  my  tongue 

describe 
llie  Druid  monument  which  fronts  you.   Could 

I  bribe 
Nature  to  come  in  aid,  illustrate  what  I  mean. 
What  wants  there  she  should  lend  to  solemnize 

the  scene  ? 

cxxii 

How  does   it  strike  you,  this  construction 

^unt  and  gray -~ 

Sole  object,  these  piled  stones,  that  gleam  un- 

(|Pound-away 

By  twilight's  hungry  jaw,  which  champs  fine 
111-    .J 
allbemde 

I'  the  solitary  waste  we  grope  through  ?     Oh, 

no  guide 
Need  we  to  grope  our  way  and  reach  the  mon- 
strous door 
Of  granite  I   Take  my  word,  the  deeper  you  ex- 
plore 
That  caverned  passage,  filled  with  fancies  to 

the  brim. 
The  less  will  you  approve  the  adventure  t    such 

a  grim 
Bar-simster  soon  blocks  abrupt  your  path,  and 

ends 
All  with  a  cold  dread  shape,  —  ahsme  whereon 

Learning  spends 
Labor,  and  leaves  the  text  obscurer  for  the 

gloss, 
While  Ignorance  reads  right  —  recoiling  from 

that  CrossI 
Whence   came  the   mass   and   mass,  strange 

quality  of  stone 
Unquarried   anywhere   i'  the   region   round? 

Unknown  I 
Just  as  unknown,  how  such  enormity  could  be 
Conve^ed^  by  land,  or  else  transported  over  sea, 
And  laid  in  order,  so,  precisely  each  on  each. 
As  you  and  I  would  build  a  grotto  where  Uie 

beach 
Sheds  shell  —  to  last  an  hour:    this  building 

lasts  from  age 
To  age  the  same.    But  why  ? 

CXXIII 

Ask  Learning !     I  engage 

Ton  get  a  prosy  wherefore,  shall  help  you  to 
advance  ^ 

In  knowledge  just  as  much  as  helps  you  Igno- 
rance 

Surmising,  m  the  mouth  of  peasant-lad  or  lass, 

**  I  heanlmy  father  say  he  understood  it  was 

A  building,  people  built  as  soon  as  earth  was 
made 

Almost,  because  they  might  forget  (they  were 
afraid) 

Earth  did  not  make  itself,  but  came  of  Some- 
body. 

They  labored  that  their  work  might  last,  and 
show  thereby 

He  stays,  while  we  and  earth,  and  all  things 
oome  and  go. 

Come  whence?  Go  whither.?  That,  when 
oome  and  gone,  we  know 
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Perhaps,  but  not  while  earth  and  all  things 

need  our  best 
Attention :  we  most  wait  and  die  to  know  the 

rest. 
AA,  if  that  'a  true,  what  use  in  setting  up  the 

nile? 
To  make  one  fear  and  hope :  remind  ns,  all  the 

while 
We  oome  and  go,  outside  there  's  Somebody 

that  stays ; 
A  oircumstanoe  which  ought  to  make  us  mind 

our  ways. 
Because,  —  whateyer  end  we  answer  by  this 

life,— 
Next  time,  best  chance  must  be  for  who,  with 

toil  and  strife, 
Manages  now  to  live  most  like  what  he  was 

meant 
Become :  since  who  succeeds  so  far,  't  is  evi- 
dent. 
Stands  foremost  on  the  file  ;  who  fails,  has  less 

to  hope 
From  new  promotion.    That 's  the  rule  —  with 

even  a  rope 
Of  mushrooms,  like  this  rope  I  dangle  I  those 

that  grew 
Greatest  and  roundest,  all  in  life  they  had  to 

do, 
Gain  a  reward,  a  grace  they  never  dreamed,  I 

think; 
Since,  outside  white  as  milk  and  inside  black  as 

ink, 
They  go  to  the  Gh^at  House  to  make  a  dainty 


go  tc 
dish 


For  Don  and  Donna ;  while  this  baaket-load,  I 
wish 

Well  off  my  arm,  it  breaks,  —  no  starveling  of 
the  heap 

But  had  his  snare  of  dew,  his  proper  leng^th  of 
sleep 

I*  the  sunshine :  yet,  of  all,  the  outcome  is  — 
this  queer 

Cribbed  quantity  of  dwarfii  which  burden  baa- 
ket  here 

Tin  I  reach  home ;  't  ia  there  that,  having  ran 
their  ri^, 

They  end  their  earthly  raoe,  ajre  flung  as  food 
for  pigs. 

Any  more  use  I  see  ?  Well,  yon  most  know, 
there  lies 

Something,  the  Cur^  says,  that  points  to  myste- 
ries 

Above  our  grasp :  a  huge  stone  pillar,  onoe  up- 
right, 

Kow  laid  at  length,  half-lost  —  discreetly  shun- 
ning sight 

I'  the  buan  and  brier,  because  of  stories  in  the 
air —  ^ 

Hints  what  it  signified,  and  why  was  stationed 
there,  ^ 

Once  on  a  time.  In  Tain  the  Cnr^  tasked  his 
lungs  — 

Showed,  in  a  preachment,  how,  at  bottom  of  the 
runes 

0'  the  ladder,  Jacob  saw,  where  heavenly  an- 
gels stept 

Up  and  down,  lay  a  stone  which  served  him, 
while  he  slept, 


For  pillow ;  when  he  woke,  he  set  the  ssnie  vp- 

,  right 
As  pillar,  and  a-top  poured  oil :  things  requkits 
To  instruct  posterity,  there  mounts  from  floor 

to  roof, 
A  staircase,  earth  to  heaven ;  and  also  pot  in 

proof. 
When  we  have  scaled  the  sky,  we  well  may  let 

alone 
What  raised  us  from  the  ground,  and  —  pajring 

to  the  stone 
Proper  respect,  of  course  —  take  staff  and  go 

^  our  way. 
Leaving  the  Pagan  night  for  Christian  break  of 

day. 
^  For,*  preached  he,  *'  what  they  dreamed,  these 

Pagans,  wide-awake 
We  Christians  may  behold.    How  strange,  then, 

were  mistake 
Did  anybody  style  the  stone,  —  because  of  drop 
Remaining  there  from  oil  which  Jacob  poured 

art<m,  — 
Itself  the  Gate  of  Heaven,  itself  the  end.  and  not 
The  means  thereto ! '    Thus  preached  tne  Cnr^ 

and  no  jot 
The  more  persuaded  people  but  that,  what  onoe 

a  thing 
Meant  and  had  rijght  to  mean,  it  still  mnst 

mean.    So  ding 
Folk    somehow   to   the   prime    anthoritatave 

speech, 
And  so  distrust  report,  it  seems  as  they  ooold 

reach 
Far  better  the  arch-word,  whereon  their  £ate 

depends. 
Through  rude  charactery,  than  all  the  grace  it 

lends, 
That  lettering  of  your  scribes  I  who  flourish 

pen  apace 
And  ornament  the  text,  they  say  —  we  say, 

efface. 
Hence,  when  the  earth  began  its  life  afresh  in 

May, 
And  fruit-trees  bloomed,  and  waves  would  wan- 
ton, and  the  bay 
Ruffle  its  wealth  of  weed,  and  stranger^irds 

arrive, 
And   beasts   take   each  a  mate, — folk,  too, 

found  sensitive. 
Surmised   the  old  gray  stone  upright  there, 

through  such  tracts 
Of  solitariness  and  silence,  kept  the  facts 
Entrusted  it,  could  deal  out  doctrine,  did  it 

please: 
No  fresh  and  frothy  draught,  but  liquor  on  the 

lees. 
Strong,  savage,  and  sincere :  first  bleedings  from 

a  vine 
Whereof  the  product  now  do  Cur^  so  refine 
To  insipidity,  that,  when  heart  sinks,  we  strive 
And  s^ike  from  tne  old  stone  the  old  restora- 
tive. 
'  Which  is  ? '  —  why,  go  and  ask  our  grandames 

how  they  used 
To  dance  around  it,  till  the  Cur^  disabused 
Their  ignorance,  and  bade  the  parish  in  a  band 
Lay  flat  the  obtrusive  thing  that  cumbered  so 

the  land  1 


FIFINE  AT  THE  FAIR 


733 


And  there,  wotardSatglj,  in  boeli  end  brier  it  — 

'bides 
Its  time  to  rise  again  I '  (so  somebody  derides, 
That 's  pert  from  Paris,)  '  since,  yon  spire,  you 

keepereet 
Tonder,  and  pray  beneath,  is  nothing,  I  suspect, 
But  jnst  the  symbol's  sell,  expressed  in  slate 

for  rook. 
Art's   smooth  for  Nature's  rongh,  new  chip 

from  Uie  old  block  I ' 
There,  sir,  my  say  is  said  I    Thanks,  and  Saint 

QiUe  inorease 
The  wealth  bestowed  so  well !  "  —  wheiewiih 

he  pockets  pieee, 
DofFs  cap,  and   takes   the  road.    I  leave  in 

Learning's  dntoh 
More  money  for  his  book,  but  scarcely  gain  as 

mueh. 

cxxiv 

To  this  it  was,  this  same  primeyal  monument. 

That,  in  mv  dream,  I  saw  onilding  with  build- 
ing blent 

Fall :  each  on  each  they  fast  and  f onnderingly 
went 

Confusion-ward ;  but  thenoe  again  snbeided  fast. 

Became  the  mound  you  see.  Magnificently 
massed 

Indeed,  those  mammoth-stones,  piled  by  the 
Protoplast 

Temple-wise  in  my  dream!  beyond  compare 
with  fanes 

>yhich,  solid-looking  late,  had  left  no  least  re- 


I'  the  bald  and  blank,  now  sole  usurper  of  the 

plains 
Of  heaven,  diversified  and  beautiful  before. 
And  yet  simplicity  appeared  to  speak  no  more 
Nor  leas  to  me  inan  spoke  the  eomponnd.    At 

the  core. 
One  and  no  other  word^  as  in  the  crust  of  late. 
Whispered,  which,  audible  through  the  transi- 

timi-state. 
Was  no  loud  utterance  in  even  the  ultimate 
DiqKMinre.    For  as  some  imperial  chord  sub- 
sists, 
Steadiljr  underlies  the  aooidental  mists 
Of  music  springing  thenoe,  that  ran  their  mazy 

race 
Around,  and  sink,  absorbed,  back  to  the  triad 

So,  out  of  that  one  word,  each  variant  rose  and 

feU 
And  left  the  same  **  All 's  change,  but  perma- 
nence as  well." 
—  Girave  note  whence  —  Ust  aloft  I  —  harmonics 

sonndj  that  mean : 
**  Truth  inside,  and  outside,  truth  also ;  and 

between 
Each,   falsehood   that  is  change,  as  trnih   is 

permanence. 
The  individual  soul  works  through  the  shows 

of  sense 
(Which,  ever  proving  false,  still  promise  to  be 

true) 
Up  to  an  outer  soul  as  individual  too ; 
And,  through  the  fleetii^,  lives  to  die  into  the 

fixed, 


And  reach  at  lens:th  *  God,  man,  or  both  to- 
gether mizea,' 

Transparent  throogh  the  flesh,  by  parts  which 
prove  a  whole. 

By  hints  which  make  the  soul  discernible  by 
soul  — 

Let  only  soul  look  up,  not  down,  not  hate  but 
love, 

As  truth  successively  takes  shape,  one  grade 
above 

Its  last  nresentment,  tempts  as  it  were  truth 
indeed 

Revealed  this  time ;  so  tempts,  till  we  attain  to 
read 

The  siens  aright,  and  learn,  by  failure,  truth  is 
forced 

To  manifest  itself  through  fialsehood ;  whence 
divorced 

Bv  the  excepted  eye,  at  the  rare  season,  for 

The  happy  moment,  truth  instructs  us  to  abhor 

The  faue,  and  prize  the  trae,  obtainable 
thereby. 

Then  do  we  understand  the  value  of  a  lie ; 

Its  ourpose  served,  its  truth  once  sale  deposited, 

Eaon  lie,  superfluous  now,  leaves,  in  the  singer's 
stead. 

The  indubitable  song ;  the  historic  personage 

Put  by,  leaves  jprominent  the  impulse  of  his  age  ; 

Truth  sets  aside  speech,  act,  time,  place,  in- 
deed, but  brings 

Nakedly  forward  now  the  principle  of  things 

Highest  and  least." 

cxxv 

Wherewith  ohange  ends.    What  ohaage  to 

dread 
When,  disengaged  at  last  from  every  veil,  in- 
stead 
Of  type  remains  the  troth  ?  once — falsehood : 

but  anon 
Theosuton  «  broieion  eper  kekramenon^ 
Something  as  true  as  soul  is  true,  though  veils 

between 
Prove  false  and  fleet  away.    As  I  mean,  did  he 

mean. 
The  poet  whose  bird-phrsse  sits,  singing  in  my 

ear 
A  mystery  not  unlike?    What  through  the 

dark  and  drear 
Brought  comfort   to   the   Titan?    Emerging 

from  the  lymph, 
*^  Ood,  man,  or  mixture  "  proved  only  to  be  a 

nymph: 
**From  whom  the  clink  on  dink  of  metal'' 

(money,  judged 
Abundant  in  my  purse)  **  struck  "  (bumped  at, 

till  it  budged) 
*^  The  modestv,  Iter  soul's  habitual  resident " 
(Where  late  tne  sisterhood  were  lively  in  their 

tent) 
**As  out  of  wingM  car"  (that  caravan  on 

wheels) 
**  Impulsivelv  she  rushed,  no  slippers  to  her 

nee  Is, 
And  *^  Fear  not,  friends  we  flock !  "  soft  smiled 

the  sea-Fifine  — 
Primitive  of  the  veils  (if  he  meant  what  I 

mean) 
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The  poet's  Titan  learned  to  lift,  eie  "  Thrae- 
formed  Fate, 

Moirai  Trimorphoi^*^  stood  unmasked  the  Ulti- 
mate. 

cxxvi 

Enough  o'  the  dream !    Yon  see  how  poetry 

turns  prose. 
Announcing  wonder-work,  I  dwindle  at   the 

close 
Down  to  mere  commonplatse  old  facts  which 

eyerybody  knows. 
So    dreammg    disappoints  I    The    fresh    and 

strange  at  first. 
Soon  wears  to  trite  and  tame,  nor  warrants  the 

outburst 
Of  heart  with  which  we  hail  those  heights,  at 

very  brink 
Of  heaven,  whereto  one  least  of  lifts  would  lead, 

we  think. 
But  wherefrom   quick   decline   conducts   our 

step,  we  find. 
To  homely  earth,  old  facts  familiar  left  behind. 
IMd   not   this   monument,  for   instance,  long 

a^ 
Say  all  it  had  to  say,  show  all  it  had  to  show. 
Nor  promise  to  do  duty  more  in  dream  ? 

CXXVH 

Awaking  so. 
What  if  we,  homeward-bound,  all  peace  and 

some  fatigue. 
Trudge,  soberly  complete  our  tramp  of  near  a 

league. 
Last  little  mile  which  makes  the  oirouit  just, 

Elvire  ? 
We  end  where  we  began :  ihat  consequence  is 

clear. 
All  peace  and  some  fatigue,  wherever  we  were 

nursed 
To  life,  we  bosom  us  on  death,  find  last  is  first 
And  thenceforth  final  too. 

CXXVIII 

"Why  final?    Why  the  more 
Worth   credence  now  than  when  such  truth 

proved  false  before  ?  " 
Because  a  novel  point  impresses  now :  each  lie 
Redounded  to  the  praise  of  man,  was  victory 
Man's  nature  had  Doth  right  to  get,  and  might 

to  gain. 
And  by  no  means  implied  subnussion  to  the 

reign  ^ 
Of  other  (;^uite  as  real  a  nature,  that  saw  fit 
To  have  its  way  with  man,  not  man  his  way 

with  it. 
This  time,  acknowledgment  and  acquiescence 

quell 
Their  contrary  in  man  ;  promotion  proves  as 

well 
Defeat :  and  Truth,    unlike   the    False   with 

Truth's  outside. 
Neither  plumes  up  his  will  nor  puffs  him  out 

with  pride. 
I  fancy,  there  must  lurk  some  cogency  i'  the 

claim, 
Man,  such  abatement  made,  subnuts  to,  all  the 

same. 


Soul  finds  no   triumph,  here,  to  register  like 

Sense 
With  whom  'tis  ask  and  have, — the  want. 

the  evidence 
That  the  thing  wanted,  soon  or  late,  will  be 

supplied. 
This  indeed^  plumes  up  will ;  this,  sure,  poffii 

out  with  pride, 
When,  reading  records  right,  man's  instincts 

still  attest 
Promotion  comes  to  Sense  becaose  Sense  likes 

it  best; 
For  bodies  sprouted  le^  through  a  desire  to  nm : 
While  hands,  when  han  to  fikh,  got  fii^pers  one 

by  one. 
And   nature,    that 's   onnelf ,  acoommodatiTe 

brings 
To  bear  that,  tired  of  legs  whidi  walk,  we  now 

bud  ^ngB 
Since  of  a  mina  to  fly.    Such  savor  in  the  nose 
Of  Sense  would  stimulate  Soul  sweetly,  I  sup- 
pose. 
Soul  with  its  proper  itch  of  instinct,  prompdi^ 

dear 
To  recognize  soul's  self  soul's  onl^  master  here 
Alike  from  first  to  last.    But  if  time's  nreasnre. 

light's 
Or  rather  dark's  approach,  wrest  thorongUy 

the  rights 
Of  rule  away,  and  bid  the  soul  submissive  bear 
Another  som  than  it  play  master  everywhere 
In  great  and  small,  —  this  time,  I  fancy,  none 

disputes 
There 's  something  in  the  fact  that  such  oon- 

dusion  suits 
Nowise  the  pride  of  man,  nor  yet  chimes  in  with 

attributes 
Conspicuous  in  the  lord  of  nature.    He  reoeiveB 
And  not  demands  —  not  first  likes  faith  and 

then  believes. 

cxxix 

And  as  with  the  last  essence,  so  with  its  first 

faint  type. 
Inconstancy  means  raw,  't  is  faith  alone  means 

ripe 
I'  the  soul  which  runs  its  round :  no  matter  how 

it  range 
From  Helen  to  Fifine,  Elvire  bids  back  the 

change 
To  permanence.    Here,  too,  love  ends  where 

love  began. 
Such  ending  looks  like  law,  because  the  natural 

man 
Inclines  the  other  way,  feeb  lordlier  free  than 

bound. 
Poor  pabulum  for  pride  when  the  first  love  ii 

found 
Last  also  I  and,  so  far  from  realizing  gain, 
Each  step  aside  just  proves  divergency  in  vain. 
The  wanderer  brings  home  no  profit  from  his 

Quest 
Beyond  the  sad  surmise  that  keeping  house 

were  best 
Could   life   begin   anew.    His  problem  posed 

aright 
Was  —  '^From  the  given  point  evdve  the  in* 

finite ! " 
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Not —  **  Spend  thyself  in  space,  endeaToringr  to 

joint 
TogetheFf  and  so   make   infinite,   point   and 

point: 
¥ir  into  one  Eiyiro  a  Faijvfnl  of  Fifines ! '' 
Fifine,  the  foam-flake,  she  :  Elvize,  the  sea's 

self,  means 
Capacity  at  need  to  shower  how  many  such  I 


And  yet  we  left  her  calm  profundity,  to  clutch 

bell,  that, " 
touch. 


Foam-flutter,  bell  on 


«rT      — "        '  — 

bursting  at  a 


Blistered  us  for  our  pains.    But  wise,  we  want 

no  more 
O'  the  fickle  element.    Enough  of  foam  and 

roarl 
Land-locked,  we  live  and  die  henceforth:  for 

here  ^s  the  Yilla  door. 

cxxx 

How   iMillidly   ^ou   pause   o'   the   threshold! 

Hardly  night. 
Which  drapes  tou,  ought  to  make  real  flesh 

and  blood  so  white  ! 
Touch  me,  and  so  appear  alive  to  all  intents  I 
Will   the   saint  vanish   from  the  sinner  that 

repents? 
Suppose  you  are  a  ghost !    A  memory,  a  hope, 
A  tear,  a  conscience !    Quick  1    Give  l>ack  the 

hand  I  grope 
I*  the  dusk  for  I 

cxxxi 

That  is  well.    Our  double  horoscope 

I  cast,  while  you  concur.    Discard  that  simile 

O*  the  fickle  element  I    Elvire  is  land  not  sea  — 

The  solid  land,  the  safe.  All  these  word- 
bubbles  came 

O'  the  sea,  and  bite  like  salt.  The  unlucky 
bath  *8  to  blame. 

This  hand  of  yours  on  heart  of  mine,  no  more 
the  bay 

I  beat,  nor  bask  beneath  the  blue  I  In  Pomic, 
«Hy, 

The  Mayor  shall  catalogue  me  duly  domiciled, 

Contributable,  good-companion  of  the  guild 

And  mystery  ox  marriage.  I  stickle  for  the 
town. 

And  not  this  tower  apart ;  because,  though, 
halfway  down, 

Its  mnllions  wink  o'erwebbed  with  bloomy 
greenness,  yet 

Who  mounts  to  staircase  top  may  tempt  the 
parapet. 

And  sudden  there 's  the  sea  I  No  memories  to 
arouse. 

No  fancies  to  delqde !    Our  honest  civic  house 

Of  the  earth  be  earthy  too  I  —  or  graced  per- 
chance with  shell 

Made  prize  of  long  ago,  picked  haply  where 
the  swell 

Menaced  a  little  once  —  or  seaweed-branch  that 
yet 

Dampens  and  softens,  notes  a  freak  of  wind,  a 
fret 

Of  wave :  though,  why  on  earth  should  sea- 
change  mend  or  mar 

The  calm  contemplative  householders  that  we 
are? 


So  shall  the  seasons  fieet,  while  our  two  selves 
abide : 

E'en  past  astonishment  how  sunrise  and  spring- 
tide 

Gould  tempt  one  forth  to  swim  ;  the  more  if 
time  appoints 

That  swimming  grow  a  task  for  one's  rheu- 
matic joints. 

Such  honest  civic  house,  behold,  I  constitute 

Our  villa !  Be  but  flesh  and  blood,  and  smile 
to  boot ! 

Enter  for  good  and  all !  then  fate  bolt  fast 
the  door. 

Shut  you  and  me  inside,  never  to  wander 
more! 

CXXXII 

Only,  —  yon  do  not  use  to  apprehend  attack  I 
No  doubt,  the  way  I  march,  one  idle  arm, 

thrown  slack 
Behind  me,  leaves  the  open  hand  defenceless  at 

the  back, 
Should  an  impertinent  on  tiptoe  steal,  and  stuff 
—  Whatever  can  it  be  ?    A  letter  sure  enough, 
Pushed  betwixt  palm  and  glove !    That  largess 

of  a  franc  r 
Perhaps   inconsciously,  —  to   better  help   the 

olank 
0'  the  nest,  her  tambourine,  and,  laying  egg, 

persuade 
A  family  to  follow,  the  nest-egg  that  I  laid^ 
May  have  contained  —  but  just  to  foil  suspicious 

folk  — 
Between   two   silver  whites  a  yellow  double 

yolk! 
Oh,  threaten  no  farewell!  five  minutes  shall 

sufi[ice 
To  clear  the  matter  up.    I  go,  and  in  a  trice  ^ 
Return  ;  five  minutes  past,  expect  me  !    If  in 

vain  — 
Why,  slip  from  flesh  and  blood,  and  play  the 

ghost  again ! 


EPILOGUE 

THE  HOUSEHOLDER 

Savage  I  was  sitting  in  ray  house,  late,  lone  : 

Dreary,  weary  with  the  long^  day's  work : 
Head  of  me,  heart  of  me,  stupid  as  a  stone : 

Tongue-tied  now,  now  blaspheming   like   a 
Turk; 
When,  in  a  moment,  just  a  knock,  call,  cry,  ^ 

Hidt  a  pang  and  lul  a  rapture,  there  again 
were  we !  — 
'*  What,  and  is  it  reallv  you  again  ?  "  onoth  I : 

**  I  ^^pun,  what  else  did  you  expect  ? ''  quoth 

"  Never  mind,  hie  away  from  this  old  house  — 
Every  crumbling  brick  embrowned  with  sin 
and  shame! 
Quick,  in  its  comers  ere  certain  shapes  arouse  I 
Let  them  —  every  devil  of  the  night— lay 
claim, 
Make  and  mend,  or   rap  and  rend,  for  me  1 
Good-by ! 
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God  be  their  guard  from  distnrbanoe  at  their 

glee, 
Till,  crash,  oomes  down  the  oaroaas  in  a  heap  I  *' 

qaoth  I : 
**  Nay,  but   Uiere  's  a  decency  required !  " 

quoth  &)he. 


(4 


Ah,  but  if  yon  knew  how  time  has  dragged, 

days,  nights ! 
All  the  neighbor-talk  with  man  and  maid  — 

such  men ! 
All   the   fuss   and   trouble   of   stzeetrsounds, 

window-sights : 
All  the  worry  of  flapping  door  and  ecuoing 

roof ;  and  then. 
All  the  fancies  .  .  .  Who  were  they  had  leave, 

dared  try 
Darker  arts  that  almost  struck  despair  in 

me? 


If  you  knew  but  how  I  dwelt  down  here!'' 
quoth  I : 
**  And  was  I  so  better  off  up  there  ?  '*  qnolk 

She. 


n 


Help  and  get  it  over  I    Reunited  to  kis  wtfe 
(How  draw  up  the  paper  lets   the  panali- 


peopleknow  ?) 
so. 


Lies  M.  or  N,^  departed  from  this  Itfe, 
Dap  the  this  or  that^  month  and  pear  the  so  and 


What  V  the   way  of  final  flourish?    Pnse, 
yerse?    Try  I 
Affliction  sore  long  time  he  bore^  or,  what  is  H 
to  be? 
Till  God  did  olease  to  grant  him  ease,    Doendl'^ 
quoth  I : 
"I  end  with  — Lore  is  all,  and  Death  ia 
naught  1 "  quoth  She. 


RED  COTTON  NIGHT-CAP  COUNTRY 


OR 


TURF  AND  TOWERS 


TO  MISS  THACKERAY 


Tbib  poem,  dated  January  23, 1873,  was  pub- 
lished in  the  early  summer  of  the  same  year. 
Brownii^  had  been  staying  with  his  sister  at 
St.  Aubin,  in  Normandy,  and  there  met  Miss 
Thackeray,  who  was  to  tell  a  tale  of  the  White 
Cotton  Night-cap  Country,  but  a  tragedy  then 
just  coming  to  a  culmination  in  the  courts  sup- 
plied Browning  with  the  more  suggestive  title 
which  he  adopted.    Mr.  Cooke  records :  — 

*^  In  the  poem  as  written  the  names  of  the 
actors  and  places  were  correctly  given,  but 
when  the  poem  was  being  revised  in  proof- 
sheets  they  were  changed  from  prudential 
reasons,  because  the  last  act  in  the  tragedy 
occurred  only  a  brief  period  prior  to  the  writing 
of  the  poem. 


Akd  so,  here  happily  we  meet,  fair  friend  I 
Again  once  more,  as  if  the  yean  rolled  back 
And  this   our   meeting^plaoe  were   just   that 

Rome 
Out  in  the  champaign,  say,  o'er-rioted 
By  verdure,  ravage,  and  gay  winds  that  war 
Against  strong  sunshine  settled  to  his  sleep ; 
Or  on  the  Pans  Boulevard,  might  it  prove, 
You  and  I  came  together  saunteringfy. 


it 


Browning  submitted  the  proof-sheets  of  the 
poem  to  his  friend  Lord  Coleridge,  then  the 
English  Attorney-General,  afterwards  Chief 
Justice,  who  thought  that  a  case  of  libel  mig^t 
lie  for  what  was  said,  however  improbable  such 
action  might  be.  He  acoordingly  changed  the 
names  to  fictitious  ones.  It  was  the  year  f oUow- 
ing  this,  and  the  publication  of  the  poem,  that 
the  appeal  against  the  judgment  in  favor  of  the 
will  of  Mellerio  was  dismissed,  and  the  case 
finally  set  at  rest  in  harmony  with  the  Qondn- 
sion  reached  by  the  poet.*' 

In  the  seoond  edition  of  her  Hand-Book  Bin. 
Orr  gives  the  correct  names,  as  furnished  to  her 
by  Browning  himself.  These  names  will  be 
foond  in  the  notes  at  the  end  of  this  volume. 

Bound  for  some  shop-front  in  the  Place  Ven- 

ddme  — 
Gkildsmithy  and  Golconda  mine,  that  makes 
''The    Firm -Miranda"   biased    about    the 

world  — 
Or,  what  if  it  were  London,  where  my  toe 
Trespassed    upon    your    flounce  ?       *'*'  Small 

blame,"  you  smile, 
Seeing  the  Staircase  Party  in  the  Square 
Was  Small   and   Early,  and  you   broke  no 

rib. 
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Kven  as  we  met  where  we  h»Ye  met  so  oft, 
Now  meet  we  on  this  unpretendinff  beach 
Below  the  little  viUa^re :  Httle,  ay ! 
But  pleasant,  may  my  gr^tituae  sab  join  ? 
Meek,  hitherto  un-Munayed  bathing^place. 
Best  loYed  of  seaooast-nookful  Normandy ! 
That,  just   behind  you,  is  mine   own  hired 

house: 
With  right  of  pathway  throoffh  the  field  in 

front, 
No  prejudice  to  all  its  growth  unsheayed 
Of  emerald  luzem  bursting  into  blue. 
Be  sure  I  keep  the  path  that  hugs  the  wall. 
Of  mornings,  as  I  pad  from  door  to  gate  I 
Yon     yellow  —  what    if    not    wild  -  nmstaid 

flower  ?  — 
Of  that,  my  naked  sole  makes  lawful  piiase, 
Braising  the  acrid  aromatios  out, 
Till,  whiEU;  they  preface,  good  salt  sayors  sting 
From,  first,  the  sifted  sands,  then  sands  in  slab. 
Smooth   saye   for   pipy   wreath-work   of   the 

worm: 
(Granite  and  mussel-shell  are  ground  alike 
To  glittering  paste,  —  the  liye  worm  troubles 

yet.) 
Then,  djry  and  moist,  the  yareoh  limit^Une, 
Burnt  cinder-black,  with  brown  uncrumpled 

swathe 
Of  berried  softness,  sea-swoln  thrice  its  size ; 
And,  lo,  the  waye  protrudes  a  lip  at  last, 
And  flecks  my  foot  with  froth,  nor  tempts  in 

yain. 

Sneh  is  Sunt-Rambert,  wilder  yery  much 
Than    Joyeux,    that   famed    Joyous-Gard   of 


yours, 
fi^ 


Some  nye  miles  farther  down ;  much  homelier 
too  — 

Right  for  me,  —  right  for  you  the  fine  and  fair ! 

Omy,  I  could  endure  a  transfer  —  wrought 

By  angels  famed  still,  through  our  country- 
side. 

For  weights  they  fetched  and  carried  in  old 
time 

When  nothing  like  the  need  was — transfer, 
just 

Of  Joyeux  church,  exchanged  for  yonder  prig, 

Oar  Diand-new  stone  cream-colored  master- 
piece. 

Well  —  and  you  know,  and  not  since  this  one 

year. 
The  auiet  seaside  country  ?    So  do  I : 
Who  like  it,  in  a  manner,  just  because 
Nothing  is  prominently  likable 
To  yul^w  eye  without  a  soal  behind. 
Which,  breaking  surface,  brings  before  the  bidl 
Of  sight,  a  beaaty  buried  every  where. 
If  we  have  souls,  know  how  to  see  and  use. 
One  place  performs,  like  any  other  place. 
The  proper  service  every  place  on  earth 
Was  framed  to  fumbh  roan  with:   serves  alike 
To  give  him  note  that,  through  the  place  he 

sees, 
A  place  is  signified  he  never  saw. 
But,  if  he  lack  not  soul,  may  learn  to  know. 
Earth's  ugliest  walled  and  ceiled  imprisonment 
May  suffer,  through  its  single  rent  in  roof. 


Admittanoe  of  a  cataract  of  light 

Beyond   attainment   through   earth's   palaoe- 

panes 
Finholed  athwart  their  windowed  filigree 
By  twinklings  sobered  from  the  sun  outside. 
Doubtless  the  High  Street  of  our  village  here 
Imposes  hardly  as  Rome's  Corao  could  : 
And  our  projected  race  for  sailing^boats^ 
Next  Sunday,  when  we  celebrate  our  Saint, 
Falls  ver^  short  of  that  attractiveness. 
That  artistry  in  festive  snectaole, 
Paris  ensures  ^on  when  sne  welcomes  back 
(When  shall  it  be  ?)  the  Assembly  from  Ver- 
sailles ; 
While  the  best  fashion  and  intelligence 
Collected  at  Uie  counter  of  our  Mayor 
(Dry-goods  he  de^ls  in,  grocery  beside) 
What  time  the  poet-bag  brings  the  news  from 

Vire,- 
I   fear   me  much,  it  scarce   would   hold  its 

own, 
That  circle,  that  assorted  sense  and  wit, 
With  Five-o'clock  Tea  in  a  house  we  know. 

Still,  't  is  the  check  that  gives  the  leap  its  lift. 

The  nullity  of  cultivated  souls. 

Even  advantaged  by  their  news  from  Vire, 

Only  conduces  to  enforce  the  truth 

That,  thirty  paces  off,  this  natural  blue 

Broods  o'er  a  bag  of  secrets,  all  unbroached. 

Beneath  the  bosom  of  the  placid  deep. 

Since  first  the  Post  Director  sealed  tnem  cafe ; 

And  f onnidable  I  perceive  this  fact  — 

Little  Saint-Rambert  touches  the  great  sea. 

From  London,  Paris,  Rome,  where  men  are 

men. 
Not  mice,  and  mice  not  Mayors  presumably, 
Thousrht  scarce  may  leap  so  fast,  alight  so  far. 
But  this  is  a  pretence,  you  understand. 
Disparagement  in  play,  to  parry  thrust 
Of  possible  objector :  nuUitv 
And  ugliness,  the  taunt  be  nis,  not  mine 
Nor  yours,  —  I  think  we  know  the  world  too 

weUI 
Did  you  walk  hither,  jog  it  by  the  plain. 
Or  jaunt  it  by  the  highway,  braving  bruise 
From  springless  and  uncushioned  vehicle  ? 
Much,  was  there  not,  in  place  and  people  both. 
To  lend  an  eye  to  ?  and  what  eye  like  yours  — 
The  learned  eye  is  still  the  loving  one  1 
Our  land ;  its  ouietude,  productiveness. 
Is  length  and  breadth  of  grain-crop,  meadow- 

KTound, 
Its  orcnards  in  the  pasture,  f  aims  a-field. 
And  hamlets  on  the  road-edge,    naught  you 

missed 
Of  one  and  all  the  sweet  rusticities  I 
From  stalwart  strider  by  the  wagon-side. 
Brightening  the  acre  with  his  purple  blouse, 
To  those  dark-featured  comely  women-folk. 
Healthy  and  tall,  at  work,  and  work  indeed. 
On  every  cottage  doorstep,  plying  brisk 
Bobbins  that  bob  you  laaies  out  such  lace  I 
Oh,  you  observed  I  and  how  that  nimble  play 
Of  finger  formed  the  sole  exception,  bobbed 
The  one  disturbance  to  the  peace  ox  things. 
Where  nobody  esteems  it  worth  his  while. 
If  time  upon  the  clock-face  goes  asleep* 
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To  give  the  rusted  hands  a  helpful  push. 
NolM>dy  lifts  an  energetic  thumb 
And  index  to  remove  some  dead  and  gone 
Notice  whichf  posted  on  the  bam,  repeats 
For  truth  what  two  years'  passage  made  a  lie. 
btill  is  for  sale,  next  June,  that  same  ohfi- 

tean 
With  all  its  immobilities,  —  were  sold 
Duly  next  June  behind  the  last  but  last ; 
Ana,  woe 's  me,  still  placards  the  £mperor 
His  confidence  in  war  he  means  to  wage, 
Ck>d  aiding  and  the  rural  populace. 
No :  rain  and  wind  must  rub  the  r^^s  away 
And  let  the  lazy  land  untroubled  snore. 

Ah,  in  good  truth  ?  and  did  the  drowsihead 
80  suit,  so  soothe  the  leuned  loving  eye. 
That  you  were  minded  to  confer  a  crovm, 
(Does  not  the  poppy  boast  such?) — call  the 

land 
By  one  slow  hither>thither  stretohii^,  fast 
Subsiding^into-slumber  sort  of  name, 
{Symbolic  of  the  place  and  people  too, 
**  White  CoUon  Night-cap  Country  f ' 

lentl 

For  they  do,  all,  dear  women  young  and  old, 
Upon  the  heads  of  them  bear  notably 
Tnis  badge  of  soul  and  body  in  repose ; 
Nor  its  fine  thimble  fifcs  the  aoom-top. 
Keeps  woolly  ward  above  that  ovfd  brown. 
Its  placid  feature,  more  than  muffler  makes 
A  safeguard,  circumvents  intelligence 
In  —  what    shall   evermore    be   named    and 

famed, 
If  happy  nomenclature  au^t  avail, 
''White  Cotton  Night-cap  Country," 

Do  I  hear  — 
Oh,  better,  very  best  of  all  the  news  — 
You  mean  to  catch  and  cage  the  wingM  word. 
And  make  it  breed  and  multiply  at  home 
Till  Norman  idlease  stock  our  England  too  ? 
Normandy  shown  minute  yet  magnified 
In  one  of  those  small  books,  the  truly  great, 
We  never  know  enough,  yet  know  so  well  ? 
How  I  foresee  the  cursive  diamond-dints,  — 
Composite  pen  that  plays  the  pencil  too,  — 
As,  touch  the  page  and  up  the  glamour  goes. 
And  filmily  o^er  grain-crop,  meadow-ground, 
O'er  orchard  in  the  pasture,  farm  a-field. 
And  hamlet  on  the  road-edge,  floats  and  forms 
And  falls,  at  lazy  last  of  all,  the  Can 
That  crowns  the  country  !  we,  awake  outside, 
Farther  than  ever  from  the  imminence 
Of  what  cool  comfort,  what  close  coverture 
Tour  magic,  deftly  weaving,  sliall  surround 
The  unconscious  captive  with.     Be  theirs  to 

drowse 
Trammelled,  and  ours  to  watch  the  trammel- 

triok  I 
Ours  be  it,  as  we  con  the  book  of  books, 
To  wonder  how  is  winking  possible  I 

An  hiul,  ''White  Cotton  Night-cap  Country,*' 

then  I 
And  yet,  as  on  the  beach  you  promise  book,  — 
On  lieach,  mere  razor^dge  '^twizt  earth  and 

sea. 


I  stand  at  such  a  distance  from  the  world 
That 't  is  the  whole  world  which  obtains  regard. 
Rather  thaii  any  part,  thouprh  part  preaiurod 
A  perfect  little  province  in  itself. 
When  wavf are  made  acquaintance  first  tlien- 

with. 
So  standing,  therefore,  on  this  edge  of  things. 
What  if  the  backward  glance  I  gave^  return 
Loaded  with  other  spoils  of  vagrancy 
Than  I  dispatched  it  for,  till  I  proDose 
The  question  —  puzzled  by  the  snaden  store 
Officious  fancy  plumps  beneaUi  my  nose  — 
*'  Which  sort  of  Nig^t-cap.have  you  glorified  ?  * 

Yon  would  be  gracious  to  my  ignorance : 

What  other  Night-cap  than  the  normal  one?— 

Old  honest  guardian  of  man's  head  and  hair 

In  its  elastic  yet  continuous,  soft. 

No  less  persisting^  circumambient  gripe,  — 

Night's  notice,  life  is  respited  from  day  1 

Its  form  and  fashion  vary,  suiting  so 

Each  seasonable  want  of  youth  and  age. 

In  infancy,  the  rosy  naked  ball 

Of  brain,  and  that  faint  golden  fluff  it  bears. 

Are  smothered  from  disaster,  —  nurses  know 

By  what  foam-fabric;   but  when  youth  sae- 

oeeds, 
The  sterling  value  of  the  article 
Discards  aoomment,  cap  is  cap  henoef  orUi 
Unfeathered  by  the  futue  row  on  row. 
Manhood  strains  hard  a  sturdy  stoeking'^tiiff 
O'er  well-deserving  head  and  ears :  the  cone 
Is  tassel-tipt,  oommendably  takes  pride. 
Announcing  workdav  done  and  wages  ponelied. 
And  liberty  obtained  to  sleep,  nay,  snore. 
Unvrise,  he  peradventure  shall  essay 
The  sweets  of  independency  for  once  — 
Waive  ita  advantage  on  his  weddingHught : 
Fool,  only  to  resume  it,  night  the  next. 
And  never  part  comi>anioiiship  again. 
Since,    with  advancing   years,  night's    aolaee 

soon 
Intrudes  upon  the  daybreak  dubious  life 
Persuades  it  to  appear  the  thing  it  is 
Half -sleep;   anid  so,  encroacnii:^  more   and 

more. 
It  lingers  long  past  the  abstemious  meal 
Of  morning,  and,  as  prompt  to  serve,  precedes 
The  supper^ummons,  gruel  grown  a  f  eai^ 
Finally,  when  the  last  sleep  finds  the  eye 
So  tired  it  cannot  even  shut  itself. 
Does  not  a  kind  domestic  hand  unite 
Friend  to  friend,  lid  from  lid  to  part  nc  moie. 
Consigned  idike  to  that  receptacle 
So  bleak  without,  so  warm  and  white  within  f 

**  Night-caps,  night's   comfort  of  the  hnmsD 

race: 
Their  usage  may  be  growing  obsolete. 
Still,  in  the  main,  the  institution  stays. 
And  though  yourself  may  possibly  have  lived, 
And  probably  will  die,  unoignified  — 
The  Never-nighlHsapped  —  more    experienced 

folk 
Langh  you  back  answer — What  should  Night- 
cap be 
Save  Night-cap  pure  and  simple?     Sorts  ci 
such? 
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Take  cotton  for  the  mediiiin,  cast  an  eye 
This  side  to  eomf ort,  hunbswool,  or  the  like, 
That  side  to  frilly  oainbric  oostlineas, 
And  all  betiveen    proves  Night-cap  proper." 

Add 
**"  Fiddle  I "  and  I  confess  the  argument. 

Only,  your  ignoramus  here  a^ain 
Proceeds  as  tardilv  to  recognize 
l>istittotions :  ask  him  what  a  fiddle  means, 
And  "  Just  a  fiddle ''  seems  the  apt  reply. 
Yet,  is  not  there,  while  we  two  pace  the  beach, 
This  blessed  moment,  at  your  Kensington, 
A  special  Fiddle-8how  and  rare  array 
Of  all  the  sorts  were  ever  set  to  cheek, 
'Stablished  on  clavicle,  sawn  bow-hand-wise, 
Or  touched  lute-fashion  and  forefinger-plucked  ? 
I  doubt  not  there  be  duly  catalogued 
Achievements  all  and  some  of  Italy, 
Guamerius,  Straduarius,  —  old  and  new, 
AngusUy  rude,  refined  to  finickiiw, 
This  mammoth  with  his  belly  full  of  blare, 
That  mouse  of  music  —  inch-long  silvery  wheeze. 
And  here  a  specimen  has  effloresced 
Into  the  scroll-head,  there  subsides  supreme. 
And  with  the  tailpiece  satisfies  mankind. 
Why  should  I  speak  of  woods,  grains,  stains 

and  streaks, 
The  topaz  varnish  or  the  ruby  rum  ? 
We  preferably  pause  where  tickets  teach, 
**'  Over  this  sample  would  Gorelli  croon. 
Grieving,  by  minors,  like  the  cushatrdove. 
Most  dulcet  OiRftt  dreamiest  Saraband." 
'*  From  this  did  raganini  comb  the  fierce 
Electric  sparks,  or  to  tenuity 
Pall  forth  the  inmost  wailing  of  the  wire  — 
No  oat-gut  could  swoon  out  so  much  of  soul  I " 

Three  hundred  violin-varieties 

Elzpoeed  to  public  view  I    And  dare  I  doubt 

Some  future  enterprise  shall  give  the  world 

SBite  as  remarkable  a  Night-cap-show  ? 
ethinks,  we,  arm-in-arm,  tiiat  festal  day, 
Paee  the  long  range  of  relics  shrined  ar^ht. 
Framed,  glazed,  each  cushioned  curiosi^. 
And  so  bep^in  to  smile  and  to  inspect : 
**  Pope's  sickly  headniustainment,  damped  with 

dews 
Wrung  from  the  all-unfair  fieht :  such  a  frame  — 
Though  doctor  and  the    devil   helped    tiieir 

best  — 
Fought  such  a  world  that,  waiving  doctor's 

help. 
Had  the  mean  devil  at  its  service  too ! 
Voltaire's  imperial  velvet !  Hogarth  eyed 
The  thumb-nail  record  of  some  alley-pniz. 
Then  chucklingly  clapped  yonder  cosiness 
On  pate,  and  painted  with  true  flesh  and  blood  I 
Poor  hectic  Cow])er's  soothing  sarsnet-stripe ! " 
And  so  we  profit  by  the  oatal<^pie. 
Somehow  our  snule  subsiding  more  and  more, 
TiU  we  decline  into  .  .  .  but  no  1  shut  eyes 
And  hurry  past  the  shame  uncofflned  here. 
The  hangman's  toilet !  If  we  needs  must  trench. 
For  science'  sake  which  craves  completeness 

stiU, 
On  the  sad  confine,  not  the  district's  self. 
The  object  that  shall  close  review  may  be  .  .  . 


Well,  it  is  French,  and  here  are  we  in  France : 

It  is  historic,  and  we  live  to  learn. 

And  try  to  learn  by  reading  story-books. 

It  is  an  incident  of  'Ninety-two, 

And,  twelve  months  since,  the  Commune  had 

the  sway. 
Therefore  resolve  that,  after  all  the  Whites 
Presented  you,  a  solitary  Red 
Shall  pain  us  both,  a  minute  and  no  morel 
Do  not  you  see  poor  Louis  pushed  to  front 
Of  palace-window,  in  persuasion's  name, 
A  spectacle  above  the  nowling  mob 
Who  tasted,  as  it  were,  with  tiger^mack, 
The  ontstart,  the  first  spurt  of  blood  on  brow. 
The  Phrygian  symbol,  tnenew  crown  of  thorns, 
The  Cap  of  Freedom  ?    See  the  feeble  mirth 
At  odds  with  that  half-purpose  to  be  strong 
And  merely  patient  under  misery  ! 
And  note  the  ejaculation,  errouna  so  hard 
Between  his  teeth,  that  oiuy  God  could  hear. 
As  the  lean  paJe  proud  inngnificance 
Wxih.  the  sharp-featured  liver-worried  stare 
Out  of  the  two  {tray  points  that  did  him  stead. 
And  passed  their  eagle-owner  to  the  front 
Better  than  his  molPelbowed  undersize,  — 
The  Corsican  lieutenant  commented, 
**  Had  I  but  one  good  regiment  of  my  own. 
How  soon  should  volleys  to  the  due  amount 
Lay  stiff  upon  the  street-flags  this  canaille  I 
As  for  the  droll  there,  he  that  plays  the  king. 
And  screws  out  smile  with  a  Red  night-cap  on. 
He 's  done  for  1  somebody  must  take  his  puce.  * 
White  Cotton  Night-cap  Country  :  excellent  1 
Why  not  Red  Cotton  Night-cap  Country  too  ? 

**  Why  not  say  swans  are  black  and  blackbirds 

white, 
Because  the  instances  exist  ?  "  you  ask. 
**  Enough  that  white,  not  red,  predominates. 
Is  nonmil,  typical,  in  cleric  phrase 
Quod  semel^  semper^  et  ubique"    Here, 
Appl^nfif  such  a  name  to  such  a  land, 
Especially  you  find  inopportune, 
Impertinent,  my  scruple  whether  white 
Or  red  describes  the  local  color  beet. 
"  Let  be,"  (you  say,)  "  the  universe  at  large 
Supplied  us  with  exceptions  to  the  rule. 
So  manifold,  they  bore  no  passing^by,  — 
Little  Saint-Rambert  has  conserved  at  least 
The  pure  tradition  :  white  from  head  to  heel. 
Where  is  a  hint  of  the  ungracious  hue  ? 
See,  we  have  traversed  with  hop,  step,  and 

jump. 
From  heel  to  head,  the  main-street  in  a  trice. 
Measured  the  garment  (help  my  metaphor !) 
Not  merely  criticised  the  cap,  forsooth  ; 
And  were  you  pricked  by  that  collecting-itch. 
That  pruriency  for  writing  o'er  your  reds, 
*"  Rare,  rarer,  rarest,  not  rare  but  unique,'  -^ 
The  shelf,  Saint-Rambert,  of  your  cabinet, 
Unlabelled,  —  virginal,  no  Rahab-thread 
For  blushing  token  of  the  spy's  success,  — 
Would  taunt  with  vacancy,  I  undertake ! 
What,  yonder  is  your  best  apology. 
Pretence  at  most  approach  to  naughtiness. 
Impingement  of  the  ruddy  on  the  blank  ? 
This  is  the  criminal  Saint-Rambertese 
Who  smuggled  in  tobacco,  half-a-pound  \ 
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The  Octroi  found  it  out  and  fined  the  wretch. 
This  other  is  the  culprit  who  dispatched 
A  hare,  he  thou[;ht  a  hed^hog,  (clods  obatmct,) 
Unfurnished  with  Permiaaion  for  the  Chase  1 
As  to  the  womankind  —  renounce  from  those 
The  ho^  of  getting  a  companion-tinge, 
First  faint  touch  promising  ronumtic  fault  I  *' 

Enough  :  there  stands  Red  Cotton  Night-cap 

shelf - 
A  cavern^s  ostentatious  vacancy  — 
My  contribution  to  the  show ;  while  yours  — 
Whites  hew  vour  row  of  p^is  from  every  hedge 
Outside,  and  house  inside  oaint^Rambert  here  — 
We  soon  have  come  to  end  of.    See,  the  church 
With  its  white  steeple  gives    your  challenge 

point. 
Perks  as  it  were  the  night-cap  of  the  town, 
Starohedly  warrants  all  beneath  is  matched 
By  all  above,  one  snowy  innocence  I 

You  put  me  on  my  metUe.    British  maid 
And  ^ritish  man,  suppose  we  have  it  out 
Here  in  the  fields,  decide  the  question  so  ? 
Then,  British  fashion,  shake  hands  hard  again, 
Go  home  together,  friends  the  more  confirmed 
That  one  of  us  —  assuredly  m^lf  — 
Looks  pufiIFy  about  eye,  and  pmk  at  nose  ? 
Which     pink*'  reminds  me  that  the  arduous* 

ness 
We  both  acknowledge  in  the  enterprise. 
Claims,  counts  upon  a  large  and  liberal 
Aoceptance  of  as  good  as  victory 
In  whatsoever  just  escapes  defeat. 
You  must  be  generous,  strain  point,  and  call 
Victory,  any  uie  least  flush  of  pink 
Made  prize  of,  labeJled  scarlet  for  the  nonce  — 
Faintest  pretension  to  be  wrong  and  red 
And  i>ictnresque,  that  varies  by  a  splotch 
The  righteous  flat  of  insipidity. 

Quick  to  the  quest,  then  —  forward,  the  firm 

foot  ! 
Onward,  the  auarry-overtaking  eve  I 
For,  what  is  tnis,  by  way  of  roarcn-tune,  makes 
The  musicalest  buzzing  at  my  ear 
By  reassurance  of  that  promise  old, 
Though  sins  as  scarlet  they  shall  be  as  wool  f 
Whence  —  what  fantastic  hope  do  I  deduce  ? 
I  am  no  Liebig :  when  the  dyer  dyes 
A  texture,  can  the  red  dye  prime  tlie  white  ? 
And  if  we  washed  well,  wrung  the  texture  hard. 
Would  we  arrive,  here,  thare  and  everywhere. 
At  a  fierce  ground  beneath  the  surface  meek  ? 

I  take  the  first  chance,  rub  to  threads  what  rag 
Shall  flutter  snowily  in  sight.     For  see  I 
Already  these  few  yards  upon  the  rise, 
Our  back  to    brave  iSiunt-Rambert,  how  we 

reach 
The  open,  at  a  dozen  steps  or  strides  I 
Turn  round  and  look  about,  a  breathing-while  ! 
Tliere  lie,  outspread  at  eouidistance,  thorpes 
And  villages  and  towns  along  the  coast, 
Distin^ishable,  each  and  all  alike. 
By  white  persistent  Nightcap,  spire  on  spire. 
Take  the  left :  yonder  town  is  —  what  say  you 
If  I  say  *'  Londres  *''  ?    Ay,  the  mother-mouse 


(Reversing  fable,  as  truth  can  and  will) 
Whidi  gave  our  mountain  of  a  London  birth ! 
This  is  the  Conqueror's  oountiy,  bear  na  mimL, 
And  Londree-district  blooms  with  London-ptide. 
Turn  round  ;  La  Roche,  to  right,  where  oysten 

thrive: 
Monlieu  —  the  lighthouse  is  a  telegrapb  ; 
This,  full  in  front,  8aint-Rambert ;  tken  ne- 

ceeds 
Villenenve,  and  Pone  the  Young  with  Pone  the 

Old, 
And  —  ere  fiuth  points  to  Joyenx,  oat  of  eight, 
A  little  nearer  —  oh,  La  RaviaBante ! 


There  now  is  something  like  a  Nigkt^eap  spire. 

Donned  by  no  ordinary  Notre-Dame  I 

For,  one  of  the  three  safety-guards  of  Fraaoe, 

You  front  now.  lady  1    Nothing  interoepts 

The  privilege^  oy  crow-flight,  two  miles  far. 

She  and  her  sisters  Louides  and  La  Saleita 

Are  at  this  moment  hailed  the  cynoeure 

Ot  poor  dear  France,  such  waTss  have  buffeted 

Since  she  eschewed  infallibility 

And  chose  to  steer  by  the  vague  eompanw  boT 

This  same  midsummer  monin,  a  week  ago, 

Was  not  the  memorable  da^  observed 

For  reinstatement  of  the  nusiised  Three 

In  old  supremacy  f orevermore  ? 

Did  not  tne  fmthful  flock  in  pilgrimage 

By  railway,  diligence,  and  steamer  —  nity. 

On  foot  with  staff  ana  scrip,  to  see  the 


Assured  them  ?    And  I  say  beet    sight  was 

here: 
And  nothing  justified  the  rival  Two 
In  their  pretension  to  ec}uality  ; 
Our  folk  laid  out  their  ticket -money  best. 
And  wiseliest,  if  they  walked,  wore  shoe  away; 
Not  who  went  farther  only  to  fare  worse. 
For,  what  was  seen  at  Lourdes  and  La  Salette 
Except  a  couple  of  the  common  onree 
Such  as  all  three  can  boast  of,  any  day  ? 
While  here  it  was,  here  and  by  no  means  there. 
That  the  Pope's  self  sent  two  great  real  gold 

crowns 
As  thick  with  jewelry  as  thick  oonld  stick. 
His  present  to  the  Viigin  and  her  Babe  — 
Provided    for  —  who  knows    not  ?  —  by  that 

fund. 
Count  Alessandro  Sforza^s  l^acr^, 
Which  goes  to  crown  some  \irgm every  year. 
But  this  year,  poor  Pope  was  in  prison-house. 
And  money  had  to  go  zor  something  elae  ; 
And  therefore,   though  their  present  seemed 

the  Pope's, 
The  faithful  of  our  province  raised  the  sum 
Preached  and    prayed   out  of  —  nowise  paras 

alone. 
Gentle  and  simple  paid  m  kind,  not  cash. 
The  most  part:  the  great  lady  gave  her  brooeb, 
The  peasant-girl  J  her  hairpin  ;  ^t  wae  the  roogh 
Blutt  farmer  mainly  who,  —  admonished  weu 
By  wife  to  care  lest  his  new  oolewort-erop 
Stray  sorrowfully  sparse  like  last  year's  seed,  — 
Lugged  from  reluctant  pouch  the  fifty-franc, 
And  had  the  Curb's  hope  that  rain  would 
And  so,  the  sum  in  evidence  at  length. 
Next  step  was  to  obtain  the  donative 
By  the  spontaneous  bounty  of  the  Pope  — 
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No  easy  matter,  smee  his  Holiness 
Had  tamed  a  deaf  ear,  lon^  and  lon^  ago, 
To  maoh  entreaty  on  our  Bishop*s  put, 
Commendable  we  boast.    *^  But  no,"  qnoth  he, 
"  Image  and  momge  needs  mnst  take  their  tnm: 
Here  stand  a  dozen  as  importunate." 
Well,  we  were  patient ;  bnt  the  eup  ran  o'er 
When  — who  was  it  pressed  in  and  took  the 

prize 
But  onr  own  offsetj  set  far  off  indeed 
To  grow  by  help  01  our  especial  name. 
She  of  the  RaTissante  —  in  Martinique  ! 
^*  What  I "  cried  onr  patience  at  the  boilings 

point, 
**  The  daughter  crowned,  the  mother's  head 

goes  bare? 
Bishop  of  Raimbanx  I "  —  that 's  our  diocese  — 
'*  Thou  hast  a  summons  to  repair  to  Rome, 
Be  efficaoioas  at  the  Council  there  : 
Now  is  the  time  or  neyer  I    Right  onr  wrong  I 
Hie  thee  away,  thon  valued  Morillon, 
And  have  the  promise,  thou   who  hast   the 

Totel" 
So  said,  so  done,  so  followed  in  due  course 
(To  out  the  story  short)  this  festiyal, 
This  famous  Twenty-second,  seven  days  since. 

Oh,  but  yon  heard  at  Joyeuz  I    Pilgrimage, 
Goaoourse,  procession  with,  to  head  the  host, 
Cardinal  Mireoourt,  quenching  lesser  lights : 
The  leafy  street*length  through,  decked  end  to 

end 
With  August-strippage,  and  adorned  with  flags, 
That  would  have  waved  right  well  but  that  it 

rained 
Just  this  picked  dav,  by  some  pervermty. 
And  so  were  placed,  on  Mother  and  on  Babe, 
The  pair  of  crowns :  the  Mother's,  you  must 

seel 
MiTi^"*^'^  the  great  Paris  goldsmith,  made 
The  marvel, — he's  a  neighbor:    that's    his 

pork 
Before  yon,  tree-topped  wall  we  walk  toward. 
Hjs  shop  it  was  tnnied  out  the  masterpiece. 
Probably  at  his  own  expenditure ; 
Anyhow,  his  was  the  munificence 
Contributed  the  central  and  supreme 
Splendor  tiiiat  crowns  the  crown   itself.  The 

Stone. 
Not  even  Paris,  ransacked,  could  supply 
That  ^em :  he  had  to  forage  in  New  York, 
This  jeweller,  and  country-gentleman, 
And  most  undoubted  devotee  beside  I 
Worthily  wived,  too :  since  his  wife  it  was 
Bestowed    "  with  friendly   hand" — befitting 

phrase  I 
The  lace  which  trims  the  coronation-robe  — 
Stiff  wear — a  mint  of  wealth  on  the  brocade. 
Do  go  and  see  what  I  saw  ^resterday  I 
Ana,  for  that  matter,  see  m  fancy  still, 
Since  •  •  • 

There  now  I    Even  for  unthankful  me, 
Who  stuck  to  mjr  devotions  at  high-tide 
That  festal  morning,  never  had  a  mind 
To  trudge  the  little  league  and  join  the  crowd  — 
Even  for  me  is  miracle  vouchsafed  1 
How  pointless  proves  the  sneer  at  miracles  I 


As  if,  oonunriwise  to  aU  we  want 

And  reasonably  look  to  find,  they  graced 

Merely  those   graced-before,    grace   helps   no 

whit, 
Unless,  made  whole,  they  need  physician  stilL 
I  —  sceptical  in  every  inch  of  me  — 
Did  I  deserve  that,  from  the  liouid  name 
*''  Miranda,"  —  faceted  as  lovelily 
As   his  own  gift,  the  gem,  — a  shaft  should 

shine, 
Bear  me  along,  another  Abaris, 
Nor  let  me  lifjnt  till,  lo,  the  Red  is  reached. 
And  yonder  lies  in  luminosity  I 

Look,  lady  I  where  I  bade  you  glance  but  now ! 
Next  habitation,  though  two  mues  away,  — 
No  tenement  for  man  or  beast  between,  — 
That,  park  and  domicile,  is  country-seat 
Of  this  same  good  Minuida  I    I  acoept 
The  augury.    Or  there,  or  nowhere  else. 
Will  I  establish  that  a  Ni^ht-cap  gleams 
Of  visionary  Red,  not  White  for  once  I 
*' Heaven,'' saith  the  sage,  '*is  with  us,  here 

inside 
Each  man  : "    *^  Hell  also,"  simpleness  sub- 
joins. 
By  White  and  Red  describing  human  flesh. 


And  yet  as  we  continue,  quicken  pace. 

Approach  the  object  which  determines  me 

Victorious  or  defeated,  more  forlorn 

My  chance  seems,  —  that  is  certainty  at  least. 

Halt  midway,  reconnoitre  !    Either  side 

The  path  we  traverse  (turn  and  see)  stretch 

fields 
Without  a  hedge  :  one  level,  scallop-striped 
With  bands  of  beet  and  turnip  and  luzem. 
Limited  only  by  each  color's  end, 
Shelves  down  —  we  stand  upon  an  eminence  — 
To  where  the  earth-shell  scallops  out  the  sea, 
A  sweep  of  semicircle  ;  and  at  edge  — 
Just  as  the  milk-white  inemstatioiis  stud 
At  intervals  some  shell-extremity. 
So  do  the  little  growths  attract  us  here. 
Towns  with  each  name  I  told  you :  say,  they 

touch 
The  sea,  and  the  sea  them,  and  all  is  said. 
So  sleeps  and  sets  to  slumber  that  broad  blue  I 
The  people  are  as  peaceful  as  the  place. 
This,  that  I  call  **  the  path  "  is  road,  highway ; 
But  has  there  passed  us  by  a  market-cart, 
Man,  woman,  child,  or  dog  to  wag  a  tail  ? 
True,  I  saw  weeders  stooping  in  a  field; 
But  —  formidably  white  the  Cap's  extent  I 

Round  again !    Come,  appearance  promises ! 
The  boundary,  the  park-wall,  ancient  brick, 
Upholds  a  second  wall  of  tree-heads  high 
Which  overlean  its  top,  a  solid  green. 
That  surely  ought  to  shut  in  mysteries ! 
A  jeweller  —  no  unsuggestive  craft  1 
Trade  that  admits  of  much  romance,  indeed. 
For,  whom  bnt  goldsmiths  used  old  monarchs 

pledge 
Regalia  to,  or  seek  a  ransom  from, 
Or  pray  to  furnish  dowry,  at  a  pinch. 
According  to  authentic  story-books  ? 
Why,  such  have  revolutionized  this  land 


742 


RED   COTTON   NIGHT-CAP  COUNTRY 


With  diamond-neoklace-dealing  I  not  to  speak 
Of  families  turned  apeide-do¥m,  because 
The  gay  -wiyes  went  and  pawned  clandestinely 
Jewels,  and  figrured,  till  found  out,  with  paste, 
Or  else  redeemed  them  —  how,  is  horrible .' 
Then  there  are  those  enormous  criminals 
That  love  their  ware  and  cannot  lose  their  love. 
And  murder  you  to  get  your  purchase  back. 
Otliera  go  courting  luter  such  a  stone. 
Make  it  their  mistress,  marry  for  their  wife, 
And  find  out,  some  day,  it  was  false  the  while. 
As  eyer  wife  or  mistress,  man  too  fond 
Has  named  his  Pilgrim,  Hermit,  Ace  of  Hearts. 

Beside  —  what  style  of  edifice  begins 

To  grow  in  sight  at  last  and  top  the  scene  ? 

That  gray  roof,  with  the  range  of  lucames, 

tour 
I  count,  and  that  erection  in  the  midst  — 
Clock-house,  or  chapel-spire,  or  what,  above  ? 
Conventual,  that,  beyond  manorial,  sure ! 
And  reason  good ;  for  Clairvanx,  such  its  name. 
Was  built  of  old  to  be  a  Priory, 
Dependence  on  that  Abbey-for-the-Males 
Our  Conqueror  founded  in  world-famous  Caen, 
And  where  his  body  sought  the  sepulture. 
It  was  not  to  retain  :  you  know  the  tale. 
Such  Priory  was  Clairvanx,  prosperous 
Hundreds  of  years ;  but  notning  lasts  below. 
And  when  the  Red  Cap  pushed  the  Crown  aside, 
The  Priory  became,  like  all  its  peers, 
A  National  Domain :  which,  bought  and  sold 
And  resold,  needs  must  change,  with  ownership. 
Both  outside  show  and  inside  use  ;  at  length 
Tlie  messuage,  three-and-twenty  vears  ago, 
Became  the  purchase  of  rewardea  worth 
Impersonate  in  Father —  I  must  stoop 
To  French  phrase  for  precision's  sake,  I  fear  — 
Father  Miranda,  goldsmith  of  renown : 
By  birth  a  Madriiene,  bv  domicile 
And  sojourning  acceptea  French  at  last. 
His  enei>i:y  it  was  which,  ti'ade  transferred 
To  Paris,  throve  as  with  a  golden  thumb. 
Established  in  the  Place  Venddme.    He  bought 
Not  building  onlv,  but  belongings  far 
And  wide,  at  Gonthier  there,  Monlien,  Ville- 

neuve, 
A  plentiful  estate :  which,  twelve  years  since, 
Passed,  at  the  good  man's  natural  demise. 
To  Son  and  Heir  Miranda  —  Clairvanx  here. 
The  Paris  shop,  the  mansion  —  not  to  say 
Palatial  residence  on  Qnai  Rousseau, 
With  money,  movables,  a  mine  of  wealth  — 
And  young  Ij^once  Miranda  got  it  aU. 

Ah,  but  —  whose  might  the  transformation  be  ? 
Were   you   prepared  for  this,  now  ?    As  we 

talked, 
We  walked,  we  entered  the  half-privacy, 
The  partly-guarded  precinct :  passed  beside 
The  litde  paled-oif  islet,  trees  and  turf. 
Then  found  us  in  the  nudn  ash-avenue 
Under  the  blessing  of  its  branchage-roof : 
Till,  on  emergence,  what  affronts  our  gaze  ? 
Priory  —  Conqueror  —  Abbey-for-the-Males  — 
Hey,  presto,  pass,  who  conjured  all  away  ? 
Look  through  the  rail  work  of  the  gate  :  a  park 
—  Yes,  but  (i  VAnglaise^  as  they  compliment  I 


Orass  like  green  velvet,  gravel-walks  like  eoUi 
Bosses  of  shrubs,  embosomings  of  flowers. 
Lead  you  —  through  sprinkled  trees    cf   tiny 

breed 
Disporting,  within  reach  of  coverture. 
By  some  habitual  aoquieseent  oak 
Or  elm,  that  thinks,  and  lets  the  yonngstan 

laugh  — 
Lead,  lift  at  last  your  soul  that  walks  the  air. 
Up  to  the  house-front,  or  its  back  peorfaaps  — 
Whether  facade  or  no,  one  coqueti^ 
Of  colored  brick  and  carved  stone  !    Stnoeo? 

Well, 
The  daintiness  is  cheery,  that  I  know. 
And  all  the  sportive  fionl  framework  fits 
The  lightsome  purpose  of  the  architect. 
Thoeelucames  which  1  called  conventual,  late. 
Those  are  the  outlets  in  the  mansard-roof ; 
And,  underneath,  what  long  light  elegance 
Of  windows  here  suggests  how  brave  mnde 
Lurk  eyeballed  gems  they  plav  tlie  eyelida  to ! 
Festive  arrangements  look  tnrongh  such,  be 

sure! 
And  now  the  tower  a-top,  I  took  for  dock^s 
Or  bell's  abode,  turns  out  a  ouaint  device. 
Pillared  and  temple-treated  Belvedere  — 
Pavilion  safe  witnin  its  railed-about 
Sublimity  of  area  —  whence  what  stretch. 
Of   sea   and   land,    throughout   tlie    aeaaons^ 

change. 
Must  greet  the  solitary  !    Or  suppose, 
—  If  what  the  husband  likes,  the  wife  likes 

too, — 
The  happv  pair  of  students  cloistered  high. 
Alone  in  April  kiss  when  Spring  arrives ! 
Or  no,  he  mounts  there  bv  himself  to  meet 
Winds,  welcome  wafts  of  sea-smell,  first  ^rhite 

bird 
That  flaps  thus  far  to  taste  the  land  agaiii. 
And  all  the  promise  of  the  youthful  year ; 
Then  he  descends,  unbosoms  straight  his  store 
Of  blessings  in  the  bud,  and  both  embrace. 
Husband  and  wife,  since  earth  is  Paradise, 
And  man  at  peace  with  God.    You  see  it  all  ? 

Let  us  complete  our  survey,  go  right  round 
The  place :  for  here,  it  may  be,  we  surprise 
The  Priory,  —  these  solid  walls,  big  barns. 
Gray  orchard-grounds,  huge  four-eqnare  atoree 

for  stock. 
Betoken  where  the  Church  was  busy  once. 
Soon  must  we  come  uj^on  the  ChapeVs  self. 
No  doubt  next  turn  will  treat  us  to  .  .  .  Aha, 
Again  our  expectation  proves  at  fault ! 
Still  the  bright  graceful  modem  —  not  to  say 
Modish  adornment,  meets  us :  Pare  Anglais^ 
Tree-sprinkle,  shrub-«nbo8sment  as  before. 
See,  the  sun  splits  on  yonder  bauble  woiid 
Of  silvered  glass  oonoentring,  every  side. 
All  the  adjacent  wonder,  made  minute 
And  touched  grotesque  by  ball-eonvexity  I 
Just  so,  a  sense  that  something  is  amiss. 
Something  is  out  of  sorts  in  the  diq^y, 
Affects  us,  past  denial,  ever^here. 
The  right  erection  for  the  Fields,  the  Wood, 
(Fields—  but  Elyaies,  wood  —  but  de  Boulogne) 
Is  peradventure  wrong  for  wood  and  fields 
When  Viie,  not  Paris,  plays  the  Capital. 
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So  may  a  good  man  have  deficient  taste ; 

8inoe  Son  and  Heir  Miranda,  be  it  was 

Who,  six  yean  now  elapsed,  achieyed  the  work 

And  tmly  made  a  wilderness  to  smile. 

Here  did  their  domestioitv  reside, 

A  happy  husband  and  as  happy  wife. 

Till  .  .  .  how  can  I  in  conscience  longer  keep 

My  little  secret  that  the  man  is  dead 

I,  for  artistic  purpose,  talk  about 

As  if  he  liyed  still  ?    No,  these  two  years  now 

Has  he  been  dead.    You  ought  to  sympathize, 

Not  mock  the  sturdy  e£Fort  to  redeem 

My  pledge,  and  wring  yon  out  some  tragedy 

From  eyen  such  a  perfect  commonplace ! 

Suppose  I  boast  the  death  of  such  desert 

My  tn^c  bit  of  Red  ?    Who  contrayenes 

Assertion  that  a  tragedy  exists 

In  any  stoppa^  of  beneyolence, 

Utili^,  devotion  aboye  all  ? 

Benevolent  ?    There  never  was  his  like  : 

For  poverty,  he  had  an  open  hand 

.  .  .  Or   stop  —  I    use  the  wrong   expression 

here  — 
An  open  purse,  then,  ever  at  appeal ; 
So  that  the  unreflecting  rather  taxed 
Profusion  than  penuriousness  in  alms. 
One,  in  his  day  and  generation,  deemed 
Of  use  to  the  eommunity  ?    I  trust, 
Clairvanx  thus  renovated,  regalized, 
Parts  expounded  thus  to  Normandy, 
Answers  that  question.    Was  the  man  devout  ? 
After  a  life  —  one  mere  munificence 
To  Church  and  all  things  churohly,  men  or 

mice, — 
Dying,  his  last  bequeathment  gave  land,  goods, 
Cash,  cTerv  stick  and  stiver,  to  the  Church, 
And  notably  to  that  church  jonder,  that 
Beloved  of  his  soul,  Jja  Ravissante  — 
Wherefrom,  the  latest  of  his  gifts,  the  Stone 
Gratefully  bore  me  as  on  arrow-flash 
To  Clairvanx,  as  I  told  you. 

"  Ay,  to  find 
Your  Red  desiderated  article, 
Wliere  every  scratch  and  scrape  provokes  my 

White 
To  all  the  more  superb  a  prominence  I 
Why,  *t  is  the  story  servea  up  fresh  again  — 
How  it  befell  the  restive  prophet  old 
Who  came  and  tried  to  curse  but  blessed  the 

land. 
Come,  your  last  chance  !  he  dirinherited 
Children :  he  made  his  widow  mourn  too  much 
By  this  endowment  of  the  other  Bride  — 
Nor  understood  that  gold  and  jewelry 
Adorn  her  in  a  fiK^>)e,  not  a  fact. 
You  make  that  White  I  want,  so  yery  white, 
'T  is  I  say  now  —  some  trace  of  Red  shoidd  be 
Somewhere  in  this  Miranda-sanotitude  I  " 

Not  here,  at  all  events,  sweet  mocking  friend  1 
For  he  was  childless;  and  what  heirs  he  had 
Were  an  uncertain  sort  of  Consinry 
Scarce  claiming  kindred  so  as  to  withhold 
The  donor's  purpose  though  fantastical : 
Heirs,  for  that  matter,  wanting  no  increase 
Of  wealth,  since  rich  already  as  himself ; 
Heirs  that  had  taken  trouble  off  his  hands, 


Bought  that  productive  goldsmith-business  he. 
With  abnegation  wise  as  rare,  renounced 
Precisely  at  a  time  of  life  when  youth, 
Ni^h  on  departure,  bids  mid-age  discard 
Life's  other  loves  and  likings  in  a  pack. 
To  keep,  in  lucre,  comfort  worth  them  all. 
This  Cousinry  are  they  who  boast  the  shop 
Of  '*  Firm-Muanda,  London  and  New  York." 
Cousins  are  an  unoonsdonable  kind ; 
But  these  —  pretension  surely  on  their  part 
To  share  inheritance  were  too  absurd  I 

"  Remains  then,  he  dealt  wroittly  by  his  wife. 
Despoiled  her  somehow  by  sucn  testament  ?  " 
Farther  than  ever  from  the  mark,  fair  friend ! 
The  man's  love  for  his  wife  exceeded  bounds 
Rather  than  failed  the  limit.    'T  was  to  live 
Hers  and  hers  only,  to  abolish  earth 
Outside — since  Paris  holds  the  pick  of  earth  — 
He  turned  his  back,  shut  eyes,  stopped  ears,  to 

all 
Delicious  Paris  tem^  her  children  with. 
And  fled  away  to  this  far  solitude  — 
She  peopling  solitude  sufficiently  I 
She,  partner  in  each  heavenward  flight  sublime. 
Was,  with  each  condescension  to  the  ground. 
Duly  associate  also :  hand  in  hand, 
...  Or  side  by  side,  I  say  by  preference  — 
On  every  good  work  sidUngly  they  went. 
Hers  was  the  instigation  —  none  but  she 
Willed  that,  if  death  should  summon  first  her 

lord. 
Though  she,  sad  relict,  must  drag  residue 
Of  days  encumbered  by  this  load  of  wealth— 
(Submitted  to  with  something  of  a  grace 
So  long  as  her  surviving  vigilance 
Might  worthilr  admini^er,  convert 
Wealth  to  Gbd's  glory  and  the  good  of  man. 
Give,  as  in  life,  so  now  in  death,  effect 
To  cherished  purpose) — yet  she  begged  and 

prayed 
That,  when  no  longer  she  could  supervise 
The  House,  it  shoud  beoome  a  Hospital : 
For  the  support  whereof,  lands,  goods,  and 

CMh 

Alike  will  go,  in  hanpyor{|||].dian8hip. 

To  yonder  church.  La  Ravissante :  who  debt 

To  God  and  man  undoubtedly  will  pay. 


**  Not  of  the  world,  your  heroine  I 


»» 


Do  you  know 
I  saw  her  yesterday  —  set  eyes  upon 
The  veritable  personage,  no  dream  ? 
I  in  the  morning  strolled  this  way,  as  oft, 
And  stood  at  entry  of  the  avenue. 
When,  out  from  that  first  garden-gate,  we  gazed 
Upon  and  through,  a  smiul  procession  swept  — 
Madame  Miranda  with  attendants  five. 
First,  of  herself :  she  wore  a  soft  and  white 
Engaging  dress,  with  velvet  stripes  and  squares 
Severely  black,  yet  scarce  discouraging : 
Fresh  Paris-manufacture  t    (Vire's  would  do  ? 
I  doubt  it,  but  confess  my  ignorance.) 
Her  figure  ?  somewhat  small  and  darlingr-like. 
Her  face  ?  well,  singularly  colorless. 
For  first  thing:  which  scarce  suits  a  blonde, 
yon  know. 
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Pretty  you  would  not  call  her :  thoufrh  jwrhaps 

Attaining  to  the  enda  of  prettiness. 

And  somewhat  more,  suppose  enough  of  soul. 

Then  she  is  forty  full :  you  cannot  jud^ 

What  beauty  was  her  portion  at  eighteen, 

The  age  she  married  at.    80,  colorless 

I  stick  to,  and  if  featureless  I  add, 

Your  notion  grows  completer  :  for,  although 

I  noticed  that  her  nose  was  aouiline, 

The  whole  e£Eect  amounts  with  me  to  —  blank  I 

I  never  saw  what  I  could  less  describe. 

The  eyes,  for  instance,  unforgettable 

Which  ought  to  be,  are  out  of  mind  as  sight. 

Yet  is  there  not  conoeiyably  a  face, 

A  set  of  wax-like  features,  blank  at  first, 

Which,  as  you  bendingly  grow  warm  above. 

Begins  to  take  impressment  from  your  breath  ? 

Which,  as  vour  will  itself  were  plaatic  here 

Nor  needea  exercise  of  handicraft. 

From  formless  moulds  itself  to  correspond 

With  all  you  think  and  feel  and  are  —  in  fine 

Grows  a  new  revelation  of  vourself , 

Who  know  now  for  the  nrst  time  what  you 

want  ? 
Here  has  been  something  that  could  wait  awhile. 
Learn  your  requirement,  nor  take  shape  before, 
But,  b^  adopting  it,  make  palpable 
Your  n^ht  to  an  importance  of  your  own, 
Companions  somehow  were  so  slow  to  see  I 
—  Far  delicator  solace  to  conceit 
Than  should  some  absolute  and  final  face. 
Fit  representative  of  soul  inside, 
Summon  you  to  surrender  —  in  no  way 
Your  breath's  impressment,  nor,  in  stranger's 

guise. 
Yourself  —  or  why  of  force  to  challenge  vou  ? 
Why  should  your  soul's  reflection  rule  your 

soul? 
("  You  "  means  not  you,  nor  me,  nor  any  one 
Framed,  for  a  reason  I  shall  keep  suppressed. 
To  rather  want  a  master  than  a  slave : 
The  slavish  still  aspires  to  dominate  1) 
So,  all  I  sav  is,  that  the  face,  to  me 
One  blur  of  blank,  might  flash  significance 
To  who  had  seen  his  soul  reflected  there 
B^  that  symmetric  silvery  phantom-like 
Figure,  with  other  five  processional. 
The   first,  a  black-dre«sed   matron  —  maybe, 

msdd  — 
Mature,  and  dragonish  of  aspect,  — marched ; 
Then  four  came  tripping  in  a  joyous  flock, 
Two  giant  goats  and  two  prodigious  sheep 
Pure  as  the  arctic  fox  that  suits  the  snow. 
Tripped,  trotted,  turned  the  march  to  merri- 
ment. 
But  ambled  at  their  mistress'  heel  —  for  why  ? 
A  rod  of  guidance  marked  the  Chfitelaine, 
And  ever  and  anon  would  sceptre  wave. 
And  silky  subject  leave  meandering. 
Nay,  one  great  naked  sheep-ftice  stopped  to  ask 
Who  was  the  stranger,  snuffed  inquisitive 
My  hand  that  made  acquaintance  with  its  nose. 
Examined  why  the  hand  —  of  man  at  least  — 
Patted  so  lightly,  warmly,  so  like  life  ! 
Are  they  snch  silly  natures  after  idl  ? 
And  thus  accompanied,  the  paled-off  space, 
Isleted  shrubs  and  veraure,  gained  the  group ; 


Till,  as  I  gave  a  furtive  glance,  and  saw 

Her  back^iair  was  a  block  of  solid  gold. 

The   gate  shut  out  my  harmless  questioii— 

Hair 
So  youn^  and  yellow,  crowning  sanctity. 
And  claiming  solitude  .  •  •  can  hair  be  false? 

"  Shut  in  the  hair  and  with  it  your  last  hope. 
Yellow  might  on  inspection  pass  for  Red  I  — 
Red,  Red,  where  is  the  tinge  of  promised  Red 
In  this  old  tale  of  town  and  oountiy  life. 
This  rise  and  progress  of  a  family  ? 
First  comes  the  bustling  man  of  enterprise. 
The  fortune-founding  father,  rightly  rons^n. 
As  who  must  grub  and  grab,  fwty  pioneer. 
Then,  with  a  fight  and  airy  step,  succeeds 
The  son,  surveys  the  fabric  of  nis  sire, 
And  enters  home,  unsmirohed  from  top  to  toe. 
Polish  and  education  qualify 
Their  fortunate  possessor  to  confine 
His  occupancy  to  the  first-floor  suite 
Rather  than  keep  exploring  needlesslv 
Where  dwelt  his  sire  content  with  cdJarage : 
Industry  bustles  underneath,  no  doubt. 
And  supervisors  should  not  sit  too  doae. 
Next,  rooms  built,  there 's  the  furniture  to  buy. 
And  what  adornment  like  a  worthy  wife  ? 
In  comes  she  like  some  foreign  cabinet. 
Purchased  indeed,  but  puri^ing  quick 
What  space  reoeivee  it  xrom  all  tnuEc-taint. 
She  telia  of  other  habits,  palace-life ; 
Royaltv  may  have  pried  into  those  depths 
Of  sanaal-wooded  drawer,  and  set  a-mak 
That  pygmy  portal  pranked  with  laxnli. 
More  fit  Dy  far  the  ignoble  we  replace 
Bv  objects  suited  to  such  visitant. 
Than  that  we  desecrate  her  dieni^ 
By  neighborhood  of  vulgar  table,  diair. 
Which  haply  helped  old  age  to  smoke  and  doss. 
The  end  is,  an  exchange  of  city  stir 
And  too  intrusive  burgess-fellowship, 
For  rural  isolated  elegance. 
Careless  simplicity,  how  preferable  I 
There  one  may  fairly  throw  behind  one's  haidL 
The  used-up  worn-out  Past,  we  want  away. 
And  make  a  fresh  bennning  of  stale  life. 

*  In  Just  the  ^laee'  —  does  any  one  object  ? — 

*  Where  aboriginal  gentiHty 

Will  scout  the  upstart,  twit  him  with  eadi 

trick 
Of  townish  trade-mark  that  stamps  word  and 

deed. 
And  most  of  all  resent  that  here  town-dross 
He  daubs  with  money-color  to  deceive ! ' 
Rashly  objected  I    Is  there  not  the  Church 
To  intercede  and  bring  benefic  truoe 
At  outset  V   She  it  is  shall  equalize 
The  laborers  i'  the  vineyard,  last  as  first. 
Pay  court  to  her,  she  stops  impertinence. 
^  Duke,  once  your  sires  crusaded  it,  we  know  : 
Our  friend  the  newcomer  observes,  no  less. 
Your  chapel,  rich  with  their  emblasonry, 
Wante   roofing  —  mis^t    he   but   supply  the 

means  I 
Marauise,  you  gave  the  honor  of  your  name, 
Titular  patrouMre,  abundant  will 
To  what  should  be  an  Orphan  Institute : 
Gave  everything  but  funds,  in  brief ;  and  these. 
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Our  friend,  the  lady  newly  resident, 
Proposes  to  oontribate,  by  yonr  leave  I  * 
Brothers  and  sisters  lie  they  in  thy  lap. 
Thou  non»-ezoliidinsr,  aU-ooIleotiniC  Cnureh ! 
Sure,  one  has  half  a  foot  i*  the  hierarohy 
Of  birth,  when  ^  Nay,  my  dear,'  lao^hs  out  the 
Duke, 

*  I  *m  the   orown's   ooshion-oarrier,   bat  the 
crown  — 

Who  gave  its  eentral  glory,  I  or  yon  ? ' 

When  Marause  jokes,  *  My  qnest,  forsooth  ? 

Eaehdoit 
I  scrape  fcoeether  goes  for  Peter-pence 
To  purrey  oread  and  water  in  his  bonds 
For  Peter's  sdf  imprisoned  —  Lord,  how  long  ? 
Yonrs.  yonrs  alone  the  bountr,  dear  m^  dame, 
Ton  plumped  the  purse,  whioK,  poured  mto  the 

plate. 
Made  the  Arehbishop  open  brows  so  broad  I 
And  if  you  really  mean  to  giro  that  length 
Of  loTely  laoe  to  edge  the  robe  P  .  .  .  Ah, 

friends. 
Gem  better  senrea  so  than  by^  calling  crowd. 
Bound  shop-front    to   admire   the   miUion's- 

worthl 
Laoe  gets  more  homage  than  f ran  lorgnette- 
stare. 
And  comment  coarse  to  match,  (should  one 

display 
One's  robe  a  trifle  o'er  the  baignmre-edge,) 

*  Well  vuLj  she  line  her  slippers  with  the  like. 
If  minded  so  I  their  shop  it  was  produced 
That  wonderful  parure^  the  other  day, 
Whereof  the  Baron  said,  it  begeared  him.* 
And  so  the  paired  Mirandas  buut  their  house, 
EInjoyed  their  fortune,  sighed  for  family. 
Found  friends  would  serve  their  purpose  quite 

as  well, 
And  oome,  at  need,  from  Paris  —  anyhow. 
With  evident  alacrity,  from  Vire  — 
Elndeavor  at  the  chase,  at  least  succeed 
In  smoking,  eating,  drinking,  lausrhing,  and 
Preferring  country,  oh  so  much  to  town  I 
Thua   lived   the  husband;    though   his   wife 

would  sigh 
In  confidence,  when  Counteases  were  kind, 

*  Cut  off  from  Paris  and  society ! ' 

White,  White,  I  once  more  round  you  in  the 

earsi 
Though  you  have  marked  it,  in  a  comer,  yours 
HenoeforUi,  —  Red  -  lettered    *  Failure,'    very 

plain, 
I  shall  acknowledge,  on  the  snowy  hem 
Of  ordinary  Night-cap  !    Gome,  enough  I 
We  have  gone  round  its  cotton  vastitude,^ 
Or  half-round,  for  the  end 's  consistent  still, 
A  ad-de-^ac  with  stoppage  at  the  sea. 
Here  we  return  upon  our  steps.    One  look 
Biay  bid  good-morning  —  properly  good-night  — 
To  oiyie  bliss,  Miranda  and  his  mate  I 
Are  we  to  rise  and  go  ?  " 

No,  sit  and  stay  I 
Now   oomes  my  moment,  with  the  thrilling 

throw 
Of  eurtaan  fr<mi  each  side  a  shrouded  case. 
Don't  the  rings  shriek  an  ominous  *'  Ha  I  ha  I 
80  yon  tikke  Snman  Nature  upon  trust "  ? 


List  but  with  like  trust  to  an  incident 
Which  speedily  shall  make  quite  Red  enough 
Bum  out  of  yonder  spotless  naaery  I 
Sit  on  the  little  nx>uiid  here,  whence  you  seize 
The  whole  of  the  gay  front  sun^satisned, 
One  laugh  of  color  and  embellishment  I 
Because  it  was  there,  — past  those  lanmstines. 
On   that  smooth  gravel-sweep  'twizt  flowers 

and  sward,  — 
There  tntfio  death  befell ;  and  not  one  grace 
Outspreaa  before  you  but  is  registered 
In  that  sinistrons  coil  these  last  two  years 
Were  occupied  in  winding  smooth  again. 

"  Trae  ?  "    Well,  at  least  it  was  oonoluded  so, 
Sworn  to  be  truth,  allowed  by  Law  as  such, 
(With  my  oonourrenoe,  if  it  matter  here,) 
A  month  ago :  at  Vire  they  tried  the  case. 


II 


Monsieur   L^noe   Miranda,   then,  .  .  . 

stay  I 
Permit  me  a  preliminary  word. 
And,  after,  all  shall  go  so  straight  to  end  1 


but 


Have  yon,  the  travelled  lady,  found  yourself 
Inside  a  ruin,  fane  or  bath  or  cirque. 
Renowned  in   story,   dear   through   youthful 

dream? 
If  not,  —  imagination  serves  as  well. 
Try  fancy-land,  go  back  a  thoussnd  years. 
Or  forward,  half  the  number,  and  confront 
Some  work  of  art  gnawn  hollow  by  Time's 

tooth, — 
Hellenic  temple,  Roman  theatre, 
Gk>thio  cirthedral,  Qallic  Tuileries, 
But  ruined,  one  and  whichsoe'er  you  like. 
Obstructions  choke  what  still  remains  intact, 
Tet  proffer  change  that 's  pioturesoue  in  turn ; 
Since  little  life  begins  where  great  nfe  ends. 
And  vegetation  soon  amalgamates. 
Smooths  novel  shape  from  out  the  shapeless  old. 
Till  broken  column,  battered  oomioe-olook. 
The  centre  with  a  bulk  half  weeds  and  flowers. 
Half  relics  you  devoutly  recognize. 
Devoutly  recognizing,  —  hark,  a  voioe 
Not  to  be  disregarded  !    '*  Man  worked  here 
Once  on  a  time  ;  here  needs  i^^ain  to  work  ; 
Ruins  obstruct,  which  man  must  remedy." 
Would  you  demur  **  Let  Time  fulfil  his  task, 
And,  till  the  so^he-sweep  find  no  obstacle. 
Let  man  be  patient "  ? 


It 


The  reply  were  prompt : 
Qlisteningly  beneath  the  May-night  moon, 
Herbage  and  floral  coverture  bedeck 
Yon  splintered  mass  amidst  the  solitude : 
Wolves  occupy  the  baok^ri^und,  or  some  snake 
Glides  by  at  distance  :  picturesque  enough  1 
Therefore,  preserve  it?    Nay,  pour  daylight 

in,— 
The  mound  proves  swarming  with  humanity. 
There  never  was  a  thorough  solitude. 
Now  you  look  nearer :  mortal  busy  life 
First  of  all  brought  the  orumblings  down  on 
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Which  trip  man^s  foot  still,  pla^e  his  passage 

nmch, 
And  proYe  —  what  seems  to  yoa  so  pictoreBque 
To  him  is  .  .  .  hut  experiment  yourself 
On  how  conducive  to  a  happy  home 
Will  be  the  circumstance,  your  bed  for  base 
Boasts  tessellated  pavement,  —  equally 
Affected  by  the  scorpion  for  his  nest,  — 
While  what  o^er-rools  bed  is  an  architrave, 
Marble,  and  not  unlikely  to  crush  man 
To  mummy,  should  its  venerable  prop. 
Some  figtree-stump,  play  tndtor  underneath. 
Be  wise  I    Decide  !    For  conservation's  sake. 
Clear  the  arena  forthwith  !  lest  the  tread 
Of  too-much-tried  impatience  trample  out 
Solid  and  unsubstantial  to  one  blank 
Mud-mixture,  picturesque  to  nobody,  — ^ 
And,  task  done,  quarrel  with  the  parts  intact 
Whence  came  the  filtered  fine    dust,   whence 

the  crash 
Bides  but  its  time  to  follow.    Quick  conclude 
Removal^  time  effects  so  tardily. 
Of  what  IS  plain  obstruction ;  rubbish  cleared. 
Let  partial-ruin  stand  whUe  ruin  may. 
And  serve  world's  use,  since  use  is  manifold. 
Repair  wreck,  stanchion  wall  to  heart's  content, 
But  never  think  of  renovation  pure 
And  simple,  which  involves  creation  too : 
Transform  and  welcome  1    Ton  tall  tower  may 

help 
(Though  built  to  be  a  belf  rv  and  naua^t  else) 
Some  Father  Secohi,  to  tick  Venus  off 
In  transit :  never  bring  there  bell  again, 
To  damage  him  aloft.  Drain  us  beloWj 
When  new  vibrations  bury  both  in  bnok  I  " 

Monsieur  L4onoe  Miranda,  furnishing 
The  application  at  his  cost,  poor  soul  I 
Was  instanced  how,  —  because  the  world  lay 

strewn 
With  ravage  of  opinions  in  his  path. 
And  neither  he,  nor  any  friendly  wit. 
Knew  and  could  teach  him  wnich  was  firm, 

which  frail, 
In  his  adventure  to  walk  straight  through  life 
The  partial-ruin,  —  in  such  enterprise. 
He  straggled  into  rubbish,  struggled  on, 
And  stumbled  out  aeain  observably. 
^*  Yon    buttress   still   can  back  me    up,''  he 

judged: 
And  at  a  touch  down  came  both  he  and  it. 
*'  A  certain  statue,  I  was  warned  against. 
Now,  by  good  fortune,  lies  well  underfoot, 
And  cannot  tempt  to  folly  aity  more : " 
So,  lifting  Qje^  aloft  since  saroty  lay, 
Wnat  did  he  hght  on  ?  the  Idalian  shape. 
The  undeposed,  erectly  Viotriz  still  I 
**  These  8t«ps  ascend  the  labvrinthine  stair 
Whence,  darkling  and  on  all-fours,  out  I  stand 
Exalt  and  safe,  and  bid  low  earth  adieu  — 
For    so    instructs    *  Advice    to    who   would 

climb:'" 
And  all  at  once  the  climbing  landed  him 
—  Where,  is  my  story. 

Take  its  moral  first. 
Do  you  advise  a  climber  ?  Have  respeot  ^ 
To  the  poor  head,  with  more  or  less  of  brains 


To  spill,  should  breakage  follow  your  adviee  I 
Head-break  to  him  will  be  heart-break  to  ywi 
For  having  preached  *'  Disturb  no  rains  here ! 
Are  not  they  crumblii^  of  their  own  aeoord  ? 
Meantime,  let  poets,  {Munters  keep  a  pirixe  ! 
Beside,  a  sage  pedestrian  incks  his  way.*' 
A  sage  pedestrian  —  such  as  you  and  1 1 
What  if  there  trip,  in  merry  carelessneas. 
And  come  to  grief,  a  weak  and  foolish  child  ? 
Be  cautious  how  you  counsel  climbing,  thai ! 

Are  you  adventurous  and  climb  yourself  ? 
Plant  the  foot  warily,  accept  a  staff. 
Stamp  only  where  you  probe  the  standing^point 
Move  forward,  well  assured  that  move  yon  may : 
Where  jou.  mistrust  advance,  stop  short,  th^ 

stick  1 
This  makes  advancing  slow  and  difficult  ? 
Hear  what  comes  of  tne  endeavor  of  brisk  youth 
To  foot  it  fast  and  easy  !    Keep  this  same 
Notion  of  outside  mound  and  inside  mash. 
Towers  yet  intact  round  turfy  rottenneaa. 
Symbolic  partial-rava^,  —  keep  in  mind ! 
Here  fortune  placed  his  feet  who  first  of  all 
Found  no  incumbrance,  till  head   found  .  .  . 

But  hear  I 

This  son  and  heir  then  of  the  jeweller. 
Monsieur  L^onoe  Miranda,  at  his  birth. 
Mixed  the  Castilian  passionate  blind  blood 
With  answerable  gush,  his  mother's  gift. 
Of  spirit,  French  and  critical  and  cold. 
Such  mixture  makes  a  battle  in  the  brain. 
Ending  as  faith  or  doubt  gets  uppermost ; 
Then  will  has  way  a  moment,  but  no  move : 
So  nicely  balanced  are  the  adverse  strengths, 
That  victory  entails  reverse  next  time. 
The  tactics  of  the  two  are  different 
And  equalize  the  odds :  for  blood  oomes  first. 
Surrounding  life  with  undisputed  faith. 
But  presently  a  new  antagonist, 
By  soaroe-suroeoted  passage  in  the  dark. 
Steak  spirit,  fingers  at  eaca  crevioe  found 
Athwart  faith's  stronghold,  fronts  the  aston- 
ished man : 
**  Such  pains  to  keep  me  far,  yet  here  stand  I. 
Your  doubt  inside  the  faith-defenoe  of  yon  I  *' 

With  faith  it  was  friends  bulwarked  him  about 
From  infancy  to  boyhood ;  so,  by  youth. 
He  stood  impenetrably  circuited, 
Heaven-high  and  low  as  hell:  what  lacked  he 

thus, 
Gkiarded  against  aggresmon,  storm  or  sap  ? 
What   foe   would   dare   approach?     Historic 

Doubt? 
Ay,  were  there  some  half-knowledge  to  attack ! 
Batter  doubt's  best,  sheer  ignoranoe  will  beat. 
Acumen  metaphysic  ?  —  dnlls  its  way 
Through  what,  I  wonder !    A  thick  fearer- 
bed 
Of  thoughtiessness,  no  operating  tool  — 
Framed  to  transpierce  tiie  flint-stone — fomblei 

at. 
With  chance  of  finding  an  impediment  I 
This  Ravissante,  now :  when  ne  saw  thechnteih 
For  the  first  time,  and  to  his  dyingslav. 
His  firm  belief  was  that  the  name  f  dl  fit 
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From  the  Delivering  Vixffiii,  niefaed  and  known ; 

As  if  there  wanted  reoords  to  attest 

The  an>ellation  was  apleasantry, 

A  pious  rendering  of  Kare  Vissante, 

The  proper  name  which  erst  onr  proyinoe  bore. 

He  wonld  have  told  yon  that  Saint  Aldabert 

Foonded  the  ohnrcn,  (Heaven  early  favored 

Fnmoe,) 
Abont  the  second  century  from  Christ ; 
Thoogh  the  true  man  was  Bishop  of  Rumbaox, 
Eleventh  in  snooession,  Mdobert, 
Who  floorished  after  some  six  hondred  years. 
He  it  was  brooght  the  image  '*  from  afar,*' 
(Made  ont  of  stone  the  place  produces  stilly) 
*"  Infantine  Art  divinely  artless,"  (Art 
In  the  decrepitude  of  Decadence,) 
And  set  it  up  a-working  miracles 
Until  the  Northmen's  fury  laid  it  low, 
Not  long,  however :  an  egrenous  sheep, 
Zealous  with  scratching  hoof  and  routmg  horn, 
Unearthed  the  image  in  good  fiiaillevilleVi  time. 
Count  of  the  country.    *^  If  the  tale  be  false. 
Why  stands  it  carved  above  the  portal  plain  ?  *' 
Monsieur  L^once  Miranda  used  to  ask. 
To  Londres  went  the  prize  in  solemn  pomp. 
But,  liking  old  abode  and  loathing  new. 
Was  borne  —  this  time,  by  angels  —  back  again. 
And,  reinangurated,  miracle 
Succeeded  mirade,  a  lengthy  list. 
Until  indeed  the  culmination  came  — 
Archbishop   Chaumont   prayed  a  prayer  and 

vowed 
A  vow  —  gained  prayer  and  paid  vow  prop- 
erly— 
For  the  conversion  of  Prince  Vertgalant. 
These  facts,  sucked  in  along  with  motherV 

milk. 
Monsieur  L^nce  Miranda  would  dispute 
As  soon  as  that  his  hands  were  flesh  and  bone. 
Milk-nourished  two-and-twentv  years  before. 
So  fortified  by  blind  Caatilian  blood, 
What  say  ^ou  to  the  chances  of  French  cold 
Critical  spirit,  should  Voltaire  besiege 
**  Alp,  Apennine,  and  fortified  redoubt  "  ? 
Ay,  would  such  spirit  please  to  play  faith's 

game 
Faith's  way,  attack  where  faith  defends  so 

welll 
Bat  then  it  shifts,  tries  other  strategy. 
Coldness  grows  warmth,  the  critical  becomes 
Unquestioning  acceptance.    ""  Share  and  share 
Alike  in  facts,  to  truth  add  other  truth  I 
Why  with  old  truth  needs  new  truth  disagree  ?  " 

Thns  doubt  was  found    invading   faith,  this 

time. 
By  help  of  not  the  spirit  but  the  flesh  : 
Fat  Rabelais  chuckled,  where  faith  lay  in  wait 
For  lean  Voltaire's  grimace  —  French,  either 

foe. 
Accordingly,  while  round  about  onr  friend 
Ran  faith  without  a  break  which  learned  eye 
Could  find  at  two-and-twenty  years  of  i^pe. 
The  twenty-two-years-old  frank  footstep  soon 
Assured  itself  there  spread  a  standing-space 
Flowery  and  comfortable,  nowise  rock 
Nor  pebble-pavement  roughed  for  champion's 

tread 


Who  scorns  discomfort,  pacing  at  his  post. 
Tall,  long-limbed,  shoulder  right  and  shoulder 

left. 
And  'twixt  acroniia  such  a  latitude. 
Black  heaps  of  hair  on  head,  and  blacker  bush 
O'er^riotingchin.  cheek  and  throat  and  chest,  — 
His  brown  meridional  temperament 
Told  him  —  or  rather  pricked  into  his  sense 
Plainer  than  language  — '  ^  Pleasant  station  here  I 
Touth,  strength,  and  lustihood  can  sleep  on  turf 
Yet  pace  the  stony  platform  afterward : 
First  ^|g>ud  of  a  foe  and  up  the^  start  I 
Saint  Eldobert,  at  all  such  vamty. 
Nay  —  sinfulness,  had  shaken  head  austere. 
Had  he  ?    But  did  Prince  VertgaUnt  ?    And 

After  how  long  a  slumber,  of  what  sort, 
Was  it,  he  stretched  octogenary  joints, 
And,  nigh  on  Dav-of-Judgment  trumpet-blast, 
Jumpea  up  and  manned  wall,  brisk  as  any 
bee?" 

Nor  Rabehus  nor  Voltaire,  but  Sganarelle, 
You  comprehend,  was  pushing   through   the 

chink! 
That  stager  in  the  saint's  correct  costume. 
Who  ever  has  his  speech  in  readiness 
For  thick-head  juvenility  at  fault : 
**  Qo  pace  yon  platform  and  play  sentinel ! 
You  won't?     The  worse!    but  stUl  a  worse 

might  hap. 
Stay  then,  provided  that  you  keep  in  sight 
The  battlement,  one  bold  leap  lands  yon  by  I 
Resolve  not  desperately  *  Wall  or  turt. 
Choose  this,  choose  that,  but  no  altematdve  ! ' 
No  I     Earth  left  once  were  left  for  good  and 

all: 
'With  Heaven  yon  may  accommodate  your- 
self.' » 

Saint  Eldobert  —  I  much  approve  his  mode ; 
With  sinner  Vertgalant  1  sjrmpathize  ; 
But  histrionic  Sganarelle,  who  prompts 
Wldle  polling  back,  refuses  yet  concedes,  — 
Whether  he  preach  in  chair,  or  print  in  book, 
Or  whisper  due  sustainment  to  weak  flesh. 
Counting  his  sham  beads  threaded  on  a  lie  — 
Surely,  one  should  bid  pack  that  mountebank ! 
Surely,  he  must  have  momentary  fits 
Of  seu-sufiicient  stage-f orgetfulness, 
Escapings  of  the  actor-lassitude 
When  he  allows  the  grace  to  show  the  grin^ 
Which  ought  to  let  even  thickheads  recognize 
(Through  all  the  busy  and  benefic  part, — 
Bridge-building,  or  rock-riring,  or  g^ood  dean 
Transport  of  chnroh  and  congregation  both 
From  this  to  that  place  with  no  harm  at  all,) 
The  Devil,  that  old  stager,  at  his  trick 
Of  general  utility,  who  leads 
Downward,  perhaps,  but  fiddles  all  the  way  I 

Therefore,  no  sooner  does  our  candidate 
For  saintship  spotlessly  emerge  soul-cleansed 
From  First  Communion  to  mount  guard  at  post, 
Paris-proof,  top  to  toe,  than  up  there  start 
The    dpirit    of    the    Boulevard  —  you  know 

Who~ 
Wlth  jocund  **  So,  a  structure  fixed  as  fate. 
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Faith^B  tower  joins  on  to  tower,  no  ring  more 

round, 
Full  fifty  vearo  at  distance,  too,  from  yoath ! 
Onoe  reach  that  preoinot  and  there  fight  your 

best. 
As  looking  hack  yon  wonder  what  has  come 
Of  daisy-dappled  tnrf  vou  danoed  acroas  I 
Few    flowers  that    played  with   yoath   shall 

pester  age, 
Howeyer  age  esteem  the  ooortesy  ; 
And  Eldobert  was  something  past  his  prime. 
Stocked  Caen  with  churches  ere  he  tned  hand 

here. 
Saint  ~  Sauveor,  Notre  •  Dame,    Saint  -  Pierre, 

Saint^Jean 
Attest  his  handiwork  commenced  betimes. 
He  probably  would  preach  that  tvai  vt  mud. 
Suppose  it  mud,  through  mud  one  picks  a  way, 
And  when,  clay-clogged,  the  straggler  steps  to 

stone. 
He  unoakes  shoe,  arriyes  in  manlier  guise 
Than  carried  pick-a-back  by  Eldobert 
Bie^baby-fashion,  lest  his  leathers  leak  I 
All  that  patade  about  Prince  VertgaJant 
Amounts  to  —  your  Castilian  helps  enough  — 
Inveni  ovem  qiUB  paiercU. 
But  ask  the  pretty  yotiye  statue-thing 
What  the  lost  sheep's  meantime  amusements 

were 
Till  the  Archbishop  found  him!    That  stays 

blank: 
They  washed  the  fleece  well  and  forgot  the 

rest. 
Make  haste,  since    time  flies,  to    determine, 

though  1 " 
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Thus  opportunely  took  up  parable,  — 
Admonishing  Miranda  just  emerged 
Pure  from  Tne  Ravissante  and  Paris-proof,  — 
Saint  Sganarelle:  then  slipped  aside,  changed 

mask. 
And  made  re-entry  as  a  gentleman 
Born  of  the  Bouleyard,  with  another  speech, 
I  spare  you. 

So,  the  year  or  two  reyolyed. 
And  eyer  the  young  man  was  dutiful 
To  altar  and  to  hearth  :  had  oonfidenoe 
In  the  whole  Ravisaantish  history. 
Voltaire?    Who  ought  to  know  so  much  of 

him,  — 
Old  sciolist,  whom  only  boys  think  sage,  — 
As  one  whose  father ^s  house  upon  the  Quai 
Neighbored  the  yery  house  where  that  V  oltaire 
Died  mad  and  raying,  not  without  a  burst 
Of  squibs  and  crackers  too  sigmfioant  ? 
Father  and  mother  hailed  their  beet  of  sons, 
Type  of  obedience,  domesticity, 
Neyer  such  an  example  inside  doors  I 
Outside,  as  well  uot  keep  too  dose  a  watch  ; 
Youth  must  be  left  to  some  discretion  there. 
And  what  discretion  proyed,  I  find  deposed  ^ 
At  Vire,  confirmed  by  his  own  words :  to  wit. 
How,  with  the  spriteUnem  of  twenty-fiye, 
Fiye  —  and  not  twenty,  for  he  gaye  their  names 
With  laudable  precision  —  were  the  few 
Appointed  by  him  unto  mistress-ship ; 
While-  meritoriously  the  whole  long  week 


A  yotary  of  oommeroe  only,  week 

Ended,     at  shut  of  shop  on  Saturday, 

Do  I,  as  is  my  wont,  get  drunk,'*  he  writes 

In  airy  recora  to  a  confidant. 

*'  Bragging  and  lies  I  "  replies  the  apolagist : 

''  And  do  I  lose  by  that  ?  ^'  Uughed  Somebody, 

At  the  Court-edge  artiptoOj  'mid  the  crowd. 

In  his  own  clothes,  a-listemng  to  men's  Law. 

Thus  while,  prospectiyely  a  oombataot. 

The  yolunteer  bent  brows,  <denefaed  jawa,  and 

fierce 
Whistled    the    mareh-tnne  "Warrior   to  tlie 

waU  I " 
Something  like  flowery  laughters  roimd  his  feet 
Tangled  him  of  a  sudden  with  "  Sleep  first !  " 
And  fairly  flat  upon  the  turf  sprawled  he. 
And  let  strange  creatures  make  his  month  tlieir 

home. 

Anyhow,  't  is  the  nature  of  the  soul 

To  seek  a  show  of  durability. 

Nor,  changing,  plainly  be  the  slave  of  ohaiwe. 

Outside  the  turf,  the  towers :  but,  Tomra  the 

tnrf, 
A  tent  may  rise,  a  temporaiy  shroud, 
Mook-faith  to  suit  a  mimic  dweUin^plaoe  : 
Tent  which,  while  screening  joDity  mside 
From  the  external  dreuit  —  eyermore 
A  menace  to  who  lags  when  he  should  mansh  — 
Yet  stands  a-tremble,  ready  to  oollapae 
At  touch  of  foot :  turf  is  acknowledged  grass. 
And  grass,  though  pillowy,  held  oonteniptible 
Compared  with  solid  rock,  the  rampirea  ridge. 
To  truth  a  pretty  homage  thus  we  pay 
By  testifying —  what  we  dally  with. 
Falsehood,  (which,  neyer    fear  we    take    for 

truth  1) 
We  may  enjoy,  but  then  —  how  we  despise  I 

Accordingly,  on  weip:faty  business  bound. 
Monsieur  L^once  Miranda  stooped  to  play. 
But,  with  experience,  soon  redu4ied  the  game 
To  principles,  and  thenceforth  played  by  rule  : 
Rule,  digiiif  ying  sport  as  sport,  proclaimed 
No  less  that  sport  was  sport,  and  notibiag  more. 
He  understood  the  worth  of  womankind,  — 
To  furnish  man  —  proyisionally  —  sport : 
Sport    transitiye — such    eartn's    amusemenfeB 

are  : 
But,  seeing  that  amusements  pall  by  use. 
Variety  therein  is  requisite. 
And  since  the  serious  work  of  life  were  wronged 
Should  we  bestow  importance  on  our  play, 
It  follows,  in  such  womankind-pursuit. 
Cheating  is  lawful  chase.    We  naye  to  ^end 
An  hour  —  they  want  a  lifetime  thrown  awsy : 
We  seek  to  tickle  sense  —  they  ask  for  soul. 
As  if  soul  had  no  higher  ends  to  serre  ! 
A  stag-hunt  giyes  the  royal  creature  law : 
Bat-fowling  is  all  fair  with  birds  at  roost, 
The  lantern  and  the  clap-net  suit  the  hedse. 
Which  must  explain  why,  bent  on  Boufeyaxd 

game, 
Monsieur  L^noe  Miranda  decently 
Was  prudent  in  his  pleasure — passed  himself 
Off  on  the  fragile  fair  about  his  path 
As  the  gay  deyil  rich  in  mere  good  looks. 
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Youth,  hop*  —  wbat  matter  though  th«  pime 

Uvoid? 
**  If  I  were  only  younr  Miranda,  now, 
Instead  of  a  poor  elerkly  drud^  at  desk 
All  day,  poor  artist  vainly  bruiaaiisr  brash 
On  palette,  poor  uusioian  aoraping  gut 
Witii  honenair  teased  that  no  nannonioB  come  I 
Tlien  would  I  love  with  liberality. 
Then  would  I  pay  I  —  who  now  shall  be  repaid, 
Repaid  alike  for  present  pain  and  past. 
If  Siademoiselle  permit  the  eontre-danse. 
Sing  '  Qay  in  flparret  youth  at  twenty  lives,* 
Ana  after waca  aoeept  a  lemonade  1 '' 

Such  sweet  facilities  of  intercourse 
Afford  the  Winter^ardea  and  Mabille  I 
**  Oh,  I  unite  **  — runs  on  the  confidenee, 
Poor  fellow,  that  was  read  in  open  Coifrt, 
—  "  Amnsament  with  discretion :  never  fear 
My  escapades  oost  more  than  market^rice  1 
No  duraoly^ttached  Miranda-dupe, 
Sucked  dry  of  substance  by  two  clinging  Upa, 
Promising  maniaga,  and  performing  it : 
Trust  roe,  I  know  the  wevld,  and  know  myself. 
And  know  where  duty  takes  me — in  gooa 
time  I" 

Thus  fortified  and  realistic,  then, 
At  all  points  thus  against  illusioii  armed. 
He  wisely  did  New  Year  inangnrate 
By  playing  truant  to  the  favored  ^y : 
And  sat  installed  at  ''  The  Varieties,"  — 
Playhouse  appropriately  named,  —  to  note 
(Prying  amid  the  turf  that 's  flowery  there) 
What  primrose,  firstlins:  of  the  year,  might  push 
The  snows  aside  to  deck  his  buttonhole  — 
Unnoticed  by  that  outline  sad,  severe, 
(Though  fifty  good  long  years  removed  from 

youth,) 
That  tower  and  tower,  ~  our  image  bear  in 

mind! 

No  sooner  was  he  seated  than,  behold. 

Out  bant  a  polyanthus  I    He  was  'ware 

Of  a  young  woman  niched  in  neighborhood ; 

And  ere  one  moment  flitted,  fast  was  he 

Found  oMitive  to  the  beauty  evermore. 

For  life,  tor  death,  for  heaven,  for  hell,  her  own. 

Philosophy,  bewail  thy  fate  !    Adieu, 

Youth  reuistie  and  illurionrproof  I 

Monsieur  L^onoe  Miranda,  —  hero  late 

Who  **  understood  the  worth  of  womankind." 

*  *  Who  found  therein — provisionally  — sport, '  — 

Felt,  in  the  flitting  of  a  moment,  fool 

Was  he,  and  folly  all  that  seemed  so  wise. 

And  the  best  proof  of  wisdom's  birth  would  be 

That  he  made  all  endeavor,  body,  soul. 

By  any  means,  at  any  saoriflce 

Of  labor,  wealth,  repute,  and  (—well,  the  time 

For  choosing   between  heaven  on  earth,  and 

heaven 
In  heaven,  was  not  at  hand  immediately  — ) 
Made  all  endeavor,  without  loss  incurred 
Of  one  least  nuaute,  to  obtain  her  love. 
"  Sport  transitive  ?  "     "  Variety  required  ?  " 
*'  In  lovinier  were  a  lifetime  thrown  away  ?  " 
How  nngularly  may  young  men  mistake  1 
The  fkoU  must  be  repaired  with  energy. 


Monsieur  L^noe  Miianda  ate  her  up 

With  eye-devouring ;  when  the  aneonsoioos  fair 

Passed  from  the  close-packed  hall,  he  pressed 

behind; 
She  mounted  vehiele,  he  did  the  same. 
Coach  stopped,  and  cab  fast  followed,  at  one 

door  — 
Qood  house  in  unexceptionable  street. 
Out  stepped  the  lady,  —  never  think,  alone  I 
A  motlwr  was  not  wanting  to  the  maid. 
Or,  maybe,  wife,  or  widow,  might  one  say  ? 
Out  stepped  and  properly  down  flung  himself 
Monsieur  L^nce  Miranda  at  her  feet  — 
And  never  left  them  after,  so  to  speak. 
For  twenty  y^mit  till  his  last  hour  of  life. 
When  he  releasea  them,  as  precipitate. 
Love  proffered  and  aooepiea  then  and  there  I 
Such  potency  in  word  and  look  has  truth. 

Truth  I  say,  truth  I  mean :  this  love  was  true, 
And  the  rest  hi4>peaed  by  due  consequence. 
By  which  we  are  to  learn  that  there  eadsts 
A  f alsish  false,  for  truth  *s  inside  the  same. 
And  truth  that  *s  only  half  true,  f alsish  truth. 
The  better  for  both  parties  I  folks  may  taant 
That  half  your  rock-built  wall  is  rnbbie-heap : 
Answer  them,  half  their  flowery  turf  is  stones  I 
Our  friend  had  hitherto  been  decking  coat 
If  not  with  stones,  with  weeds  that  stones  befit. 
With  dandelions — **  primrose-buds,"  smirkea 

he; 
This  proved  a  polyanthus  on  his  breast. 
Prize-lawful  or  pnxe-lawlees,  flower  the  same. 
So  with  his  other  instance  of  mistake : 
Was  Christianity  the  Ravissante  ? 

And  what  a  flower  of  flowers  he  chanced  on 

now  I 
To  primrose,  polyanthus  I  prefer 
As  illustration,  nom  the  fuicy-fact 
That  out  of  simple  came  the  oomponte 
By  culture :  that  the  florist  bedded  thick 
ms  primrose-root  in  ruddle,  bullock's  blood. 
Ochre  and  devils'-dnng,  for  aught  I  know, 
Until  the  pale  and  pure  grew  fiery-fine, 
Ruby  and  topaz,  rightly  named  anew. 
This  lady  was  no  nroduct  of  the  plain  ; 
Social  manure  had  raised  a  rarity. 
Clara  de  Milleflenrs  (note  the  happy  name) 
Blazed  in  the  full-blown  glory  or  her  Spring. 
Peerlessly  perfect,  form  and  face  :  for  both  — 
**  Imagine  what,  at  seventeen,  may  have  proved 
Miss  Pages,  the  actress:    Pages   herself,  my 

dear!'' 
Noble  she  was,  the  name  denotes  :  and  rich  ? 
**  The  iqpartment  in  this  Coliseum  Street, 
Famished,  my  dear,  with  such  an  elegance. 
Testifies  wealth,  my  dear,  suiBciently  ! 
What  quality,  what  style  and  title,  eh  ? 
Well  now,  waive  nonsense,  yon  and  I  are  boys 
No  longer :  somewhere  must  a  screw  be  slack  I 
Don't  nmcy.  Duchesses  descend  at  door 
From     carriage  -  step    to    stranger    prostrate 

stretched. 
And  bid  him  take  heart,  and  deliver  mind, 
March  in  and  make  himself  at  ease  forth  vt  ith,  — 
However  broad  his  chest  and  black  his  beard. 
And  eomely  hk  belonginga,  —  all  tlirough  love 
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Protested  in  a  world  of  ways  save  one  — 
Hinting  at  nuuriage  ! ''  —  marriage  which  yet 

means  ^ 
Only  the  obyions  method,  easiest  help 
To  satisfaction  of  lovers  fii'st  demand, 
That  love  endure  eternally  :  **  my  dear, 
Somewhere  or  odier  most  a  screw  be  slack  !  " 

Truth  is  the  proper  policy :  from  truth  — 
Whatever  the  force  wherewith  you  fling  your 

speech, — 
Be  sure  that  speech  will  lift  yoo,  by  rebound, 
Somewhere  above  the  lowness  of  a  lie  ! 
Monsieur  L^noe  Miranda  heard  too  true 
A  tale  —  perhaps  I  may  subjoin,  too  trite  ! 
As  the  meek  martyr  takes  her  statued  stand 
Above  our  pity,  claims  our  worship  just 
Because  of  what  she  puts  in  evidence. 
Signal  of  su£Fering.  badge  of  torture  borne 
In  days  gone  by,  sname  then,  but  glory  now. 
Barb,  in  the  breast,  turned  aureole  for  the  front  I 
So,  half  timidity,  comDosure  half, 
Clara  de  Milleflenrs  told  her  martyrdom. 

Of  poor  though  noble  parenti^,  deprived 
Too  early  of  a  father^s  guardianiahip. 
What  wonder  if  the  prraigality 
Of  nature  in  the  girl,  whose  mental  gifte 
Matched  her  external  dowry,  form  and  face  — 
If  these  suggested  a  too  prompt  resource 
To  the  resouroeless  mother  ?    **  Try  the  Sti^^e, 
And  so  escape  starvation  !    Prejudice 
Defames  Mimetic  Art :  be  yours  to  prove 
That  gold  and  dross  may  meet  and  never  mix, 
Purity  plunge  in  pitch  yet  soil  no  plume !  *' 

All  was  prepared  in  London  —  (yon  conceive 
The  natural  shrinking  from  publicity 
In  Paris,  where  the  name  excites  remark)  — 
London  was  ready  for  the  grand  d^but ; 
When  some  perverse  ill-fortune,  incident 
To  art  mimetic,  some  malicious  thrust 
Of  Jealousy  who  sidles  ^twixt  the  scenes. 
Or  pops  up  sudden  from  the  prompter's  hole,  — 
Somehow  the  brilliant  bubble  burst  in  suds. 
Want  followed :  in  a  foreign  land,  the  pair ! 
Oh,  hurry  over  the  catastrophe  — 
Mother  too  sorely  tempted,  daughter  tried 
Scarcely  so  much  as  circumvented,  sav  I 
Gaged  unsuspecting  artless  innocence  1 

Monsieur  L^once  Miranda  tell  the  rest !  — 

The  rather  that  he  t^ld  it  in  a  style 

To  puzzle  Court  Guide  students,  much  more 

.  me. 
**  Brief,  she  became  the  favorite  of  Lord  X.t 
An  aged  but  illustrious  Duke,  thereby 
Breaking  the  heart  of  his  competitor, 
The  Prince  of  O.    Behold  her  nalaceid  straight 
In  splendor,  clothed  in  diam<mas,"  (phrase  how 

fit  I) 
**  Giving  tone  to  the  Citv  by  the  Thames  I 
Lord  N.,  the  aged  but  illustrious  Duke, 
Was  even  on  the  point  of  weddii^?  her  — 
Giving  his  name  to  her  "  (why  not  to  us  ?) 
**  But  that  her  better  angel  interposed. 
She  fled  from  such  a  fate  to  Paris  back. 
A  fortnight  since :  conceive  Lord  N.^s  despair ! 


Duke  as  he  is,  there 's  no  invading  France. 
He  must  restrict  pursuit  t-o  postal  plague 
Of  writing  letters  daily,  duly  read 
As  darling ly  she  hands  tliem  to  myvelf , 
The  privileged  suppUnter,  who  therewith 
L^rht  a  cigar  and  see  abundant  blue  ''  — 
(^ther  of  heaven  or  else  Havana-smoke,) 
''  Think !  she,  who  helped  herself  to 

late. 

In  passion  of  disinterestedness 
Now  —  will  accept  no  tribute  of  my  love 
Beyond  a  naltry  ring,  three  Lonts'-worth ! 
Little  she  knows  I  have  the  rummagim; 
Of  old  Papa's  shop  in  the  Phice  Vend6me ! " 
So  wrote  entrancealjjir  to  confidant. 
Monsieur  L4once  Miranda.    Surely  nour. 
If  Heaven,  that  see  all,  undentauds  no  less. 
It  finds  temptation  pardonable  here. 
It  mitigates  the  pronused  jsnnishment. 
It  recognises  that  to  tarry  inst 
An  April  hour  amid  such  dainty  turf 
Means  no  rebellion  against  task  imposed 
Of  journey  to  the  distant  wall  one  aay  ? 
Monsieur  L^nce  Miranda  puts  the  case  ! 
Love,  he  is  purposed  to  renounce,  abjure ; 
But  meanwhile,  is  the  case  a  common  one  f 
Is  it  the  vulvar  sin,  none  hates  as  he  ? 
Which  question,  put  directly  to  *'  his  dear  *' 
(His  brother  —  I  will  tell  you  in  a  trice). 
Was  doubtless  meant,  by  due  meandering'. 
To  reach,  to  fall  not  unobserved  before 
The  auditory  cavern  'neath  the  cope 
Of  Her,  the  placable,  the  Ravissante. 
But   here^s    the  drawback,  that    the    image 

smiles. 
Smiles  on,  smiles  ever,  says  to  supplicant 
"  A^,  ay,  ay  "  —  like  some  kindlv  weatheroock 
Which,   stuck    fast    at    Set    Fair,  FaToniaa 

Breeze,     . 
Still  warrants  you  from  rain,  thoug-h  Auster's 

lead 
Bring  down    the  sky   above   your    cloakkas 

mirth. 
Had  he  proposed  this  question  to,  nor  **  dear^ 
Nor  Ravissante,  but  prompt  to  the  Police, 
The  Commissary  of  his  Quarter,  now  — 
There  had  been  shaggv  eyebrows  <devate 
With  twinkling  apprehension  in  each  orb 
Beneath,  and  when  Uie  sudden  shut  of  mouth 
Relaxed,  —  lip  pressing  lip,    lest    out    should 

I>lump 
Hie  pride  of  knowledge  in  too  frank  a  flow,  — 
Then,  fact  on  fact    forthcoming,  dose  were 

dealt 
Of  truth  remedial,  in  sufficiency^ 
To  save  a  chicken  threatened  with  the  pip. 
Head-staggers  and  a  tumble  from  ita  perai. 

Alack,  it  was  the  lady's  self  that  made 

The  revelation,  after  certain  days 

—  Nor  so  unwisely  !    As  the  haschisch-maii 

Prepares  a  novice  to  receive  his  drug. 

Adroitly  hides  the  soil  with  sudden  spread 

Of  carpet  ere  he  seats  his  customer: 

Then  snows  him  how  to  smoke  himself  aboat 

With  Paradise  ;  and  only  when,  at  puff  ^ 

Of  pipe,  the  Houri  dances  round  the  brain 

Of  di^damer,  does  he  judge  no  need  is  now 
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For  dronmspeetioii  and  punotiliooBiieM ; 
He  may  reeunie  the  aervioeabl«  scrap 
That  xuade  the  votary  unaware  of  muck. 
Just  thus  the  lady,  when  her  brewa^  —  love  — 
Was  well  arfame  aboat  the  novioe-brain, 
Saw  idie  migrht  boldly  pluck  from  underneath 
Her  lover  the  preliminary  lie. 

Clara  de  MilleflenrB,  of  the  noble  race. 
Was  Luoie  Steiner,  child  to  Dominique 
And  Magdalen  Commercy  ;  bom  at  iSierek, 
About  the  bottom  of  the  Social  Couch. 
The  father  having  come  and  gone  aeain,  ^ 
The  mother  and  tne  daughter  found  their  way 
To  Paris,  and  professed  mode-merchandise, 
Were  milliners,  we  Englidb  roughlier  say  ; 
And  soon  a  fellow-lodger  in  the  house. 
Monsieur  Ulysse  Kuhlhausen,  young  and  smart, 
Tailor  by  trade,  perceived  his    house-mate's 

youth. 
Smartness,  and  beauty  over  and  above. 
Courtship  was  brief,  and   marriage  followed 

qmck, 
And  quioklier  —  impecuniosity. 
Ilie  young  pair  quitted  Paris  to  reside 
At  London :  which  repaid  the  compliment 
Bat  sourvily,  since  not  a  whit  the  more 
Trade  prospered  by  the  Thames  than  by  the 

Seine. 
Failing  all  other,  as  a  last  resource, 
^*  He  would  have  trafficked  in  his  wife,"  —  she 

said, 
[f  for  that  caose  they  quarrelled,  'twas,  I  fear, 
[iather  from  reclamation  of  her  rights 
To  wifely  independence,  than  as  wronged 
3therwise  by  tiae  coarse  of  life  proposed : 
iinoe,  on  escape  to  Paris  back  again, 
?rom  horror  and  the  husband,  —  ill-exchanged 
fm  safe  maternal  home  recovered  thus,  — 
L  find  her  domiciled  and  dominant 
[n  that  anartment.  Coliseum  Street, 
^Thers  aU  the  splendid  magic  met  sind  mazed 
tfanmenr  L^once  Miranda's  venturous  eye. 
)n]y,  the  same  was  famished  at  the  cost 
)f  some  one  notable  in  days  long  since, 
}arlino  Centofanti :  he  it  was, 
fonnd  entertaining  unawares  —  if  not 
in  angel,  yet  a  youth  in  search  of  one. 

^y  this  reveahnent  after  reticence  ? 

therefore,  beginning  **  MiUefleurs,"  end  at  all 

iteiner,  Muhlhansen,  and  the  uglv  rest? 

leeanae  the  unsocial  parse-controiling  wight, 

'arlino  Centofanti,  made  aware 

{y  misadventure  that  his  bounty,  crumbs 

^rom  table,  comforted  a  visitant, 

?ook  ehorliah  leave,  and  left,  too,  debts  to 

lOaded  with  debts,  the  lady  needs  must  bring 
[er  sovil  to  bear  assistance  from  a  friend 
Sende  thai  paltipr  ring,  three  Louis'-worth ; 
knd  therefore  might  Uie  little  circumstance 
"hat  Monsieur  L«>nce  had  the  rummaging 
f  old  Papa's  shop  in  the  Place  Venddme, 
perhaps,  not  so  unobservably. 


*rail  shadow  of  a  woman  in  the  flesh, 
lieae  very  eyes  of  mine  saw  yesterday. 


Would  I  re-iell  this  stoiy  of  your  woes. 
Would  I  have  heart  to  do  you  detriment 
By  pinning  all  this  shame  and  sorrow  plain 
To  that  poor  chignon,  —  staying  with  me  still, 
Though  form  and  face  have  well-nigh  faded 

now, — 
But  that  men  read  it,  rongh  in  brutal  print. 
As  two  years  since  some  functionary's  voice 
Rattled  all  this  —  and  more  by  very  much  — 
Into  the  ear  of  vulgar  Court  and  crowd  ? 
Whence,  by  reverl^ratimi,  rumblings  ^:rew 
To  what  had  proved  a  week-long  roar  m  France 
Had  not  the  dreadful  cannonry  drowned  all. 
Was,  now,  the  answer  of  your  advocate 
More  than  just  this?    '*The  shame  fell  long 

ago. 
The  sorrow  keeps  increasing :  God  forbid 
We  judge  man  by  the  faults  of  youth  in  age !  " 
Permit  me  the  expression  of  a  hope 
Your  youth  proceeded  like  your  avenue, 
Stepping  by  bush,  and  tree,  and  taller  tree. 
Until,  columnar,  at  the  house  they  end. 
So  might  your  creeping  youth  columnar  rise 
And  reach,  by  year  and  year,  ssrmmetrical. 
To  where  all  shade  stops  short,  shade's  service 

done. 
Bushes  on  either  side,  and  boughs  above. 
Darken,  deform    the    path   else    sun    would 

streak: 
And,  cornered  halfway  somewhere,  I  suspect 
Stagnation  and  a  horse-pond :  hnrrv  past  I 
For  here 's  the  house,  the  bappv  half-and-half 
Existence  —  such  as  stands  for  happiness 
True  and  entire,  howe'er  the  squeamish  talk  I^ 
Twenty  years  long,  you  may  nave  loved  this 

man; 
He  must  have  loved  ^ou ;  that 's  a  pleasant  life. 
Whatever  was  your  ri^ht  to  lead  the  same. 
The  white  domestic  pigeon  pairs  secure, 
Nay,  does  mere  duty  by  bestowing  egg 
In  authorized  compartment,  warm  and  safe. 
Boarding  about,  and  gilded  spire  above. 
Hoisted  on  pole,  to  do^'  and  cats'  despair  I 
But  I  have  spied  a  veriest  trap  of  twigs 
On  tree-top,  every  straw  a  thievery. 
Where  the  wild  dove  —  despite    Uie  fowler's 

snare. 
The  sportsman's   shot,  the  urchin's  stone  -^ 

crooned  gay. 
And  solely  gave  her  heart  to  what  she  hatched. 
Nor  mindea  a  malignant  world  below. 
I  throw  first  stone  forsooth  ?  'T  is  mere  assault 
Of  playful  sugarplum  against  yoar  dnek. 
Which,  if  it  makes  cheek    tingle,  wipes  off 

rouge  I 
You^  mj  worst  woman?     Ah,  that  touches 

pnde. 
Puts  on  his  mettle  the  exhibitor 
Of  NightHsaps,  if   you  tannt  him  "This,  no 

doubt,  — 
Now  we  have  got  to  Female-gamiture, — 
Crowns  your  collection.  Reddest  of  the  row  I  " 
O  unimaginative  ignorance 
Of  what  dye's  depth  keeps  best  apart  from 

worst 
In  womankind !  —  how  heaven's  own  pure  may 

seem 
To  blush  aurorally  beside  such  blanched 
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DiTinenesB  as  the  women-wreaths  named  White : 
While  hell,  emptiye  and  f  oliginous, 
Sickens  to  very  pallor  as  I  point 
Her  place  to  a  Ked  cloat  called  woman  too ! 
Hail,  heads  that  ever  had  such  glory  onoe 
Touch  Tou  a  moment,  like  Grod^s  cloven  tongues 
Of  ftra  I  TOUT  lambent  aureoles  lost  may  leave 
You  marked  yet,  dear  beyond  true  diadems !  ^ 
And  hold,  each  foot,  nor  spurn,  to  man's  dis- 
grace. 
What  other  twist  of  fetid  rag  ma^  fall  1 
Let  slink  into  the  sewer  the  cuppu^^-cloth  I 

Lucie,  much  sohiced,  I  re-finger  you, 

The  medium  article ;  if  ruddy-mivrked 

With   iron-mould,    your    cambric,  —  clean  at 

least 
From  Doison-speck  of  rot  and  purulenoe  I 
Lucie  Muhlhausen  said  —  '*  Such  thing  am  I : 
Love  me,  or  love  me  not ! ''    Miranda  said. 
*'  I  do  love,  more  than  ever,  most  for  this." 
The  revelation  of  the  very  truth 
Proved  the  concluding  necessary  shake 
Which  bids  the  tardy  mixture  crystallize 
Or  else  stay  ever  liquid :  shoot  up  shaft. 
Durably  diamond,  or  evaporate  — 
Sluggish  solution  through  a  minute's  slip. 
Monsieur  L^once  Miranda  took  his  soul 
In  both  his  hands,  as  if  it  were  a  vase, 
To  see  what  came  of  the  convulsion  there, 
And  found,  amid  subsidenoe,  love  new-born 
So  snarklingly  resplendent,  old  was  new. 
*'  Wnatever  be  my  lady's  present,  past, 
Or  future,  this  is  certam  of  my  soul, 
I  love  her  I  in  despite  of  all  I  know. 
Defiance  of  the  much  I  have  to  fear, 
I  venture  happiness  on  what  I  hope, 
And  love  her  from  this  day  f orevermore  ! 
No  prejudice  to  old  profound  respect 
For  certain  Powers  I    I  trust  they  bear  in  mind 
A  most  peculiar  case,  and  straifl^ten  out 
What  ^8  crooked  there,  before  we  close  accounts. 
Renounce  the  world  for  them  —  some  day  I 

will: 
Meantime,  to  me  let  her  become  the  world  I " 

Thus,  mutely  might  our  friend  soliloquize 
Over  the  tradesmen's  bills,  his  Clara's  gift  — 
In  the  apartment,  CoUseum  Street, 
Carlino  Centofanti's  legacy. 
Provided  rent  and  taxes  were  discharged  — 
In  face  of  Steiner  now,  De  Millefleurs  once. 
The  tailor's  wife  and  runaway  confessed. 

On  such  a  lady  if  election  light, 

(According  to  a  social  prejudice,) 

If  henceforth  **"  all  the  world  "  she  constitute 

For  any  lover,  —  needs  must  he  renounce 

Our  world  in  ordinary,  walked  about 

By  couples  loving  as  its  laws  prescribe,  — 

Renunciation  sometimes  difficult. 

But,  in  this  instance,  time  and  place  and  thing 

Combined  to  simplify^  experiment, 

And  make  Miranda,  in  the  current  phrase, 

Master  the  situation  passably. 

For  first  facility,  his  brotiier  died  — 

Who  was,  I  should  have  told  yon,  confidant, 


Adviser,  roferee,  and  sabstttnte, 
All  from  a  distance :  but  I  knew  how  aooii 
This  younger  brother,  lost  in  Portugal, 
Had  to  depart  and  leave  our  friend  at  liuge. 
Cut  o£P  abruptly  from  companionship 
With  brother-soul  of  bulk  about  as  big, 
(Obvious  recipient  —  bj  intelligenoe 
And  syropathyj  poor  httle  paii*  of  souls  — 
Of  much  affection  and  some  footishneea,) 
Monsieur  L^noe  Miranda,  meant  to  lean 
By  nature,  needs  must  shift  the  leanii^^place 
To  his  love's  bosom  from  his  brother's  ne^. 
Or  fall  flat  unrelieved  of  freight  sublime. 

Next  died  the  lord  of  the  Aladdin  *s  oav^e. 
Master  o*  the  mint,  and  keeper  of  the  keys 
Of  chests  ohokefnll  with  gold  and  silver  chai^icd 
By  Art  to  forms  where  wealth  forgot  itself. 
And  caskets  where  renosed  each  pullet-egg 
Of  diamond,  slipping  name  from  fifty  slants. 
In  short,  the  father  of  the  family 
Took  his  departure  also  from  our  scene. 
Leaving  a  fat  succession  to  his  heir 
Monsieur  L^once  Miranda,  —  **  fortunate. 
If  ever  man  was,  in  a  father's  death," 
(So  commented  the  world,  —  not  he,  too  kind. 
Could  that  be,  rather  than  scarce  kind  encmgh) 
Indisputably  fortunate  so  far, 
That  little  of  incumbrance  in  his  path. 
Which  money  kicks  aside,  would  lie  there  long. 

And  finally,  a  rough  but  wholesome  shock. 

An  accident  which  comes  to  kill  or  cure, 

A  jerk  which  mends  a  dislocated  joint ! 

Such  happy  chance,  at  cost  of  twinge,  no  doubt. 

Into  the  socket  back  again  put  truth. 

And  stopped  the  limb  from  longer  dragging 

lie. 
For  love  suggested,  '^  Better  shamble  on. 
And  bear  your  lameness  with  what  grace  voe 

may!" 
And  but  for  this  rode  wholesome  accident. 
Continuance  of  disguise  and  subterfuge. 
Retention  of  first  falsehood  as  to  name 
And  nature  in  the  lady,  might  have  proved 
Too  necessary  for  abandonment. 
Monsieur  L^once  Miranda  probably 
Had  else  been  loath  to  cast  the  mask  aade. 
So  politic,  so  self -preservative. 
Therefore  so  pardonable  —  though  so  wrong  ! 
For   see   the    bugbear    in    the    hackgroiuid ! 

Breathe 
But  ugly  name,  and  wind  is  sure  to  waft 
The  husband  news  of  the  wife's  whereabout : 
From  where  he  lies  perdue  in  London  town, 
FortJi  steps  the  needy  tailor  on  the  stage, 
Deity-like  from  dusk  machine  of  fog^ 
And  claims  his  consort,  or  his  consort ^s  worth 
In  rubies  which  her  price  is  far  above. 
Hard  to  propitiate,  harder  to  oppose,  — 
Who  but  the  man's  self  came  to  Danish  fear, 
A  pleasant  apparition,  such  as  shocks 
A  moment,  tolls  a  tale,  then  goes  fttr  good  ! 


Monsieur  Ulysse  Muhlhausen  proved  no  li  ^ 
Nor  more  than  *^  Gnstave,"  lodging  opposite 
Monsieur  L4once  Miranda's  diamond-cave 
And  ruby-mine,  and  lacking  little  thence 
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Saye  that  its  gnome  would  keep  the  ciq>tiTe  aale, 
Never  return  his  Clara  to  his  arms. 
For  why  ?    He  was  become  the  man  in  yogue, 
The  inoispensable  to  who  went  clothed 
Nor  oared  encounter  Paris  laahion^s  blame,  — 
Such  miracle  could  London  absence  work. 
Rolling  in  riches  —  8o  translate  *'  the  yogoe  '*  — 
R^her  his  object  was  to  keep  off  claw 
IShould  i^iffin  scent  the  gold,  should  wife  lay 

claim 
To  lawful  portion  at  a  future  day, 
Than  tempt  his  partner  from  her  priyate  spoils. 
Best  forage  each  for  each,  nor  coupled  hunt  I 

Pnrsuantly,  one  morning,  —  knock  at  door 
With  knuckle,  dry  authoritative  oouprh. 
And  easy  stamp  of  foot,  broke  startlingly 
On  household  slumber,  Coliseum  Street: 
^^ Admittance    in  the  name  of    Lawl'*      In 

marched 
The  Commissary  and  subordinate. 
One  glance  sufficed  them.    ^*  A  marital  pair : 
We  certify,  and  bid  good  morning,  air  I 
Madame,  a  thousand  pardons  I  '*    Whereupon 
Monsieur  Ulyase  Muhihausen,  otherwise 
Called  **  Gustave  *'  for  convenienoy  of  trade. 
Deposing  in  due  form  complaint  at  wrong. 
Made  his  demand  of  remedy  —  divoroe 
From  bed,  board,  share  of  name,  and  part  in 

goods. 
Monsieur  L^nce  Miranda  owned  lus  fault. 
Protested  hisjpure  i|rnoRuice,  from  first 
To  last,  of  rights  mf ringed  in  *^  Gustave^s  " 


Submitted  him  to  judgment.    Law  decreed 
**  Body  and  goods  be  nenoeforth  separate  I " 
And  uiereupon  each  party  took  its  way. 
This  right,  this  left,  rejoietag,  to  abide 
Estranged  yet  amicable,  opposites 
In  life  as  in  respective  dwelling-place. 
Still  does  one  read  on  his  estaUishment  ^ 
Him-lettered  ^'  Gustave,"  —gold  out-glittering 
**  Idlranda,  goldaEoith,"  inst  across  the  street  — 
"  A  first-rate  hand  at  riding-habits  "  — say 
The  instmieted  —  **  special   out    of    chamber- 
robes.'' 

Thus  by  a  rude  in  seeming  —  rightUer  judged 

Beneficent  surprise,  pubUoity 

Stopped  further  fear  and  trembling,  and  what 

tale 
Cowardice  thinks  a  covert :  one  bold  splash 
Into  the  mid-shame,  and  the  shiver  ends, 
Thongh  cramp  and  drowning  may  begin  per- 
haps. 

To  cite  just  one  more  point  which  crowned 

success: 
Madame,  Miranda's  motker,  most  of  all 
An  obstacle  to  his  projected  life 
In  license,  as  a  daughter  of  the  Church, 
Duteous,  exemplary,  severe  by  right  — 
Moreover  one  most  thoroughly  beloved 
Without  a  rival  till  the  other  sort 
Possessed  her  son,  —  first  storm  of  anger  spent, 
She  seemed,  though  grumblingly  and  grudge 

ingly. 
To  let  be  what  needs  must  be,  acquiesce. 


""  With  heaven  —  acconamodation  possible !  '* 

Saint  Sganarelle  had  preached  witii  such  effect. 

She  saw  now  mitigating  circumstance. 

"'  The  erring  one  was  most  unfortunate, 

No  question :  but  worse  Magdalens  repent. 

Were  Clara  free,  did  only  Law  allow. 

What  fitter  choice  in   marriage  could  have 

made 
L4once  or  anybody  ?*'  'T  is  alleged 
And  evidenced,  I  find,  by  advocate, 
*'  Never  did  she  consider  such  a  tie 
As  baleful,  springe  to  snap  whatever  the  cost." 
And  when  the  couple  were  in  safety  once 
At  Clairvaux,  motherly,  considerate. 
She  shrank  not  from  advice.     '*  Since  safe  yon 

be. 
Safely  abide  I  for  winter,  I  know  well. 
Is  troublesome  in  a  cold  country-house. 
I  recommend  the  south  room  that  we  styled. 
Your  sire  and  I,  the  winter-chamber.*' 

Chance 
Or  purpose,  —  who  can  road  the  mystery?  — 
Combined,  I  say,  to  bid  **  Introncb  yourself, 
Monsieur  L^nce  Miranda,  on  this  turf. 
About  this  flower,  so  firmly  tiHat,  as  tent 
Rises  on  every  side  around  yon  both. 
The  question  shall  beoome,  —  Whioh  arrogates 
Stability,  this  tent  or  those  far  towers  ? 
May  not  the  temporary  strueturo  suit 
The  stable  cirouit,  co-exist  in  peace  ?  — 
Always  until  the  proper  time,  no  fear  I 
^  Lay  flat  your  tent  2 '  is  easier  said  than  done." 

So,  with  the  best  of  auspices,  betook 
Themselves  L^ouoe  Mininda  and  his  bride  — 
Provisionary  —  to  their  Clairvaux  house. 
Never  to  leave  it  —  till  the  proper  time. 

I  told  you  what  was  Clairvanx-Priory 
Ere  the  impropNsr  time  :  an  old  demesne 
With     memories,  —  rolic      half,     and     min 

whole,  — 
The  veiy  place,  then,  to  repair  the  wits 
Worn  out  with  Pari»-traf&c,  when  its  lord, 
Miranda's  father,  took  his  month  of  ease 
Purchased  by  industry.    What  contrast  hero  I 
Repose,  and  solitude,  and  healthy  ways  t 
That  ticking  at  the  back  of  head,  he  took 
For  motion  of  an  inmate,  stcqxped  at  once. 
Proved  nothing  but  the  pavement's  rattle  left 
Behind  at  Pans :  hero  was  holiday  I 
Welcome  the  quaint  succeeding  to  the  spruce. 
The  large  and  Inmbersome   and  —  mi^t  ne 

breathe 
In  whisper  to  his  own  ear  — dignified 
And  i?entry-f  ashioned  old-style  haunts  of  sleep  1 
Palatial  gloomy  chambers  for  parade. 
And  passage-lengths  of  lost  significance. 
Never  constructed  as  receptacle. 
At  his  odd  hours,  for  him  their  actual  lord 
Bv  dint  of  diamond-dealing,  goldsmithry. 
Tnereforo    Miranda's    father    chopped    and 

changed 
Nor  roof-tile  nor  yet  floor-brick,  undismayed 
By  rains  a-top  or  rats  at  bottom  there. 
Such  contrast  is  so  piquant  for  a  month  I 
But  now  andved  qmte  other  ocoupants 
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'Whose  cry  was  "  Permanency,  —  life  and  death 
Here,  here,  not  elsewhere,  change  is  all  ve 

^   dread!'' 
Their  dwelling-place  mvst  be  adapted,  then. 
To  inmates,  no  mere  truants  from  the  town. 
No  temporary  soioamers,  forsooth. 
At  Clairvaux  :  change  it  into  Paradise ! 

Fair  friend,  —  who  listen  and  let  talk,  alas !  — 
Yon  would,  in  eyen  such  a  state  of  things. 
Pronounce, — or  am   I  wrong?  —  for    oidding 

stay 
The  old-world  inoonyenience,  fresh  as  found. 
All  folk  of  individuality 
Prefer  to  be  reminded,  now  and  then. 
Though  at  the  cost  of  vulgar  cosiness. 
That  the  shell-outside  only  harbors  man 
The  vital  and  progressive,  meant  to  buUd, 
When  build  he  may,  with  quite  a  difference. 
Some  time,  in  that  far  land  we  dream  about. 
Where  every  man  is  his  own  architect. 
But  then  the  couple  here  in  question,  each 
At  one  in  project  for  a  happv  life. 
Were  by^  no  acceptation  ox  the  word 
So  individual  that  they  must  aspire 
To  architecture  all-appropriate, 
And,  therefore,  in  tms  world  impossible : 
They  needed  house  to  suit  the  circumstance. 
Proprietors,  not  tenants  for  a  term. 
Despite  a  certain  markii^,  here  and  there. 
Of  neecy  black  or  white  distinguishment. 
These  vulgar  sheep  wore  the  flock's  uniform. 
They  love  the  country,  they  renounce  the  town  ? 
They  gave  a  kick,  as  our  Italians  say. 
To  Pans  ere  it  turned  and  kicked  themselves  I 
Acquaintances  might  prove  too  hard  to  seek. 
Or  the  reverse  of  hara  to  find,  perchance. 
Since  Monsieur  Gustave's  apparition  there. 
And  let  me  call  remark  upon  the  list 
Of  notabilities  invoked,  in  Court 
At  Vire,  to  witness,  by  their  phrases  culled 
From  correspondence,  what  was  the  esteem 
Of  those  we  pay  respect  to,  for  "  the  pair 
Whereof  thev  knew  the  inner  life,''  't  is  said. 
Three,  and^  three  only,  ansT^ered  the  appeal. 
First  Monsieur  VaiUant,  mnsic-publiBher, 
*'  Begs  Madame  will  accept  civilities." 
Next  Alexandre  Dumas,  —  sire,  not  son,  — 
*^  Sends  compliments  to  Madame  and  to  you." 
And   last— out   now   prepare   for   England's 

voice  I 
I  will  not  mar  nor  make  —  here  's  word  for 

word  — 
**  A  rich  proprietor  of  Paris,  he 
To  whom  belonged  that  beauteous  Bagatelle 
Close  to  the  wood  of  Boulogne,  Hertford  hight, 
Assures  of  homages  and  compliments 
Affectionate  "  —  not  now  Miranda  but 
**  Madame  Muhlhausen."  (Was  this  friend,  the 

Duke 
Redoubtable  in  rivalry  before  ?) 
Such  was  the  evidence  when  evidence 
Was  wanted,  then  if  ever,  to  the  worth 
Whereat  acquaintances  in  Paris  prized 
Monsieur  Leonce  Miranda's  household  charm. 
No  wonder,  then,  his  impulse  was  to  live. 
In  Norman  solitude,  the  Paris  life: 
Surround  himself  with  Art  transported  thence, 


And  nature  like  those  famed  Elysian  Fields: 
Then,  warm  up  the  right  color  out  of  both. 
By  Boulevard  friendships   tempted    to 

taste 
How  Paris  lived  again  in  little  there. 

Monsieur  L^nce  Miranda  practised  Art. 
Do  let  a  miui  for  once  live  as  man  likes  ! 
Politics?      Spend    your    life,   to    spare    the 

world's : 
Improve  each  unit  by  some  particle 
Of  ]oy  the  more,  deteriorate  the  orb 
Enlire,  your  own :  poor  profit,  dismal  loss ! 
Write  books,  paint  pictures,  or  make  musie  — 

since 
Your  nature  leans  to  such  life-exercise  ! 
Ay,  but  such  exercise  b^ns  too  soon. 
Concludes  too  late,  demands  life  whole  and 

sole, 
Artistry  being  battle  with  the  age 
It  lives  in  I    Half    life,  —  silence,   while  yon 

learn 
What  has  been  done :  the  other  half,  —  attempt 
At  speech,  amid  world's  wail  of  wonderment — 
*^  Here's  something  done  was  never  done  be- 
fore I " 
To  be  the  very  breath  that  moves  the  aee 
Means  not  to  have  breath  drive  youhnhble- 

like 
Before    it  —  but   yourself   to   blow :     that  s 

strain; 
Strain's  worry  through  the  lifetime,  till  there 's 

peace; 
We  know  where  peace  expects  the  axtist-aouL 

Monsieur  L^once  Miranda  knew  as  much. 
Therefore  in  Art  he  nowise  cauvd  to  be 
Creative  ;  but  creation,  that  had  birth 
In  storminess  long  years  before  was  bom 
Monsieur  L^noe  Miranda,  —  Art,  enjoyed 
Like  fleshly  objects  of  the  chase  that  tempt 
In  cookery,  not  in  capture  —  these  might  nsast 
The  dilettante,  furnish  tavern-fare 
Open  to  all  with  purses  open  too. 
To  sit  free  and  take  tribute  seigneur-hke  — 
Now,  not  too  lavish  of  acknowledgment^ 
Now,  self -indulgently  profuse  of  pay. 
Always  Art's  seigneur,  not  Art's  serving^man, 
Whate'er  the  style  ana  title  and  degree,  — 
That  is  the  quiet  life  and  easy  death 
Monsieur  L^nce  Miranda  would  approve 
Wholly  —  provided  (back  I  go  again 
To  the  first  simile)  that  while  glasses  dink. 
And  viands  steam,  and  banqueting  laughs  high 
All  that 's  outside  the  temporary  tent. 
The  dim  grim  outline  of  the  circuit-wall. 
Forgets  to  menace  '*  Soon  or  late  will  drop 
Pavilion,  soon  or  late  you  needs  must  march. 
And  laggards  will  be  sorry  they  were  slaek ! 
Always  —  unless  excuse  sound  plausible !  *' 

Monsieur  L^once  Miranda  knew  as  much : 

Whence  his  determination  just  to  paint 

So  creditably  as  might  help  the  eye 

To  comprehend  how  painter's  eye  grew  dim 

Eire  it  produced  L'Ingegno's  piece  of  work  — 

So  to  become  musician  that  his  ear 

Should  judge,  by  its  own  tickling  and  turmoil. 
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Who  made  the  Solemn  MaaB  might  well  die 

deaf  — 
So  cultivate  a  Hteiair  knaek 
That,  by  expeiienoe  Low  it  wiles  the  time, 
He  might  imanne  how  a  poet,  rapt 
In  rhjming  wholly,  grew  so  poor  at  last 
Bt  careleesnesB  about  his  bankerVbook, 
That  the  Sieor  Boileau  (to  provoke  our  smile) 
Be«in  abruptly,  —  when  he  paid  devoir 
ToXouis  Quatorze  as  he  dined  in  state.  — 
*^  Sire,  send  a  drop  of  broth  to  Pierre  Comeille 
Now  aying  and  in  want  of  sustenance !  " 
—  I  say,  these  half-hour  i>laying8  at  lifers  toil, 
Divernned  by  billiards,  riding,  sport  — 
With  now  and  then  a  visitor  — ^  Dumas, 
Hertf  <vd  —  to  check  no  aspiration^s  flight  — 
While  Clara,  like  a  diamond  in  the  dark, 
Should  extract  shining  from  what  else  were 

shade, 
And  multiply  chance  rays  a  million-fold,  — 
How  could  he  doubt  that  all  offence  outside,  — 
Wrong  to  the  towers,  which,  pillowed  on  the 

turf. 
He  thus  shut  eyes  to,  —  were  as  good  as  gone  ? 

So,  down  went  Clairvaux-Priory  to  dust. 
And  up  there  rose,  in  lieu,  yon  structure  gay 
Above    the  Norman  ghosts:   and  where    the 

stretch 
Of  barren  country  girdled  house  about. 
Behold  the  Park,  the  English  preference ! 
Thus  made  undoubtedly  a  desert  smile 
Monsieur  L^nce  Miranda. 

Ay,  but  she  ? 
One  should  not   so  merge  soul   in  soul,  yon 

think? 
And  I  think :  only,  let  us  wait,  nor  want 
Two  things  at  once  —  her  turn  will  come  in 

time. 
A  cork-float  danced  upon  the  tide,  we^  saw. 
This  morning,  blindiuf^-bright  with  briny  dews : 
There  was  no  disengaging^  soaked  from  sound. 
Earth-product  from  the  sister-element. 
But  when  we  turn,  the  tide  will  turn,  I  think, 
And  bare  on  beach  will  lie  exposed  the  buoy  : 
A  very  proper  time  to  try,  with  foot 
And  even  miger,  which  was  buoying  wave, 
Which  merely  buoyant  substance,  —  power  to 

lift, 
And  power  to  be  sent  skyward  passively. 
Meanwhile,  no  separation  of  the  pair  I 


III 

And  so  slipt  pleasantly  away  five  years 
Of  Paradisiac  dream ;  till,  as  there  flit 
Premonitory  symptoms,  pricks  of  pain. 
Because  the  dreamer  has  to  start  awake 
And  find  disease  dwelt  active  all  the  while 
In  hoshd  or  stomach    through    his  night-long 

sleep,  — 
So  hi4>pened  here  disturbance  to  content. 

Monsieur  L^once  Miranda's  last  of  cares. 
Ere  he  composed  himself,  had  been  to  make 
Provision  that,  while  sleeping  safe  he  lay. 


Somebody  else  should,  dragon-like,  let  fall 
Never  a  lid,  ooiled  round  uie  apple-stem. 
But  watch  the  precious  fruitage.    Somebody 
Kept  shop,  in  short,  played  Paris  substitute. 
Himself,  surewd,  well-trained,  early>exercised. 
Could  take  in,  at  an  eye-glance,  luck  or  loss  — 
Know  commerce  throve,  though  lazily  uplift 
On  elbow  mereljr :  leave  his  Md  forsooth  ? 
Such  active  service  was  the  substitute's. 

But  one  October  morning,  at  first  drop 
Of  appled  gold,  first  summons  to  be  grave 
Because  rough  Autumn's  play  turns  earnest 

now. 
Monsieur  L4once  Miranda  was  required 
In  Paris  to  take  counsel,  face  to  face. 
With  Madame-mother :  and  be  rated,  too. 
Roundly  at  certain  items  of  expense 
Whereat  the  government  provisional. 
The  Paris  substitute  and  shopkeeper. 
Shook  head,  and  talked  of  funds  inadequate : 
Oh,  in  the  long  run,  —  not  if  remedy 
Occnired  betimes  I  Else, —  tap  the  generous  bole 
Too  near  the  quick.  —  it  withers  to  the  root  — 
Leafy,  prolific,  golden  apple-tree, 
*'  Miranda,"  stiudy  in  the  Place  Venddme ! 

*^  What  is  this  reckless  life  you  lead  ?  "  began 
Her  greeting  she  whom  most  he  feared  and 

loved, 
Madame  Miranda.    *'  Luxiuy,  extravagance 
Sardanapalus'  self  might  emulate,  — 
Did  your  good  father^  money  go  for  this  ? 
Where  are  the  fruits  of  education,  where 
The  morals  which  at  first  distinguished  you. 
The  faith  which  promised  to  aaom  ^onr  age  ? 
And  why  such  wastefulness  outbreaking  now, 
When  heretofore  you  loved  economy? 
Explain  this  pulluu^^own  and  building-up 
Poor  Clairvaux,  which  your  father  bought  be* 

cause 
Clairvaux  he  found  it.  and  so  left  to  you, 
Not  a  gilt-gingerbread  big  baby-house ! 
True,  we  could  somehow  sliake  head  and  shut 

TowUrwasp«rtp«.ve„tio„onau,p.rt- 

This  reprehensible  illicit  bond : 

We,  in  a  manner,  winking,  watched  consort 

Our  modest  well-conducted  pious  son 

With  Delilah :  we  thought  tne  smoking  flax 

Would  smoulder  soon  away  and  end  in  snuff ! 

Is  spark  to  strengthen.  Drove  consuming  fire  ? 

No  lawful  f amiW  caUs  Clairvaux  '  home  '  — 

Why  plav  that  tool  of  Scrii>ture  whom  the  voice 

Admonished  *  Whose  to-night  shall  be  those 

^  things 
Provided  ^r  thy  morning  jollity  ?  '^ 
To  take  one  specimen  of  pure  caprice 
Out  of  the  heap  conspicuous  in  the  plan,  — 
Puzzle  of  diange,  I  call  it,  —  titled  big 
^  Clairvaux  Restored : '    what  means  this  Bel 

vedere? 
This  Tower,  stuck  like  a  fool's-cap   on  the 

roof  — 
Do  you  intend  to  soar  to  heaven  from  thence  ? 
Tower,  truly  I    Better  had  you  planted  turf  — 
More  fitl^  would  you  dig^  yoursell  a  hole 
Beneath  it  for  the  final  journey's  help  1 
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0  we  poor  parents  —  could  we  prophesy  I  " 
L^once  was  found  affectionate  enoue^ 

To  man,  to  woman,  okild^  bird,  beast,  alike ; 
But  all  affectioa,  all  one  hre  of  heart 
Flaming   toward   Madame-mother.     Had   she 

posed 
The  ouestion  plainly  at  the  outset  **  Choose  I 
Out  clean  in  half  your  all-the-world  of  love. 
The  mother  and  the  mistress :  then  resolve. 
Take  me  or  take  her,  throw  away  the  one  I "  — 
He  might  have  made  the  choice  and  marred 

my  tale. 
But,  much  I  apprehend,  the  problem  put^ 
Was,  *"  Keep  both  lialves,  yet  do  no  aetriment 
To  either !    Prize  each  opposite  in  turn  !  " 
Hence,  while  he  prized  lit  worth  the  Clairrauz- 

Ufe 
With  all  its  tolerated  uan^htineea. 
He,  visitinK  in  fancy  Quai  Rousseau, 
^>aw,  cornered  in  the  cosiest  nook  of  aU, 
That  range  of  rooms  through  number  Thirty- 
three, 
The  lady-mother  bent  o*er  her  B^zique 
While  Monsieur  Cur^  This,  and  bister  That,  — 
Superior  of  no  matter  what  good  House  — 
Did  duty  for  Duke  Hertford  and  I>umas, 
Nay  —  at  his  mother's  age  —  for  Clara^s  self. 
At  Quai  Rousseau,  things  oomf  ortable  thus, 
Why  should  poor  Glair  vaux  prove  so  trouble- 
some ? 
She  played  at  cards,  he  built  a  BelTedere. 
But  nere  ^s  the  difference  :  she  had  reached  the 

Towers 
And  there  took  pastime :  he  was  still  on  Turf  — 
Though   fully   minded   that,    when   onee   he 

marched. 
No  sportive  fancy  should  distract  him  more. 

In  brief,  the  man  was  angrr  with  himself, 
With  her,  with  all  the  wond  and  much  beside : 
And  so  the  unseemly  words  were  interchanged 
Which  orystallize  what  else  eyaporates. 
And  make  mere  mistv  petulance  grow  hard 
And  sharp  inside  each  softness,  heart  and  soul. 
Monsieur  L^once  Miranda  flung  at  last 
Out  of   doors,  fiever-flushed :    and  there  the 

Seine 
Rolled  at  his  feet,  obsequious  remedy 
For  fever,  in  a  cold  autum^nal  flow. 
**  Go  and  be  rid  of  memory  in  a  bath  t  " 
Craftily  whispered  Who  besets  the  ear 
On  such  occasions. 

Done  as  soon  as  dreamed. 
Back  shivers  poor  L4once  to  bed  —  where  else  ? 
And  there  he  lies  a  month  ^twixt  life  and  death. 
Raving.     **  Remorse  of  conscience  !  "    friends 

opine. 
"  Sirs,  it  may  partly  prove  so,"  represents 
Beaumont  —  (the  family  physician,  he 
Whom  last  year's  Commune  murdered,  do  you 

mind?) 
Beaumont  reports,  **  There  is  some  aotiye  cause, 
More  than  mere  pungency  of  quarrel  past,  — 
Cause  that  keeps  adding  other  food  to  Are. 

1  hear  the  words  and  know  the  signs,  I  say ! 
Dear  Madame,  you  haye  read  the  Book  of 

Saints, 


How  Antony  was  tempted  f    As  for  me. 

Poor  heathen,  't  is  by  pictures  I  am  taught. 

I  say  then,  I  see  standing  here,  —  between 

Mb  and  my  patient,  and  that  crucifix 

You  very  i)roperly  would  interpoae  — 

A  certain  woman-shape,  one  white  appeal, 

*  Will  you  leave  me,  tnen,  me,  me,  me  for  her?* 

Since  cold  Seine  could  not  quench  this  flame, 

since  flare 
Of  fever  does  not  redden  it  away,  — 
Be  rational,  indidgent,  mute  —  should  dumee 
Come  to  the  rescue  —  Providence,  I  mean  — 
The  while  I  blister  and  phlebotomize !  " 

Well,  s<Mnehow  resetted  b5[  whatever  power. 
At  raonth^s  end,  back  again  conveyed  >iiii««>lf 
Monsieur  L^once  Miranda,  worn  to  rags. 
Nay,  tinder :  stuff  irreparably  spoiled. 
Though  kindly  hand  should  stitch  and  patch  iti 

beet. 
Clairvaux  in  Autumn  is  restorative. 
A  friend  stitched  on,  patched  ever.     AH  the 

same, 
Clairvaux  looked  grayer  than  a  month  ago. 
Unglossed  was  shrubbery,  unglorified 
Each  copse,  so  wealthy  onee ;  the  gardenHpiloti, 
The  orchard-walks,  showed  dearth  and  oreari' 

ness. 
The  sea  lav  out  at  distance  crammed  by  dond 
Into  a  leaden  wedge ;  and  sorrowful 
Sulked  field  and  pasture  with  persistent  run. 
Nobody  came  so  far  from  Paris  now : 
Friends  did  Uieir  duty  b^  lui  invalid 
Whose  convalescence  claimed  entire  repose. 
Only  a  single  ministrant  was  stanch 
At  quiet  reparation  of  the  stuff  — 
Monsieur  Liifionce  Miranda,  worn  to  rags : 
But  she  was  Clara  and  the  worid  besiae. 

Another  month,  the  year  packed  up  his  plagnes 
And  sullenly  depart'ea,  pOTdler-like, 
As  apprehensive  old-world  ware  might  aliew 
To  disadvantage  when  the  newcomer. 
Merchant  of  novelties,  young  *Sixty-«ght, 
With  brand-new  bargains,  whistled  oVr  tlie  lea. 
Things  brightened  somewhat  o^er  the  ChristBaa 

hearth. 
As  Clara  plied  assiduously  her  task. 

**  Words  are  but  words  and  wind.    Why  let  Uie 

^  wind 
Sing  in  your  ear,  bite,  sounding,  to  your  brain  f 
Old  folk  and  young  folk,  still  atoddbs,  of  course ! 
Age  quarrels  because  Spring  puts  forth  a  leaf 
While  Wmter  has  a  mind  that  boughs  stay  bare ; 
Or  rather  —  worse  than  quarrel  — age  descries 
Propriety  in  preaching  life  to  death. 
^  Enjov  nor  youth,  nor  Clairvaux,  nor  poor  nae  f  * 
Dear  Madame^ou  enjoy  your  age,  ^t  is  thougiit ! 
Tour  number  Thirty-three  on  <^nai  Rousaeaa 
Cost  fifty  times  the  price  of  Clairvaux,  tipped 
Even  with  our  prodigious  Belvedere ; 
You  entertain  the  Cur^,  —  we,  Dumas :  ^ 
We  plav  charades,  while  yon  prefer  B^siqiie : 
Do  lead  your  own  life  and  let  ours  alone .' 
Cross  Old  Year  shall  have  done  his  worst,  my 

friend  I 
Here  comes  gay  New  Year  with  agift,  no  donbtl 
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Look  up  and  let  in  U^ht  thai  lonKP  to  thia%  — 
One  flash  of  light,  and  where  will  dArkness 

hide? 
Your  oold  makes  me  too  eold,  ]ov« !    Ke^  sue 

warm! " 

Whereat  L^nce  Miranda  raised  his  head 
fVom  his  two  white  thin  haads,  and  foieed  a 

smile, 
And  spoke  :  "  1  do  look  np,  and  see  your  light 
Above  me !  Iiet  New  Year  oontribute  wanntA  — 
I  shall  refuse  no  fael  that  loay  blaa»>" 
Nor  did  he.    lliree  davs  after,  just  a  spark 
From  Paris,  answered  by  a  soiH>  at  Caen 
Or  whither  reached  the  teleg^phic  wire  : 
**  Qoickly  to  Paris !    On  amyal,  learn 
Why  you  are  wanted  I  *'    Curt  and  eritieal  I 

Off  starts  L^onoe,^  one  fear  from  head  to  foot ; 
Caen,  Rooen,  Paris,  as  the  railway  helps ; 
Tien  come  the  Qnai  and  Number  Thirty-three. 
**"  What  is  the  matter,  concierge  ?  "  —  a  gri- 
mace I 
He  nM>nnts  the  staircase,  makes  fov  the  main 

seat 
Of  dreadful  mystery  which  draws  him  there  — 
Bursts  in  upon  a  bedroom  known  too  well  — 
There  lies  all  left  now  of  the  mother  once. 
Tapers  define  the  stretch  of  rigid  white. 
Nor  want  there  ghastly  velvets  of  the  grave. 
A  blackness  sits  on  either  side  at  wat<^, 
Sisters,  good  souls  but  frightful  aU  the  same. 
Silent :  a  priest  is  spokesman  for  his  corpse. 
**  Dead,  through    L^noe    Miranda  I    stricken 

down 
Without  a  minute's  warning,  yesterday  ! 
What  did  she  say  to  yoa,  and  you  to  her, 
Two  months  ago  ?    This  is  the  conseauence  ! 
The  doctors  have  their  name  for  the  disease  ; 
I,   you,  and  God  say  —  heart-break,    nothing 

more  1  '* 
Monsieur  L^ouce  Miranda,  like  a  stone 
Fell  at  the  bedfoot  and  found  respite  so. 
While  the  priest  went  to  tell  the  company. 
What  follows  you  are  free  to  disbelieve. 
It  may  be  true  or  false  that  this  f^rood  priest 
Had     taken     his     instructions,  —  who    shall 

blame?  — 
From  quite  another  quarter  than,  perehanoe, 
Monsieur  L^nce  Miranda  nii?ht  suppose 
Would  offer  solace  in  such  pressing  need. 
All  he  remembered  of  his  kith  ana  kin 
Was,  they  were  worthily  his  substitutes 
In  commerce,  did  their  work  and  drew  their 

pay- 
But  they  remembered,  in  addition,  this  — 

They  fairly  might  expect  inheritance. 

As  nearest  kin,  callea  Family  by  law 

And  gospel  both.^  Now,  since  Miranda^s  life 

Showed  nothing  like  abatement  of  distaste 

For  oonjneality,  but  preference 

Continued  and  conBmied  of  that  smooth  chain 

Which  slips  and   leaves  no  knot  behind,  no 

heir  — 
Preanmption  was,  the  man,  become  mature. 
Would  at  a  oalcuhible  day  discard 
His  old  and  outworn  .  •  .  what  we  blush  to 

name, 


And  make  soeiaty  the  just  amends : 

Scarce   by  a  new   attachment — HeaveB  for* 

bid! 
Still  less  by  lawful  marriage :  that 's  reaerved 
For  those  who  make  a  proper  choice  at  fint  — 
Nut  try  both  ooorses  aiui  would  grasp  in  age 
The  very  treasure,  vouth  prefenred  to  apum  I 
No  I  putting  decenUy  such  thought  aside. 
The  penitent  must  rather  give  hia  powexa 
To  such  a  reptfation  of  tlte  past 
As,  edifying  Kiadred,  makes  them  rich. 
Now,  how  would  it  enrich  prospectively 
The  Cousins,  if  he  lavishedsuoh  expense 
On  Clairvaux  ?  —  ptetty  as  a  toy,  but  then 
As  toy.  so  mu<^  produotive  ana  no  more ! 
If  all  the  outcome  of  the  goldsmith^  shop 
Went   to   gild  ClairvaHz,  where  remam   the 

funds 
For  Coosinry  to  spread  out  lap  aad  take  ? 
This  must  be  tliought  of  and  provided  for. 
I  give  it  you  a  mere  cosMoture,  mind  I 
To  help  explain  the  wholesome  unannounced 
Intelligence,  the  shock  that  startled  guilt. 
The  scenic  show,    mush  yellow,  black   and 

white 
By  taper«hine,  che  nuns  —  peitentoua  pair. 
And,  more  than    all,  the   priest^s  admoniah- 

ment  — 
"  No  flattery  of  self  I    Yon  murdered  her  1 
The  gray  Ups,  silent  now,  reproTe  by  mine. 
You  wasted  all  your  living,  rioted 
In  harlotry  —  she  warned  and  I  repeat  t 
No  warning  had  she,  for  she  needed  none : 
If  this  should  be  the  last  yourself  receive  ?  " 
Done  for  the  best,  no  doubt,  thousrh  chunsily,  ~* 
Such,  and  so  startling,  the  reception  here. 
You  hardly  wonder  if  down  fell  at  once 
The  tawdry  tent,  pictorial,  musical. 
Poetical,  besprent  with  hearts  and  darts ; 
Its  cobweb^wcrki  betinselled  stitchery. 
Lay  dust  about  our  sleeper  on  the  tijrf , 
And    showed  the    outer  towers   distinot  and 

dread. 

Senseless  he  fell,  and  long  he  lay,  and  much 
Seemed  salntar  ?  in  his  punishment 
To  planners  and  performers  of  the  piece. 
When  pain  ends,  pardon  prompt  may  operate. 
There  was  a  good  attendance  close  at  hand, 
Waiting  the  issue  in  the  great  saloon. 
Cousins  with  coosolatioii  and  advice. 

All  things  thus  happily  performed  to  point, 
No  wonder  at  success  commensurate. 
Once  swooning  stopped,  once  anguish  subse- 
quent 
Raved  out,  —  a  sudden  resolution  chilled 
His  blood  and  changed  his  swimming  eyes  to 

stone, 
Aa  the  poor  fellow  raised  himself  upright. 
Collected  strength,  looked,  once  for  aU|  his 

look, 
Then,  turning,  put  officious  help  aside 
And  passed  from  out  the  chamber.    *^  For  af- 
fairs 1*' 
So  he  announced  himself  to  the  saloon : 
*'  We  owe  a  duty  t4>  the  living  too  1 "  — 
Monsieur  L^once  Miranda  tried  to  smile. 
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How  did  the  hearts  of  Consiury  rejoice 
At  their  straj  sheep  retorning  thus  to  fold, 
As.  with  a  disunity,  precision,  sense, 
All  unsuspected  in  the  man  before. 
Monsieur  X^noe  Miranda  made  minute 
Detail  of  his  intended  scheme  of  life 
Thenceforward  and  forever.     **  Vanity 
Was  ended :  its  redemption  must  be^rm  — ^ 
And,  certain,  would  continue  ;  but  smce  life 
Was  awfully  uncertain  —  witness  here  I  — 
Behooved  Imn  lose  no  moment  but  discharge 
Immediate  burden  of  the  world^s  affairs 
On  backs  that  kindly  volunteered  to  crouch. 
Cousins,  with  easier  conscience,  blamelessly 
Mi^ht  carry  on  the  goldsmith's  trade,  in  brief, 
Umnterfered  with  by  its  lord  who  late 
Was  used  to  supervise  and  take  due  tithe. 
A.  stipend  now  sufficed  his  natural  need : 
Themselves  should  &l  what  sum  allows  man 

live. 
But  half  a  dozen  words  concisely  pliun 
Might,  first  of  all,  make  sure  that,  on  demise. 
Monsieur  L4once  Miranda's  property 
Passed  by  bequeathment,  every  particle. 
To  the  right  heirs,  the  cousins  ot  his  heart. 
As  for  Uukt  woman  —  they  would  understand  I 
This  was  a  step  miist  take  her  by  surprise ! 
It  were  too  cruel  did  he  snatch  away 
Decent  subsistence.    She  was  young,  and  fair. 
And  .  .  .  and  attractive !    Means  must  be  sup- 
plied 
To  save  her  from  herself,  and  from  the  world. 
And  .  .  .  from  anxieties  might  haunt  him  else 
When  he  were  fain  have  other  thoughts  in 
mind." 

It  was  a  sjjgrht  to  melt  a  stone,  that  thaw 

(>f  rigid  disapproval  into  dew 

Of  sym^thy,  as  each  extended  palm 

Of  cousin  hasted  to  enclose  those  five 

Cold  fingers,  tendered  so  mistrustfuUy, 

Despairingly  of  condonation  now  ! 

You  would  have  thought, — at  every  fervent 

shake. 
In  reassurance  of  those  timid  tips, — 
The  penitent  had  squeezed,  consiaerate. 
By  way  of  fee  into  physician's  hand 
For  physicking  his  soul,  some  diamond  knob. 

And  now  let  pass  a  week.    Once  more  behold 
The  same  assemblage  in  the  same  saloon. 
Waiting  the  entry  of  protagonist 
Monsieur  L4once  Miranda.     **  Just  a  week 
tSince  the  death-<lay,  —  was  ever   man  trans- 
formed 
Like  this   man?"  questioned   cousin   of  his 
mate. 

Last  seal  to  the  repentance  had  been  set 
Three  days  before,  at  Sceaux  in  neighborhood 
Of  Paris  where  they  laid  with  f  unend  pomp 
Mother  by  father.    Let  me  spare  the  i^ : 
How  the  poor  fellow,  in  his  misery. 
Buried  hot  face  and  oosom,  where  neaped  snow 
Offered  assistance,  at  the  grave's  black  edge. 
And  there  lav,  till  uprooted  by  main  force 
From  where  he  prayed  to  grow  and  ne'er  again 
Walk  earth  unwortnily  as  neretofore. 


It  is  not  with  impunity  priests  teach 

TTie   doctrine   he   was   dosed  with  £rom    his 

youth  — 
"  Pain  to  the  body  —  pn^t  to  the  soul ; 
Corporeal  pleasure  —  so  much  woe  to  pay 
When  disembodied  spirit  gives  account.*' 

However,  woe  had  done  its  worst,  this  time. 

Three  days  allow  subsidence  of  much  grief. 

Already,  regular  and  equable. 

Forward  went  purpose  to  effect.    At  onee 

The  testament  was  written,  signed  and  sealed. 

Disposer  of  the  commerce  —  that  took  time. 

Ana  would  not  suffer  by  a  week's  delav  ; 

But  the  immediate,  the  imperious  neea. 

The  call  demanding  of  the  Cousinry 

Co-operation,  what  convened  them  thus. 

Was  —  how  and  when  should  deputation  march 

To  Coliseum  Street,  the  old  abode 

Of     wickedness,     and     there     acquaint  —  oh. 

shame! 
Her,  its  old  inmate,  who  had  followed  op 
And  lay  in  wait  in  the  old  haunt  for  prey  — 
That  they  had  rescued,  they  possessed  L^onee. 
Whose  loathinf?  at  recapture  equalled  theirs  — 
Upbraid  that  sinner  with  her  smf ulness. 
Impart  the  fellow-sinner's  firm  resolve 
Never  to  set  e^es  on  her  face  again : 
Then,  after  stipulations  strict  but  just. 
Hand  her  the  first  instalment  —  moderate 
Enough,  no  question  —  of  her  salary : 
Admonish  for  tbe  future,  and  so  end.  — 
All  which  good  purposes,  decided  on 
Sufficiently,  were  waiting  full  effect 
When  presently  the  culprit  should  appear. 

Somehow  appearance  was  delayed  too  long ; 

Chatting  and  chirping  sunk  inconsciously 

To  silence,  nay,  uneasiness,  at  length 

Alarm,  till  —  anytliing  for  certitude !  — 

A  peeper  was  conmiissioned  to  explore. 

At  keyhole,  what  the  laggard's  task    might 

be  — 
What  caused  so  palpable  a  disrespect ! 

Back  came  the  tiptoe  cousin  from  his  quest. 
**  Monsieur  L^noe  was  busy,"  he  believed, 
**  Contemplating  —  those  love-letters,  perhaps. 
He  always  carried,  as  if  precious  stones, 
About  with  him.    He  read,  one  after  one. 
Some  sort  of  letters.    But  his  back  was  turned. 
The  empty  coffer  open  at  his  side. 
He  leant  on  elbow  by  the  mantelpiece 
Before  the  hearth-fire  ;  big  and  blazuig  too.'* 

*^  Better  he  shovelled  them  all  in  at  once. 
And   burned    the   rubbish ! "    was  a  cousin's 

^uip. 
Warming  his  own  hands  at  the  fire  the  while, 
I  told  you,  snow  had  fallen  outside,  I  think. 

When  suddenlv  a  cry,  a  host  of  cries. 
Screams,  hubbub  and  confusion    thrilled  the 

room. 
All   by   a   common   impulse   rushed    thence, 

reached 
The  late  death-chamber,  tricked  with  trappings 

still. 
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Skulls,  croflsbones,  and  such  monJ  broidery. 
Miidaine  MuliUiausen  might  have  played  the 

witoh. 
Dropped  down  the  chimney  and  appalled  lA- 

once 
By  some  proposal,  ^^  Parting  touch  of  hand  I  ^* 
If  she  but  touched  his  foolish  hand,  you  know  I 

Something  had  happened  quite  contrariwise. 
Monsieur  Xi^onoe  Miranda,  one  by  one, 
Had  read  the  letters  and  tlie  love  they  held. 
And,  that  task  finished,  had  required  his  soul 
To  answer  frankly  what  the  prospect  seemed 
Of  his  own  lovers  departure  —  pledged  to  part ! 
Then,  answer  being  unmistakable, 
He  had  replaced  the  letters  quietly,  ^ 
Shut  coffer,  and  so,  grasping  either  side 
By  its  couTenient  handle,  plunged  the  whole  — 
Letters  and  coffer  and  both  hands  to  boot  — 
Into  Uie  burning  grate  and  held  them  there. 
'"''  Bum,  bum,  and  purify  ray  past!  **  said  he, 
Calmly,  as  if  he  felt  no  pain  at  all. 

In  vain  they  pulled  him  from  the  torture-place : 
The    strong   man,  with   the   soul   of   tenfold 

strength. 
Broke  from    their   clutch :    and   there  again 

smiled  he. 
The  miserable  hands  re-bathed  in  fire  — 
Constant  to  that  ejaculation,  "  Bum,^ 
Bum,  purify !  ^'    And  wheiij  combining  force. 
They  fairly  dragged  the  victim  out  of  reach 
Of  further  harm,  he  had  no  hands  to  hurt  — 
Two  horrible  remains  of  right  and  left, 
*"  Whereof  the  bones,  phalanges  formerly, 
Carbonized,    were    still    crackling    with    the 

flame," 
Said  Beaumont.    And  he  fought  them  all  the 

while : 
'*  Wliy  am  I  hindered  when  I  would  be  pure  ? 
Why  leave  the  sacrifice  still  incomplete  r 
She  holds  me,  I  must   have    more   hands   to 

bum  I " 
They  were  the  stronger,  though,  and  bound 

him  fast. 

Beaumont  was  in  attendance  presently. 

'*  What  did  I  tell  you  ?    Preachment  to  the 

deaf! 
I  wish  he  had  been  deafer  when  they  j^Bached, 
Those  priests !    But  wait  till  next  Kepublic 

comes ! " 

Aa  for  L4once,  a  single  sentiment 

Possessed  his  soul  and  occupied  his  tongue  — 

Absolute  satisfaction  at  the  deed. 

Xever  he  varied,  ^t  is  observable. 

Nor  in  the  stage  of  agonies  (whicn  proved 

Absent   without  leave,  —  science   seemed   to 

think). 
Nor  yet  in  those  three  months'  febricity 
Wliich  followed,  —  never  did  he  vary  tale  — 
Remaining  happy  beyond  utterance. 
"  Ineffable  beatitude  "  —  I  quote 
The  words,  I  cannot  give  the  smile  —  "  such 

bliss 
Abolished  pain !    Pain  might  or  might  not  be : 
He  felt  in  heaven,  where  flesh  desists  to  fret. 


Purified  now  and  henceforth,  all  the  past 
Reduced  to  ashes  with  tke  flesh  defiled  ! 
Why  all  those  anxious  faces  round  his  bed  ? 
What  was  to  pity  in  their  patient,  pray, 
When   doctor   came  and  went,  and   Cousins 

watched? 
—  Kindness,  but  in  pure  waste  ! "  he  said  and 

smiled. 
And  if  a  trouble  would  at  times  disturb 
The  ambrosial  mood,  it  came  from  other  souioe 
Than  the  corporeal  transitorv  pang. 
**  If  sacrifice  be  incomplete !  *  cried  he  — 
**  If  ashes  have  not  sunk  reduced  to  dust. 
To  nullity  !    If  atoms  coalesce 
Till  something  grow,  grow,  get  to  be  a  shape 
I  hate,  I  hoped  to  bum  away  from  me  ! 
She  is  my  body,  she  and  I  are  one, 
Tet,  all  the  same,  there,  there  at  bedf oot  stands 
The  woman  wound  about  my  flesh  and  blood, 
There,  the  anus  open,  the  more  wonderful, 
The  whiter  for  the  burning  .  .  .  Vanish  thou ! 
Avaunt,  fiend's  self  found  in  the  form  I  wore  I  " 

*^  Whereat,"  said  Beaumont,  *'  since  his  hands 

were  ^ne, 
The  patient  in  a  frenzy  kicked  and  kicked 
To  keep  off  some  imagined  visitant. 
So  will  it  prove  as  long  as  priests  may  preach 
Spiritual  terrors !  "  groaned  the  evidence 
Of  Beaumont  that  his  patient  was  stark  mad  -— 
Produced  in  time  and  place  :  of  which  anon. 
**  Mad,  or  why  thus  insensible  to  pain  ? 
Body  and  soul  are  one  thing,  with  two  names 
For  more  or  less  elaborated  stuff." 

Such  is  the  new  Religio  Medici. 

Though  antiquated  faith  held  otherwise, 

Ezplamed  that  body  is  not  soul,  but  just 

Soul's  servant :  that,  if  soul  be  satisned. 

Possess  already  joy  or  pain  enough, 

It  uses  to  ignore,  as  maJBter  may. 

What  increase,  joy  or  pain,  its  servant  brings—- 

Superfluous  contribution :  soul,  once  served. 

Has  naught  to  do  with  body's  service  more. 

Each,  speculated  on  exclusively. 

As  if  its  office  were  the  only  one,    * 

Body  or  soul,^  either  shows  service  paid 

In  joy  and  pain,^  that 's  blind  and  oojeotless  — 

A  servant's  toiling  for  no  master's  good  — 

Or  else  shows  good  received  and  put  to  use, 

As  if  within  soul's  self  grew  joy  and  pain, 

Nor  needed  body  for  a  ministrant. 

I  note  these  old  unscientific  ways : 

Poor  Beaumont  cannot :    for   the    Commune 

ruled 
Next  vear,  and  ere  they  shot  his  priests,  shot 

him. 

Monsieur  L^once  Miranda  raved  himself 

To  r^t ;  lay  three  long  months  in  bliss  or  bale, 

Inactive,  anyhow :  more  need  that  heirs. 

His  natural  protectors,  should  assume 

The  management,  bestir  their  coiisinship. 

And  carry  out  ihat  purpose  of  reform 

Such  tragic  work  now  made  imperative. 

A  deputation,  with  austerity. 

Nay,  sternness,  bore  her  sentence  to  the  fiend 

Aforesaid,  — she  at  watch  for  turn  of  wheel 
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And  fortune*8  fayor,  Street-^  yon  know  tke 

name. 
A    certain    ronghness    seemed     Mwropriato : 

*'Yoii  — 
Steiner,  Mnhlhausen,  whatsoe'er  jour  name. 
Cause  whole  and  sole  of  this  catastrophe !  *'  — 
And  so  forth,  introduced  the  embassage. 

"  Monsieur  L^onee  Miranda  was  divorced 
Onoe  and  forever  from  his  —  uvly  word. 
Himself  had  gt>ne  for  eood  to  Porti^al : 
They  came  empowered  to  act  and  stipulate. 
Hold  !  no  discussion  1  Terms  were  settled  now  : 
So  much  of  present  and  prospective  pay, 
But  also  —  g^ood  engagement  in  plain  terms 
She  never  seek  renewal  of  the  past  I  *' 

This  little  harmless  tale  produced  effect. 
Madame  Mnhlhausen  owned  her  sentence  just, 
Its  execution  gentle.     **  Stem  their  phrase, 
These  kinsfolk  with  a  right  she  recognized  — 
But  kind  its  import  probably,  which  now 
Her  agitation,  her  bewilderment. 
Rendered  too  hard  to  understand,  perhaps. 
Let  them  accord  the  natural  delay, 
And  she  would  ponder  and  decide.    Meantime, 
So  far  was  she  from  wish  to  follow  friend 
Who  fled  her,  that  she  would  not  budge  from 

place  — 
Now  tnat  her  friend  was  fled  to  Portugal,  — 
Never !     She  leave  this  Coliseum  Street  ? 
No,  not  a  footstep !  '*  she  assured  them. 

So- 
They  saw  they  might  hare  left  that  tale  untold 
When,  after  some  weeks  more  were  gone  to 

waste. 
Recovery  seemed  incontestable, 
And  the  poor  mutilated  figure,  onoe 
The  gay  and  glaucing  fortunate  young  spark, 
Miranda,  humble  and  obedient  took 
The  doctor's  counsel,  issued  sad  and  slow 
From  precincts  of  the  sick-room,  tottered  down, 
And  out,  and  into  carriage  for  fresh  air. 
And  so  drove  straight  to  Coliseum  Street, 
And  tott«red  upstairs,  knocked,  and  in  a  trice 
Was  clasped  in  the    embrace  of    wh<»n  you 

know  — 
With  much  asseveration,  I  omit. 
Of  constancy  henceforth  till  life  should  end. 
When  all  this  happened,  —  **  What  reward," 

cried  she, 
"  For  judging  her  Miranda  by  h<»r«elf  ! 
For  never  having  entertained  a  thought 
Of  breaking  promise,  leaving  home  forsooth. 
To  follow  who  was  fled  to  Portugal  I 
As  if  she  thought  they  spoke  a  word  of  truth  I 
She  knew  what  love  was,  knew  that  he  loved 

her; 
The  Cousinry  knew  nothing  of  the  kind.'' 

I  will  not  scandalize  you  and  recount 
How  matters  made  the  rooming  pass  away. 
Not  one  reproach,  not  one  acknowledgment, 
One  explanation :  all  was  understood  ! 
Matters  at  end,  the  home-uneasiness 
Cousins  were  feeling  at  this  jaunt  prolonged 
Was  ended  also  by  the  entry  of  — 


Not  simply  liim  whose  exit  had  been  made 

By  mild  command  of  doctor  '*  Out  with  yon ! 

I  wan-ant  we  receive  another  man  !  " 

But  —  would  that  I  could  say,  Uie  married  pair! 

And,  quite  another  man  assuredly. 

Monsieur  L^once  Miranda  took  on  him 

Forthwith  to  bid  the  trio,  priest  and  nnna. 

Constant  in  their  attendance  all  this  while, 

Take  his  thanks  and  their  own  departare  too; 

Politely  but  emphatically.    Next, 

The  Cousins  were    dismissed :    **  No  protest, 

pray  I 
Whatever  I  emrnged  to  do  is  done. 
Or  shall  be  —  I  but  follow  your  advice : 
Love  I  abjure :  the  lady,  yon  behold. 
Is  changea  as  I  myself ;  her  sex  is  changed  : 
This  is  my  Brother  —  He  will  tend  me  now. 
Be  all  my  woiid  henceforth  as  brother  dioiUd. 
Oentlemen,  of  a  kinship  I  revere. 
Your  interest  in  trade  is  laudable  ; 
I  purpose  to  indulppe  it :  manage  mine, 
Mr  goldsmith'busmefls  in  the  Place  Vendfinae, 
Wholly  —  through  purchase  at  the  price  ad 

judged 
By  experts  I  ^all  have  assistance  from. 
If,  in  conformity  with  sage  advice, 
I  leave  a  bus^  world  of  interests 
I  own  myself  unfit  for  —  yours  the  care 
That  any  world  of  other  aims,  wharein 
I  hope  to  dwell,  be  easy  of  access 
Through  ministration  of  the  moneys  due. 
As  we  determine,  with  all  proper  speed. 
Since  I  leave  Paris  to  repair  my  health. 
Say  farewell  to  our  Cousins,  BroUier  mine  !  '* 

And,  all  submissiveness,  as  brother  mi{;ht. 
The  lady  curtsied  gracefully,  and  dropt 
More  than  mere  curtsey,  a  concluding  phraae 
So  silver-soft,  yet  penetjative  too, 
That  none  of  it  escaped  the  favored  ears : 
^*  Had  I  but  credited  mie  syllable, 
I  should  to-day  be  lyin^  stretched  on  straw. 
The  produce  of  your  miserable  rente  ! 
Whereas,  I  hold  him  —  do  you  comprehend  ?  " 
Cousin  regarded  cousin,  turned  up  eye. 
And  took  departure,  as  our  Tuscans  laugh. 
Each  witli  his  added   palm-breadth    of  loag 

nose, — 
Curtailed  but  imperceptibly,  next  week. 
When  transfer  vras  aooomplished,  and  the  trade 
In  Paris  did  indeed  become  their  own, 
But  bought  by  them  and  sold  by  him  on  terms 
'Twixt  man  and  man,  —  mignt  serve  'twixt 

wolf  and  wolf, 
Substitute  *"  bit  and  clawed  "  for  *'  signed  and 

sealed"  — 
Our  ordinary  busineBS-terms,  in  short. 
Another  week,  and  Clairvaux  broke  in  blocMn 
At  end  of  April,  to  receive  i^raiu 
Monsieur  L^nce  Miranda,  gentleman, 
£x- jeweller  and  goldsmith  :  never  more  — 
According  to  the  purpose  he  professed  — 
To  quit  this  paraaise,  his  property. 
This  Clara,  his  companion  :  so  it  proved. 

The  Cousins,  each  with  elongated  nose. 
Discussed  their  baiig^n,  reconciled  them  mmni 
To  hard  neoessity,  disbursed  the  cadi. 
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And  hastened  to  subjoin,  vhereyer  tjrpe 
Prockiimed  "■  Miranda ''  to  the  puhlio,  ''  Called 
Now  flntt-Miranda.*'    There,  a  ooloiiy, 
They  flourish  underneath  the  name  that  still 
Maintains  the  old  repute,  I  nndemtand. 
They  built  their  Clairvauz,  dream-Chdtean,  in 

Spain, 
Perhaps — but    Plaoe    Venddme     is    waking 

worth : 
Oh,  they  lost  little  I  —  only,  man  and  man 
Hardly  conclude  transactions  of  the  land 
As  cousin  should  with  cousin,  —  cousiofl  think. 
For  the  rest,  all  was  honorably  done. 
So,  ere  buds  break  to  blossom,  let  ua  breathe  I 
Never  suppose  there  was  one  particle 
Of  recmdesoenee—  wound,  half-healed  before. 
Set  freshly  running  —  sin,  repressed  as  such. 
New  loosened  as  neeessitv  of  life  I 
In  all  this  reyooation  and  resolve, 
Far  be  sin's  self-indulgence  from  your  thought ! 
The  man  had  simply  made  discovery, 
By  process  I  rei^eot  if  not  admire, 
Tbat  what  was,  was :  -*  that  turf,  his  feet  had 

touched, 
Felt  solid  just  as  muoh  as  yonder  towers 
He  saw  with  eyes,  but  did  not  stand  upon. 
And  conld  not,  if  ke  would,  resoh  in  a  leap. 
People  had  told  him  flowery  turf  was  f aW 
To  footstep,  tired  the  travcdler  sooa,  beside : 
That  was  untrue.    They  told  hioa  *'  One  fair 

stride 
PUntB  on  safe  platform,  and  seeures  man  rest.'' 
That  was  untrue.    8ome  varied  the  advice : 
"  Neither    was  solid,   towers  no  more  than 

turf  : " 
Double  assertion,  tilierefore  twios  aa  false. 
'*I   like  these  amateurs'' —our  friend  had 

laughed, 
Conld  he  turn  what  he  felt  to  what  he  thought. 
And,  that  again,  to  what  he  put  in  words : 
"  I  like  their  pretty  trialj  proof  of  paste 
Or  precious  stone,  by  deheate  approach 
Of  eye  askance,  fine  feel  of  fingei>^p. 
Or  touch  of  tongue  inquisitive  for  cold. 
I  tried  my  jewels  in  a  crucible : 
Fierce  fire  has  felt  them,  licked  them,  left 

them  sound. 
Don't  tell  me  that  mv  earthly  love  is  sham. 
My  heavenly  fear  a  clever  counterfeit  1 
Each  may  oppose  each,  yet  be  true  alike  1 " 

To  build  up,  independent  of  the  towers, 
A  durable  paviUon  o'er  the  turf, 
Haid  issued  in  disaster.    '*  What  remained 
Except,  by  tunnel,  or  else  gallerv, 
To  keep  communication  'twixt  the  two. 
Unite  tne  opposites,  both  near  and  far, 
And  never  try  complete  abandonment 
Of  one  or  other  ?  "  so  he  thought,  not  said. 
And  to  such  engineering  feat«l  say, 
Monsieur  L^once  Miranda  saw  the  means 
Precisely  in  this  revocation  prompt 
Of  just  those  benefits  of  worldly  wealth 
Conferred  upon  his  Cousinry  —  all  but  I 

This  Clairvaux— yon  would  know,  were  you 

at  top 
Of  yonder  crowning  grace,  its  Belvedere  — 


Is  situate  in  one  angle^iiche  of  three, 

At  equidistance  from  Scunt-Rambert  —  there 

Behind  you,  and  The  Raviasante,  beside  — 

There :  steeple,  steeple,  and  this  Clairvaux^top 

(A  sort  of  steeple)  constitute  a  trine. 

With  not  a  tenement  to  break  each  side. 

Two  miles  or  so  in  length,  if  eye  can  judge. 

Now  this  is  native  land  of  miracle. 
Oh,  wh^,  why,  why,  from  all  recorded  time, 
Was  miracle  not  wrought  once,  only  once. 
To  help  whoever  wanted  help  indeed  ? 
If  on  tne  day  when  Spring's  green  girUshness 
Grew  nubile,  and  she  trembled  into  May, 
And  our  Miranda  eUmhed  to  clasp  the  Spring 
A-tiptoe  o'er  the  sea,  those  wafts  of  wumth. 
Those  cloudlets  scudding  under  the  bara  blue. 
And  all  that  new  sun,  that  fresh  hope  about 
His  airpr  place  of  observation,  —  friend. 
Feel  with  me  that  if  just  then,  just  for  onoe. 
Some  angel, — such  as  the  authentic  pen 
Tender  records  a  daily  visitant 
Of  ploughman  CUude,  rheumatic  in  the  joints. 
And  spinster  Jeanne,  with  megrim  troubled 

sore, — 
If  such  an  angel,  with  naught  else  to  do. 
Had  taken  station  on  the  pmnaole 
And  simply  said,  **  L^onoe,  look  straight  be* 

fore! 
Neither  to  rif^ht  hand  nor  to  left :  for  why  ? 
Being  a  stuptd  soul,  you  want  a  guide 
To  turn  the  goodness  in  you  to  account 
And  make  stupidity  submit  itself. 
Go  to  Saiat-Rambert !    Straightway  get  such 

guide ! 
There  stands  a  man  of  men.    You,  jeweller. 
Must  needs  have  heard  how  once  the  kiiggest 

bk>ck 
Of  diamond  now  in  Europe  lay  exposed 
'Mid  specimens  of  stone  and  earth  and  ore. 
On    huckster's    staU,  —Navona    names    the 

Square, 
And  Rome  the  city  for  the  ineideat,  — 
Labelled  ^  quarts-crystal,  price  one  halfpenny.^ 
Haste  and  secure  that  ha' p' worth,  on   your 

Hfe! 
That  man  will  read  you  rightly  head  to  foot, 
Mark  the  brown  face  of  you,  the  bushy  beard. 
The  breadth  'twixt  shoulderblades,  and  through 

each  black 
Castilifm  orbit,  see  into  your  soul. 
Talk  to  him  for  fLve  minutes  —  nonsense,  sease^ 
No  matter  what  —  describe  your  hone,  yoor 

hound,— 
Give  your  opinion  of  the  policy 
Of  Monsieur  Rouher,  — will  he  succor  Rome  9 
Your  estimate  of  what  may  outcome  be 
From  (Ecumenical  Assemblage  there  ! 
After  which  samples  of  intelligence. 
Rapidly  run  through  those  events  you  call 
Your  past  life,  tell  what  once  you  tried  to  do. 
What  vou  intend  on  doing  this  next  May  I 
There  ne  stands,  reads  an  English  newspaper. 
Stock-still,  and  now,  again  upon  the  move. 
Paces  the  beach  to  taste  the  Spring,  like  yon, 
Since  both  are  human  beings  in  Gk>d's  eye. 
He  will  have  understood  you,  I  engaire. 
Endeavor,  for  your  part,  to  understand 
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He  knows  more,  and  loyes  better,  than  the 

world 
That  never  heard  his  name,  and  never  may. 
He  will  have  recognized,  ere  breath  be  spent 
And  speech  at  end,  how  much  that  ^s  good  in 


man, 


And  generous,  and  self -devoting,  makes 
Monsieur  Lf^onoe  Miranda  worth  his  help  ; 
While  sounding  to  the  bottom  ignorance 
Historical  and  philosophical 
And  moral  and  religious,  all  one  couch 
Of  crassitude,  a  portent  of  its  kind. 
Then,  just  as  he  would  pityingly  teach 
Tour  body  to  repair  maltreatment,  give 
Advice  that  yon  should  make  those  stumps  to 

stir 
With  artificial  hands  of  caoutchouc, 
So  would  he  soon  supply  your  crippled  soul 
With  crutches,  from  nis  own  intelligence. 
Able  to  help  you  onward  in  the  paUi 
Of  rectitude  whereto  your  face  is  set. 
And  counsel  justice  —  to  vourself ,  the  first, 
To  your  asBooiate,  very  like  a  wife 
Or  som*)thing  better,  —  to  the  world  at  lanpe. 
Friends,  strangers,  horses,  hounds,  and  Cous- 

inry  — 
All  which  amount  of  justice  will  include 
Justice  to  God.    Go  and  consult  his  voice  !  ^' 
Since  angel  would  not  say  this  simple  truth, 
Wbat  hinders  that  my  heart  relieve  itself, 
MUsand,  who  makest  warm  my  wintry  world, 
And  wise  mv  heaven,  if  there  we  consort  too  ? 
Monsieur  Leonce  Miranda  turned,  alas. 
Or  was  turned,  bv  no  anffej;  t*  other  way. 
And  got  him  guidance  01  The  Ravissante. 

Now,  into  the  originals  of  faith. 
Yours,  mine,  Minuida^s,  no  inquiry  here  I 
Of  faith,  as  apprehended  by  mankind. 
The  causes,  were  they  caught  and  catalogued. 
Would  too  distract,  too  desperately  foil 
Inquirer.    How  may  analyst  reduce 
Quantities  to  exact  their  opposites, 
Value  to  zero,  then  bring  zero  back 
To  value  of  supreme  preponderance  ? 
How    substitute    thmg  meant  for  thing  ex- 
pressed? 
Detect  the  wire-thread  through  that  fluffy  silk 
Men   call   their   rope,   their   real   compulsive 

power? 
Suppose  effected  such  anatomy, 
And  demonstration  made  of  what  belief 
Has  moved  believer  —  were  the  consequence 
Reward  at  all  ?  would  each  man  straight  de- 
duce. 
From  proved  reality  of  cause,  effect 
Conformable  —  believe  and  unbelieve 
According  to  your  True  thus  disengaged 
From  all  nis  heap  of  False  called  reason  first  ? 

No  :  hand  once  used  to  hold  a  soft  thick  twist. 
Cannot  now  grope  its  way  by  wire  alone : 
Childhood  may  catch  the  knack,  scarce  Youth, 

not  Age  I 
That 's  the  reply  rewards  yon.    Just  as  well 
Remonstrate  to  yon  peasant  in  the  blouse 
That^  had  he  justified  the  true  intent 
Of  Nature  who  coniiMised  him  thus  and  thus. 


Weakly  or  strongly,  here  he  would  not  stand 
Struggling  with  unconfi;euial  earth  and  sky. 
But  elsewhere  tread  the  surface  of  the  globe, 
Since  one  meridian  suits  the  faulty  lungs. 
Another  bids  the  slnp:giah  liver  work. 
"  Here  I  was  bom,  for  better  or  for  worse : 
I  did  not  choose  a  climate  for  myself ; 
Admit,  my  life  were  healthy,  led  elsewhere," 
(He  answers,)  "  how  am  I  to  migrate,  pray  ?" 

Therefore  the  course  to  take  is  —  spare  your 

pains. 
And  trouble  uselessly  with  discontent 
Nor  soul  nor  bodv,  by  parading  proof 
That  neither  haplv  liaa  known  ailment,  placed 
Precisely  where  the  circumstance  forbade 
Their  lot  should  fall  to  either  of  the  pair. 
But  trjr  and,  what  you  find  wrong,  remedy. 
Accepting  the  conditions:  never  ask 
**How  came  you  to  be  bom  here  with  those 

IttUgS, 

That  liver  ?  "  ^  But  bid  asthma  smoke  a  |npe. 
Stramonium,  just  as  if  no  Tropics  were. 
And  ply  with  calomel  the  sluggish  duct. 
Nor  taunt  *^The  bom  Norwegian  breeds  no 

bUe ! " 
And  as  with  body,  so  proceed  with  soul : 
Nor  less  discerningly,  where  faith  yon  found. 
However  foolish  sum  fantastic,  grudge 
To  play  the  doctor  and  amend  mistiute. 
Because  a  wisdom  were  conceivable 
Whence  faith  had  sprung  robust  above  disease. 
Far  beyond  human  help,  that  source  of  thinn ! 
Since,  m  the  first  stage,  so  to  speak,  —  &t 

stare 
Of  apprehension  at  the  invisible,  — 
Begins  divergency  of  mind  from  mind, 
Superior  from  inferior :  leave  this  first ! 
Little  you  change  there  !    What  comes  after> 

ward  — 
From  apprehended  thing,  each  inference 
With  practicality  concerning  life. 
This  you  may  test  and  try,  confirm  the  riglit 
Or  contravene  the  wrong  which  reasons  there. 
The  offspring  of  the  sickly  faith  must  piove 
Sickly  act  also :  stop  a  monster-birth  I 
When  water  ^s  in  the  cup,  and  not  the  cloud. 
Then  is  the  proper  time  for  chemic  test : 
Belief  permits  your  skill  to  operate 
When,  drop   by  drop  condensed  from  miat^f 

heaven, 
^T  is  wrung  out,  lies  a  bowl-full  in  the  fleece. 
How  dew  by  spoonfuls  came,  let  Gideon  say : 
What  purpose  water  serves,  your  word  or  two 
May  teach  him,  should  he  fancy  it  lights  fire. 

Concerning,  then,  our  vaporous  Ravissante — 
How  fable  first  precipitated  faith.  — 
Silence  you  get  upon  such  point  from  me. 
But  when  I  see  come  posting  to  the  pair 
At  Clairvaux,  for  the  cure  of  soul-disease. 
This  Father  of  the  Mission,  Parish-priest, 
This  Mother  of  the  Convent,  Nun  I  know  — 
They  practise  in  that  second  sti^e  of  things; 
They  boast  no  fresh  distillery  of  faitii : 
'T  is  doipia  in  the  bottle,  bright  and  old. 
They  bring ;  and  I  pretend  to  pharmacy. 
They  undertake  the  cure  with  all  my  heart ! 
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He  trusts  them,  and  they  surely  trust  them- 

selyes. 
I  ssk  no  better.    Never  mind  the  caose, 
Foru  et  origo  of  the  malady : 
Apply  the  drug  with  courage  !     Here 's  onr 

ease. 
Monsieor  L^nce  Miranda  asks  of  CJod, 
— May  a  man,  liTuig  in  illicit  tie. 
Continue,  by  connivance  of  the  Church, 
No  matter  what  amends  he  please  to  make 
Short  of  forthwith  relinquishing  the  sin  ? 
Physicians,  what  do  you  propose  for  cure  ? 

Father  and  Mother  of  The  Ravisaante, 

Read  vour  own  records,  and  you  find  prescribed 

As  follows,  when  a  couple  out  of  sorts 

Rather   than   gravely  suffering,  sought   your 

skill 
And  thereby  got  their  health  agun.    Perpend  I 
Two  and  a  naif  good  centuries  ago, 
Luc  de  la  Maiaou  Roi^,  a  nobleman 
Of  CUuse,  (the  river  gives  this  country  name,) 
Andj  just  as  noblewoman,  Maude  his  wife, 
Havui^  been  married  many  happy  years 
Spent  m  God^s  honor  and  man^s  service  too. 
Conceived,  while  yet  in  flower  of  youth  and 

hope. 
The  project  of  departing  each  from  each 
Forever,  and  dissolving  marriage-bonds 
That  both  might  enter  a  religious  life. 
Needing,  before  they  came  to  such  resolve, 
Divine  illumination.  —  course  was  dear,  — 
The^  vkited  your  church  in  pilgrimage. 
On  Christmas  mom  :  communicating  stiraight, 
The]^  heard  three  Masses  proper  for  the  day, 
*^  It  is  incredible  with  what  effect  "  — 
Quoth  the  Cistercian  monk  I  copy  from  — 
And,  next  dav.  came,  again  conununicants, 
A^un  heard  masses  manifold,  but  now 
With  added  thanks  to  Christ  for  special  grace 
And  consolation  granted :  in  the  night. 
Had  been  divorce  from  marriage,  manifest 
By  signs  and  tokens.     ISo,  tney  made  great 

gifts. 
Left  monev  for  more  Masses,  and  returned 
Homeward  rejoicing  —  he,  to  take  the  rules. 
As  Brother  Dionysius,  Capuciu ! 
She,  to  become  fiist  postulant,  then  nun 
Aooording  to  the  rules  of  Benedict, 
Sister  Scolastica :  so  ended  they, 
And  so  do  I  —  not  end  nor  yet  commence 
One  note  or  comment.      What  was  done  was 

done. 
Now,  Father  of  the  Mission,  here  ^s  your  case  I 
And,  Mother  of  the  Convent,  here  *s  its  cure  I 
If  separation  was  permissible, 
And  that  decree  of  Clirist  ''  What  God  hath 

joined 
Let  no  man  put  asunder  ^'  nullified 
Becanse  a  coui>le,  blameless  in  the  world, 
Had  the  conceit  that,  still  more  blamelessly, 
Out  of  the  world,  by  breach  of  marriage-vow. 
Their  life  was  like  to  pass,  —  you  oracles 
Of  God,  — since  holy  raul  says  such  you  are,  — 
Hesitate,  not  one  moment,  to  pronounce 
When  questioned  by  the  pair  now  needing  help, 
**  Each  from  the  other  go,  you  guilty  ones, 
Preliminary  to  your  least  apprwush 


Nearer  the  Power  that  thus  could   strain  a 

point 
In  favor  of  a  pair  of  innocents 
Who  thought  their  wedded  hands  not  clean 

enough 
To  touch  and  leave  unsullied  their  souls^  snow  I 
Are  not  your  hmds  found  filthy  1^  the  world, 
Mere  human  law  and  custom  ?    Not  a, step 
Nearer  till  hands  be  washed  and  purified  I '' 

What  they  did  say  is  immaterial,  since 
Certainly  it  was  nothing  of  the  kind. 
There  was  no  washins:  hands  of  him  (alack, 
You  take  me  ?  —  in  the  figurative  sense !) 
But,  somehow,  gloves  were  drawn  o'er  dirt  and 

all. 
And  practice  with  the  Church  procured  there- 
by. 
Seeing  that,  —  all  remonstrance  proved  in  vain, 
Persuasives  tried  and  terrors  put  to  use, 
I  nowise  question,—  still  the  guilty  pair 
Only  embraced  the  closelier,  obstinate,  — 
Father  and  Mother  went  from  Clairvanx  back 
Their  weary  way,  with  heaviness  of  heart, 
I  grant  you,  but  each  pahu  well  oroesed  with 

coin, 
And  nothing  like  a  smutch  perceptible. 
Monsieur  Llonce  Miranda  might  compound 
For  sin  ?  —  no,  surely  I  but  by  gifts  —  prepare 
His  soul  the  better  for  contrition,  say  I 

Grift  followed  upon  gift,  at  all  events. 
Grood  counsel  was  rejected,  on  one  part : 
Hard  money,  on  the  other  —  may  we  hope 
Was  unreflectingly  consigned  to  purse  ? 

Two  years  did  this  experiment  engage 
Monsieur  Llonce  Miranda :  howThy  gifts 
To  God  and  to  God*s  poor,  a  man  might  stay 
In  sin  a/id  yet  stave  off  sin's  pumshment. 
No  salve  could  be  conceived  more  nicely  mixed 
For  this  man's  nature :  generosity,  — 
Susceptibility  to  human  ills, 
Contoreal,  mental,  — self-devotedness 
Made  up  Miranda  —  whether  strong  or  weak 
Elsewhere,  may  be  inquired  another  time. 
In  mercy  he  was  strong,  at  all  events. 
Enough  I  he  could  not  see  a  beast  in  pain. 
Much  less  a  man,  without  the  wiQ  to  aid ; 
And  where  the  will  was,  oft  tiie  means  wer< 

too. 
Since  that  good  bargain  with  the  Consinry. 

The  news  flew  fast  about  the  conntrynde 
That,  with  the  kind  man,  it  was  ask  and  have ; 
And  ask   and   have   they  did.     To  instance 

you:  — 
A  mob  of  beggars  at  The  Ravissante 
Clung  to  his  skirts  one  day,  and  cried  "  We 

thirst  1" 
Forthwith  he  bade  a  cask  of  wine  be  broached 
To  satisfy  all  comers,  till,  dead-drunk 
So  satisfied,  they  strewed  the  holy  place. 
For  this  was  ^^wn  religious  and  a  rite  : 
Such  slips  of  judgment,  gifts  irregular. 
Showed  out  as  spillings  of  the  golden  grist 
On  either  side  the  hopper,  through  blind  zeal ; 
Steadily  the  main  stream  went  pouring  on 
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From  mill  to  mouth  of  sack  —  held  wide  sod 

close 
By  Father  of  the  Missioii,  Parish-priestt 
And  Mother  of  the  Convent,  Nun  I  know, 
With  snch  eifect  that,  in  the  sec^uel,  proof 
Was  tendered  to  the  Court  at  Vire,  last  month, 
That  in  these  same  two  years,  expenditure 
At  quiet  Clairvanx  rose  to  the  amount 
Of  Forty  Thousand  English  Pounds :  whereof 
A  trifle  weut^  no  inappropriate  close 
Of  bounty,  to  supply  the  Virein's  crown 
With  that  stnpenaous  lewel  from  New  York, 
Now  blading  as  befits  toe  Star  of  Sea. 

Snch  signs  of  grace,  outward  and  visible, 

I  rather  give  you,  for  your  sake  and  mine, 

Than  put  in  evidence  the  inward  strife, 

Spiritual  effort  to  compound  for  fault 

Bv  payment  of  devotion  —  thank  the  phrase  I 

Tnat  pasrment  was  as  punctual,  do  not  doubt, 

As  its  far  easier  fellow.    Yesterday 

I  trudged  the  distance  from  The  lutvissaate 

To  Cl^rvauz,  -with  ray  two  feet :  but  our  friend. 

The  more  to  edify  the  country-folk. 

Was  wont  to  make  that  pourney  on  both  knees. 

*'  Maliciously  perverted  incident !  '^ 

Snarled  the  retort,  when  this  was  told  at  Vire : 

**  The  man  paid  mere  devotion  as  he  passed. 

Knelt  decently  at  just  each  wayside  siirine ! " 

Alas,  my  lawyer,  I  trudged  yesterday  — 

On  my  two  feet,  and  with  both  eyes  wide  ope,  — 

The  distance,  mid  could  find  no  shrine  at  all  I 

According  to  his  lights,  I  praise  the  man. 

Enough  I  incessant  was  devotion,  say  — 

With  ner,  you  know  of,  pricing  at  his  ado. 

Still,  there  be  relaxations  of  the  tense : 

Or  life  indemnifies  itself  for  strain. 

Or  finds  its  very  strain  grow  feebleness. 

Monsienr  L^nce  Miranda^s  days  were  passed 

Much  as  of  old,  in  simple  work  and  play. 

His  first  endeavor,  on  recovery 

From  that  sad  ineffectual  sacrifice, 

Had  been  to  set  about  repairing  loss : 

Never  admitdng,  loss  was  to  repair. 

No  word  at  anv  time  escaped  hu  iins 

—  Betrayed  a  lurking  presence,  in  nis  heart, 

Of  sorrow ;  no  regret  for  mischief  done  — 

Punishment  suffered,  he  would  rather  say. 

Good-tempered  schoolboy-fashion,  he  preferred 

To  laugh  away  his  flogging,  fair  price  paid 

For  pleasure  out  of  bounds  :  if  needs  must  be. 

Get  pleasure  and  get  flogged  a  seocMid  time  I 

A  sullen  subject  would  have  nursed  the  scars 

And  made  excuse,  for  throwing  grammar  by. 

That  bench  was  grown  uneasy  to  the  seat. 

No :  this  poor  feUow  cheerfully  got  hands 

Fit  for  his  stumps,  and  what  hands  failed  to  do. 

The  other  members  did  in  their  degree  — 

Unwonted  service.    With  his  moutn  alone 

He  wrote,  naj',  painted  pictures  —  think  of  that  I 

He  plaved  on  a  piano  pedal-keyed. 

Kicked  out  — it  it  was  Baches  — good  music 

thence. 
He  rode,  that 's  readily  conceivable,  ^ 
But  then  he  shot  and  never  missed  his  bird, 
With  other  feats  as  dexterous :  I  infer 
He  was  not  ignorant  what  hands  are  worth, 
When  he  resolved  on  ruining  his  own. 


So  tbe  two  ytaam  pmiied  somekow  —  who  shaQ 

say 
Foolishly,  —  as  one  estimates  mankind. 
The  work  they  do,  tiie  play  they  leave  un- 
done ?  — 
Two  whole  years  spent  in  that  experiment 
I  told  yon  of,  at  Clairvaux  all  the  time. 
From  April  on  to  Apnl :  why  that  month 
More  than  another,  notable  in  life  ? 
Does  the  awakening  of  the  year  arouse 
Man  to  new  projects,  nerve  him  for  fresh  feats 
Of  what  proves,  for  the  most  part  of  noankind 
Playing  or  working,  novel  folly  too  ? 
At  anv  rate,  I  see  no  slightest  sign 
Of  folly  (let  me  tell  you  in  advance). 
Nothing  but  wisdom  meets  me  manifest 
In  the  procedure  of  the  Twentieth  £^* 
Of  Apnl,  *Sev«5nty,  —  folly's  year  in  Franoe. 

It  was  delightful  Spring,  and  out  of  doots 
Temptation  to  adventure.    Walk  or  ride  ? 
There  was  a  wild  young  horse  to  exercise. 
And  teach  the  wav  to  go,  and  pace  to  keep : 
Monsieur  L^once  Miranda  cdiose  to  ride. 
So,  while  they  clapped  soft  saddle  straight  on 

back,^ 
And  bitted  jaw  to  satisfaction,  —  sinoe 
The  partner  of  his  days  must  staj  at  home. 
Teased  by  some  trifling  le^^y  off  March 
To  throat  or  shoulder,  —  visit  duly  paid 
And  **  farewell ''  given  and  received  again,  — 
As  chamber-door  considerately  dosed 
Behind  him,  still  five  minutes  were  to  spend. 
How  better,  than  by  dearii^,  two  and  two. 
The  stairoase-eteps  and  oomin^r  oat  aloft 
Upon  the  platform  yonder  (raise  your  eyea !) 
And  tasting,  just  as  those  two  voars  before, 
Sprinp^'s  bright  advance  upon  the  tower  a-top. 
The  feature  of  the  front,  the  Belvedere  ? 

Look  at  it  for  a  moment  while  I  breathe. 


IV 

Ready  to  hear  the  rest  ?    How  good  yon  an  I 

Now  for  this  Twentieth  splendid  day  of  Spring, 
All  in  a  tale,  —  sun,  wind,  skv,  earth  and  sea,  — 
To  bid  man,  "  Up,  be  doing  I^*  Mount  the  stair. 
Monsieur  L^<moe  Miranda  mounts  so  bri^ 
And  look  —  ere  his  elastic  foot  arrive  — 
Your  longest,  far  and  wide,  o'er  frcmting  space. 
Yon  white  streak  —  Havre  lighthouse  I    Name 

and  name, 
How  the  mind  runs  from  each  to  eadi  idav. 
Town  after  town,  till  Paris'  self  be  toadied , 
Superlatively  big  with  life  and  death 
To  all  the  world,  that  very  day  perhaps ! 
He  who  stepped  out  upon  the  platform  here. 
Pinnacled  over  the  expanse,  gave  thon^t 
Neither  to  Rouher  nor  OlUvier,  Roon 
Nor  Bismarck,  Emperor  nor  King,  but  just 
To  steeple,  church,  and  shrine.  The  Ravissante ! 

He  saw  Her,  whom  mvsdf  saw,  but  when  Spring 
Was  passing  into  Fall :  not  robed  and  crowned 
As,  thanks  to  him,  and  her  you  know  about. 
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She  stands  at  preseBt ;  bat  She  smiled  the  same. 
Thither  he  tamed  —to  never  turn  away. 

He  thought  .  .  . 

(Sappose  I  shoaM  firefer  "  He  said ''  ? 
Along:  with  everjr  act  —  and  speech  is  aot  — 
There  |:o,  a  multitude  impalpable 
To  ordinary  human  faculty, 
The  thoughts  whieh  gfive  the  aot  signifioanoa. 
Who  is  a  poet  needs  must  apprehend 
Alike  botn  sneech  and  thoughts  which  prompt 

to  speak. 
Part  these,  and  thought  withdraws  to  poetry : 
ISpeech  is  reported  in  the  newBpt4>er.) 

He  said,  then,  probably  no  word  at  all, 

But  thought  as  follows  —  in  a  minute's  spaoe  — 

One  particle  of  ore  beats  out  such  leaf  1 

"  Tliis  Spring^room  I  am  fbr^>three  years  old : 

In  prime  of  fife,  perfection  oi  estate 

Bodily,  mental,  nay,  material  too,  -^ 

My  whole  of  worldly  fortunes  reach  their  height. 

Body  and  soul  alike  on  eminence: 

It  is  not  probable  I  ever  raise 

Soul  above  standard  by  increase  of  worth, 

Nor  reasonably  may  expect  to  Kft 

Body  beyond  the  present  altitude. 

''  Behold  me,  Lady  called  The  RaHssante ! 
Such  as  I  am,  I  -—  gave  myself  to  you 
So  long  since,  that  1  cannot  say  ^  I  give.' 
All  my  belongings,  what  is  summed  in  life, 
I  have  submitted  wholly  *-*  as  man  might. 
At  least,  as  /might,  who  am  weak,  not  strong, — 
Wholly,  then,  to  your  role  and  govemaiiee, 
So  far  as  I  had  strength.    My  weakness  was  — 
I  felt  a  fascination,  at  each  point 
And  pore  of  me,  a  Power  as  absolute 
Claiming  that  soul  should  recognize  her  sway. 
Oh,  you  were  no  whit  clearlier  Queen,  I  see. 
Throughout  the  life  that  rolls  out  ribbon-like 
Its  shot-silk  length  behind  me,  than  the  strange 
Mystery  —  how  shall  I  denominate 
The  unrobed  One  ?   Robed  you  go  and  crowned 

as  well. 
Named  by  the  nations :  she  is  hard  to  name, 
Though  you  have  spelt  out  certain  eharaoten 
Obaomre  upon  what  fillet  binds  her  brow. 
Lust  of  the  fleshy  lust  of  the  «y«,  lifers  pride, 
*"  So  oall  her.  and  contemn  the  enchantress ! '  — 

'Cmsh 
The  despot,  and  recover  liberty  1 ' 
Cried  despot  and  enchantress  at  each  ear. 
Ton  were  conspicuous  and  pre-eminent, 
Authoritative  and  imperial,  —  you 
Spoke  first,  claimed  homage :  aid  I  hesitate  ? 
Bom  for  no  mastery,  but  servitude. 
Men  cannot  serve  two  masters,  says  the  Book ; 
Maater  should  measure  strength  with  master, 

then, 
Before  on  servant  is  imposed  a  task. 
You  spoke  first,  promised  best,  and  threatened 

most ; 
The  other  never  threatened,  promised,  spoke 
A  single  word,  but,  when  your  part  was  done, 
Lifted  a  finger,  and  I,  prostrate,  knew 


what  promised 


Films  were  about  me,  though  yea  stood  aloof 

Smiling  or  frowning  *  Where  is  power  like  mine 

To  punish  or  rewai^  thee  ?    Rise,  thon  fool  I 

Will  to  be  free,  and,  lo,  I  lift  thee  loose  I ' 

Did  I  not  will,  and  could  I  rise  a  whit  ? 

hay  I,  at  any  time,  content  to  lie  ? 

'  lo  lie,  at  all  events,  brings  pleasure  :  make 

Amends  by  undemanded  naiu  I '  I  said. 

Did  not  you  prompt  me  r    *  Purchase  now  by 

pain 
Pleasure  hereafter  in  the  world  to  come  I ' 
I  could  not  pluck  my  heart  out,  as  you  bade : 
Unbidden,  I  burned  off  my  hands  at  least. 
My  soul  retained  its  treasure  :  but  my  purse 
Lightened  itself  with  much  alacrity. 
Well,  where  is    the  reward?  what 

fruit 

Of  sacrifice  in  peace,  oontent  ?  what  sense 
Of  added  strength  to  bear  or  to  forbear  ? 
What  influx  of  new  light  assists  me  now 
Kven  to  guess  you  recogniu  a  gain 
In  what  was  loss  enough  to  mortal  me  P 
But  she,  the  less  authoritative  voice. 
Oh,  how  distinct  enunciatiug,  how 
Plain  dealing  I    Qain  she  gave  was  gain  indeed  t 
That,  you  deny :  that,  yon  oontemptnoos  call 
Acorns,  swine  s  food  not  man^s  meat  1    *  Spurn 

the  draff  I' 
Ay,  bat  those  life-tree  asples  I  prefer. 
Am  I  to  die  of  hunger  tul  they  drop  ? 
Husks  keep  flesh  from  starvation,  anyhow. 
GKve  those  life-apples  I  —  one,  worth  woods  of 

oak. 
Worth  acorns  by  the  wagon-load,  — one  shoot 
Through  heart  and  brain,  aasuraBoe  bright  and 

brief 
That  you,  mv  Lady,  my  own  RavissantOj 
Feel,  throngn  my  lamine,  served  and  satufied, 
Own  me,  yonr  starveling,  soldier  of  a  sort ! 
Your  soldier  I  do  I  reaamj^  title  clear 
Even  to  call  myself  your  fnend,  not  foe  ? 
What  ia  the  pact  between  us  but  a  truce  ? 
At  best  I  shall  have  staved  off  enmity, 
Obtained  a  respite,  ransomed  me  from  wrath. 
I  pay,  instalment  by  instalment,  life. 
Earth's    tribute-money,  pleasures  great    and 

small. 
Whereof  should  at  the  last  one  penny  piece 
Fall  short,  the  whole  heap  becomes  forfeiture. 
You  find  in  me  deficient  soldiership  : 
Want  the  whole  life  or  none.    I  grudge  ihalt 

whole, 
Beeanse  I  am  not  sure  of  recompense : 
Because  I  want  faith.    Whose  the  fault?    I 

ask. 
If  insufficient  faith  have  done  thus  much, 
Contributed  thus  much  of  sacrifice, 
More  would  move  mountains,  you  are  wanant. 

Well, 
Gkunt,  vou,  the  grace,  I  give  the  gratitude  I 
And  what  were  easier  ?    *  Ask  and  have '  folk 

call 
Miranda^s  method :  *  Have,  nor  need  to  ask  I  * 
So  do  they  formulate  your  quality 
Superlative  beyond  my  human  grace. 
The  Ravusante,  you  ravish  men  away 
From  puny  aches  and  petty  pains,  a^wnaged 
By  man's  own  art  with  snuul  expenditure 
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Of  pill  or  potion,  nnleas,  pnt  to  shame. 
Nature  is  ronsed  and  sets  thinj^  tight  herself. 
Your  miracles  are  prown  our  oommon^laoe ; 
No  day  but  pilgrim  hobbles  his  last  mile, 
Kneels  down  and  rises  up,  flings  crutch  away. 
Or  else  appends  it  to  the  reverend  heap 
Beneath  you,  votiye  cripple-carpentry. 
Some  few  meet  failure  —  oh,  they  wanted  faith, 
And  may  betake  themselves  to  La  balette, 
Or  seek  Lourdes,  so  that  hence  the  scandal 

limp! 
The  many  get  their  grace  and  go  their  way 
Rejoicing,  with  a  tale  to  tell,  —  most  like, 
A  staff  to  borrow,  since  the  crutch  is  gone, 
Should  the  first  telling  happen  at  my  honse. 
And  teller  wet  his  whistle  with  my  wine. 
I  tell  this  to  a  doctor  and  he  laughs  : 
*  Give  me  permission  to  cry  —  Out  of  bed. 
You  loth  rtieumatic  sluggard  I    Cheat  yon  chair 
Of  laziness,  its  gouty  occupant  I  — 
You  should  see  miraclee  performed  1    But  now, 
I  give  advice,  and  take  as  fee  ten  francs. 
And  do  as  much  as  does  your  RaviBBante. 
Send  her  that  case  of  cancer  to  be  cured 
I  have  refused  to  treat  for  any  fee. 
Bring  back  my  would-be  patient  sound  and 

whole. 
And  see  me  laugh  on  toother  side  my  month  !  * 
Can  he  be  right,  and  are  you  hampered  thus  ! 
Such  pettiness  restricts  a  miracle 
Wrought  by  the  Great  Physician,  who  hears 

prayer. 
Visibly  seated  in  your  mother-lap  I 
He,  out  of  nothing,  made  sky,  earth,  and  sea. 
And  all  that  in  them  is,  man,  beast,  bird,  fish, 
Down  to  this  insect  on  my  parapet. 
Look  how  the  marvel  of  a  minim  crawls ! 
Were  I  to  kneel  among  the  halt  and  maimed. 
And  pray  *Who  mad^st  the  insect  with  ten 

legs. 
Make    me  one  finger   grow  where    ten  were 


once 


I » 


The  vei7  priests  would  thrust  me  out  of  church. 
'  What  foily  does  the  madman  dare  expect  ? 
No  faith  obtains  —  in  this  late  age,  at  least  -^ 
Such    cure    as    that !    We  ease    rheumatics, 
though  ! ' 

**  Ay,  hnnff  the  early  ages  back  again. 

What  prodigy  were  unattainable  ? 

I  read  your  annals.    Here  came  Louis  Onze, 

Gave  thrice  the  sum  he  ever  gave  before 

At  one  time,  some  three  hundred  crowns,  to 

wit  — 
On  pilgrimage  to  pray  for  —  health,  he  found  ? 
IHd  he  ?    I  do  not  read  it  in  Commines. 
Here  sent  poor  joyous  Marie- Antoinette 
To  thank  you  that  a  Danphin  dignified 
Her  motherhood  —  called  Duke  of  Normandy 
And  Martyr  of  the  Temple,  much  the  same 
As  if  no  robe  of  hers  had  dressed  you  rich  ; 
No  silver  lamps,  she  gave,  illume  your  shrine  I 
Here,  following  example,  fifty  years 
Ago,  in  gratitude  for  birth  again 
Of  yet  another  destined  King  of  France, 
Did  not  the  Duchess  fashion  with  her  hands. 
And  frame  in  gold  and  crystal,  and  present 
A  bouquet  made  of  artificial  flowers  ? 


And  was  he  King  of  France,  and  is  not  he 
Still  Count  of  Chambord  ? 


»i 


SuAh  the  days  of  fsith. 
And  such  their  produce  to  encourage  minel 
What  now,  if  I  too  count  without  my  host  f 
I  too  have  priven  money,  ornament. 
And    ^artificial    flowers* — whicn,    when     I 

plucked. 
Seemed  rooting  at  my  heart  and  real  enough  : 
What  if  I  gain  therebv  nor  health  of  mind. 
Nor  youth  renewed  which  perished  in  its  prime. 
Burnt  to  a  cinder  'twixt  the  red-hot  bars. 
Nor  gain  to  see  my  second  baby-hone 
Of  managing  to  live  on  terms  with  both 
Opposing  potentates,  the  Power  and  you. 
Crowned  with  success  ?    I  dawdle  out  my  days 
In  exile  here  at  Clairvaux,  with  mock  love. 
That  gives,  while  whispering  *'  Would  I  dazed 

refuse  I  *  — 
What  the  loud  voice  declares  my  hearths  free 

giftl 
Mock  worship,  mock  superiority 
OVr  those  I  style  the  world's  benighted  ones. 
That  irreligious  sort  I  pity  so. 
Dumas  and  even  Hertforo,  wno  is  Duke. 

^^  Impiety  ?    Not  if  I  know  mvself  I 

Not  if  you  know  the  heart  ana  soul  I  bare, 

I  bid  you  cut,  hack,  slash,  anatomize. 

Till  peccant  part  be  found  and  flung  away  ! 

Demonstrate     where     I    need    more    faith! 

Describe 
What  act  shidl  evidence  sufficiency 
Of  faith,  your  warrant  for  such  exercise 
Of  power,  in  my  behalf,  as  all  the  world. 
Except  poor  praying  me,  declares  profuse  ? 
Poor  me  ?    It  is  tliat  world,  not  me  alone. 
That  world  which  prates  of  fixed  laws  and  the 

like, 
I  fain  would  save,  poor  world  so  ignorant  t 
And  your  part  were  —  what  easy  minude  ? 
Oh,  Lady,  could  I  make  your  want  like  mine !  '* 

Then  his  face  grew  one  luminosity. 

**  Simple,  sufficient !    Happiness  at  heisrht ! 
I  solve  the  riddle,  I  persuade  mankind. 
I  have  been  just  the  simpleton  who  stands  — 
Summoned  to  claim  his  patrimonial  rights  — 
At  shilly-shally,  may  he  knock  or  no 
At  his  own  door  in  his  own  house  and  home 
Whereof  he  holds  tlie  very  title-deeds ! 
Here  is  my  title  to  this  property. 
This  power  you  hold  for  profit  oi  myself 
And  all  die  world  at   need  —  which  need  is 
now! 

**  My  title  —  let  me  hear  who  controverts !  ^ 
Count  Mailleville  built  yon  church.    Why  did  he 

ao? 
Because   he  found   your  image.     How  came 

that  ? 
His  shepherd  told  him  tliat  a  certain  sheep 
Was  wont  to  scratch  with  hoof  and  scrape  with 

horn 
At  ground  where  once  the  Danes  had  raced  a 

church. 
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Thither  he  went,  and  there  he  dug,  and  thenoe 
lie  dininterred  tlie  image  he  oonveyed^ 
In  pomp  to  Londres  yonder,  his  domain. 
YoQ  liked  the  old  plaoe  better  than  the  new. 
The  Count  might  surely  have  divined  as  much : 
He  did  not;  some  one  might   have  spoke  a 

word: 
No  one  did.    A  mere  dream  had  warned  enough, 
That  back  again  in  pomp  you  best  were  borne : 
No  dream  warned,  and  no  need  of  convoy  was ; 
An  angel   caught  you   up  and   clapped   you 

down,  — 
No  mighty  task  ;  you  stand  one  metre  high, 
And  people  carry  you  about  at  times. 
Why,  then,  did  you  despise  the  simple  course  ? 
Because  you  are  the  Queen  of  Angels  :  when 
Yoa  &ont  us  in  a  picture,  there  flock  they. 
Angels  around  you,  here  and  everywhere. 

**  Therefore,  to  prove  indubitable  faith, 
^Hiose  angels  that  acknowledge  you  their  queen, 
I  summon  them  to  bear  me  to  jour  feet 
From  Clairvanx  through  the  air,  an  easy  trip  I 
Faith  without  flaw !    1  trust  your  potency, 
Benevolence,  your  will  to  save  the  world  — 
By  such  a  sim^est  of  procedures,  too ! 
Not  even  by  affording  angel-help. 
Unless  it  please  you :  there  ^s  a  simpler  mode : 
Only  suB^nd  the  law  of  gravity. 
And,  whde  at  back,  permitted  to  propel. 
The  air  helps  onwara,  let  the  air  in  front 
Cease  to  oppose  my  passage  through  the  midst  I 

'*  Thus  I  bestride  the  nuling,  leg  o*er  leg. 
Thus,  lo,  I  stand,  a  single  inch  away. 
At  dizzy  edge  of  death,  —  no  touch  of  fear, 
As  safe  on  tower  above  as  turf  below  I 
Your  smile  enswathes  me  in  beatitude. 
Yon  lift  along  the  votary  —  who  vaults. 
Who,  in  the  twinkling  of  an  eye,  revives, 
Dropt  safely  in  the  space  before  the  church  — 
How  crowded,  since  this  mom  is  market-day  I 
I  shall  not  need  to  speak.    The  news  will  run 
Like  wild-fire.     *  Thousands    saw  Miranda^s 

fli^t!' 
'T  » telegraphed  to  Paris  in  a  trice. 
The  Boulevard  is  one  buzz  —  *  Do  you  believe  ? 
Well,  this   time,    thousands    saw    Miranda's 

flight: 
You  know  him,  goldsmith  in  the  Plaoe  Yen- 

ddme.' 
In  goes  the  Empress  to  the  Emperor : 
*  Now  —  will  vou  hesitate  to  make  disgorge 
Your  wicked  King  of  Italy  hia  gains. 
Give  the  Legations  to  the  Pope  once  more  ? ' 
Which  done,  —  why,  grace  goes  back  to  oper- 
ate, 
They  tliemselves  set  a  good  example  first, 
Kes^  the  empire  twenty  yean  usurped, 
And    Henry,  the    Desired    One,  reigns    o^er 

France  t 
Regenerated  France  makes  all  things  new  t 
My  house  no  longer  stands  on  Quai  Kousseau, 
But  Quai  rechristened  Alacoque :  a  auai 
Where  Renan    bums  his  book,  ana  Veuillot 

bums 
Renan  beside,  since  Venillot  rtiles  the  roast, 
Re-edits  now  indeed  *  The  Universe.' 


0  blessing,  O  superlatively  big 

With  bleiBBedness  beyond  all  blessing  dreamed 
Bv  man !  for  just  that  promise  has  e£Fect, 

*  Old  things  shall  pass  away  and  all  be  new  !  * 
Then,  for  a  culminating  mercy-feat. 
Wherefore  should  I  dare  dream  impossible 
That  I  too  have  my  portion  in  the  change  ? 
My  past  with  idl  its  sorrow,  sin  and  shame. 
Becomes  a  blank,  a  nothing !  There  she  stands, 
Clara  de  Millefleurs,  all  deodorized. 

Twenty  years'  stain  wipmi  ofF  her  innocence  I 
There  never  was  Muhlhausen,  nor  at  all 
Duke  Hertford :  naught  that  was,  remains,  ex- 
cept 
The  beauty,  —  yes,  the  beauty  ia  unchanged  I 
Well,  and  the  soul  too,  that  must  keep  the 

samel 
And  so  the  trembling  little  virgin  hand 
Melts  into  mine,  that 's  back  again,  of  course ! 
—  Think  not  I  care  about  my  poor  old  self  1 

1  only  want  my  lumd  for  that  one  use. 

To  take  her  hand,  and  say  *  I  marry  you  — 
Men,  women,  angels,  you  behold  my  wife ! 
There  b  no  secret,  nothing  wicked  nere. 
Nothing  she  does  not  wish  the  world  to  know  I ' 
None  ol  your  married  women  have  the  right 
To  mutter  *  Yes,  indeed,  she  beats  us  all 
In  beauty,  —  but  our  lives  are  pure  at  least !  * 
Bear  witness,  for  our  marriage  is  no  thing 
l>one  in  a  comer  I    'T  is  The  Ravissante 
Repairs  the  wrong  of  Paris.    See,  She  smiles. 
She  beckons.  She  bids  ^  Hither,  both  of  yon !  * 
And  may  we  kneel?    And  will  yon  bless  us 

both? 
And  may  I  worship  you,  and  yet  love  her  ? 
Then !  ''^— 

A  sublime  spring  from  the  balustrade 
About  the  tower  so  otten  talked  about, 
A  flash  in  middle  air,  and  stone-dead  lay 
Monsieur  L^noe  Mii«nda  on  the  turf. 

A  gardener  who  watched,  at  work  the  while 
Dibbling  a  flower-bed  for  geranium-shoots. 
Saw  the  catastrophe,  and,  straightening  back. 
Stood  up  and  shook  his  brows.    "  Poor  soul, 

poor  soul. 
Just  wnat  I  prophesied  the  end  would  be  1 
Ugh  —  the  Red  Night-cap !  '*  (as  he  raised  the 

^  head) 
*^  This  must  be  what  he  meant  by  those  strange 

words 
While  I  was  weeding  larkspurs,  yesterday, 

*  Angels  would  take  mm  I '  Mad  ! '' 

No !  sane,  I  say^ 
Such  being  the  conditions  of  his  life. 
Such  end  of  life  was  not  irrational. 
Hold  a  belief,  you  only  half-believe, 
With  all-momentous  issues  either  way,  — 
And  I  advise  you  imitate  this  leap. 
Put  faith  to  proof,  be  cured  or  killed  at  once  ! 
Call  you  men,  kUled  through  cutting  cancer 

out. 
The  worse  for  such  an  act  of  bravery  ? 
That 's  more  than  I  know.    In  my  estimate, 
Better  lie  prostrate  on  his  turf  at  peace. 
Than,  wistful,  eye,  from  out    tne    tent,  the 
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Racked  with  a  doubt,  ''  Will  going  on  bar« 

knees 
All  the  way  to  The  Raviasante  and  back, 
Saying  my  Ave  Mary  all  the  time, 
Somewhat  exouae  if  I  poetpone  my  march  ? 
—  Make  due  amends  for  tnat  one  kiaa  I  gave 
In  gratitude  to  her  who  held  me  out 
Superior  Frioquot*s  sermon,  hot  from  press, 
A'^pread  with  hands  so  sinzul  yet  so  smooth  ?  ^* 

And  now,  sincerely  do  I  pray  she  stand, 
Clara,  with  interposing  sweep  of  robe. 
Between  us  and  this  horror  I    Any  screen 
Turns  white  by  contrast  with  the  tragic  pall ; 
And  her  dubiety  distracts  at  least. 
As  well  as  snow,  from  such  decided  black. 
With  womanhood,  at  least,  we  have  to  do  : 
Ending  with  Clara — is  the  word  too  kind  ? 

Let  pass  the  shock  I  There 's  poignancy  enough 
When  what  one  parted  with,  a  minute  since, 
Alive  and  happy,  ia  returned  a  wreck  — 
All  that  was,  all  that  seemed  about  to  be, 
Razed  out  and  ruined  now  f orevermore. 
Because  a  straw  descended  on  this  scale 
Rather  than  that,  made  death  oWbalanoe  life. 
But  think  of  cage-mates  in  captivity. 
Inured  to  day-long,  night-long  vigilance 
Each  of  the  others  tread  and  angry  turn 
If  behind  prison  bars  the  jidler  knocked : 
These  whom  society  shut  out,  and  thus 
Penned  in,  to  settle  down  and  regulate 
By  the  strange  law,  the  soHtarv  ufe  -^ 
When  death  divorces  such  a  fellowship. 
Theirs  may  pair  off  with  that  prodigious  woe 
Imagined  of  a  ghastly  brotherhood  — 
One  watiJker  left  in  hghthouse  out  at  sea. 
With  leagues  of  surl  between  the  land  and 

him. 
Alive  with  his  dead  partner  on  the  rock  ; 
One  galley-slave,  whom  curse  and  blow  com- 
pel 
To  labor  on,  ply  oar  —  beside  his  chain. 
Encumbered  with  a  corpe»HK>mpanion  now. 
Such   these:  although,  no   prisoners,  self-eur 

trenched, 
They  kept  the  world  off  f^m  their  barricade. 

Memory,  gratitude,  was  poignant,  sure, 
Though  pride  brought  cons^tion  of  a  kind. 
Twenty  years  long  had  Clara  been  -—  of  whom 
The  rival,  nay,  the  victor,  past  dispute  ? 
What  if  in  turn  The  Ravissante  at  length 
Proved    victor  —  which  was    doubtful  —  any- 
how, 
Here  lay  the  inconstant  with,  conspicuous  too. 
The  fruit  of  his  good  fortune  I 

*^  Has  he  gained 
By  leaving  me? ''  she  might  soliloquise  : 
'"  All  love  could  do,  I  did  for  him.    I  learned 
By  heart  his  nature,  what  he  loved  and  loathed. 
Leaued  to  with  liking,  turned  from  with  dis- 
taste. 
No  matter  what  his  least  velleity, 
I  was  detenuined  he  should  want  no  wish. 
And  in  oonformity  administered 
To  his  requirement ;  most  of  joy  I  mixed 


With  least  of  sorrow  in  Ufe*s  daily  draoght, 
Twenty  years  long,  lifers  proper  average. 
And  when  he  got  to  quanel  with  my  cup, 
Would  needs  out-sweeten  honey,  and  discard 
That  gall-drop  we  reauire  lest  neotar  doy,  — 
I  did  not  call  him  fool,  and  vex  my  friend. 
But  quietly  allowed  experiment. 
Encouraged  him  to  spice  his  drink,  and  now 
Grate  lignum  vitce,  now  bruise  so-called  graiw 
Of  Paradise,  and  pour  now.  for  perf lune, 
Distilment  rare,  the  rose  oi  Jericho, 
Holy-thorn,  passion-flower,  and  what  know  I  ? 
Till  beverage  obtained  the  fancied  smaek. 
'T  was  wild-fiower-wine  that  neither  heated  aat 

harmed 
Who  sipped  and  held  it  for  restorative  — 
What  harm  P    But  here  has  he  been  thrm^ 

the  hedge 
Straying  in  search  of  simples,  while  my  back 
Was  turned  a  minute,  ana  he  finds  a  prise. 
Monkshood  and  belladonna  I    O  my  cnild, 
yiy  truant  little  boy,  despite  the  beard. 
The  body  two  feet  broad  and  six  feet  long. 
And  what  the  calendar  counts  middle  age  — 
Tou  wanted,  did  you,  to  enjoy  a  flight  ? 
Why  not  have  taken  into  conndenoe 
Me,  that  was  mother  to  you  ?  —  never  mind 
What  mock  disguise  of  mistreaa  held  you  mins  1 


Had  you  come  laughing,  crying,  with  request, 
'  Make  me  fly,  mother  I     I  had  run  upstfors 
And  held  you  tight  the  while  I  daaeed  you 

high 
In  air  from  tower^top,  singing  *  Off  we  go 
(On   pilgrimage   to  Lourdes  some   day   next 

month). 
And  swift  we  soar  (to  Rome  with  Peteriieiice)« 
And  low  we  light  (at  Paris  where  we  p&dk 
Another  iewel  from  our  store  of  stones 
And  sena  it  f<nr  a  present  to  the  Pope)  I ' 
So,  dropt  indeed  you  were,  but  on  my  kx 
Rolling  and  crowing^  not  a  whit  the  worae 
For  journey  t4>  your  Ravissante  and  baek. 
Now,  no  more  Clairvaux  —  which  I  nsade  yoa 

build. 
And  think  an  inspiration  of  your  own  — 
No  more  fine  house,  trim  garden,  pretty  park. 
Nothing  I  uaed  to  busy  yon  about. 
And  make   believe  you  worked  for  my  aii^ 

prise  I 
What  weariness  to  me  will  work  become 
Now  that  I  need  not  seem  surprised  ag^ain ! 
This  boudoir,  for  example,  with  the  doves 
(My  stupid  maid  has  damaged,  dusting  one) 
Embossed  in  stucco  o^er  the  looking-gfaas 
Beside  the  toilet-table  I  dear —  dear  me !  ** 

Here  she  looked  up  from  her  absorbing  grief. 
And  round  her,  crow-like  grouped,  Uke  Cooa- 

inry, 
(She  grew  aware)  sat  witnesses  at  watch. 
For,  two  days  had  elapsed  since  fate  befell 
The  courser  in  the  meadow,  stretched  so 
They  did  not  cluster  on  the  tree-tops,  doae 
Their  sooty  ranks,  caw  and  confabulate 
For  nothing :  but,  like  calm  determined  orowa» 
They  came  to  take  possession  of  their  corpse. 
And  who  shall  blame  them  f    Had  not  they  tiif 

right? 
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One  spoke.    ^*  Thej  would  be  geutle,  not  aoa* 

tere. 
Thev  understood^  and  wore  oompaaBioiuito. 
UaAima  MolUhaiisen  lay  too  abject  now 
For  aught  but  the  eineereit  pity ;  still, 
Siaoe  plain  speech  salves  the  wound  it  seems  to 

make. 
They    most    speak    phunly  —  eiieiunitanoes 

•poke  I 
Sin  had  conoeiTed  and  brought  forth  death  in- 
deed. 
As  the  commonoement,  so  the  close  of  things : 
Just  what  might  be  expected  all  alonf^ ! 
Monsiear  L^noe  Miranda  launched  his  yonth 
Into  a  ossBpool  of  debauoherVf 
And,  if  he  thence  emerged  all  dripping  slime, 
—  Where  was  the  cha^gre  except  from  thin  to 

thick, 
One  warm  rich  mud-bath,  Madame  ?  —  yon,  in 

]>lace 
Of  Paris-drainage  and  distilmentj  yon 
He  never  needed  budge  from,  boiled  to  rags  I 
True,  some  good  instinct  left  the  natural  man. 
Some  touch  of  that  deep  dye  wherewith  imbued 
^  education,  in  his  happier  day. 
The  hopeful  offspring  of  high  parentage 
Was  fleece-marked  moral  and  religious  sheep,  -* 
Some  ruddle,  faint  reminder  (we  admit). 
Stuck  to  Miranda,  rubbed  he  ne^er  so  rude 
Against  the  goatly  coarseness :  to  the  last. 
Moral  he  styled  hmiself ,  reli^ous  too  I 
Which  means  —  what  ineradicable  good 
Yon  found,  you  never  left  till  good^s  self  proved 
Perversion  and  distortion,  nursed  to  growth 
So  monstrous,  that  the  tree-stock,  dead  and 

dry. 
Were  seemlier  far  than  such  a  heap  grotesque 
Of  fungous  flourishing  excrescence.    Here, 
Sap-like  affection,  meant  for  family. 
Stole  off  to  feed  one  sucker  fat  —  yourself  ; 
While  branchage,  trained  religiously  aloft 
To  rear  its  head  in  reverence  to  the  mm, 
Was  puUed  down  earthward,  pegged  and  pick- 
eted. 
By  topiary  contrivance,  till  the  tree 
Became  an  arbor  where,  at  vulgar  ease, 
Sat  snperstition  grinning  through  the  loops. 
Still,  nature  is  too  strong:  or  else  too  weak 
For  cockney  treatment :  either,  tree  springIB 

back 
To  pristiiie  shape,  or  else  degraded  droops. 
And    turns  to  touchwood   at   the  heart.    So 

here  — 
Body  and  mind,  at  last  the  man  gave  way. 
His  bodv  —  there  it  lies,  what  part  was  left 
Unmatilated !  for,  the  .strife  commenced 
Two  vears  ago,  when,  both  hands  burnt  to  ash, 

—  A  branch  broke  loose,  by  loss  of  what  choice 

twigs  I 
As  for  his  mind  —  behold  our  register 
Of  all  its  moods,  from  the  incipient  mad, 
Nay,  mere  erratic,  to  the  stark  insane, 
Afaisolnte  idiocy  or  what  is  worse  I 
All  have  we  catalogued  —  extravagance 
In  worldly  nkstters,  luxury  absurd, 
And  zeal  as  oraaed  in  its  expenditure 
Of  oonsense  called  devotion.    Don't  we  know 

—  We  Ooiunns^  bound  in  duty  to  our  kin,  ^ 


What  mummeries  were  praotised  by  ^on  two 
At  Glairvauz  ?    Not  a  servant  got  discharge 
But  came  and  told  his  grievance,  testified 
To  acts  which  turn  religion  to  a  tarce. 
And  as  the  private  mock,  so  patent  —  see  — 
The  public  scandal  I    Ask  the  neighborhood  — 
Or  rather,  since  we  asked  them  long  ago, 
Read  what  they  answer,  depositions  down, 
Signed,  sealed  and  sworn  to  I    Brief,  the  man 

was  mad. 
We  are  hin  heirs  and  claim  our  heritage. 
Madame  Muhlhausen,  —  whom  good  taste  foi^ 

bids 
We  qualify  as  do  these  documents,  — 
Pear  not  lest  justice  stifle  meroy^s  prayer  I 
True,  had  you  lent  a  willing  ear  at  first. 
Had  you  obeyed  our  call  two  years  ago, 
Restrained  a  certain  insolence  of  eye, 
A  volubility  of  tongue,  that  time. 
Tour  prospects  had  been  none  the  worse,  per* 

naps. 
StilL  fear  not  but  a  decent  oomoetence 
Shall  smooth  the  way  for  your  declining  age  I 
What  we  propose,  then  "... 

Clara  dried  her  eyM, 
Sat  up.  surveyed  the  oonsbtory,  spoke 
After  due  pause,  with  something  of  a  smile. 

**  Gentlemen,  kinsfolk  of  my  friend  defunct. 

In  thus  addressing  me  —  of  all  the  world  1  — > 

You  much  misapprehend  what  part  I  play. 

I  claim  no  property  you  speak  about. 

Ton  might  as  well  address  the  park-keeper. 

Harangue  him  on  some  plan  advisable 

For  covering  the  park  with  cottage-plots. 

He  is  the  servant,  no  proprietor, 

His  business  is  to  see  the  sward  kept  trim, 

Untrespassed  over  by  the  indiscreet : 

Beyona  that,  he  refers  you  to^  myself  — 

Another  servant  of  another  kind  — 

Who  again  —  ouite  as  limited  in  act  — 

Refer  you,  witn  your  projects,  — can  I  else  ? 

To  who  in  mastery  is  ultimate. 

The  Church.    The  Church  is  sole  administranti 

Since  sole  possessor  of  what  worldly  wealth 

Monsieur  L4oiice  Miranda  late  possessed. 

Often  enough  has  he  attemptea,  nay. 

Forced  me,  wellnigh,  to  occupy  the  post 

Ton  seemingly  suppose  I  fill,  — receive 

As  gift  the  wealth  intnisted  me  as  grace. 

This  —  for  quite  other  reasons  than  appear 

So  cogent  to  your  perspicacity  — 

This  I  refused ;  and,  firm  as  you  could  wish. 

Still  was  my  answer,  *  We  two  understand 

£ach  one  the  other.    I  am  intimate 

—  As  how  can  be  mere  fools  and  knaves  —  or, 

say, 
Even  your  Cousins  ?  —  with  your  love  to  me, 
Devotion  to  the  Church.    Would  Providence 
Appoint,  and  make  me  certain  of  the  same, 
That  I  survive  vou  (which  is  little  like. 
Seeing  you  hardly  overpass  my  age 
And  more  than  match  me  in  abundant  health) 
In  such  case,  certainly  I  would  accept 
Tour  bounty :  better  I  than  alien  hearts 
Should  execute  your  planned  benevolence 
To  man,  your  proposed  largess  to  the  Churoh, 


770 


RED   COTTON   NIGHT-CAP   COUNTRY 


But  thong^  I  be  survivor,  —  weakly  frame, 

With  onlv  womaii^s  wit  to  make  amends,  — 

When  I  shall  die,  or  while  I  am  alive. 

Cannot  you  figfure  me  an  easy  mark 

For  hypocritical  rapacity, 

Kith,  kin  and  generation,  crouching  low. 

Ever  on  the  alert  to  ponnoe  on  prey  ? 

Far  be  it  I  should  sav  they  pronted 

By  that  first  frenzy-nt  themselves  induced, — 

Cold-blooded  scenical  buffoons  at  sport 

With  horror  and  damnation  o'er  a  grave  : 

That    were    too   shocking  —  I   altoolve    them 

there ! 
Nor  did  thev  seize  the  moment  of  your  swoon 
To  rifie  pocket,  wring  a  paper  thence. 
Their  Cousinly  dictation,  and  enrich 
Therebv  each  mother's  son  as  heart  could  wish, 
Had  nobodv  supplied  a  oodioil. 
But  when  tne  pam,  poor  friend  !  had  prostrated 
Your  body,  though  your  soul  was  right  onoe 

more, 
I  fear  they  turned  vour  weakness  to  account ! 
Why  else  to  me,  wno  agonizing  watched. 
Sneak,  cap  in  hand,  now  bribe  me  to  forsake 
My  maimed  L^noe,  now  bully,  cap  on  head, 
The  impudent  pretension  to  assuage 
Such  sorrows  as  demanded  Cousins'  c«re  ?  — 
For  youTQected.  hated,  Hed  me^far 
In  foreign  lands  you  laughed  at   me  !  —  they 

judged. 
And,  tnink  you,  will  the  unkind  one  hesitate 
To  try  conclusions  with  my  helplessness,  — 
To  pounce  on  and  misuse  your  aerelict, 
Helped  by  advantage  that  bereavement  lends 
Folk,  who,  while  yet  you  lived,  played  tricks 

like  these  ? 
You  only  have  to  die,  and  they  detect, 
In  all  vou  said  and  did,  insanity ! 
Your  faith  was  fetish-worship,  prour  regard 
For  Christ's  prime  precept  which  endows  the 

poor 
And  stripe  the  rich,  a  craze  from  first  to  last ! 
They  so  would  limn  your  likeness,  paint  your 

life, 
That  if  it  ended  by  some  accident,  — 
For  instance,  if.  attempting  to  arrange 
The  plants  below  that  dangerous  Belvedere 
I  cannot  warn  you  from  sufficiently, 
You  lost  your  balance  and  fell  headlong  —  fine 
Occasion,  such,  for  crying  Suicide  ! 
Non  compos  mentis,  naturally  next, 
Hands  over  Clairvaux  to  a  Cousin-tribe 
Who  nor  like  me  nor  love  The  Ravissante : 
Therefore  be  ruled  by  both  !    Life-interest 
In  Clairvaux,  —  conservation,  guardianship 
Of  earthly  good  for  heavenly  pnrpose,  —  give 
Such  and  no  other  proof  of  confidence  ! 
Let  Clara  represent  The  Ravissante  ! ' 
—  To  whom  accordingly,  he  then  and  there 
Bequeathed  each  stick  and  stone,  by  tentament 
In  holograph,  month  managing  the  quill : 
Go,  see  the  same  in  Londres,  if  yon  doubt  I  " 

Then  smile  grew  laugh,  as  sudden  up  she  stood 
And  out  she  spoke  :  intemperate  the  speech  ! 

**  And  now,  sirs,  for  your  special  courtesy, 
Your  candle  held  up  to  the  character 


Of  Lucie  Steiner,  whom  yon  qualify 
As  oonoing  short  of  perfect  womanhood. 
Yes,  kindly  critics,  truth  for  once  yon  tell  I 
True  is  it  that  through  childhood,  poverty. 
Sloth,  pressure  of  temptation,  I  succombed. 
And,  ere  I  found  what  honor  meant,  lost  mine. 
So  was  the  sheep  lost,  which  the   Shepherd 

found 
And  never  lost  again.    My  friend  found  me ; 
Or  better  flay,  the  Shepherd  found  us  both  — 
Since  he.  my  friend,  was  much  in  the  same  mire 
When   nrst   we   made   acquaintance.       £seh 

helped  each,  — 
A  twofola  extrication  from  the  slough  ; 
And,  saving  me,  he  saved  himself.    Since  then, 
Unsmirched  we  kept  our  oleanlineas  of  ooat. 
It  ii  his  perfect  constancy,  you  osll 
My  friend's  main  fault  —  he   never  left  his 

love  I 
While  as  for  me,  I  dare  your  worst,  impute 
One  breach  of  loving  bond,  these  twenty  yean, 
To  me  whom  only  cobwebs  bound,  you  ooimt ! 

*  He  was  religiously  disposed  in  vonth  I ' 
That   may   be,  though   we  did  not  meet  st 

church. 
Under  my  teaching  did  he,  like  you  scamps, 
Become    Voltairian  —  fools    who    mock    hb 

faith? 

*  Infirm  of  body  I  *    I  am  silent  there : 
Even  yourselves  acknowledge  service  done. 
Whatever  motive  your  own  souls  supply 
As  inspiration.    Love  made  labor  lif^t.** 

Then  laugh  grew  frown,  and  frown  grew  teni 

ble. 
Do  recollect  what  sort  of  person  shrieked  — 
**Such  was  I,  saint  or  sinner,  what  you  pleaee : 
And  who  is  it  oasts  stone  at  me  but  you  ? 
By  your  own  showing,  sirs,  you  bouglit  and 

sold. 
Took  what  advanta^  bargain  promised  bag. 
Abundantly  did  busmess,  and  with  whom  ? 
The  man  whom  you  pronounoe  imbecae,  posh 
Indignantl;^  aside  if  he  presume 
To  settle  his  affairs  like  other  folk  ! 
How  la  it  vou  have  stepped  into  his  shoes. 
And  stana  there,  bold  as  brass,  *  Miranda,  late ; 
Now,  Firm-Miranda  *  ?    Sane,  he  signed  away 
That   little   birthright,    did   he?      Henoe  to 

trade! 
I  know  and  he  knew  who  'twas  dipped  and 

ducked. 
Truckled  and  played  the  parasite  in  vain. 
As  now  one,  now  the  other,  here  you  crins^ed. 
Were  feasted,  took  our  presents,  yon  —  thow 

drops. 
Just  for  your  wife's  adornment !    yon  —  that 

spray  ^ 
Exactly  smting,  as  most  diamonds  would. 
Your  daughter  on  her  marriage!      No  word 

then 
Of  somebody  the  wanton  !    Henoe,  I  say. 
Subscribers  to  the  *  Si^le,'  every  snob  — 
For  here  the  post  brings  me  the  ^  Univers ' ! 
Home  and  make  money  in  the  Place  Vend&ii% 
SuUv  yourselves  no  lon^r  by  my  sight. 
And,  when  next  Schneider  wants  a  new  parvrtit 
Be  careful  lest  you  stick  there  by  mischance 
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Tlukt  stone  berond  eommre  intrusted  yoa 
To  kindle  faitii  with,  when.  Miranda's  gift, 
Crowning  the  very  orown.  The  Ravissante 
.Shall  claim   it  I     As  to  Clairraaz  —  talk  to 

Her  I 
She  answers  by  the  Chanter  of  Ratmbanx ! " 
Yitaperative,  truly  I    All  this  wrath 
Becsose  the  man's  relations  thong^ht  him  mad ! 
Whereat.  I  hope  yoa  see  the  Gousinry 
Tnm  each  to  other,  blankly  doloroos. 
Consult  a  moment,  more  by  shrog  and  shmg 
Than  mere  man's  langoage,  —  finally  oonclude 
To  leare  the  reprobate  untroubled  now 
In  her  unholy  ^nmph,  till  the  Law 
Shall  naht  the  injured  ones  ;  for  gentlemen 
Allow  the  female  sex,  this  sort  at  least, 
Its  privilege.    So,  simply  **  Coekatrioe  I  '*  — 
^^  Jesebel  P*  ~ ''  Queen  of  the  Camellias  1 "  — 

eried 
Cousin  to  cousin,  as  yon  hinge  a-oreak 
Shut  out  the  party,  and  the  gate  returned 
To  custody  ot  Clairraux.    **  Pretty  place  I 
What  say  you,  when  it  proyes  our  property, 
To  trving  a  concurrence  with  La  Roche, 
And  laying  down  a  rival  oyster-bed  ? 
Where  the   park  ends,  the   sea   begins,  you 

know." 
So  took  they  comfort  till  they  came  to  Vire. 

But  I  would  linger,  fain  to  snatch  a  look 

At  Clara  as  she  stands  in  pride  of  place, 

Somewhat  more  satisf  ^ng  than  my  gkuioe 

So  furtive,  so  near  futile,  yesterdav, 

Because  one  must  be  courteous.    Of  the  masks 

That  figure  in  this  little  history. 

She  on^  has  a  daim  to  my  respect. 

And  one-eyed,  in  her  French  phrase,  rules  the 

blind. 
Miranda  hardly  did  his  best  with  life : 
He  niight  have  opened  eye,  exerted  brain, 
AttaiiMd  conception  as  to  right  and  law 
In  certain  points  respecting  intercourse 
Of  man  with  woman  —  love,  one  likes  to  say : 
Which  knowledge  had  dealt  rudely  with  the 

claim 
Of  Clara  to  pla^  representative 
And  from  perdition  rescue  soul,  forsooth  I 
Also,  the  sense  of  him  should  have  sufficed 
For  bttilding  up  some  better  theory 
Of  how  God  operates  in  heaven  and  earth. 
Than  would  establish  Him  participant 
In  doings  yonder  at  The  Ravissante. 
T*he  heart  was  wise  according  to  its  lights 
And  limits  ;  but  the  head  refused  more  sun, 
And    shrank   into   its  mew,  and  craved  less 

space. 
Clara,  I  hold  the  happier  specimen,  — 
It  may  be.  through  that  artist-preference 
Por  work  complete,  inferiorl^  proposed. 
To  incompletion,  though  it  aim  aright. 
Morally,  no !     Aspire,  break  bounds  !     I  say, 
ETiideavor  to  be  goodj  and  better  still, 
And  best !    Success  is  naught,  endeavor  's  all. 
E3iit  intellect  adjusts  the  means  to  ends, 
Fries  the  low  thing,  and  leaves  it  done,  at 

least; 
^o  prejudice  to  high  thing,  intellect 
EVoiild  do  and  will  do,  only  give  the  means. 


Mizaiida,  in  my  picture-gallery. 

Presents  a  Blake ;  be  Cuira  —  MeisBonnier  1 

Merely  considered  so  by  artist^  mind  t 

For,  break  through  Art  and  nse  to  poetrr. 

Bring  Art  to  tremble  nearer,  touch  enougn 

The  verge  of  vastneas  to  inform  our  soul 

What   orb   makes  transit  through  the  dark 

above. 
And  there 's  the  triumph !  —  there  the  inoom* 

plete. 
More  than  completion,  matches  the  immense,  — 
Then,  Michela^olo  against  the  world  t 
With  this  proviso,  let  me  study  her 
Approvingly,  the  finished  little  piece  ! 
Bom,  bred,  with  just  one  instinct,  -  that  of 

growth,— 
Her  Quality  was,  caterpillar-like. 
To  ail-unerringly  select  a  leaf 
And  without  intomussion  feed  her  fill. 
Become  the  Painted  Peacock,  or  belike 
The  Brimstone-wing,  when  time  of  year  should 

suit; 
And  't  is  a  sign  (saT  entomologists) 
Of  sickness,  when  the  creature  stops  its  meal 
One  minute,  either  to  look  up  at  heaven. 
Or  tnm  aside  for  change  of  aliment. 
No  doubt  there  was  a  certain  ugliness 
In  the  beginning,  as  the  gfub  grew  worm  : 
She  could  not  find  the  proper  plant  at  once. 
But  crawled  and  fumbled  through   a  whole 

parterre. 
Husband  Muhlhausen  served  for  stuff  not  long : 
Then  came  confusion  of  the  slimy  track 
From    London,    **  where    she  gave   the  tone 

awhile," 
To  Paris :  let  the  stalks  start  up  again. 
Now  she  is  off  them,  all  the  greener  they  I 
But,  settled  on  Miranda,  how  she  sucked. 
Assimilated  juices,  took  the  tint. 
Mimicked  the  form  and  texture  of  her  food  I 
Was  he  for  pastime  ?    Who  so  frolic -fond 
As  Clara  ?    Had  he  a  devotion-fit  ? 
Clara  grew  serious  with  like  qualm,  be  sure  ! 
In  health  and  strength  he,  —  healthy  too  and 

strong. 
She  danced,  rode,  droTC,  took  pistol-practice, 

fished. 
Nay,  **  managed    searskiff  with    consummate 

skill." 
In  pain  and  weakness,  he,  —  she  patient  watched 
And  whiled  the  slow  drip-dropping  hours  away. 
She  bound  again  the  broken  self-respect. 
She  picked  out  the  true  meaning  from  mistake. 
Praised  effort  in  each  stumble,  laughed  "  Well- 

ctimbedl" 
When  others  groaned  **None  ever  groTeUed 

sol" 
*'  Rise,  you  have  gained  experience  I  "  was  her 

word: 
"  Lie  satisfied,  the  ground  is  just  your  place  I  '* 
They  thought  appropriate  counsel.    **  Live,  not 

die. 
And  take  my  full  life  to  eke  out  your  own : 
That  shall  repay  me  and  with  interest  1 
Write  1  —  is  your  mouth   not   clever   as  my 

hand? 
Paint  1  —  the  last  Exposition  warrants  me, 
Plenty  of  people  must  ply  brush  with  toes. 
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And  88  for  mpsie  —  lo<^,  wh*t  folk  niokMune 
A  lyre,  those  anoients  played  to  ravishment,  "*- 
Over  the  pendule,  see,  Apollo  ffrasps 
A  three-stringed  gimoraok  whuh  no  Lasst  oonld 

ooaz 
Suoh  mnsie  from  as  jewVharp  makes  to-day ! 
Do  your  endeavor  like  a  man,  and  leave 
The  rest  to  *  fortune  who  assists  the  hold  *  — 
Learn,  yon,  the  Latin  whidi  you  tanght  me 

first. 
Yon  clever  ereatnre — clever,  yes,  I  say !  *' 

If  he  smiled  "  Let  us  love,  love's  wron^  comes 

right. 
Shows  reason  last  of  all !    Necessity 
Mnst  meanwhile  serve  for  plea-^so,  mmd  not 

much 
Old  Frioquot's  menace!  "-~ hack  she  smiled 

"Who  minds?*' 
If  he  sighed  **  Ah,  but  She  is  strict,  they  say. 
For  all  Her  meroy  at  The  Ravissaate, 
She  scarce  will  be  put  off  so  I "  —  straight  a  sigh 
Returned  "  My  laoe  must  go  to  trim  Her  gown !  " 
I  nowise  donbt  she  inwaroly  believed 
Smilinflp  and  sighing  had  the  same  effect 
Upon  the  yenerated  ima^^e.    What 
She  did  beHeve  in,  I  as  little  doubt. 
Was  —  Clara's  self's  own  birthright  to  sustain 
Ebdstence,  grow  from  mb  to  butterfly. 
Upon  unlimited  Miranda-leaf  ; 
In  which  prime  article  of  faith  confirmed. 
According  to  capa<»ty,  she  fed 
On  and  on  tiU  the  leaf  was  eaten  up. 
That  April  morning.    Even  then,  I  praise 
Her  forethought  which  prevented  leafless  stalk 
Bestowing  any  hoarded  snoeulence 
On  earwig  and  black-beetle  squat  beneath  ;  — 
CUurvaux,  that  stalk  whereto  her  hermitage 
She  tacked  by  golden  throw  of  silk,  so  fine, 
So  anjrthing  but  feeble,  that  her  sleep 
Innde  it.  through  last  winter,  two  years  kmg, 
Recked  little  of  the  storm  and  strife  without. 
''  But  —  loved  him  ?  "     Friend,  I  do  not  praise 

her  love  I 
True  love  works  never  for  the  loved  one  so. 
Nor  spares  skin  -  surf  ace,  smoothening  tmik 

away. 
Lore  bids  touch  truth,  endure  truth,  and  em- 
brace 
IVnih.  though,  embracing  truth,  love  crush 

Itself. 
"  Worship  not  me,  but  God  !  "  the  an^ls  urge : 
^at  is  love's  grandeur  :  still,  in  pettier  love 
The  nice  eye  can  distinguish  grade  and  grade. 
Shall  mine  degrade  the  velvet  green  and  puce 
Of  caterpillar,  palmer-worm  —  or  what  ~ 
Ball  in  and  out  of  ball,  each  ball  with  brush 
Of  Venus'  eye-fringe  round  the  turquoise  egg 
That  nestles  soft,  —  compare  such  paragon 
With  any  scarabietis  of  the  brood 
Which,  bom  to  Hy,  keeps  wing  in  wing-case, 

walks 
Persistently  a-tmndlingdung  on  earth  ? 

EgSrpt  may  yenerate  such  hierophants. 
Not  1  —  the  couple  yonder,  Father  Priest 
And  Mother  Nun,  who  came  and  went  and 
came. 


Beset  this  Clairvauz,  trundled  money-miiek 
To  midden  and  the  main  heap  oft  enoneh. 
But  never  bade  unshut  from  dieath  the  enu^ 
Nor  showed  that,  who  wooid  fly,  must  let  w 

filth. 
And  warn  '*  Your  jewel,  brother,  is  a  Uotah  : 
Sister,  your  lace  traiJa  ordure  1    Leaye  yov 

sins, 
And  so  best  gift  with  Crown  and  graoe  with 

Robel'^ 

The  superstition  is  extinct,  you  hope  ? 

It  were,  with  my  good  will  I   Suppose  it  ao. 

Bethink  you  likewise  of  the  latest  use 

Whereto  a  Night-cap  is  convertible. 

And    draw  your  very    thickest,  thread    ani 

thrum. 
O'er  such  a  oecompostwc  face  of  things. 
Once  so  alive,  it  seemed  immortal  toe  I 

This  happened  two  years  since.    The  G>Qsiiiiy 
Returned  to  Paris,  called  in  help  from  Law^ 
And  in  due  form  nroeeeded  to  aispute 
Monsieur  Ltenee  Miranda's  competeBee, 
Being  insane,  to  make  a  valid  mil. 

Much  testimony  volunteered  itself ; 

The  issue  hardly  could  be  doubtful —  but 

For  that  sad  'Seventy  which  must  intervene. 

Provide  poor  France  with  other  work  to  mind 

Than  settling  lawsuits,  even  for  the  sake 

Of  such  a  part^  as  The  Ravissante. 

It  only  was  this  Sunuuer  that  the  case 

Could  come  and  be  disposed  of,  two  weeki 

since. 
At  Vire  —  Tribunal  CivU  —  Chamber  First. 

Here,  issued  with  all  re^mlarity, 
I  hold  the  iudgment  —  lust,  inevitable. 
Nowise  to  DC  contested  by  what  few 
Can  judge  the   judges;  sum  and  aobatano^ 
thus:  — 

"  Inasmuch  as  we  find,  the  Cousinry, 
During  that  very  period  when  tliey  take 
Monsieur  L^once  Miranda  for  stark  mad. 
Considered  him  to  be  quite  sane  enough 
For  doing  much  important  business  with  — 
Nor  showed  suspicion  ol  his  competence 
Until,  by  turning  of  the  tables,  loss 
Instead  of  gain  accrued  to  them  thereby,  -* 
Plea  of  incompetence  we  set  aside. 

—  *'  The  rather,  that  the  dispositions,  song^ 

To  be  impugned,  are  natural  and  right. 

Nor  jar  with  any  reasonable  claim 

Of  kindred,  friendship,  or  acquaintance  here. 

Nobody  is  despoiled,  none  overlooked  ; 

Since  the  testator  leaves  lus  prooerty 

To  just  that  person  whom,  of  all  the  worid. 

He  counted  he  was  most  indebted  to. 

In  mere  discharge,  then,  of  oonspicuoua  debt, 

Madame  Muhlliausen  has  priority. 

Enjoys  the  usufruct  of  Churvaux. 

"Next, 
Such  debt  discharged,  such  life  detennining. 
Such  earthly  interest  provided  for* 
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Mmuieiir  lAcnee  Miiamla  nmj  beqnesth, 
In  abseooe  of  more  fit  Mospient.  fund 
And  usofraet  together  to  tne  Cnimdi 
Whereof  he  wm  a  tpeoial  devotee. 

**  — Which  diaiMsition,  beingr  oonsonant 
With  a  loi^  series  of  sttoh  acts  and  deeds 
Notorioos  in  his  lifetime,  needs  must  stand, 
Uapnjndioed  by  eccentricity 
Nowise  amoanting  to  distemper  :  sinoe, 
In  eyery  instaaoe  signalized  as  such, 
We  reco^se  no  overleaping  bounds, 
No  straying  out  of  the  permissible : 
Duty  to  the  Religion  or  the^  Land,  — 
Neiuier  excessive  nor  inordinate. 

"  The  minor  accusations  are  dismissed ; 

They  prove  mere  freak  and  fancy,  boyuh  mood 

In  age  mature  of  simple  kindly  man. 

Enuberant  in  generostties 

To  all  the  world  :  no  fact  confirms  the  fear 

He  meditated  mischief  to  himself 

That  morning  when  he  met  the  accident 

Which  ended  fatally.    The  case  is  dosed.'' 

How  otherwise  ?    So,  when  I  grazed  the  skirts, 
And  had  the  glimpse  of  who  made,  yesterday,  *^ 
Woman  and  retinue  of  goats  and  sheep. — 
The  sombre  path  one  whiteness,  vision4ike, 
As  ont  of  gate,  and  in  at  gate  again. 
They  wavered,  >-  she  was  lady  there  for  life : 
And,  after  life  —  I  hope,  a  white  success 
Of  some  sort,  wheresoever  life  resume 
School  interrupted  by  vacation  —  death  : 
Seeing  that  home  she  goes  with  ^rize  in  kaad, 
Cofofinned  the  Chatelaine  of  Clairvanx. 


True, 
Such  priie  fades  soon  to  ansignifieanoe. 
Though  she  have  eaten  her  Miranda  op. 
And  spun  a  cradl^oone  tfarongh  wmoh  she 

pricks 
Her  passage,  and  proves  peaoock-bnttvrfly. 
This  Autumn  —  wait  a  little  week  of  cold ! 
Peacock  and  death's-head-moth  end  mnoh  die 


And  could  she  still  contmue  spinning,  —  s«re, 
Cradle  would  soon  crave  shroud  for  substitute. 
And  o'er  this  life  of  hers  distaste  would  drop 
Red-ootton-Nightoap-1  ' 


How  say  you,  friend? 
Have  I  redeemed  my  promise  ?    Smile  assent 
Through  the  dark  Winter^loom  between  ns 

bothl 
Already,  naonths  ago  and  miles  away, 
I  just  as  good  as  told  you,  in  a  fiash. 
The  while  we  paced  the  sands  before  my  house, 
All  this  poor  story  — truth  and  nothing  else. 
Accept  that  moment's  flashing,  amplined, 
Impalpability  reduced  to  speech. 
Conception  proved  by  birth,  —  no  other  ohuge  I 
Can   what   Saint^Rambert   fiaahed   me   in  a 

thought, 
Qood  gloomy  London  make  a  poem  of  ? 
Such  ouffht  to  be  whatever  dares  preoede. 
Play  mody  herald-star  to  vonr  white  blase 
About  to  bring  us  day.    How  fail  imbibe 
Some  foretaste  of  eff vlgence  ?    Sun  shaU  wa<. 
And  star  shall  wane :  what  matter,  so  star  tell 
Tho  drowsy  woiid  to  start  awake,  nib  eyes. 
And  stand  all  ready  for  mem's  joy  fr-blosh  ? 
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Tbb  story  told  in  this  poem  was  snggessed  to 
Browning,  but  not  followed  in  all  its  details,  by 
an  adventure  of  Lord  De  Roe,  a  friend  of  Wel- 
Ib^ton's  and  mentioned  frequently  by  GreviUe 


''That  oblong  book's  the  Album;  hand  it 

herel 
Eftaetly  1  page  on  page  of  gratitude 
For  breakfast,  diaiier,  sapper,  and  the  view  I 
I  praise  these  poets,  they  leave  margin-space ; 
Each  stanza  seems  to  gather  skirts  around, 
And  primlv,  trimly,  keep  the  foot's  confine. 
Modest  ana  maidhke ;  lubber  prase  o'ersprawls 
And  steaddling  stops  the  path  from  left  to  right. 
Since  I  want  space  to  do  my  cipher-work, 
Whieh  poem  spares  a  comer?    What  comes 

first? 

*  HaU,  calm  acclivity^  salubrious  tpoi ! ' 
fppen  the  window,  we  bum  dayfight,  bov !) 
Or  see  —  snceincter  beauty,  brief  and  bold  — 

*  If  a  fellow  can  dine  On  rtanp-^teaka  and  port 


in  his  Memoirs,  The  oiroumstaaeee  of  De  Ros'a 
villainy  were  mnch  talked  of  in  London  at  the 
time  of  their  occurrence,  just  before  the  middle 
of  this  century. 

He  needs  not  despair  Of  dining  well  here '  --^ 
'  Here  ! '    I  myself  could  find  a  better  rhyme  I 
That  bard 's  a  Browning ;  he  neglects  the  form : 
But  ah,  the  sense,  ye  golds,  the  weighty  sense  I 
StiU,  I  prefer  this  <das8io.    Ay,  throw  vdde  t 
I  'U  quench  the  bits  of  candle  yet  unbamt. 
A  minute's  fresh  air,  then  to  cipher-work  I 
Three  little  columns  hold  the  wnole  account : 
Ecarti^  after  which  Blind  Hookey,  then 
Cntting-the-Paek,  five  hnndred  pounds  the  oat. 
'T  is  easy  reckoning :  I  have  lost,  I  think." 

Two  personages  occupy  this  room 
Shabby-genteiBl,  that 's  parlor  to  the  inn 
Perched  on  a  view-commanding  eminence ; 
—  Inn  which  may  be  a  veritable  house 
Where  somebody  once  lived  and  pleased  good 

taste 
Till  tourists  found  his  coigne  of  vantage  out. 
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And  fingered  blnnt  the  individual  mark, 
And  Yii^arized  things  comfortably  smooth. 
On  a  Bpng*-pattem-]papered  wall  there  brays 
Complaint  to  sky  Sir  £dwin^s  dripping  stag ; 
His  coachant  ooast-guard  oreature  corresponds ; 
They  face  the  Huguenot  and  Light   o*  the 

World. 
Grim  o'er  the  mirror  on  the  mantelpiece, 
Varnished  and  coffined,  Salmoferox  glares, 

—  Possibly  at  the  List  of  Wines  whicn,  framed 
And  glazed,  hangs  somewhat  prominent  on  peg. 

So  much  describes  the  stuffy  little  room  — 
Vulgar  flat  smooth  respectability  : 
Not  so  the  burst  of  landscape  surgiujg  in, 
Sunrise  and  alL  as  he  who  of  the  pair 
Is,  plain  enougn,  the  younger  personage 
Draws  sharp  tne  shrieking  curtain,  sends  aloft 
The  sasli,  spreads  wide  and  fastens  back  to  wall 
Shutter  and  shutter,  shows  you  England's  best. 
He  leans  into  a  living  glory-bath 
C)f  air  and  light  where  seems  to  float  and  move 
The  wooded  watered  country,  hill  and  dale 
And  steel-bright   thread  of  stream,  arsmoke 

with  mist, 
A-sparkle  with  May  morning,  diamond  drift 
0'  tlie  sun-touched  dew.    Except  the  red-roofed 

patch 
Of  half  a  dozen  dwellings  that,  crept  close 
For  hillside  shelter,  make  the  villa^pe-clump. 
This  inn  is  perched  above  to  dominate  — 
Except  such  sign  of  human  neighborhood, 
""  And  tlus  surmised  rather  than  sensible  *' 
There 's  nothing  to  disturb  absolute  peace. 
The  reign  of  Enp^lish  nature  —  which  means  art 
And  oi'nlized  existence.    Wildness'  self 
Is  just  the  cultured  triumph.    Presently 
Deep  solitude,  be  sure,  reveals  a  Place 
That  knows  the  right  way  to  defend  itself : 
Silence  hems  round  a  burning  spot  of  life. 
Now,  where  a  Place  bums,  must  a  village  brood. 
And  where  a  village    broods,  an  inn  should 

boast — 
Close  and  oonrenient :  here  you  have  them  both. 
This  inn,  the  Something-arms  —  the  family's  — 

i Don't  trouble  Guillim :  heralds  leave  out  half !) 
s  dear  to  lovers  of  the  picturesque. 
And  epics  have  been  planned  here ;  but  who  plan 
Take  noly  orders  and  find  work  to  do. 
Painters  are  more  productive,  stop  a  week. 
Declare  the  prospect  quite  a  Corot,  -^  ay, 
For  tender  sentiment,—  themselves  inchne 
Rather  to  handsweep  large  and  liberal ; 
Then  go,  but  not  without  success  achieved 

—  Haply  some  pencil-drawing,  oak  or  beech, 
Ferns  at  the  base  and  ivies  up  the  bole. 

On  this  a  slug,  on  tliat  a  butterfly. 
Nay,  he  who  hooked  the  salmo  pendent  here. 
Also  exhibited,  this  same  May-month, 
''  Foxgloves :  a  study  "  —  so  inspires  the  scene, 
Tlie  air,  which  now  the  younger  personage 
Inflates  him  with  till  lungs  o^erfronjBrht  are  fain 
Sigh  forth  a  satisfaction  might  bestir 
Even  those  tufts  of  tree^ops  to  the  South 
I'  the  distance  where  the  green  dies  off  to  gray. 
Which,  easy  of  oonieeture,  front  the  Place : 
He  eyes  tnem,  elbows  wide,  each    hand    to 
cheek. 


His  fellow,  the  much  older — either  say 
A  youngish-old  man  or  man  oldish-young  — 
Sits  at  the  table :  wicks  are  noisome-deep 
In  wax,  to  detriment  of  plated  ware ; 
Above  —  oiled,   strewn  —  is  store  of  playing- 

caroB, 
Counters  and  all  that 's  proper  for  a  game. 
He  sets  down,  rubs  out  ngnres  in  the  book. 
Adds  and  subtracts,  puts  back  here,  carries 

there. 
Until  the  summed-np  satisfaction  stands 
Apparent,  and  he  pauses  o'er  die  work: 
Soothes  what  of  brain  was  busy  under  brow. 
By  passage  of  the  hard  palm,  curing  so 
Wrmkle  and  crowfoot  for  a  second  a  space ; 
Then  lays  down  book  and  laughs  out-.    No  mis- 
take. 
Such  the  sum-total  —  ask  Colenso  else  I 

Roused  by  which  laugh,  the  other  turns,  langfas 
too  — 

The  youth,  the  good  strong  fellow,  rough  per- 
haps. 

^*  Well,  what's  the  damage  —  three,  or  four,  or 
five? 

How  many  fieures  in  a  row  ?  Hand  here  I 

Come  now,  tnere  's  one  expense  all  yours  not 
mine  — 

Scribbling  the  people's  Album  over,  leaf 

The  first  and  foremost  too !  You  think,  per- 
haps. 

They  'U  only  chaive  yon  for  a  brand-new  book 

Nor  estimate  the  literary  loss  ? 

Wait  till  the  small  account  comes  I  *"  To  om 
nigkt^g 

Lodging,  'for  —  *  beds '  they  can't  say,  —  *  powtd 
or  so; 

Ifiuner^  Apolltnaris,  —  whcU  they  please. 

Attendance  not  included ; '  last  looms  huge 

*  Defacement  qfour  Album,  late  enriched 

With '  —  let 's  see  what !  Here,  at  the  window, 

though ! 
Ay,  breathe  the  morning   and  foigiTe    your 

luck  I 
Fine  enough  country  for  a  fool  like  me 
To  owiOL  as  next  month  I  suppose  I  shall  I 
Eh  ?    True  fool's-fortune !  so  console  yoursdf. 
Let's  see,  however  —  hand  the  book,  I  say  I 
Well,  you  've  improved  the  classic  by  romance. 
Queer  reading  I  Verse  with  parenthetic  prose — 

*  Hail,  calm  acclivity,  salubrious  spot  I ' 
(lliree-two  fives)  '  l^e  haw  pr^fUwdy  spent ' 
(Five-naught,  fiye-mne  fives)  *  yonder  humble  cot,' 
(More  ana  more  naughts  and  fives)  *  in  wuid 

atntent ; 
And  did  my  feelings  ^nd  the  natural  vent 
In  friendship  and  tnlove,  how  ble^  my  lot!  * 
Then  follow  the  dread  figures  —  five  I    ^Con- 

tent  f ' 
Tliat 's  appetite !  Are  you  content  as  he  — 
Simpkin  the  sonneteer  f    Ten  thousand  pounds 
Give  point  to  his  effusion  —  by  so  much 
Leave  me  the  richer  and  the  poorer  yon 
After  our  night's  play ;    wno  's  content    ths 

most. 
If,  you,  or  Simpkin  ?  " 

So  the  polished  snob. 
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The  elder  man,  refinement  every  inch 
From  brow  to  boot-^nd,  quietly  repliei 


ti 


4« 


Simpkin  *8  no  name  I  know.  I  had  my  whim." 


Ay,  had  you !    And  each  things  make  friend- 
ship thick. 

Intimates,  I  may  boast  we  were :  henceforth. 
Friends  —  shall  it  not  be  ?  —  who  discard  re- 
serve, 
Use  pUun  words,  put  each  dot  npon  eaoh  i. 
Till  death  ns  twain  do  part  ?    The  bargain  's 

struck  I 
Old  fellow,  if  you  fancy —  (to  begin  — ) 
I  fiuled  to  penetrate  your  scheme  last  week. 
Ton  wrong  your  poor  disciple.    Oh,  no  airs  1 
Because  you  happen  to  be  twice  my  age 
And  twenty  times  my  master,  must  perforce 
No  blink  of  daylight  struggle  through  the  web 
There  ^s  no  unwinding  ?  i  ou  entoil  my  legs. 
And  welcome,  for  I  like  it :  blind  me,  —  no  I 
A  verv  pretty  piece  of  shuttle-work 
Was  tnat  — your  mere  chance  question  at  the 

club  — 
*  Do  you  go  anywhere  thi$  Whitsuntide  f 
I  'fit  qff'/or  Parisy  there^s  the  Opera  —  there '» 
The  Salon,  there *«  a  china-saU,  —beside 
ChantiUy ;  and,  for  good  companionship. 
There  ^s  Such-and-such  and  So-and-so.    Suppose 
We  start  together?^    '  No  such  holiday  ! * 
1  told  you :  *  Paris  and  the  rest  be  hanged  ! 
Why  plague   me  who  am  pledged  to  home-de- 
lights f 
Vm  the  engaged  now\  through  whose  fault  but 

yours  f 
On  duty.    As  you  well  know.    Don^t  I  drowse 
The  week  away  down  with  the  Aunt  and  Niece  t 
No  help:  it  *«  leisure,  loneliness,  and  love, 
'  WisJil  could  take  you ;  but  fame  travels  fast,  — 
A  man  <^  much  newsftaper-paraaraph. 
You  scare  domestic  circles ;  ana  beside 
Would  not  you  like  your  lot,  that  second  taste 
Of  nature  and  approval  of  the  grounds  ! 
You  miaht  walk  early  or  lie  late,  so  shirk 
Week-ifay  devotions  :^  but  stay  Sunday  oW, 
And  morning  church  is  oUigatory : 
No  mundane  garb  permissible,  or  dread 
The  butler'' s  privileged  monition  !  No  ! 
Pack  qjfto  Paris,  nor  wipe  tear  away  ! ' 
Whereon  how  artlessly  the  happy  fUuih 
Followed,  by  inspiration  t    *  ^TeU  you  what  — 
Let '« turn  their, flank,  try  things  on  V  other  side  I 
Inns  for  my  money  !  Liberty  ^s  the  life  I 
We  7/  lie  in  hidinq :  there  ^s  the  crow-nest  nook. 
The  tourist'' s  joy,  the  Inn  they  rave  about. 
Inn  that  *s  out  —  out  ofsiaht  and  out  of  mind 
And  out  of  mischi^ to  aUfour  qfus  — 
Aunt  and  niece,  you  and  me.    At  night  arrive  ; 
At  mom,  find  time  for  just  a  Pisga/tview 
Of  my  friend's  Land  of  Promise;  then  depart. 
And  while  I^m  whizzing  onward  by  first  train. 
Hound  for  our  own  place  {since  my  Brother  sulks 
And  says  I  shun  him  like  the  plague)  yourself — 
W^hy,  you  have  stepped  thence,  start  from  plat- 

/orm.  gay 
I}espite  ^  the     sleepless   journey,  —  love     lends 

wings,  — 
Hug  aunt  and  niece  who,  none  the  wiser,  wait 


The  fait\ful  advent  I     Ehf    *  With   aU   my 

heart,' 
Said  I  to  vou ;  said  I  to  mine  own  self : 
*  Does  he  believe  I  fail  to  comprehend 
He  wants  just  one  more  final  friendly  snaiJc 
At  friend:  s  exchequer  ere  friend  runs  to  earth. 
Marries,  renounces  yielding  friends  such  sport  f  * 
And  did  I  spoil  sjmrt,  piul  face  grim,  —  nay, 

grave? 
Tour  pupil  does  you  better  credit !    No ! 
I  parleyed  with  my  pass-book,  —  rubbed  my 

pair 
At  the  big  balanoe  in  my  banker^s  hands,  — 
Folded  a  check  cigar«ase-shape,  —  just  wants 
Filling  and  signing,  —  and  took  train,  resolved 
To  execute  myself  with  decency 
And  let  yon  win — if  not  Ten  thousand  quite. 
Something  by  way  of  wind-up-farewell  burst 
Of  firework-nosegay  I     Where 's  your  fortune 

fled? 
Or  is  not  fortune  constant  after  aU  ? 
You  lose  ten  thousand  ^unds :  had  I  lost  half 
Or  half  that,  I  should  bite  my  lips,  I  think. 
Tou  man  of  marble  t   Strut  and  stretch  my  best 
On  tiptoe,  I  shall  never  reach  your  height. 
How  does  the  loss  feel !  Just  one  lesson  more  1  *' 

The  more  refined  man  smiles  a  frown  away. 

**  The  lesson  shall  be  —  only  boys  like  you 
Put  such  a  question  at  the  present  stage. 
I  had  a  ball  lodge  in  my  shoulder  onoe. 
And,  full  five  minutes,  never  guessed  the  fact ; 
Next  day,  I  felt  decidedly :  and  still. 
At  twelve  years'  distance,  when  I  lift  my  arm 
A  twinge  reminds  me  of  the  surgeon's  probe. 
Ask  me,  this  day  month,  how  I  feel  my  luck  I 
And  meantime  please  to  stop  impertinence. 
For  — don't  I  know  its  object?  All  this  chaff 
Covers  the  com,  this  preface  leads  to  speech. 
This  boy  stands  forth  a  hero.    '  There,  my  lord  ! 
Our  play  was  true  play,  fun  not  earnest !    I 
Empty  your  purse,  inside  out,  while  my  poke 
Bulaes  to  bursting  t    You  can  badly  sTKtre 
A  aoit,  confess  now,  Duke  though  brother  be  ! 
While  I^m  gold 'daubed  so  thickly,  spangles 

drop 
And  show  my  father*  s  warehouse-apron  :  pshaw  ! 
Enough  !     We  've  had  a  palpitatii^  night  I 
Good    momina  I    Breai^ast    ana   forget    our 

dreams  J 
My  mouth  *s  shut,  mind!   I  tell  nor  man  nor 

mouse.' 
There,  see!  He  don't  deny  it !  Thanks,  my  boy  I 
Hero  and  welcome  —  only,  not  on  me 
Make  trial  of  your  'prentice-hand !    Enough  I 
We  've  played,  I  've  lost  and  owe  ten  thousand 

pounds, 
Whereof  I  muster,  at  the  moment,  — well. 
What 's  for  the  bill  here  and  the  back  to  town. 
Still,  I  've  my  little  character  to  keep ; 
Tou  may  expect  your  money  at  mouth's  end." 

The  young  man  at  the  window  turns  round 

quick  — 
A  clumsy  giant  handsome  creature  ;  grasps 
In  his  large  red  the  little  lean  white  hand 
Of  the  otner,  looks  him  in  the  sallow  face. 


776 


THE  INN  ALBUM 


^  I  say  now  —  Is  it  Tvgkt  to  so  mistake 

A  fellow,  force  him  in  mere  self-defenoe 

To  spout  like  Mister  Mild  Acclivity 

In  alDum-lanruage  ?    Yoa  know  well  enooffk 

Whether  I  like  you  ~-  like 's  no  album-wora. 

Anyhow  :  point  me  to  one  soul  beside 

In  the  wide  world  I  care  one  straw  about  1 

I  first  set  eyes  on  yon  a  year  ago ; 

Since  when  yon  Ve  done  me  good  —  I  'U  stick  to 

it  — 
More  than  I  got  in  the  whole  tweinty*fiT6 
That  make  my  life  up,  Oxford  years  and  all — 
Throw  in  the  three  I  fooled  away  abroad, 
Seeing  myself  and  nobody  more  ssge 
Until  I  met  yon,  and  you  made  me  man 
Such  as  the  sort  is  and  the  fates  allow. 
I  do  think,  sinee  we  two  kept  company, 
I  've  learnt  to  know  a  little  —  all  torough  yon  1 
It 's  nature  if  I  like  you.    Taunt  away  1 
As  if  I  need  you  teaching  me  my  place  — 
The  snob  I  am,  the  Duke  ^ur  brother  is. 
When  just  the  good  you  did  was  --  teaching  me 
My  own  trade,  now  a  snob  and  millionaire 
May  lead  his  life  and  let  the  Duke's  alone, 
Clap  wings,  free  jackdaw,  on  his  steeple-perch, 
Burnish  nia  blaek  to  gold  in  sun  and  air. 
Nor  pick  up  stray  plumes,  striye  to  match  in 

stmt 
Regular  peacocks  who  can't  fly  an  inch 
Oyer  the  courtyard-paling.    Head  and  heart 
(That  *8  album-style)  are  older  than  you  know. 
For  all  your  knowledge :  boy,  perhaps  —  ay,  boy 
Had  his  adyenture,  pust  as  he  were  man  — 
His  ball-experience  w  the  shoulder-blade. 
His  bit  of  life-long  ache  to  recognise, 
Although  he  bears  it  cheerily  about, 
Becanse  you  came  and  clapped  him  on  the  back, 
AdyiMd  him  '  WeUk  and  wear  the  aching  q^I ' 
Why,  I  was  minded  to  sit  down  for  life 
Just  m  Dalmatia,  build  a  seaside  tower 
High  on  a  rockj  and  so  expend  n^y  days 
Pursuing  chemistry  or  botany 
Or,  yery  like,  astronomy  because 
I  noticed  stars  shone  when  I  passed  the  place  .- 
Letting  my  cash  accumulate  the  while 
In  England  —  to  lay  out  in  lump  at  last 
Ab  Ruskin  should  direct  me  !    All  or  some 
Of  which  should  1  haye  done  or  tried  to  do. 
And  preciously  repented,  one  fine  day, 
Had  you  discovered  Timon,  climbed  his  rock 
And  scaled  his  tower,  some  ten  years  thence, 

suppose. 
And  coaxed  his  story  from  him  I     Don't  I  see 
The  pair  conyersing  I    It 's  a  noyel  writ 
Already,  I  'U  be  bound,  —  our  dialogue  I 
*  What  f '  cried  the  elder  and  vet  uouD^ful  man  — 
8o  did  the  eye,  flash  ^neath  the  loraly  fronts 
And  the  imposing  presence  swell  with  scorn^ 
As  the  hauaht  high-bred  bearing  and  dispose 
Contrasted  with  his  interlocutor 
The  flabby  low-born  who^  qf  bulk  btfore^ 
Had  steadily  inareased,  one  stone  per  week^ 
Since  his  abstention  from  horse^xercise :  — 
'  What  f  you,  as  rich  as  Rothschild^  /^,  you  say 
London  the  very  year  you  came  of  age, 
Because  your  father  manvfactured  goods  — 
Commission-agent  hiaht  of  Manchester  — 
JPartlyt  and  partly  through  a  baby  vase 


Of  disappointmaU  I  ^ve  pumped  out  at  Uul — 
And  here  you  Sjpend  lifers  priuu  in  gaining  /letk 
And  giving  science  one  more  cuteroia  f ' 
Brief,  my  dear  fellow,  you  instnioted  me. 
At  Alfred's  and  not  Istria !  preyed  a  snob 
May  turn  a  millk>n  to  account  although 
His  brother  be  no  Duke,  and  see  good  dan 
Without  the  giri  he  lost  and  some  one  gausd. 
The  end  is,  tfter  one  year's  tutela^ 
Haying,  by  your  help,  touched  society. 
Polo,  Tent^negging,  Hurlingham,  the  Kink— 
I  leaye  all  these  delighta,  by  your  adyice. 
And  marry  my  young  pretty  cousin  here 
Whose  place,  whose  oaks  ancestral  you  behoM. 
(Her  father  was  in  partnership  with  mine  — 
Does  not  his  purchjuse  look  a  pedigree  ?) 
My  million  will  be  tails  and  taasels  smart 
To  this  plump-bodied  kite,  this  honae  and  land 
Which,  set  arsoaring,  pulls  me,  soft  as  alec». 
Along  life's  pleasant  meadow,  —  arm  left  oee 
To  lock  a  friend's  in,  —  whose,  but  yours,  (^ 

boy? 
Arm  in  arm  glide  we  oyer  rough  and  smooth. 
While  hand,  to  pocket  held,  sayos  cash  mm 

cards. 
Now,  if  you  don^t  esteem  ten  thousand  poauds 
(— -■  Which  I  shall  probably  disooyer  snug 
Hid  somewhere  in  the  colnran-comer  cumed 
With  '  Credit,'  baaed  on  *  Balance,' -^^ZlSit,! 


By  this  time  next  month  I  shall  quite  forget 
Whether  I  lost  or  won  —  ten  thousand  pounds 
Which  at  this  instant  I  would  giyo  .  .  .let's 

see. 
For  Galopin  —  nay,  for  that  GainsboitMigh 
Sir  Richard  won't  sell,  and,  if  boi^ht  by  nie, 
Would  get  my  gUmoe  and  praise  some  twice  a 

year,— J 
Well,  if  ypu  don't  esteem  that  price  dirt  cheif 
For  teaching  me  Dalmatia  was  mistake  — 
Why  then,  my  last  illusion-bubble  hreaka. 
My  one  discoyered  phoiniz  jproyea  a  gooae. 
My  cleverest  of  all  oompamons  —  oh. 
Was  worth  nor  ten  pence  nor  ten  thousand 

pounds! 
Come  r    Be  yourself  again !    So  endeih  here 
The  morning's  lesson  1    Never  while  life  lasts 
Do  I  touch  card  again.    To  breakfast  now  I 
To  bed  —  I  can't  say,  since  you  needa  mmh 

start 
For  station  early — oh,  the  doym-train  still. 
First  plan  and  beat  plan  —  townward  trip  be 

nanged! 
You're  due  at  your  big  brother's — pay  thai 

debt. 
Then  owe  me  not  a  farthing !    Order  eggs  — 
And  who  knows  but  there  's  trout  obtainable  ?  " 

The  fine  man  looks  wellnigh  malignant :  tlien  — 

"  Sir,  please  subdue  your  manner  I    Debta  aie 

debts: 
I  pay  mine  —  debts  of  this  sort  —  eertainly. 
\Vhat  do  I  care  how  you  regard  your  gains. 
Want  them  or  want  them  not?    Hie  thii^  i 

want 
Is  —  not  to  have  a  story  circulate 
From  club  to  dub — how,  bent  on  <»1ft«wny 
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YonnsT  So'flnd'flo,  jtnmg  So-and-Bo  cleaned  me, 
Then  set  the  empty  kennel  flush  again, 
Lniored  adrantage  and  forgave  his  friend  — 
For  whj  f    There  was  no  wringing  blood  tmrn 

stone  1 
Oh,  don^t  be  savage  I    Yon  would  hold  your 

tongne, 
Bite  it  in  two,  aa  man  may ;  but  those  small 
Hours  in  the  smokinfp-room,  when  instance  apt 
Rises  to  tongue's  root,  tingles  on  to  tip. 
And  the  thinned  company  consists  of  six 
Capital  well-known  fellows  one  may  trust ! 
Next  week,  it 's  in  the  ''  World.'  No,  thank  you 

much. 
I  owe  ten  thousand  pounds :  I  '11  pay  them  I  " 

'•  Now,  - 
This    becomes  funny.    You've  made  friends 

with  me : 
I  can't  hdp  knowing  of  the  ways  and  means  I 
Or  stay  I  they  sav  your  brother  closets  up 
CoRVggio's  long  lost  Leda :  if  he  means 
To  give  you  that,  and  if  you  give  it  me  "... 

**  I  polished  snob  off  to  aristocrat  ? 
Yon  compliment  me  I  father's  apron  still 
Sticks  out  from  son's  court-vesture ;  still  silk 

purse 
Roughs  finger  with  some  bristle  sow-ear-bom  ! 
Well,  neither  I  nor  you  mean  harm  at  heart  I 
I  owe  yon  and  shall  nay  yon :  which  premised. 
Why  anould  what  follows  sound  like  flattery  ? 
The  fact  is  —  you  do  compliment  too  much 
Your  humble  master,  as  I  own  I  am ; 
You  owe  me  no  snch  thanks  as  yon  protest. 
The  polisher  needs  precious  stone  no  less 
Than  precious  stone  needs  polisher :  believe 
I  struck  no  tint  from  out  you  but  I  found 
8nn^  lying  first  'neath  surface  hairbreadth-deep  I 
Beside,  I  liked  the  exercise :  with  skill 
Goes  love  to  show  skill  for  skill's  sake.    Yon 

see, 
I  'm  old  and  understand  things :  too  absurd 
It  were  you  pitched  and  tossed  away  your  life. 
As  diamond  were  Scotch-pebble  I  lul  the  more. 
That  I  myself  misused  a  stone  of  price. 
Bom  and  bred  clever  —  people  used  to  say 
Clever  as  most  men.  if  not  something  more  — 
Yet  here  I  stand  a  lailnre,  cut  awrv 
Or  left  opaque,  —  no  brilliant  named  and  known. 
Whate'er  my  inner  stuff,  my  outside  's  blank  ; 
I  'm  nobody  —  or  rather,  look  that  same  — 
I  'm  —  who  I  am  —  and  know  it ;  but  I  hold 
What  in  my  hand  out  for  the  world  to  see  ? 
What  ministry,  what  mission,  or  what  book 

—  I  '11  say,  book  even  ?    Not  a  sign  of  these  I 
I  beean  —  laughing  —  *AU  these  when  I  like  ! ' 

I  ena  with  —  well,  you  've  hit  it  I  —  '  This  boy's 

dieck 
"For  just  (IS  many  thousands  as  he  HI  spare  I ' 
The  first  —  I  could,  and  would  not ;  your  spare 

cash 
I  wonld,  and  could  not:  have  no  scruple,  pray, 
Bnt,  as  I  hoped  to  pocket  yours,  pouch  nunc 

—  When  you  are  able  1 " 

"  Which  is  —when  to  be? 
I  've  heard,  great  characters  require  a  fall 


Of  fortune  to  show  greataess  by  uprise : 

Thev  touch  the  orauna  tojoUUy  rebound , 

Add  to  the  Album !    Let  a  nllow  share 

Your  secret  of  superiority  I 

I  know,  my  banker  makes  the  money  breed 

Money  ;  I  eat  and  sleep,  he  simply  takes 

The  dividends  and  cuts  the  coupons  off. 

Sells  out,  buys  in,  keeps  donbUi^,  tripling  cash^ 

While  I  do  nothing  but  receive  and  spend. 

Bnt^ou,  spontaneous  generator,  hatcu 

A  wmd-egg ;  clack,  and  forth  struts  Capital 

As  Interest  to  me  from  eg^  of  gold. 

I  am  grown  curious :  pay  me  by  all  means  I 

How  will  yon  make  the  money  ?  " 


ii 


Mind  your  own  — 
Not  my  affair.    Enough :  or  money,  or 
Money  s  worth,  as  the  case  may  be,  expect 
£re  month's  end,  —  keep   but  patient  for  a 

month  I 
Who 's  for  a  stroll  to  station  ?    Ten 's  the  time ; 
Your  man,  with  my  things,  follow  in  the  trap ; 
At  stoppage  of  the  down-train,  play  the  arrived 
On  platform,  and  you  '11  show  the  due  fatigue 
Of  the  night-journey,  —  not  much  sleep,  —  per- 
haps. 
Your  thoughts  were  on  before  you —  yes,  in- 
deed. 
You  join  them,  being  happily  awake 
With  thought's  sole  object  as  she  smiling  sits 
At  breakfast-table.    I  shall  dodge  meantime 
In  and  out  station-precinct,  wile  away 
The  hour  till  up  my  engine  pants  and  smokes. 
No  doubt,  she  goes  to  fetch  you.    Never  fear ! 
She   gets  no  glance  at  me,  who  shame  such 


saints  I 


II 


So,  they  ring  bell,  give  orders,  pay,  depart 
Amid  profuse  acknowledgment  from  host 
Who  well  knows  what  may  bring  the  younger 

back. 
They  light  dgar,  descend  in  twenty  steps 
The  **Mlm  acdivity^^^  inhale  — beyond 
Tobacco's  balm  —  tiie  better  smoke  of  turf 
And  wood  fire,  —  cottages  at  cookery 
I'  the  morning,  —  reach  the  main  road  straight- 
ening on 
'Twixt  wood  and  wood,  two  black  walls  full  of 

night 
Slow  to  disperse,  though  mists  thin  fast  before 
The  advancing  foot,  and  leave  tiie  flint-dust 

fine 
Each  speck  with  its  fire-snarkle.     Presently 
The  rcHul's  end  with  the  sky's  beginning  mix 
In  one  magnificence  of  glare,  dne  Kast, 
So   high   the  sun   rides,  —  May's   the  merry 
month. 

They  slacken  pace :  the  younger  stops  abrupt, 
Oisctftfds  cigar,  looks  his  friend  full  in  face. 

**  All  right ;  the  station  comes  in  view  at  end ; 
Five  minutes  from  the  beech-clump,  there  you 

are! 
I  say  :  let 's  halt,  let 's  borrow  yonder  gate 
Of  its  two  magpies,  sit  and  have  a  talk  I 
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Do  let  a  fellow  speak  a  moment  I    More 
I  think  about  and  less  I  like  the  thinf  — 
No,  you  must  let  me !    Now,  be  Kooa  for  once  ! 
Ten  thousand  pounds  be  done  for,  dead  and 

damned ! 
We  played  for  love,  not  hate :  yes,  hate !  I  hate 
Thinking  >[ou  be^  or  borrow  or  reduce 
To  strvohnine  some  poor  devil  of  a  lord 
Licked  at  Unlimitea  Loo.    I  had  the  cash 
To  lose — jrou  knew  that !— lose  and  none  the 

less 
Whistle  to-morrow  :  it  *s  not  every  chap 
Affords  to  take  his  punishment  so  well  I 
Now,  don*t  be  angry  with  a  friend  whose  fault 
Is  Uiat  he  thinks  —  upon  my^  soul,  I  do  — 
Your  head  the  best  head  going.    Oh,  one  sees 
Names  in  the  newspaper  —  great  This,  great 

That, 
Gladstone,  Carlyle,  the    Laureate :  —  much  I 

care! 
Others  have  their  opinion,  I  keep  mine : 
Which  means  —  by  right  you  ought  to  have  the 

things 
I  want  a  head  for.    Here  's  a  pretty  place, 
My  cousin^s  place,  and  presenuy  my  place, 
Not  yours  I    I  *11  tell  you  how  it  strikes  a  man. 
My  cousin  's  fond  of  music  and  of  course 
Plays  the  piano  (it  wonH  be  for  lon^ !) 
A  brand-new  bore  she  calls  a  '  temt-grand  * 
Rosewood  and  pearl,  that  blocks  the  drawing- 
room, 
And  cost  no  end  of  money.    Twice  a  week 
Down  comes  Herr  Somebody  and  seats  him- 
self. 
Sets   to  w<»rk   teaching  —  with   his   teeth   on 

edge  — 
I  Ve  watched  the  rascal.    *  Does  he  play  JirU- 

ratef* 
I  ask  :     *  I  rather  think  «o,'  answers  she  — 
' He's  What's-his-Namer  —  ' Why    give   you 

lessons  then  f '  — 
' Ipay  tftree  guineas  and  the  train  beside.'  — 

*  Jnis  instrument^  has  he  one  such  at  home  f  *  — 

*  He  f    Has  to  practise  on  a  table-top^ 

When  he  can't  hire  the  proper  thina.  —^  Isee  ! 

You  've  thepianOy  he  the  skilly  and  God 

The  distribution  afsuch  gifts.'    So  here : 

After  your  teaohmg,  I  shall  sit  and  strum 

Polkas  on  this  piano  of  a  Place 

You  *d  make  resound  with  '  Rule  Britannia '  !  " 

''  Thanks  I 
I  donH  say  but  this  pretty  consin^s  place, 
Appendaged  with    your   million,    tempts   my 

hand 
As  key-board  I  might  touch  with  some  effect." 

"  Then,   why   not   have   obtained   the   like  ? 

House,  land. 
Money,  are  things  obtainable,  you  see. 
By  clever  head-work :  ask  my  father  else  I 
You,  who  teach  me,  why  not  have  learned, 

Jonrself  ? 
like  Herr  Somebody  with   power  to 
thump 
And  flourish  and  the  rest,  not  bend  demure 
Pointing  out  blunders  —  *  Sharp^  not  natural  I 
Permit  me  —  on  the  black  key  use  the  thumb  I ' 


There  ^s  some  fatality,  I  ^m  sure !     You  say 

*  Marry  the  cousin^  that 's  your  proper  move  !  * 
And  I  do  use  the  thumb  and  hit  the  sharp : 
You  slionld  have  listened  to  your  own  nead  i 

hint, 
As  I  to  you  I    The  puzzle 's  ^ast  my  power. 
How  you  have  managed  —  with  such  staff,  sndi 

means  — 
Not  to  be  rich  nor  great  nor  himpy  man : 
Of  which  three  gcMd  things  wnere  's  a  sign  at 

aU? 
Just   look  at   Dizzy  I    Come,  —  what    tripped 

your  heels  ? 
Instruct  a  gooee  that  boasts  wings  and  can't 

flyl 
I  wager  I  have  guessed  it !  —  never  found 
The  old  solution  of  the  riddle  fail  I 

*  Who  was  the  woman  f  1  don^t  ask,  bat  — 

*  Where . 
r  the  path  qflife  stood  she  who  tripped  you  f ' '' 

*'6oote 
You  trtily  are  I    I  own  to  fifty  years. 
Why  don^t  I  interpose  and  cut  out  —  you  ? 
Compete   with   five  -  and  -  twenty  ?    Age,   my 
boy!" 

*^  Old  man,  no  nonsense  I  —  even  to  a  boy 
That  *s  ripe  at  least  for  rationality 
Rapped  into  him,  as  maybe  mine  was,  once ! 
I  've  had  my  small  adventure  lesson  me 
Over  the  knuckles !  —  likely,  I  forget 
The  sort  of  fi^re  youth  cuts  now  and  then. 
Competing  with  old  shoulders  but  young  head 
Despite  the  fifty  grizzling  years ! " 

"Aha? 
Then  that  means  —  just  the  bullet  in  the  blade 
Which  brought  Dalmatia  on  the  brain,  —  that 

too, 
Came  of  a  fatal  creature  ?    Can't  pretend 
Now  for  the  first  time  to  surmiM  as  much ! 
Make  a  clean  breast  !    Recount!   a  secret's 

safe 
'Twixt  you,  me,  and  the  gate-post !  *' 

"  —  Can't  pretend, 
Neither,  to  never  have  surmised  your  wish ! 
It 's  no  use, —  case  of  nneztracted  ball — 
Winces  at  nnger-touching.    Let  things  be ! " 

"  Ah,  if   you   love   your  love   still !    I   hate 
mine. 

"  I  can't  hate." 

"  I  won't  teach  you  ;  and  won't  teD 
You,  therefore,  what  you  please  to  adc  of  nw: 
As  if  I,  also,  may  not  nave  my  ache  !  " 


»» 


"My  sort  of  aohe?    No,  no!  and  yet  —  per* 

haps! 
All  oomes  of  thinking  yon  superior  slalL 
But   live   and   leam !    I  say !     Time  s    npl 

Good  jump! 
You  old,  indeed  1    I  fancy  there 's  a  cut 
Across  the  wood,  a  grass-path  :  shall  we  tiy  f 
It 's  venturesome,  however !  " 
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'  Stop,  mj  boy  I 
Don't  think  I  'm  atingr  of  ezperienoe  I    Life 
—  It  *8  like  tkb  wood  we  leave.    Should  you 

and  I 
Go  wandering  about  there,  though  the  gaps 
We  went  in  uid  came  oat  br  were  oppcKsed 
As  the  two  poles  still,  somehow,  all  the  same 
By  nightfall  we  should  probably  have  chanced 
On  much  the  same  main  points  of  interest  — 
Both  of  ns  measured  girtn  of  mossy  trunk, 
Stript  iyy  from   its   strangled   prey,  clapped 

hands 
At  squirrel,  sent  a  fir-cone  after  crow, 
And  so  forth,  —  never  mind  what  time  betwixt. 
So  in  our  lives :  allow  I  entered  mine 
Another  way  tnan  yon :  't  is  possible 
I  ended  just  by  knocking  hesa  against 
That  plaguy  low-hung  branch  vonrself  began 
By  getting  bump  from ;  as  at  last  vou  too 
Slav  stunible  o'er  that  stump  which  first  of  all 
Bade  me  walk  circumspectly.    Head  and  feet 
Are  vulnerable  both,  and  I,  foot-sure. 
Forgot  that  ducking  down  saves  brow  from 

bruise. 
1,  early  old,  i^Mred  voungman  four  yMUS  since 
Ami  fuled  conroundedly  :  so,  hate  alike 
Faalnre  and  who  caused  fsilure, — curse  her 

cant!" 

"'  Oh,  I  see !    Ton,  though  somewhat  post  the 

prime. 
Were  taken  with  a  rosebud  beauty  !    Ah  — 
But  how  should  chits  distinguish?  She  admired 
Your  marvel  of  a  mind,  I  'U  undertake ! 
But  as  to  body  .  .  .  nay,  I  mean  .  .  .  that  is. 
When  years  have  told  on  face  and  figure  "... 

"Thanks, 
Mister  SufficiendyltutrueUd  !     Such 
No  doubt  was  bound  to  be  the  conseouence 
To  suit  vour  self-complaeency :  she  luced 
My  heaa  enoac4i,  but  loved  scnne  heart  beneath 
Some  head  wiui  plenty  of  brown  hair  antop 
After  my  young  friend's  fashion !    VHbat  be- 


Of  that  fine  speedi  yon  made  a  minute  since 
About  the  man  of  middle  age  yon  f ovnd 
A  formidable  peer  at  twenty-ooe  ? 
So  much  for  vour  mock-modesty !  and  yet 
I  back  your  first  against  this  second  sprout 
Of  observation,  insight,  what  you  |rfease. 
My  middle  age.  Sir,  had  too  much  sufccss ! 
It 's  odd  :  my  ease  oeeorred  four  yean  ago — 
I  fimshed  just  while  you  eommeneed  that  turn 
I'  the  wood  of  life  that  takes  us  to  the  wealth 
Of  honeysnekle,  heaped  for  who  eao  reach. 
Now,  I  don't  boast :  it's  bad  style,  and  beside, 
llie  feat  proves  easier  than  it  kmks :  I  i^nckea 
Full  many  a  flower  unnamed  in  that  bouquet 
(Mostly  <ff  peonies  and  poppi«s,  though  I) 
Good-nature  sticks  into  my  buttonhole. 
Therefore  it  was  with  nose  in  want  of  snuff 
Rather  than  Ess  or  Flndium,  that  I  fhanced 
On  what — so  far  fnm.  "ro&dmd  beawiy*  .  .  . 

Wen  — 
She'ade^:  at  least  you  never  heard  her  name; 
She  was  no  eoortly  ereatare,  had  nor  birth 
Nor  bicediim  —  mere  fine  lady-bieediag ;  hot 


Oh,  such  a  wonder  of  a  woman  I    Grand 
As  a  Greek  statue !    Stick  fine  clothes  on  that. 
Style  that  a  Duchess  or  a  Queen,  —  you  know, ' 
Artists  would  make  an  outcry  :  all  the  more, 
That  she  had  just  a  statue's  sleepy  grace 
Which  broods  o'er  its  own  beauty.    Nay,  her 

fault 
(Don't  lau^h  I)  was  just  perfection :  for  suppose 
Only  the  httie  flaw,  and  I  had  peeped 
Inside  it,  learned  what  soul  innde  was  like. 
At  Rome  some  tourist  raised  the  grit  beneath 
A  Venus'  forehead  with  his  whittling-knife  — 
1   wish  —  now  —  I   had   played  tnat  brute, 

broi^ht  blood 
To  surface  from  the  depths  I  fancied  chalk  I 
As  it  was,  her  mere  face  surprised  so  much 
That  I  stopped  short  there,  struck  on  heap,  at 


The  cockney  stranger  at  a  certain  bust 

With  drooped  eyes,  —she 's  the  thing  I  have  in 

mind,  — 
Down  at  mjjr  Brother's.  All  sufficient  prize  — 
Such   outside  !    Now,  —  confound  me   for    a 

prig!  — 
Who  cares  ?    I  '11  make  a  clean  breast  once  foi 

all! 
Beside,  you  've  heard  the  gossip.    My  life  long 
I  've  been  a  woman-liker,  —  liking  means 
Loviup:  and  so  on.    Thero  's  a  lengthj  list 
By  this  time  I  shall  have  to  answer  for  — 
So  say  the   good  folk:  and  they  don't  guess 

haU- 
For  the  worst  is,  let  once  eollectiiig4tch 
Possess  you,  and,  with  perspicaeitv. 
Keeps  growing  such  a  greedmess  that  theft 
Follows  at  no  long  distance,  — thero  *s  the  fact ! 
I  knew  that  on  my  Leporollo-list 
Might  fisruro  this,  that,  and  the  other  name 
Of  feminine  desirability. 
But  if  I  happened  to  denro  inscribe, 
Alofi^  with  these,  the  onl^  Beautiful  — 
Hero  was  the  unique  specimen  to  snatch 
Or  now  or  never.     *  Beautiful '  I  said  — 
*"  Beautiful '  say  in  cold  blood,  —  boiling  then 
To  tune  of  *  H<uU^  teeure  tthaleW  the  cott 
This  raritjf^  die  in  the  act,  be  damned^ 
So  you  complete  eoUeetion^  crown  vomrlitt!  ' 
It  seemed   as  though  the  whole  world,  once 


By  the  fifst  notice  of  such  wonder's  birth. 
Would  break  bounds  to  contest  my  prise  with 


The  first  discoverer,  should  she  but  eiuerge 
From  that  safe  den  of  darkness  wherosbe  dozed 
Tin  I  stole  in,  that  eountty^pamonage 
Wbero,  eonntry^pataon^s  dauefater,  motherless. 


BrotherlesB,  sisterlcas,  for  eii^teen  yc 

She  had  been  vegetating  lily-like. 

Her  teher  was  my  brouier  s  tutor,  cot 

The  living  that  way :  him  I  chanced  to  see  — 

Her  I  saw  —  her  the  world  would  grow  one  eve 

To  see,  I  felt  no  sort  of  doubt  at  all ! 

*  Secwre  her!  '  cried  the  deril :  *"  afUrward 

Arrange  for  the  dispoetd  ofikt  prize  !  ' 

The  devil's  doing  I  jet  I  seem  to  think  — 

Now,  when  all%  tt»e, — tfasnk  with  *a  head 

repoeed ' 
ImFnneh  phiaea  —  hope  I  tinnk  I  meant  tod^ 
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All  leqaiaite  forsook  a  rarity 
When  1  should  be  at  leisure,  hare  due  tine 
To  learn  requirement.     But  in  evil  day  — 
Bless  me,  at  week's  end,  longr  aa  any  year. 
The  father  must  begrin,  *  Young  Somdxfdy, 
Much  reconunendtd  — for  I  break  a  rule  — 
Comes  here  to  read,  next  Long   Vacation,^ 

'Youngr 
That  did  it.    Had  the  epithet  been  '  rtcA^' 
^  NobUy^  *  a  genius,^  even  *  handsome^*  —  bat 
-'Younger' 


It 


I  say  —  just  a  word !    I  want  to  know 
Ton  are  not  married  ?  * ' 


Ujp 


n 


It 


Nor  ever  were  ?  " 


♦*NeyerI    Why?" 


*"*  Oh,  then  —  nerer  mind  I    Go  ob  I 
I  had  a  reason  for  the  question.'* 

^  "  Come,  — 
Ton  could  not  be  the  young:  man  ?  " 

''  No.  indeed  I 
Certainly  —  if  you  nev  n  nuuried  her  I  " 

^*  That  1  did  not :  and  there  *b  the  curse,  you  '11 

see  I 
Na^,  all  of  it 's  one  curse,  my  life's  mistake 
Which   nourished   with   manure   that 's  war- 
ranted 
To  make  the  plant  bear  wisdom,  blew  out  full 
In  folly  beyond  fieldilower-foolishness  I 
The  lies  I  used  to  tell  my  womankind  ! 
Knowing  they  disbelieved  me  all  the  time 
Though  they  required  my  lies,  their  decent 

due, 
This  woman^ —  not  so  much  believed,  I  'U  say. 
As  just  anticipated  from  my  moutli : 
Since  being  true,  devoted,  constant  —  she^ 
Found  constancy,  devotion,  truth,  the  plain 
And  easy  commonplace  of  character. 
No  mock-heroics  but  seemed  natural 
To  her  who  underneath  the  face,  I  knew 
Was  fairness'  self,  possessed  a  heart,  I  judged 
Must  correspond  in  folly  just  as  far 
Beyond  the  common,  -^  and  a  mind  to  match,  — 
Not  made  to  puzzle  conjurers  like  me 
Who,  therein,  proved  tne  fool  who  fronts  you, 

Sir, 
And  begs  leave  to  cut  short  the  ugly  rest  I 
*  Trust  me  I '  I  said  :  she  trusted.  *  Marry  me  !  * 
Or  rather,  *  We  are  married:  when,  the  rite  f ' 
That  brought  on  the  collector's  next-day  qualm 
At  counting  acquisition's  cost.     There  lay 
My  marvel,  there  my  purse  more  light  by  mnch 
Because  of  its  late  lie*expenditure  : 
Ill-judged   such   moment  to  make   fresh  de- 
mand- 
To  cage  as  well  as  catch  my  rarity  I 
So,  I  began  explaining.     At  first  word 
Outbroke  the  horror.    '  Then^  my  truths  were 

lies  ! ' 
I  tell  you,  such  an  outbreak,  such  new  strange 


All-unauspooted  revelation  — soul 

As  supematuraUy  grand  aafaoe 

Was  fair  beyond  example  —  that  at  once 

Either  I  lost  —  or,  if  it  please  you,  found 

My  senses,  —  stammered  aomekow  —  ''Jest !  a^ 


now. 


Eaamett  I    Forget  all  eUebut  —  heart  hoe  U9ed, 
Does  love,  shall  Love  you  ever  !  take  the  hamd  V 
Not  sh0  1  no  marriage  for  superb  HWmj^wi, 
Contempt  ineamate !  " 


tt 


Yes,  it 's  different,  — 
It 's  only  like  in  being  ioar  years  since. 
I  aee  now  I  " 


tt 


Think  you?" 


Well,  what  did  disdain  do  iMxt» 


"  That 's  past  me :  did  not  many  yos  I — 
That 's  the  mam  thing  I  cars  for,  I  supposa. 
Turned  Dua,  or  what  ?  " 

*^  Why,  married  in  a  iwiiitk 
Some  parson,  some  smug  crop-haired  smooth* 

ehinned  sort 
Of  curate-creature,  I  suspect,  —  dived  down, 
Down,  deeper  still,  and  came  ap  aomewlKve 

else  — 
I  don't  know  where  —  I  've  not  tried  mnch  to 

know, — 
In  shortj  she 's  happy :  what  the  elodpoles  call 
*'  Countrified '  with  a  vengeance  I  leads  tlie  life 
Respectable  and  all  that  drivea  you  mad : 
Still — where,  I  don^t  know,  and  that  *s  best 

for  both." 

**  Well,  that  she  did  not  like  you,  I  conceive. 
But  why   should   you   hate    her,   I    want   to 
kuow  ? '» 

"  My  good  young  friend,  —  because  or  her  of 

else 
Malicious  Providenee  I  have  to  hate. 
For,  what  1  tell  you  proved  the  turning-point 
Of  my  whole  life  and  fortune  toward  soooess 
Or  failure.    If  I  drown,  I  lay  Uie  fault 
Much  on  myself  who  caught  at  reed  not  rope. 
But  more  on  reed  which,  with  a  packthread's 

pith. 
Had  buoyed  me  till  the  minute's  cramp  cook? 

thaw 
And  I  strike  out  afresh  and  so  be  saved. 
It 's  easpr  saying  —  I  had  sunk  before. 
Disqualified  myself  by  idle  days 
And  busy  nights,  loiuf  since,  from  holding  hard 
On  cable,  even,  had  mte  cast  me  such  ! 
You  boys  don't  know  how  many  times  men  fiul 
Perforce  o'  the  little  to  succeed  i'  the  large. 
Husband  their  strength,  let  slip  the  petty  prey, 
Collect  the  whole  power  for  the  finid  ponnoe  1 
My  fault  was  the  mistaking  man  a  main  prise 
For  intermediate  boy's  diversion ;  clap 
Of  bovish  hands  here  frii^tened  game  aw«y 
Which,  once  gone,  goes  forever.    Oh,  at  ha^ 
I  took  the  anger  easily,  nor  mnch 
Minded   the   anguish  —  having    learned    tkal 

storms 
Subside,  and  teapot-tempefit<«  are  akin. 
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Time  vould   araMige  things,  mend  whatever 

might  be 
Somewhat  amisB  ;  precipitation,  eh  ? 
Reaflon  aod  rhyme  prompt  —  reparation  I    Tifb 
End  properly  in  marriage  and  a  dance  1 
I  saia  '  We *U  marry,  make  the  past  ablank '  — 
And  ufiTor  was  sach  damnable  mistake  I 
That  interriew,  that  laying  bare  my  soul. 
As  it  was  first,  so  was  it  last  chance  —  one 
And  only.    Did  I  write  ?    Back  letter  came 
Unopeneid  as  it  went.    Inexorable 
She  fled,  I  don't  know  where,  consoled  herself 
With   the   smog  curate  -  creature :    chop  and 

change! 
Sure  am  I,  when  she  told  her  shaveling  all 
His  Magdalen's  adventure,  tears  were  shed, 
Forgiveness  evan^llcally  shown, 
'  Lioose  hair  and  hfted  eye,'  —  as  some  one  says. 
And  now,  he  's  worshipped  for  his  pains,  the 

sneaki" 

**  Well,  but  your  tuming>-point  of  life,  —  what 's 

here 
To  hinder  yon  contesting  Finsbnry 
With  Orton,  next  election  ?     I  don't  see  "... 

**  Not  you  I    But  /see.    Slowly,  surely,  creeps 
Day  b^  day  o'er  me  the  conviction  —  here 
Was  life's  prize  grasped  at,  gained,  and  then 

let^I 
—  That  with  her  —  maybe,  for  her  —  I  had  felt 
Ice  in  me  melt,  grow  steam,  drive  to  effect 
AuT  or  all  the  fancies  sluggish  here 
I'  the  head  that  needs  the  hand  she  would  not 

take 
And  I  shall  never  lift  now.    Lo,  your  wood  — 
Its  turnings  which  I  likened  life  to  I     Well,  — 
There  she  stands,  ending  everv  avenue. 
Her  visionary  presence  on  eaon  goal 
I  misrht  have  gained  had  we  kept  side  by  side  ! 
Still  string  nerve  and  strike  foot  ?     Her  frown 

forbids : 
The    steam   coi^ieals   once   more:     I  'm    old 

again! 
Tlierefore   I   hate   myself  —  but   how    much 


Do  not  I  Hate  who  would  not  understand. 
Let  me  repair  things  —  no,  but  sent  a-slide 
My  foUy  ralteringlv,  stumblingly 
Down,  down,  and  deeper  down  antil  I  drop 
Upon  —  the  need  of  your  ten  thousand  pounds 
And  consequently  loos  of  mine  !    I  lose 
Character,  cash,  nav,  common-sense  itself 
Reeoonting  such  a  lengthy  cock-and-bull 
Adventure,  lose  my  temper  in  the  act "... 

*'  And  lose  beside,  —  if  I  may  supplement 
The  list  of  losses,  —  train  and  ten-o'clock  ! 
Hark,  j>ant  and  puff,  there  travels  the  swart 

sign  I 
So  much  the  better !    Ton  're  my  captive  now ! 
I  'm  glad  yon  trust  a  fellow :    friends  grow 

thick 
Hub  waT  —  that 's  twice  said ;   we  were  thick- 

iBh,  though, 
Eren  last  night,  and,  ere  night  comes  again, 
I  prophesy  ^mm  luck  to  both  of  us ! 
For  see  nowl  —  baek  to '  balmif  eminence  * 


Or  *  calm  acclivity  *  or  what 's  the  word  ! 
Bestow  you  there  an  hour,  concoct  at  ease 
A  sonnet  for  the  Album,  while  I  put 
Bold  face   on,  best   foot  forward,  make  for 

house, 
March   in   to   aunt   and  niece,  and   tell   the 

truth  —  ^ 
(Even  white-lying  goes  against  my  taste 
After  your  little  story.)    Oh,  the  niece 
Is  rationality  itself  1    The  aunt  — 
If  she  's  amenable  to  reason  too  — 
Whv,  you  stopped  short  to  pav  her  due  respect. 
And  let  the  Duke  wait  (I  '11  work  well  the 

Duke). 
If  she  grows  ^[racious,  I  return  for  you  ; 
If  thunder 's  in  the  air,  why  —  bear  your  doom. 
Dine  on  rump-steaks  and  port,  and  shake  the 

dust 
Of  aunty  from  prour  shoes  as  off  you  go 
By  evening-tram,  nor  g^ve  the  thing  a  thought 
How  you  shall  pay  me  —  that 's  ss  sure  as  fate, 
Old  fellow  1    Off  with  yon,  face  left  about ! 
Yonder  's  the  ]Mith  I  have  to  pad.    You  see, 
I  'm  in  good  spirits,  God  knows  why !    Perhaps 
Because  the  woman  did  not  marry  yon 
—  Who  look  so  hard  at  me,  —  and  have  the 

right. 
One  must  be  fair  and  own." 


Under  an  oak. 


The  two  stand  still 


ii 


Look  here  1  "  resumes  the  youth. 
"  I  never  quite  knew  how  I  came  to  like 
You  —  so  much  —  whom  I  ought  not  court  at 

all: 
Nor  how  yon  had  a  leaning  iust  to  me 
Who  am  assuredly  not  worth  your  pains. 
For  there  must  needs  be  plenty  such  tm  you 
Somewhere    about,  —  although    I    can't   say 

where,  — 
Able  and  willing  to  teach  all  ^ou  know ; 
While  —  how  can  you  have  missed  a  score  like 

me 
With  money  and  no  wit,  predsely  each 
A  pupil  for  your  purpose,  were  it  —  ease 
Fool's  poke  of  tutor's  Aonoranum-fee  ? 
And  yet,  howe'er  it  came  about,  I  felt 
At  once  my  master  :  yon  as  prompt  descried 
Your  man,  I  warrant,  so  was  bargain  struck. 
Now,  these  same  lines  of  liking,  loving,  run 
Sometimes  so  close  together  they  converge  — 
Life's  great  adventures  —  you  know  what  I 

mean  — 
In  people.    Do  yon  know,  as  you  advanced. 
It  got  to  be  uncommonly  like  fact 
We  two  had  fallen  in  with  —  liked  and  loved 
Just  the  same  woman  in  onr  different  ways  ? 
I  began  life — poor  groundling  as  I  prove  — 
Wio^ied  and  ambitions  to  fly  nigh  :  whv  not  ? 
There 's  something  in  *Don  Quixote'  to  the 

point. 
My   shrewd   old   father  used   to   quote   and 

praise  — 
*  Am  I  bom  man  f '  asks  Saneho  ;  ' being  siaa. 
By  pcesibiiity  I  may  be  Pope  ! ' 
So,  Fope  I  meant  to  make  mvself ,  by  step 
And  step,  whereof  the  first  snonld  be  to  and 
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A  perfect  woman ;  and  I  tell  you  this  — 

If  what  I  fixed  on,  in  the  order  due 

Of  undertakings,  as  next  step,  had  first 

Of  all  disDosed  itself  to  suit  my  tread. 

And  I  haa  been,  the  dav  I  came  of  afge^ 

Returned  at  head  of  poU  for  Westminster 

—  Nay,  and  moreover  summoned  by  the  Queen 

At  week's  end,  when  my  maiden-speech  bore 

fruit. 
To  form  and  head  a  Tory  ministry  — 
It  would  not  have  seemed  strai^^er,  no,  nor 

been 
More  strai^Te  to  me,  as  now  I  estimate, 
Than  what  did  happen  —  sober  truth,  no  dream. 
1  saw  my  wonder  of  a  woman,  —  laufi^h, 
I  *m  past  that  1  —  in  Commemoration-week. 
A  plenty  have  I  seen  since,  fair  and  foul,  -^ 
With  eyes,  too,  helped  by  your  sagacious  wink  ; 
But  one  to  match  that  marvel  —  no  least  trace, 
Least  touch  of  kinship  and  community  1 
The  end  was  —  I  did  somehow  state  the  fact, 
Did,  with  no  matter  what  imperfect  words, 
One  way  or  other  give  to  understand 
That  woman,  soul  and  body  were  her  slave 
Would  she  but  take,  but  try  them  —  anjr  test 
Of  will,  and  some  poor  test  of  power  beside : 
So  did  the  strings  within  m3r  brain  stow  tense 
And  capable  of  .  .  .  hang  similitudes  I 
•She  answered  kindly  but  oeyond  appeal. 
*  No  8ort  of  hope  for  me,  who  came  too  late. 
She  was  another^ 8.    Love  went  —  tntne  to  Aer, 
Hers  just  as  loyally  to  some  one  else,"* 
Of  course  1    I  might  expect  it  1   Nature's  law  — 
GKven  the  peerless  woman,  certainly 
Somewhere  shall  be  the  peerless  man  to  match  I 
I  acquiesced  at  once,  submitted  me 
Li  something  of  a  stupor,  went  my  way. 
I  fancy  there  had  been  some  talk  before 
Of  somebody  —  her  father  or  the  like  — 
To  coach  me  in  the  holidays,  —  that 's  how 
I  came  to  get  the  sight  and  speech  of  her,  — 
But  I  had  sense  enough  to  break  off  sharp. 
Save  both  of  ns  the  pain/' 


t4 


Quite  ri^t  there  I  " 


"Eh? 
Quite  wrong,  it  happens  1    Now  comes  worst  of 

all! 
Tes,  I  did  sulk  aloof  and  let  alone 
The  lovers  —  I  disturb  the  angel-mates  ?  '* 

*  Seraph  paired  off  with  cherub !  " 

"Thank  you!    While 
I  never  plucked  up  courage  to  inquire 
Who  he  was,  even,  —  certain-sure  of  this. 
That  nobody  I  knew  of  had  blue  wings 
And  wore  a  star-crown  as  he  needs  must  do,  — 
Some  little  lady, —  plainish,  pock-marked  gurl,"- 
Flnds  out  my  secret  in  my  woeful  face, 
Comes  up  to  me  at  the  Apollo  Ball, 
And  pitj^agly  pours  her  wine  and  oil 
This  way  into  the  wound :  *  Dear  f-f -friend^ 
Why  waste  <^ff'ect}<m  thus  on  —  must  f  say. 
A  somewhat  worthlejss  object  f  Who  '<  her  ckoiee — 
Irrevocable  as  deliberate  — 
Out  tfthe  wide  world  f  I  shall  name  no  names — 


But  there 's  a  person  in  society. 

Who,  blessed  with  rank  ana  talent^  has  gntn 

gray 
In  idleness  and  sin  of  every  sort 
Except  hypocrisy:  he '« thrice  her  age, 
A  byword  for  *  successes  with  the  sex ' 
As  the  French  say  —  und,  as  we  ought  to  say. 
Consummately  a  liar  and  a  rogue. 
Since  —  show  me  where  '<  the  woman  won  withost 
The  help  of  this  one  lie  which  she  believes  — 
That  —  never  mind  how  things  have  come  to  jniss, 
And  let  who  loves  have  loved  a  thousand  times  — 
All  the  same  he  now  loves  her  only,  loves 
Her  ever  I  if  by  ^  won '  you  just  mtan  "  sold,^ 
That]s  quite  another  compact.    Will,  this  srosip, 
Continuing  descent  from  bad  to  worse. 
Must  leave  his  fine  and  fashionable  prey 
( Who  —fathered,   brothered,    husbanded,  —  are 

hedaed 
About  with  thorny  danger)  and  apply 
His  arts  to  this  poor  country  ignorance 
Who  sees  forthwith  in  the  first  rag  of  man 
Her  model  hero  I     Why  continue  waste 
On  such  a  woman  treasures  of  a  heart 
Would  yetfind  solace,— yes,  mvf-ffriend — 
In  some  congenial  —  fiddle-diddle-dee  ? '  *' 

'^  Pray,  is  the  pleasant  gentleman  described 
Exact  the  portrait  which  my  ^f-f-friends ' 
Recognize  as  so  like  ?    'T  is  evident 
You  half  surmised  the  sweet  original 
Could  be  no  other  than  myself,  just  now  I 
Your  stop  and  start  were  flattering  I  " 

''Of  oonne 

Caricature 's  allowed  for  in  a  sketch  I 
The  loi^^h  nose  becomes  a  foot  in  length. 
The  swarthy  cheek  g«t8  c<ipper-oolored,  —  still. 
Prominent  beak  and  dark-uued  skin  are  facts : 
And   *  parson's  daughter^  —  *  young  man  coach- 
able^— 
^Elderly  party ' —  ^four  years  since '  —  were  facts 
To  fasten  on.  a  moment !    Marriage,  thongh  — 
That  made  tne  differenob,  I  hope. 

*'  All  right ! 
I  never  married  :  wish  I  had  —  and  then 
Unwish  it :  people  kill  their  wives,  sometimes ! 
I  hate  my  mistress,  but  I  'm  innrdet^free. 
In  your  case,  where  's  the  grievance  ?     Ya« 

came  last. 
The  earlier  bird  picked  up  the  worm.    Suppose 
Yon,  in  the  glory  of  your  twentv-one. 
Had  happened  to  precede  mj'self  I  't  is  odds 
But  this  gigantic  juvenility, 
Tliis  offering  of  a  big  arm's  bony  hand  — 
I  'd  rather  shake  than  feel  shake  me,  1  know — 
Had  moved  my  dainty  mistress  to  admire 
An  altogether  new  Id<»al  —  deem 
Idolatry  less  due  to  life's  decline 
Productive  of  experience,  powets  mature 
Bv  dint  of  usage,  the  made  mnn  —  no  bo^ 
That 's  all  to  make  !    I  was  the  earlier  bird  — 
And  what  I  found,  I  let  fall ;  what  yon  missed. 
Who  is  the  fool  that  blames  you  for?  " 

"My!ielf- 
For  nothing,  everything !    For  finding  out 
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She,  whom  I  worshipped,  was  a  worshipper 
In  turn  of  .  .  .  but  why  stir  up  settled  mud  ? 
She  married  him  —  the  fifty-years-old  rake  — 
How  yon  have  teased  the  talk  from  me  !    At 

last 
My  secret  *b  told  yon.    I  inquired  no  more, 
Nay,  stopped    ears  when    informants    unshnt 

mouth ; 
Enough  that  she  and  he  Uto,  denoe  take  where, 
Married  and  happy,  or  else  miserable  — 
It  *s  *'  Cnt-the-paok  ;  *    she  turned   up  aoe  or 

knave. 
And  I  left  Oxford,  England,  dug  my  hole 
Out  in  Dalmatia,  till  vou  drew  me  thence 
Badger^like,  —  ^  BacK    to    London  *    was    the 

word  — 
*  Do  things^  a  many^  there^  you  fancy  hard, 
I  ^11  undertake  are  eaty  I '  —  the  advice. 
I  took  it,  had  my  twelvemonth^s  fling  with 

you  — 
(Little  hand  holding  large  hand  pretty  tight 
For  all  its  delicacy  —  eh,  my  lord  ?) 
Until  when,  t'  other  day,  I  got  a  turn 
Somehow  and  gave  up  tired  :  and  *"  Rest  I  *  hade 

you, 
^  Marry  your  cousin^  double  your  estate^ 
And  take  your  ease  by  all  means  !  *    So,  I  loll 
On  this  the  springy  sofa,  mine  next  month  — > 
Or  should  loll,  but  that  you  must  needs  beat 

rough 
The  very  down  you  spread  me  out  so  smooth. 
I  wish  this  confidence  were  still  to  make  I 
Ten  thousand  pounds  ?     Von  owe  me  twice  the 

sum 
For  stirring  up  the  black  depths  I     There  *s 

repose 
Or.  at  least,  sUence  when  misfortune  seems 
All  that  one  has  to  bear ;  but  folly  —  yes. 
Folly,  it  all  was  I    Fool  to  be  so  meek, 
So  humble,  —  such  a  coward  rather  say  t 
Fool^  to  adore  the  adorar  of  a  fool ! 
Not  to  have  faced  him,  tried  (a  useful  hint) 
Bfr  big  and  boinr,  here,  ao:ainst  the  bunch 
Of  lily-colored  five  with  signet-ring, 
Ifost  like,  for  little-finger ^s  sole  defence  — 
Much  as  yon  flaunt  the  blazon  there  !    I  grind 
My  teeth,  that  bite  my  very  heart,  to  think  — 
To  know  I  might  have  made  that  woman  mine 
But  f  jr  the  foBy  of  the  coward  —  know  — 
Or  what  *s  the  good  of  my  apprenticeship 
This  twelvemonth  to  a  master  in  the  art  ? 
Mine  —  had  she  been  mine  —  just  one  moment 

mine 
For  honor,  for  dishonor  —  anyhow. 
So  that  my  life,  instead  of  stagnant  .  .  .  Well, 
You've  poked  and  proved  stagnation  is  not 

sleep  — 
Hang  you ! " 


»> 


»( 


Hang  you  tor  an  imgratef  ul  goose  I 
AH  this  means  —  1  who  since  I  Imew  vou  first 
Have  helned  vou  to  conceit  yourself  tnis  cock 
0'  the   aunghill  with  all   hens   to  pick  and 

choose  — 
Ought  to  have  helped  you  when  shell  first  was 

chipped 
Br  ohick  that  wanted  prompting  *"  Use  the  spur  I ' 
While  I  was  elsewhere  putting  mine  to  use. 


As  well  might  I  blame  you  who  kept  aloof, 

•Seeing  you  could  not  guess  I  was  auve, 

Never  advised  me  "  Do  as  1  have  done  — 

Reverence  such  a  jewel  as  your  luclc 

Has  scratched  up  to  enrich  unworthi'ness  !  * 

As  your  behavior  was,  should  mine  have  been, 

—  ?\nlt8  which  we  both,  too  late,  are  sorry  for : 

Opposite  ages,  each  with  its  mistake  : 

*  J f  youth  but  would  —  ifckge  but  could, ^  you  know. 

Dou't  let  us  quarrel  I    Come,  we're  —  youup" 

and  old  — 
Neither  so  badly  off.    Go  yon  your  way. 
Cut  to  the  Cousm  I    I  *11  to  Inn,  await 
The  issue  of  diplomacy  with  Aunt, 
And  wait  my  hour  on  *  calm  acclivity ' 
La  rumination  manifold  — ^perhaps 
About  ten  thousand  poumu  I  have  to  pay  1 '' 


III 

Now,  as  the  elder  lights  the  fresh  cigar 
Conducive  to  resource,  and  saunteiingly 
Betakes  him  to  the  left-band  backward  path,  — 
While,  much  sedate,  the  younger  strides  away 
To  right  and  makes  for  —  isUmded  in  lawn 
And  edged  with  shmbbeiy  — the  brilliant  bit 
Of  Barry^s  building  that 's  the  Place,  —  a  pair 
Of  women,  at  this  nick  of  time,  one  young. 
One  very  young,  are  ushered  with  due  pomp 
Into  the  same  Inn-parlor  — ^  *' ^  disengaged 
Entirely  now  !  "  the  obsequious  landlord  smiles, 
''  Since  the  late  occupants  —  whereqfbut  one 
Was  quite  a  strangfer "  — (smile  enforced  by 

bow) 
**  Left^  a  full  two  hours  si  nee  ^  to  catch  the  train^ 
ProotdUyfor  the  stranger^ s  sake  !  '*    (Bow,  snule. 
And  backing  out  from  door  aoftrdoeed  behind.) 

Woman  and  girl,  the  two,  alone  inside, 
Begin  their  talk  :  the  girl,  with  sparkling  eyes  — 
^*  (Jn,  I  forewent  lum  purposely  !  bnt  yon. 
Who  ioined  at  —  journeyed  from  the  Junction 

nere  — 
I  wonder  how  he  failed  your  notice.    Few 
Stop  at  our  station :  fellow-passengers 
Assuredly  you  were  —  I  saw  indeed 
His  servant,  therefore  he  arrived  all  right. 
I  wanted,  you  know  why,  to  have  yon  safe 
Inside  here  first  of  all,  so  dodged  about 
The  dark  end  of   the  platform ;   that 's  his 

way  — 
To  swing  from  station  straight  to  avenue 
And  stride  the  half  a  mile  for  exercise. 
I  fancied  you  might  notice  the  huge  boy. 
He  soon  gets  o'er  the  distance ;  at  the  house 
He  'U  hear  I  went    to  meet    him  and  haye 

missed  ; 
He  '11  wait.    No  minute  of  the  hour 's  too  much 
Meantime  for  our  preliminary  talk  : 
First  word  of  which  must  be  —  oh,  good  beyond 
Expression  of  all  goodness  —  you  to  come  1 


» 


The  elder,  the  superb  one,  answers  slow. 

**  There  was  no  helping  that.    You  called  for 

me. 
Cried,  rather  :  and  my  old  heart  answererl  yon. 
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Still,  thank  me !    sinoe   the  effort  breaks  a 

vow  — 
At  least,  a  promise  to  myself." 

"  I  know  I 
How  selfish  get  you  happy  folk  to  be  I 
If  I  should  love  my  husband,  must  I  needs 
Sacrifice  straiehtway  all  the  world  to  him, 
As  you  do  ?    Must  I  never  dare  leave  house 
On  this  drnid  Arctic  expedition,  out 
And  in  i^r^un,  six  mortal  hours,  though  you, 
You  even,  my  own  friend  forevermore, 
Adjure  me  —  fast  your  friend  till  rude  love 

pushed 
Poor  triendship   from    her  vantage  —  just  to 

grant 
The  quarter  of  a  whole  day's  company 
And  counsel?    This  makes  counsel  so  much 

more 
Need  and  necessity.    For  here  *s  my  block 
Of  stumbling :  in  the  face  of  happiness 
So  absolute,  fear  chills  me.    If  such  change 
In  heart  be  but  love's  easy  consequence, 
Do  I  love  ?     If  to  marry  mean  —  let  go 
All  I  now  live  for,  should  my  marriage  be  ?  '' 

The  other  never  once  has  ceased  to  gaze 
On  the  great  elm-tree  in  the  open,  posed 
Placidly  full  in  front,  smooth  bole,  broad  branch. 
And  leafage,  one  green  plenitude  of  May. 
The  gathered  thought  runs  into  speech  at  last. 

"  O  you  exceeding  beauty,  bosomful 

Of  lights  and  shades,  murmurs  and  silences, 

Sun-warmth,  dew-ooolness,  —  squirrel,  bee  and 

bird. 
High,  higher,  highest,  till  the  blue  prodairas 
^  I^ve  earthy  there  ^s  nothing  better  tul  next  step 
Heaoentoard  / '  —  so,  off  flies  what  has  wings  to 

help !  " 

And    henceforth   they    alternate.     Says    the 
girl  — 

**  That  *s  saved  then :  marriage  spares  the  early 
taste." 

'*  Four  years  now,  since  my  eye  took  note  of 
tree!" 

**  If  I  had  seen  no  other  tree  but  this 

My  life  long,  while  yourself  came  straight,  you 

said. 
From  tree  which  overstretched  yon  and  was 

^ust 
One  fairy  tent  with  pitcher-leaves  that  held 
Wine,  and  a  flowery  wealth  of  suns  and  moons, 
And  magic  fruits  whereon  the  angels  feed  — 
I  looking  out  of  window  on  a  tree 
Like  yonder  —  otherwise    well-known,   much- 
liked. 
Yet  just  an  English  ordinary  elm  — 
What  marval  if  you  cured  me  of  conceit 
M^  elm's  bird-bee-and-squirrel  tenantry 
Was  ouite  the  proud  possession  I  supposed  ? 
And  tnere  is  evidence  you  tell  nie  true. 
The  fairy  marriage-tree  reports  itself 
Gk>od  guardian  of  the  perfect  face  and  form. 


Fruits    of   four    years^    protection  I    Married 

friend, 
You  are  more  beautiful  than  ever  I  " 

"Yes: 
I  think  that  likely.    I  could  well  dispense 
With  all  thought  fair  in  feature,  mine  or  no. 
Leave  but  enough  of  face  to  know  me  by  — 
With  aU  found  fresh   in   youtJi   except  aaeh 

strength 
As  lets  a  li^long  labor  earn  repose 
Death  sells  at  just  that  price,  they  say;  and 


so. 


Possibly,  what  I  care  not  for,  I  keep. 


»t 


ti 


How  you  must  know  he  loves  yon!    Chill, 
before. 

Fear  sinks  to  freezing.    Coidd  I  sacrifice  — 
Assured  my  lover  simply  loves  mv  soul  — 
One  nose-breadth  of  fair  feature  r    No,  indeed ! 
Your  own  love  "... 


Don't  waste  it  I  " 


**  The  preliminary  homr  — 


"  But  1  can't  begin  at  onee ! 
The  angel's  self  that  comes  to  hear  me  sneak 
Drives  away  all  the  care  about  the  speech. 
What  an  angelic  mystery  you  are  — 
Now  —  that  is  certain !  when  I  knew  von  £rst, 
No  break  of  halo  and  no  bud  of  wing  I 
I  thought  I  knew  you,  saw  yoa,  round  and 

through, 
Like  a  glass  ball ;  suddenly,  four  years  since. 
You  vanished,  how  and  whither?    Mystery  ! 
Wherefore  ?    No  mystery  at  all :  yon  loved, 
W^ere  loved  again,  and  left  the  world  of  oo>QTse : 
Who  would  not  ?    Lapped  four  years  in  fairy- 
land. 
Out  comes,  by  no  less  wonderful  a  chance, 
Tlie  changeling,  touched  athwart  her  trellised 

bliss 
Of  blush-rose  bower  by  just  the  old  friend's 

voice 
That 's  now  struck  dumb  at  her  own  potency. 
I  talk  of  my  small  fortunes  ?    Tell  me  youn 
Rather  I    The  fool  I  ever  was  —  I  am, 
You  see  that :  the  true  friend  you  ever  had. 
You  have,  you  alao  recognize.    Perhaps, 
Giving  you  all  the  love  of  all  my  heart. 
Nature,  that 's  niggard  in  me,  has  denied 
The  after-birth  of  love  there 's  some  one  Haimw. 
— This  huge  boy,  swinging  up  the  avenne  ; 
And  I  want  counsel :  is  defect  in  me. 
Or  him  who  has  no  right  to  raise  the  love  ? 
My  cousin  asks  my  hand  :  he  's  young  enough. 
Handsome,  —  ray  maid  tluiiks,  —  mamy  ^s  more 

the  word  : 
He  asked  my  leave  to  *"  dron '  the  elm-tree  there. 
Some  morning  before  breakfast.    Gentleness 
Goes  with  the  strength,  of  course.    He  *8  hon- 
est too, 
Limpidly  truthful.    For  ability  — 
All 's  in  the  rough  yet.    His  first  taste  of  life 
Seems    to    have   somehow   gone  against    the 

tongue : 
He  travelled,  tried  things  —  came  back,  tried 
still  more  — 
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He  sajrs  he  's  sick  of  all.    He  *s  food  of  me 
After  a  certain  carelese-eameet  way 
I  like  :  the  iron  *b  erode,  —  no  polianed  steel 
Somebody  forged  before  me.    I  am  rich  — 
That 's  not  the  reason,  he  's  far  richer  :  no. 
Nor  is  it  that  he  thinks  me  pretty*  —  frank 
Undoubtedly  on  that  point  I    He  saw  once 
The  pink  of  face-perfection  —  oh,  not  you  — 
Content  yourself,  my  beauty  !  —  f <»  she  proved 
80  thoroughly  a  cheat,  his  charmer  .  .  .  nay, 
He  runs  into  extremes,  I  'U  say  at  once. 
Lest  yon  say  I    Well,  I  understand  he  wants 
SSome  one  to  serre,  something  to  do  :  and  both 
Requisites  so  abound  in  me  and  mine 
That  here  *s  the  obstable  which  stops  consent  — 
The  smoothness  is  too  smooth,  and  I  mistrust 
The  unseen  cat  beneath  the  counterpane. 
Therefore  I  thought  —  '  H'ould  she  but  judge  for 

IVhOy  judging  for  herself  surceeded  so  / ' 
]X>  I  love  him,  does  he  love  me,  do  both 
Mistake  for  knowledge  —  easr  ignorance  ? 
Appeal  to  its  proficient  in  each  art ! 
I  gut  rough-smooth  through  a  piano-piece. 
Rattled  away  last  week  tui  tutor  came. 
Heard  roe  to  end,  then  grunted  *Ach^  mein  Gctt ! 
Saaen  Sie  **  easy  **  f    £very  note  is  wrong  ! 
All  thumped  mit  wrist  —  we  HI  trovMe  fingers  now. 
The  Fraulein  will  please  roll  up  Ra^' again 
And  exercise  at  Czernyfor  one  month  ! 
Am  I  to  roll  up  cousin,  exercise 
At    Trollope*8  novels    for   one  month?    Pro- 
nounce !  *' 


tfc 


Now,  place  each  in  the  right  position  first. 
Adviser  and  advised  one  !     1  perhaps 
Am  three  —  nay,  four  years  older ;  am,  beside, 
A  wife :  advanti^es  —  to  balance  which. 
Yon  haye  a  fuU  fresh  joyous  sense  of  life 
That  finds  you  out  lifers  fit  food  everywhere. 
Detects  enjoyment  where  I,  slow  and  dull, 
Pomble  at  fault.    Already,  these  four  years. 
Your  merest  glimpses  at  tne  world  without 
Haye  shown  you  more  than  ever  met  my  gaze ; 
And  now,  by  joyanoe  you  inspire  joy,  —  leam 
While  you  profess  to  teach,  and  teach,  although 
Ayowedly  a  learner.    I  am  dazed 
Like  any  owl  by  sunshine  which  just  sets 
The  sparrow  preening  plumage !    Here  *s  to  spy 
—  Your  cousin  !      Ton  have  scanned  him  au 

your  life. 
Little  or  much  ;  I  never  saw  his  face. 
You  haye  determined  on  a  marria^  —  used 
Deliberation  therefore  —  I  Ml  believe 
No  otherwise,  with  opportunity 
For  judgment  so  abounding !     Here  stand  I  — 
Snmnioned  to  give  mv  sentence,  for  a  whim, 
(Well,  at  first  cloud-neck  thrown  athwart  your 

blue,) 
Jndsre  what  is  strangeness*  self  to  me,  —  say 

*  Wed!' 
Or  *  Wed  not  1  '   whom  you   promise   I   shall 

judge 
Presently,  at  propitious  lunch-time,  just 
While  he  carves  chicken !    Sends  ne  leg  for 

wing  ?^ 
That  reveuktion  into  character 
And  conduct  must  suffice  me !    Quite  as  well 


\ 


Consult  with  yondsr  solitary  crow 
That  eyes  us  from  your  elm-top  I  ** 

"  Still  the 
I)o  you  remember,  at  the  library 
We  saw  together  somewhere,  those  two  books 
Somebody  said  were  notice-worthy  ?    One 
I^y  wide  on  table,  sprawled  its  painted  leaves 
For  all  the  world's  inspection ;  sunt  on  shelf 
Reclined    the  other   volume,  closed,  clasped , 

locked  — 
Clear  to  be  let  alone.    Which  pasre  had  we 
Preferred  the  turning  over  of  ?    Yon  were. 
Are,  ever  will  be  the  locked  lady,  hold 
Inside  you  secrets  written, — soul  absorbed. 
My  ink  upon  vour  blotting-paper.  ^  / — 
What  traoe  of  you  have  I  to  snow  in  turn  ? 
Delicate  secrets  !    No  one  juvenile 
Ever  essayed  at  croquet  and  performed 
Superiorly  but  I  confided  you 
The  sort  of  hat  he  wore  and  hair  it  held. 
While  you?    One  day  a  calm  note  comes  by 

imst — 
*  1  am  just  married^  you  may  like  to  hear,* 
Most  men  would  hate  you,  or  they  ought ;  we 

love 
What  we  fear,  —Idol    '  Cold  *  I  shaU  expect 
My  cousin  calls  you.    I  --  dislike  not  him. 
But  (if  I  oompruiend  what  loving  means) 
Love  you  inimeasurabl^  more  —  niore  — more 
Than  even  he  who,  lovmg  you  his  wife. 
Would  turn  up  nose  at  who  impertinent, 
Frivolous,  forward  —  loves  that  exoeUence 
Of  all  the  earth  he  bows  in  worship  to  ! 
And  who 's  this  paragon  of  privilege  ? 
Simply  a  country  parson :  his  the  charm 
That  worked  the  miracle  I    Oh,  too  absurd  — 
But  that  you  stand  before  me  as  you  stand ! 
Sneh  beauty  does  prove  something,  everything  1 
Beauty 's  the  prize-flower  which  expenses  eye 
From  peering  mto  what  has  nourished  root  — 
Dew   or  manure:  the   plant   best  knows   its 

Elaoe. 
,  from  teaching  youth  and  tending  age 
And  hearing  sermons.  —  haply  writing  tracts,  — 
From  such  strange  love-besprinkled  compost, 

lo. 
Out  blows  this  triumph  I    Therefore  love 's  the 

soil 
Plants  find  or  fail  of.    You,  with  wit  to  find. 
Exercise  wit  on  the  old  friend's  behalf,  ^ 
Keep  me  from  failure  !    Scan  and  scrutinize 
This  cousin !    Surely  he  's  as  worth  your  pains 
To  study  as  my  elm-tree,  crow  and  all. 
You    still    keep    staring   at.     I   read    your 

thoughts.^' 


it 


At  hist?'* 


"  At  first !    '  Would,  tree,  a-top  of  thee 
I  wingkd  were,  like  crow  perched  moveless  there. 
And  so  could  straiohtway  soar,  escape  this  bore^ 
Back  to  my  nest  where  broods  whom  I  love  best  — 
The  parson  o'er  his  parish  —  garish  —  rarish,*  — 
Oh,  I  could  bring  tne  rhyme  in  if  I  tried : 
The  Album  here  inspires  me !    Quite  apart 
From  lyrical  expression,  have  I  read 
The  stare  aright,  and  sings  not  soul  just  so  ?  " 
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' '  Or  rather  so  f    *  Cool  comfortable  dm 
That  men  make  coffins  out  of y^  —  none  for  me 
At  thy  expense^  so  thou  permit  I  glide 
Under  tny  ferny  feet^  and  tfiere  sleep^  sleep^ 
Nor  dread  awaking  though  in  heaven  itself! '  " 

The  yoiixigier  looks  with  face  stmck  sudden 

white. 
The  elder  answeis  its  inquiry. 

"Dear. 
Ton  are  a  cesser,  not  a  *  clairvoyante, 
I  '11  so  far  open  you  the  locked  and  sbelyed 
Volume,  my  soul,  that  you  desire  to  see. 
As  let  you  profit  by  the  title-pa8:e  "  — 


4i 


Paradise  Lost  f  " 


"  Inferno  !  —  All  which  comes 
Of  tempting  me  to  break  my  vow.    2Stop  here ! 
Friend,  whom  I  love  the  best  in  the  whole 

world, 
Come  at  your  call,  be  sure  that  I  will  do 
All  your  requirement  —  see  and  say  my  mind. 
It  may  be  that  by  sad  apprenticeship 
I  have  a  keener  sense  :  1  11  task  the  same. 
Only  indulge  me,  —  here  let  sight  and  speech 
Happen,  —  this   Inn   is    neutral   ground,    you 

know! 
I  cannot  visit  tlie  old  house  and  home. 
Encounter  the  old  sociality 
Abjured  forever.    Peril  quite  enough 
In  even  this  first  —  last,  I  pray  it  prove  — 
Renunciation  of  my  soUtuae  I 
Back,  you,  to  house  and  cousin!    Leave  me 

here. 
Who  want  no  entertainment,  carrv  still 
My  ocounation  w  ith  me.    While  1  watch 
The  shaaow  inching  round  those  ferny  feet, 
Tell  him  ^A  schoM-Jriend  wants  a  word  with 

me  ^ 
Up  at  the  inn:  time,  tide,  and  train  wonH  wait: 
I  must  go  see  her —  on  and  qff^again'^ 
You  7/    keep   me   company  9 '     Ten   minutes' 

talk, 
With  you  in  presence,  ten  more  afterward 
With  who,  alone,  convoys  me  station-bound, 
And  I  see  clearly  —  and  say  honestlv 
To-morrow :  pen  shall  play  tongue^s  part,  you 

know. 
Go  —  quick!    for  I  have  made   our   hand-in- 
hand 
Return  impossible.    So  scared  you  look.  — 
If  cousin  does  not  greet  you  with  '  What  ghost 
Has  crossed  your  path  f '    I  set  him  down  ob- 
tuse.'' 

And  after  one  more  look,  with  face  still  white, 
The  younger  does  go,  wliile  the  elder  stands 
Occupied  by  the  elm  at  window  there. 


IV 


Occupied  by  the  ehn ;  and,  as  its  shade 
Has  crept  clock-hand-wise  till  it  ticks  at  fern 
Five  inches  further  to  the  South,  —  the  door 
Opens  abruptly,  some  one  enters  sharp, 


The  elder  man  returned  to  wait  the  youth : 
Never  observes  the  room's  new  occupant. 
Throws   hat  on    table,  stoops    quick,  elbov> 

propped 
Over  the  Album  wide  there,  bends  down  brow 
A  cogitative  minute,  whistles  slirill. 
Then,  —  with  a  cheery-hopeless  laugfa-aad-kae 
Air  of  defiance  to  fate  visibly 
Casting   the   toils  about   lum  —  mouths  omoe 

more 
*  Hail,  calm  acdivity^  salubrious  spot !  ' 
Then  cUsps-to  cover,  sends  book  spinning  off 
T'  other  side  table,  looks  up,  starts  erect 
Full-face  with  her  who  —  roused  from  that  ab- 
struse 
Question  *  Will  next  tick  tip  the  fern  or  mo  f — 
Fronts  him  as  fully. 

All  her  languor  breaks, 
Away  withers  at  once  the  weariness 
From  the  black-blooded  brow,  anger  and  hate 
Convulse.      Speech   follows  alowUer.    b«t  at 
Ust  — 

'*  Ton  here !    I  felt,  I  knew  it  would  befall ! 
Knew,  by  some  subtle  undivinable 
Trick  of  the  trickster,  I  should,  silly-sooth. 
Late  or  soon,  somehow  be  allured  to  leaTe 
Safe  hiding  and  come  take  of  him  arreats. 
My  torment  due  on  four  years'  respite  1    Time 
To  pluck  the  bird's  healea  breast  of  down  o'er 

wound! 
Have  your  success  !    Be  satisfied  this  sole 
Seeing  you  has  undone  all  heaven  could  do 
These  four  years,  puts  me  back  to  yon  and 

hell ! 
What  will  next  trick  be,  next  sucoeea?    No 

doubt 
When  I  shall  tliink  to  glide  into  tlie  grave. 
There  ^ill  you  vi'ait  diia^^uiaed  aa  beckoning 

Death, 
And  catch  and  capture  nie  forevennore ! 
But,  God  J  though  I  am  nothing,  be  thou  all ! 
Contest  him  for  me  I    Strive,  for  he  is  strong ! " 

Already  his  suri)rise  dies  palely  out 

In  laupfii  of  acquiescing  hnpotence. 

He  neither  gasps  nor  hisses :  calm  and  plain  — 

"  I  also  felt  and  knew  —  but  otherwise  I 
You  out  of  hand  and  sight  and  care  of  me 
These  four  j'ears,  whom  I  felt,  knew,  all  the 

while  ... 
Oh,  it 's  no  superstition  I    It 's  agift 
O'   the  gamester   that    he  snuf»    the  nnnficii 

powers 
Which  help  or  harm  him.    Well  I  knew  what 

lurked. 
Lay  perdue  paralyzing  me,  —  dru}2^ed,  drowsed 
And  damnified  my  soul  and  body  both ! 
Down  and  down,  see  where  you  have  dragged 

me  to. 
You    and    your   malice !    I    was,    four   yean 

since, 
—  Well,  a  poor  creature  I    I  became  a  knare. 
I  flquandered  my  o>»  n  pence  :  I  plump  my  pnne 
With  other  people's  pounds.    I  practised  play 
Because  I  liked  it :  play  turns  labor  now 
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Because  there  *fl  profit  also  in  the  sport. 
I  ufamed  with  men  of  equal  ag^e  and  craft : 
I  steal  here  with  a  boy  as  g'reen  as  grass 
Whom  I  have  tig^htened  hold  on  slow  and  sure 
This  loi^  while,  just  to  brini;  about  to-day 
When  the  boy  beats  me  hollow,  buries  me 
In  ruin  who  was  sure  to  beggar  him. 
Oh,  time  indeed  I  should  look  up  and  laugh 
*  Surely  she  closes  on  me  I  ^    Here  you  stand ! '* 

And  stand  she  does :  while  YolnbiUty, 

With  him,  kee(>s  on  the  increase,  for  his  tongue 

After  long  looking^up  is  loosed  for  onoe. 

^*  Certain  the  taunt  is  happy !  *^  he  resumes : 
**  So,  I  it  was  allured  you  —  only  I 
—  I,  and  none  other  —  to  this  spectacle  — 
Your  triumph,  my  despiir  —  you  woman-fiend 
That  front  me  I    Well,  I  have  my  wish,  then ! 

See 
The  low  wide  brow  oppressed  by  sweeps  of  hair 
Darker  and  darker  as  they  coil  and  swathe 
The  orowned  oorpse-wanness  whence  the  eyes 

bum  black. 
Not  asleep  nowl  not  pin-points  dwarfed  be- 
neath 
Either  great  bridging  eyebrow  —  poor  blank 

beads  — 
Babies,  I  Ve  pleased  to  pity  in  my  time : 
How  they  protrude  and  glow  iraraense  with  hate! 
The  loDg  triumphant  nose  attains  —  retains 
Just  the  perfection  :  and  there  's  scarlet-skein 
My  ancient  enemy,  her  Up  and  lip» 
Sense-free,  sense-frighting  lips    clenched  cold 

and  bold 
Because  of  chin,  that  based  resolve  beneath  I 
Then  the  columnar  neck  completes  the  whole 
Greek-sculpture-baffling  body  !    Do  I  see  ? 
Can  I  observe  ?    You  wait  next  word  to  come  ? 
Well,  wait  and  want  I  since  no  one  blight  I  bid 
Consume  one  least  perfection.    Each  and  all. 
As  they  are  rightly  shocking  now  to  me. 
So  may  they  stiU  continue  !    Value  them  ? 
Ay,  as  the  vendor  knows  the  money-worth 
Of  his  Greek  statue,  fools  aspire  to  buy. 
And  he  to  see  the  back  of  I    Let  us  laugh  ! 
Yon  have  absolved  me  from  my  sin  at  least ! 
Yon  stand  stout,  strong,  in  the  rude  health  of 

hate. 
No  touch  of  the  tame  timid  nullity 
My  oowardioe,  forsooth,  has  practised  on  I 
Av,  while  you  seemed  to  hint  some  fine  fifth  act 
Of  tragedy  should  freeze  blood,  end  the  farce, 
I  never  doubted  all  was  joke.    1  kept. 
Maybe,  an  eye  alert  on  paragraphs, 
Newspaper-notice,  —  let  no  inquest  slip. 
Accident,  disappearance :  sound  and  safe 
Were  you,  my  victim,  not  of  mind  to  die  I 
So.  my  worst  fancy  that  could  spoil  the  smooth 
Of  pillow,  and  arrest  descent  of  sleep. 
Was  *"  Into  what  dim  hole  can  she  have  dived^ 
She  and  her  torongs,  her  woe  that  ^s  wearing  flesh 
And  blood  away  f '  Whereas,  see,  sorrow  swells  I 
Or,  fattened,  fulsome,  have  you  fed  on  me, 
Sneked  out  my  substance  ?  How  much  gloss,  I 

pray, 
O'erbloomed  those  hair -swathes  when  there 

crept  from  yon 


To  me  that  erase,  else  unaccountable. 
Which  urged  me  to  contest  our  county-eeat 
With  whom  bat  my  own  brother's  nominee  ? 
Did  that  mouth's  pulp  glow  ruby  from  carmine 
While  I  misused  my  moment,  pushed,  —  one 

word, — 
One  halrVbreadth  more  of  gesture,  — idiot-like 
Past  passion,  fionndered  on  to  the  grotesque, 
And  lost  the  heiress  in  a  grin  ?    At  least, 
You  made  no  such  mistake  !    You  tickled  fish, 
Landed  your  prize  the  true  artistic  way  I 
How  did  the  smug  young  curate  rise  to  tune 
Of  '  Friend^  a  fatal  fact  divides  lu.    Love 
Suits  me  no  long&',    I  have  siv\fftred  shame^ 
Betrayal :  past  is  past ;  thefiUm-e  —  yours  -^ 
Shall  never  be  contaminate  bi  mine  ! 
I  might  have  spared  me  this  coi\fession,  not 
—  On,  never  by  some  hideousest  qfliesy 
Easy,  impenetrable  !    No  I  but  say^ 
Byiust  the  quiet  answer  —  **  /  am  cold,'*'* 
Falsehood  avaunt^  each  shadow  qfthee„  hence  ! 
Had  happier  fortune  willed  .  .  .  but  dreams  are 

vain. 
NoWi  leave  me  —  yes,  for  piiy*s  sake  !  *    Aha, 
Who  fails  to  see  the  curate  as  his  face 
Reddened  and  whitened,  wanted  handkerchief 
At  wrinkling  brow  and  twinkling  eye,  until 
Out  burst  the  proper  *  Angel,  whom  the  Jiend 
Has  thought  to  smirch,  —  tlty  whiteness,  at  one 

wipe 
Of  holy  cambric,  shall  disgrace  the  swan  ! 
Mine  be  the  task '  .  .  .  and  so  forth  I    Fool  ?    not 

he  I 
Cunning  in  flavors,  rather  I    What  but  sour 
Suspected  makes  the  sweetness  doubly  sweet. 
Ana  what  stings  love  from  faint  to  flamboyant 
But  the  f  6ar-si)rinkle  ?    Even  horror  helps  -~ 
'  Love'^s  flame  in  me  by  such  recited  wrong 
Drenched,  quenched,  indeed  f  It  bums  thejierce- 

lier  thence  !  * 
Why,  1  have  known  men  never  love  their  wives 
'mi     somebody  —  m3rBelf ,      suppose  —  had 

*  drenched 
And  quenched  love,''  so  the  blockheads  wliined: 

as  if 
The  fluid  fire  that  lifts  the  torpid  Hmb 
Were  a  wrong  done  to  palsy.     But  I  thrilled 
No  palsied  person  :  half  my  age,  or  less. 
The  curate  was,  I  '11  wager :  o'er  young  blood 
Your  beauty  triumphed  !  Eh,  but  —  was  \thef 
Then,  it  was  he,  I  heard  of !    None  beside ! 
How  frank  you  were  about  the  audacious  boy 
Who  fell  unon  you  like  a  thunderbolt  — 
Passion  ana  protestation !    He  it  was 
Reserved  in  petto  !    Ay,  and  *  rich  '  beside  — 
*  Rich  '  —  how  supremelv  did  disdain  curl  nose  I 
All  that  I  heard  was  —   wedded  to  a  priest ; ' 
Informants  sunk  youth,  riches  and  the  rest. 
And  so  my  lawless  love  disparted  loves. 
That  loves  might  come  together  with  a  rush  I 
Surely  this  last  achievement  sneked  me  dry : 
Indeed,  that  wav  my  wits  went.  Mistressnqueen, 
Be  merciful  ana  let  your  subject  slink 
Into  dark  safety  !    He 's  a  beggar,  see  — 
Do  not  turn  back  his  ship,  Australiarbound, 
And  bid  her  land  him  right  amid  some  crowd 
Of  creditors,  assembled  by  your  curse  1 
Don't  cause  the  very  rope  to  crack  (yon  oan  I) 
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Whereon  he  spends  his  last  (friend's)  sizpenoe, 

just 
The  moment  when  he  hoped  to  hang  himself  1 
Be  satisfied  yon  beat  him  I  " 

She  replies  — 

"  Beat  him  I    I  do.    To  all  that  yon  confess 

Of  abject  failure,  I  extend  belief. 

Your  very  face  confirms  it :  God  is  jnst  I 

Let  my  face  —  fix  your  eyes  I  —  in  turn  confirm 

What  I  sliall  say.    All-abject 's  bnt  half  truth  ; 

Add  to  all-abject  knave  as  perfect  fool ! 

80  is  it  you  probed  human  nature,  so 

Progrnosticated  of  me  ?     Lay  these  words 

To  heart  then,  or  where  God  meant  heart  should 

lurk! 
That  moment  when  you  first  revealed  yourself, 
My  simple  impulse  prompted  —  end  forthwith 
The  ruin  of  a  life  uprooted  thus 
To  surely  perish  I  How  should  such  spoiled  tree 
Henceforward  balk  the  wind  of  its  worst  sport. 
Fail  to  go  falling  deeper,  falling  down 
From  sin  to  sin  until  some  depth  were  reached 
Doomed  to  the  weakest  by  the  wickedest 
Of  weak  and  wicked  human-kind  ?    But  when. 
That  self-display  made  absolute,  —  behold 
A  new  revealment !  —  round  you  pleased  to  veer. 
Propose  me  what  should  prompt  annul  the  past, 
Make    me  *  amends    by  marriage  '  —  in    your 

phrase. 
Incorporate  me  henceforth,  body  and  soul. 
With  soul  and  body  which  mere  brushing  past 
Brought  leprosy  upon  me  —  ^  marry  *  these  I 
Why,  then  despair  broke,  reassurance  dawned. 
Clearsighted  was  I  that  who  hurled  contempt 
As  I  —  thank  God  !  —  at  the  contemptible. 
Was  scarce  an  utter  weakling.     Rent  away 
By  treason  from  my  rightful  pride  of  place, 
I  was  not  destined  to  the  shame  below. 
A  cleft  had  caught  me  :  I  might  perish  there, 
Bnt  thence  to  be  dislodged  and  wnirled  at  last 
Where  the  black  torrent  sweeps  the  sewage  — 

no  I 
*  Bare  breast  be  on  hard  rock,^  laughed  out  my 

soul 
In  gratitude,  *'  howeW  rock's  grip  may  arind  ! 
The  plain^  roughs  wretched  holdfa^  shall  8t{Mce 
This  wreck  of  me  I  ^    The  wind,  —  I  broke  in 

bloom 
At  passage  of,  —  which  stripped  me  bole  and 

branch. 
Twisted  me  up  and  tossed  me  here,  —  turns 

back. 
And,  playful  ever,  would  replant  the  sftoil  ? 
Be  satisfied,  not  one  least  leaf  that  *s  mine  ^ 
Shall  henceiorth  help  wind's  sport  to  exercise ! 
Rather  I  give  such  remnant  to  the  rock 
Which  never  dreamed   a  straw  would  settle 

there. 
Rook  may  not  thank  me,  may  not  feel  my 

breast. 
Even  :  enough  that  /feel,  hard  and  cold. 
Its  safety  my  salvation.    Safe  and  saved, 
I  lived,  live.    When  the  tempter  shall  persuade 
His  pre^  to    slip  down,  slide    off,  trust  the 

wind,  — 
Now  that  I  know  if  God  or  Satan  be 


Prince  of  the  Power  of  the  Air,  —  then,  thcl^ 

indeed. 
Let  my  life  end  and  degradation  too  I " 

"Good!"  he  snules,  "true   Lord    Bynm!" 

*  Tree  and  rock  : 
i^odk,'— there  's  advancement  I    He  's  at  fiist 

a  youth. 
Rich,  wortiiless  therefore;   next  he  grows  a 

priest : 
Touth,  riches  prove  a  notable  resource. 
When  to  leave  me  for  their  possessor  gluts 
Malice  abundanUy  ;  and  now,  last  change. 
The  young  rich  panou  represents  a  roick 
—  Bloodstone,  no  doubt.    He  's  Evangelical  f 
Your  Ritualists  prefer  the  Church  for  spouse !  ^ 

She  speaks. 

"  I  have  a  story  to  relate. 
There  was  a  parish-priest,  my  father  knew. 
Elderly,  noor :  I  used  to  pity  him 
Before  I  learned  what  woes  are  pity-worth. 
Elderly  was  grown  old  now,  scantynieaiis 
Were  straitening  fast  to  poverty,  beside 
The  ailments  which  await  in  such  a  case. 
Ijimited  every  way,  a  perfect  man 
Within  the  bounds  buut  up  and  up  since  birth 
Breast-high  about  him  till  the  outside  worid 
Was  blank  save  overhead  one  blue  bit  of  sky  — 
Faith :  he  had  faith  in  dcffma,  small  or  great, 
As  in  the  fact  that  if  he  clave  his  skull 
He  'd  find  a  brain  there :  who  proves  sach  a  het 
No  falsehood  bv  experiment  at  price 
Of  soul  and  boay  ?    The  one  rule  of  life 
Delivered  him  in  childhood  was  ^  Obey  ! 
Labor  ! '    He  had  obeyed  and  labored  —  tame. 
True  to  the  mill-track  blinked  on  from  above. 
Some  scholarship  he  may  have  gained  in  youth: 
Gone  —  dropt  or  flung  behind.    Some  blossom- 
flake. 
Spring's  boon,  descends  on  every  vernal  bead, 
I  used  to  think  ;  but  January  joins 
December,  as  his  year  had  known  no  May ; 
Trouble  its  snow-deposit,  — cold  and  old  ! 
I  heard  it  was  his  will  to  take  a  wife, 
A  helpmate.    Duty  bade  him  tend  and  teach-* 
How  r  with  experience  null,  nor  sympathr 
Abundant,  —  while     himself    worked    dogma 

dead. 
Who  would  play  ministrant  to  sicknessv  <MCe, 
Womankind,  childhood?     These    demaiid   a 

wife. 
Supply  the  want,  then  I  theirs  the  wife;  for 

him  — 
No  coarsest  sample  of  the  proper  sex 
But  would  have  served  his  purpose  equallr 
With  God's  own  angel,  — let  bnt  knowledge 

match 
Her  coarseness :  zeal  does  only  half  the  work. 
I  saw  this  —  knew  the  purblind  honest  dradge 
Was  wearing  out  his  simple  blameless  life. 
And  wanted  help  beneath  a  burden  —  borne 
To  treasure-house  or  dust-heap,  what  cared  I  ? 
Partner  he  needed :  I  proposed  myself. 
Nor  much  surprised  him  —  duty  was  so  clear  I 
Gratitude?    What  for?    Gain  of  Paradise — 
Escape,  perhaps,  from  the  dire  penalty 
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Of whohidestalMfttinaiiftpkui?    No: 
His  scanmle  was  —  ahimld  I  be  strong  enoi^ 
—  In  body  ?  sinae  of  weakness  in  the  mind. 
Weariness  in  the  heart  —  no  fear  of  these  ? 
He  took  me  as  these  Arctic  ▼oyacers 
Take  an  aspirant  to  their  toil  anapata : 
Can  he  endure  them  ?  —  that  *s  the  point,  and 

not 
-^Willhef   Who  wonld  not,  rather !     Where- 

i^on, 
I  pleaded  far  mcwe  earnestly  for  leave 
To  gfW9  myself  away,  than  yon  to  gain 
What  yon  called  prieeless  till  yon  gained  the 


And  soal  and  body !  which,  as  beggais  serre 

Extorted  alms,  yon  straaghtwajr  spat  upon. 

Not  so  my  husband,  —  for  I  gained  my  8nit« 

And  had  my  Talne  put  at  once  to  proof. 

Aak  him !    These  four  years  I  hare  died  away 

In  village-tife.    The  village?   Uglineas 

At  best  and  filthiness  at  worst,  inside. 

Ontaide,  sterility  —  earth  sown  with  salt 

Or  what  keeps  even  grass  from  growing  fresh. 

The  life  ?    I  teach  the  poor  and^  learn,  myself, 

That  commonplaee  to  such  stujndity 

Is  all-reecmdite.    Being  brutalized 

Their  true   need   is   brute  -  language,  ehoery 

grunts 
And  kindly  duckinga,  no  articnlate 
Nonsense  that's  elsewhere  knowledge.    Tend 

the  sick. 
Sickened  myself  at  pig-perversity. 
Cat-craft,  doysnarling — maybe,  snapfiing  "  .  .. 

"  Brief : 
Tcm  eat  that  root  of  bitterness  called  Man 
—  Raw  :  I  prefer  it  cooked,  with  social  sauce  I 
So,  he  was  not  the  rich  youth  after  all  I 
Well,  I  mistook.    But  somewhere  needs  must 

be 
The  compensation.   If  not  yonng  nor  rich"  . . . 


'^  Yon  interrupt  I 


}> 


»i 


Beeaaae  yon  've  daubed  enough 
Bistre  for  background.    Plaj  the  artist  now, 
Produce  your  figure  well-reheved  in  front  1 
The  contrast  —  do  not  I  anticipate  ? 
Though  neither  rich  nor  yoniK — what  then? 

'T  is  all 
Forvotten,  all  thu  ignobili^. 
In  tne  dear  home,  the  darling  word,  the  smile. 
The  something  sweeter  "... 

^*  Yes,  yon  interrupt. 
I  haTC  my  purpose  and  proceed.    Who  lives 
With  beasts  assumes   beast-nature,  look   and 

voice. 
And,  much  more,  thought,  for  boasts  think. 

^)eIiishness 
In  us  met  selfishness  in  them,  deserved 
Such  answer  as  it  gaii^.    My  hnsband,  bent 
On  saving  his  own  soul  by  saving  theirs,  — 
They,  boat  on  being  saved  if  savii^p  soul 
Included  bod^*8  getting  bread  and  cheese 
Somehow  in  hfe  and  nomehow  after  death,  — 
Both  parties  were  alike  in  the  same  boat, 
One  danger,  therefore  one  equality. 


Safety  indncea  culture :  onltnie  seeks 

To  institute,  extend  and  multiply 

The  difference  between  safe  man  and  man. 

Able  to  live  alone  now  ;  prcvress  means 

What  but  abandonment  of  fellowship  ? 

We  were  in  common  danger,  still  stuck  dose. 

No  new  books,  —  were  ue  old  ones  mastered 

yet? 
No  pictures  and  no  music :  these  divert 
—  What  horn  ?  the  staving  danger  off  I    You 

paint 
The  waterspout  above,  you  set  to  words 
The    roaring   of    the    tempest    round   yon? 

Thanks! 
Amusement  ?    Talk  at  end  of  the  tired  day 
Of  the  more  tiresome  morrow  !    I  transcribed 
The  page  on   page  of  sermon  -  sorawlings  — 

stopped 
Intellect's  eye  and  ear  to  sense  and  sound  — 
Vainly :  the  sound  and  sense  would  penetrate 
To  brain  and  plague  there  in  despite  of  me 
Bfaddened  to  know  more  moral  good  were  done 
Had  we  two  simply  sallied  forth  and  preached 
I'  the  'Green'  they  call  their  grimy,  —I  witii 

twang 
Of  long'^isused  guitar,  —  with  cut  and  slash 
Of  much-misvalned  honewhip  he,  —  to  bid 
The  peaceable  come  dance,  the  peace-breaker 
Pay  in  his  person!     Whereas  —  Heaven  and 

Hell, 
Excite  with  that,  restrain  with  this !  — so  dealt 
His  drags  my  husband  ;  as  he  dosed  himself. 
He  drenched  his  cattle :  and,  for  all  my  part 
Was  just  to  dub  the  mortar,  never  fear 
But  drugs,  hand  pestled   at,  have   poisoned 


Heaven  he  let  pass,  left  wisely  undescribed : 

As  iq>plicable  tnerefore  to  the  sleep 

I  want,  that  knows  no  waldn^  — as  to  what 's 

Conceived  of  as  the  proper  prize  to  tempt 

Souls  less  worid-weary :  there,  no  fault  to  find! 

But  Hell  he  made  explicit.    After  death. 

Life :  man  created  new,  ingeniously 

Perfect  for  a  vindictive  purpose  now. 

That  man,  first  fashioned  in  beneficence. 

Was  proved  a  failure ;  inteUect  at  length 

Replaciiig  old  obtnseness,  memory 

Blade  mindful  of  delinquent's  begone  deeds 

Now  that  remorse  was  vain,  whien  lif  e4ong  lay 

Dormant  when  lesson  might  be  laid  to  heart ; 

New  gift  of  observatioa  up  and  down 

And  round  man's  self,  new  power  to  apprehend 

Each  necessary  consequence  of  act 

In  man  for  well  or  ill  —  thin^  obsolete  — 

Just  granted  to  snpplaut  the  idiocy 

Man's  only  guide  wnile  act  was  yet  to  choose. 

With  ill  or  well  momentously  its  fruit ; 

A  faculty  of  immense  suffering 

Conferred  on  mind  and  body,  — mind,  erewfaile 

Unviaited  by  one  compunctious  dream 

During  sin*s  drunken  slumber,  startled  up. 

Stung  through  and  through  bv  sin*s 

Now  that  the  holy  was  abolisned  —  jost 


As  body  which,  alive,  bvoke  down  beneath 
Knowledge,  lay  heh>lesB  in  the  path  to  good. 
Failed  to  aoeomplisn  aught  lefntimate. 
Achieve  aught  worthy,  —  whid&  grew  old  in 
yonth. 
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And  Hi  ita  loii8:e8t  fell  a  out-down  flower,  — 

Dyini;,  this  too  revived  by  miracle 

To  bear  no  end  of  burden  now  that  back 

Supported  torture  to  no  use  at  all. 

Ana  live  imperishably  potent  —  since 

Lifers  potency  was  impotent  to  ward 

(Jue  pUfCue  off  which  made  earth  a  hell  before. 

This  doctrine,   which    one    healthy    view    of 

thin^. 
One  sane  sight  of  the  ^neral  ordinance  — 
Nature  —  and  its  particular  object  —  man,  — 
Which  one  mere  eye-oast  at  the  character 
Of  Who  made  these  and  gave  man  sense  to 

boot, 
Had  dissipated  onoe  and  evermore,  — 
This  doctrine  I  have  dosed  our  flock  withal. 
W^hv  ?    Because  none  believed  it.     Jliey  desire 
Sucn  Heaven  and  dread  such  Hell,  whom  every 

day 
The  alehouse  tempts  from  one,  a  dog-fight  bids 
Defy  the  other  ?    All  the  harm  is  done 
Ourselves  —  done  my  good    husband   who  in 

youth 
Perhaps  read  Dickens,  done  myself  who  still 
Could  play  both  Bach  and  Brahms.    Such  life 

I  lead - 
Thanks  to  you,  knave  I    You  learn  its  qual- 
ity- 
Thanks  to  me,  fool  I  ** 


But  she  continues. 


He  eyes  her  earnestly. 


**  —  Life  which,  thanks  onoe  more 
To  you,  arch-knave  as  ezquisitest  fool, 
I  acqniescingly  —  I  gratefully 
Take  back  again  to  heart  I    and  hence  this 

speech 
Which  yesterday  had  spared  you.     Four  years 

long 
Life  —  I  began  to  find  intolerable. 
Only  this  moment.    Ere  your  entry  jnst. 
The  leap  of  heart  which  answered,  spite  of  me, 
A  friend's  first  summons,  first  provocative, 
Authoritative,  nay,  compulsive  call 
To  quit,  though  for  a  single  day,  my  house 
Of  bondage  —  made  return  seem  horrible. 
I  heard  again  a  human  lucid  laugh 
All  trust,  no  fear  ;  again  saw  earth  pursue 
Its  narrow  busy  way  amid  small  cares. 
Smaller  contentments,  much  weeds,  some  few 

flowers,  — 
Never  suspicious  of  a  thunderbolt 
Avenging  presently  each  daisy  ^s  death. 
I  recognized  the  beech-tree,  knew  the  thrush 
Repeated  his  old  music-phrase,  —  all  right. 
How  wrong  was  I,  then  I      But   your    entry 

broke 
Illusion,  bade  me  back  to  bounds  at  onoe. 
I  honestly  submit  my  soul :  which  sprang 
At  love,  and  losing  love  li^  signed  and  sealed 
*  Failure.^      No  love  more?    then,  no  beauty 

more 
Which    tends   to    breed    love  !      Purify   my 

powers. 
Effortless  till  some  other  world  procures 
Some  other  chance  of  prize  I  or,  if  none  be,  — 
Nor  second  world  nor  chiwce,  —  undeaeorate 


Die  then  this  aftergrowth  of  heart,  surmised 
Where  May's  precipitation  left  June  blank ! 
Better  have  failed  m  the  h^h  aim,  as  I, 
Than  vulgarly  in  the  low  aim  succeed 
As,  God  be  thanked,  I  do  not !    Ugliness 
Had  I  called  beauty,  falsehood  —  trath,  and 

you  — 
My  lover  I     No  —  this  earth  *s  unchanged  for 

me. 
By  his    enchantment  whom    God   made   the 

Prince 
O^  tlie  Power  o^  the  Air,  into  a  Heaven  :   there 

Heaven,  since  there  is  Heaven^s  simolatioii  — 

earth. 
I  sit  possessed  in  patience ;  prison-roof 
Shall  break  one  day  and  Heaven  beam  over> 

head." 

His  smile  is  done  with ;  he  speaks  bitterly. 

*'  Take  my  congratulations,  and  permit 
I  wish  myself  had  proved  as  teacnable  ! 
—  Or,  no !  until  you  taught  me,  could  I  leam, 
A  lesson  from  experience  ne^er  till  now 
Conceded  ?    Please  you  listen  while  I  show 
How  tlioronghly  you  estimate  my  worth 
And  yours  —  the  immeasurably  superior  !    I 
Believed  at  least  in  one  thing,  first  to  last,  — 
Your  love  to  me  :  I  was  the  vile  and  you 
The  precious ;  I  abused  you,  I  betrayed. 
But  doubted  —  never  I    Whv  else  go  my  way 
Judas-like  plodding  to  this  Potters'  Fiefd 
Wliere  fate  now  finds  me  ?     ^Mlat  has  dinned 

my  ear 
And  dogged  my  step?    The  spectre  with  the 

shnek 
*'  Such  she  irait,  such  were  you^  whose  pHnitkmetA 
lit  just  1 '    And  such  she  was  not,  aU  the  while ! 
She  never  owned  a  love  to  outrage,  faith 
To  pay  with  falsehood !    For,  my  heart  knows 

this- 
Love  once  and  yon  love  always.    Why,  it 's 

down 
ELere  in  the  Album  :  every  lover  knows 
Love  may  use  hate  but  —  turn  to  hate,  itself  — 
Turn  even  to  indifference  —  no,  indeed  ! 
Well,  I  have  been  spellbound,  deluded  like 
The  witless  negro  by  the  Obeah-man 
Who  bids  him  wither  :  so,  his  eye  grows  dim. 
His  arm  slack,  arrow  misses  aim  and  spear 
Goes  wandering  wide,  —  and  all  the  woe  be- 
cause 
He  proved  untrue  to  Fetish,  who,  he  finds. 
Was  just  a  feather-phantom  I    I  wronj^ed  love. 
Am    mined,  —  and    there    was    no    lore    to 
wrong  1 " 

''No  love?     Ah,  dead  level    I  mvoke  thy 

ghost 
To  show  the  murderer  where  thy  heart  povred 

life 
At  summons  of  the  stroke  he  doubts  was  dealt 
On  pasteboard  and  pretence !    Not  love,  mj 

love? 
I  changed  for  you  the  very  laws  of  life : 
Made  yon  the  standard  of  all  right,  all  fair. 
No  genius  but  yon  oonld  have  been,  no  aag^. 
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No   Bofferer  —  whioh   is    gnxkdeut  —  for  the 

truth! 
My  hero  —  where  the  heroic  only  hid 
To  hurst  from  hiding,  brighten  earth  one  day  I 
Age  and  deoline  were  man's  maturity  ; 
Faoe,  form  were  nature's  type:    more  grace, 

more  strength, 
YThat   had   they   heen   hut   just   superfluous 

gands, 
LawlesB  dive^genoe  ?     I  have  danced  through 

day 
On  tiptoe  at  the  music  of  a  word. 
Hats  wondered  where  was  darkness  gone  as 

night 
Bnxst  out  mstars  at  brilliance  of  a  smile  ! 
Lonely,  I  placed  the  chair  to  help  me  seat 
Tour  fancied  presence  ;  in  oompamonship, 
I  kept  my  finger  constant  to  your  glove 
Glued  to  my  breast ;  then  —  where  was  all  the 

worU? 
I  schemed  —  not  dreamed — how  I  might  die 

some  death 
Should  sare  your  finger  aching  1     Who  creates 
Destroys,  ho  only  :^  I  had  laughed  to  scorn 
Whatever  angel  tried  to  shake  my  faith 
And  make  yon  seem  unworthy  :  von  yonrself 
Onl^  could  do  that  I   With  a  touch  't  was  done. 
*  Give  me  ally  tnut  me  wholly  ! '    At  the  word, 
I  did  give,  I  did  trust — and  theranpon 
The  touch  did  follow.    Ah,  the  quiet  smile. 
The  masterfully-folded  arm  in  arm^ 
As  trick  obtained  its  triumph  one  tmie  mote ! 
In  tern,  my  soul  too  triumj^  in  defeat : 
Treason  uke  faith  moves  mountains  :  love  b 

gone!'' 

He  paces  to  and  fro,  stops,  stands  quite  dose 
Ana  calls  her  by  her  name.    Then  — 

**Godfoigives: 
Forg:ive  yon,  delegate  of  GodL  brought  near 
Aa  neyer  priests  could  bring  him  to  this  soul 
That  prays  voo  both  —  foqn^e  me  I    I  abase  — 
Know  myself  mad  and  monstroos  utteriy 
In  all  I  aid  that  moment ;  but  as  God 
GiTea  me  this  knowledge — heart  to  feel  and 


"  Had  you  no  faolt  ?     Why  must  you  change, 
forsooth. 

Parts,  why  reverse  positions,  spoil  the  play  ? 

Why  did  your  nobleness  look  up  to  me, 
.  Not  down  on  the  ignoble  thing  conf  eoed  ? 
,  Was  it  your  part  to  stoop,  or  lift  the  low  ? 
I  Wherefore  did  God  exalt  yon?     Who  would 
teach 

The  brute  man's  tameness  and  intelligence 
.  Must  never  drop  the  dominating  eye : 
'  Wink  —  and  what  wonder  if  the  inad  fit  break. 
'  Followed  by  stripes  and  fasting  ?     Sound  siia 


I 


To  testify — so  be  you  gracious  too ! 
Judge  no  man  by  tne  soUtanr  work 
Of  —  well,  the^  do  say  and  I  can  believe — 
^nie  devil  in  him :  ins,  the  moment, — mine 
The  life —your  life ! " 

He  names  her  name  again. 

*'  Yon  were  just  —  mereiful  as  inst,  yon  were 
In  giving  me  no  respite  :  pmuuiroent 
Fouowed   offending.      Sane   and  sound   ones 

more. 
The  patient  thanks  decision,  promptitude. 
Which  flung  him  prone  and  ustened  him  from 

hurt. 
Haply  to  others,  surely  to  himself. 
I  wa&e  and  would  not  yon  had  spared  one 

An 'a  welf  that  ends  wen ! " 

Yet  agnin  her  name. 


My  life,  chastised  now,  couches  at  your  foot. 
Accept,  redeem  me  !   Do  your  eyesask  *  How  f  * 
I  stand  here  penniless,  a  beggar ;  talk 
What  idle  trash  I  may,  this  final  blow 
Of  fortnne  fells  me.    /  disburse,  indeed. 
This  bov  his  winnings?    when  each   bubble- 
scheme 
That  danced  athwart  my  hnin^  a  minute  since. 
The  worse  the  better,  —  of  repairing  straight 
My  misadventure  by  fresh  enterprise. 
Capture  of  other  boys  in  foolishness 
His  fellows,  —  when  these  fancies  fade  away 
At  first  sigfat  of  the  lost  so  long,  the  f  oond 
So  late,  the  lady  of  my  life,  b^ore 
Whose  presence  I,  the  lost,  am  also  found 
Incapable  of  one  least  touch  of  mean 
Expedient,  I  who  teemed  with  plot  and  wile  — 
That  family  of  snakes  your  eve  bids  flee ! 
Listen !    Our  tronblesoinest  oreams  die  off 
In  daylight :  I  awake,  and  dream  is  —  wheref 
I  rouse  up  from  the  pMt :  <me  touch  dispds 
England  and  all  here.    I  secured  long  smee 
A  certain  refuge,  solitary  home 
To  hide  in,  should  the  head  strike  work  ana 

The  hand  forget  its  cunning,  or  perhaps 
Society  grow  savage,  —  there  to  end 
My  life's  remainder,  which,  say  what  fools  will. 
Is  or  shoold  be  the  best  of  life,  — its  fruit. 
All  tends  to,  root  and  stem  and  leaf  and  flower. 
C<»ne  with  me,  love,  loved  ooee,  loved  only. 


Blend  loves  there !    Let  this  parenthetie  donbt 
Of  love,  in  me,  have  been  the  trial  test 
Appointed  to  all  flesh  at  some  one  stage 
Or  soul's  achievement,  — when  the 

doubts 
His  strength,  the  good  maa 

he. 

The  artist  in  the  dark  seeks,  fsils  to  find 
Vocation,  and  the  saint  forswears  Ins  shiine. 
What  if  the  lover  may  elude,  no  more 
Than  these,  probative  dark,  must  seardi  the 

sky 
Vainly  for  love,  his  sours  star  ?    But  tlv*  orb 
Breaks  from  ecJipae :  I  breathe  again  :  I  lore  t 
Tempted,  I  f eU ;  but  fallen  —  fallen  lie 
Here  at  your  feet,  see  I    Leave  this  poor  pse* 

tenoe 
Of  union  with  a  nature  and  its  needs 
RetNignaat  to  your  needs  sad  nature!    Nay, 
False,  beyond  falsity  yon  reprehend 
In  me,  is  snch  moek  marriage  with  such  mete 
Man-mask  as  —  whom  you  witless  wrong,  besidsi 
By  that  expeadjtnre  el  heart  and  btain 
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He  recks  no  more  of  than  would  yonder  tree 
If  watered  wiih  your  life-blood :  rains  and  dews 
Answer  its  ends  sufficiently,  while  me 
One  drop  saves — sends  to  flower  and  fruit  at 

last 
The  laggard  virtue  in  the  soul  which  else 
Cumbers  the  ground !    Quicken  me  !    Gall  me 

yuurs  — 
Tours  and  the  world  ^s  —  yours  and  the  world^s 

and  God's  I 
Yes,  for  you  can,  you  onl^  I    Think  !    Confirm 
Your  instinct  I    Say,  a  minute  since,  I  seemed 
The  castaway  tou  count  me,  —  all  the  more 
Apparent  shall  the  angelic  potency 
Lin  me  from  out  perdition's  deep  of  deeps 
To  light  and  life  and  love  1  —  that 's  love  for 

you  — 
Love  that  already  dares  match  might  with 

yours. 
You  loved  one  worthy,  —  in  ^our  estimate,  — 
When  time  was;  yon  descried  the  unworthy 

taint, 
And  where  was  love  then  ?    No  such  test  could 

e'er 
Try  mv  love  :  but  yon  hate  me  and  revile ; 
Hatred,  revilement  —  had  you  these  to  bear, 
Would  you,  as  I  do,  nor  revile,  nor  hate. 
But  simply  love  on,  love  the  more,  perchance  ? 
Abide  by  your  own  proof  1    *  Your  love  vxu 

love: 
Its  ghost  knows  no  forgetting  ! '    Heart  of  mine, 
Would  that  I  dared  remember !    Too  unwise 
Were  he  who  lost  a  treasure,  did  himself 
Enlarge  upon  the  sparkling  catalogue 
(>f  gems  to  her  his  queen  who  trusted  late 
The  keeper  of  her  caskets  !    Can  it  be 
That  I,  custodian  of  such  relic  still 
As  your  contempt  permits  me  to  retain. 
All  I  dare  hug  to  breast  is  —  *  How  your  g^ove 
Burst  and  displayed  the  long  thin  lily  streak  ! ' 
What  may  have  followed  —  that  is  forfeit  now ! 
I  hope    the  proud  man  has  grown  humble  I 

True  — 
One  grace  of  humbleness  absents  itself  — 
Silence !  yet  love  lies  deener  than  all  words. 
And  not  the  spoken  but  tne  speechless  love 
Waits  answer  ere  I  rise  and  go  my  way." 

Whereupon,  yet  one  other  time  the  name. 

To  end  she  looks  the  large  deliberate  look. 
Even  prolongs  it  somewhat ;  then  the  soul 
Bursts  forth  in  a  clear  laugti  that  lengthens  on, 
On,     till  —  thinned,    softened,    silvered,    one 

might  say 
The  bitter  runnel  hides  itself  in  sand. 
Moistens  the  hard  gray  grimly  comic  speech. 

**  Ay — give  the  baffled  angler  even  yet 

His  supreme  triumph  as  he  hales  to  shore 

A   second    time  the   fish  once    'scaped   from 

hook  — 
So  artfully  has  new  bait  hidden  old 
Hlood-iinbmed  iron  I    Av,  no  barb  *8  beneath 
The  gilded  minnow  here  f  You  bid  break  trust. 
This  time,  with  who  trusts  me,  —  not  simply 

bid 
Me  trust  you,  me  who  mined  but  myself, 


In  trusting  but  mvself  I    Since,  thanks  to  yon, 
I  know  the  feel  of  sin  and  shame,  —  be  sure, 
I  shall  obey  you  and  impose  them  both 
On  one  who  nappens  to  oe  ignorant 
Although  my  husband  —  for  the  lure  is  love. 
Your  love  !    Try  other  tackle,  fisher-fxiend  2 
Repentance,  expiation,  hopes  and  fears. 
What  you  had  been,  may  yet  be,  would  I  but 
Prove  helpmate  to  my  hero  — one  and  all 
These  silks  and  worsteds  round  the  hook  seduce 
Hardly  the    late    torn  throat    and    mai^kd 

tongue. 
Pack  up,  1  pray,  the  whole  assortment  prompt ! 
Who  wonders  at  variety  of  wile 
Li  the  Arch-cheat  ?    You  are  the  Adversary ! 
Your   fate   is   of   your   choosing:  have   your 

choice  I 
Wander   the   world,  —  God  has  some  end  to 

serve. 
Ere  he  suppress  you  t    He  waits :  I  endure, 
But  interpose  no  finger-tin,  forsooth. 
To  stop  your  passage  to  tne  nit.    Enoogrh 
That  lam  stable,  nninvolvea  by  yon 
In  the  rush  downwards :  free  I  gaze  and  fixed; 
Your  smiles,  your  tears,  prayen,  cnxBes  move 

alike 
My  crowned  contempt.    You  kneel  ?    Proetnle 

yourself ! 
To  earth,  and  would  the  whole  world  saw  ytm 

there  I " 

WhereuDon  —  ^*  All  right !  "  carelessly  begins 
Somebodv  from  outside,  who  mounts  uie  stair, 
And  sencu  his  voice  for  herald  of  approach : 
Half  in  half  out  the  doorway  as  the  door 
Gives  way  to  push. 

"Old  feUow,  aU's  no  good! 
The  train  *s  your  portion  I    Lay  the  blame  ca 

me  I 
I  *m  no  diplomatist,  and  Bismarck's  self 
Had  hardly  braved  the  awful  Aunt  at  broach 
Of  proposition  —  so  has  world-repnte 
Preceded  the  illustrious  stranger !    Ah !  ' '  — 

Quick  the  voice  changes  to  asttmishment. 
Then  horror,  as  the  youth  stops,  sees,  and  knows. 

The  man  who  knelt  starts  up  from  kneeling, 

stands 
Moving  no  muscle,  and  confronts  ihe  stare. 

One  great  red  outbreak  buries  —  throat  and 
brow  — 

The  lady's  proud  pale  queenliness  of  scorn : 

Then  her  great  eyes  that  turned  so  quick,  be- 
come 

Intenser :  —  quail  at  gaze,  not  Uiey  indeed  I 


It  is  the  young  man  shatters  silence  first. 

"  Well,  my  lord  —  for  indeed  mv  lord  yon 
I  litde  guessed  how  rightly —  this  last  pn>of 
Of  lordship-paramount  confounds  too  much 
My  simple  headpiece  I    Let 's  see  how  we  stam? 
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Each  to  the  other  I  how  we  stood  i*  the  game 
Of  life  an  hour  ago,  —  the  raagpiee,  stile, 
And  oak-tree  witnessed.    Tratn  exchanged  for 

tmth  — 
My  lord  confessed  his  f onr-years-old  affair  — 
How  he  seduced  and  then  forsook  the  girl 
Who  married  somebody  and  left  him  sad. 
My  pitiful  experience  was  —  I  loved 
A  girl  whose  gown*8  hem  had  I  dared  to  touch 
My  finger  would  have  failed  me,  palsy-fixed. 
She  len  me,  sad  enough,  to  marry  —  whom  ? 
A  better  man,  —  then  possibly  not  you  ! 
How  does  the  game  stand  ?    Who  is  who  and 

what 
Is  what,  o'  the  board  now,  since  an  hour  went 

by? 
My  lord  *s  *  seduced^  forsaken^  sacrificed^* 
Starts  up,  my  lord^s  familiar  instrument, 
Aasooiate  and  accomplice,  mistress-slave  — 
Shares  his  adventure,  follows  on  the  sly  1 

—  Ay,    and  since    ^  bag   and   baggage '    is   a 

phrase  — 
Baggage  lay  hid  in  carpet-bf^  belike, 
Was  but  unpadlocked  when  occasion  came 
For  holding  council,  since  my  back  was  turned, 
On   how  invent  ten  thousand  pounds  which, 

Would  lure  the  winner  to  lose  twenty  more. 
Beside  refunding  these  !    Why  else  allow 
The  fool  to  gain  them  ?    So  displays  herself 
Tlie  lady  whom  my  heart  believed  —  oh,  huigh  I 
Noble  and  pure  :  whom  my  heart  loved  at  once. 
And  who  at  once  did  speak  truth  when  she  saia 
'  /  am  not  mine  now  but  another'' 8  *  —  thus 
BeiuK  Uiat  other's  !    DevilVmarriage,  eh  ? 
*  My  lie  weds  thine  till  lucre  us  do  part  f  ' 
But  pity  me  the  snobbish  simpleton, 
ITon  two  aristocratic  tiptop  swells 
At  swindling  !    Quits,  I  cry  I    Decamp  content 
With  skin  I  'm  peeled  of :  do  not  strip  bones 

bare  — 
As  that  you  could,  I  have  no  doubt  at  all ! 

0  you  two  rare  ones !    Male  and  female,  Sir  I 
The  male  tbere  smirked,  this  morning,  '  Come, 

my  boy  — 
Out  with  it  I     You  *ve  been  crossed  in  love,  I 
think: 

1  recognize  the  lover^s  hangdog  look  ; 

Make  a  clean  breast  and  match  my  confidence, 
Far,  1*11  be  frank,  I  too  have  haia  my  fting. 
Am  punisheafor  my  fault ,  and  smart  enough  I 
Where  now  the   victim   hides  her   head,    God 

knows  ! ' 
Here  loomed  her  head,  life-lai^,  the   devil 

knew  I 
Look  out,  Salvini !    Here  ^s  your  man,  your 

match  I 
He  and  I  sat  applaudiiM^,  stall  by  stall, 
Last  Monday  —  *  Here  s  Othello  *  was  our  word, 
'Bui  whereas  lagof    Where?    Why,  there  I 

And  now 
The  fellow-artist,  female  roecimen  — 
Oh,  lady,  you  must  needs  describe  yourself  I 
He  *8  great  in  art,  but  yon  —  how  greater  still 

—  (If  i  can  rightly,  out  of  alll  learned, 
Apply  one  bit  of  Latin  that  assures 

*Art  means  just  art^s  concealment ')  —  tower  your- 
self 1 


For  he  stands  plainlj[  visible  henceforth  — 
Liar  and  scamp :  while  you,  in  artistry 
Prove  so  consummate  —  or  I  prove  perhaps 
So  absolute  an  ass  —  that  —  either  way  — 
Ton  still  do  seem  to  me  who  worshipped  yon 
And  see  you  take  the  homage  of  this  man. 
Your  master,  who  played  slave  and  knelt,  no 

doubt. 
Before  a  mistress  in  his  very  craft  .  .  . 
Well,  take  the  fact,  I  nor  believe  my  eyes. 
Nor  trust  my  understanding  !    Still  you  seem 
Noble  and  pure  as  when  we  had  the  talk 
Under  the  tower,  beneath  the  trees,  that  day. 
And  there  's  the  key  explains  the  secret :  down 
He  knelt  to  ask  your  leave  to  rise  a  grade 
I'  the  mystery  of  humbug :  well  he  may ! 
For  how  you  beat  him !    Half  an  hour  i^o, 
I  held  your  master  for  my  best  of  friends ; 
And  now  I  hate  him  I    Four  years  since,  you 

seemed 
My  heart's  one  love :  well,  and  you  so  remain  I 
What 's  he  to  you  in  oraft  ? ' ' 

She  looks  him  through. 


»i 


My  friend,  't  is  just  that  friendship  have  its 

turn  — 
Interrogate  thus  me  whom  one,  of  foes 
The  worst,  has  questioned  and  is  answered  by. 
Take  yon  as  frank  an  answer  1  answers  both 
Begin  alike  so  far,  divei^nt  soon 
World-wide  —  I  own  superiority 
Over  you,  over  him.    As  him  I  searched, 
So  do  you  stand  seen  through  and  through  by  me 
Who,  this  time,   proud,   report  your  crystal 

shrines 
A  dewdrop,  plain  as  amber  prisons  round 
A  spider  in  tne  hollow  heart  his  house  I 
Nowise  are  you  that  thing  my  fancy  feared 
When  out  you  stepped  on  me,  a  minute  sinoe, 
—  This  man's  confederate  I  no,  you  step  not 

thus 
Obsequiously  at  beck  and  call  to  help 
At  need  some  second  scheme,  and  supplement 
Guile  by  force,  use  my  shame  to  pinion  me 
From  struggle  and  escape  1    I  fancied  that  I 
Forgive  me  I    Only  by  strange  chance,  —  most 

strange 
In  even  this  strange  world,  — vou  enter  now, 
Obtain   your  knowledge.     Me  you  have  not 

wronged 
Who  never  wronged  you  —  least  of  all,  my 

friend. 
That  day  beneath  the  College  tower  and  trees. 
When  I  refused  to  say,  —  *  not  friend,  but  love  I ' 
Had  I  been  found  as  free  as  air  when  first 
We  met,  I  scarcely  could  have  loved  vou.    No  — 
For  where  was  that  in  you  which  claimed  return 
Of  love  ?    My  eyes  were  all  too  weak  to  probe 
This  other's  seeming,  but  that  seeming  loved 
The^  soul  in  me,  and  lied  —  I  know  too  late  ! 
While  your  truth  was  truth :  and  I  knew  at  once 
My  power  was  just  my  beauty — bear  the  word  — 
As  I  must  bear,  of  ail  my  qualities. 
To  name  the  poorest  one  that  serves  my  soul 
And  simulates  myself  I    So  much  in  me 
Ton  loved,  I  know :  the  something  that 's  be- 
neath 


794 


THE   INN    ALBUM 


Heard  not   vour  call,  —  uncalled,  no  answer 

comes  I 
For,  since  in  eyeiy  love,  or  soon  or  late, 
8011I  mast  awake  and  seek  out  soul  for  soul. 
Yours,  overlookiufif  mine  then,  would,  some  day. 
Take  fligrht  to  find  some  other ;  so  it  proved  — 
Missinf?  me,  yon  were  ready  for  this  num. 
I  apprehend  the  whole  relation :  his  — 
The  soul  wherein  you  saw  your  type  of  worth 
At  once,  true  object  of  your  tribute.     Well 
Might  I  refuse  such  half -heart's  hom^pe  I    Love 
Divininf?,  had  assured  you  I  no  more 
iStand  his  participant  in  infamy 
Than  you  —  I  need  no  love  to  reoog^nize 
As  simply  dupe  and  nowise  fellow-cheat ! 
Therefore  accept  one  last  friend's-word,  —  yonr 

friend's. 
All  men's  friend,  save  a  felon's.    Ravel  out 
The  bad  embroilment  howsoe'er  you  may, 
Distribute  as  it  please  you  praise  or  blame 
To  me  —  so  you  out  flinp  this  mockery  far  — 
Renounce  this  nm:-and-feather  hero-sham, 
This  poodle  dipt  to  pattern,  lion-like  ! 
Throw  him  his  thousands  back,  and  lay  to  heart 
The  lesson  I  was  sent,  —  if  man  discerned 
Ever  God's  meset^^e,  —  just  to  teach.    I  judge  — 
To  far  another  issue  than  could  dream 
Your  cousin,  — voun^r,  fairer,  as  befits  — 
Who  summoned  me  to  judgment's  exercise. 
I  find  you,  save  in  folly,  innocent. 
And  in  ray  verdict  lies  your  fate  ;  at  choice 
Of   mine  your  cousin   takes   or   leaves  yon. 

'Take!' 
I  bid  her  —  for  yon  tremble  back  to  truth  I 
She  turns  the  scale,  —  one  tonch  of  the  pure 

hand 
Shall  so  press  down,  emprison  past  relapse 
Farther  vibration  'twixt  veracity  — 
That 's  honest  solid  earth  —  and  falsehood,  theft 
And  ur,  that 's  one  illusive  emptiness  1 
That  reptile  capture  you  ?    I  conquered  him : 
You  saw  him  cower  before  me  !    Have  no  fear 
He  shall  offend  you  farther.    Spare  to  spurn  — 
Safe  let  him  slink  hence  till  some  subtler  Eve 
Than  I,  anticipate  the  snake  —  bmise  head 
Ere  he  bruise  neel  —  or,  warier  than  the  first. 
Some  Adam  purge  earth's  garden  of  its  pest 
Before  the  slaver  spoil  the  Tree  of  Life  I 

**  Yon  I  Leave  this  youth,  as  he  leaves  yon,  as  I 
Leave  each !  There 's  caution  surely  extant,  yet 
Though  conscience  in  you  were  too  vain  a  claim. 
Hence  (quickly  I     Keep  the  cash  but  leave  nn- 

soiled 
The  heart  I  rescue  and  would  lay  to  heal 
Beside  another's  1    Never  let  her  know 
How  near  came  taint  of  yonr  companionship !  " 

**"  Ah  "  —  draws  a   long   breath   with  a  new 

strange  look 
The  man  she  interpellates  —  soul  astir 
Under  its  covert,  as,  beneath  the  dust, 
A  coppery  sparkle  all  at  once  denotes 
The  hid  snake  has  conceived  a  purpose. 


it 


Ah- 

Innocence  should  be  crowned  with  ignorance  ? 
Desirable  indeed,  but  difficult  I 


As  if  yourself,  now,  had  not  glorified 
Your  helpmate  by  imparting  nim  a  hint 
Of  how  a  monster  made  the  victim  bleed 
Ere  crook  and  courage  saved  her  —  hint,  I  say,— 
Not    the  whole  horror,  —  that  were  "^MMiifli 

^  risk,  — 
But  just  such  inkling,  fancy  of  the  fact. 
As  should  suffice  to  qualify  henceforth 
The  shepherd,  when  another  lamb  would  stray. 
For  wandng  * '  Ware  the  wolf!  '   No  doubt  at  aU, 
Silence  is  generosity,  —  keeps  wolf 
Unhunted  by  flock  s  warder !    Excellent, 
Did  —  generous  to  me,  mean  —  just  to  him ! 
But,  screening  the  deceiver,  lamb  were  found 
Outraging  the  deceitless  I    So,  —  he  knows  1 
And   yet,    unharmed   I   breathe  —  perdianoe, 

repent  — 
Thanks  to  the  meroifully-politio !  " 

*^  Ignorance  is  not  innocence  but  nn  — 
Witness  yourself  i^ore  what  aiter-pai^ 
Pursue  the  plague-mfected.    Mercitnl 
Am  I  ?    Perhaps !  the  more  contempt,  the  Um 
Hatred  ;  and  wno  so  worthy  of  contempt 
As  you  that  rest  assured  I  cooled  the  spot 
I  could  not  cure,  by  poisoniiur,  forsootn. 
Whose  hand  I  pressed  there  ?    Understand  for 

once 
That,  sick,  of  all  the  pains  corroding  me 
I'hiB  burnt  the  last  and  nowise  least  —  the  need 
Of  simulating  soundness.    I  resolved  — 
No  matter  how  the  stmggle  tasked  weak  flesh  — 
To  hide  the  tmth  away  as  in  a  grave 
From  —  most   of   all  —  my   husband:    he  nor 

knows 
Nor  ever  shall  be  made  to  know  yonr  part. 
My  part,  the  devil's  paat,  —  I  trust,  God^s  part 
In  the  foul  nnatter.    Saved,  I  yeam  to  save 
And  not  destroy  :  and  what  destruction  like 
The  aboUshing  of  faith  in  him,  that 's  f^th 
In  me  as  pure  and  true  ?    Acquaint  some  child 
Who  takes  yon  tree  into  his  confidence. 
That,  where  he  sleeps  now,  was  a  murdo-  done. 
And  that  the  grass  which  grows  so  thick,  he 

thinks. 
Only  to  pillow  him  is  product  just 
Of  what  lies  festering  beneath  !    *T  is  God 
Must  bear  such  secrets  and  disclose  them.  Man? 
The  miserable  tiling  I  have  become 
By  dread  acquaintance  with  my  secret —  yos— 
That  thing  had  he  become  by  learning  tne  — 
The  miserable,  whom  his  ignorance 
Would  wrongly  call  the  wicked :  ignoranoe 
Being,  I  hold,  sin  ever,  small  or  great. 
No,  he  knows  nothing  I  " 

''  He  and  I  aUke 
Are  bound  to  you  for  such  discreetness,  then. 
What  if  our  talk  should  terminate  awldle  ? 
Here  is  a  gentleman  to  satisfy, 
Settle  accounts  with,  pay  ten  thousand  pounds 
Before  we  part  — as,  by  his  faee,  I  fear. 
Results  from  ^our  appearance  on  the  scene. 
Grant  me  a  minute's  parley  with  my  friend 
Which  scarce  admits  of  a  third  penonaire  1 
The  room  from  which  you  made  yonren^y  fint 
So  opportunely  —  still  untenanted  — 
What  if  you  please  return  there  ?    Just  a  word 
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To  my  yonng  friend  fixst  —  then,  a  word  to  yon, 
And  yon  depart  to  fan  away  each  fly 
From  who,  giasa-pillowed,  Bleeps  so  sonnd  at 
home  1  '* 

**  So  the  old  truth  oomes  haok  1     A  whcdeeome 

change,  — 
At  last  the  altered  eve,  the  rightful  tone  I 
Sot  eyen  to  the  truth  that  drope  dia^iae 
And  stands  forth  grinning  malice  which  but  now 
Whined  so  contritely  —  i  refuse  aasent 
Just  as  to  malice.     I,  once  gone,  come  back  ? 
No,  my  lord  !    I  enjoy  the  nriyilege 
Of  being  absolutely  loosed  from  yon 
Too  much  —  the  knowledge  that  your  power  is 

null 
Which  was  omnipotence.    A  word  of  month, 
A  wink  of  eye  would  have  detained  me  once, 
Body  and  soul  your  slave  :  and  now,  thank 

God, 
Tour  fawningest  of  prayers,  your  frightf ulest 
Of  curses  —  neither  would  avail  to  turn 
My  footstep  for  a  moment  1 " 

**  Prayer,  then,  tries 
No  sueh  adveatore.    Let  us  oast  about 
For  something  novel  in  expedient :  take 
Command,  —  what  say  you  ?    I  profess  myself 
One  fertile  in  resouroe.    Commanding,  then, 
I  bid  —  not  only  wait  there,  but  return 
Here,  where  I  want  you  I    Diaobey  and — good  I 
On  your  own  head  the  peril  I  " 

**  Come  !  "  breaks  in 
The  boy  with  his  good  ^lowin^  face.    ^*  Shut  up  I 
None  of  this  sort  of  thmg  while  I  stand  here 
—  Not  to  stand  that  I    No  bullying,  I  beg ! 
I  also  am  to  leave  you  presently 
And  never  more  set  eyes  upon  vour  face  — 
Ton  won^t  mind  that  much;  but  —  I  tell  you 

frank  — 
I  do  mind  having  to  remember  this 
For  your  last  word  and  deed —  my  friend  who 

werel 
Bully  a  woman  you  have  ruined,  eh  ? 
Do  you  know,  —  I  give  credit  all  at  once 
To  all  those  stories  everybodv  told 
And  nobody  but  I  would  disbelieve : 
They  all  seem  likelv  now,  — nay,  certain,  sure  ! 
I  daresay  you  did  cheat  at  cards  that  night 
The  row  was  at  the  Club :  *  sauier  la  coupe*  — 
That  was  vour  *cut,'  for  which  your  friends 

'cut* you  ; 
While  I,  the  booby.  ^  out '  —  acquaintanceship 
With  who  so  muon  as  laughed  when  I  said 

Uuckl' 
I  daresay  you  had  bets  against  the  horse 
They  doctored  at  the  Derby ;  little  doubt, 
That  fellow  with  the  sister  found  you  shirk 
His  challenge  and  did  kick  you  like  a  ball. 
Just  as  the  story  went  about  1    Enough  : 
It  only  serves  to  show  how  well  advised. 
Madam,  von  were  in  bidding  such  a  fool 
As  I,  go  hang.    You  see  how  the  mere  sight 
And  sound  of  you  suffice  to  tumble  down 
Conviction  topsv-turvy :  no,  —  that 's  false,  — 
There  's  no  unknowing  wnat  one  knows ;  and 

yet 


Sueh  is  my  folly  that,  in  gratitude 

For  .  .  .  well,  I  *m  stupid ;  but  you  seemed  to 

Wish 
I  should  know  gently  what  I  know,  should  slip 
Softly  from  old  to  new,  not  break  my  neck 
Between  beliefe  of  what  you  were  and  are. 
Well  then,  for  just  the  sake  of  such  a  wish 
To  cut  no  worse  a  figure  than  neMMLs  must 
In  even  eyes  like  mine,  I  'd  sacrifice 
Body  and  soul  I     But  don't  think  danger  — 

pray  I  — 
Menaces  either  I    He  do  hann  to  us  ? 
Let  me  say  *  us '  this  one  time  1    Ton  'd  allow 
I  lent  perhaps  my  hand  to  rid  your  ear 
Of  some  eur*s  ^elpine  —  hand  that  *s  fortified, 
Into  the  bargain,  with  a  horsewhip  ?    Oh, 
One  crack  and  you  shall  see  how  curs  decamp !  — 
My  lord,  you  know  your  losses  and  my  gains. 
Pay  me  my  money  at  the  proper  time  1 
If  cash  be  not  forthcoming  — well,  vourself 
Have  taught  me,  and  tried  often,  I  '11  engage. 
The  proper  course  :  I  post  you  at  the  Club, 
Pillory  the  defaulter.    Crack,  to-day. 
Shall,  slash,  to-morrow,  slice  through  flesh  and 

bone  I 
There,  Madam,  you   need   mind   no   our,    I 

think!" 

"  Ah,  what  a  gain  to  have  an  apt  no  less 
Than  grateful  scholar  1   Nay,  he  brings  to  mind 
My  knowledge  till  he  puts  me  to  the  olush. 
So  long  has  it  lain  rus^ !    Post  my  name  1 
That  were  indeed  a  wheal    from  whipcord  I 

Whewl 
I  wonder  now  if  I  could  rummage  out 

—  Just  to  match  weapons  —  some  old  soorpion- 

scourge  1 
Madam,  you  hear  my  pupil,  may  applaud 
His  triumph  o'er  the  master.    I  —  no  more 
Bully,  since  I  'm  forbidden :  but  entreat  — 
Wait  and  return  —  for  my  sake,  no  I  but  just 
To  save  your  own  defender,  should  he  chance 
Get  thwacked  through  awkward   flourish  of 

his  thong. 
And  what  if  —  since  all  waiting 's  weary  work  — 
I  help  the  time  nass  'twixt  ^our  exit  now 
And  entry  then  r  for  —  pastime  proper  —  here 's 
The  very  thing,  the  Album,  verse  and  prose 
To  make  the  kkughing  minutes  launch  away ! 
Each  of  us  must  contribute.    I  'U  begin  — 
*"  Hail,  calm  O/cdivityy  salubrious  spot  I ' 
I  'm  confident  I  beat  the  bard,  —  for  why  ? 
My  voung  friend  owns  me  an  lago  —  him 
Confessed,  among  the  other  qualities* 
A  ready  rnymer.    Oh,  he  rhymed  1    Here  goes ! 

—  Something  to  end  with  '  horsewhip  ! '    No, 

that  rhyme 
Beats     me ;   there  's      *  cowslip^'*     *  bohsprit,'* 

nothing  else  I 
So,  Tennyson   take  my  benison,  —  vase    for 

Prose  suits  the  gambler^s  book  best!    Dared 
and  done  I " 

Wherewith  he  dips  pen,  writes  a  line  or  two, 
Closes  and  clasps  the  cover,  gives  the  book, 
Bowinff  the  while,  to  her  who  hesitates. 
Turns  half  away«  turns  round  again,  at  last 
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Takes  it  as  yon  touch  oarrion,  then  retires. 
The  door  shuts  fast  the  oouple. 


VI 

With  a  change 
Of  his  whole  manner,  opens  out  at  once 
The  Adversary. 

"  Now,  my  friend,  for  you ! 
Ton  who,  protected  late,  ags^ressive  grown, 
Brandish,  it  seems,  a  weapon  I  must  'ware  I 
Plain  speech  in  me  becomes  respectable 
llenceiorth  because  courageous ;  plainly,  then  — 
(Have  lash  well  loose,  hold  handle  tight  and 

light !) 
Throughout  my  life's  experience,  you  indulged 
Yourself  and  friend  by  passing  in  review 
So  coiurteously  but  now,  I  vaimy  search 
To  find  one  record  of  a  specimen 
80  perfect  of  the  pure  and  simple  fool 
As  this  you  furnish  me.     Ingratitude 
I  lump  with  folly,  —  all 's  one  lot,  —  so  —  fool  1 
Did  I  seek  you  or  you  seek  me  ?    Seek  ?  sueak 
For  service  to,  and  service  you  would  style  — 
And  did  style  —  godlike,  scarce  an  hour  ago  I 
Fool,  there  again,  yet  not  precisely  there 
First-rate  in  folly :  since  tfie  hand  you  kissed 
I>id  pick  you  from  the  kennel,  did  plant  firm 
Your  footstep  on  the  pathway,  did  persuade 
Your  awkward  shamble  to  true  gait  and  pace, 
Fit  for  the  world  you  walk  in.    Once  a-stmt 
On  that  firm  pavement  which  your  cowardice 
Was  for  renouncing  as  a  pitfall,  next 
Came  need  to  clear  your  brains  of  their  conceit 
They  deverlv  could  distinguish  who  was  who. 
Whatever  folk  mi^ht  tramp  the  thoroughfare. 
Men,  now  —  familiarly  you  read  them  off. 
Each  phiz  at  first  sight !    Oh,  you  had  an  eye  I 
Who  couched  it?  made  you  disappoint  each 

fox 
Eager  to  strip  my  gosling  of  his  fluff 
80  golden  as  he  cackled  '  Goose  trusts  lamb '  ? 
^Ajfy  but  I  salted  you  —  wolf  defeated  fox  — 
Wanting  to  pick  your  bones  myself  f '  then,  wolf 
Has  got  the  worst  of  it  with  goose  for  once. 
I,  penniless,  pay  you  ten  thousand  pounds 
(—  No  gesture,  pray  I    I  pay  ere  I  depart !) 
And  how  you  turn  advantage  to  account 
Here  's  the  example  I    Have  I  proved  so  wrong 
In  my  peremptorv  *  debt  must  be  discharged '  f 
Oh,  you  laugned  lovelilv,  were  loth  to  leave 
The  old  friend  out  at  elbows,  pooh,  a  thing 
Not  to  be  thought  of  t    I  must  keep  my  cash, 
And  you  forget  your  generosity  ! 
Ha  ha  I  I  took  your  measure  when  I  laughed 
My  lan^h  to  that !    First  quarrel  —  nay,  first 

faint 
Pretence  at  taking  umbrage  —  *  Down  with  debt^ 
Both  interest  and  principal !  —  The  Club, 
Exposure  and  expulsion  !  —  stamp  me  out  I  ^ 
That 's  the  magnanimous  magninoent 
Renunciation  of  advantJM?e  I    Well, 
But  whence  and  why  did  yon  take  umbrage, 

Sir? 
Because  yoor  master,  bavins  made  you  know 
Somewhat  of  men,  was  minded  to  advance. 


Expound  yon  women^  still  a  myaterr  1 
My  pupil  pottered  with  a  doud  on  brow, 
A  clod  in  breast :  had  loved,  and  yainly  loved : 
Whence  blight  and  blackness,  just  for  all  the 

world 
As  Byron  used  to  teaoh  ns  boys.    Thought  I  — 
'  Quick  rid  him  of  that  rubbish  !    Clear  tke  cumd^ 
And  set  the  heart  a-pulting  !  '  —  heart,  this  time : 
'T  was  nothing  but  the  head  I  doctored  late 
For  ignorance  of  Man ;  now  heart 's  to  dose. 
Palsied  by  over-nalpitation  doe 
To  Womau-worsnip  — so,  to  work  at  once 
On  first  avowal  of  the  patient's  ache ! 
This  morning  you  described  your  maladv.  — 
How  yon  darad  love  a  piece  of  virtue  — lust 
To  reason^  as  the  upshot  showed :  for  socmv 
Fitlv  repaid  your  stupid  arrogance ; 
Ana,  parting,  you  went  two  ways,  she  reanmed 
Her  path  —  perfection,  while  forlorn  yon  paced 
The  world  that 's  made  for  beasts  like  you  and 

me. 
My  remedy  was  —  tell  the  fool  the  truth  I 
Your  paragon  of  purity  had  plumped 
Into   these   arms   at   their  first  outspread  — 

.  'faUen 
My  victim^^  she  prefers  to  turn  the  phraae  — 
And,  in  exchange  for  that  fnmk  confidence. 
Asked  for  my  whole  life  present  and  to  oome  — 
Marriage:  a  thing  unoovenanted  for  I 
Never  so  much  as  put  in  question  1    Life  — 
Implied  bv  marriage  —  throw  that  trifle  in 
And  round  the  bai^^n  off,  no  otherwise 
Than  if,  when  we  played  caids,  becanae  you 

won 
My  money  you  should  also  want  my  head  ! 
That,  I  demurred  to:    we   but   played    *far 

lotfe*  — 
She  won  my  love  ;  had  she  proposed  for  stakes, 
'  Marriage^  —  why,  that 's  for  whist,  a  wiser 


game. 
Wliereat  she  raved  at  me,  as  losers  wilL 
And  went  her  way.    So  far  the  story  Vknoi 
The  remedy  's  applied,  no  farther  —  wbioh 
Here  's  the  sick  man's  first  honorarium  for  — 
Posting  his  medicine-monger  at  the  Clnb  ! 
That  being.  Sir,  the  whole  vou  mean  my  fee  — 
In  gratitude  for  such  munincenoe 
I  'm  bound  in  common  honesty  to  spare 
No  droplet  of  the  draught:  so, — pinoh  yoor 

nose. 
Pull  no  wry  faces  I  —  drain  it  to  the  dregs  I 
I  say  *  She  went  o^'  —  *  u?ent  o/T,'  you  subjoin, 
*  Since  not  to  wedded  6/tM,  a<  Tsupposed^ 
Sure  to  some  convent :  solitude  ana  peace 
Help  her  to  hide  the  shame  from  mortal  mear. 
With  j^a^er  and  fasting.''    No,  my  sajtient  Sir ! 
Far  wiselier,  strsnghtway  she  betook  herself 
To  a  prize-portent  from  the  donkey-show 
Of  leathern  long^ars  that  compete  for  palm 
In  clerical  absurdity  :  since  he, 
Good  ass,  nor  practises  tlie  shaving^triek. 
The  candle-crotchet,  nonsense  which  repays 
When  you  've  young  ladies  congregant,  —  bat 

schools 
The  poor,  —  toils,  moils,  and  grinds  the  mill, 

nor  means 
To  stop  and  munch  one  thistle  in  this  life 
Till  next  life  smother  him  with  roses :  jnst 
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The  panon  for  her  purpose  I    Him  she  ttroked 
Over  the  mazzle  ;  into  mouth  with  bit, 
And  on  to  back  with  saddle,  ~  there  he  stood, 
The  serviceable  beast  who  heard,  believed 
And   meekly  bowed   him   to   the   burden, — 

borne 
Off  in  a  oaoter  to  seclusion  —  ay, 
The  lady  *s  lost  I    But  had  a  fnend  of  mine 

—  While  friend  he  was  —  imparted  his  sad  case 
To  sympatbizini^  counsellor,  full  soon 

One  cloud  at  least  had  vanished  from  his  brow. 

*  Don't  fear  /  *  had  followed  reassuringly  — 

*  The  lout  will  in  due  time  turn  up  again^ 
Probably  Just  wken^  weary  of  the  worlds 
You  think  of  nothing  less  than  setilinq-down 
To  country  life  and  golden  days,  beside 

A  dearest  best  and  brightest  virtuousest 
Wife  :  who  needs  no  more  hope  to  hold  her  own 
Against  the  naughty-and-rejoentant  —  no. 
Than  water-gruel  against  Roman  punch  I  * 
And  as  I  prophesied,  it  proves  I    My  vouth,  — 
Just  at  the  happy  moment  when,  subdued 
To  spooniness,  he  finds  that  youth  fleets  fast, 
That  town-life  tires,  that   men  should   drop 

boys'-play. 
That  property,  position  have,  no  doubt, 
Their  exigency  with  their  privilege. 
And  if  the  wealthy  wed  with  wealth,  how  dire 
The  double  duty  I  —  in,  behold,  there  heams 
Our  long-lost  lady,  fonn  and  face  complete  I 
And  where  *s  my  moralizing  pupil  now, 
Hi&d  not  his  master  missed  a  train  by  chance  ? 
But,  by  your  side  instead  of  whirled  away. 
How  have  I  spoiled  scene,  stof^ed  catastr^he. 
Struck  flat  the  stage-effect  I  know  by  heart  I 
Sudden  and  strange  the  meeting  —  improvised  ? 
Bless  yon,  the  last  event  she  hoped  or  dreamed  ! 
But  mde  sharp  stroke  will  crush  out  fire  from 

flint  — 
AflBuiedly  from  flesh.    ''Tisyouf   '  Myself  r 
*^  Changed  f'     '  Changeless  !  '     'Then,    what's 

earth  to  me  f  'Tome 
What's  heawnf' So.- thiner  'And  thine  I' 

'  And  likewise  mine  !  ' 
Had  laughed  '  Amen  '  the  devil,  but  for  me 
Whose  intermeddling  hinders  this  hot  haste, 
And  bids  you,  ere  concluding  contract,  pause  — 
Ponder  one  lesson  more,  then  sign  and  seal 
At  leisure  and  at  pleasure,  —  lesson's  price 
Being,  if  you  have  skill  to  estimate, 

—  How  say  yon  ?  —  I  *m  discharged  my  deht  in 

full] 
Sukoe  paid  you  stand,  to  farthing^  uttermost. 
Unless  I  fare  like  that  black  majesty 
A  friend  of  mine  had  visit  from  last  Spring. 
Coasting  along  the  Cape-side,  he  *s  becalmed 
Off  an  uncharted  bay,  a  novel  town 
Untonehed  at  by  the  trader :  here  *s  a  ehaaoe  I 
Ont  paddles  straight  the  king  in  his  canoe, 
Copaes  over  bulwark,  savs  he  means  to  buy 
Ship's  cargo  —  being  ricn  and  having  broufi^t 
A  treasure  ample  for  the  pnrpi«e.    See  ! 
Four   dragons,  stalwart   hlackies,   guard   the 


Wr^iped  round  and  loond :  its  hulls,  a  multi- 
tude, "— 
Pahn-leaf  and  ooeoa-mat  and  goat  Vhair  cloth 
AH  duly  hraced  about  with  hark  and  board,  — 


Suggest  how  brave,  'neath  ooat,  must  kernel 

bel 
At  length  the  peeling  is  aooomplished,  plain 
The  casket  opens  out  its  core,  and  lo 
—  A  brand-new  British  silver  sixi>enoe  — bid 
That 's  ample  for  the  Bank,  —  tliinks  majesty  I 

cracked 


prove  my 
words. 
Or  make  you  prove  them  true  as  truth  —  your- 

Here,   on   the   instant!    I'll   not   minoe  my 

speech. 
Things  at  this  issue.    When  she  enters,  then. 
Make  love  to  her !    No  talk  of  marriage  now  — 
The    point  -  blank    bare    proposal  I    rick    no 

phrase  — 
Prevent  all  misconception  I    Soon  you  '11  see 
How  different  the  tactics  when  she  deals 
With  an  instructed  man,  no  longer  boy 
Who  blushes  like  a  booby.    Woman's  wit  I 
Man,  since  you  have  instruction,  blush  no  more  I 
Such  your  five  minutes'  profit  by  my  pains, 
'T  is  simply  now, —  demand  and  be  possMsed  I 
Which  means  —  yon  may  possess  —  may  strip 

the  tree 
Of  fruit  desirable  to  make  one  wise  I 
More  I  nor  wish  nor  want :  vonr  act 's  yonr  act. 
My  teaching  is  but  —  there  's  the  fruit  to  pluck 
Or  let  alone  at  pleasure.    Next  advance 
In  knowledjge  were  beyond  you  I    Don't  expect 
I  bid  a  novice  —  pluck,  suck,  send  sky-high 
Such  fruit,  once  taught  that  neither  crab  nor 

sloe^ 
Falls  readier  prey  to  who  but  robs  a  hedge. 
Than  this  gold  apple  to  my  Hercules. 
Were  you  no  novice  but  proficient  —  then^ 
Then,  truly,  I  might  prompt  you  —  Toucn  and 

taste. 
Try  flavor  and  be  tired  am  soon  bm  1 1 
Toss  on  the  prize  to  greedy  months  agape, 
Betake  yours,  sobered  as  the  satiate  grow. 
To  wise  man's  solid  meal  of  honse  and  land. 
Consols  and  cousin  1  but,  my  boy,  my  bay. 
Such  lore 's  above  you ! 

Here's  the  lady  hack! 
So,  Madam,  yon  have  conned  the  Album-psgie 
And  come  to  thank  its  last  contributor  ? 
How  kind  and  condescending !    I  retire 
A  moment,  lest  I  spoil  the  interview. 
And  mar  my  own  endeavor  to  make  friends  — 
Ton  with  mm,  him  with  yon,  aoid  both  with 


If  I  succeed  —  permit  me  to  inquire 

Five  minntes   neneel    Friends   bid  good-by, 

you  know."  — 
And  oat  be  goes. 


VII 


She,  face,  loim,  bearing,  one 
Superb  composure  — 

"He  has  told  yon  an? 
Yes,  he  has  toU  yon  all,  your  silence  says  — 
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What  gives  him,  as  he  thinks,  the  mastery 
Over  my  body  and  my  soul  I  —  has  told 
That  instance,  even,  of  their  servitude 
He  now  exacts  of  me  ?    A  silent  blush  ! 
That  *8  well,  though  better  would  white  igno- 
rance 
Beseem  your  brow,  undeeecrate  before  — 
Ay,  when  I  left  you  I    I  too  learn  at  last 

—  Hideously  learned  as  I  seemed  so  late  — 
What   sin   may    swell    to.      Yes,  —  I  needed 

learn 
That,  when  my  prophet^s  rod  became  the  snake 
I  fled  from,  it  would,  one  day,  swallow  up 

—  Incorporate  whatever  serpentine 
Falsehood  and  treason  and  unmanliness 
Beslime  earth's  pavement :  such  the  power  of 

HeU, 
And  so  beginning,  ends  no  otherwise 
The  Adversary !    I  was  ignorant, 
Blameworthy  —  if  you  will ;  but  blame  I  take 
Nowise  upon  me  as  I  ask  myself 

—  You  —  how  can  you,  whose  soul  I  seemed  to 

read 
The   limpid  eyes  through,  have   declined  so 

deep. 
Even  with  him  for  consort  ?    I  revolve 
Much  memory,  pry  into  the  looks  and  words 
Of  that  day's  walk  beneath  the  College  wall. 
And  nowhere  can  distinguish,  in  what  gleams 
Only  pare  marble  through  my  dusky  past, 
A  dubious  cranny  where  such  poison-seed 
Mi^ht  harbor,  nourish  what  should  yield  to-day 
This  dread  ingredient  for  the  cup  I  drink. 
Do  not  I  recognize  and  honor  truth 
In  seeming  ?  —  take  your  truth,  and  for  return, 
Give  you  my  truth,  a  no  less  precious  gift  ? 
You  loved  me  :  I  believed  you.    I  replied 

—  How  could  I  other  ?  —  *  2  uxu  not  my  own^^ 
No  longer  had  the  eyes  to  see,  the  ears 

To  hear,  the  mind  to  judge,  since  heart  and  soul 
Now  were  another's.    My  own  right  in  me. 
For  well  or  ill,  consigned  away  —  my  face 
Fronted  the  honest  path,  deflection  whence 
Had  shamed  me  in  the  furtive  backward  look 
At    the  late   bargain  —  fit    such    chapman's 

phrase  I  — 
As  though  —  less  hasty  and  more  provident  — 
Waiting  had  brought  advantage.    Not  for  me 
The  chapman's  chance  !    Yet  while  thus  much 

was  true, 
I  spared  you  —  as  I  knew  you  then  —  one  more 
Concluding  word  which,  truth  no  less,  seemed 

best 
Buried  away  forever.    Take  it  now. 
Its  power  to  pain  is  past !     Four  years  —  that 

day — 
Those  limes  that  make  the  College  avenue  ! 
I  would  that  —  friend  and  foe  —by  miracle, 
I  had,  that  moment,  seen  into  the  heart 
Of  either,  as  I  now  am  taught  to  see  I 
I  do  believe  I  should  have  straight  assumed 
My  proper  function,  and  sustained  a  soul, 

—  Nor  aimed  at  being  just  sustained  myself 
By  some  man's  soul  —  the  weaker  woman's- 

want  I 
So  had  I  missed  the  momentary  thrill 
Of  finding  me  in  presence  of  a  god. 
But  gained  the  god's  own  feeling  when  he  giyes 


Such  thrill  to  what  tarns  life  from  desdi  be- 
fore. 
*  Gods  tnany  and  Lords  maiiy,'  says  the  Book: 
You  would  have  yielded  up  your  soul  to  me 

—  Not  to  the  false  god  who  has  buraed  its  cthj 
In  his  own  image,    i  had  shed  my  love 

Like  Spring  dew  on  the  clod  ail  flowery  thenee, 

Not  sent  up  a  wild  vi^xir  to  the  son 

That  drinks  and  then  disperses.    Both  of  us 

Blameworthy,  — ■  I  first  meet  my  punishment  — 

And  not  so  hard  to  bear.    I  breathe  again ! 

Forth  from  those  arms'  enwinding  leprosy 

At  last  I  struggle  —  uncontaminate : 

Why  must  I  leave  you  pressing  to  tJie  breast 

That  's  all  one  plague-spot  ?    Did  you  love  me 

once? 
Then   take   love's   last  and  best  return!     I 

think. 
Womanliness  means  only  motheihood ; 
All    love    begins    and    ends    there,  —  roans 

enough. 
But,  having  run  the  cirole,  rests  at  home. 
Whv  is  your  expiation  yet  to  make  ? 
Pull  shame  with  your  own  hands  from  your 

own  head 
Now,  ^  never  wait  the  slow  enTelopment 
Submitted  to  by  unelaatic  age  I 
One  fierce  throe  frees  the  sapling:   flake  oa 

flake 
Lull  till  they  leave  the  oak  snow-stopefied. 
Your  heart  retains  its  vital  wannth  —  or  why 
That   blushing   reassurance?      Blnsh,    yoang 

blood! 
BreiJc  from  beneath  this  iey  premature 
Captivity  of  wickedness  —  I  warn 
Back,  in  Qod's  name !    No  fresh  enoroaohment 

here! 
This  May  breaks  all  to  bud  —  no  winter  now ! 
Friend,  we  are  both  f  oigiven  I    Sin  no  more  1 
I  am  past  sin  now,  so  shall  ]ron  become ! 
Meanwhile  I  testify  that,  l3nng  once. 
My  foe  lied  ever,  most  lied  last  of  ail. 
He,  waking,  whispered  to  your  sense  asleep 
The  wicked  counsel,  — and  assent  might  seem ; 
But,  roused,  your  healthy  indignation  breaks 
The  idle  dream-pact.      Yon  would  die  — not 

dare 
Confirm  your  dream-resolTB,  —  nay,  find  1^ 

word 
That  fits  the  deed  to  bear  the  tight  of  day  1 
Say  I  have  justly  judged  you  I  ^en  fareweJl 
To  blushing — nay,  it  ends  in  smiles,  not  teais! 
Why  tears  now  ?     I  have  justly  judged,  thank 

Godl" 

He  does  blush  boy-like,  but  the  man  ^leaks 
out, 

—  Makes  the  due  effort  to  surmount  himself. 

"  I  don't  know  what  he  wrote  —  how  should  I  ? 

Nor 
How  he   could   read  my  purpose,  whioli,  it 

seems. 
He  chose  to  somehow  write  —  mistakenly 
Or  eke  for  mischief's  sake.     I  scarce  belieTe 
My  purpose  put  before  you  fair  and  plain 
Would  need  annoy  so  much ;   but  there's  my 

luck  — 
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Vrota  fixst  to  last  I  blmider.    Still,  one  more 
Turn  at  the  target,  irj  to  ipeak  my  thought ! 
Since  he  oonld  gaeaa  my  purpose,  won't  yon  read 
Right  what  he  set  down  wrong  ?    He  said  — 

let  *8  think  1 
Ay,  80 1  —  he  did  begin  by  telling  heaps 
Of  tales  aboat  yon.     Now,  you  see  —  suppose 
AnT  one  told  me  —  my  own  mother  died 
Before  I  knew  her  —  told  me  —  to  his  cost !  — 
Such  tales  about  my  own  dead  mother :  why, 
You  would  not  wonder  surely  if  I  knew, 
Bt  nothing  but  my  own  heart's  help,  he  lied. 
Would  you  ?     No  reason  's  wanted  in  the  case. 
So  with  you !    In  they  burnt  on  me,  his  tales, 
Much  as  when  madhouse-inmates  crowd  around, 
Make  captive  any  yisitor  and  scream 
All  sorts  of  stories  of  their  keeper  —  he 's 
Both  dwarf  and  giant,  vulture,  wolf,  dog,  cat. 
Serpent  and  scorpion,  vet  man  all  the  same  ; 
Sane  people  aoon  see  through  the  gibberish ! 
I  just  made  out.  you  somehow  lived  somewhere 
A  life  of  shame  —  I  can't  distinguish  more  — 
Married  or  single  —  how,  don't  matter  much : 
Shwma  whidi  himself  had  caused  —  that  point 

was  clear. 
That  fact  confessed —  that  thing  to  hold  and 

keep. 
Oh,  and  he  added  some  absurdity 

—  That  yon  were  here  to  make  me  —  ha,  ha, 

hal- 
Still  love  yon,  still  of  mind  to  die  for  yon. 
Ha,  ha — as  if  that  needed  mighty  pains ! 
Now,  foolish  as  .  .  .  but  never  mind  myself ; 

—  What  I  am,  what  I  am  not,  in  the  eye 

Of  the  world,  is  what  I  never  cared  for  mnoh. 
Fool  then  or  no  fool,  not  one  single  word 
In  the  whole  string  of  lies  did  I  believe, 
Bnt    this  —  this    only  —  if     I     choke,     who 


I  beUeve  somehow  in  yoor  purity 
Perfect  as  ever  I    Else  what  nst;  is  God  ? 
He  is  God,  and  work  miracles  he  can ! 
Then,  what  shall  I  do?    Quite  as  clear,  my 

course  I 
They  We  got  a  thing  they  call  tlieir  labyrinth 
I'  the  garaen  yonder :  and  my  c«>usin  played 
A  prettv  trick  once,  led  and  lost  me  deep 
Inside  tne  briery  maze  of  hedge  round  hedge ; 
And  there  might  I  be  staying  now,  stock-still, 
Bnt  that  I  laiM?hing  bade  eyes  follow  nose 
And  so  straight  pushed  my  path  through  let 

and  stop 
And   soon   was  out    in   the    open,   face    all 

scratched, 
Bnt  well  behind  my  back  the  prison-ban 
In  sorry  plis^t  enough,  I  promise  yon  I 
So    here:    i   won  my  way  to  tmth  throngh 

lies  — 
Said,  as  I  saw  light,  — if  her  shame  be  shame 
I  '11  resene   ana   redeem   her,  —  shame  *s   no 

shame? 
Then,  I  '11  avenge,  protect  —  redeem  mvself 
The  stupidest  of  sinners !    Here  I  stand  I 
Dear,  —  let  me  once  dare  call  yon  so,  —  yon 

said. 
Thus  ought  yon  to  have  done,  four  yean  ago, 
Sneh  things  and  snch  !    Ay,  dear,  and  what 

ought  I  ? 


Ton  were  revealed  to  me  :  where 's  gnttitude, 

Where 's  memory  even,  where  the  gain  of  yon 

Discernible  in  mv  low  after-life 

Of  fancied  oonsolatiou  ?  why,  no  horse 

Once  fed  on  com,  will,  missing  com,  go  munch 

Mere  thistles  like  a  donkey !    I  missed  you, 

And  in  your  place  found  —  him,  made  him  my 

love. 
Ay,  did  I,  —  by  this  token,  that  he  taught 
So  much  beastrnature  that  I  meant  .  .  .  God 

knows 
Whether  I  bow  me  to  the  dust  enough  I  .  .  . 
To  marry  — yes,  my  cousin  here  !    I  hope 
That  was  a  master-stroke  1     Take  heart  of 

hen, 
And  give  her  hand  of  mine  with  no  more  heart 
Than  now  you  see  upon  this  brow  I  strike  I 
What  atom  of  a  heart  do  I  retain^ 
Not  all  yours  ?    Dear,  vou  know  it  I     Easily 
li'Iay  she  accord  me  paraon  when  I  place 
My  brow  beneath  her  f oo^  if  foot  so  deign. 
Since  uttermost  indignity  is  spared  — 
Mere  marriage  and  no  love  I    And  all  this  time 
Not  one  word  to  the  purpose  1    Are  you  free  ? 
Only  wait !  only  let  me  serve  —  deserve 
Where  you  appoint  and  how  yon  see  the  good  ! 
I  have  the  wul — perhaps  the  power — at  least 
Means  that  have  power  against  the  world.    For 

time  — 
Take  my  whole  life  for  your  experiment  I 
If  yon  are  bound  —  in  marriage,  say  —  why, 

still. 
Still,  sure,  there 's  something  for  a  friend  to  do, 
Outside  ?    A  mere  well-wisher,  nndentand  I 
I  '11  sit,  my  life  long,  at  yonr  gate,  3rou  know, 
Swing  it  vride  open  to  let  yon  and  him 
Pass  freely,  —  and  you  need  not  look,  much  less 
Fling  me  a  *  TTiank  you  —  are  you  there,  old 

Jriendf 
Don't  say  that  even :  I  should  drop  like  shot ! 
So  I  feel  now  at  least :  some  day,  who  knows  ? 
After  no  end  of  weeks  and  months  and  yean 
You  might  nnile  '  I  believe  you  did  your  bett ! ' 
And  that  shall  make  my  heart  leap — leap  snch 

leap 
As  lands  the  feet  in  Heaven  to  wait  yon  there  ! 
Ah,  there  ^s  iust  one  thing  more  !    How  pale 

yoD  look  ! 
Why  ?     Are  you  angry  ?    If  there 's,  after  all, 
Worat  come  to  worst  — if  still  there  somehow 

be 
The  shame  —  I  said  was  no  shame,  —  none,  I 

swear! — 
In  that  case,  if  mv  hand  and  what  it  holds,  -— 
My  name,  —  might  be  your  safeguard  now  — 

at  once  — 
Why,  here 's  the  hand  —  you  have  the  heart ! 

Of  course  — 
No  cheat,  no  binding  yon,  because  I  'm  bound. 
To  let  me  off  probation  by  one  day. 
Week,  month,  year,  lifetime !    Prove  as  yon 

propose  ! 
Here  *8  the  hand  with  the  name  to  take  or  leave ! 
That's  all  —  and  no  great  piece  of   news,  1 

hope!" 

**  Give  me  the  hand,  then !  *'  she  cries  haataly. 
''Quick,  now!    I  hear  his  footstep  I' 
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Hand  in  hand 
The  couple  face  him  as  he  enters,  stops 
Short,  stands  surprised  a  moment,  laughs  away 
Surprise,  resumes  the  much-experienced  man. 

"  So,  you  accept  him  ?  " 


ti 


TUl  us  death  do  part!" 


**  No  loiurer  ?  Come,  that 's  rigrht  and  rational  I 
I  fancied  there  was  iM)wer  in  common  sense, 
But  did  not  know  it  worked  thus  promptly. 

Well- 
At  last  each  understands  the  other,  then  ? 
Each  drops  disguise,  then  ?    So,  at  supper-time 
These  masquerading  people  don  their  gear. 
Grand  Turk  his  pompous  turban,  Quakeress 
Her  stiipHBtarched  bib  and  tucker,  —  make-be> 

lieve 
That  only  bothers  when,  ball-business  done. 
Nature  demands  champagne  and  mayonnaise. 
Just  so  has  each  of  us  sage  three  abjured 
His  and  her  moral  ^t  particular 
Pretension  to  superiority. 
And,  cheek  by  Jowl,  we  henceforth  munch  and 

joke  I 
Go,  happy  pair,  paternally  dismLssed 
To  live  ana  die  together — for  a  month. 
Discretion  can  award  no  more  !     Depart 
From  whatsoe'er  the  calm  sweet  sohtude 
Selected  —  Paris  not  improbably  — 
At  month's  end,  when  the  honeycomb  's  left 


—  Ton,  daughter,  with  a  pocketful  of  ^old 
Enough  to  find  your  village  boys  and  girls 
In  duffel  cloaks  and  hobnailed  shoes  rrom  May 
To  —  what 's  the  phrase  ?  —  Christmas-come- 

never-mas  I 
Tou,  son  and  heir  of  mine,  shall  reappear 
Ere  Spring-time,  that  *s  the  ring-time,  lose  one 

leaf. 
And  —  not  without  regretful  smack  of  lip 
The  while  you  wijie  it  free  of  honey-smear  — 
Marry  the  cousin,  play  the  magistrate, 
Stand  for  the  county,  prove  perfection's  pink  — 
Master  of  hounds,  gay-coatea  dine  —  nor  die 
Sooner  than  needs  of  gout,  obesity. 
And  sons  at  Christ  Church  !    As  for  me,  —  ah 

me, 
I  abdicate  —  retire  on  my  success. 
Four  years  well  occupiea  in  teaching  youth 
— ^  My  son  and  daui^hter  the  exemplary ! 
Time  for  me  to  retire  now,  having  placed 
Proud  on  their  pedestal  the  pair  :  in  turn, 
Let  them  do  homage  to  their  master  1    You,  — 
Well,  your  flashed  cheek  and  flasliing  eye  pro- 
claim 
Sufficiently  your  gratitude:  you  naid 
The  honorarium^  tne  ten  thousana  pounds 
To  purpose,  did  you  not  ?    I  told  you  so  ! 
And  you,  —  but,  bless  me,  why  so  pale  —  so 

faint 
At  influx  of  good  fortune  ?    Certain]  v. 
No  matter  how  or  why  or  whose  the  fault, 
I  save  your  life  —  save  it,  nor  leas  nor  more ! 
You  blindly  were  resolved  to  welcome  death 
In  that  black  boor-and-bumpkin-haunted  hole 
Of  his,  the  prig  with  all  the  preachments  1   You 


Installed  as  nurse  and  matron  to  the  crones 
And  wenches,  while  there  lay  a  world  outride 
Like  Paris  (which  again  I  recommend), 
In  company  and  guidance  of  —  first,  this. 
Then  —  all  in  good  time  —  some  new  friend  as 

fit  — 
What  if  I  were  to  say,  some  fresh  myself. 
As  I  once  figured  ?    £ach  dog  has  his  day. 
And  mine  's  at  sunset :  what  should  old  dog  do 
But  eye  young  litters'  frisky  pnppyhood  ? 
Oh,  I  shall  watch  this  beauty  and  this  yoath 
Frisk  it  in  brilliance !    But  don't  fear !    Dtt 

oreet, 
I  shall  pretend  to  no  more  recognize 
My  quondam  puoils  than  the  doctor  nods 
Wlien  certain  old  acquaintances  may  cross 
His  path  in  Park,  or  sit  down  prim  beside 
His  plate  at  dinner-table :  tip  nor  wink 
Scares  patients  he  has  put,  for  reason  good. 
Under  restriction,  —  maybe,  talked  sometimes 
Of  douche  or  horsewhip  to,  —  for  why  ?  be- 
cause 
The  gentleman  would  crazily  declare 
His  best  friend  was  —  lago  I    Ay,  and  wone  — 
The  lady,  all  at  once  grown  lunatic. 
In  suicidal  monomania  vowed, 
To  save  her  soul,  she  needs  must  starve  hendf ! 
They  're  cured  now,  both,  and  I  tell  nobody. 
Why  don't  you  speak  ?    Nay,  speechless,  eaek 

of  you 
Can    spare  —  without     unclasping     plated 

troth  — 
At  least  one  hand  to  shake  1    Left-hands  wiB 

do  — 
Yours  first,  my  daughter!    Ah,  it  guards— it 

gripes 
The  precious  Album  fast  —  and  prudently ! 
As  well  obliterate  the  record  there 
On  page  the  last :  allow  me  tear  the  leaf  I 
Pray,  now !    And  afterward,  to  make  amends, 
What  if  all  three  of  us  contribute  each 
A  line  to  that  prelusive  fragment,  —  help 
The  embarrassed  bard  who  broke  out  to  break 

down 
Dnmfoundered  at  such  unforeseen  snooees  f 

*  Hail^  calm  cuxlioitif^  salubrious  spot ' 

You  begin — place  aux  dames:    I 'U  prompt 

you  then ! 
'  Here  do  I  take  the  good  the  gods  allot ! ' 
Next  you.  Sir  I    What,  still  sulky?    Sing.  0 

Muse !  ^  ^ 

*'  Here  does  my  lord  infuU  discharge  his  skai!  ' 
Now  for  the  crowning  flourish  !     mine  shall 

oe      ... 

"  Nothing  to  match  your  first  effusion,  mar 
What  was,  is,  shall  remun  your  masterpiece ! 
Authorship  has  the  alteration-itch  I 
No,  I  protest  against  erasuro.    Read, 
My  friend  I  "    (she  gasps  out).     *'  Read  and 
quickly  read 

*  B^ore  us  death  do  porf,'  what  made  yon  mine 
And    made  me  yours  —  the   marriage4ieeiisB 

here ! 
Decide  if  he  is  like  to  mend  the  same !  " 

And  so  the  lady,  white  to  ghastliness, 
Bianages  somehow  to  display  the  page 
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With  left-hand  only,  while  the  right  retains 
The  other  luuid,  the  youn^  man's,  —  dreaming- 

dronk 
He,  with  this  drench  of  stupefying  stuff, 
£ye8  wide,  mouth  open,  —  half  the  idiot's  stare 
And  half  the  prophet's  insight,  —  holding  tight, 
All  the  same,  by  his  one  fact  in  the  world  — 
The  lady's  right-hand :  he  but  seems  to  read  — 
I>oe8  not,  for  certain  ;  yet,  how  understand 
Unless  he  reads  ? 

So,  understand  he  does. 
For  certain.  ^  Slowly,  word  by  word,  she  reads 
Aloud  that  license  —  or  that  warrant,  say. 

**"  One  against  two —  and  two  that  urge  their  odds 
To  uttermost  —  I  needs  must  try  resource  ! 
Madam^  I  laid  me  prostrate^  hade  you  spurn 
Hody  and  soul :  you  spurned  and  sc^ely  spumed 
So  you  had  spared  me  the  superfluous  taunt 
*  Prostration  means  no  power  to  stand  erect. 
Stand,  trampling  on  who  trampled  —prostrate 

now!^ 
So,  with  my  other  fool-foe :  I  w<isfain 
Let  the  boy  touch  me  with  the  buttoned  foil. 
And  him  the  it\fe(iion  gains,  he  too  must  needs 
Catch  up  the  butcher^ s  cleaver.    Be  it  so  I 
Since  piay  turns  earnest,  here  '<  my  serious  fence. 
He  loves  you;  he  demands  your  love:  both  know 
What  love  means  in  my  language.    Love  him 

then! 
Pursuant  to  a  pact,  love  paus  my  debt : 
Ther^ore,  deliver  me  from  him,  thereby 
Likewise  delivering  from  me  yourself  I 
For.  hesitate  —  mucJi  more,  refuse  consent  — 
/  tell  the^  whole  truth  to  your  husband.    Flat 
Cards  lie  on  table,  in  our  gamester-phrase  ! 
Consent  —  you  stop  my  mouth,  the  only  way.'*'* 

^'  I    did   well,  trusting   instinct :   knew  yonr 

hand^ 
Had  never  joined  with  his  in  fellowship 
Oyer  this  pact  of  infamy.    Ton  known  — 
As  he  was  known  through  every  nerve  of  me. 
Therefore  I  ^  stopped  his  mouth  the  only  way ' 
But    my  way  1   none    was  left  for    you,   my 

friend  — 
The  loyal  —  near,  the  loved  one !    No  —  no  — no  I 
Threaten  ?  Chastise  ?    The  coward  would  but 

quail. 
Conquer  who  can,  the  cunning  of  the  snake  I 
Stamp  out  his  slimy  stren^h  from  tail  to  head. 
And  still  you  leave  vibration  of  the  tongue. 
His  malice  had  redoubled  —  not  on  me 
Who,  myself,  choose  my  own  refining  fire  — 
Hnt  on  poor  unsuspicious  innocence  ; 
And,  —  victim,  —  to  turn  executioner 
Also  —  that  feat  effected,  forky  tongfue 
Had  done    indeed  its  office  I     Once   snake*s 

'mouth' 
Thus  *  open  *  —  how  could  mortal  ^stop  i/ '  f  " 


it 


So! 


u 


A  t^r-flash  —  yell,  spring,  and  scream:  hal- 
loo! 

Death 's  out  and  on  him,  has  and  holds  him  — 
ugh  I 


But  ne  trvcidet  coram  poptdo 

Juvenis  senem  !    Right  the  Horatian  rule  I 

There,  see  how  soon  a  quiet  comes  to  pass  \ 


VIII 

The  youth  is  somehow  by  the  ladv^s  side. 

His  light-hand   grasps    her    rignt-hand    once 

again. 
Both  gaze  on  the  dead  body.    Hers  the  word. 

**  And  that  was  good  but  useless.    Had  I  lived, 
The  danger  was  to  dread :  but,  dyin^  now  — 
Himself  would  hardly  become  talkative. 
Since  talk  no  more  means  torture.     Fools  — 

what  fools 
These  wicked  men  are!    Had  I   borne  four 

years. 
Four  years  of  weeks  and  months  and  days  and 

nights. 
Inured  me  to  the  consciousness  of  life 
Coiled  round  by  his  life,  with  the  tongue  to 

But  that  I  bore  about  me,  for  prompt  use 

At  urgent  need,  the  thing  that  stops  the  mouth ' 

And  stays  the  venom?    Sinoe  such  need  was 

now 
Or  never,  —  how  should  use  not  follow  need  ? 
Bear  witness  for  me,  I  withdraw  from  life 
Bv  virtue  of  the  license  —  warrant,  say, 
Tnat  blackens  yet  this  Album  —  white  again. 
Thanks  still  to  my  one  friend  who  tears  the 

page! 
Now,  let  me  write  the  line  of  supplement. 
As  counselled  by  my  foe  there :  each  a  line .'  *  " 

And  she  does  falteringly  write  to  end. 

"  I  die  now  through  the  villain  who  lies  dead, 
Righteously  slain.    He  would  have  outraged  me. 
So,  my  d^ender  slew  him.    God  protect 
The  right !     Where  wrong  lay,  I  bear  witness 

now. 
Let  man  believe  me,  whose  last  breath  is  spent 
In  blessing  my  defender  from  my  soul !  " 

And  so  ends  the  Inn  Album. 

As  she  dies. 
Begins  outside  a  voice  that  sounds  like  song. 
And  is  indeed  half   song   though  meant  for 

speech 
Muttered  in  time  to  motion  —  stir  of  heart 
That  unsubduably  must  bubble  forth 
To  match  the  fawn-step  as  it  mounts  the  stair. 

"  All 's  ended  and  all  *s  over !   Verdict  found 
^Not  guilty '  — prisoner  forthwith  set  free, 
'Mid  cheers  the  Court  pretends  to  disregard  I 
Now  Portia,  now  for  Daniel,  late  severe. 
At  last   appeased,  benignant  I      *  This  young 

man  — 
Hem  —  has  the  young  man's  foibles  but  no  fault. 
He  '«  virgin  soil —  a  friend  must  cultivate. 
I  think  no  plant  called  "/otw"  grows  wild— a 

friend 
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May  introduce^  and  name  the  bloom^  thefrvxt!  ^ 
Here  somebody  dares  wave  a  handkeraiief  — 
She  Ul  want  to  hide  her  face  with  presently  1 
Good-by  then  1    *  Cignofedel,  cigno/edely 
Addio  J '    Now,  was  ever  sucn  mistake  — 
Ever  such  foolish  ogly  omen  ?    Pshaw  I 
Wafirner,  beside !     ^Amote  solo^  te 
Solo  amai!  *    That 's  worth  fifty  snch  ! 
But,  mum,  the  g^ave  face  at  the  opened  door  I 


»» 


And   80   the   good   gay  girl,  with   eyes 
cheeks 


and 


Diamond  and  damask,  —  cheeks  so  white  er»* 

while 
Because  of  a  vague  fancy,  idle  fear 
Chased  on  reflection  I  —  pausing,  taps  diacieet ; 
And  then,  to  give  herself  a  countenance. 
Before  she  comes  upon  the  pur  inside. 
Loud — the    oft-quoted,    long -laug^hed- over 

line  — 
"  *  Hat/,  ccUm  accUvity^  salubricua  spot  / ' 
Open  the  door  I " 


No:  let  the  curtain  fan ! 


PACCHIAROTTO 

AND 

HOW  HE  WORKED  IN  DISTEMPER 

WITH    OTHER    POEMS 


PROLOGUE 

Oh,  the  old  wsll  here  I    How  I  could  pass 

Life  in  a  long  midsummer  day, 
Mv  feet  confined  to  a  plot  of  grass, 

My  eyes  from  a  wall  not  once  away  I 

And  lush  and  lithe  do  the  creepers  clothe 
Yon  wall  I  watch,  with  a  wealth  of  green : 

ItA  bald  red  bricks  draped,  nothing  loth, 
In  lappets  of  tangle  tney  laugh  between. 

Now,  what  is  it  makes  pulsate  the  robe  ? 

Why  tremble  the  sprays  ?     What  life  o'er- 
brims 
The  body,  —the  house,  no  eye  can  probe,  — 

Divined  as,  beneath  a  robe,  the  limbs  ? 

And  there  again  I    But  my  heart  may  guess 
Who  tripped  behind ;  and  she  sang  perhaps : 

So,  the  old  wall  throbbed,  and  its  life's  excess 
Died  out  and  away  in  the  leafy  wraps  ! 

Wall  upon  wall  are  between  us  :  life 
And  song  should  away  from  heart  to  heart  I 

I  —  prisonH[>ird,  witli  a  ruddy  strife 
At   breast,  and  a   lip    wnence   storm-notes 
start  — 

Hold  on,  hope  hard  in  the  subtle  thing 
That 's  spirit :    though  cloistered  fast,  soar 
free ; 

Account  as  wood,  brick,  stone,  this  ring 
Of  the  rueful  neighbors,  and  —  forth  to  thee  I 


OF  PACCHIAROTTO,  AND  HOW  HE 
WORKED  IN  DISTEMPER 


QuBBT :  was  ever  a  quainter 
Crotchet  than  this  of  the  painter 


Giacomo  Pacchiarotto 

Who  took  *'  Reform  *'  for  his  motto  ? 

II 

He,  pupU  of  old  Fungaio, 
Is  always  confounded  (neigno !) 
With  Pacchia,  contemporaneous 
No  question,  but  how  extraneous 
In  the  eraoe  of  soul,  the  power 
Of  hand,  —  undoubted  dower 
Of  Pacchia  who  decked  (as  im  know. 
My  Kirkup  I)  San  Bernardino, 
Turning  the  small  dark  Oratory 
To  Siena^s  Art-laboratory, 
As  he  made  its  straitness  roomy 
And  glorified  its  gloomv, 
With  Bazzi  and  Beccafumi. 
(Another  heigho  for  Bazzi : 
How  people  miscall  him  Razzi !) 

Ill 

This  Painter  was  of  opinion  ^ 
Onr  earth  should  be  his  dominion 
Whose  Art  could  correct  to  pattern 
What  Nature  had  slurred  —  the  slattern  I 
And  since,  beneath  the  heavens. 
Things  lay  now  at  sixes  and  sevens. 
Or,  as  he  said,  sopra-soUo  — 
Thought  the  painter  Pacchiarotto 
Things  wanted  reforming,  therefore. 
*•  Wanted  it "  —  ay,  but  wherefore  ? 
When  earth  held  one  so  ready 
As  he  to  step  forth,  stand  steady 
In  the  middle  of  Ood^s  creation 
And  prove  to  demonstration 
What  the  dark  is,  what  the  light  is^ 
What  the  wrong  is,  what  the  ri^ht  is. 
What  the  ugljr,  what  the  beautiful, 
What  the  restive,  what  the  dutifnl. 
In  Mankind  profuse  around  him  ? 
Man,  devil  as  now  he  found  him. 
Would  presently  soar  up  angel 
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At  the  BamnaonB  of  suoh  evangel. 
And  owe  —  what  would  Man  noi  owe 
To  the  painter  Pacchiarottu  ? 
Ay,  look  to  thy  laurels,  Giotto  1 

IV 

Bnt  Man,  he  perceived,  was  stahbom, 
Grrew  reicnlar  brute,  once  cub  bom ; 
And  it  struck  him  as  expedient  — 
£re  he  tried  to  make  obedient 
The  wolf,  for,  bear,  and  monkey 
By  piping  advice  in  one  key,  — 
Tnat  his  pipe  should  play  a  prelude 
To  soraething  heaven-tinged  not  hell-hned, 
Something  not  harsh  but  docile, 
Man-liquid,  not  Man-fossil  — 
Not  fact,  in  short,  but  fancy. 
B^  a  laudable  necromancy 
^e  would  coniui-e  up  ghosts — a  circle 
Deprived  of  the  means  to  work  ill 
Should  his  music  prove  distasteful 
And  pearls  to  the  swine  go  wasteful. 
To  be  rent  of  swine  —  that  was  hard  I 
With  fancy  he  ran  no  hazard : 
Fact  might  knock  him  o'er  the  mazaid. 


So,  the  painter  Pacchiarotto 
Constructed  himself  a  grotto 
In  the  quarter  of  8talloreggi  — 
Ab  authors  of  note  alleg^e  ye. 
And  on  each  of  the  whitewashed  sides  of  it 
He  painted  —  (none  far  and  wide  so  fit 
As  he  to  perform  in  f reMo)  — 
He  painted  nor  cried  quiesco 
Till  he  peopled  its  everv  square  foot 
With  Man  —  from  the  Beggar  barefoot 
To  the  Noble  in  cap  and  feather ; 
All  sorts  and  conditions  together. 
The  Soldier  in  breastplate  and  helmet 
Stood  frowningly  —  hail  fellow  well  met — 
By  the  Priest  armed  with  bell,  book,  and  can- 
dle. 
Nor  did  he  omit  to  handle 
The  Pair  Sex,  our  brave  distemperer : 
Not  merely  Kin?,  Clown,  Pope,^mperor  — 
He  diversified  too  his  Hades 
Of  all  forms,  pinched  Labor  and  paid  Ease, 
With  as  mixed  an  assemblage  of  Ladies. 

VI 

Which  work  done,  diy,  —  he  rested  him^ 
Cleaned  palette,  washed  brush,  divested  him 
Of  the  apron  that  suits /rucantt. 
And,  bonnet  on  ear  stuck  iaunty. 
This  hand  upon  hip  well  planted. 
That,  free  to  wave  as  it  wanted. 
He  addresBed  in  a  choice  oration 
His  folk  of  each  name  and  nation. 
Taught  its  duty  to  every  station. 
The  Pope  was  declared  ao  armat 
Impostor  at  once,  I  warrant. 
The  Emperor  —  truth  m^ht  tax  him 
With  ignorance  of  Uie  ""^'""» 
"  idiear  sheep  but  nowise  fiay  them !  " 
And  the  Vulgar  that  obev  them. 
The  Ruled,  well-matched  with  the  Ruling, 


They  failed  not  of  wholesome  sohooUng 

On  uieir  knavery  and  their  fooling. 

As  for  Art  —  where 's  decorum  ?    Pooh-poohed 

it  is 
By  Poets  that  plague  us  with  Iswd  ditties. 
And  Painters  that  pester  with  nnditieB  1 

VII 

Now,  .your  rater  and  debater 
Is  balked  by  a  mere  spectator 
Who  simply  stares  and  listens 
Tongue-tied,  while  eye  nor  glistens 
Nor  brow  grows  hot  and  twitchy, 
Nor  mouth,  for  a  combat  itchy, 
Quivers  with  some  convincing 
Reply  —  that  sets  him  wincing  ? 
Nay,  rather  —  '^9h[  ^hat  furmshes 
Your  debater  with  iust  what  bomishes 
The  crest  of  him,  all  one  triumph. 
As  you  see  him  rise^ear  him  cry  "  Humph  I 
Convinced  am  I  ?    This  confutes  me  ? 
Receive  the  rejoinder  that  suits  me  ! 
Confutation  of  vassal  for  prince  meet  — 
Wherein  all  the  powers  that  convince  meet. 
And  mash  my  opponent  to  mincemeat  I  '* 

VIII 

So,  off  from  his  head  flies  the  bonnet, 
His  hip  loses  hand  planted  on  it. 
While  t*  other  hana,  frequent  in  gesture, 
Slinks  modestly  back  beneath  vesture. 
As  —  hop,  skip  and  jump,  —  he  *s  along  with 
Those  weak  ones  he   late   proved  so  strong 

with  I 
Pope,  Emperor,  lo,  he  *s  beside  them. 
Friendly  now,  who  late  could  not  abide  them. 
King.  Clown,  Soldier,  Priest,  Noble,  Bui^gess  ; 
And  nis  voice,  that  oat-roared  Boanerges, 
How  minikin-mildly  it  urges 
In  accents  how  gentled  and  gingered 
Its  word  in  defence  of  the  injured  I 
**  Oh,  call  him  not  culprit,  this  Pontiff  I 
Be  hard  on  this  Kaiser  ye  won^t  if 
Te  take  into  con-si-der-ation 
What  dangers  attend  elevation  I 
The  Priest  —  who  expects  him  to  descant 
On  duty  with  more  seal  and  less  cant  ? 
He  preaches  but  rubbish  he  *s  reared  in. 
The  Soldier,  grown  deaf  (by  the  mere  din 
Of  battle)  to  mercy,  learned  tip|>liiig 
And  what  not  of  vice  while  a  stripling. 
The  Lawyer  —  his  lies  are  conventional. 
And  as  for  the  Poor  Sort  —  why  mention  all 
Obstructions  that  leave  barred  and  bolted 
Access  to  the  brains  of  each  dolt-head  ?  " 

IX 

He  ended,  yon  wa|^  ?    Not  half  I    A  bet  f 
Precedence  to  males  in  the  alphabet  I 
Still,  disposed  of  Man's  ABC,  diere  *s  X 
Y  Z  wjuit  assistance,  —  the  Fair  Sex  1 
How  much  may  be  said  in  excuse  of 
Those  vanities  —  males  see  no  use  of  — 
From  silk  shoe  on  heel  to  laced  poU's-hood  t 
What  *s  their  fndlty  beside  our  own  falsehood  ? 
The  boldest,  most  brazen  of  .  .  .  trumpets, 
How  kind  can  they  be  to  their  dumb  pets  I 
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Of  their  oharms  —  how  are  most  frank,  how  few 

Yenal ! 
While  as  for  those  charges  of  Javenal — 


Qmb  nemo  dixisset  in  toto 
Nii 


'isi  (adepol)  ore  illoto  — 
Ue  dianiiflsed  every  charge  with  an  "  Apage  !  '* 


Then,  cocking  (in   Scotch  phrase)  his   cap 
a~gee, 
Right  hand  diBen^ged  from  the  douhlet 
— Like  landlord,  in  house  he  had  snblet 
Resuming  of  guardianship  gestion, 
To  call  tenants'  conduct  in  question  -^ 
Hop.  skip,  jump,  to  inside  from  outside 
(>f  cnamber,  he  lords,  ladies,  louts  eyed 
With  such  transformation  of  visage 
As  fitted  the  censor  of  this  age. 
No  longer  an  advocate  te^id 
Of  frauty,  but  champion  mtrepid 
Of  strength,  —  not  of  falsehood  but  verity,  — 
He,  one  after  one,  with  asperity 
^)tripped  bare  all  the  cant-clothed  abuses, 
i>ispo8ed  of  sophistic  excuses, 
Foiced  folly  each  shift  to  abandon, 
And  left  vice  with  no  leg  to  stand  on. 
So  crushing  the  force  he  exerted, 
That  Man  at  his  foot  lay  converted  I 

XI 

True  —  Man  bred  of  paint-pot  and  mortar ! 
But  why  suppose  folks  of  this  sort  are 
More  likely  to  hear  and  be  tractable 
Tlian  folks  all  alive  and,  in  fact,  able 
To  testifv  promptly  by  action 
Their  ardor,  and  make  satisfaction 
For  misdeeds  now  i;er6i»  sedfactis  f 
^*  With  folks  all  alive  be  my  practice 
Henceforward  !    O  mortar,  piunt-pot  O, 
Farewell  to  ye  !  "  cried  Pacchiarotto, 
*^  Let  only  occasion  interpose ! '' 

XII 

It  did  so :  for,  pat  to  the  purpose 
Through  causes  I  need  not  examine. 
There  fell  upon  Siena  a  famine. 
In  vain  did  the  magistrates  busily  ^ 
Seek  snccor,  fet«h  grain  out  of  Sicily, 
Nay,  throw  mill  and  bakehouse  wide  open  — 
Such  misery  followed  as  no  |)en 
Of  mine  shall  depict  ye.    Faint,  fainter 
Waxed  hope  of  relief :  so,  our  painter. 
Emboldened  by  triumph  of  recency. 
How  could  he  do  other  with  decency 
Than  rush  in  this  strait  to  the  rescue. 
Play  schoolmaster,  point  as  with  fescue 
To  each  and  all  slips  in  Man's  spelliiu|[ 
The  law  of  the  land  ?  — slins  now  teUing 
With  monstrous  effect  on  the  city, 
Whose  magistrates  moved  him  to  pity 
As,  bound  to  read  law  to  the  letter. 
They  minded  their  hornbook  no  better. 

XIII 

I  ought  to  have  told  you,  at  starting, 
How  certain,  who  \tohed  to  be  oartiiig 


Abuses  away  clean  and  thorough 

From  Siena,  both  province  ancTborough. 

Had  formed  themselves  into  a  company 

Whose  swallow  could  bolt  in  a  lump  any 

Obstruction  of  scruple,  provoking 

The  nicer  throat ^s  coughing  and  choking : 

Fit  Club,  by  as  fit  a  name  dupaified 

Of  "  Freed  Ones  "  —  **  Bardotti  "  —  which  sig^ 

nified 
*^  Spare-Horses  "  that  walk  by  the  wagon 
The  team  has  to  drudge  for  and  drag  on. 
This  notable  Club  Pacchiarotto 
Had  joined  long  since,  paid  soot  and  lot  to. 
As  free  and  accepted  ^*  Bardutto." 
The  Bailiwick  watched  with  no  quiet  eye 
The  outn^  thus  done  to  society. 
And  noted  the  advent  especially 
Of  Pacchiarotto  their  fresh  ally. 

XIV 

These  Spare-Horses  forthwith  assembled : 
Neighed  words  whereat  citizens  trembled 
As  oft  as  the  chiefs,  in  the  Square  by 
The  Duomo,  proposed  a  way  whereby 
The  city  were  cured  of  disaster. 
^*  Just  substitute  servant  for  master. 
Make  Poverty  Wealth  and  Wealth  Poverty, 
Unloose  Man  from  overt  and  covert  tie. 
And  straight  out  of  social  confusion 
True  Order  would  spring ! ''    Brave  illiisiiMi  — 
Aims  heavenly  attamed  by  means  earthy  I 

XV 

Off  to  these  at  full  speed  rushed  our  wor- 
thy,- 
Brain  practised  and  tongue  no  less  tutored, 
In  argument's  armor  accoutred,  — 
Sprang  forth,  mounted  rostrum,  and  essayed 
Proposals  like  those  to  which  ''Yes  "  said 
So  glibly  each  personage  painted 
O'  the  wall-side  wherewith  you  're  acquainted. 
He  harangued  on  the  faults  of  the  Bailiwick : 
*'  Red  soon  were  our  State-candle's  paly  wick. 
If  wealth  would  become  but  interfluous. 
Fill  voids  up  with  just  the  superfluous ; 
If  ignorance  gave  way  to  knowledge 
—  Not  pedantry  picked  up  at  coll^pe 
From  Doctors,  Professors  et  ccptera  — 
(They  say :  *  kai  to  ioipa  '—  like  better  a 
Long  Greek  string  of  kappas^  totu,  landfdas^ 
Tacked  on  to  the  tail  of  each  damned  ass)  — 
No  knowledge  we  want  of  this  quality, 
But  knowledge  indeed  —  practicality 
Through  insight's  fine  universality  ! 
If  you  shout  '  Bat7t/fs,  outonyeall!    ¥te. 
Thou  Chief  qf  our  forces^  Ama[/i. 
Who  shitidtst  the  rogue  and  the  dotpoil ! ' 
If  you  pounce  on  and  poke  out,  with  what 

pole 
I  leave  ye  to  fancy,  our  Siena's 
Beast-litter  of  sloths  and  hyenas  —  " 
(Whoever  to  scan  this  is  ill  able 
Forgeta  the  town's  name  's  a  dissyllable)  — 
''  If,  this  done,  ye  did  —  as  ye  might  —  place 
For  once  the  rigfht  man  in  the  right  place. 
If  you  listened  to  me  "... 
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XVI 

At  which  last  "  If  " 
There  flew  at  hU  throat  like  a  mastifF 
One  Spare-Horse  —  another  and  another  I 
Such  outbreak  of  tumult  and  pother, 
llorse-faces  a-laug^hiiig:  and  fleering, 
Horse-yoices  amiocking  and  jeering. 
Horse-hands  raised  to  collar  the  caitiff 
Whose  impudence  ventured  the  late  "  If  "  — 
That,  had  not  fear  sent  Pacchiarotto 
Off  tramping,  as  fast  as  could  trot  toe. 
Away  from  the  scene  of  discomfiture  — 
Had  he  stood  there  stock-still  in  a  dumb  fit  — 

sure 
Am  I  he  had  paid  in  his  person 
Till  his  mother  might  fail  to  know  her  son. 
Though  she  gaxed  on  him  never  so  wistful. 
In  the  figure  so  tattered  and  tristful. 
£ach  mouth  full  of  curses,  each  fist  full 
Of  cuffings  —  behold,  Pacchiarotto, 
The  pass  which  thy  project  has  got  to. 
Of  tnisting,  nigh  ashes  still  hot  —  tow ! 
(The  paraphrase  —  which  I  much  need  —  is 
From  Horace  ^^  per  ignes  incedis,'*'') 

XVII 

Right  and  left  did  he  dash  helter^kelter 
In  agonized  search  of  a  shelter. 
No  purlieu  so  blocked  and  no  alley 
So  blind  as  allowed  him  to  rally 
His  spirits  and  see  —  nothing  hampered 
His  steps  if  he  trudged  and  not  scampered 
\5y  here  and  down  there  in  a  city 
Toat  's  all  nps  and  downs,  more  the  pity 
For  folks  who  would  outrun  the  constable. 
At  last  he  stopped  short  at  the  one  stable 
And  sare  place  of  refuge  that  *s  offered 
Homanity.    Lately  was  coffered 
A  corpse  in  its  sepulchie,  situate 
Bv  St.  John*s  Observance.     "  Habituate 
Thyself  to  the  strangest  of  bedfellows. 
And,  kicked  by  the  live,  kiss  the  deadfellows !  *' 
So  Miserv  oonnselled  the  craven. 
At  <Hice  ne  crept  safely  to  haven 
Through  a  hole  left  unbricked  in  the  structure. 
Ay,  Misery,  in  have  yon  tucked  yonr 
Poor  client  and  left  him  conterminous 
With  —  pah !  —  the  thing  fetid  and  vemuDOiis ! 

I  gladly  woold  spore  yon  the  detail, 

'at  History  writes  what  I  retail.) 

XVIIl 

Two  days  did  be  groan  in  his  domicOe : 
'*  Good  Saints,  set  me  free  and  I  promise  I H 
Abjure  all  ambition  of  preaching 
Change,  whether  to  minds  touched  by  teaching 

—  The  smooth  folk  of  fancy,  mere  figments 
Created  by  plaster  and  pigments,  — 

Or  to  minds  that  receive  with  sncfa  mdeneas 
Dissuasion fronipride, greed  and  lewdness, 

—  The  rough  folk  of  fact,  life*s  true  qiedniens 
Of  mind  —^haimd  in  potte  wed  esse  smos  ' 

As  it  was,  is,  and  shall  be  forever 
Despite  of  my  vtmniit  endeavor. 
O  live  foes  I  thoo^t  to  fflinmne, 
Heneeforth  lie  aiitnNihl0d  yuor  gloom  is ! 


I 


I  need  my^  own  light,  every  spark,  as 
I  couch  with  this  sole  friend  —  a 
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XIX 

Two  days  thus  he  maundered  and  rambled  ; 
Then,  starved  back  to  sanity,  scrambled 
From  ont  his  receptacle  loathsome. 
**  A  spectre  I  "  — declared  upon  oath  some 
Who  saw  him  emerge  and  (appalling 
To  mention)  his  garments  a-crawliii^ 
With  plagues  far  beyond  the  Egyptian. 
He  gained,  in  a  state  past  description, 
A  convent  of  months,  the  Observancy. 

XX 

Thus  far  is  a  fact :  I  reserve  fancy 

For  Fancy^s  more  proper  employment : 

And  now  she  waves  wing  with  enjoyment, 

To  tell  ye  how  preached  the  Superior, 

When  somewhat  our  painter's  exterior 

Was  sweetened.    He  needed  (no  mincing 

The  matter)  much  soaking  and  rinsing, 

Nav,  rubbing  with  drugs  odoriferous. 

Till,  rid  of  his  garments  pestiferous. 

And,  robed  by  the  help  of  the  Brotherhood 

In  odds  and  ends, — this  gown  and  t*  other 

hoodj  — 
His  empty  inside  first  well-gamished,  — 
He  delivered  a  tale  round,  unvarnished. 


XXI 
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Ah,  Yonth  1 "  ran  the  Abbot's  admonish- 

ment. 
Thine  error  scarce  moves  my  astonishment. 
For  —  why  shall  I  shrink  from  asserting  ?  — 
Myself  have  had  hopes  of  converting 
The  f ocdish  to  wisdom,  till,  sober. 
My  life  found  its  May  grow  October. 
I  talked  and  I  wrote,  but,  one  morning, 
Life's  Autumn  bore  fruit  in  this  warning : 
*  hd,  tongue  rert,  and  quiet  thy  quill  be  ! 
Earth  is  earth  and  not  heaven-,  and  ne*er  will  he.* 
Man's  work  is  to  labor  and  leaven  — 
As  best  he  may  —  earth  here  with  heaven  ; 
'T  is  work  for  work's  sake  that  he 's  needing : 
Let  him  work  on  and  on  as  if  speeding^ 
Work's  end,  but  not  dream  of  snoeeeding ! 
Because  if  soecess  were  intended, 
Why,  heaven  would  begin  ere  earth  ended. 
A  Spare-Horse  ?    Be  rather  a  thill-borBe, 
Or  —  what's   the  plain    tmth — just  a    miH- 

horse! 
Earth's    a   mill  where    we  grind   and    wear 

nrafflers: 
A  whip  awaits  shirkers  and  shufflers^ 
Who  slacken  their  pace,  sick  of  Inking 
At  what  doa*t  advance  for  th^ir  tagging. 
Though  round  goes  the  milL  we  must  still  post 
On  and  cm  as  if  moving  the  mill-post. 
So,  grind  away,  montn-wise  and  pen-wise, 
Do  all  that  we  eon  to  make  men  wise ! 
And  if  men  prefer  to  be  looiislL, 
Chmelves  hove  proved  horse  like  not  rnnlish : 
Sent  grist,  a  good  aaekfai,  to  hopper. 
And  worked  as  the  Master  tfaoci^  | 
Tongae  I  wag,  pen  I  ply,  who  aa 
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Stickf  thou,  Son,  to  daub-bruah  and  dab-pot  I 

But,  soft  I    I  acrateh  hard  on  the  scab  hot  ? 

Thoagh  cured  of  thy  plague,  there  may  linger 

A  pimple  I  fray  'witli  rough  finger  ? 

So  soon  could  my  homily  transmute 

Thy  brass  into  gold  ?   Why,  the  man 's  mute !  " 


XXII 
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Ay,  Father,  I  *m  mute  with  admiring 
How  Nature's  indulgence  untiring 
Still  bids  us  turn  deaf  ear  to  Reason's 
Best  rhetoric  —  clutch  at  all  seasons 
And  hold  fast  to  what  ^s  proved  untenable ! 
Thy  maxim  is  —  Man  *s  not  amenable 
To  argument :  whereof  by  consequence  — 
Thine  arguments  reach  me  :  a  non-sequence  1 
Yet  blush  not  discouraged,  O  Father  I 
I  stand  unconverted,  the  rather 
That  nowise  I  need  a  oonversion. 
No  live  man  (I  cap  thy  assertion) 
By  argument  ever  could  take  hold 
Of  me.    'T  was  the  dead  thing,  the  clay-«old, 
Which  grinned  ^  Art  thou  so  in  a  hurry 
That  out  qf  warm  light  thou  must  scurry 
And  join  me  down  here  in  the  dungeon 
Because^  above^  one  ^s  Jack  and  one  —  John^ 
One '«  swift  in  the  raoe^  one — a  hobbler^ 
One  ^s  a  crowned  king  and  one  —  a  capped  cob- 
bler, 
Rich  and  poor,  sage  and  fool,  virtuous,  vicious  f 
Why  complain  f    Art  thou  so  unsuspicious 
That  all  'sfor  an  hour  ofessayina 
Who  ^8, fit  and  who '«  unfit  for  playing 
His  part  in  the  after-construction 
—  Heaven's  Piece  whereof  Earth 's  the  Induction  f 
Things  rarely  go  smooth  at  Rehearsal. 
Wait  patient  the  change  universal, 
A^nd  act^  and  let  act,  in  existence  J 
For^  as  thou  art  clapj>ed  hence  or  hissed  hence. 
Thou  hast  thy  promotion  or  otherwise. 
And  why  must  wise  thou  have  thy  brother  wise 
Because  in  rehearsal  thy  cue  be 
To  shine  by  the  side  of  a  booby  f 
No  polish  na  garnet  to  ruby  ! 
All  ^s  well  that  ends  well  —  through  ArCs  magic. 
Some  end,  wheOier  comic  or  tragic. 
The  Artist  has  purposed,  be  certain! 
Explained  at  the  fall  of  the  curtain  — 
In  showing  thy  wisdom  at  odds  with  ^ 
That  folly:  he  tries  men  and  gods  with 
No  problem  for  weak  wits  to  solve  meant. 
But  one  worth  such  Author^ s  evolvement. 
So,  back  nor  disturb  piay\s  production 
By  giving  thy  brother  instruction 
To  uirow  up  hisfooVs-part  allotted  ! 
Lest  hapl^  thyself  prove  besotted 
When  stript^for  thy  pains,  qfthat  costume 
Of  sage,  which  has  bred  the  imposthume 
I  prick  to  relieve  thee  of,  —  Vanity  ! ' 

XXIII 

**So,  Father,  behold  me  in  sanity  ! 
I  ^m  back  to  the  palette  and  raahlstick: 
And  as  for  Man  —  let  eaoh  and  all  stick 
To  what  was  prescribed  them  at  starting  I 
Once  planted  as  fools  —  no  departing 
From  folly  one  inch,  soBcuiorum 


In  scecula  I    Pass  me  the  jorum. 
And  push  me  the  platter  —  my  stomach 
Retains,  through  its  fasting,  still  some  ache— 
And  then,  witli  your  kind  nenedicite, 
Good-by ! " 

XXIV 

I  have  told  with  simplicity 
My  tale,  dropped  those  harah  analytics* 
And  tried  to  content  you,  my  critics. 
Who  greeted  my  earlv  nprismg  1 
I  knew  you  through  all  toe  di^^ising. 
Droll  dogs,  as  I  jumped  up,  cri^  **  Heyday ! 
This  Monday  is  —  what  else  but  May-day  ? 
And  these  in  the  drabs,  bines,  and  yeUom, 
Are  surely  the  privileged  fellows. 
So,  saltbox  and  bones,  tongs  and  bellows !  " 
(I  threw  up  the  window) '  Your  pleaanre  ?  '* 

XXV 

Then  he  who  directed  the  measure  — 
An  old  friend  —  put  leg  forward  nimbly, 
^*  We  critics  as  sweeps  out  your  chimbly ! 
Much  soot  to  remove  from  yonr  flue,  sir  I 
Who  spares  coal  in  kitchen  an't  yon,  sir ! 
And  neighbors  complain  it 's  no  joke,  sir, 
—  You  ought  to  consume  your  own  smoke,  sir !  "^ 

XXVI 

Ah,    rogues,   bat   my   housemaid    sospeda 
yon  — 
Is  oonndent  oft  she  detects  you 
In  bringing  more  filth  into  my  house 
Than  ever  you  found  there  1    I  *m  pious. 
However :  'twas  God  made  you  dingy 
And  me  -with  no  need  to  be  stingv 
Of  soap,  when  'tis  sixpence  the  packet. 
So,  dance  away,  boys,  dust  my  jacket. 
Bang  drum  and  blow  fife  —  ay.  and  rattle 
Your  brushes,  for  that 's  half  tlie  battle ! 
Don't  trample  the  grass,  —  hocus-pocus 
With  grime  my  Spring  snowdrop  and  crocus,  — 
And,  what  wiUi  yonr  rattling  and  tinkfing. 
Who  knows  but  yon  give  me  an  inkling 
How  music  sounds,  tnanks  to  the  jangle 
Of  regular  drum  and  trian&rle  ? 
Whereby,  tap-tap,  ohink-cnink,  't  is  proven 
I  break  rule  as  bad  as  Beethoven. 
*'  That  chord  now  —  a  groan  or  a  grunt  is 't  ? 
Schumann's  self  was  no  worse  contrapuntist. 
No  ear  1  or  if  ear,  so  tough-gristled  — 
He  thought  that  he  sung  while  he  whistled  ! '" 

XXVII 

So,  this  time  I  whistle,  not  sing  at  all. 
My  story,  the  largess  I  fiing  at  all 
And  every  the  rough  there  whose  aubade 
Did  its  best  to  amuse  me,  —  nor  so  bad  f 
Take  my  thanks,  pick  up  largess,  and  scamper 
Off  free,  ere  your  mirth  gets  a  damper ! 
You  've  Monday,  your  one  day,  your  fun-diqr. 
While  mine  is  a  year  that 's  all  Sunday. 
I  've    seen    yon,     times  —  who     knows     ho« 

many?  — 
Dance  in  here,  strike  np,  play  the  zany. 
Make  months  at  the  Tenant,  hoot  warning 
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Toa  ^11  find  him  decuaped  next  May-mominsr ; 
Then  scuttle  away,  g'lad  to  ^acapu  hence 
With  —  kicks  ?  no,  bat  lauj^hter  and  ha^penoe ! 
Mine  's  freehold,  by  gnee  of  the  iprand  Lord 
Who  lets  out  tlie  tfruund  here,  —  my  landlord : 
To  him  1  pay  quit-tent  —  devotion ; 
Nor  hence  sliall  I  budijre,  I  've  a  notion^ 
Nay,  here  shall  my  whistling:  and  singing 
Set  all  his  street's  echoes  aninging 
I^ong  after  the  last  of  yonr  nnmber 
ilas  ceased  my  front-conrt  to  encumber 
While,  treadii^  down  rose  and  ranonoulna. 
Yon  Tommy-maheTOom'for-your-UncU  as ! 
Troop,  all  of  yon  —  man  or  homnuculos. 
Quick  march  {  for  Xanthippe,  my  hooflemaid. 
If  once  on  your  pates  she  a  sonse  made 
With  what,  pan  or  pot,  bowl  or  tkoramU, 
First  comes  to  her  hand  —  things  were  more 

amtasi 
I  would  not  for  worlds  be  yoor  place  in— ' 
Recipient  of  slops  from  the  basin  ! 
Yon,  Jack-in-the-Oreen,  leaf-and-twigfpabneas 
Won*t  save  a  dry  thread  on  your  priggishness ! 
While  as  for  Qailp-Hop^*-my-thamb  there, 
Banjo-Byron    that    twangs   the   Btmm-stmm 

there  — 
He  'U  think  at  the  pickle  he  enraes, 
I  've  diaeharged  on  nis  pate  his  own  toihcs  I 
**  Dwarfs  are  saucy,"  says  Dickens :  so,  saocod 

in 
Your  own  sanoe,^  •  •  • 

XXVIII 

Bat,  back  to  mj  Knight  of  the  Pencil, 
Dismissed  to  his  uesco  and  stencil ! 
Whose  story  —  b^im  with  a  chackle. 
And     throo^hoat     timed     by    raps    of    the 

knuckle,  — 
To  small  enough  pnrpose  were  studied 
H  it  ends  with  crown  cracked  or  nose  bloodied* 
Cbme,  critics,  —  not  shake  hands,  excuse  me ! 
Bat  —  say  have  you  grudged  to  amuse  me 
This  once  in  the  forty -and-over 
\jomg  jean  since  you  trampled  my  clover 
And  scared  from  mv  hou4<.^c^aves  each  sparrow 
I  neTer  once  harmed  br  that  arrow 
Of  song,  karterotatoa  Uios, 
( Which  Pindar  declar<;H  the  true  nulog,) 
I  was  forging  and  filing  and  finishing. 
And  no  whit  my  labors  dimini-thiiuf 
Hecanse,  though  high  up  in  a  eha^u^jer 
Where  none  of  your  kmney  mav  cLunber 
Your  hullabaloo  would  approacn  me  ? 
Was    it     **fiTammar"     wherein     yon    would 

'•  coach  "  me  — 
Yaiiy  — pacing  in  sven  that  paddock 
Of  language  adlotted  you  aa  hoc. 
With  a  dog  at  yo^ar  fetlocks,  —  you  —  sconiers 
Of  me  free  of  all  its  f onr  comers  ? 
Was    it    **  clearness   of    words    which  conrej 

thoujFht**? 
Ay,  if  words  never  needed  enswathe  sught 
But  ignonmee,  impudence,  enry 
And  malice  —  what  word-swathe  would  then  vie 


No, 
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Ona  tUiv  ao  very  nuaU  ?  **  —  Printer's  DerU. 


With  yours  for  a  oleamess  crjrstalline  2 
But  had  you  to  put  in  one  small  line 
iiome  thought  h\g  and  bouncing  —  as  noddle 
Of  goose,  bom  to  cackle  and  waddle 
And  bite  at  man's  heel  as  goose-wont  is. 
Never  felt  plague  its  pun^  oBfrantis  — 
You  'd  know,  as  you  hiasea,  spat  and  spat- 
tered, ^ 
Clear  cackle  is  easily  uttered  1 

XXIX 

Lo,  I  've  laughed  out  my  laugh  on  this  mirth- 
day ! 

Beside,  at  week's  end,  dawns  my  birthday. 

That  hehdomej  hieron  emar  — 

(More  things  m  a  day  than  you  deem  are  !> 

— Tei  gar  ApoUona  chrusaora 

Egeinato  Leto.    bo,  gray  or  ray 

Betide  me,  six  days  hence,  I  'm  vexed  hers 

By  no  sweep,  that 's  certain,  till  next  year  I 

^*  Vexed  ?  —  roused  from  what  else  were  in- 
sipid ease ! 

Leave  snoring  abed  to  Pheidippides !  ^ 

We  '11  up  and  work !  won't  we,  Eoripidea  ? 
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The  figure  that  thou  here  seat  .  .  .  Tut  I 
Was  it  for  gentle  Shakespeare  put  ? 

B.  JONMH.     {4dtt04J.\ 

I— "NBxrPoet?"    No,  myheortua, 

I  nor  aun  nor  fain  would  be  I 
Choose  your  chiefs  and  pick  your  parties. 

Not  one  soul  revolt  to  me  1 
I,  forsooth,  sow  song^edition  7 

I,  a  schism  in  verse  provoke  ? 
I,  blown  up  by  bard's  ambition. 

Burst  —  your  bubble-king  ?    Yon  joke. 

Come,  be  grave  1    The  sherris  ™— ♦K-g 

Still  about  each  mouth,  mayhap. 
Breeds  you  insight  —  just  a  scantling  — 

Brings  me  truth  out  —  just  a  scrap. 
Look  amd  tell  me  I    Written,  spokeu. 

Here 's  my  life-long  work  :  and  where 
—  Where  *s  yonr  warrant  or  my  token 

I  'm  the  dead  king's  worn,  and  heir  ? 


Here 's  my  work :  does  work 

Wh^  was  rest  from  work  —  my  life  ? 
Did  I  live  man's  hater,  lover  ? 

Leave  the  world  at  peace,  at  strife  7 
Call  earth  u^^liness  or  oeauty  ? 
J>ee  things  there  in  large  or  smaD  ? 
L^se  to  pay  its  Lord  my  d  aty  ? 

Use  to  own  a  lord  at  all  ? 

Blank  of  sndi  a  record,  trulTj 

Here 's  the  woik  I  hand,  this  senQ, 
Yours  to  take  or  leave  ;  as  dulv. 

Mine  remains  the  unprofferei)  souL 
So  much,  no  whit  more,  my  debtors — 

How  should  ooe  like  roe  lay  claiaa 
To  that  lar?esB  eldem.  betters 

Sell  you  cheap  their  souls  for — ; 
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Which  of  you  did  I  enable 

Once  to  slip  inside  uy  breast, 
There  to  catalogue  and  label 

What  I  like  least,  what  love  best, 
Hope  and  fear,  believe  and  doubt  of, 

Seek  and  shun,  respect  —  deride  ? 
Who  has  right  to  make  a  rout  of 

Rarities  he  found  inside  ? 

Rarities  or,  as  he  M  rather^ 

Rubbish  such  as  stocks  his  own : 
Need  and  greed  (oh,  strange)  the  Father 

Fashioned  not  for  him  alone ! 
Whence  —  the  comfort  set  arstrutting, 

Whence  —  the  outcry  **  Haste,  behold  I 
Bfu^'s  breast  open  wide,  past  shutting, 

Shows  what  brass  we  took  for  gold!  *' 

Friends,  I  doubt  not  he  *d  display  you 

Brass  —  myself  call  oriehalc,  — 
Furnish  much  amusement  ;  pray  yon 

Therefore,  be  content  1  balk 
Him  and  you,  and  bar  rny  portal  I 

Here  *8  my  work  outsiae  :  opine 
What  *s  inside  me  mean  and  mortal ! 

Take  your  pleasure,  leave  me  mine  I 

Which  is  —  not  to  buy  your  laurel 

As  last  king  did,  nothing  loth. 
Tale  adorned  and  points  moral 

Gained  him  praise  and  pity  both. 
Out  rushed  signs  and  groans  by  dozens, 

Forth  by  scores  oaths,  cunes  flew : 
Proving  you  were  cater-cousins. 

Kith  and  kindred,  king  and  you ! 

Whereas  do  I  ne^er  so  little 

(Thanks  to  sherris),  leave^  ajar 
Bosom's  gate  —  no  iot  nor  tittle 

Grow  we  nearer  than  we  are. 
Sinnii^,  sorrowing,  despairing, 

Body-ruined,  spirit-wrecked,  — 
Should  I  give  my  woes  an  airing.  — 

Where  's  one  plague  that  claims  respect  ? 

Have  you  found  your  life  distasteful  ? 

My  life  did  and  does  smack  sweet. 
Was  your  youth  of  pleasure  wasteful  ? 

Mine  I  saved  and  nold  complete. 
Doyour  joys  with  a;ge  diminish  ? 

When  mine  fail  me,  I  Ul  complain. 
Must  in  death  your  da>!Vht  finish  ? 

My  sun  sets  to  rise  again. 

What,  like  you,  he  proved  —  your  Pilgrim - 

This  our  world  a  wilderness. 
Earth  still  gray  and  heaven  still  grim, 

Not  a  hand  there  his  might  press, 
Not  a  heart  his  own  might  throb  to, 

Men  all  rogues  and  women  —  say, 
Dolls  which  boys*  heads  duck  and  bob  to, 

Grown  folk  drop  or  throw  away  ? 

My  experience  being  other. 

How  should  I  contribute  verse 
Worthy  of  your  king  and  brother  ? 

Balaam-like  I  bless,  not  curse. 


I  find  earth  not  ^rnty  but  roi^. 
Heaven  not  gnm  but  fair  of  hue. 

Do  I  stoop  ?    1  pluck  a  poqr. 
Do  I  stand  and  stare?    All  *b  bine. 

Doubtless  I  am  pushed  and  shoved  by 
Rogues  and  fools  enough :  the  more 

Qood  luck  mine,  I  love,  am  loved  by 
Some  few  honest  to  the  core. 

Scan  the  near  high,  scout  the  far  low ! 
^  ^*  But  the  low  come  close :  '*  what  then? 

Simpletons  ?    My  match  is  Marlowe ; 
Sciolists  ?    My  mate  is  Ben. 

Womankind  —  *^  the  cat-like  nature. 

False  and  fickle,  vain  and  weak  "  — 
What  of  this  sad  nomenclature 

Suits  my  tongue,  if  I  must  speak  ? 
Does  the  sex  invite,  repulse  so. 

Tempt,  betray,  by  fits  and  starts? 
So  becalm  but  to  convulse  so. 

Decking  heads  and  breaking  hearts  ? 

Well  may  yon  blaspheme  at  f ortone  I 

I  ^*  threw  Venus^*  (Ben,  expound  I) 
Never  did  I  need  importune 

Her,  of  all  the  Olympian  romuL 
Blessings  on  my  benefactress  I 

Cursings  suit  —  for  aught  I  know  — 
Those  who  twitched  her  by  the  back  tress. 

Tugged  and  thought  to  turn  her — so  I 

Therefore,  since  no  leg  to  stand  on 

Thus  I  'm  left  with,  — joy  or  grief 
Be  the  issue,  —  I  abandon 

Hope  or  care  you  name  me  Chief ! 
Chief  and  king  and  Lord's  anointed, 

I  ?  —  who  never  onoe  have  wished 
Death  before  the  day  appointed : 

Lived  and  liked,  not  poohed  and  pished  I 

"  Ah,  but  so  I  shall  not  enter, 

Scroll  in  hand,  the  common  heart  — 
Stopped  at  surface  :  since  at  centre 

Song    should   reach   Wek-schmerz^    worid' 
smart  I " 
''  Enter  in  the  heart  ?  "    Its  shelly 

Cuirass  guard  mine,  fore  and  ait ! 
Such  song  *^  enters  in  the  belly 

And  is  cast  out  in  the  draught.*' 


Back  then  to  our  sherris-brewage ! 

"  Kinfipship  "  quotha  ?    I  shall  wait- 
Waive  tne  present  time  :  some  new  age  .  •  • 

But  let  fools  anticipate  ! 
Meanwhilegreet  me  —  '*  friend,  good  fellow, 

Gentle  Will,"  my  merry  men ! 
As  for  making  Envy  yellow 

With  "  Next  Poet  '^-  (Mannem,  Ben !) 


HOUSE 

Shaix  I  sonnei«ing  you  about  myself  ? 

Do  I  live  in  a  house  yon  would  like  to 
Is  it  scant  of  gear,  has  it  store  of  pelf? 

*'  Unlock  my  beart  with  a  sonnet-key  f  " 
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Invite  the  world,  as  my  betters  lutTe  done  ? 

^*  Take  notice :  diis  bnildiuf;  leouunson  view. 
Its  suites  of  reception  every  one. 

Its  private  apartment  and  bedroom  too ; 

"  For  a  ticket,  apoly  to  the  Publisher.'* 
No  :  thanking:  tne  public,  I  must  decline. 

A  peep  through  my  window,  if  folk  prefer ; 
But,  please  you,  no  foot  over  threshold  of 
mme! 

I  have  mixed  with  a  crowd  and  heard  free  talk 
In  a  foreign  land  where  an  earthquake  chanced 

And  a  house  stood  gaping,  naught  to  balk 
Man's  eye  wherever  he  gaxed  or  glanced. 

The  whole  of  the  frontage  shaven  sheer. 
The  inside  gaped  :  exposed  to  day, 

Rifi^t  and  wrong  and  common  and  queer, 
Bare,  as  the  {Mlm  of  your  hand,  it  lay. 

The  owner?  Oh,  he  had  been  erushed,  no 
doubt ! 

**  Odd  tables  and  chairs  for  a  man  of  wealth  I 
What  a  parcel  of  musty  old  books  about ! 

He  smoked,  —  no  wonder  he  lost  his  health ! 

'*  I  doubt  if  he  bathed  before  he  dressed. 

A  brasier  ?  —  the  pagan,  he  burned  perfumes ! 
Yon  see  it  is  proved,  what  the  neighbors  guessed : 

His  wife  tmd  himself  had  separate  rooms." 

Friends,  the  goodman  of  the  house  at  least 
Kept  house  to  himself  till  an  earthquake  came : 

'T  is  the  fall  of  its  frontage  permits  yon  feast 
On  the  inside  amingement  you  praise  or  blame. 

Outside  should  suffice  for  evidence : 

And  whoso  desires  to  penetrate 
Deeper,  must  dive  by  the  spirit-sense  — 

No  optics  like  yours,  at  any  rate  I 


»t 


Hoity-toity  !    A  street  to  exdjore. 
Tour  house  the  exception !  *  With  this  tame  key 
Skakemare  unlocked  his  hearty*  once  more !  " 
Did  Shakespeare  ?  If  so,  the  less  Shakespeare 
he! 


SHOP 

So,  friend,  your  shop  was  aD  year  house ! 
Its  front,  astonishing  the  street. 

Invited  view  from  man  and  mnuse 
To  what  diversity  of  treat 
Behind  its  glass  —  the  single  sheet  I 

What  gimcracks,  genuine  Japanese : 
Gape-jaw  and  goggle-eye,  the  frog ; 

Dragons,  owls,  monkeys,  beetles,  geese ; 
Some  crush-nosed  human-hearted  dog: 
Queer  names,  too,  such  a  catalogue  1 

I  thought  '*  And  he  who  owns  the  wealth 
Which  blocks  the  window  *8  vastitnde, 

—  Ah,  could  I  peep  at  him  by  stealth 
Belund  his  ware,  pass  shop,  intrude 


On  boose  itself* 


,cr, 


rere  vie 


wed! 


ti 


If  wide  and  showy  thus  the  shop, 
What  must  the  habitation  prove  ? 
The  true  house  with  no  name  artop  — 
The  mansion,  distant  one  remove, 
Once  get  him  oif  his  traffic-groove  1 

"  Pictures  he  likes,  or  books  perhaps ; 
And  as  for  bujring  most  and  best. 

Commend  me  to  these  city  chaps  I 
Or  else  he  's  social,  takes  his  rest 
On  Sundays,  with  a  Lord  for  guest. 

"Some  suburb-palace,  parked  about 
And  gated  grandly,  built  last  year : 

The  foui^mile  walk  to  keep  off  gout ; 
Or  big  seat  sold  by  bankrupt  peer : 
But  tnen  he  takes  the  rail,  that  *s  dear. 

**  Or,  stop  !    I  wager,  taste  selects 
Some  ontro^-the-way,  some  all-unknown 

Retreat :  the  neighborhood  suspects 
Little  that  he  who  rambles  lone 
Makes  Rothschild  tremble  on  his  throne !  '* 


Nowise  I    Nor  Mayfair  residence 
Fit  to  receive  and  entertain,  — 

Nor  Hampetead  villa's  kind  defence 
From  noise  and  crowd,  from  dust  and  drain,  — 
Nor  country-box  was  soul's  domain  I 

Nowise !    At  back  of  aU  that  niread 
Of  merchandise,  woe 's  me,  i  find 

A  hole  i'  the  wall  wherCj  heels  by  head. 
The  owner  couched,  his  ware  behind, 
—  In  cupboard  suited  to  his  mind. 

For  why  ?    He  saw  no  use  of  life 
But,  while  he  drove  a  roaring  trade, 

To  chuckle  "  Customers  are  rife !  '* 
To  chafe  "  So  much  hard  cash  outlaid^ 
Tet  zero  in  my  profits  made ! 

"  This  novelty  costs  pain,  bnt —takes  ? 
Cumbers  my  counter  I    Stock  no  more  I 

lliis  article,  no  such  great  shakes. 
Fizzes  like  wildfire  ?    Underscore 
The  cheap  thing  —  thousands  to  the  fore !  '^ 

'T  was  lodging  best  to  live  most  nigfa 
(Cramp,  comnlike  as  crib  might  be) 

Receipt  of  Custom  ;  ear  and  eye 
Wanted  no  ontworid :  **  Hear  and  see 
The  bustle  in  the  shop ! "  quoth  he. 


we  groped 


My  fancy  of  a  merchant-prince 
Was  (Ufferent.    Through  his 

Our  darkliiv  way  to  —  not  to  mince 
The  matter — no  black  den  where 
The  master  if  we  interloped  I 


Shop  was  shop  only :  honsdiold-stuff  ? 
What  did  he  want  with  comforts  there  ? 
Walls,  ceiling,  fioor,  stay  blank  and  rough, 
So  goods  on  sale  show  rich  and  rare  I 
'Sell  and  scud  home,  *  be  shop's  affair  I " 


»» 


What  might  he  deal  in?    Gems, 
Since  somehow  bi 


suppose 
le  done 
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PISGAH-SIGHTS 


At  cost  of  trouble ,  — aee,  he  throws 
You  choice  of  jewels,  every  one, 
Gtood,  better,  best,  star,  moon,  and  snn ! 

Which  lies  within  your  power  of  purse  ? 
This  ruby  that  would  tip  aright 

Solomon's  sceptre  ?    Oh,  your  nurse 
Wants  simply  coral,  the  delight 
Of  teething  baby,  —  stuff  to  bite  I 

However  your  choice  fell,  straight  you  took 
Tour  purchase,  prompt  your  money  rang 

On  counter,  —  scarce  the  man  forsook 
His  studv  of  the  *''  Times,"  just  swang 
Till-ward  his  hand  that  stopped  the  clang,  — 

Then  off  made  bu^er  with  a  prize. 
Then  seller  to  his  *^  Times     returned  ; 

And  so  did  day  wear,  wear,  till  eyes 
Brightened  apace,  for  rest  was  earned  : 
He  locked  door  long  ere  candle  burned. 

And  whither  went  he  V    Ask  himself. 
Not  me  !    To  change  of  scene,  I  think. 

Ouce  sold  the  ware  and  pursed  the  pelf. 
Chaffer  was  scarce  his  meat  and  drink, 
Nor  all  his  music  —  money-chink. 

Because  a  man  has  shop  to  mind 
In  time  and  place,  since  flesh  must  live, 

Needs  spirit  lack  all  life  behind. 
All  stray  thoughts,  fancies  fugitive. 
All  loves  except  what  trade  can  give  ? 

I  want  to  know  a  butcher  paints, 
A  baker  rhymes  for  his  pursuit. 

CaiuUestick-raaker  much  acquaints 
His  soul  with  song,  or,  haplv  mute. 
Blows  out  his  brains  upon  the  flute  I 

But  —  shop  each  day  and  all  day  long  ! 
Friend,  your  good  angel  slept,  your  star 

Snffei-ed  eclipse,  fate  did  you  wrong  ! 
From  where  tnese  sorts  of  treasures  are. 
There  should  our  hearts  be  —  Christ,  how  far  t 


PISGAH-SIGHTS 

When  sanctioning  a  volume  of  Selections  {ram 
his  poems.  Browning  made  a  third  of  Pisgah- 
Sights  to  consist  of  the  Proem  to  La  Saisiaz, 

I 

Over  the  ball  of  it. 

Peering  and  prying. 
How  I  see  all  of  it. 

Life  there,  outlying ! 
Rmi?hnP8s  and  smoothness, 

Shine  and  defilement, 
Grace  and  unconthness : 

One  reconcilement. 

Orbed  as  appointed, 

Sister  with  brother 
Joins,  neVr  disjoint^^d 

One  from  the  other. 


All  's  lend-and-borrow ; 

Good,  see,  wants  evil, 
Joy  demands  sorrow. 

Angel  weds  devil ! 

"  Which  things  must  —  u^yhe?  " 
Vain  our  endeavor ! 
So  shall  things  aye  be 
'  As  they  were  ever. 
**  Such  things  should  «o  be  !  *' 
Sage  our  desistence  I 
Rou^h-sroooth  let  globe  be. 
Mixed  —  man's  existence  ! 

Man  —  wise  and  foolish. 

Lover  and  scomer. 
Docile  and  mulish  — 

Keep  each  his  comer ! 
Honey  yet  gall  of  it  I 

There 's  tne  life  lying, 
And  I  see  all  of  it. 

Only,  I  'm  dying  ! 

II 

Could  I  but  live  again 

Twice  my  life  over. 
Would  I  once  strive  again? 

Would  not  I  cover 
Quietly  all  of  it—  ^ 

Greed  and  ambition  — 


So,  from  the  pall  of  it, 
I^ass  to  f  rmtion  ? 


ii 


Soft ! "  I  M  say,  "Soul  mine  I 

Thi«e-score  and  ten  years, 
Let  the  blind  mole  mine 

Digging  out  deniers ! 
Let  the  oased  hawk  soar. 

Claim  tlie  sun^s  rights  too  I 
Turf  't  is  thy  walk 's  o'er. 

Foliage  thy  flight 's  to." 

Only  a  learner. 

Quick  one  or  slow  one. 
Just  a  discemer, 

I  would  teach  no  one. 
I  am  earth's  native : 

No  rearranging  it ! 
I  be  creative, 

Chopping  and  changing  it? 

March,  men,  my  fellows  ! 

Tliose  who,  above  me, 
(Distance  so  mellows) 

Fancy  you  love  me : 
Those  who,  below  me, 

(Distance  makes  great  so) 
Free  to  forego  me, 

Fancy  you  hate  so  1 

Praising,  reviling. 

Worst  head  and  best  bend. 
Past  me  defiling. 

Never  arrested, 
Wanters,  abounders, 

March,  in  gay  mixture, 
Men.  my  surronnders  ! 

I  am  the  fixture. 


NATURAL  MAGIC 
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So  shall  I  fear  thee, 

Mi^htineas  yonder ! 
Muck-ttun  —  more  near  thee, 

What  is  to  wonder? 
So  shall  I  lore  thee, 

Down  in  the  dark,  —  lest 
Glowworm  I  prove  thee. 

Star  that  now  sparkiest ! 

FEARS  AND  SCRUPLES 

In  answer  to  a  letter  of  inquiry,  addiessed  to 
him  by  Mr.  W.  6.  Kingaland,  Browning  wrote 
the  following:  in  regard  to  the  meaning  of  thb 
poem :  **  I  think  that  the  point  I  wanted  to 
illustrate  was  this :  Where  there  is  a  genuiue 
love  of  the  '  letters '  and  *  aotions '  of  the  invis- 
ible ^  friend,*  —  however  these  may  be  disad- 
vantaged by  an  inability  to  meet  the  objections 
to  their  authenticity  or  historical  value  urged 
by  *  experts  *  who  assume  the  privilege  of  learn- 
ings over  ignorance,  —  it  would  indeed  be  a 
wrong  to    the  wisdom  and    goodness  of    the 

*  friend  *  if  he  were  supposed  capable  of  over- 
looking the  actual  *  love  *  and  only  considering 
the  '  ignonmce  *  which,  failing  to  in  any  degree 
affect  *  love/  ia  really  the  highest  evidence  that 

*  love  *  exists.  So  I  meanty  whether  the  result 
be  clear  or  uo.** 

Hkrk  's  my  case.    Of  old  I  used  to  love  him, 
This  same  unseen  friend,  before  I  knew : 

Dream  there  was  none  Uke  him,  none  above 
him, — 
Wake  to  hope  and  trust  my  dream  was  true. 

Loved  I  not  his  letters  full  of  beauty  ? 

Not  his  actions  famous  far  and  wide  ? 
Ab<i»nt,  he  would  know  I  vowed  him  duty ; 

Praant,  he  would  find  me  at  his  side. 

Pleasant  fancy  !  for  I  had  but  letters. 

Only  knew  of  actions  b^  hearsay : 
He  himself  was  basied  with  ray  betters  ; 

What  of  that  ?  My  turn  must  come  some  day. 

**Some  dav  *'  proving  — no  day  I    Here's  the 
puzzle. 
Passed  and  passed  my  turn  is.    Why  com- 
plain? 
He 's  so  busied  !    If  I  could  but  muzzle 
People's  foolish  mouths  that  give  me  pain ! 

*' Letters ?"  (hear  them!)  'Ton  a  judge  of 
writing  ? 

Ask  the  experts  !  How  they  shake  the  head 
O^er  these  characters,  your  friend's  inditing  — 

Call  them  forgery  from  A  to  Z  J 

^  Aotions  ?  Where 's  your  oertain  proof  "  (they 
bother) 

**  He,  of  aU  yon  find  so  great  and  good, 
He,  he  only,  claims  this,  that,  the  other 

Action  —  claimed  by  men,  a  multitude  ?  " 


I  can  simply  wish  I  might  rehita  you. 
Wish    my   friend    would, —  by    a    word,  a 
wink, — 
Bid  me  stop  that  foolish  month, — you  brute 
you! 
He  keeps  absent,  —  why,  I  cannot  think. 

Never  mind  I     Though  fooBshneia  may  flout 
me. 
One  thing  's  sure  enough :  't  is  neither  frost. 
No,  nor  fire,  shall  freeze  or  burn  from  out  me 
Thanks  for  truth  —  though  falsehood,  gained 
—  though  lost. 

All  my  days,  I  '11  go  the  softlier,  sadlier. 
For  that  dream's  sake !     How  forget  the 
thrill 
Through  and  through  me  as  I  thought  **The 
gladlier 
Lives  my  friend  because  I  love  him  still  I  " 

Ah,  but  there 's  a  menace  some  one  utters ! 
**  What  and  if  your  friend  at  home  play 
tricks? 
Peep  at  hide-and-seek  behind  ihe  shutters  ? 
Mean  your  eyes  should  pierce  through  solid 
bnoks  ? 

**  What  and  if  he,  frowning,  wake  you, 
dreamy? 

Lay  on  you  the  blame  that  bricks — oonoeal  f 
Say  *  At  Ucui  I  saw  who  did  not  see  m«. 

Does  see  now,  amd  prtsendy  ahaUfeel '  f  " 

**  Why,  that  makes  your  friend  a  monster!  " 

say  ^on : 

"  Had  his  house  no  window  ?    At  first  nod. 

Would  you  not  have  hailed  him?"    Hush,  I 

prav  vou ! 

What  if  this  friend  happened  to  be  —  God  ? 


NATURAL  MAGIC 

All  I  can  say  is  —  I  saw  it ! 

The  room  was  as  bare  as  your  hand. 

I  locked  in  the  swarth  little  lady,  —  I  swear^ 

From  the  head  to  the  foot  of  her  —  well,  quite 
as  bare ! 

''  No  Nautch  shall  cheat  me,"  said  I,  ''  taku« 
my  stand 

At  this  bolt  which  I  draw  I  "  And  this  bolt  — 
I  withdraw  it. 

And  there  laughs  the  lady,  not  bare,  bat  em- 
bowered 

With  —  who  knows  what  verdure,  o'erfmited, 
o'erflowered  ? 

Impossible  !    Only  —  I  saw  it ! 

All  I  can  sing  is  —  I  feel  it ! 

This  life  was  as  blank  as  that  room ; 

I  let  you  pass  in  here.    Precaution,  indeed  ? 

Walls,  ceiling  and  floor,  —  not  a  chanoe  for  a 

weed! 
Wide  opens  the  entrance :   where 's  cold  now, 

where  's  gloom  ? 
No  May  to  sow  seed  here,  no  June  to  reveal 

it, 
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MAGICAL  NATURE 


Behold  yon  enshrined  in  these  blooms  of  your 

These  fmits  of  yonr  bearing  —  nay,  birds  of 

yonr  winsing  I 
A  fairy-tale  I    Only  —  I  feel  it ! 


MAGICAL  NATURE 

Flower— I  never  fancied,  jewel— I  profess 
you! 
Briflfht  I  see  and  soft  I  feel  the  outside  of  a 
flower. 
Save   but   glow  inside  and  —  jewel,  I   should 
guess  you. 
Dim  to  sight  and  rough  to  touch :  the  glory  is 
the  dower. 

You,   forsooth,  a  flower?     Nay,  my  love,  a 
jewel  — 
Jewel  at  no  mercy  of   a  moment  in  your 
prime! 
Time  may  fray  the  flower-face  :  kind  be  time 
or  cruel. 
Jewel,  from  each  facet,  flash  your  laugh  at 
time  I 


BIFURCATION 

Wb  were  two  lovers ,  let  me  lie  by  her. 
My  tomb  beside  her  tomb.    On  hers  inscribe  — 
**  1  loved  him  ;  but  my  reason  bade  prefer 
Duty  to  love,  reject  the  terapter^s  bribe 
Of  rose  and  lily  when  each  path  diverged. 
And  either  I  must  pace  to  lifers  far  end 
As  love  should  lead  me,  or,  as  dut^  urged. 
Plod    the    worn    causeway    arm-in-arm    with 

friend. 
So,  truth  turned  falsehood :    *  How  I  loathe  a 

flovoer^ 
How  prize  the  pavement!^   still  caressed  his 

ear  — 
The  deafish  f riend^s  —  through  lifers  day,  hour 

by  hour. 
As  he  langhod   (coughing)  *  Ay^  it  would  ap- 


pear 
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But  deep  within  my  heart  of  hearts  there  hid 
Ever  the  confid(*nce,  amends  for  all, 
That  heaven  repairs  what  wrong  earth^s  jour- 
ney did. 
When  love  from  life-long  exile  comes  at  call. 
Duty  and  love,  one  broad  way,  were  the  best  — 
Who  doabts  ?     Bnt  one  or  other  was  to  choose, 
I  chose  the  darkling  half,  and  wait  the  rest 
In  that  new  world  where  light  and  darkness 
fuse." 

Inscribe  on  mine  —  "I  loved  her :  lovers  track 

lay 
O'er  sand  and  pebble,  as  all  travellers  know. 
Dutv  led  through  a  smiling  country,  gav 
With  greensward  where  the  rose  and  lily  blow. 
*  Ow  roads  are  diverse :  fareioell,  love  I '  said 

she: 
*^Tia  duty  I  abide  by :  homely  sward 
And  not  the  rock-rough  picturesque  fir  me  ! 
Above,  where  both  roads  join,  I  wait  reward. 


Be  you  as  constant  to  the  path  whereon 

I  leave  you  planted ! '    But  man  needs  mint 

move, 
Keep  moving  —  whither,  when  the  star  is  gone 
Whereby  he  steps  secure  nor  strays  from  love  ? 
No  stone  but  I  was  tripped  by,  stumbling-block 
But  brought  me  to  confusion.     Where  ifell. 
There  I  lay  flat,  if  moss  disguised  the  rock. 
Thence,  if  flint  pierced,  I  rose  and  cried  '  AU  U 

well! 
Duty  be  mine  to  tread  in  that  high  sphere 
Where  love  from  duty  ne'er  disparU,  1  truat. 
And  two  halves  make  that  whole,  whereqf— since 

here 
One  must  st^ffice  a  man  —  why^  this  one  mmst !  -  ^ 

Inscribe   each  tomb   thus :     then,  some  sage 

acquaint 
The  simple  —  which  holds  sinner,  which  holdi 

samtl 


NUMPHOLEPTOS 

The  Browning  Society  became  ao  pnakd 
over  the  interpretation  of  this  poem  thst 
through  Dr.  Fumivall  it  applied  to  the  poet  for 
an  explanation  and  he  replied :  "  Is  not  the  key 
to  the  meaning  of  the  poem  in  its  title  rvit^ik^ 
TOf  [caught  or  rapt  by  a  nymph]  not  yvvwur- 
poonif  [a  woman  lover]  ?  An  allegory,  that  is, 
of  an  impossible  ideal  object  of  love,  accepted 
conventionally  as  such  by  a  man  who,  all  the 
while,  cannot  quite  blind  himself  to  the  denHUh 
strable  fact  that  the  possessor  of  knowledge 
and  purity  obtained  without  the  natnral  coose- 
quences  of  obtaining  them  by  achievement  — 
not  inheritance,  —  such  a  being  is  imaginary, 
not  real,  a  nymph  and  no  woman;  and  only 
such  an  one  would  be  ignorant  of  and  surprised 
at  the  results  of  a  lover's  endeavor  to  emulate 
the  qualities  which  the  beloved  is  entitled  to 
consider  as  pre-exiBteut  to  earthly  ezperienoe, 
and  independent  of  its  inevitable  results.  I 
had  no  particular  woman  in  my  mind ;  certainly 
never  intended  to  personify  wimlom,  philosophy, 
or  any  other  abstraction  ;  and  the  orb,  raying 
color  out  of  whiteness,  was  altogether  a  fancy 
of  my  own.  The  *  seven  spirits  ^  are  in  the 
Apocalypse,  also  in  Coleridge  and  Byron,  — a 
common  image.^' 

Still   you  stand,  still   you   listen,  stall  yoo 

smile ! 
Still  melts  your  moonbeam  through  me,  white 

awhile. 
Softening,  sweetening,  till  sweet  and  soft 
Increase  so  round  this  heart  of  mine,  that  oft 
I  could  believe  yonr  moonbeam-smile  has  past 
The  pallid  limit,  lies,  transformed  at  last 
To  sunlight  and  salvation  —  warms  the  soul 
It  sweetens,  softens !     Would  yon  pass  that 

goal. 
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Gain  lovers  birth  at  the  limit's  happier  Tetgie, 
And,  where  an  irideecence  Inrks,  but  urg« 
The  heaicatini;  paLiur  on  to  prime 
Of  dawn !  —  true  blood-streaked,  sun-warmth, 

action- time, 
B  V  heart-pulse  ripened  to  a  ruddy  fdow 
Of  gold  above  mr  clay  —  I  scarce  snould  know 
From  gold's  self,  thus  suffused  I     For  gold 

means  love. 
What  means  the  sad  alow  silver  smile  above 
My  clay  but  pity,  pardon  ?  —  at  the  best. 
But  aoquiesoenoe  that  I  take  my  rest, 
Omtented  to  be  day,  while  in  your  heaven 
The  sun  reserves  love  for  the  Spiritr^ven 
Companioning  God's  throne  they  lamp  before, 
—  Leaves  earth  a  mute  waste  only  wandered 

o'er 
Bt  that  pale  soft  sweet  disempassioned  moon 
Which  nniles  me  slow  forgiveness !    Such,  the 

boon 
I  beg  ?    Nay,  dear,  submit  to  Uiis  —  just  this 
Supreme  endeav<w  !    As  my  lips  now  kiss 
Your  feet,  my  arms  convulse  your  shrouding 

robe. 
My  eyes,  acquainted  with  the  dost,  dare  probe 
Tonr  eyes  above  for — what,  if  bom,  would 

blind 
Biine  with  redundant  bliss,  as  flash  may  find 
The  inert  nerve,  sting  awake  the  palsied  limb. 
Bid  with  life's  ecstasy  sense  overbrim 
And  suck  back  death  in  the  resnrging  joy  — 
Love,  the  love  whole  and  sole  without  alloy  1 

Vainly  I    The  promise  withers !    I  em^y 
Lips,  arms,  eyes,  pray  the  prayer  which  finds 

the  worn. 
Make  the  impeal  which  most  be  felt,  not  heard. 
And  none  the  more  is  changed  your  calm  re- 
gard: 
Rather,  its  sweet  and  soft  grow   harsh   and 

hard  — 
Forbearance,  then  repulsion,  then  disdain. 
Avert  the  rest  I    I  rise,  see  I  —  make,  again 
Onoe  more,  the  old  departure  for  some  track 
Untried,  yet  through  a  world  which  brings  me 

back 
Ever  thus  fruitlessly  to  find  your  feet. 
To  fix  your  eyes,  to  prav  the  soft  and  sweet 
AVhich  smile  thdii» — take  from  his  new 

a^e 
Yonr  outcast,  once  your  inmate,  and  aasnage 
With  love —  not  placid  pardon  now  —  his  Uiirst 
For  a  mere  drop  from  out  the  ocean  erst 
He  drank  at!     Well,  the  quest  shall  be  re- 
new^ 
Fear  nothing !    Though  I  linger,  nnerabued 
With  any  drop,  my  lips  thus  clone.     I  go ! 
So  did  I  leave  von,  I  have  found  you  so. 
And  doubtlessly,  if  fated  to  return. 
So  shall  my  pleading  persevere  and  earn 
Pardon  —  not  love  —  in   that   same   smile,    I 

learn. 
And  looe  the  meaning  of,  to  learn  onee  more. 
Vainly  I 

What  fairy  track  dol  explore? 
>Vhat  magic  hall  return  to,  like  the  gem 
Centuply-angled  o'er  a  diadem  ? 


Yoa  dwell  there,  hearted ;  from  your  midmost 

home 
Rays  forth  —  through  that  f antaatie  world  I 

roam 
Ever  —  from  centre  to  eircnmf erence, 
•Shaft  upon  colored  shaft :  this  crimsons  thence. 
That  pniples  out  its  precinct  through  the  waste. 
Surely  I  had  your  sanction  when  I  faced. 
Fared  forth  upon  that  untried  ycUow  rs^ 
Whence  I  retraek  my  steps  ?    They  end  to-day 
Where  they  began,  before  your  feet,  beneath 
Yonr  eyes,  yoni  smile  :  the  blade  is  shut  in 

sneath. 
Fire  quenched  in  flint :  irradiation,  late 
Triomphaut  throns^  tne  distance,  finds  its  fate. 
Merged   in  yonr  nlaak    pure  soul,  alike  the 

source 
And  tomb  of  that  prismatioglow :  divorce 
Abeolute,  all-coneluaive !    Forth  I  fared. 
Treading  the  lambent  flamelet :  little  cared 
If  now  its  flickering  took  the  topas  tint. 
If  now  my  dull-caked  path  gave  sulphury  hint 
Of  subterranean  rage  —  no  stay  nor  stint 
To  yellow,  since  you  sanctioned  that  I  bathe, 
Bumiidi  me,  son!  and  bochr.  swim  and  swathe 
In  yellow  license.     Here  I  reek  suffused 
With  crocus,  saffron,  orange,  as  I  used 
With  scariet,  purple,  eveiy  dye  o*  the  bow 
Bom  of  the  storm-cloud.    As  before,  you  show 
Scarce  recognition,  no  approval,  some 
Mistrust,  more  wcmder  at  a  man  become 
Monstrous  in  garb,  nay  —  flesh  disguised  as  well, 
lliron^  his  adventure.^  Whatsoe'er  befell, 
I  followed,  wheresoe'er  it  wound,  that  vein 
You  authorized  should  leave  your  whiteness, 

stain 
Earth's  sombre  stretch  beyond  yoor  midmnat 

place 
Of  vantage,  —  trode  that  tinct  whereof  the  trace 
On  garb  and  flesh  repel  yon !    Yea,  I  plead 
Your  own  permission  —  yonr  oominaad,  indeed, 
Tliat  who  wonld  worthily  retain  the  love 
Must  share  the  knowledge  shrined  thoae  eyes 

above. 
Go  boldly  on  adventure,  break  through  bounds 
O'  the  quintessential  whiteness  that  surrounds 
Your  feet,  obtain  experience  of  each  tinge 
That  bickers  forth  to  broaden  out,  impinge 
Plainer  his  foot  its  pathway  all  distinct 
From  every  other.    Ah,  the  wonder,  linked 
With  fear,  as  exploration  manifests 
What  agency  it  was  first  tipped  the  crests 
Of  unnamed  wildflower,  soon  protmdinfr  fsraw 
Portentous  'mid  the  sands,  as  when  his  hue 
Betrays  him  and  the  burrowing^  snake  Renins 

through; 
Till,  last  .  .  .  but  why  parade  more  shame  and 

pam  7 
Are  not  the  proofs  upon  me  ?    Here  again 
IpaBs  into  y<iar  presence,  I  receive 
Your  smile  of  pity,  pard<Hi,  and  I  leave  ... 
No,  not  this  last  of  times  I  leave  you,  mute. 
Submitted  to  my  penance,  so  my  foot 
May  yet  again  adventure,  tread,  from  source 
To  issue,  one  more  ray  of  rays  which  eonrse 
Each  other,  at  your  Indding,  from  the  sphere 
Silver  and  sweet,  their  fairthpLMse,  down  that 


di4 


APPEARANCES 


Dark  <^  the  world.  —  you  j^romiBe  shall  retain 
Your  pilgrim  jewelled  as  with  drops  o'  the  urn 
The  rainbow  paints  £rom,  and  no  smatoh  at 

all 
Of  ghaetliness  at  edge  of  some  cloud*pall 
Heaven  cowers  before,  as  earth  awaits  the  fall 
O'  the  bolt  and  flash  of  doom.    Who  trusts  your 

word 
Tries  the  adventure :  and  returns — absurd 
As  frightful  —  in  that  snlphur«teeped  disfrniae 
Mocking  the  priestly  doth-of-gold,  sole  pnxe 
The  aroh-heretio  was  wont  to  bear  away 
Until  he  reached  the  burning.    No,  J.  sav  : 
No  fresh  adventure  1    No  more  seeking  love 
At  end  of  toil,  and  finding,  calm  above 
My  passion,  the  old  statuesque  regard. 
The  sad  petrific  smile  I 

O  you  —  less  hard 
And  hateful  than  mistaken  and  obtuse 
Unreason  of  a  she-intelligence  I 
You  verv  woman  with  Uie  pert  pretence 
To  match  the  male  achievement  I   Like  enough  I 
Ay,  jon  were  easy  victors,  did  the  rough 
Straiffhtway  efFaoe  itself  to  smooth,  the  gruff 
Qrina  down  and  grow  a  whisper,  — did  man's 

truth 
Subdue,  for  sake  of  chivalry  and  ruth. 
Its  rapier-edge  to  suit  the  bulmsh-spear 
Womanly  falsehood  fights  with  I    O  that  ear 
All  fact  pricks  rudel]^,  that  thrice-superfine 
Feminity  of  sense,  with  right  divine 
To  waive  all  process,  take  result  stain-free 
From  out  the  very  muck  wherein  .  .  . 

Ah  me  t 
The  true  slave's  querulous  outbreak  I    All  the 

rest 
Be  resignation  1    Forth  at  your  behest 
I  fare.    Who  knows  but  this  — the  crimson- 
quest — 
Blay  deepen  to  a  sunrise,  not  decay 
To  that  cold  sad  sweet  smile  ?  —  which  I  obey. 
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Ajn>  so  you  found  that  poor  room  dull. 

Dark,  hardly  to  vour  taste,  my  dear  ? 
Its  features  seemed  unbeautiful : 

But  this  I  know  —  't  was  there,  not  here, 
You  plighted  troth  to  me,  the  word 
Which  —  aak  that  poor  room  how  it  heard. 

And  this  rich  room  obtains  your  praise 
Unqualified,  —  so  bright,  so  fair, 

60  all  whereat  perfection  stays  ? 
Ay,  but  remember  —  here,  not  there, 

The  other  word  was  spoken  1  —  Ask 

This  rich  room  how  yon  dropped  the  mask  I 

ST.   MARTIN'S  SUMMER 

No  protesting,  dearest  1 
Hardly  kisses  even  I 
Dou't  we  both  know  how  it  ends  ? 
How  the  greenest  leaf  turns  sereat. 


Bluest  outbreak — blankest  heavea, 
Lovers  —  friends  ? 

You  would  build  a  mansion, 
I  would  weave  a  bower 
—  Want  the  heart  for  enterpnm. 
Walls  admit  of  no  expansion  : 
T^Uis-work  may  hai^  flower 
Twice  the  size. 

What  makes  ghid  Life's  Winter? 
New  buds,  old  blooms  after. 
Sad  the  sighing ""  How  suspect 
Beams  would  ere  mid- Autumn  splintw, 
Rooftree  scarce  support  a  rafter. 
Walls  he  wreokMl?  " 

Yon  are  young,  my  princess  I 
I  am  hardly  aider : 
Yet  —  I  steal  a  glance  behind  I 
Dare  I  tell  you  what  convinces 
Timid  me  that  you,  if  bolder. 
Bold  — are  blind? 

Where  we  plan  our  dwelling 
Glooms  a  graveyard  sure^  I 
Headstone,  footstone  moss  may  drape,  — 
Name,  date,  violets  hide  from  spelling, " 
But,  though  corpses  rot  obscurely. 
Ghosts  escape. 

Ghosts  I    O  breathing  Beauty, 
Give  my  frank  wokI  pardon  ! 
What  if  I  —  somehow,  somewhere  — 
Pledged  m^  soul  to  endless  duty 
Many  a  time  and  oft  ?    Be  hard  on 
Love  —  hud  there  f 

Na^,  blame  grief  that 's  fickle. 
Time  that  proves  a  traitor. 
Chance,  change,  all  that  purpose  watpa,  - 
Death  who  spares  to  thrust  tne  sickle 
Laid  Love  low,  through  flowers  which  latei 
Shroud  the  corpse  I 

And  you,  my  winsome  lady. 
Whisper  with  like  frankness  t 
Lies  nothing  buried  long  AgoT 
Areyon  —  whi<m  shimmer  'mid  the  shady 
where  moss  and  violet  run  to  rankneas— 
Tombs  or  no  ? 

Who  taxes  you  with  murder  ? 
My  hands  are  clean  —  or  nearly ! 
Love  being  mortal  needs  must  pan. 
Repentance  ?    Nothing  were  absnrder. 
Enough :  we  felt  Love's  leas  severely  ; 
Though  now  —  alas  1 


Love's  corpse  lies  quiet  therefore. 
Only  Love's  ghost  pla^m  truant. 
And  warns  us  have  in  wholesome 
Durable  mansionrv  ;  that 's  wherefore 
I  weave  but  treUis-work,  pursuant 
—  Life,  to  law. 

"Die  solid,  not  the  franle. 
Tempts  nun  and  hau  and  thunder. 
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If  bower  8t»nd  firm  at  Au*^uinn*8  oloae, 
Berond  my  hope,  —  why,  boughs  were  uile  ; 
tt  bower  fall  flat,  we  acaroe  need  wonder 
Wreathing:  —  rose ! 

So,  tmoe  to  the  protesting, 
So,  mnffled  be  the  kisses ! 
For,  would  we  but  avow  the  truth, 
Sober  is  genuine  joy.     No  jesting  I 
Ask  eUe  Penelope,  Ulysses  — 
Old  in  youth ! 

For  whv  should  ghosts  feel  angered  ? 
Let  all  their  interferenoe 
Be  faint  march-music  in  the  air  ! 
**"  Up  I    Join  the  rear  of  us  the  vanguard ! 
Up,  lovers,  dead  to  all  appearance. 
Laggard  pairP* 

The  while  you  olasp  me  closer, 
The  while  I  press  you  deeper. 
As  safe  we  chuckle,  —  under  breath, 
Yet  all  the  slyer,  the  loooser,  — 

^*So,  life  can  boast  its  day,  like  leap-year. 
Stolen  from  death  ! " 

Ah  me  —  the  sudden  terror ! 
Hence  quick  —  avannt,  avoid  me. 
Ton  cheats  the  ghostly  flesh-disguised ! 
Nay,  all  the  ghosts  in  one  !    Strange  error  I 
^,   'twas   Death's   self  that   clipped   and 
eoyed  me, 
Loved  —  and  lied  1 

Ay,  dead  loves  are  the  potent ! 
Like  any  cloud  they  used  yon. 
Mere  semblance  you,  but  substance  they  ! 
Build  we  no  mansion,  weave  we  no  tent ! 
Mere  flesh  —  their  spirit  interfused  yon ! 
Hence,  I  say ! 

All  theirs,  none  yours  the  glamour ! 
Theirs  each  low  word  that  won  me. 

Soft  look  that  found  me  Love's,  and  left 
What  ehe  but  you  —  the  tears  and  cltinior 
That 's  all  your  very  own  I    Undone  me  — 
Ghcet-bereftl 
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Hug  ballad  was  printed  first  in  the  Comhitt 
Maffazine  for  March,  1871.  In  a  letter  to  Mr. 
Geoxge  Smith,  one  of  the  publishers  of  the 
luag^arane.  Browning  stated  that  he  intended  to 
derote  the  proceeds  of  the  poem  to  the  aid  of 
the  people  of  Paris  suffering  from  the  Franco- 
German  war.  The  publisher  generously  sec- 
onded his  resolve  and  paid  one  hundred  pounds 
for  the  poem« 


On  the  sea  and  at  the  Hogue,  sixteen  hundred 
nine^-two. 
Did  the  English  fight  the  Frenoh,— woe  to 
Franoel 


And,  the   thirty-first  of   May,    helter«kelter 

through  the  blue. 
Like  a  crowd  of  frightened  porpoises  a  shoal  of 

sharks  pursue, 
Came  crowding  ship  on  ship  to  Saint  Male 

on  the  Ranee, 
With  the  FiUgliah  fleet  in  view. 

II 

'T  was  the  sauadron  that  escaped,  with  the 
tor  in  tnll  chase  ; 
First  and  foremost  of  the  drove,  in  his 
ship,  DamfreviUe ; 
Close  on  him  fled,  great  and  small, 
Twent]^-two  good  ships  in  all ; 
And  they  signalled  to  the  place 
*^  Help  the  winners  of  a  race  I 
Get  us  guidaaoe,  give  us  harbor,  take  us 

quick  —  or,  (quicker  still. 
Here  's  the  English  can  and  will  I  *' 

III 

Then  the  pilots  of  the  place  put  out  brisk  and 
leapt  on  board ; 
"  Why,  what  hope  or  chance  have  ships  like 
these  to  pass  ?  "  laughed  they : 
*^  Rocks  to  starboard,  rocks  to  port,  all  the 

passage  scarred  and  scored. 
Shall  the  '  Formidable '  here  with  her  twelve 
and  eighty  guns 
Think  to  make  the  river-mouth  by  the  single 
narrow  wav. 
Trust  to  enter  where  't  is  ticklish  for  a  craft  of 
twenty  tons. 
And  with  flow  at  full  beside  ? 
Now.  't  is  slackest  ebb  of  tide. 
Reach  the  mooring  ?    Rather  say, 
While  rock  stands  or  water  runs. 
Not  a  ship  will  leave  the  bay  I  " 

IV 

Tlicn  was  called  a  council  straight. 

Brief  and  bitter  the  debate  : 

*'  Here 's  the  English  at  our  heels  ;  would  you 

have  them  take  in  tow 
All  that 's  left  us  of  the  fleet,  linked  together 

stem  and  bow. 
For  a  prize  to  Plymouth  Sound  ? 
Better  run  the  snipe  aground  I  " 

(Ended  pamfreville  his  speech). 
**  Not  a  minute  more  to  wait  I 
Let  the  Captains  all  and  each 
Shove  ashore,  then  blow  up,  bum  the  vessels 
on  the  beach ! 
France  must  undergo  her  fate. 


**  Give  the  word !  "    But  no  such  word 
Was  ever  spoke  or  heard ; 
For  up  stood,  for  out  stepped,  for  in  struck 
amid  all  these 
—  A  Captain?  A  Lieutenant?  A  Mate — first, 
second,  third  ? 
No  such  man  of  mark,  and  meet 
With  his  betters  to  compete  I 
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Bat  a  simple    Breton   sailor   pressed   by 
Tourville  for  the  fleet, 
A  poor  ooasting^-pilot  he,  Herv^  Riel  the  Croi- 
sickese. 

VI 

And    **Wliat    mockery    or   malice    have    we 
here  ?  "  cries  Herv^  Riel : 
**Are  you  mad.  you  Malouins?    Are    you 
cowards,  fools,  or  rogrues  ? 
Talk  to  me  of  rocks  and  shoals,  me  who  took 

the  soundings,  tell 
<0n  my  fiut^ers  every  bank,  every  shallow,  every 
swell 
*Twixt  the  offing  here  and  Gr^ve  where  the 
river  disembogues  ? 
Are  you  bought  by  English  gold?    Is  it  love 
the  lying 's  for  ? 
Mom  and  eve,  night  and  day. 
Have  I  piloted  your  bay. 
Entered  free  and  anchored  fast  at  the  foot  of 
Solidor. 
Bum  the  fleet  and  ruin  France  ?    That  were 
worse  than  tifty  Hogues  ! 
Sirs,  they  know  I  speak  the  truth  !    Sirs, 
believe  me  there  *s  a  way  1 
Only  let  me  lead  the  line. 
Have  the  biggest  ship  to  steer, 
Get  this  *  Formidable  '  clear. 
Make  the  others  follow  mine. 
And  I  lead  them,  most  and  least,  by  a  passage 
I  know  well, 
Right  to  Solidor  past  Gr^ve, 
And  there  lay  them  safe  and  sound  ; 
And  if  one  ship  misbehave, 
—  Keel  so  much  as  grate  the  ground. 
Why,  I  've  nothing  but  my  life,  —here's  my 
head  ! ''  cries  Herv^  Riel. 

VII 

Not  a  minute  more  to  wait. 

^^  Steer  us  in,  then,  small  and  great ! 

Take  the  helm,  lead  the  line,  save  the  squar 
di-on  !  **  cried  its  chief. 
Captains,  give  the  sailor  place  ! 

He  is  Admiral,  in  brief. 
Still  tlie  north-wind,  by  God*s  grace ! 
See  the  noble  fellow's  face 
As  the  big  ship,  with  a  bound. 
Clears  the  entry  like  a  hound. 
Keeps  the  passage  as  its  inch  of  way  were  the 
wide  sea's  profound ! 

See,  safe  through  shoal  and  rock, 

How  they  follow  in  a  flock, 
Not  a  ship  that  misbehaves,  not  a  keel  that 
grates  the  ground. 

Not  a  spar  that  comes  to  grief  I 
The  peril,  see,  is  past. 
All  are  harbored  to  the  last, 
And  just  as  Herv^  Riel  hollas  "  Anchor  I  "  — 

sure  as  fate. 
Up  the  English  come  —  too  late  I 

VIII 

So^MJie  storm  subsides  to  calm  : 
They  see  the  green  trees  wave 
On  the  heights  o'erlooking  Qr^re. 


Hearts  that  bled  are  stanched  with  balm. 
*'  Just  our  rapture  to  enhance. 

Let  t)ie  English  rake  the  bav, 
Gnash  their  teeth  and  glare  askance 

As  they  cannonade  away  1 
'Neatli  rampired  Solidor  pleasant  ridiusr  on  the 

Ranoe !  " 
How  hope  succeeds  despair  on  each  Captain's 

countenance  I 
Out  burst  all  with  one  accord, 
''  This  is  Paradise  for  HeU ! 
Let  France,  let  France's  King 
Thank  the  man  that  did  the  thii^I " 
What  a  shout,  and  all  one  word, 

"  Hen-^  Riel  I " 
As  he  stepped  in  front  once  more, 
Not  a  svmptom  of  surprise 
In  the  frank  blue  Breton  eyes, 
Just  the  same  man  as  before. 

IX 

Then  said  Damfreville,  "  My  friend, 
I  must  speak  out  at  the  end, 

ll&ougn  I  find  the  speaking  bard. 
Pnuse  is  deeper  than  the  lips : 
Ton  have  saved  the  King  ma  ships. 

You  must  name  your  own  rewuti. 
'Faith,  our  sun  was  near  eclipse  1 
Demand  whate'er  yon  will, 
France  remains  your  debtor  still. 
Ask  to  heart's  content  and  have  1  or  my  name 's 
not  Damfreville." 


Then  a  beam  of  fun  outbroke 
On  the  bearded  mouth  that  spoke. 
As  the  honest  heart  laughed  through 
Those  frank  eyes  of  Breton  bine : 
**  Since  I  needs  must  say  my  say. 

Since  on  board  the  duty 's  donCj 

And^  from  Malo  Roads  to  Croisic  Point,  what 
is  it  but  a  run  ?  — 
Since  't  is  ask  and  have.  I  may  — 

Since  the  others  go  asnore  — 
Come  I    A  good  whole  holiday  I 

Leave  to  go  and  see  my  wife,  whom  I  eall  te 
Belle  Anrore !  " 

That  he  asked  and  that  he  got,  —  nothing 


more. 


XI 


Name  and  deed  alike  are  lost : 
Not  a  pillar  nor  a  post 
In  his  Croisic  keeps  alive  the  feat  as  it  befell ; 
I  Not  a  head  in  white  and  black 
On  a  single  fishing'«mack, 
In  memory  of  the  man  but  for  whom  had  gone 
to  wrack 
All  that  France  saved  from  the  fight  whenet 
England  bore  the  bell. 
Go  to  Paris :  rank  on  rank 

Search  the  heroes  flung  pell-mell 
On  the  Louvre,  face  and  fliuik  ! 
You  shall  look  long  enough  ere  yon  oome  to 
Herv^  Riel. 
So.,  for  better  and  for  worse. 
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Herv^  Kiel,  accept  my  verae ! 
In  my  vene,  Uerv^  Kiel,  do  thon  onoe  more 
SaTe  the  squadron,  honor  France,  love  thy  wife 
the  fiellt  Aurore ! 

A   FORGIVENESS 

I  AM  indeed  the  personage  you  know. 
As  for  ray  wife,  —  what  happened  long  ago  — > 
Yon  have  a  right  to  question  me,  as  1 
Am  bound  to  answer. 

("  Son,  a  fit  reply !  " 
The  monk  half  spoke,  half  ground  through  his 

clenched  teeth, 
At  the  confession-grate  I  knelt  beneath.) 

Thus  then  all  happened,  Father!    Power  and 

place 
I  had  as  still  I  have.    I  ran  life's  race. 
With  the  whole  world  to  see,  aH  only  stnuns 
Uia  strength  some  athlete  whose   prodigious 

gains 
Of  good  appall  him :  happy  to  excess,  -^ 
Work  freely  done  should  balance  happuiess 
Fully  enjoyed  ;  and,  since  beneath  my  roof 
Housed  she  who  made  home  heaven,  in  heaven's 

behoof 
I  went  forth  every  day,  and  all  day  long 
Worked  for  the  world.    Look,  how  the  laborer's 

song 
Cheers  him  I    Thus  sang  my  soul,  .at  each  sharp 

throe 
Of  laboring  flesh  and  blood  —  '"'  8he  loves  me 

so  • 

One  day,  perhaps  such  song  so  knit  the  nerve 
That  work  grew  play  and  vanished.  *'  I  deserve 
Haply  mv  heaven  an  hour  before  the  time  I  " 
I  laughed,  as  silverly  the  dookhouse-ohime 
Surprised  me  passing  through  the  poetem-gate 
—  Not  the  mam  entiy  where  the  menials  wait 
And  wonder  why  the  world's  affairs  allow 
The  master  sudden  leisure.    That  was  how 
I  took  the  private  garden-way  for  once. 

Forth  from  the  alcove,  I  saw  start,  ensconce 
Himself  behind  the  porphyry  vase,  a  man. 

My  fancies  in  the  natural  order  ran : 

**  A  spy,  —  perhaps  a  foe  in  ambuscade,  -— 

A  thief,  —  more  hke,  a  sweetheart  of  some  maid 

Wlio  pitched  on  the  alcove  for  tryst  perhaps." 

'  Stand  there ! "    Ibid. 

^  Whereat  my  man  but  wraps 
His  face  the  ekselier  with  uplifted  arm 
Whereon  the  cloak  lies,  strikes  in  blind  alarm 
This  and  that  pedestal  as, —  stretch  and  stoop, — 
"Now  in,  now  out  of  sight,  he  thrids  the  group 
Of  statues,  marble  god  and  goddess  ranged 
Each  side  the  pathway,  till  the  gate 's  exchanged 
For  safety:  one  step  thence,  the  street,  you 
know! 

Thna  far  I  followed  with  my  gasse.    Then,  slow, 
Near  on  admiringly,  I  breathed  again. 


And  —  back  to  that  last  fancy  of  the  train  — 
^*  A  danger  risked  for  hope  of  just  a  word 
With  —  which  of  all  my  nest  may  be  the  bird 
This  poacher  covets  for  her  plumage,  pray  ? 
Carmen  ?    Juana  ?    Carmen  seems  too  gay 
For  such  adventure,  while  Juana 's  grave 
—  Would  soom  the  folly.    I  applaud  the  knave  .* 
He  had  the  eye,  could  single  from  my  brood 
His  proper  fledgeling !  " 

As  I  turned,  there  stood 
In  face  of  me,  my  wife  stone-still  stone-white. 
Whether  one  bound  had  brought  her,  —  at  fint 

sight 
Of  what  she  judged  the  encounter,  sure  to  be 
Next  moment,  of  the  venturous  man  and  me,  — 
Brought  her  to  dutch  and  keep  me  from  my 

prey: 
Whether  impelled  because  her  death  no  day 
Could  come  so  absolutely  opportune 
As  now  at  joy's  height,  Uke  a  year  in  June 
Stayed  at  the  fall  of  its  first  ripened  rose ; 
Or    whether    hungry    for     my     hate  —  who 

knows  ?  — 
Elager  to  end  an  irksome  lie,  and  taste 
Our  tingling  true  relation,  hate  embraced 
By  hate  one  naked  moment :  —  anyhow 
There  stone-etiU  stone-white  stood  my  wife,  but 

now 
The  woman  who  made  heaven  within  my  house. 
Ay,  she  who  faced  me  was  my  very  spouse 
As  well  as  love  —  you  are  to  recollect  I 

^^Stay!"  she  said.    **Keep  at  least  one  soul 

unspecked 
With  crime,  that 's  spotless   hitherto  •—  your 

own! 
Kill  me  who  court  the  blessing,  who  alone 
Was,  am,  and  shall  be  guilty,  first  to  last  I 
The  man  lay  helpless  in  the  toils  I  cast 
About  him,  helpless  as  the  statue  there 
Against  that  strangling  bell-flower's  bondage : 

tear 
Away  and  tread  to  dust  the  parasite. 
But  do  the  passive  marble  no  despite ! 
I  love  him  as  I  hate  vou.    Kill  me  I    Strike 
At  one  blow  both  innnitudes  alike 
Oat  of  existence  —  hate  and  love !  Whence  love  ? 
That 's  safe  inside  my  heart,  nor  will  remove 
For  any  searohingof  your  steel,  I  think. 
Whence  hate  ?    The  secret  lay  on  lip,  at  brink 
Of  speech,  in  one  fierce  tremble  to  escape, 
At  every  form  wherein  your  love  took  shape. 
At  each  new  provocation  of  your  kiss. 
KiUme!" 

We  went  in. 

Next  day  after  Uiis, 
I  felt  as  if  the  speech  might  oome.  I  spoke  — 
Easily,  after  all. 

,  ''  The  lifted  doak 
Was  screen  sufficient :  I  concern  myself 
Hardly  with  laying  hands  on  who  for  pelf  — 
Whatever  the  ignoble  kind  —  may  prowl  and 

brave 
Cuffing  and  kicking  proper  to  a  knave 
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Detected  by  my  household's  yigilance. 
Enough  of  such  !    As  for  my  love-romatice  — 
I,  like  our  good  Hidalgo,  rub  my  eyes 
And  wake  and  wonder  how  the  film  could  rise 
Which  changed  for  me  a  barbers*  basin  straight 
Into  —  Mambrino's  helm  ?    I  hesitate 
Nowise  to  say  —  Qod's  sacramental  cup  I 
'Why  should  I  blame  the  brass  which,  burnished 

up, 
Will  blaze,  to  all  but  me,  as  good  as  gold  ? 
To  me  —  a  warning  I  was  overbold 
In  judging  metals.    The  Hidalgo  waked 
Only  to  die,  if  I  remember,  —  staked 
His  life  upon  the  basin's  worth,  and  lost : 
While  I  o<mf  ess  torpidity  at  most 
In  here  and  there  a  limb  j  but,  lame  and  halt, 
Still  should  I  work  on,  still  repair  my  fault 
Ere  I  took  rest  in  death,  —  no  fear  at  all  I 
Now,  work  —  no    word    before    the    curtain 

fall!" 

The  '* curtain''?     That  of  death  on  life,  I 

meant: 
My  **  word,"  permissible  in  death's  event, 
\Vould  be  —  truth,  soul  to  soul ;  for,  otherwise, 
Day  by  dayi  three  years  long,  there  had  to  rise 
And,  night  bv  night,  to  fall  upon  our  stage  — 
Ours,  doomea  to  public  play  by  heritage  — 
Another  curtain,  when  the  world,  perforce 
Our  critical  assembly,  in  due  coune 
Came  and  went,   witnessing,  gave    praise  or 

blame 
To  art-mimetic.    It  had  spoiled  the  game 
If,  suffered  to  set  foot  behind  our  scene. 
The  world  had  witnessed  how  stage-king  and 

queen. 
Gallant  and  lady,  but  a  minute  since 
Enarming  each  the  other,  would  evince 
No  sign  of  recognition  as  they  took 
His  wny  and  her  way  to  whatever  nook 
Waited  them  in  the  darkness  either  side 
Of  that  bright  stage  where  lately  groom  and 

bride 
Had  fired  the  audience  to  a  frenzy-fit 
Of  sympathetic  rapture  —  every  whit 
Elamed  as  the  curtain  fell  on  her  and  me, 
—  Actors.    Three  whole  years,  nothing  was  to 

BAA 
BW 

But  calm  and  concord :  where  a  speech  was 

due 
There  came  the  speech  ;  when  the  smiles  were 

wanted  too. 
Smiles  were  as  ready.    In  a  place  like  mine. 
Where  foreign  and  aomeetic  cares  combine. 
There's  audience  every  day  and  all  day  long ; 
But  finally  the  last  of  the  whole  throng 
Who  linger  lets  one  see  his  back.    For  her  — 
Why,  liberty  and  liking :  I  aver, 
Likmg  and  liberty  I    For  me  —  I  breathed. 
Let  my  face  rest  from  every  wrinkle  wreatned 
Smile-like  about  the  mouth,  unlearned  my  task 
Of  personation  till  next  day  bade  mask. 
And  quietiy  betook  me  from  that  world 
To  the  real  world,  not  pageant :  there  unfurled 
In  work,  its  wings,  my  soul,  the  fretted  power. 
Three  years  I  worked,  each  minute  of  each 

hour 
Kot  claimed  by  acting :  —  work  I  may  dispense 


With  talk  about,  since  work  in  evidence. 
Perhaps  in  history ;  who  knows  or  caites  ? 

After  three  years,  this  way,  all  unawares. 

Our  acting  ended.    8he  and  I,  at  close 

Of  a  loud  night-feast,  led.  between  two  rows 

Of  bending  male  and  female  loyalty. 

Out  lord  the  king  down  staircase,  while,  hdd 

high 
At  arm's  length  did  the  twisted  tapers'  flaie 
Herald  his  passage  from  our  palace,  where 
Such  visiting  left  glory  evermore. 
Again  the  ascent  in  public,  till  at  door 
As  we  two  stood  by  the  saloon  —  now  blank 
And  disencumbered  of  its  guests  —  there  ssnk 
A  whisper  in  my  ear,  so  low  and  yet 
So  unmistakable  I 

''  I  half  forget 
The  chamber  you  repair  to,  and  I  want 
Occasion  for  one  short  word  —  if  yon  grant 
That  grace  —  within  a  certain  room  yon  called 
Our  *  Study,'    for   you  wrote   there  while  I 

scrawled 
Some  paper  full  of  faces  for  my  sport. 
That  room  I  can  remember.    Just  one  short 
Word  with  you  there,  for  the  renaembraBoe' 


ti 


I 


Follow  me  thither ! "  I  replied. 


We  break 
The  gloom  a  littie,  as  with  guiding  lamp 
I  lead  the  way,  leave  warmth  and  cheer,  by 

damp 
Blind  disused  serpentining  ways  afar 
From  where  the  habitable  chambers  are,  — 
Ascend,  descend  stairs  tunnelied  thxt>iiJB:lt  tin 

stone, — 
Always  in  silence,  —  till  I  reach  the  lone 
Chamber  sepulchred  for  my  very  own 
Out  of  the  palace-quarry.    When  a  boy. 
Here  was  my  fortress,  stronghold  from  amioy. 
Proof-positive  of  ownership :  in  youth 
I  garnered  up  my  gleanings  nere  —  unoouth 
But  precious  relics  of  viun  hopes,  vain  fears; 
Finally,  this  became  in  after-years 
My  closet  of  entrenchment  to  withstand 
Invasion  of  the  foe  on  every  hand  — 
The  multifarious  herd  in  bower  and  hall. 
State-room,  —  rooms    whatsoe'er    the    style, 

which  call 
On  masters  to  be  mindful  that,  before 
Men,  they  must  look  like  men  and  something 

more. 
Here,  •—  when  our  lord  the  king's  bestowmott 

ceased 
To  deck  me  on  the  day  that,  golden-fleeeed, 
I   touched  ambition's   height,  —  't  was   here, 

released 
From  glory  (always  symbolled  by  a  chain  I) 
No  sooner  was  I  privileged  to  gam 
My  secret  domicile  than  glad  I  flung 
That  last  toy  on  the  table  —  gaced  where  hue 
On  hook  my  father's  gift,  the  ar^uebos  — 
And  asked  myself,  *^Shiul  I  envisage  thus 
The  new  prise  and  the  old  prise,  when  I  reaeb 
Another  year's  experienee  ?  —  own  that  each 
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Equalled    adyantage  —  ipartBinaii^B  —  statea- 

man's  tool  f 
That  broaclit  me  down  an  ea8:le,  this  —  a  fool  1 " 

Into  which  room  on  entry,  I  set  down 
The  lamp,  and  turning  saw  whose  rnstled  gown 
Had  tola  me  my  wife  followed,  pace  for  paoe. 
Each  of  ns  looked  the  other  in  the  face. 
She  spoke.     *^  Sioce  I  could  die  now  *'  .  .  . 

(To  explain 
Why  that   fiiat  stmek  me,  know  — not  once 

again 
Sinee  the  adventnre  at  tjie  porphyrv^s  edge 
Three  years    before,   which    sunoered  Bke  a 

wedce 
Her  soul  from  mine,  —  though  daily,  smile  to 

smile. 
We  stood  before  the  pablie,  —  all  the  while 
Not  onoe  had  I  distinguished,  in  that  face 
I  paid  observance  to,  the  faintest  trace 
of  feature  more  than  requisite  for  eyes 
To  do  their  duty  by  and  recognize : 
So  did  I  force  mine  to  obey  my  will 
And  prr  no  further.    There  exists  such  skill,  — 
lliose  know  who  need    it.     What  physician 

shrinks 
From  needful  contact  with  a    eorpse?      He 

drinks 
No  plague  so  long  as  thirst  for  knowledsre  —  not 
An  idler  impulse  — promptB  inquiry.  ^  What, 
And  will  you  disbelieve  in  power  to  bid 
Our  spirit  back  to  bounds,  as  though  we  chid 
A  child  from  scrutiny  tliat  ^s  just  aud  right 
In  manhood  ?    Sense,  not  soul,  accomplished 

sight. 
Reported  daily  she  it  was  —  not  how 
Nor  why  a  change  had  come  to  cheek  and 

brow.) 

*^  Since  I  could  die  now  of  the  truth  concealed. 
Yet  dare  not,  must  not  die,  —  so  seems  revealed 
The  Virgin's  mind  to  me,  —  for  death  means 

^eace 
Wherein  no  lawful  part  have  I,  whose  lease 
Of  life  and  punishment  the  truth  avowed 
May  haply  lengthen,  —  let  me  push  the  shroud 
Away,  that  steals  to  muffle  ere  is  just 
M^  penance-fire  in  snow !    I  dare  -  - 1  must 
Lave^  by  avowal  of  the  truth  —  this  truth  — 
I  loved  you  I    Thanks  for  the  fresh  serpent's 

tooth 
That,  bv  a  prompt  new  pang  more  exquisite 
Than  all  preceding  torture,  proves  me  right ! 
I  loved  you  yet  I  lost  you  I     May  I  go 
Born  to  the  ashes,  now  my  shame  you  know  ?  '^ 

I  think  there  never  was  such  —  how  express  ?  — 
Horror  coquetting  with  voluptuousness. 
As  in  those  anus  of  Eastern  workmanship  — 
Yataghan,  kandjar.  things  that  rend  and  rip, 
Gaah  rough,  slash  smooth,  help  hate  so  many 

wavs. 
Yet  ever  Keep  a  beautv  that  betrays 
LoTe  still  at  work  with  the  artificer 
Throughout  his  quaint  devising.    Why  prefer, 
Except  for  love  s  sake,  that  a  blade  should 

writhe 


And   bicker  like  a   flame  ?  —  now   play  the 

scythe 
As  if  some  broad  neck  tempted,  —bow  con- 
tract 
And  needle  off  into  a  fineness  lacked 
For  just  that  puncture  which  the  heart  de- 
mands? 
Then,  such  adornment  1    Wherefore  need  our 

hands 
Enclose  not  ivory  alone,  nor  gold 
Roughened  for  use,  but  jewels  ?    Nay,  behold  t 
Fancy  mv  favorite  —  which  I  seem  to  grasp 
While  I  aeseribe  the  luxury.    No  asp 
Is  diapered  more  delicate  round  throat 
Than  this  below  the  handle !    These  denote 
—  These  mazy  lines  meandering,  to  end 
Only  in  flesh  they  open  —  what  intend 
Thev  else  but  water-purlings  —  pale  contrast 
With  the   lifeHoimson  where  they   blend  at 

hist? 
And  mark  the  handle's  dim  pellucid  green, 
Carved,  the  hard  jadeetone,  as  you  pinch  a 

bean, 
Into  a  sort  of  parrot-bird  I    He  pecks 
A  grape>bunch ;  h\a  two  eyes  are  mby-specks 
Pure  from  the  mine :  seen  this  way,  —  glaosy 

blank, 
But   turn   them,  —  lo,   the  inmost  fire,  that 

shrank 
From  sparkling,  sends  a  red  dart  right  to  aim ! 
Why  aid  I  onooee  such  toys?    Ferhapa  the 

game 
Of  peaceful  men  is  warlike,  just  as  men 
War-wearied  get  amusement  from  that  pen 
And  paper  we  grow  sick  of  —  statesfolk  tired 
Of  merely  (when  such  measures  are  required) 
Dealing  out  doom  to  people  by  three  words, 
A  signature  and  seal :  we  play  with  swordi 
Suggestive  of  quick  process.    That  is  how 
I  came  to  like  the  t<^s  described  you  now, 
Store  of  which   glittered   on   the   walls   and 

strewed 
The  table,  even,  while  my  wife  pursued 
Her  purpose  to  ifs  ending.    **  Now  yon  know 
This  shame,  my  three  years'  torture,  let  me  go, 
Bum  to  the  very  ashes  t    You  —  I  lost, 
Yetyou— Ihnredl" 

The  thing  I  pity  most 
In  men  is  —  action  prompted  by  surprise 
Of  anger :  men  ?  nay,  bulls  —  whose  onset  liei 
At  instance  of  the  firework  and  the  goad  1 
Once  the  foe   prostrate,  —  trampling  once  be- 
stowed, — 
Prompt  follows  placability,  regret. 
Atonement.    Trust   rae,    blood-warmth  nevef 

yet 
Betokened  strong  will  I    As  no  leap  of  pulse 
Pricked  me,  that  fijrst  time,  so  did  none  con" 

vnlse 
My  veins  at  this  occasion  for  resolve. 
Had  that  devolved  which  did  not  then  devolve 
Upon  me,  I  had  done  —  what  now  to  do 
Was  quietly  apparent. 

'*  Tell  me  who 
The  man   was,   cronching   by   the   porphyry 
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**  No,  never !    All  was  folly  in  his  case,  ^ 
All  sfiiilt  in  mine.    I  tempted,  he  complied." 


ti 


And  yet  you  loved  me  ?  ^* 


**  Loved  von.    Donble-dyed 
In  folly  and  in  Ruilt,  I  thought  you  gave 
Your  heart  and  soul  away  &om  me  to  sliive 
At  statecraft,    bince  my  right  in  you  seemed 

lost, 
I  stung  myself  to  teach  vou,  to  your  cost. 
What  you  rejected  ooula  be  prized  beyond 
Life,  heaven,  by  the  first  fool  I  threw  a  fond 
Look  on,  a  fatal  word  to." 

**  And  ^ou  still 
Love  me  ?    Do  I  conjecture  well  or  ill  ?  " 

"  Conjecture  —  well  or  ill !    I  had  three  yeais 
To  spend  in  learning  you." 

"  We  both  are  peers 
In  knowledge,  therefore  :  since  three  years  are 

spent 
Ere  thus  much  of  yourself  I  learn  —  who  went 
Back  to  Uie  house,  that  day,  and   brought  my 

mind 
To  bear  upon  your  action,  uncombined 
Motive  from  motive,  till  tne  dross,  deprived 
Of  every  purer  particle,  survived 
At  last  in  native  simple  hideonsness, 
Utter  conteinptibility,  nor  less 
Nor  more.    Cfontemptibility  —  exempt 
How  could  I,  from  its  proper  due  —contempt? 
I  have  too  much  despised  you  to  divert 
Mv  life  from  its  set  course  by  help  or  hurt 
Of  your  aH-despicable  life  —  perturb 
The  calm  I  work  in,  by  —  men^s  mouths  to  curb, 
Which  at  such  news  were  clamorous  enough  — 
Men^s  eyes  to  shut  before  my  broidered  stuff 
With  the  huge  hole  there,  mv  emblazoned  wall 
Blank  where  a  scutcheon  hung,  —  by,  worse 

than  all, 
Each  day's  procession,  my  paraded  life 
Robbed  and  impoverishea  through  the  wanting 

wife 
—  Now  that  my  life  (which  means  —  my  work) 

was  grown 
Riches  indeed  I    Once,  just  this  worth  alone 
Seemed  work  to  have,  that  profit  gained  thereby 
Of  good  and  praise  would  —now  rewardingly !  — 
Fall  at  your  feet,  —  a  crown  I  hoped  to  cast 
Before  your  love,  my  love  should  crown  at  last. 
No  love  remaining  to  cast  crown  before. 
My  love  stopped  work  now  :  but  contempt  the 

more 
Impelled  me  task  as  ever  head  and  hand, 
Because  the  very  fiends  weave  ropes  of  sand 
Rather  than  taste  puro  hell  in  idleness. 
Therefore  I  kept  my  memory  down  by  stress 
Of  daily  work  1  had  no  mina  to  stay 
For  the  world's  wonder  at  the  wife  away. 
Oh,  it  was  eaflv  all  of  it,  believe. 
For  I  despi-ied  you !    But  your  words  retrieve 
Importantly  the  past.    No  hate  assumed 
The  mask  of  love  at  any  time !    There  gloomed 
A  moment  when  love  took  hate's  semblance, 

urged 


By  causes  you  declare ;  but  love's  self  pinged 

Away  a  fancied  wrong  1  did  both  loves 

—  Yours  and  my  own:  by  no  hate's ke^  h 

I>roves, 
Purgation  was  attempted.    Then,  yon  rise 
High  by  how  many  a  grade  I    I  aid  despise— 
I  du  but  hate  you.    Let  hate's  punishment 
Replace  contempt's  I    First  step  to  which  ai- 

cent  — 
Write  down  vour  own  words  I  re-utter  you  I 
*  I  loved  my  husband  and  Ihattd  —  who 
He  was.  1  took  up  as  my  first  chance^  mere 
Mud-ball  to  fling  and  maJce  love  foul  with! '  Heit 
Lies  paper  I" 

**  Would  my  blood  for  ink  suffice  I ' 

''  It  may :  this  muiion  from  a  bind  of  spice. 
Silk,  feather  —  every  bird  of  jewelled  oreast  — 
This  poniard's  beauty,  ne'er  so  lightly  prest 
Above  your  heart  there  "... 


it 


Thus?" 


''It  Bows,  I  see. 

Dip  there  the  point  and  write ! " 


Nay,  I  remember." 


"IKototatome! 


And  she  wrote  the  words. 
I  read  them.    Then  —  ''Since    love,  in   yoa, 

affords 
License  for  hate,  in  me,  to  quench  (I  say) 
Contempt  —  why,  hate  itself  has  passed  away 
In  vengeance  —  foreign  to  contempt.     Depart 
Peacefully  to  that  death  which  Eastern  art 
Imbued  this  weanon  with,  if  tales  be  true ! 
Love  will  succeea  to  hate.    I  pardon  you  — 
Dead  in  our  chamber  I  " 

True  as  truth  the  tale. 
She  died  ere  morning  ;  then,  I  saw  how  pale 
Her  cheek  was  ere  it  wore  day's  paint-^-disguiae. 
And  what  a  hollow  darkened  'neath  her  eyes. 
Now  that  I  used  my  own.    She  sleeps,  as  erst 
Beloved,  in  this  your  churoh  :  ay,  yours  I 

Immersed 
In  thought  so  deeply,  Father?    Sad,  perhaps? 
For  whose  sake,  hers  or  mine  or  his  wno  wrapt 
—  Still  plain  I  seem  to  see  !  —  about  his  head 
The  idle  cloak,  —  about  his  heart  (instead 
Of  cuirass)  some  fond  hope  he  may  elude 
My  vengeance  in  the  cloister's  sohtnde  ? 
Hardlv,  I  think  !    As  little  helped  his  brow 
Thecloiak  then.  Father  —  as  your  grate  helps 
now! 

CENCIAJA 

Ogni  cencio  vuol  entrare  in  bucato.  —  Italian  Proverh. 

Mr.  Buxton  Forman,  the  edit-or  of  Shelley, 
upon  asking  Browning  the  precise  value  at- 
tached to  the  terminal  aja  in  the  title  of  his 
poem,  received  the  following  answer :  — 


CENCIAJA 
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•*  19  WAftWUS  Cbmcut,  W.,  Jidy  37,  *7e. 
**  Dbab  Mb.  Buxton  Fojucan  :  There  can 
be  no  objectiun  to  sach  a  simple  statement  as 
you  have  inserted,  if  it  seems  worth  inserting. 
'  Fact,*  it  is.  Next :  *  aia '  is  generally  an 
accomnlative   yet     depreciative    termination: 

*  Cenciaja  *  — a  bundle  of  rags  —  a  trifle.  The 
proverb  means  *  every  poor  creature  will  be 
preesing  into  the  company  of  his  betters,'  and 
I  used  it  to  deprecate  the  notion  that  I  intended 
anything  of  the  kind.  Is  it  any  contribution  to 
^  all  connected  with  Shelley/  if  I  mention  that 
my  'Book'  {The  Ring  and  the  Book)  [rather 
the  *  old  square  yellow  book  '  from  which  the 
details  were  taken]  has  a  reference  to  the  reason 
given  by  Fariuacci,  the  advocate  of  the  Cenci, 
of  his   failure  in  the    defence   of    Beatrice? 

*  Fuisse  punitam  Beatricem  (he  declares)  poenft 
nltinii  supplioii,  uon  quia  ez  xntervallo  ocoidi 
mandavit  insidiantem  buo  honori,  sed  quia  ejus 
exceptionem  non  probavi  tibi.  Prout,  et  idem 
firmiter  sperabatw  de  sorore  Beatrice  si  propou- 
tam  excusationem  probasset,  prout  non  probavit.* 
That  is,  she  expected  to  avow  the  main  out- 
rage, and  did  not:  in  conformity  with  her 
words,  *  That  which  I  ought  to  confess,  that 
will  I  confess ;  that  to  which  I  ought  to  assent, 
to  that  I  assent ;  and  that  which  I  ought  to  deny, 
that  will  I  deny.'    Here  is  another  Cenciaja  I 

Tours  very  sincerely,  Robert  Bbownino." 


•« 


Mat  I  print,  Shelley,  how  it  came  to  pass 
That  wnen  your  Beatrice  seemed  —  by  lapse 
Of  manv  a  long  month  since  her  sentence  fell  — 
Aasured  of  paraon  for  the  parricide  — 
By  intercession  of  stanch  friends,  or,  say, 
By  certain  pricks  of  conscience  in  the  Pope 
Conniver  at  Francesco  Cenci's  guilt,  — 
Saddenlv  aJl  things  changed  and  Clement  grew 
**  Stem/'  as  you  state,  '*  nor  to  be  moved  nor 

bent. 
But  said  these  three  words  coldly  *She  must 

die  ; ' 
Subjoining  ''  Pardon  f    Paolo  Santa  Croce 
Murdered  hie  mother  also  yestereve^ 
And  he  is  fled  :  she  shall  not  flee  at  least  I ' " 
—  So,  to  tne  letter,  sentence  was  fulfilled  ? 
Shellcnr,  may  I  condense  verbosity 
That  ties  before  me,  into  some  few  words 
Of  Ei^clish,  and  illustrate  your  superb 
Achievement  by  a  rescued  anecdote. 
No  great  things,  only  new  and  true  beside  ? 
As  if  some  mere  familiar  of  a  house 
Should  venture  to  accost  the  ^roup  at  gaxe 
Before  its  Titian,  famed  the  wide  world  through, 
And  supplement  such  pictured  masterpiece 
By  whisper,  ''*'  Searching  in  the  archives  here, 
I  fottud  the  reason  of  the  Lady's  fate, 
And  how  by  accident  it  came  to  pass 
She  wears  the  halo  and  displays  the  palm : 
Who,  haply,  else  had  never  suffered  —  no. 
Nor  graced  our  gallery,  by  consequence." 
Who  loved  the  work  would  like  the  little  news : 


Who  lauds  your  poem  lends  an  ear  to  me 

Relating  how  the  penalty  was  paid 

By  one  Marohese  dell'  Oriolo,  called 

Onofrio  banta  Croce  otherwise. 

For  his  complicity  in  matricide 

With  Paolo  his  own  brother,  —  he  whose  crime 

And  flight  induced  '*  those  three  words  — She 

must  die." 
Thus  I  unroll  you  then  the  manuscript. 

''  God's  jostioe  "  —  (of  the  multinlicity 
Of  such  communications  extant  still. 
Recording,  each,  injustice  done  by  God 
In  person  of  his  Vicaavupon-^arth, 
Scarce  one  but  leads  off  to  the  selfsame  tune)  — 
"  God's  justice,  tardy  though  it  prove  perchance. 
Rests  never  on  the  track  until  it  reach 
Delinquency.    In  proof  I  cite  the  case 
Of  Paolo  Santa  Croce." 

Manjr  times 
The  youngster,  —  having  been  importunate 
That  Marcheeine  Costai^a,  who  remained 
His  widowed  mother,  should  supplant  the  hdr 
Her  elder  son,  and  substitute  himself 
In  sole  possession  of  her  faculty,  — 
And  meeting  jast  as  often  with  rebuff,  — 
Blinded  bv  so  exorbitant  a  lust 
Of  gold^  the  youngster  straightway  tasked  his 

wits, 
Casting  about  to  kill  the  lady  —  thus. 

He  first,  to  cover  his  iniquity. 
Writes  to  Onofrio  Santa  Croce,  then 
Authoritative  lord,  acquainting  him 
Their  mother  was  contamination  —  wrought 
Like  hell-fire  in  the  beauty  of  their  House 
By  dissoluteness  and  abandonment 
of  soul  and  body  to  impure  delight. 

Moreover,  since  she  suffered  from  disease. 
Those  symptoms  which  her  death  made  maai* 

fest 
Hvdroptic,  he  affirmed  were  fniits  of  sin 
About  to  bring  confusion  and  disgrace 
Upon  the  ancient  lineage  and  high  fame 
O  the  family,  when  published.     Duty  bound. 
He  asked  his  brother — what  a  son  shoidd  do? 

Which  when  Marohese  dell'  Oriolo  heard 
By  letter,  being  absent  at  his  land 
Onolo,  he  made  answer,  this,  no  more  : 
'*  It  must  behoove  a  son,  —  things  haply  so,  — 
To  act  as  honor  prompts  a  cavalier 
And  son,  perform  his  duty  to  all  tiiree, 
Mother  and  brothers  "  —  here  advice  broke  off* 

By  which  advice  informed  and  fortified 
As  he  professed  himself  — since  bound  by  birth 
To  hear  God's  voice  in  primogeniture  — 
Paolo,  who  kept  his  mother  company 
In  her  domain  Subiaco,  straightway  dared 
His  whole  enormity  of  enterprise. 
And,  falling  on  her,  stabbed  the  lady  dead ; 
Whose  death  demonstrated  her  innocence. 
And   happened, — by  the  way,  —  since  Jesus 

Christ 
Died  to  save  man,  just  sixteen  hundred  years. 
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CostaiuEft  was  of  aspect  beantifnl 
Exceedingly,  and  seemed,  idthoug-h  in  age 
Sixty  about,  to  far  sorpass  her  peers 
The  coStaneous  dames,  in  youth  and  grace. 

Done  the  misdeed,  its  author  takes  to  flight, 
Foiling  thereby  the  justice  of  the  world : 
Not  Uod's   however,  —  Qod,  be  sure,  knows 

well 
The  way  to  clutch  a  culprit.    Witness  here  I 
The  present  sinner,  when  he  least  expects, 
Snug-cornered  somewhere  i'  the  Basuioate, 
Stumbles  upon  his  death  by  violence. 
A  man  of  blood  assaults  a  man  of  blood 
And  slays  him  somehow.    This  was  afterward : 
Enough,  he  promptly  met  with  his  deserts. 
And,  ending  thus,  permits  we  end  with  him. 
And  push  forthwith  to  this  important  point  — 
His  matricide  fell  out,  of  all  the  days, 
Precisely  when  the  law-procedure  closed 
Kespectmg  Count  Francesco  Cenci^s  death 
Chargeable  on  his  daughter,  sons  and  wife. 
*'  Thus  patricide  was  matched  with  matricide," 
A  poet  not  inelegantly  rhymed  : 
Nay,  fratricide  —  those  Princes  Maasimi !  — 
Which  so  disturbed  the  spirit  of  the  Pope 
That  all  the  lik^hood  Rome  entertained 
Of  Beatrice's  pardon  vanished  straight. 
And  she  endured  the  piteous  death. 

Now  see 
The  se<|uel  —  what  effect  ccramandment  had 
For  strict  inquiry  into  this  last  case. 
When  Cardinal  Aldobrandini  (great 
His  efficacy  *—  nephew  to  the  Pope  !) 
Was  bidden  crush  —  ay,  though  his  very  hand 
Got  soil  i'  the  act  —  crime  spawning  everywhere ! 
Because,  when  all  endeavor  had  been  used 
To  catch  the  aforesaid  Paolo,  all  in  vain  — 
**  Make  perquisition,"  ciuoth  our  Eminence, 
**  Throi^hont  his  now  aeserted  domicile  I 
Ransack  the  palace,  roof  and  floor,  t'^  find 
If  haply  any  scrap  of  writinii;,  hid 
In  nook  or  comer,  may  convict  —  who  knows  f  — 
Brother  Onofrio  of  intelligence 
With  brother  Paolo,  as  in  brotherhood 
Is  bat  too  likely :  crime  spawns  everywhere." 

And,  every  cranny  searched  accordingly, 
There  comes  to  light  —  O  lynx-eyed  Caroina]  I  — 
Onofrio's  unconsidered  writini^scrap, 
The  letter  in  reply  to  Paolo's  prayer. 
The  word  of  counsel  that  —  things  proving  so, 
Paolo  should  act  the  proper  knightly  part. 
And  do  as  was  incumoent  on  a  son, 
A  brother  —  and  a  man  of  birth,  be  sure ! 

Whereat  immediately  the  officers 
Proceeded  to  arrest  Onofrio  —  found 
At  football,  child's  play,  unaware  of  harm. 
Safe  with  his  friends,  the  Orsini,  at  their  seat 
Monte  Giordano  ;  as  he  left  the  house  ^ 
He  came  upon  the  watch  in  wait  for  him 
Set  by  the  Barigel,  —  was  caught  and  caged. 

News  of  which  capture  being,  that  same  hour. 
Conveyed  to  Rome,  forthwith  our  Eminence 
Commands  Tavema,  Governor  and  Judge, 


To  have  the  prooeas  in  especial  care. 

Be,  first  to  last^  not  only  president 

In  person,  but  mquisitor  as  well. 

Nor  trust  the  by-work  to  a  substitute : 

Bids  him  not,  squeamish,  keep  the  bench,  Voft 

scrub 
The  floor  of  Justice,  so  to  speak.  — go  try 
His  best  in  prison  with  the  erimmal : 
Promising,  as  reward  for  by-work  done 
Fairly  on  all-fours,  that,  success  obtained 
And  crime  avowed,  or  such  connivency 
With  crime  as  should  procure  a  decent  death— 
Himself  will  humbly  beg  —  whidb  means,  pn>> 

cure  — 
The  Hat  and  Purple  from  his  relative 
The  Pope,  and  so  repay  a  diligence 
Which,  meritorious  m  Uie  Cenci-case, 
Mounts  plainly  here  to  Purple  and  thie  Hat. 

Whereupon  did  my  lord  tlie  Governor 
So  mastertnllv  exercise  the  task 
Enjoined  him,  that  he,  day  by  day,  and  week 
By  week,  and  month  by  month,  from  first  to 

hist 
Toiled  for  the  prize :  now,  punctual  at  bis  place. 
Played  Judge,  and  now,  assiduous  at  his  post, 
Inquisitor  —  pi'essed  cushion  and  scoured  plank. 
Early  and  late.     Noon's  fervor  and  night's 

chill. 
Naught  moved  whom  mom  would,  purpling, 

make  amends ! 
So  that  observers  huighed  as,  many  a  day. 
He  left  home,  in  July  when  day  is  flame, 
Posted  to  Tordinona-prison,  plunged 
Into  a  vault  where  daylong  night  is  ioe. 
There  passed  his  eight  hours  on  a  stretch,  cos- 
tent. 
Examining  Onofrio :  all  the  stress 
Of  all  examination  steadily 
Converging  into  one  pin-point,  —  he  poshed 
Tentative  now  of  head  and  now  of  heart. 
As  when  the  nut-hatch  taps  and  tries  the  nut 
This  side  and  that  side  till  the  kernel  sound,— 
So  did  he  press  the  sole  and  single  point 

—  What  was  the  very  meaning  of  the  phrase 
'*  Do  as  beseems  an  honored  cavalier  "  f 

Which    one    persistent    question-tortnre, " 

plied 
Day  by  day,  week  by  week,  and  month  bj 

month, 
Mom,  noon  and  night,  —  fatigued  away  a  mind 
Grown  imbecile  by  darkness,  solitude. 
And  one  vivacious  memory  gnawing  there 
As  when  a  corpse  is  coffined  with  a  snake : 

—  Fatigued  Onofrio  into  what  might  seem 
Adiiiission  that  perchance  his  judgment  gropsd 
So  blindly,  feeling  for  an  Issue  —  aught 

With  semblance  oi  an  issue  from  the  toils 
Cast  of  a  sudden  round  feet  late  so  free. 
He  possibly  might  have  envisaged,  scarce 
Recoiled  from  —  even  were  the  issue  death 

—  Even  her  death  whose  life  was  death  and 

worse  I 
Always  provided  that  the  charge  of  crime. 
Each  jot  and  tittle  of  tlie  ohiurge  were  true. 
In  sucn  a  sense,  belike,  he  might  advise 
His  brother  to  expurgate  crime  with  .  .  .  well. 
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With  blood,  if  blood  must  follow  on  **  the  course 
Taken  as  might  beseem  a  cavalier  J*^ 

WhereupoD  process  ended,  and  report 
Was  made  witnout  a  minute  bf  delay 
To  Clementj  who,  because  of  those  two  orimes 
O'  the  Massimi  and  Cenoi  flagrant  late, 
Most  needs  impatiently  desire  resnlt. 

Result  obtained,  he  bade  the  Governor 
Summon  the  Congregation  and  despatch. 
Summons  made,  sentencepassed  accordingly 
—  Death  by  beheading.    When  his  death-decree 
Was  intimated  to  Onofrio,  all 
Man  could  do  —  that  did  he  to  saye  himself. 
*T  was  muchf  the  having  gained  for  his  defence 
The  Advocate  o*  the  Poor,  with  natural  help 
Of  many  noble  friendly  persons  fain 
To  disengage  a  man  of  family, 
So  young  too,  from  his  grim  entanglement : 
But  Cai^inal  Aldobrandini  ruled 
There  roust  be  no  diversion  of  the  law. 
Justice  is  justice,  and  the  magistrate 
Bears  not  the  sword  in  vain.    Who  sins  must 
die. 

So,  the  Marchese  had  his  head  out  off, 
With  Rome  to  see,  a  concourse  in6nite. 
In  Pl&ce  Saint  Angelo  beside  the  Bridge ; 
Where,  demonstrating  magnanimity 
Adequate  to  his  birth  and  breed, — poor  boy !  — - 
He  made  the  people  the  accustomed  speech. 
Exhorted  them  to  true  faith,  honest  works, 
And  special  good  behavior  as  regards 
A  parent  of  no  matter  what  the  sex. 
Bidding  each  son  take  warning  from  himself. 
Truly,  it  was  considered  in  the  boy 
Stark  staring^  lunacy,  no  less,  to  snap 
So  plain  a  bait,  be  hooked  and  hauled  asheve 
By  such  an  angler  as  the  Outlinal  1 
Why  make  comession  of  his  privitj^ 
To  Paolo^s  enterprise  ?    Mere  sealing  lips  — 
Or,  better,  sayinff  ^*  When  I  counselled  nim 
^  To  do  as  might  beseem  a  cavalier^* 
What  could  I  mean  but  ''Hide  our  parentis 

shame 
As  Chilian  ought,  by  aid  of  Holy  Church! 
Bury  U  in  a  convent —  ay,  beneath 
JSnough  dotation  to  prevent  its  ghost 
F^rom  troubling  earth  /  * ''    Mere  saying  thus,  — 

't  is  plain. 
Not  only  were  ms  life  the  recompense. 
But  he  had  manifestly  proved  himself 
True  Christian,  and  in  lieu  of  punishment 
Got  prtaae  of  all  men !  —so  the  populace. 

Anyhow,  when  the  Pope  made  promise  good 
(That  of  Aldobrandini,  near  and  dear) 
And  gave  Tavema,  who  had  toiled  so  much, 
A  Cardinal^s  equipment,  some  such  word 
As  tiUs  from  mouth  to  ear  went  saucily : 
**  Ta^ema^s  cap  is  dved  in  what  he  drew 
nrasn  Santa   Croce  s  veins  I  *^    So  joked  the 
world. 

I  add  :  Onofrio  left  one  child  behind, 
A    daughter   named   Valeria,    dowered   with 


Abundantly  of  soul  and  body,  doomed 
To  life  the  shorter  for  her  fatner's  fate. 
By  death  of  her,  the  Marquisate  returned 
To  that  Orsini  House  from  whence  it  came : 
Oriolo  having  passed  as  donative 
To  Santa  Croce  from  their  ancestors. 

And  no  word  more  ?    By  all  means  1    Would 

you  know 
The  auUioritotive  answer,  when  folk  urged 
*'What  made  Aldobrandini,  hound-like  standi^ 
Hunt  out  of  life  a  harmless  simpleton?  '* 
The  answer  was— >  ^*  Hatred  implacable, 
Bt  reason  they  were  rivals  in  their  love.'* 
Tne  Cardinal's  desire  was  to  a  dame 
Whose  favor  was  Onofrio's.     Pricked   with 

pride, 
The  simpleton  mnst  ostentationsly 
Display  a  ring,  the  Cardinal^s  love-gift, 
GKven  to  Onofrio  as  the  lady*s  gage : 
Which  ring  on  finger,  as  he  put  forth  hand 
To  draw  a  tapestry,  the  Cardinal 
Saw  and  knew,  girt  and  owner,  old  and  young  ; 
Whereon  a  fury  entered  him — the  fire 
He  quenched  with  what  could  quench  fire  only 

—  blood. 
Nay,  more:  "there  want  not  who  affinn  to 

bool^ 
The  unwise  boy,  a  certain  festal  eve. 
Feigned  ignorance  of  who  the  wight  might  be 
That  pressed  too  closely  on  him  with  a  crowd. 
He  struck  the  Cardinal  a  blow :  and  then, 
To  put  a  face  upon  the  incident, 
Darod  next  day,  smug  as  ever,  go  pay  court 
r   the   Cardinal's    antechamber.    Mark   and 

mend. 
Ye  youth,  by  this  example  how  may  greed 
Vamglorious  operate  in  worldly  souls  1  *' 

So  ends  the  chronider,  beginning  with 
"Gk>d's   justice,  tardy   though  it  prove  per- 
chance. 
Rests  never  till  it  reach  delinquency.'* 
Ay,  or  how  otherwise  had  come  to  pass 
That  Victor  rules,  this  present  year,  in  Rome  ? 
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"  No,  boy.  we  must  not " — so  began 
My  Uncle  (he  *s  with  God  long  since), 

A-^tting  me,  the  good  old  man ! 

We  must  not  '*  —  and  he  seemed  to  wince. 

And  lost  that  laugh  whereto  had  grown 
His  chuckle  at  my  niece  of  news. 

How  cleverly  I  aimea  my  stone  — 
*^  I  fear  we  must  not  i>elt  the  Jews  I 

"  When  I  was  young  indeed,  —  ah,  faith 

Was  young  and  strong  in  Florence  too  I 
We  Christians  never  dreamed  of  scathe 

Because  we  cursed  or  kicked  the  crew. 
But  now  —  well,  well  1    The  olive-crops 

Weighed  double  then,  and  Amo^s  pranks 
Would  always  spare  religious  shops 

Whenever  he  overflowed  his  banks  I 


824      FILIPPO   BAlDINUCCI   ON  THE  PRIVILEGE  OF  BURIAL 


**  I  '11  tell  YOU  "  —  and  his  eye  reirained 

Its  twinkle  —  "  tell  yon  sometmng^  choice  I 
Something  may  help  you  keep  unstained 

Tour  honest  zeal  to  stop  the  voice 
Of  unbelief  with  stone-throw  — spite 

Of  laws,  which  modem  fools  enact, 
That  we  must  suffer  Jews  in  sight 

Gk>  wholly  unmolested  1    Fact  I 

"  There  was,  then,  in  my  youth,  and  yet 

Is,  by  our  iSan  Frediano,  just 
Below  the  Blessed  Olivet, 

A  wayside  ground  wherein  thev  thrust 
Their    dead, — these   Jews,  —  the    more   our 
shame! 

Except  that,  so  they  will  but  die, 
Christians  perchance  mcur  no  blame 

In  giving  hogs  a  hoist  to  sty. 

**  There,  anyhow,  Jews  stow  away 

Their  dead  ;  and — such  their  insolenoe  — 
Slink  at  odd  times  to  sing  and  pray 

Aa  Christians  do  —  all  make-pretence  I  — 
Which  wickedness  they  perpetrate 

Because  thev  think  no  Christians  see. 
They  reckoned  here,  at  any  rate. 

Without  their  host :  ha,  na  I  he,  he ! 

**  For,  what  should  join  their  plot  of  ground 

But  a  good  Farmer's  Christian  field  ? 
The  Jews  had  hedged  their  comer  round 

With  bramble-bush  to  keep  concealed 
Their  doings :  for  the  public  road 

Ran  betwixt  this  their  ground  and  that 
The  Farmer's,  where  he  ploughed  and  sowed, 

Grew  com  for  bam  and  grapes  for  vat. 

'*  So,  properly  to  guard  his  store 

Ana  gail  the  unbelievers  too, 
He  buikb  a  shrine  and,  what  is  more. 

Procures  a  painter  whom  I  knew, 
One  Buti  (he  ^s  with  Ood),  to  paint 

A  hol^  picture  there  —  no  less 
Than  Virgin  Mary  free  from  taint 

Borne  to  the  sky  by  angels :  yes ! 

**  Which  shrine  he  fixed, —  who  says  him  nay  ?  — 

A-facing  with  its  picture^de 
Kot,  as  you  'd  think,  the  public  way. 

But  just  where  sought  tnese  hounds  to  hide 
Their  carrion  from  that  very  truth 

Of  Mary's  triumph :  not  a  hound 
Could  act  his  mummeries  uncouth 

But  Mary  shamed  the  pack  all  round  I 

*'  Now,  if  it  was  amusing,  judge  I 

—  To  see  the  company  arrive, 
£aoh  Jew  intent  to  end  his  trudge 

And  take  his  pleasure  (though  alive) 
With  all  his  Jewish  kith  and  kin 

Below  ground,  have  his  venom  out, 
Bharpen  his  wits  for  next  day's  sin. 

Curse  Christians,  and  so  home,  no  doubt ! 

**  Whereas,  each  phiz  upturned  beholds 

Mary,  I  warrant,  soaring  brave  I 
And  in  a  trice,  beneath  the  folds 

Of  filthy  garb  which  gowns  each  knave, 


Down  drops  it  —  there  to  hide  grimace. 
Contortion  of  the  month  and  note 

At  finding  Mary  in  the  place 
They  'a  keep  for  Pilate,  I  suppose ! 

**  At  last,  they  will  not  bzook  —  not  they !  — 

Longer  such  outrage  on  their  tribe : 
So;^  some  hole  and  comer,  lay 

Their  heads  together  —  how  to  bribe 
The  meritorious  Farmer's  self 

To  straight  undo  his  work,  restore 
Their  chance  to  meet  and  muse  cm  pelf  — 

Pretending  sorrow,  as  before  I 

"  Forthwithja  posse,  if  you  ^ease. 

Of  Rabbi  This  and  Rabbi  That 
Almost  go  down  upon  their  kneee 

To  get  him  lay  tne  picture  flat. 
The  spokesman,  eighty  vears  of  age. 

Gray  as  a  badger,  with  a  goat's 
Not  only  beard  but  bleat, 'gins  wage 

War  with  our  Mary.    Thus  he  dotea  :  — 
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gnux !     How   H^treta 


Friends,   grant    a 

toil 

Through  l\fe  in  Florence  —  why  relate 
To  those  who  lay  the  burden^  nod 

Owr  paths  qf  peace  f     We  bear  omr/ate^ 
But  umen  with  life  the  long  toil  ends. 

Why  must  you  —  the  expression  craves 
Pardon^  but  truth  compels  me^Jriemds  !  — 
Why  must  you  plague  ue  in  our  graves  f 


ti  t 


Thoughtlessly  plague,  I  would  believe  ! 

For  how  can  you  —  the  lords  qf  ease 
By  nurture^  birthright —  e'en  conceive 

Our  luxury  to  lie  with  trees 
And  turf,  — the  cricket  and  the  bird 

L^/or  our  last  companionship : 
No  harsh  deed,  no  unkindly  word,  ^ 

No  frowning  brow  nor  scon{ful  lip  I 

*^  *  Death^s  luxury,  we  now  r^^earse 

While,  living,  through  your  streets  we/are 
And  take  your  hatred ;  nothing  worse 

Have  we,  once  dead  and  safe,  to  bear  I 
So  we  refresh  our  souls,  fulfil 

Our  works,  otar  daily  tasks ;  and  thus 
Gather  you  grain  —  earth's  harvest  —  stiU 

The  wheat  for  you,  the  straw  for  us, 

**  *  What  flouting  in  a  face,  what  hami. 

In  just  a  lady  Dome  from  bier 
By  boys'  heads,  win^  for  leg  and  arm  ? ' 

Foti  question.    Friends,  the  harm  is  here  — 
That  just  when  our  last  sigh  is  heaved. 

And  we  would  fain  thank  Crod  and  you 
For  labor  done  and  peace  achieved. 

Back  comes  the  Past  in  full  review  ! 

^''^  At  sight  qfjust  that  simple  flag. 

Starts  the  foe-feeling  serpentHiloB 
From  slundter.    Leave  it  lulled,  nor  drag  — 

Though  fangUss  —forth  what  needs  must 
When  stricken  sore,  though  stroke  be  vain 

Against  the  mailed  oppressor  I    Oive 
Play  to  our  fancy  that  we  gain 

laf^s  rights  when  once  we  cease  to  live  I 
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"'  "  Thus  much  to  courtesy^  to  kind. 

To  corucitnce  I    Now  to  Florence  folk  ! 
There  '«  core  beneath  this  apple-rind^ 

Beneath  this  vohite^f-egg  there  's  yoUc  ! 
Bene€Uh  this  prayer  to  courtesy^ 

Kind^  conscience  —  there  ^s  a  sum  to  pouch  I 
How  many  duc€Us  down  will  buy 

Our  shame^s  removal^  sirs  f    Avouch  ! 

'"'  *  Removal^  not  destruction,  sirs  ! 

Just  turn  your  picture  I    Let  it  front 
The  public  path  I    Or  memory  errs. 

Or  that  same  public  path  is  wont 
To  witness  many  a  chance  b^aU 

Of  lust,  thi^,  bloodshed  -7  sins  enough. 
Wherein  our  Hebrew  part  is  small. 

Convert  yourselves  / '  —  he  cut  up  rough. 

*'  Look  yon,  how  soon  a  aenrice  ijaid 

Religion  yields  the  servant  fmit  I 
A  prompt  reply  onr  Farmer  made 

bo  following:  '  Sirs,  to  grant  your  suit 
Involves  much  danger  !    aowf    Transpose 

Our  Lady  f    Stop  the  chastisement, 
Allfor  your  good,  herself  bestows  f 

What  wonder  if  I  grudge  consent  f 

**  *  —  Yet  grant  it:  since,  what  cash  I  take 

Is  so  much  saved  from  wicked  use. 
We  know  you  I    And,  for  Mary^s  sake, 

A  hundred  ducats  shall  induce 
Concession  to  your  prayer.    One  day 

Smffices:  Master  ButVs  brusti 
Turns  Mary  round  the  other  way. 

And  deluges  your  side  unth  slush. 

"  '  Down  with  the  ducats  ther^ore  I '    Dump, 

Dnmp,  dump  it  falls,  each  counted  piece, 
Hard  gold.    Then  out  of  door  they  stump. 

These  dogs,  each  brisk  as  with  new  lease 
Of  life,  I  warrant,  —  glad  he  '11  die 

Henceforward  just  as  he  may  choose, 
Be  buried  and  in  clover  lie  ! 

Well  sfud  Esaias  —  ^  stiff'-necked  Jews  I ' 

"  Off  posts  without  a  minute^s  loss 

Our  Farmer,  once  the  cash  in  poke. 
And  summons  Buti  —  ere  its  gloss  ^ 

Have  time  to  fade  from  off  the  joke  — 
To  chop  and  change  his  work,  undo 

Tlie  done  side,  make  the  side,  now  blank. 
Recipient  of  our  Lady  —  who. 

Displaced  thus,  haa  these  dogs  to  thank ! 

**  Now,  bo^,  you  're  hardly  to  instruct 

In  iechmcalities  of  Art  I 
My  nephew's  childhood  sure  has  sucked 

Along  with  mother's-milk  some  part 
OfpainterVpractioe  —  learned,  at  least. 

How  expeditiously  is  plied 
A  work  in  fresco  —  never  ceased 

When  once  begun  —  a  day,  each  side. 

*'So,  Buti  —  (he 's  with  Ood)  —  begins : 
First  covers  up  the  shrine  all  round 

With  hoarding  ;  then,  as  tike  as  twins. 
Paints,  t'  oti&er  side  the  burial-ground, 


New  Mary,  every  point  the  same ; 

Next,  Sluices  over,  as  agreed. 
The  old  :  and  last  —  but,  spoil  the  game 

By  telling  you  ?    Not  I,  mdeed  1 

"  Well,  ere  the  week  was  half  at  end. 

Out  came  the  object  of  this  zeal, 
This  fine  alacrity  to  spend 

Hard  money  zor  mere  dead  men's  weal  I 
How  think  you  ?    That  old  spokesman  Jew 

Was  High  Priest,  and  he  had  a  wife 
As  old,  and  she  was  during  too. 

And  wished  to  end  m  peace  her  life ! 

**  And  he  must  humor  dvin^  whims. 

And  soothe  her  with  tne  idle  hope 
They  M  say  their  prayers  and  sing  their  hymns 

As  if  her  husband  were  the  Pope  1 
And  she  did  die  —  believing  just 

This  privilege  was  purchased  I    Dead 
Li  comtcvt  through  her  foolish  trust  1 

*  Stiff-netJced  ones,'*  well  Esaias  said  I 


"  So,  Sabbath  morning,  out  of  gate 

And  on  to  way.  what  sees  our  arch 
QqoA  Fanner  ?  Why,  they  hoist  their  freight  • 

so,  maron ! 


With  hoarding  1    O'er  the  wayside  quick 
There 's  Mary  plain  in  evidence  1 

**  And  here 's  the  convoy  halting :  right ! 

Oh,  they  are  bent  on  howling  psalms 
And  growling  prayers,  when  opposite  I 

And  yet  they  glanoe,  for  all  their  qualms, 
Approve  that  promptitude  of  his. 

The  Fanner 's  —  duly  at  his  post 
To  take  due  thanks  from  eveiy  phiz. 

Sour  smirk  —  nay,  surly  smue  almost  I 

*'  Then  earthward  drops  each  brow  sgain ; 

The  solemn  task  's  resumed ;  they  reach 
Their  holy  field — the  unholy  train  : 

Enter  its  precinct,  all  and  each. 
Wrapt  somehow  in  their  godless  rites  ; 

Till,  rites  at  end,  up-waking,  lo, 
Thev  lift  their  faces  I    Whatdetights 

Tne  mourners  as  they  turn  to  go  ? 

"  Ha,  ha  I  he,  he^ !    On  just  the  side 

They  drew  their  purse-strings  to  make  quit 
Of  Mary,  —  Christ  the  Crucified 

Fixinted  them  now  —  these  biters  bit  I 
Never  was  such  a  hiss  and  snort. 

Such  screwing  nose  and  shooting  lip ! 
Their  purchase  —  honey^  in  report  — 

Proved  gall  and  verjuice  at  first  sip  I 

**  Out  they  break,  on  they  bustle,  where, 

A-top  01  waU,  the  Farmer  waitis 
With  Buti  :  never  fun  so  rare  I 

The  Farmer  has  the  best :  he  rates 
The  rascal,  as  the  old  High  Priest 

Takes  on  himself  to  sermonize  — 
Nay,  sneer,  *  We  Jews  supposed,  at  least, 

Th^  was  a  crime  in  christian  eyes  I ' 


826      FILIPPO   BALDINUCCI   ON  THE  PRIVILEGE  OF   BURIAL 


'' '  Tluifi  f '     ones   the    Farmer.      '  Eai  yam- 
wards  ! 

Shaw  me  what  carutitutes  a  breach 
0/ faith  in  aught  ipas  said  ar  heard  ! 

1  promised  you  in  plainest  speech 
I V  take  the  thing  pou  count  disgrace 

And  put  it  here  —  and  here  ^t  is  put  I 
Did  pou  suppose  I V  leave  the  place 

Blank  ther^are^  just  pour  rage  to  glut  f 

"  *  jT  guess  pau  dared  not  stipulate  * 

For  such  a  damned  impertinence  I 
So^  quicks  mpgrapbeard.out  qfgeUe 

And  in  at  uhetto  !    Haste  pou  hence  I 
As  long  as  I  have  house  and  land. 

To  spite  pau  irreligious  chaps. 
Here  shall  the  Crucifixion  stand  — 

Unless  pou  down  with  cash,  perhaps  I  * 

**  So  sniokered  he  and  Bnti  both. 

The  Jews  said  nothing,  interohanged 
A  glance  or  two,  renewed  their  oath 

To  keep  ears  stopped  and  hearts  estranged 
From  grace,  for  all  onr  Church  can  do ; 

Then  off  they  Seattle :  sullen  jog 
Homewards,  a^iainst  our  Church  to  brew 

Fresh  mischief  in  their  synagogue. 

"  But  next  da^  —  see  what  happened,  boy  I 

See  why  I  bid  you  haye  a  care 
How  vou  pelt  Jews  I    The  knayes  empl<^ 

Such  methods  of  revenge,  forbear 
No  outrage  on  our  faith,  when  free 

To  wreak  their  malice  I    Here  they  took 
So  base  a  method  —  plague  o'  me 

If  I  record  it  in  my  Book  1 

'''  For,  next  day,  while  the  Farmer  sat 

Lauf^hing  with  Buti,  in  his  shop, 
At  their  snooessftil  joke,  —  rat-tat,  *~ 

Door  opens,  and  tiiey  're  like  to  drop 
Down  to  the  floor  as  in  there  stalks 

A  six-feet-high  herculean-built 
Young  he-Jew  with  a  beard  that  balks 

Description.    *"  Help  ere  blood  be  spiU  ! ' 

—  "Screamed  Bnti  :  for  he  recognised 

Whom  but  the  son,  no  less  no  more. 
Of  that  High  Priest  his  work  surprised 

So  pleasantly  the  day  before  1 
Son  of  the  mother,  then,  whereof 

The  bier  he  lent  a  shoulder  to. 
And  made  ilie  moans  about,  dared  scoff 

At  sober  Christian  grief  —  the  Jew  1 

"  *  .Sirs,  /  salute  pou  !    Never  rise  ! 

No  apprehension  !  *     (Buti,  white 
And  trembling  like  a  tub  of  size. 

Had  tried  to  smuggle  out  of  sight 
The  picture *s  self  —  the  thing  in  oils. 

Yon  know,  from  which  a  fresco  *s  dashed 
Which  courage  speeds  while  caution  spoils  ) 

'  Stap  and  be  praised,  sir,  unabaskea  t 
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Praised,  —  ay,  and  paid  too :  for  I  come 
To  buy  tlutt  very  work  of  pours, 
Mppoor  abode,  which  boasts  —  well,  some 
]Feio  specimens  qf  Art,  secures. 


Haplp,  a  masterpiece  indeed 
if  1  should  ^nd  mp  humble  means 

StfMce  the  auuap.    So,  proceed  ! 
Propose  —  ere  prudence  intervenes  !  ' 


(t 


On  Buti,  cowering  like  a  child, 

These  words  descended  from  aloft. 
In  tone  so  ominously  mild. 

With  smile  terrifically  soft 
To  that  degree  — could  Buti  dare 

(Poor  fellow)  use  his  brains,  think  twice  ? 
He  asked,  thus  taken  unaware. 

No  more  than  just  the  proper  price  1 

*'  *  Dane  /  *  cries  the  monster.     *  I  disbune 

Forthwith  pour  moderate  demand. 
Count  on  mp  custom  —  \fno  worse 

YourJ^uture  work  be,  understand. 
Than  this  I  carry  ^ffl    No  aid  I 

Mp  arm,  sir,  lacks  nor  bone  nor  thews  : 
The  burden  '«  easp,  and  we  We  made. 

Easy  or  hard,  to  bear  —  we  Jews  ! ' 

**  Crossing  himself  at  such  escape, 

Buti  b^  turns  the  money  eyes 
And,  timidlpr,  the  stalwart  sh^M 

Now  moving  doorwards :  but,  more  wise. 
The  Fanner  —  who,  though  dumb,  this  while 

Had  watched  advantage  —  straight  ooneetved 
A  reason  for  that  tone  and  smile 

So  mild  and  soft  1    The  Jew  —  belierred ! 

**  Manr  in  triumph  borne  to  deck 

A  Hebrtiw  household  1    Pictured  where 
No  one  was  used  to  bend  the  neck 

In  praise  or  bow  the  knee  in  prayer  1 
Borne  to  that  domicile  by  whom  ? 

The   son    of    the   High   Prieatl     Thnmg^ 
what? 
An  insult  done  his  mother's  tomb  I 

Saul  changed  to  Paul  —  the  ease  came  pat! 


*'  *  Stap,  dag-Jew  .  .  .  gende  sir,  that  is  ! 

Resolve  me  I    Can  it  be^^  she  crowned^  — 
Mary,  by  miracle,  —  oh  bliss  !  — 

My  present  to  your  burial'graund  9 
Certain,  a  ray  <;fliqht  has  burst 

Your  vale  if  darkness  I    Had  yon  else. 
Only  for  Mary's  sake,  unpursed 

So  much  hard  money?    Tell—oh,  tdl'sP 

**  Round  —  like  a  seroent  that  we  took 

For  worm  and  trod  on — turns  his  bulk 
About  the  Jew.     First  dreadful  look 

Sends  Bnti  in  a  trice  to  skulk 
Out  of  sight  somewhere,  safe  —  alack  I 

But  our  good  Farmer  faith  made  hfAAi 
And  firm  (with  Flnronoe  at  his  back) 

He  stood,  while  gruff  the  gutturals  rolled  — 

^^*  Ay,  sir^  a  miracle  was  worked. 

By  quite  another  power,  I  trow. 
Than  ever  pet  in  canvcu  lurked. 

Or  pou  would  scarcelpface  me  now  I 
A  certain  impulse  did  suggest 

A  certain  grasp  with  this  right-hand. 
Which  probMp  had  put  to  rest 

Our  quarrel,  —  thus  pour  throat  once  spanned! 
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**  *  But  I  remembered  mc,  eubdued 

That  imjndte,  and  jfoufaee  me  ^iU  I 
And  soon  a  philosojjJkic  mood 

Succeeding  {hear  it^  ifu<^  will !) 
Has  cdtogetMT  changed  my  views 

Concerning  Art,    Blind  pr^udicel 
Well  map  you  Christians  tax  us  Jews 

With  scrupulosity  too  nice  I 

"  *  For,  donU  I  w«,  —  Ut '«  issue  Join  I  — 

Whenever  I  'm  allowed  pollute 
{I —  and  my  little  bag  qfcoin) 

Some  Christian  palace  (^  repute^  — 
Don't  I  see  stuck  up  everywhere 

Abundant  proqfthat  cultured  taste 
Has  Beauty /or  its  only  care^ 

And  upon  Truth  no  thought  to  waste  f 

"  '  'Jew,  sinoe  it  must  be,  take  in  pledge 

Of  payment  ^  —  soa  Cardinal 
Has  sighed  tome  as  if  a  wedge 

Entared  his  heart  — '  this  beet  of  all 
My  treasures  I  *    Leda^  Ganymede 

Or  Antiope:  swan^  eagle^  ape, 
{Or  what 's  the  beast  qf  what 's  the  breed,) 

And  Jupiter  in  every  shape  I 

"  *  Whereat  if  I  presume  to  ask 

'  But,  Elminenoe.  though  Tltiaa's  whi 
Of  brush  have  well  performed  its  task,^ 

How  comes  it  these  false  godships  fri 
In  presence  of  —  what  yonder  frame 

Pretends  to  image  ?    Surely,  odd 
It  seems,  yon  let  oon&ont  The  Name 

Each  beast  the  heathen  called  his  god  I  * 

^'  *  Benignant  smiles  me  pity  straight 

The  Cardinal,    *  'T  is  Truth,  we  prize  I 
Art 's  Uie  sole  question  in  debate  I 

These  subjects  are  so  many  lies. 
We  treat  them  with  a  proper  scorn 

When  we  turn  lies  —  called  gods  f  onooth  - 
To  lies*  fit  use.  now  Christ  is  bom. 

Drawing  ana  coloring  are  Truth. 

"  ^  'Think  von  I  honor  lies  so  much 

Am  scruple  to  parade  the  charms 
Of  Leda  —  Titian,  every  touch  — 

Because  the  thing  within  her  arms 
Means  Jupiter  who  had  the  praise 

And  prayer  of  a  benightea  world  ? 
He  would  have  mine  too,  if,  in  days 

Of  light,  I  kept  the  canvas  furled  1 ' 

^*  So  ending^  with  some  easy  gibe. 

Whatpower  has  logic  !    J,  at  once^ 
Acknowledged  error  in  our  tribe 

So  squeamish  thatj  when  friends  ensconce 
A  pretty  picture  in  its  niche 

To  do  us  honor,  deck  our  graves, 
Wejret  andjume  and  have  cm  ttcA 

To  strangle  folk  —  ungrateful  knaves  ! 

'* '  No,  sir  !    Be  sure  that  —  what '«  its  style. 
Your  picture  f  —  shall  possess  ungrudged 

A  pltice  among  my  rank  and  file 
Of  Led€u  and  what  not  —  oe  judged 


Just  as  a  picture  !  and  {because 
I  fear  me  much  I  scarce  have  bought 

A  Titian)  Master  ButVs,/iaws 
Found  therej  will  have  the  laugh  flaws  ought  /  * 

**  So,  with  a  scowl,  it  darkens  door — 

This  bulk  —  no  longer  1    Bnti  makes 
Prompt  glad  re-entry  ;  there 's  a  score 

Of  oaths,  as  the  good  Farmer  wakes 
From  what  must  needs  have  been  a  trance, 

Or  he  had  struck  (he  swears)  to  ground 
The  bold  bad  mouth  that  dared  adVanoe 

Sueh  doctrine  the  reverse  of  sound  I 

*' Was  magic  here?    Mortlikel    For.  sinoe. 

Somehow  our  city's  faith  grows  stiU 
More  and  more  lukewarm,  and  our  Prince 

Or  loses  heart  or  wants  the  will 
To  check  increase  of  cold.    'T  is  *  Live 

And  let^  live  !    Languidly  repreu 
The  Dissident  I    In  shorty  —  contrive 

Christians  must  bear  with  Jews :  no  less  ! ' 

**  The  end  seems,  any  Israelite 

Wants  any  picture,  —pishes,  poohs, 
Purchases,  hangs  it  full  m  sight 

In  any  chamber  he  may  choose  I 
In  Christ's  crown,  one  more  thorn  we  rue  I 

In  Mary's  bosom,  one  more  sword  I 
No,  boy,  you  must  not  pelt  a  Jew  I 

OLoiiUlu>wlang?    Mow  long,  O  Lord  f  " 

EPILOGUE 

fie<rroc  •  .  . 

"  Thb  poets  pour  us  wine  —  " 
Said  the  dearest  poet  I  ever  knew. 

Dearest  and  greatest  and  best  to  me. 

Ton  clamor  athirst  for  poetry  — 

We  pour.    *'  But  when  shall  a  vintace  be  "  -^ 
Ton  cry — "'  strong  grape,  squeezed  gold  from 


Tet  sweet  juioe^  flavored  flowerv-fine  ? 
That  were  mdeed  the  wine  I " 

One  pours  your  cup  —  stark  streneth. 

Meat  for  a  man ;  and  you  eye  the  pulp 
Strained,  turbid  still,  from  the  viscous  blood 
Of  the  snaky  bough :  and  you  grumble  **  Good  I 
For  it  swells  resolve,  breeds  hardihood ; 

Dispatch  it,  then,  in  a  single  gulp !  " 
So,  down,  with  a  wry  face,  goes  at  length 
The  Uquor :  stuff  for  strength. 

One  pours  your  cup  —  sheer  sweet, 
The  fragrant  fumes  of  a  year  condensed : 

Suspicion  of  all  that 's  ripe  or  rathe. 

From  the  bud  on  branch  to  the  grass  in  swathe. 

*'  We  suck  mere  milk  of  the  seasons,"  saith 
A  curl  of  each  nostril  —  **  dew,  dispensed 

Nowise  for  nerving  man  to  feat : 
Boys  sip  such  noneyed  sweet  I 
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And  thus  who  wants  wine  strong, 
Waves  each  sweet  smell  of  the  year  away ; 
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Who  likes  to  swoon  as  the  sweets  sofPose 
His  brain  with  a  mixture  of  beams  and  dews 
Turned  syrupy  drink  —  rough  strenf^rth  eschews : 
""  What  though  in  our  veins  your  wine^tock 
stay? 
The  lack  of  the  bloom  does  our  palate  wrong. 
Qive  us  wine  sweet,  not  strong  I  '* 

Yet  wine  Lb  —  some  affirm  — 

Prime  wine  is  found  in  the  world  somewhere, 
Of  portable  strength  with  sweet  to  match. 
You  double  your  heart  its  dose,  yet  catch  — 
As  the  draught  descends  —  a  violet-smatch, 

Softness  —  however  it  came  there, 
Through  drops  expressed  by  the  fire  and  worm : 
i)trong  sweet  wine  —  some  affirm. 

Bodv^  and  bouquet  both  ? 

'T  is  easy  to  ticket  a  bottle  so  ; 
But  what  was  the  case  in  the  cask,  my  friends  ? 
Cask?     Nay,    the   vat  —  where    the    maker 

mends 
His  strong  with  his  sweet  (yon  suppose)  and 
blends 
His  rough  with  his  sm<>oth,  till  none  can  know 
How  it  comes  vou  may  tipple,  nothing  loth. 
Body  and  bouquet  botn. 

"  You  "  being  just  —  the  world. 

No  poets  —  who  turn,  themselves,  the  winch 
Of  the  press ;  no  critics  —  I  '11  even  sav, 
(Being  flustered  and  easv  of  futh,  to-day,) 
Wlio  for  love  of  the  work  have  learned  tbe  way 
Till  themselves   produce   home-made,  at  a 
pinch : 
No  I    You  are  the  world,  and  wine  ne*er  purled 
Except  to  please  the  world  I 

**  For,  oh  the  common  heart ! 

And,  ah  the  irremissible  sin 
Of  poets  who  please  themselves,  not  as  I 
Strong  wine  yet  sweet  wine  pouring  thus. 
How  please  still  —  Pindar  and  iSschylus  I  — 

Drink  —  dipt  into  by  the  bearded  chin 
Alike  and  the  bloomy  lip  —  no  part 
Denied  the  common  heart ! 

"  And  might  we  get  such  grace, 

And  did  you  modems  but  stock  our  vault 
With  the  true  half-brandy  half-attaivgul. 
How  would  seniors  induce  at  a  hearty  pull 
While  juniors  tossed  off  their  thimbleful ! 
Our  Shakespeare  and  Milton  escaped  your 
fault, 
So,  they  reign  supreme  o'er  the  weaker  race 
That  wants  the  ancient  grace ! '' 

If  I  paid  niyself  with  words 
(As  the  French  say  well)  I  were  dupe  in- 
deed 1 
I  were  found  in  belief  that  you  quaffed  and 

bowsed 
At   your   Shakespeare    the   whole   day  long, 

caronsed 
In  your  Milton  pottle-deep  nor  drowsed 

A  moment  of  night  —  toped  on,  took  heed 
Of  nothing  like  modem  cream«and-curds. 
Pay  me  with  deeds,  not  words  I 


For  —  see  your  oeUarsge  I 
There  are  forty  bamls  with  Shakespeare^s 
brand. 
Some  five  or  tax.  are  abroach :  the  rest 
Stand  spigoted,  fauoeted.    Trv  and  test 
What  yourselves  call  best  of  the  very  best ! 
How    comes   it   that   still   untouched   they 
stand? 
Why  don't  you  try  tap,  advance  a  stage 
With  the  rest  in  cellerage  ? 

For  —  see  your  cellarage ! 

There  are  four  big  butts  of  Milton's  brew. 
How  comes  it  you  make  old  drips  and  drops 
Do  duty,  and  there  devotion  stops  ? 
Leave  such  an  abyss  of  malt  ana  hope 

Embellied  in  butts  which  bungs  still  glue  ? 
You  hate  your  bard  1    A  fig  for  your  rage ! 
Free  him  from  cellarage  I 

'T  IB  said  I  brew  stiff  drink. 

But  the  deuce  a  ilavor  of  grape  is  there. 
Hardly  a  May-go-down,  't  is  just 
A  sort  of  a  gruff  Go-down-it-must  — 
No  Men^-go-down,  no  gracious  gust 

Commmgles  the  racy  with  Springtide's  rare : 
**  What  wonder,"  say  you,  ^^  that  we  oough, 
and  blink 
At  Autunm's  heady  drink  ?  " 

Is  it  a  fancy,  friends  ? 

Mighty  and  mellow  are  never  mixed. 
Though  mightj  and  mellow  be  bom  at  onoe. 
Sweet  for  the  future,  — strong  for  the  omioe  I 
Stuff  vou  should  stow  away,  ensconce 

In  the  deep  and  dark,  to  be  found  fast-fixed 
At  the   century's  close:  such   time   strengdi 
spends 
A-sweetening  for  my  friends  I 

And  then  —  why,  what  you  quaff 

With  a  smack  of  lip  and  a  cluck  of  tongue. 
Is  leakage  and  leavings  —  iust  what  haps 
From  the  tun  some  learned  taster  taps 
With  a  promise  *'  Prepare  your  watery  chaps  t 

Here 's  properest  wine  for  old  and  young ! 
Dispute  its  i>erf eotian  —  yon  make  ns  liuigfa ! 
Have  faith,  give  thanks,  but  —  quaff !  " 
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Leakage,  I  sav,  or  —  worse  — 

Leavings  suffice  pot-valiant  souls. 
Somebody,  brimful,  long  ago. 
Frothed  flagon  he  drained  to  the  dregs ;  and,  lo, 
Down  whisker  and  beard  what  an  overflow ! 
Lick  spilth  that  has  trickled  from  cUhhic 
jowls. 
Sup  the  single  scene,  sip  the  only  vene  — 
Old  wine,  not  new  and  worse  I 

I  grant  you :  worse  by  much  I 

Renounce  that  new  where  you  never  gained 
One  glow  at  heurt,  one  gleam  at  head. 
And  stick  to  the  warrant  of  age  instead ! 
No  dwarf 's-lap  I    Fatten,  by  giants  fed  •*  .     , , 
You  fatten,  with  oceans  of  drink  undrained  7 
You  feed  —  who  would  choke  did  a  cobweb 
smutch 
The  Age  you  love  so  much  ? 
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A  mine  'a  beneath  a  moor : 

Acres  of  moor  roof  fathoms  of  mine 
\Vhich   diamonds   dot   where   you   please   to 

dig;. 
Yet  who  plies  s^ade  for  the  bright  and  big^  ? 
Yonr  product  is  —  truffles,  yon  hunt  with  a 

pig  I 
Since   bright-and-big,   when   a  man   would 
dine. 
Suits  badlv :  and  therefore  the  Koh-i-noor 
May  sleep  in  mine  *neath  moor  I 

Wine,  pulse  in  might  from  me  ! 

It  may  never  emerge  in  must  from  vat, 
Never  iul  cask  nor  furnish  ean, 
Never  end  sweet,  which  strong  began  — 
Qod^s  gift  to  gladden  the  heart  of  man; 

But  spirit  ^s  at  proof,  I  promise  that  I 
No  sparing  of  juice  si>oils  what  should  be 
Fit  brewage  —  mine  for  me. 

Blan's  thonghts  and  loves  and  hates  I 

£arth  is  my  vineyard,  these  grew  there : 
From^  grape  of  the  ground,  I  made  or  marred 
My  vinta^ ;  easy  the  task  or  hard, 
who  set  it  —  his  praise  be  my  reward  I 
Earth's  yield  I     Who  yearn  for  the  Dark 
Blue  Sea's, 
Let  them  '*'  Uy,  pray,  bray  "  —  the  addle-pates  1 
Mine  be  Man's  thoughts,  loves,  hates  I 

But  some  one  says,  "  Good  Sir  I '' 

('T  is  a  worthy  versed  in  what  concerns 
The  making  such  labor  turn  out  well,) 
^^  Ton  don't  suppose  that  the  nosegay-smell 
Needs  always   come  from  the  grape?    Each 
bell 
At  your  foot,  each  bud  that  yonr  culture 
spurns. 
The  very  cowslip  would  act  like  myrrh 
On  the  stiffest  brew  —  good  Sir  I 

**  Cowslips,  abundant  birth 

O'er  meadow  and  hillside,  vineyard  too, 
^  Like  a  schoolbov's  scrawlings  m  and  out 
Distasteful  lesson-book  —  all  about 
Greece  and  Rome,  victory  and  rout  — 

Love-verses  instead  of  such  vain  ado  I 
So,  fancies  frolic  it  o'er  the  earth 

Where  thoughts  have  rightlier  birth. 

"  Nay,  thoughtlin^  they  themselves : 

Loves,  hates  —  m  little  and  less  and  least  I 
Thoughts  ?    *  WkcU  18  a  man  beside  a  mount ! ' 


Loves  ?     *  Absent  —  poor    lovers    the    minutes 

count  P 
Hates?       'Fie— Pope's    letters    to    Martha 
Blount ! ' 
These  furnish  a  wine  for  a  children's-feast  : 
Insipid  to  man,  they  suit  the  elves 

Like  thoughts,  loves,  hates  themselves.' 
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And,  friends,  beyond  dispute 
I  too  have  the  cowslips  dewy  and  dear. 

Punctual  as  Springtide  forth  peep  they : 

I  leave  them  to  make  my  meadow  gay. 

But  I  ought  to  pluck  and  impound  them,  eh  ? 
Not  let  them  alone,  but  deftly  shear 

And  shred  and  reduce  to  —  what  may  suit 
Children,  beyond  dispute  ? 

And,  here  's  May-month,  all  bloom, 

All  bounty :  what  if  I  sacrifice  ? 
If  I  out  with  shears  and  shear,  nor  stop 
Shearing  till  prostrate,  lo,  the  crop  ? 
And  will  yon  prefer  it  to  finger-pop 

When  I  've  made  you  wme  of  the  memories 
Which  leave  as  bare  as  a  churchyard  tomb 
My  meadow,  late  all  bloom  ? 

Nav,  what  ingratitude 

Should  I  hesitate  to  amuse  the  wits 
That  have  pulled  so  long  at  my  flask,  nor 

grudged 
The  headache  that  paid  their  pains,  nor  budged 
From  bunghole  before  they  sighed  and  judged 

**  Too  rough  for  our  taste,  to-day,  bents 
The  racy  and  right  when  the  years  conclude  !  " 
Out  on  ingratitude ! 

Grateful  or  ingrate  —  none. 

No  cowslip  of  all  my  fairy  crew 
Shall  help  to  concoct  what  makes  you  wink. 
And  goes  to  your  head  tiU  you  think  you  think ! 
I  like  them  alive :  the  printer's  ink 

Would  sensibly  tell  on  the  perfume  too. 
I  may  use  up  my  nettles,  ere  1  've  done ; 
But  of  cowslips  —  friends  get  none  1 

Don't  nettles  make  a  broth 

Wholesome  for  blood  grown  lazy  and  thick  ? 
Maws  out  of  sorts  make  mouths  out  of  taste. 
My  Thirty-four  Port  —  no  need  to  waste 
On  a  tongue  that 's  fur  and  a  palate  —  paste  I 
A  magnum  for  friends  who  are  sound  1  the 
sick  — 
I  '11  posset  and  cosset  them,  nothing  loth, 
Henceforward  with  nettle-broth ! 
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May  I  be  permitted  to  chat  a  little,  by  way 
of  recreation,  at  the  end  of  a  somewhat  toil- 
some and  perhaps  fruitless  adventure  ? 

If,  because  of  the  immense  fame  of  the  fd- 
lowin^:  Tragedy,  I  wished  to  acquaint  myself 
with  it,  and  cotdd  only  do  so  by  the  help  of  a 
translator,  I  should  require  him  to  be  literal  at 
every  cost  save  that  of  absolute  violence  to  our 
language.  The  use  of  certain  allowable  con- 
structions which,  happening  to  be  ont  of  daily 
favor,  are  all  the  more  appropriate  to  archaic 
workmanship,  is  no  violence :  but  I  would  be 
tolerant  for  once  —  in  the  case  of  so  immensely 
famous  an  original  —  of  even  a  clumsy  attempt 
to  furnish  me  with  the  very  turn  of  each  phrase 
in  as  Greek  a  fashion  as  English  will  bear: 
while,  with  respect  to  amplifications  and  em- 
bellishments, —  anything  rather  than,  with  the 
good  farmer,  experience  that  most  signal  of 
mortifications,  *^  to  gape  for  .^Ischylns  and  get 
'rheognis.'*  I  should  espeoiaUy  decline  —  what 
may  appear  to  brighten  up  a  passage  —  the 
employment  of  a  new  word  for  some  old 
one,  —  vofof,  or  m^av,  or  tcAo?,  with  its  conge- 
ners, recurring  four  times  in  three  lines :  for 
though  such  substitution  may  be  in  itself  per- 
fectly justifiable,  yet  this  exercise  of  ingenuity 
ought  to  be  within  the  competence  of  the  un- 
aided English  reader  if  he  likes  to  show  him- 
self ingenious.  Learning  Greek  teaches  Greek, 
and  nothing  else  :  certainly  not  common  sense, 
if  that  have  failed  to  precede  the  teaching. 
Further,  —  if  I  obtained  a  mere  strict  bald 
version  of  thing  by  thing,  or  at  least  word 
pregnant  with  thing,  I  should  hardly  look  for 
an  impossible  transmission  of  the  reputed  mag^ 
niloquence  and  sonority  of  the  Greek ;  and  this 
with  the  less  regret,  inasmuch  as  there  is 
abundant  musioality  elsewhere,  but  nowhere 
else  than  in  his  poem  the  ideas  of  the  poet. 
And  lastly,  when  presented  with  these  ideas, 
I  should  expect  the  result  to  prove  very 
hard  readintc  indeed  if  it  were  meant  to 
resemble  ^Eschylus,  $viJL0aX9ltf  ov  p^3io«,  *'not 
easy  to  understand,"  in  the  opinion  of  his 
stoutest  advocate  among  the  ancients ;  while,  I 
suppose,  even  modem  scholarship  sympathizes 
with  that  early  declaration  of  the  redoubtable 
Salmasius,  when,  looking  about  for  an  example 
of  the  truly  obscure  for  the  benefit  of  those 
who  found  obscurity  in  the  sacred  books,  he 
prot«st«d  that  this  particular  play  leaves  them 
all  behind  in  this  respect,  with  their  "  He- 
braisms, Syriasms,  Hellenisms,  and  the  whole 


of  such  b^g  and  baggage.**  ^  For,  over  and  aborve 
the  proposed  ambiguity  of  the  Choros,  the  text 
is  sadly  corrupt,  probably  interpolated^  and 
certainly  mutilHted ;  and  no  unleamed  perscm 
enjoys  the  soholar^s  privilege  of  trying  his  f aney 
upon  each  obstacle  whenever  he  comes  to  a 
stoppage,  and  effectually  clearing  the  way  faj 
suppressing  wliat  seems  to  lie  in  it. 

All  I  can  say  for  the  present  perf onnajioe  is, 
that  I  have  done  as  I  would  be  done  by,  if 
need  were.     Should  anybody,   without  need, 
honor  my  translation  by  a  comparison  with 
the  original,  I  beg  him  to  observe  that,  follow- 
ing no  editor  exclusively,  I  keep  to  the  earlier 
readings  so  long  as  sense  can  be  made  out  of 
them,  but  disregard,  I  hope,  little  of  import- 
ance in  recent  criticism  so  far  as  I  have  {alien 
in  with  it.    Fortunately,  the  poorest  transla- 
tion, provided  only  it  be  faithful,  —  though  it 
reproduce  all   the  artistic  confusion  of  tenses, 
moods,  and  persons,  with  which  the  original 
teems,  —  will  not  only  suffice  to  display  what 
an  eloquent  friend  maintains  to  be  the  all-in-all 
of  poetry  — "the  action  of  the  piece'*  —  but 
may  help  to  iUustxate  his  assurance  that  "the 
Greeks  are  the  highest  models  of  expression. 
the  unapproaohed  masters  of  the  grand  style : 
their  expression  is  so  excellent  because  it  is  so 
admirably  kept  in  its  right  degree  of  prami- 
nence,  because  it  is  so  simple  and  so  well  sub- 
ordinated, because  it  draws  its  force  directly 
from  the  pregnancy  of  the  matter  which  it  con- 
veys .  .  .  not  a  word  wasted,  not  a  sentiment 
capriciously  thrown  in,  stroke  on  stroke !  **  ^ 
So  may  all  hapi^en  ! 

Just  a  word  more  on  the  subject  of  my  spell- 
ing —  in  a  transcript  from  the  Greek  and  there 
exclusively  —  Greek  names  and  places  precisely 
as  does  the  Greek  author.  I  began  this  piao- 
tice,  with  great  innocency  of  intention,  some 
six-and-thirty  years  ago.  Leigh  Hunt,  I  re- 
member, was  accustomed  to  speak  of  his 
gratitude,  when  ignorant  of  Greek,  to  those 
writers  (like  Goldsmith)  who  had  obliged  him 
by  using  English  characters,  so  that  he  might 
relish,  for  instance,  the  smooth  quality  of  such 

1  "  Qnis  .Sachylam  pooait  aiBmiare  Grace  rnmo 
■cienti  tnagis  patere  explicabilem  quam  BvaDgelia  aat 
Epistolaa  Apoatolicas?  Unua  ejus  Agamenmoa  ob- 
■curitate  superat  quantum  est  llbrorum  aacronun  cum 
•nis  Hebraiamis  et  Byrlasmia  et  tota  HellenisticB  ao- 
peUactill  vel  famgine."—  SAUtAinTS  de  HeUenisiiea^ 
Splat.  Dadia 

>  PoMw  by  Matobw  AanoLD,  Preface. 


THE  AGAMEMNON   OF  yESCHYLUS 


831 


a  phrase  as  **  hapalunetai  ^en^ ;  '*  he  uid 
also  that  Shelley  was  indignant  at  **  Firenze  ^* 
havini;  displaced  the  Dantesque  ^^Fiorenza/* 
and  would  contemptuously  English  the  intruder 
"  Firence."  I  supposed  I  was  doing  a  simple 
thing  enough :  but  there  has  been  till  lately 
much  astonishment  at  os  and  us^  a»  and  01,  rep- 
resenting the  same  letters  in  Greek.  Of  a  sud- 
den, however,  whether  in  translation  or  out  of 
it,  everybody  seems  oommittii^  the  offence, 
although  the  adoption  of  u  for  v  still  presents 
snch  difficulty  that  it  is  a  wonder  how  we  have 
hitherto  escaped  *^  Eyripides."  But  there  ex- 
isted a  sturdy  Briton  who,  Ben  Jonson  informs 
ns,  wrote  *'  The  Life  of  the  Emperor  Anthony 
Pie'* — whom  we  now  acquiesce  in  as  An- 
toninus Pius:  for  **  with  time  and  patience  the 
mulberry  leaf  becomes  satin."  Yet  there  b  on 
all  sides  much  profession  of  respect  for  what 
Keats  called  "  vo welled  Greek  "  —  "  conso- 
nanted,"  one  would  expect ;  and,  in  a  criticism 
upon  a  late  admirable  translation  of  something 
of  my  own,  it  was  deplored  that,  in  a  certain 
verse  corresponding  in  measure  to  the  four- 
teenth of  the  sixth  Pythian  Ode,  **  neither 
Professor  Jebb  in  his  Greek,  nor  Mr.  Browning 
in  his  English,  could  emulate  that  matchlessly 

musical    y6vov     'Mu^    xaAAMrrov    dy^pitv,^^      Now, 

andoubtedly,  **  Seeing  her  son  the  fairest  of 
men  "  has  more  sense  than  sound  to  boast  of : 
but  then,  would   not  an  Italian  roll  us  oat 


*'Rimirando  il  figUuolo  bellissimo  degli  uom* 
ini  ?  *'  whereat  Pindar,  no  less  than  Professor 
Jebb  and  Mr.  Browning,  rpuucr^pof  oix«rai  rvx»p. 

It  is  recorded  in  the  Annals  of  Art^  that 
there  was  once  upon  a  time,  practising  so  far 
north  as  Stockholm,  a  painter  and  picture- 
cleaner —  sire  of  a  less  unhappy  son  —  Old 
Muytens:  and  the  annalist.  Baron  de  Tess^, 
has  not  concealed  his  profound  dissatisfaction 
at  Old  Muytens'  conceit  '"to  have  himself  had 
something  to  do  with  the  work  of  whatever 
master  of  eminence  might  pass  through  his 
hands."  Whence  it  was  —  the  Baron  goes  on 
to  deplore  — that  much  detriment  was  done 
to  that  excellent  piece  *'The  Recognition  of 
Achilles,"  by  Rubens,  through  the  perversity 
of  Old  Muytens,  ''  who  must  needs  take  on  him 
to  beautify  evei*y  nymph  of  the  twenty  by  the 
bestowment  of  a  widened  eye  and  an  enlarged 
month."  I|  at  least,  have  left  eyes  and  mouths 
everywhere  as  I  found  them,  and  this  conserv- 
atism is  all  that  claims  praise  for  —  what 
is,  after  all  oKiXtwrvt  SfuaSot  ao«M.  No, 
neither  "  nnoommanded  "  nor  "  unrewarded :  " 
since  it  was  commanded  of  me  by  my  venerated 
friend  Thomas  Carlyle,  and  rewarded  will  it 
indeed  become,  if  I  am  permitted  to  dignify  it 
by  the  prefatory  insertion  of  his  dear  and  noble 
name.  R.  B. 

LoHDOM,  October  1, 1877. 

»  Lrttrej  h  unjfvne  Prince,  truduitM  du  SuMois. 


AGAMEMNON 


PERSONS  OF  THE  DRAMA 


Waxoib. 

Cbobos  or  Old  Mnr. 
KLXjT^TMinmk. 
TAI.THUBIM,  Herald. 


AoAmourov. 

AlOISTHOS. 

Kassandba. 


Warder.  The  gods  I  ask  deliverance  from 
these  labors. 
Watch  of  a  year's  length  whereby,  slumbering 

through  it 
On  the  Atreidai's  roofs  on  elbow,  —  dog-like  — 
I  know  of  nightly  star^joups  the  asseinolage. 
And  those  that  bring  to  men  winter  and  sum- 
mer. 
Bright  dynasts,  as  thejr  pride  them  in  the  sther 
—  Stars,  when  they  wither,  and  the  uprisings 

of  them. 
And  now  on  ward  I  wait  the  torch's  token. 
The  glow  of  fire,  shall  bring  from  Troia  mes- 
sage 
And  word  of  capture  :  so  prevails  audacious 
The     man's  -way-planning    hoping    heart   of 

woman. 
Bnt  when  I,   driven    from    night-rest,  dew- 
drenched,  hold  to 
This   conch    of  mine — not   looked   iipon  by 

visions. 
Since  fear  instead  of  sleep  still  stands  beside  me, 


So  as  that  fast  I  Bx.  in  sleep  no  eyelids  — 
And  when  to  sing  or  chirp  a  tune  I  faney. 
For  slumber  such  song-remedv  infusing, 
I  wail  then,  for  this  House  s  fortune  groan- 
ing. 
Not,  as  of  old,  after  the  beet  ways  governed. 
Now,  lucky  be  deliverance  from  these  labois. 
At  good  nevra  —  the  appearing  dusky  fire  I 
O  hail,  thou  lamp  of  night,  a  day-long  light- 
ness 
Revealing,  and  of  dances  the  ordainment  I 
Halloo,  halloo  I 

To  Agamemnon's  wife  I  show,  by  shouting. 
That,  from  bed  starting  up  at  once,  V  the 

household 
Joyous    acclaim,  good-omened   to  this  torch- 

blaze. 
She  send  aloft  if  haply  Ilion's  city 
Be  taken,  as  the  beacon  boasts  announcing. 
Ay,  and,  for  me,  myself  will  dance  a  prelude. 
For,  that  my  masters'  dice  drop  right,  I  '11 

reckon : 
Since    thrice-six   has   it   thrown  to   me,  this 

signal. 
Well,  may  it  hap  that,  as  he  comes,  the  loved 

hand 
O'  the  household's  lord  I  may  sustain  with  this 

handl 
As  for  the  rest,  I  'm  mute :  on  tongue  a  big 
ox 
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Has  trodden.    Yet  this  House,  if  voice  it  take 

should. 
Most  plain  would  speak.    So,  willing  I  myself 

speak 
To  those  who  know :  to  who  know  not  —  I  *m 

blankness. 
Choros.  The  tenth  year  this,  since  Priamos' 

great  match, 
Kincr  Menelaos,  Agamemnon  Kine, 

—  Toe  strenuous  yoke-pair  of  uie  Atreidai's 

honor 
Two-throned,  two-sceptred,  whereof  Zeus  was 

donor  — 
Did  from  this  land  the  aid,  the  armament  dis- 
patch. 
The  thousand-sailored  force  of  Argires  clamor- 
ing 
"  Aree  "from  out  the  indignant  breast,  as  fling 
Passion  forth  vultures  which,  because  of  grief 
Away,  —  as  are  their  young  ones,  —  with  the 

thief, 
Lofty  above  their  brood-nests  wheel  in  rin^, 
Kow  round  and  round  with  oar  of  either  wing. 
Lament  the  bedded  chicks,  lost  labor  that  was 

love : ^ 
Wliich  hearing,  one  above 

—  Whether  Apollon,  Pan  or  Zeus  —  that  wail, 
Sharp-piercing  bird-shriek  of  the  guests  who 

tare 

Housemates  with  gods  in  air  — 

Such-an-one  sends,  against  who  these  assail, 

What,  late-sent,  shall  not  fail 

Of  punishing  —  Erinus.    Here  as  there, 

Tlie  Guardian  of  the  Guest,  2^us,  the  excelling 
one, 

Sends  against  Alexandres  either  son 

Of  Atreus :  for  that  wife,  the  manv-husbanded. 

Anointing  many  a  tug  that  tries  the  limb. 

While  the  knee  plays  the  prop  in  dust,  while, 
shred 

To   morsels,    lies   the   spear«haf  t ;    in  those 
grim 

Marriage-prolusions  when  their  Fury  wed 

Danaoi  and  Troes,  both  alike.    All 's  said  : 

Things  are  where  things  are,  and,  as  fate  has 
willed. 

So  shall  they  be  fulfilled. 

Not  gently-grieving,  not  just  doling  out 

The  drops  of  expiation  —  no,  nor    tears  dis- 
tilled- 

Shall  he  we  know  of  bring  the  hard  about 

To  soft  —  that  intense  ire 

At  those  mock  rites  unsanctified  by  fire. 

But  we  pay  naught  here :  through  our  flesh,  age- 
weighed, 

Left  out  from  who  gave  aid 

In  that  day,  —  we  remain, 

Staying  on  staves  a  strength 

The  eoual  of  a  child^s  at  length. 

For  when  young  marrow  in  the  breast  doth 

That  *s  the  old  man^s  match,  —  Ares  out  of 

place 
Li  either  :  but  in  oldest  tM^e's  case, 
Foliage  a-fading,  why,  he  wends  his  wav^ 
On  three  feet,  and,  no  stronger  than  a  cnild, 
Wanders  about  gone  wild, 
A  dream  in  day. 


But  thou,  Tundareus'  daughter,  Kltttaimoestn 
queen, 

What  need?  What  new?  What  having  heard 
or  seen, 

By  what  announcement's  tidings,  everywhere 

Settest  thou,  round  about,  the  sacrifice  aflare  ? 

For,  of  all  gods  the  cit^-swaying. 

Those  supernal,  those  infernal. 

Those  of  the  fields\  those  of  the  mart's 
obeyixig, — 

The  altars  blaze  with  gifts  ; 

And  here  and  there,  heaven-high  the  torch  up- 
lifts 

Flame  —  medicated  with  persuasions  mOd, 

With  foul  admixture  unbeguiled  — 

Of  holv  unguent,  from  the  clotted  chrism 

Brought  from  the  palace^  safe  in  its  abysm. 

Of  these  things,  speaking  what  may  be  in- 
deed 

Both  possible  and  lawful  to  concede. 

Healer  do  thou  become  I  —  of  this  solidtade 

Which,  now,  stands  plainly  forth  of  evil  mood, 

And,  then  .  .  .  but  from  oblations,  hope,  to- 
day 

Gracious  appeuing,  wards  away 

From  soul  the  insatiate  care. 

The  sorrow  at  my  breast,  devouring  there  ! 

Empowered  am  I  to  sing 

The  omens,  what  their  force  which,  journey- 

Rejoiced  the  potentates : 

(For  still,  from  God,  inflates 

My  breast,  song^uasion  :  age. 

Bom  to  the  busine&B,  still  such  war  can  wage) 

— ^^How  the  fierce  bird  against  the  Teukrisluid 

Dispatched,  with  spear  and  executing  hand. 

The    Achaian^s     two-throned     empery  —  o^er 

Hellas*  youth 
Two  rulers  with  one  mind  : 
The  birds'  king  to  these  kings  of  ships,  on  high, 
—  The  black  sort,  and  the  sort  that  ^s  white 

behind,  — 
Appearing  by  the  palace,  on  the  spear-throw 

side. 
In  right  sky-regions,  visible  far  and  wide,  — 
Devouring  a  hare-creature,  great  with  young. 
Balked  of  more  racings  they,  as  she  from  whom 

they  sprung  I 
Ah,  Linos,  say  —  ah.  Linos,  song  of  wail  I 
But  may  the  good  prevail  1 

The  prudent  aimy-prophet  seeing  two 

The  Atreidai,  two  their  tempers,  knew 

Those  feasting  on  the  hare 

The  armament-conductors  were ; 

And  thus  he  spoke,  explaining  signs  in  view. 

'*  In   time,    this   outset    takes   the    town   of 

Priamos  : 
But  all  before  its  towers,  —  the  people's  wealth 

that  was, 
Of  flocks  and  herds,  —  as  sure,  shall  hocty- 

sharing  thence 
Drain  to  the  dregs  away,  by  battle  violence. 
Only,  have  care  lest  grudge  of  any  god  disturb 
With  cloud  the  unsullied  shine  of  that  great 

force,  the  curb 
Of  Troia,  struck  with  damp 
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Beforehand  in  the  camp  ! 

For  euv>ingly  is 

The  yirKin  Artemis 

Toward  — her    father's   flying^    hounds  —  this 

House  — 
The  saoriiicers  of  the  piteous 
And  cow«rii»  beasts 
Brood  and  all,   ere  the  birth:  she  hates  the 

eagles*  feast. 
Ah,  Linos,  say  —  ah,  Linos,  song  of  wail  I 
But  may  the  good  prevail  I 

**  Thus  ready  is  the  beauteous  one  with  help 
To  those  small    dewdrop    things  fieroe    Uons 

whelp, 
And  udder-loving  litter  of  each  brute 
That  roams  the  mead ;  and  therefore  makes 

she  suit, 
"Hie  fair  one,  for  fulfilment  to  the  end 
Of  things  these  signs  portend  — 
Which  partly  smile,  indeed,  but  partly  soowl  — 
The  phantasms  of  the  fowl. 
I  call  leios  Paian  to  avert 
She  work  the  Danaoi  hurt 
By  any  thwarting  waf tures,  long  and  fast 
U!oldings  from  sail  of  ships : 
And  sacrifice,  another  than  the  last, 
She  for  herself  precipitate  — 
Something  unlawful,  feast  for  no  man's  lips. 
Builder  of  quarrels,  with  the  House  cognate  — 
Having  in  awe  no  husband  :  for  remains 
A  frightful,  backward-darting  in  the  path, 
Wily  nouse-keeping  chronicler  of  wradi. 
That  has  to  puniah  that  old  children's  fate  I  " 
Such    things   did    Kalchas,  —  with   abundant 

J  sins 
,  —  vociferate. 
Predictions  from  the  birds,  in  journeying, 
Above  the  abode  of  either  king. 
With  these,  symphonious,  sing  — 
Ah,  Linos,  say  — ah.  Linos,  song  of  wail  I 
But  may  tae  good  prevail  I 

Zeus,  whosoe'er  he  be,  —  if  that  express 

Aught  dear  to  him  on  whom  1  call  -" 

So  do  I  him  address. 

I  cannot  liken  out,  by  all 

Admeasurement  of  powers. 

Any  bat  Zeus  for  rexuge  at  sneh  hours. 

If  veritably  needs  I  must 

From  off  my  soul  its  vague  care-burden  thrust. 

Not  —  whosoever  was  the  great  of  yore, 

Bursting  to  bloom  with  braverjr  all  round  -^ 

Is  in  our  mouths  :  he  was,  but  is  no  more. 

And  who  it  was  that  after  came  to  be, 

Met  the  thrice-throwing  wrestler,  —  he 

Is  also  gone  to  ground. 

But  *^^/eus"  —  if  any,  heart  and  soul,  that 

name  — 
Shouting  the  triumph-praise — proclaim. 
Complete  in  judgment  shall  that  man  be  found. 
Zens,  who  leads  onward  mortals  to  be  wise. 
Appoints  that  suffering  masterfully  teach. 
In  sleep,  before  the  heart  of  each, 
A  woe-remembering  travail  sheds  in  dew 
Discretion,  —  ay,  and  melts  the  unwilling  too 
By  what,  perohanoe,  may  be  a  graciousneas 


Of  gods,  enforced  no  leas,  — 

As  they,  commanders  of  the  crew* 

Assume  the  awful  seat. 

And  then  the  old  leader  of  the  Aohaian  fleet. 

Disparaging  no  seer  — 

With  bated  breath  to  suit  misfortune's  inrush 

here 
—  (What  time  it  labored,  that  Aohaian  host. 
By  stay  from  sailing,  —  every  pulse  at  length 
Emptied  of  vital  strength,  — 
Hard  over  Kalchis  shore-bonnd|  current-crost 
In  Aulis  station^ —  while  the  wmds  which  post 
From  Strumon,  ill-delayers,  famine-fraught. 
Tempters  of  man  to  sail  where  harborage  is 

naught. 
Spendthrifts  of  ships  and  cables,  turning  time 
To  twice  the  length,  —  these  carded,  by  delay. 
To  less  and  less  away 
The  Argeians*  flowery  prime : 
And  when  a  remedy  more  grave  and  grand 
Than  aught  before  —  yea,  for  the  storm  and 

dearth  — 
The  proohet  to  the  foremost  in  command 
Shriekea  forth,  as  cause  of  this 
AdduciuBT  Artemis, 

So  that  tne  Atreidai  striking  staves  on  earth 
Could  not  withhold  the  tear)  — 
Then  did  the  king,  the  elder,  speak  this  clear. 

**  Heavy  the  fate,  indeed  —  to  disobey  I 

Tet  heavy  if  my  child  I  slay. 

The  adornment  of  my  household:  with  the 
tide 

Of  virgin-slaughter,  at  the  altar«ide, 

A  father's  hands  defiling :  which  the  way 

Without  its  evils,  say  ? 

How  shall  I  turn  fleet-fugitive, 

Failing  of  duty  to  allies  ? 

Since  ror  a  wind-abating  sacrifice 

And  virgin  blood,  —  't  is  right  they  strive. 

Nay,  madden  with  desire. 

Well  may  it  work  Uiem  —  this  that  they  re- 
quire!" 

But  when  he  underwent  necessity's 
Toke-trace,  —  from  soul  blowing  unhallowed 

change 
Unclean,       abominable,  —  thence  —  another 

man  — 
The  •odiu.kms  mind  of  Urn  began 
Its  wildest  ranjge. 

For  this  it  is  gives  mortals  hardihood  — 
Some  vice-devising  miserable  mood 
Of  madness,  and  nrst  woe  of  all  the  brood. 
The  sacrificer  of  his  daughter  —  strange !  — 
He  dared  become,  to  expedite 
Woman-avenging  warfare,  —anchors  weighed 
With  such  prelusive  rite  I 

Prayings   and    callings    **  Father  "  —  naught 

they  made 
Of  these,  and  of  the  virgin-age,  — > 
Captains  heart-eet  on  war  to  wage  I 
His  ministrants,  vows  done,  the  father  bade  — 
Kid-like,  above  the  altar,  swathed  in  pall. 
Take  her  —  lift  high,  and  have  no  fear  at  all. 
Head-downward,  and  the  fair  mouth's  guard 
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And  frontage  hold,  —  press  hard 

From  utterance  a  curse  aeainst  the  House 

By  dint  of  bit  —  viuIenceTDridling  speech. 

And  as  to  grround  her  sanron-vest  she  shed. 

She  smote  the  saoriiioers  all  and  each 

With  arrow  sweet  and  piteous, 

From  the  eye  only  sped,  — 

ISignificant  of  will  to  use  a  word. 

Just  as  in  pictures  :  since,  full  many  a  time. 

In  her  sirens   guest-hall,  by  the  well-heaped 

board 
Had  she  made  music,  —  lovingly  with  chime 
Of  her  chaste  voice,  that  unpolluted  thing. 
Honored  the  third  libation,  —  paian  that  should 

brii^ 
Good  fortune  to  the  sire  she  loved  so  well. 

What  followed  —  those  things  I  nor  saw  nor 

teU. 
But  Kalchas'  arts  *—  whatever  they  indicate  — 
Miss  of  fulfilment  never :  it  is  fate. 
True,  justice  makes,  in  sufferers,  a  desire 
To  know  the  future  woe  preponderate. 
But  —  hear  before  is  need  ! 
To  that,  farewell  and  welcome  I  't  is  the  same, 

indeed. 
As  erief  beforehand :  clearly,  part  for  part, 
Couormably  to  Kalchas^  art, 
Shall  come  the  event. 

But  be  they  as  they  may,  thinsps  subsequent,  — 
What  is  to  do,  prosperity  betide 
E^en  as  we  wish  it !  —  we,  the  next  allied. 
Sole  guarding  barrier  of  die  Apian  land. 

I  am  come,  reverencing  power  in  thee, 

0  Klutaimnestra !    For  ^t  is  just  we  bow 

To  the  rnler^s  wife,  —  the  male-seat  man-be- 

^  reaved. 
But  if  thou,  having  heard   good   news,  —  or 

none,  — 
For  good  news^  hope  dost  sacrifice  thus  wide, 

1  would  hear  gladly :    art  thou  mute,  —  no 

grudge  I 
Kluta  imnestra .  Good-news-announoer,  may  — 

as  is  the  by-word  — 
Mom  become,  truly,  —  news  from  Night  his 

mother ! 
But  thou  shalt  leam  joy  past  all  hope  of  heaiv 

ing. 
Priamos  city  have  the  Argeioi  taken. 

Cho,  How  sayest  ?    The  word,  from  want  of 

faith^  escaped  me. 
Klu,  Troia  the  Aehaioi  hold:   do  I  speak 

plainly  ? 
Cho.  Joy  overcreeps  me,  calling  forth  the 

teaivdrop. 
Klu.  Right  f  for,  that  glad  thou  art,  thine 

eye  convicts  thee. 
Cho.  For  —  what  to  thee,  of  all  this,  trusty 

token? 
EJu.  What^s  here!    how  else?   unless  the 

god  have  cheated. 
Cho.  Haply  thou  flattering  shows  of  dreams 

respectest? 
Klu.  No  fancy  would  I  take  of  soul  sleep- 
burdened. 
Cho,  But  has  there  puffed  thee  up  some  un- 

winsed  omen  9 


Klu.  As   a   young    maid's  my   mind   thos 

mockest  grossly. 
Cho.  Well,  at  what  time  was  —  even  sacked, 

the  cit^  ? 
Klu.  Of  thu  same  mother  Night  — the  dawn, 

I  tell  thee. 
Cho.  And  who  of  messengers  eould  reach  this 

swiftness  ? 
Klu.  Hephaistos  —  sending  a    bright   blaae 

from  Id^. 
Beaoon  did  beacon  send,  from  fire  the  poster, 
Hitherward  :  Id4  to  the  rock  Hermaian 
Of  Lemnos :   and  a  third  great  torch  o'  the 

island 
Zeus'  seat  received  in  turn,  the  Athoan  smn* 

mit. 
And,  —  so  upeoaring  as  to  stride  sea  oTer, 
The  strong  lamp-voyager,  and  all  for  joyanee— 
Did  the  gold-glorious  splendor,  any  sun  like, 
Pass  on  —  the  pine-tree  —  to  Makistoe'  watok- 

place; 
Who  did  not,  —  tardy,  —  caught,  no  wits  akwak 

him, 
By  sleep,  —  decline  his  portion  of  the  miasive. 
And  far  the  beacon's  light,  on  stream  Euri- 

pos 
Arriving,  made  aware  Measapioe'  warders. 
And  up  they  lit  in  turn,  played   herald  on- 
wards. 
Kindling    with    flame   a  heap   of    gray  oU 

heather. 
And,  strengthening   still,  the  lamp,  decaying 

nowise. 
Springing     o'er     Phun    Asopoa,  —  fuDmooa- 

fashion 
Effulgent,  —  toward  the  crag  of  Mount  Eitha' 

iron. 
Roused  a  new  rendering-up  of  Bxe  the  eocmt— 
And  light,  far  escort,  lacked  no  reoognitian 
O'  the  guard  —  as  burning  moire  thao  bomii^ 

toldyou. 
And  over  Lake  QoTjgo'pm  light  went  leaping. 
And,  at  Mount  Aigiplanktoe  safe  arriving. 
Enforced  the  law  —  ''to  never  stint  the  fire- 
stuff." 
And  they  send,  lighting  up  with  imgmdged 

vigor. 
Of  flame  a  huge  beard,  av,  the  very  foreland 
So  as  to  strike  above,  in  burning  onward. 
The    look-out    which    commands    the     Strah 

Saronic, 
Then  did  it  dart  until  it  reached  the  outooat 
Mount  Arachnaios  here,  the  city's  neighbor ; 
And  then  darts  to  this  roof  of  tiie  Atreidai 
This  light  of  Id^'s  fire  not  nnf orefathered ! 
Such  are  the  rules  prescribed  the  flambeaa- 

bearers: 
He  beats  that 's  first  and  also  last  in  namiiv. 
Such  is  the  proof  and  token  I  declare  tliee. 
My  husbana  having  sent  me  news  from  Troia. 
Cho,  The  gods,  indeed,  anon  will   I    pray. 

woman! 
But  now,  these  words  to  hear,  and  sate  ny 

wonder 
Thoroughly,  I  am  fain— 'if   twice   thon   tell 

them. 
Klu.  Troia  do  the  Aehaioi  hold,  tlua  aaine 

day. 
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I  think  a  noise  — no  mixture — reigns  i'  the 

city, 
.Sour  wine   and   nnsruent   poor   thon   in   one 

Teasel  — 
Standera-apart,  not  loyers,  would'st  thou  style 

them  : 
And  soj  of  captives  and  of  oonqueron,  partwise 
The  voices  are  to  hear,  of  fortune  diverse. 
For  those,  indeed,  upon  the  hodies  prostrate 
Of  husbands,  brothers,  children  upon  parents 
—  The  old  men,  f rem  a  throat  that  *b  free  no 

longer, 
-Shriekingly  wail  the  death-doom  of  their  dear- 
est: 
While  these — the  after^battle  hniu;nr  labor, 
Which  prempts  nightrf aring,  ms.rahaM  them  to 

breakfast 
On  the  town^s  store,  aooordinfl:  to  no  billet 
Of  sharing,  bat  as  each  drew  lot  of  fortune. 
In  Uie  spear-captured  Troic  habitations 
House  tney  already :  from  the  frosts  upethral 
And  dews  delivered,  will  they,  luckless  crea- 
tures. 
Without  a  watch  to  keep,  slumber  all  night 

through. 
And  if  they  fear  the  gods,  the  city-guardere. 
And  if  the  gods'  structures  of  the  conquered 

country. 
They  may  not — capturers — soon  in  turn  be 

captive. 
But  see  no  prior  lust  befall  the  army 
To  saok  thinsB  sacred  —  by  gain-cravings  van- 
quished ! 
For  there  needs  homeward  the  return's  sal- 
vation, 
To  round  the  new  limb  back  o'  the  double  race- 
course. 
And  gmlty  to  the  gods  if  came  the  army. 
Awakened  up  the  sorrow  of  those  slaughtered 
Might  be  —  should  no  outbursting  evils  happen. 
Bat  may  good  beat  —  no  turn  to  see  i^  the 

balance  I 
For,  nuuw  benefits  I  want  the  gain  of. 

Cho,  Woman,  like  prudent  man  thou  kindly 
speakest. 
And  I,  thus  having  heard  thv  trusty  tokens. 
The  gods  to  rightly  hail   forthwith  prepare 

xne ; 
For,  grace  that  must  be  paid  has  crowned  our 
labors. 

O  T^UB  the  king,  and  friendly  Night 

Of  these  brave  boons  best«wer  — 

Thou  who  didst  fling  on  Troia's  every  tower 

The  o'eivroofing  snare,  that  neither  great  thing 

might. 
Nor  any  of  the  young  ones,  overpass 
Captivity's  great  sweep-net  —  one  and  all 
Of  At^  held  in  thrall! 
Ay,  iSeus  I  fear  —  the  guest's  friend  great  — 

who  was 
The  doer  of  this,  and  long  since  bent 
The  bow  on  Alexandroe  with  intent 
That  neither  wide  o'  the  white 
Nor  o'er  the  stars  the  foolish  dart  should  light. 
The  stroke  of  Zeus  —  they  have  it,  as  men  say ! 
Thia,  at  least,  from  the  source  track  forth  we 

may ! 


As  he  ordained,  so  has  he  done. 

"  No  "  —  said  some  one  — 

''  The  gods  think  fit  to  care 

Nowise  for  mortals,  such 

As  those  bv  whom  the  good  and  fair 

Of  things  denied  their  touch 

Is  trampled  I  "  but  he  was  profane. 

That  the^  do  care,  has  been  made  plain 

To  offspring  of  the  over-bold, 

Outbreathing  **  Ares  "  greater  than  is  just  — 

Houses  that  spill  with  more  than  they  can  hold. 

More  than  is  beet  for  man.    Be  man's  what 

must 
Keep  harm  off,  so  that  in  himself  he  find 
Sufficiency  — the  well-endowed  of  mind  I 
For  there  \  no  bulwark  in  man's  wealth  to  him 
Who,  through  a  surfeit,  kicks  —  into  the  dim 
And  disappearing  —  Right's  great  altar. 

Yes- 
It  urges  him,  the  sad  persuasiveness, 
At4's  insufferable  child  that  schemes 
Treason  beforehand :  and  all  cure  is  vain. 
It  is  not  hidden  :  out  it  fj^lares  again, 
A  light  dread-lamping-mischief ,  just  as  gleams 
The  badness  of  the  bronze ; 
Through  rubbuur,  puttingB  to  the  toneh, 
Black-clotted  is  he,  judged  at  once. 
He  seeks  —  the  boy  —  a  flying  bird  to  clutch, 
The  insufferable  brand 
Setting  upon  the  city  of  lus  land 
Whereof  not  any  god  hears  prayer ; 
While  him  who  brought  about  such  evils  there. 
That  unjust  mauj  the  god  in  grapple  throws. 
Such  an  one.  Pans  ^oes 
Within  the  Atreidai's  honse  — 
Shamed  the  guest's  board  by  robbery  of  the 
spouse. 

And,  leaving  to  her  txiwnsmen  throngs  a-spread 
With  shields,  and  spear-thrusts  of  seararma- 

ment. 
And  bringing  Uion,  in  a  dowry's  stead. 
Destruction  —  swiftly   through  the  gates  she 

went. 
Daring  the  undareable.    But  many  a  groan  out- 
broke 
From  prophets  of  the   House  as  thus  they 

spoke. 
"  Woe,  woe  the  House,  the  House  and  Rulers, 

—  woe 
The  marriage-bed  and  dints 
A  husband's  love  imprints  1 
There  she  stands  silent  I  meets  no  honor  — 

no 
Shame  —  sweetest  still  to  see  of  things  gone  long 

agol 
And,  through  desire  of  one  across  the  main, 
A  ghost  will  seem  within  the  house  to  reign : 
A.nd  hateful  to  the  husband  is  the  ^ace 
Of  well-shaped  statues:    from  —  m  place   of 

Those  blanks  —  all  Aphrodite  dies. 

*'  But  dream-appearing  mournful  fantanes  — 
There  they  stand,  bringing  grace  that '  s  vain. 
For  vain  't  is,  when  brave  things  one  seems  to 
view; 
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The  fantasy  has  floated  oS,  hands  thronirh  ; 
GonOf  that  appearance,  —  nowise  left  to  creep,  — 
On  winfFS,  the  servants  in  the  paths  of  sleep  I  " 
Woes,  uien,  in  household  and  on  hearth,  are 

such 
As  these  —  and  woes  surpassing  these  by  mnch. 
But  not  these  only  :  everywhere  — 
For  those  who  from  the  land 
Of  Hellas  issued  in  a  band, 
Sorrow,  the  heart  must  bear, 
Sits  in  the  home  of  each,  conspicnons  there. 
Many  a  circumstance,  at  least, 
Touches  the  very  breast. 
For  those 

Whom  any  sent  away,  —  he  knows  : 
And  in  the  Live  man  s  stead. 
Armor  and  ashes  reach 
The  house  of  each. 

For  Ares,  gold-exchanger  for  the  dead, 
And  balance-holder  in  the  fight  o'  the  spear, 
Due-weight  from  Ilion  sends  — 
\Vhat  moves  the  tear  on  tear  — 
A  charred  scrap  to  the  friends  : 
Filling  with  well-packed  ashes  every  urn. 
For  man  —  that  was  —  the  sole  return. 
And  they  groan  —  praising  much,  the  while, 
Now  this  man  as  experienced  in  the  strife, 
Now  that,  fallen  nobly  on  a  slaughtered  pile* 
Because  of —  not  his  own  —  another^s  ynte. 
But  things  there  be,  one  barks. 
When  no  man  harks  : 
A  surreptitious  grief  that 's  grudge 
Against  the  Atreidai  who  first  sought  the  judge. 
But  some  there,  round  the  rampart,  have 
In  Bian  earth,  eacli  one  his  grave  : 
All  fair-formed  as  at  birth. 
It  hid  them  —  what  they  have  and  hold  —  the 
hostile  earth. 

And  big  with  uiger  goes  the  city's  word. 
And  pays  a  debt  by  public  curse  incurred. 
And  ever  with  me  —  as  about  to  hear 
A     something     night-involved  —  remains    my 

fear: 
Since  of  the  many-slayers  —  not 
Unwatching  are  the  gods. 
The  black  Erinues,  at  due  periods  — 
Whoever  gains  the  lot 
Of  fortune  with  no  right  — 
Him,  by  life's  strain  and  stress 
Back-again-beaten  from  success. 
They  strike  blind  :  and  among  the^  out-of-cight 
For  who  has  got  t.o  be,  avails  no  might. 
The  being  praised  outrageously 
Is  grave,  for  at  the  eyes  of  such  an  one 
Is  launched,  from  Zeus,  the  thundei^stone. 
Therefore  do  I  decide 
For  so  mnch  and  no  more  prosperity 
Than  of  his  envy  passes  unespied. 
Neither  a  city-fiacker  would  I  be. 
Nor  life,  msrself  by  others  captive,  see. 

A  swift  report  has  gone  our  city  through. 
From  fire,  the  good-news  messenger:  if  true, 
Who  knows  ?     Or  is  it  not  a  god-sent  lie  ? 
Who  is  so  childish  and  deprived  of  sense 
That,  having,  at  announcements  of  the  flame 


Thus  novel,  felt  his  own  heart  fired  thereby, 
He  then  shall,  at  a  change  of  evidence. 
Be  worsted  just  the  same  ? 
It  is  conspicuous  in  a  woman's  nature. 
Before  its  view  to  take  a  grace  for  granted : 
Too  trustful,  —  on  her  boundary,  nsurpatnre 
Is  swiftlv  made ; 
But  swiftly,  too,  decayed. 
The  glory  perishes  by  woman  vaunted. 
Klu,  ooon  shall  we  know  —  of  iJiese  light- 
bearing  torches, 
And  beacons  and  exchanges,  fire  witii  fire  — 
If  they  are  true,  indeed,  or  if,  dream-fashion. 
This  gladsome  light  came  and  deceived  our 

judgment. 
Yon  herald  from  the  shore  I  see,  overshadowed 
With   boughs  of  olive:   dust,    mud's   thintj 

brother. 
Close  neighbors  on  his  garb,  thus  testify  me 
That  neither  voiceless,  nor  yet  kindling  for  thee 
Mountain-wood-flame,  shall  he  explain  by  fire- 
smoke  : 
But  either  tell  out  more  the  joyance,  speak- 
ing .  .  . 
Word  contrary  to  which,  I  ought  but  Icnre  it ! 
For  may  good  be — to  good  that's  known- 
appendage  I 
Cho.    \Vhoever  prays  for  aught  else  to  this 
city 
—  May  he  himself  reap   fruit  of  his   mind's 
error' 
Hercdd.  Ha,  my  forefathers'  soil  of  earth  Ar- 
^ianl 
Thee,  m  this  year's  tenth  light,  am  I  retuned 

to  — 
Of  many  broken  ho|>es,  on  one  hope  chancing; 
For  never  prayed  I,  in  this  earth  Arigeian 
Dying,  to  share  my  part  in  tomb  the  dearest. 
Now,  hail  thou  eartn,  and  hail  thou  also,  sim- 

light. 
And  Zeus,  the  country's  lord,  and  kin^  the  Pn- 

thian 
From  bow  no  longer  urging  at  us  arrows ! 
Enough,  beside  Skamandroe,  oam'st  thou  ad- 
verse: 
Now,  contrary,  be  saviour  thou  and  healer, 
O  king  ApoUon  I    And  gods  conquest-grantiQg, 
AH  —  I  invoke  too,  and  mv  tutelary 
Hermes,  dear  herald,  heralds'  veneration,  — 
And  Heroes  our  fortJisenders,  —  friendly,  onee 

more 
The  army  to  receiTe,  the  war-spear's  leavinn  I 
Ha,  mansions  of  my  roonarchs,  roo&  beloved. 
And  awful  seats,  and  deities  sun-fronting  — 
Receive  with  pomp  your  monarch,  long  time 

absent  I 
For  he  comes  bringing  light  in  night-time  to  yon. 
In  common  with  all  these  —  king  Agamemnoa. 
But  kindly  greet  him  —  for  dear  shows  your 

duty  — 
Who  has  dug  under  Troia  with  the  mattock 
Of  Zeus  the  Avenger,  whereby  plains  are  out- 
ploughed. 
Altars  unrecognizable,  and  god's  shrines, 
And  the  whole  land's  seed  thoroughly  has  p«** 

ished. 
And  such  a  ^oke-strap  having  cast  round  Troi% 
The  elder  king  Atreides,  happy  man  —  he 
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Games  to  be  booorod,  worthiHit  of  what  mortals 
Now  are.    Nor  Paris  nor  the  acoomplioe-oity 
Oatvannts  their  dtMxl  as  more  than  they  are 

done-by  : 
For,  in  a  suit  for  rape  and  theft  foimd  fruilty. 
He  miaaed  of  plunder  and,  in  oue  destruction. 
Fatherland,  house  and   home  has  mowed  to 

atoms : 
I>e4>ta  the  Priamidai  hare  paid  twiee  over. 
CAo.  Hail,  herald  from  the  army  of  Achai- 

ansl 
Her,  I  hail:  — to  die,  will  gainsay  g^ods  no 

longer  1 
Cho.  Love  of   this  fatherland  did  exercise 

thee? 
Her.  iSo  that  I  weep,  at  least,  with  joy,  my 

eyes  full. 
Cho.  W  hat,  of  this  gracious  sickness  were  ye 

gainers  ? 
Her,  How  now?    instructed,  I  chis  speech 

shall  master. 
Cho.  For  those  who  loved  you  back,  with 

longing  stricken. 
Her.  This  land    veamed  for    the  yearning 

army,  say'st  tnon  ? 
Cho.  So  as  to  set  me  oft,  from  dark  mind, 

groaning. 
Her.  Whence  came  this  ill  mind  —  hatred  to 

the  army  ? 
Cho.  Of  old,  I  nse,  for  misohiers  physic,  si- 
lence. 
Her.  And  how,  the  chiefs  away,  did  yon  fear 

any? 
Cho.  So  that  now  —  late  thy  word  —  much 


joy  were  —  dying ! 
•.  Fc         


Her.  For  well  have  things  been  worked  out : 
these,  ^  in  much  time. 
Some  of  them,  one  might  say,  had  luck  in  fall- 
ing. 
While  some  were  faulty:  since  who,  gods  ex- 
cepted. 
Goes,  through  the  whole  time  of  his  life,  nn- 

grieving  ? 
For  labors  should  I  tell  of,  and  bad  lodgments. 
Narrow  deckways  ill-strewn,  too, — what  the 

day's  woe 
We  did  not  groan  at  getting  for  our  portion  ? 
As  for  land-things,  again,  on  went  more  hatred ! 
Since  beds  were  ours  nard  by  the  foemen^s  ram- 
parts, 
And,  out  of  heaven  and  from  the  earth,  the 

meadow 
Dews  kept  a-sprinkle,  an  abiding  damage 
Of  vestures,  making  hair  a  wild-beast  matting. 
Winter,  too,  if  one  told  of  it  — bird-slaying  — 
Snch  as,  unbearable.  Idaian  snow  brought  — 
Or  heat,  when  wavele88,on  its  noontide  couches 
Without  a  wind,  the  sea  would  slumber  falling 
«•  Wh^  must  one  mourn  these  ?   O^er  and  gone 

IS  labor: 
0*er  and  gone  is  it,  even  to  those  dead  ones. 
So  that  no  more  again  they  mind  uprising.  ^ 
Why  must  we  tell  in  numbers  those  deprived 

ones. 
And  the  live  man  be  vexed  with  fate's  fresh 

outbreak  ? 
Rather,  I  bid  full  farewell  to  misfortunes  I 
^4V  US,  the  left  from  out  the  Argeian  army. 


The  gain  beats,  nor  does  aonow  coonterbalaaMk 

So  that 't  is  fitly  boasted  of,  this  sunlight. 
By  us,  o'er  sea  and  land  the  aery  iiyerB| 
**  Troia  at  last  taking,  the  band  of  Arnves 


Hang  up  such  trophies  to  the  gods  of  Hellas 

~" — new  A 

cient  1  " 


Within  their  domes 


glory  to  grow 


Such  things  men  having  heard  must  praise  the 

city 
And    army -leaders:    and    the    grace    which 

wrought  them  — 
Of  Zeus,  shall  honored  be.  Thou  hast  my  whole 

word. 
Cho,  O'eroome  by  words,  their  sense  I  do  not 

gainsay. 
For,  ave  this  breeds  youth  in  the  old — ^*ta 

learn  well." 
But  these  things  most  the  house  and  Klutaiifr' 

nestra 
Concern,  't  is  likely  :  while  they  make  me  rich^ 

too. 
Klu.  I  shouted  long  i^^,  indeed,  for  jovanoe. 
When  came  that  first  night-messenger  of  fire 
Proclaimii^  Ilion's  capture  and  dispersion. 
And  some  one,  girding  me,  said,  *'  Through 

fire-bearers 
Persuaded  —  Troia  to  be  sacked  now,  tliinkest  ? 
Truly,  the  woman's  way,  —  high  to  lift  heart 

upl  " 
By  such  words  I  was  made  seem  wit-bewildered: 
Yet    still    I    sacrificed ;     and,  —  female-song 

with,— 
A  shout  one  man  and  other,  through  the  city. 
Set  u]),  congratulating  in  the  gods  seats. 
Soothing  the  incenae-eating   flame  right  fra* 

grant. 
And  now,  what^s  more,  indeed,  why  need'st 

thou  tell  me  ? 
I  of  the  king  himself  shall  learn  the  whole 

word : 
And,  —  as  may  best  be,  —  I  my  revered  bus* 

band 
Shall  hasten,  as  he  comes  back,  to  receive  :  for  -• 
What 's  to  a  wife  sweeter  to  see  than  this  light 
(Her  husband,  by  the  god  saved,  back  from 

warfare) 
So  as  to  open  gates  ?    Tins  tell  m^  husband  — 
To  come  at  soonest  to  his  loving  citv. 
A  faithful  wife  at  home  may  he  fina,  coming  t 
Such  an  one  as  he  left  —  the  dog  o'  the  houa^ 

hold  7- 
Trusty  to  him,  adverse  to  the  ill-minded, 
And,  m  all  else,  the  same :  no  signet-impress 
Having  done  harm  to,  in  that  time's  duration. 
I  know  nor  pleasure,  nor  blameworthy  con- 
verse 
With  any  other  man  more  than  —  bronze-dip^ 


pings 


I 


Her.   Such  boast  as  this  —  brimful  of  the 

veracious  — 
Is  for  a  high-bom  dame  not  bad  to  send  forth  I 
Cho.  Ay,  she  spoke  thus  to  thee  —  that  hast 

a  knowledge 
From  clear  interpreters — a  speech  most  seemly  I 
But  speak,  thou,  herald  I    Menelaos  I  ask  of : 
If  he,  returning,  back  in  safety  also 
Will  come  with  you — this  land's  beloved 

taan? 
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Her,    There's  no  way  I  might  say  things 

false  and  pleasant 
For  friends  to  reap  the  fruits  of  throngh  a  long 

time. 
Cho,  How  then,  if,  speaking  good,  things  true 

thou  chance  on  ? 
Her.  For  not  well-hidden  things  become  they, 

sundered. 
The  man  has  vanished  from  the  Achaio  army. 
He  and  his  ship  too.    I  announce  no  f  alsehooa. 
Cho.  Whether   forth  -  putting    openly    from 

Ilion, 
Or  did  storm  —  wide  woe  —  snatch  him  from 

the  army  ? 
Her,  Like  topping  bowman,  thon  hast  touched 

the  target. 
And  a  long  sorrow  hast  succinctly  spoken. 
Cho.  Whether,  then,  of  him,  as  a  liYe  or  dead 

man 
Was  the  report  by  other  sailors  bruited  ? 

Her.  Nobody  knows  so  as  to  tell  out  clearly 
Exceptine  HeUos  who  sustains  earth's  nature. 
Cno.  How  say'st  thon  then,  did  storm  the 

naval  army 
Attack  and  end,  by  the  celestials'  anger  ? 

Her.  It  suits  not  to  defile  a  day  auspicious 
With  ill-announcing  speech:  distinct  each  god's 

due: 
And  when  a  messeneer  with  gloomy  yisafipe 
To  a  city  bears  a  faQ'n  host's  woes  —  Goa  ward 

o*I~ 
One  popular  wound  that  happens  to  the  city. 
And  many  sacrificed  from  many  householdls  — 
Men,  scourged  by  that  two-thonged  whip  Aree 

loves  so. 
Double  spear-headed  curse,  bloody  yoke-cou- 
ple,— 
Of  woes  like  these,  donbtlesB,  whoe'er  comes 

weighted. 
Him  does  it  suit  to  sing  the  Erinnes'  paian. 
But  who,  of  matters  saved  a  glad-news-bringer. 
Comes  to  a  cit^  in  good  estate  rejoicing.  .  .  . 
How  shall  I  mix  good  things  with  evil,  telling 
Of  storm  against  the  Acha*oi,  urged  by  gods' 

wrath? 
For  they  swore  league,  being  arch-foes  before 

that, 
Fire  and  the  sea :  and  plighted  troth  approval 

they, 
Destroying  the  unhappy  Argeian  armv. 
At  nignt  began  the  bad-wave-outbreaic  evils  ; 
For,  snips  against  each  other  Threkian  breezes 
Shattered :  and  these,  butted  at  in  a  fury 
By  storm  and  typhoon,  with  surge  rain-resound- 
in?, — 
Off  they  went,  vanished,  through  a  bad  herd's 

whirling. 
And,    when   returned    the   brilliant   light   of 

Helios, 
We  view  the  Aigiuan  sea  on  flower  with  corpses 
Of  men  Achaian  and  with  naval  ravage. 
But  us  indeed,  and  ship,  unhurt  i'  tlie  hull  too, 
Either  some  one  outstole  us  or  outprayed  ns  — 
Some  god  —  no  man  it  was  the  tiller  touching. 
And  Fortune,  savior,  wiUing  on  our  ship  sat. 
So  as  it  neither  had  in  harbor  wave-surpre 
Nor  ran  aground  against  a  shore  all  rockv. 
And  then,  the  water^Haides  having  fled  from 


In  the  white  day,  not  trusting  to  our  fntDne, 
We  chewed  the  cud  in  thoi^hts  —  this  nm 

sorrow 
O'  the  army  laboring  and  badly  pounded. 
And  now  —  if  any  one  of  them  is  breatiiing  — 
They  talk  of  us  as  having  perished  :  why  not  ? 
And  we  —  that  they  the  same  fate  have^ims- 

gine. 
May  it  be  for  the  best  I    Meneleoa.  then. 
Foremost  and  specially  to  come,  expect  then ! 
If  (that  is)  any  ray  o'  the  sun  reports  him 
Living  and  seeing  too  —  by  Zeus  oontrivingi. 
Not  yet  disposed  to  ouite  destroy  the  lineapc  — 
Some  hope  is  he  shall  come  again  to  household. 
Having  heard  such  things,  know,  thoa  truth  Bt 

hearing ! 
Cho.  Who  may  he  have  been  that  named 

thus  wholly  with  exactitude  — 
(Was  he  some  one  whom  we  see  not,  by  f  orecMt- 

ings  of  the  future 
Guiding  tongue  in  happy  mood  ?) 
—  Her  with  battle  tor  a  bridegroom,  on  aO 

sides  contention-wooed, 
Helena  ?    Since  —  mark  the  suture !  — 
Ship's-HeU,  Man's-HeU,  City's-HelL 
From   the   delicately  -  pompous  curtains  1^ 

pavilion  well. 
Forth,  by  favor  of  the  gale 
Of  earth-bom  Zephuros  did  she  sail. 
Many  shield-bearers,  leaders  of  the  pack, 
Sailed  too  upon  their  track. 
Theirs  who  nad  directed  oar. 
Then  visible  no  more, 
To  Simois'  leaf-luxunant  shoi«  — 
For  sake  of  strife  all  gore  I 

To  Ilion  Wrath,  fulfilling  her  intent. 

This  marriage-care — the  rightly  named  »— 

sent  : 
In  after-time,  for  the  tables'  abuse 
And  that  of  the  hearth-partaker  Zeua, 
Bringing  to  punishment 
Those  who  honored  with  noisy  throat 
Tlie  honor  of  the  bride,  the  hymenieal  note 
Which  did  the  kinsfolk  then  to  singing  nxge. 
But,  learning  a  new  hymn  for  that  which  wst, 
The  ancient  city  of  Priamoe 
Groans  probably  a  great  and  general  diige. 
Denominating  Fuis 

*'  The  man  that  miserably  marries :  "  — 
She  who,  all  the  while  before, 
A  life,  that  was  a  general  dirge 
For  citizens'  unhappy  slaughter,  bore. 

And  thus  a  man,  by  no  milk's  help. 

Within  his  household  reared  a  lion's  whelp 

That  loved  the  teat 

In  life's  first  festal  stage : 

Gentle  as  yet, 

A  true  child-lover,  and,  to  men  of  a^pe, 

A  thing  whereat  pride  warms ; 

And  oft  he  had  it  in  his  arms 

Like  any  new-bom  babe,  bright-fafCed  to  haai 

Wagging  its  tail,  at  belly's  strict  commiuid. 

But  in  due  time  npgrown. 

The  custom  of  progenitors  was  shown : 

For — thanks  for  sustenance  repaying 
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With  TATage  of  sheep  ■laa^hteted  — 

It  made  unbiddeii  feast ; 

With  blood  the  house  was  watered. 

To  household  came  a  woe  there  was  no  staying : 

Great  miaehief  inaayHBlayinK  1 

From  God  it  was — some  priest 

Of  At^,  in  the  hoose,  by  nartnre  thus  ii 


At  first,  then,  to  the  city  of  Dion  went 
A  soul,  as  I  might  say,  of  windless  eahn  — 
Wealth*s  quiet  ornament. 
An  eves'-dart  bearing  balm, 
I^re  s  spirit-bitinflT  nower. 
But  —  from  the  true  course  bending  — 
She  brought  about,  of  marriage,  bitter  ending : 
Ill-resident,  ill<mate,  in  power 
Passing  to  the  Priamidai  —  by  sending^ 
Of  Hospitable  Zeus  — 

Erinna  for  a  bride,  —  to  make  brides  monm, 
•her  dower. 

Spoken  long  ago 

Was  the  anoient  eayiMig 

Still  among  mortals  staying : 

^*  Blanks  great  prosperity  at  height  of  rise 

Engenders  ofibpriug  nor  unehilded  dies ; 

And,  from  ^ood  fortune,  to  such  families, 

Bnds  forth  insatiate  woe/' 

Whereas,  distinct  from  any. 

Of  my  own  mind  I  am  : 

For  't  is  the  unholy  deed  begets  the  many. 

Resembling  each  its  dam. 

Of  hooseh^ds  that  correctly  estimate. 

Ever  a  beauteous  child  ii  bom  of  Fate. 

Bat  ancient  Arrogance  delights  to  generate 

Arroganoe,  young   and  strong  'mid   mortals* 

sorrow, 
Or  now,  or  then,  when  comes  the  appointed 

morrow. 
And  she  bears  voung  Satiety : 
And,  fiend  with  whom  nor  fight  nor  war  can 

be, 
Unholy  Daring —  twin  black  Curses 
Within    the   nonsehold,   children  like    thmr 


Bnt  Jnstioe  shines  in  smoke-grimed  habita- 
tions. 
And  honors  the  well-omened  life  ; 
While,  —  gold-besprinUed  stations 
Where  the  hands'  filth  is  rife, 
With  backward-taming  ctcs 
LeaYingTi  —  to  holy  seats  she  hies. 
Not  warshipping  the  power  of  wcsalth 
Stamped  with  applause  by  stealth : 
And  to  its  «id  durects  each  thing  b^im. 

Approach    then,  my   monarch,  of   Troia  the 

sacker,  of  Atiens  the  son  I 
How  ougrht  I  address  thee,  how  ought  I  rerere 

thee,  —  nor  vet  overtiittii^ 
Nor  yet  underbending  the  grace  that  is  fitting  ? 
Many  of  mortals  hasten  to  honor  the  seeming^ 

to-be  — 
Passing  by  justice :  and,  with  the  ill-faring,  to 

groan  as  he  groans  all  are  free. 
But  no  bite  of  the  sorrow  their  liver  has  reached 

to: 


They  say  with  the  joyful, — one  outside  on 

each,  too, 
As  they  force  to  a  smile  smilelen  faces. 
But  whoever  is  good  at  distinguishing  races 
In  sheep  of  his  flock  —  it  is  not  for  the  eyes^ 
Of  a  man  to  escape  such  a  shepherd's  surpxise. 
As  they  seem,  from  a  well-wishing  mind. 
In  watery  friendship  to  fawn  and  be  kind. 
Thoa  to  me,  then,  indeed,  sending  an  army  for 

Helena's  sake, 
(I  will  not  conceal  it,)  wast  —  oh,  by  no  help  of 

the  Muses !  —  depicted 
Not  well  of  thy  midriff  the  rudder  directing,  — 

convicted 
Of  bringing  a  boldnew  they  did  not  desire  to 

the  men  with  existence  at  stake. 
But  now  —  from  no  outside  of  mind,  nor  un- 

lorinsly  —  gracious  thou  art 
To  those  wno  have  ended  the  labor,  fulfilling 

their  part ; 
And  in  time  shalt  thou  know,  by  inquiry  in- 
structed. 
Who  of  citizens  justly,  and  who  not  to  purpose, 
the  city  conducted. 
Agamemnon.    First,  indeed,  Axgos,  and  the 
gods,  the  local, 
'Tis   right   addressing  —  those  with   me   the 

partners 
In  this  retnm  and  right  things  done  the  city 
Of  Priamos:  gods  who,  from  no  tongue  hear- 
ing 
The  rights  o'  the  cause,  for  Dion's  fate  man- 

slanght'rous 
Into  the  bu>ody  vase,  not  oscillating. 
Put  the  vote-pebbles,  while,  o'  the  rival  vessel, 
Hope  rose  up  to  the  Up-edge :  filled  it  was  not. 
By  smoke  the  captured  city  is  still  conspicuous : 
At^'s   bumt-offerii^s   live:    and,  dying  with 

them. 
The   ash  sends  forth   the  fulsome  Uasts  of 

riches. 
Of  these  things,  to  the  gods  grace  many-mind- 
ful 
'T  is  right  I  render,  since  both  nets  outrageous 
We  built  them  round  with,  and,  for  sake  of 

woman. 
It  did  the  city  to  dust  —  the  Argeian  monster. 
The  horse's  nestling,  the  shield-bearing  people 
That  made  a  leap,  at  setting  of  the  Pleiads, 
And,  vaulting  o  er  the  tower,  the  raw-flesh- 

feeding 
Lion  licked  up  his  fill  of  blood  tyrannic. 
I  to  the  gods  indeed  prolonged  tius  preface ; 
But  —  as  for  thy  thought,  I  remember  hear- 
ing— 
I  say  the  same,  and  thou  co-pleader  hast  me. 
Since  few  of  men  this  faculty  is  bom  with 
To  honor,  without  grudge,  their  friend  sncoess- 

ful. 
For  moody,  on  the  heart,  a  poison  seated 
Its  burden  donbLes  to  who  gained  the  sickness : 
By  his  own  griefis  he  is  himself  made  heavy. 
And  out-of-door  prosperity  seeing  groans  at. 
Knowing,   I'd  caU  (for  well  have    I   experi- 
enced) 
"  Fellowship's     mirror,"      **  phantom    of    a 

shadow," 
Those  seeming  to  be  mighty  gracious  to  me : 
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While  just  OduBseiui — he  who  sailed  not  will- 
ing:— 
When  joined  on,  was  to  me  the  ready  trace- 

horse. 
Tliis  of  him,  whether  dead  or  whether  living, 
I   say.     For   other   city  -  and  -  gods'    concern- 
ment — 
Appointing  common  courts,  in  full  assembli^ 
We    will   consult.     And   as   for  what   holds 

seemly 
How  it  may  lasting  stay  well,  must  be  coun- 
selled : 
While  what  has  need  of  medicines  Paionian 
We,  either  burning  or  else  cutting  kindly. 
Will  make  endeavor  to  turn  pain  from  sickness. 
And  now  into  the  domes  and  homes  by  altar 
Going,  I  to  the  gods  first  raise  the  right-hand  — 
They    who,    far    sending,    back    again    have 

brought  me. 
And  Victory,  since  she  followed,  fixed  remain 
she! 
Klu.  Men,  citizens,  Argeians  here,  my  wor- 
ships I 
I  shall  not  shame  me,  consort-loving  manners 
To  tell  before  you :  for  in  time  there  dies  off 
The  diffidence  from  people.     Not  from  others 
Jjeaming,  I  of  myself  will  tell  the  hard  life 
I  bore  so  long  as  this  man  was  'neath  Ilion. 
First :  for  a  woman,  from  the  male  divided. 
To  sit  at  home  alone,  is  monstrous  evil  — 
Hearing  the  manv  rumors  back-revenging  : 
And  for  now  Tnis  to  come,  now  That  bring 

after 
Woe,  and  still  worse  woe,  bawling  in  the  house- 
hold ! 
And  truly,  if  so  many  wounds  had  chanced  on 
My  husband  here,  as  homeward  used  to  dribble 
ReiMrt,  he 's  pierced  more  than  a  net  to  speak 

of! 
While,  were  he  dying  (as  the  words  abounded) 
A  triple-bodied  (xeruon  the  Second, 
Plenty  above  —  for  loads  below  1  count  not  — 
Of   earth  a  three-share  cloak  he  *d   boast  of 

taking. 
Once  only  dying  in  each  several  figure  I 
Because  of  such -like  rumors  back-revenging. 
Many  the  halters  from  mv  neck,  above  head. 
Others  than  /  loosed  —  loosed  from  neck  by 

main  force ! 
From   this   cause,  sure,  the   boy   stands  not 

beside  me  — 
Possessor  of  our  troth-plights,  thine  and  mine 

too  — 
As  ought  Orestes :  be  not  thou  astonished ! 
For,  him   brings  up  our  well-disposed  guest- 
captive 
Strophios  the  Phokian  —  ills  that  told  on  both 

sides 
To  me  predicting  —  both  of  thee  'neath  Dion 
The  danger,  and  if  anarchy's  mob-uproar 
Should  overthrow  thy  council ;  since  't  is  bom 

with 
Mortals,  —  whoe'er  has  fallen,  the  more  to  kick 

him. 
Such  an  excuse,  I  think,  no  cunning  carries  ! 
As  for  myself  —  why,  of  my  wails  the  rushing 
Fountains  are  dried  up :    not  in  them  a  drop 
morel 


And  in  my  late-to-bed  eyes  I  have  damage 

fiewailing  what  concerned  thee,  those  tocck* 
holdings 

Forever  unattended  to.    In  dreams —  why. 

Beneath  the  light  wing-beats  o'  the  gnat,  I 
woke  up 

As  he  went  buzzing  —  sonowa  that  oonoemed 
thee 

Seeing,  that  filled  more  than  their  fellow-sleep- 
time. 

Now,  all  this  having  snffered,  from  soul  grief- 
free 

I  would  style  this  man  here  the  dog  o'  the 
stables. 

The  savior  f  orestay  of  the  ship,  the  high  roors 

Ground-prop,  son  sole-begotten  to  his  lather, 

—  Ay,  land  appearing  to  the  sailors  past  hope, 
Loveliest'day  to  see  after  a  tempest, 

To  the  wayfaring-one  athirst  a  weU-«iring, 

—  The  joy,  in  short,  of  'scaping  all  that's  — 

fatal! 
I  judge  him  worth  addresses  sueh  as  these  are 

—  Envy  stand  off !  —  for  many  those  old  evils 
We  underwent.    And  now,  to  me  —  dear  head- 
ship! — 

Dismoimt  thou  from  this  oar,  not  earthward 

setting 
The  foot  of  thine,  O  king,  that 's  Dion's  spoiler ! 
Slave-maids,  why   tarry  ?  —  whose    the   task 

allotted 
To  strew  the  soil  o'  the  road  with  oarpet^pread- 

ings. 
Inunediately  be  purple-strewn  the  pathwmj. 
So  that  to  home  unhoped  may  lead   hun  — 

Justice  I 
As  for  the  rest,  care  shall  —  by  no  sleep  eoo- 

quered  — 
Dispose  things  —  justly  (gods  to  aid !)  appoiated. 
Aga.  Offspring  of  Leaa,  of   my  honsdiold 

warder. 
Suitably  to  my  absenoe  hast  thou  spoken. 
For  long  the  speeoh  thou  didst  outstretch !  But 

aptly 
To  praise  —  from  others  ought  to  go  this  favor. 
And  for  the  rest,  —  not  me,  in  woman's  fashion. 
Mollify,  nor  —  as  mode  of  barbarous  man  is  — 
To  me  gape  forth  a  ground  ward-fallii^  clamor ! 
Nor,  strewing  it  with  garments,  make  my  pse- 

sage 
Envied  1    Gods,  sure,  with  these  behooves  we 

honor : 
But,  for  a  mortal  on  these  varied  beauties 
To  walk  —  to  me,  indeed,  is  nowise  fear-&ee. 
I  say  —  as  man,  not  god,  to  me  do  homage ! 
Apart  from  foot-mats  both  and  varied  vestores, 
Renown  is  loud,  and  —  not  to  lose  one*s  wensfs, 
God's  greatest  gift.      Behooves  we   him  caU 

l^ppy 
Who  has  broug;ht  life  to  end  in  loved  wellbeiBg' 
If  all  thiuCT  I  might  manage    thus  —  brave 

man,  II 
Klu,  Oome  now,  this  say,  nor  feign  a  feelisg 

tome  ! 
Aga.  With  feeling,  know  indeed,  I  do  not 

tamper! 
Klu,  Vowed'st  thou  to  the  gods,  in  fear,  to 

act  thus? 
Ag<i.  If  any,  /  well  knew  resolve  I  outspoke. 
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Klu,  What  think'st  thou  PriamoB  had  done, 

thus  yiotor  ? 
Aga,  On  varied  vesta  —  I  do  think  —  he  had 


Klu.  Then,  do  not,  stmok  with  awe  at  hnman 

censure.  .  .  . 
Aga.  Well,  popnhu  mob-outoiy  much  avails 

tool 
Klu,  Ay,  bat  the  unenvied  is  not  the  much 

valued. 
Aga,    Sure,  't  is  no  woman^s  part  to  longr  for 

battle  I 
Klu,  Why,  to  the  prosperous,  even  suits  a 

beating:  I 
Aga,  What?  thou  this  beating^  us  in  war  dost 

prize  too? 
Klu,  Persuade  tliee !  power,  for  onoe,  grant 

me -and  willing  I 
Aga,  But  if  this  seem  so  to  thee  —  shoes,  let 
some  one 

Loose  under,  quick  *- foot^s  serviceable   car- 
riagel 

And  me,  on  these  searprodnots  walking,  may  no 

Grudge  from  a  distance,  from  the  god*s  eye, 
strike  at  1 

For  great  shame  were  my  strewment-spoiling  — 
riches  1 

Spoiling  with  feet,  and  silver-purchased  tex- 
tures ! 

Of  these  things,  thus  then.     But  this  female- 
stranger 

Tenderly  take  inside  I    Who  conquers  mildly 

Gk>d,  from  afar,  benignantly  regardeth. 

For,  willing,  no  one  wears  a  yoke  that  ^s  ser- 
vile: 

And  she,  of  many  valuables,  outpicked 

The  flower,  the  army's  gift,  myself  has  fol- 
lowed. 

So  —  since  to  hear  thee,  I  am  brought  about 
thus, — 

I  go  into  the  palace  —  purples  treading. 
Klu,  There  is  the  sea — and  what  man  shall 
exhaust  it?  — 

Feeding    much    purple's    worth-its^weight^- 
silver 

Dye,  ever  fresh  and  fresh,  our  garmento'  tinc- 
ture; 

At  home,  such  wealth,  king,  we  begin  —  by 
gods'  help  — 

With  having,  and  to  lack,  the  household  knows 
not. 

Of  many  garments  had  I  vowed  a  treading 

(In  oracles  if  fore-enjoined  the  household) 

Of  this  dear  soul  the  saf  e-retum-price  scheming ! 

For,  root  existing,  foliage  goes  up  houses, 

O'erspreading  shadow  against  Seirios  dog-star  ; 

And,  thou  returning  to  the  hearth  domestic, 

Warmth,  yea,  in  winter  dost  thou  show  return- 
ing. 

And  when,  tooj  Zeus  works,  from  the  green- 
grape  acnd. 

Wine  —  then,  already,  cool  in  houses  cometh  — 

The  perfect  man  his  home  perambulating ! 

Zeus,  Zeus  Perfeoter,  these  my  prayers  perfect 
thou ! 

Thy  care  be  —  yea  —  of  things  thou  mayst  make 
perfect  I 
Cho,  Wherefore  to  me,  this  fear  — 


Groundedly  stationed  here 

Fronting  my  heart,  the  portent-watcher  —  flits 

she? 
Wherefore  should  prophet-play 
The  uncalled  and  unpaid  lay. 
Nor  —  having  spat  forth  fear,  like  bad  dreams 

—  sitashe 
On  the  mind's  throne  beloved  —  well-suasive 

Boldness  ? 
For  time,  since,  by  a  throw  of  all  the  hands. 
The  boat's  stem-cables  touched  the  sands, 
Has  passed  from  youth  to  oldneas,  — 
When  under  Ilion  rushed  the  ship-borne  bands. 

And  from  mv  eyes  I  learn  — 

Being  myself  my  witness  —  their  return. 

Tet.  all  the  same,  without  a  lyre,  m^  soul, 

Itself  ito  teacher  too,  chanto  from  within 

Erinus'  din«,  not  having  now  the  whole 

Of  Hope's  aear  boldness :  nor  m^  inwanls  sin  — 

The  heart  that 's  rolled  in  whirls  against  the 

mind 
Justly  presagef  ul  of  a  fate  behind. 
But  1  pray  —  things  false,  from  my  hope,  may 

fall 
Into  the  fate  that 's  not-f ulfilled-atpall  I 

Especially  at  least,  of  health  that 's  great 

The  term 's  insatiable :  for,  ito  weight 

—  A  neighbor,  with  a  common  walTbetween  — 

Ever  will  sickness  lean ; 

And  destiny,  her  course  puisuing  straight. 

Has  struck  man's  ship  against  a  reef  unseen. 

Now,  when  a  portion,  rather  than  the  treasure. 

Fear  casta  from  sling,  with  peril  in  rip:ht  measure, 

It  has  not  sunk  —  the  universal  freight, 

(With  misery  freighted  over-full,) 

Nor  has  fear  whelmed  the  hull. 

Then  too  the  gift  of  Zeus, 

Two-handedly  profuse. 

Even  from  the  furrows'  jrield  for  yearly  use 

Has  done  away  with  famine,  the  disease  \ 

But  blood  of  man  to  earth  once  falling, — deadly, 

bhick,— 
In  times  ere  these,  — 
Who  may,  by  singing  spells,  call  back  ? 
Zens  had  not  else  stopped  one  who  rightly  knew 
The  wav  to  bring  the  dead  again. 
But,  did  not  an  appointed  Fate  constrain 
The  Fate  from  gpdB,  to  bear  no  more  than  due, 
Mv  heart,  outotripping  what  tongue  utters. 
Would  have  all  out :  which  now,  in  darkness, 

mutters 
Moodily  grieved,  nor  ever  hopes  to  find 
How  she  a  word  in  season  raav  unwind 
From  out  the  enkindling  mind. 
Klu,  Take  thyself  in,  tliou  too  —  I  say,  Kas- 

sandra! 
Since  Zens  —  not  angrily  —  in  household  placed 

thee 
Partaker  of  hand-sprinklings,  with  the  many 
Slaves  stationed,  his  the  Owner's  altar  close  to. 
Dracend  from  out  this  car,  nor  be  high-minded  I 
And  truly  they  do  say  Alkmene's  child  once 
Bore  being  sold,  slaves'  barley-bread  his  living. 
If,  then,  necessity  of  this  lot  o'erbalance. 
Much  is  the  favor  of  old-wealthy  masters « 
For  those  who,  never  hopii^,  made  fine  harvest 
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Are  harsh  to  alaves  in  all  thingn,  beyond  moas- 

are. 
Thou  haiit — with  ua  —  such  uaage  as  law  war- 
rants. 
Cho.  To  thee  it  was,  she  paused  plain  speech 
from  speaking. 
Being  inside  the  fatal  nets  —  obeyin|r, 
Thou  mayst  obey :  but  thou  mayst  disobey  too  I 
Klu.  Why,  if  she  is  not,  in  the  swallow *s 
fashion. 
Possessed  of  voice  that  *s  unknown  and  barbaric, 
I,  with  speech  —  speaking  in  mind's  scope  — 
persuade  her. 
Cho,  Follow !  The  best — as  things  now  stand 
—  she  speaks  of. 
Obey  thou,  leaving  this  thy  oar«nthronement  I 
Kiu.  Well,  with  this  thmg  at  door,  for  me  no 
leisure 
To  waste  time :  as  ooneems  the  hearth  mid* 

nayelled. 
Already  stand  the  sheep  for  fireside  slaying 
By  those  who  never  hoped  to  have  such  favor. 
If  thou,  then,  aught  of  this  wilt  do,  delay  not ! 
But  if  thou,  being  witless,  tak'st  no  word  iiu 
Speak  thou,  instead  of  voice,  with  hand  as  ^ars 
do  I 
Cho.  bhe  seems  a  plain  interpreter  in  need  of, 
The  stranger !  and  her  way  —  a  beast^s  new- 
captured  I 
Klu.  Wliy,  she  is  mad,  sure,  —  hears  her  own 
bad  seiiHtis,  — 
Who,  while  she  comes,  leaving  a  town  new- 
captured. 
Yet  knows  not  how  to  bear  the  bit  o^  the  bridle 
Before  she  has  out-frothed  her  bloody  fieroeness. 
Not   I  —  throwing   away   more    words  —  will 
shamed  be  I 
Cho.  But    I,  —  for  I  compassionate,  —  will 
chafe  not. 
Cuine,  O  unhappy  one,  this  car  vacating. 
Yielding  to  this  necessity,  prove  yoke's  use  I 

Kassandra.  Otototoi,  Gods,  Earth  — 
Apollon.  ApoUonl 
Cho.  Why  didst  thou  **ototoi'*  concerning 
Loxias? 
Since  he  is  none  such  as  to  suit  a  mourner. 

Kcu.  Otototoi,  Gods,  Earth,  — 
Apollon,  Apollon ! 

Cho.  Ill-boding  here  again  the  god  invokes  she 
—  Nowise  empowered  in  woes  to  stand  by  help- 
ful. 
Kas.  Apollon,  Apollon, 
Guard  of  the  ways,  my  destroyer  I 
For  thou  hast  quite,  this  second  time,  destroyed 
me. 
Cho.  To  prophesy  she  seems  of  her  own  evils : 
Remains  the  god-gift  to  the  slave-soul  present. 

Kas.  Apollon,  Apollon, 
Guard  of  the  ways,  my  destroyer ! 
Ha,  whither  hast  thou  led  me  ?  to  what  roof 
now  ? 
Cho.  To  the  Atreidai's  roof:    if   this  thou 
know^st  not, 
I  tell  it  thee,  nor  this  wilt  thou  call  falsehood. 

K€u,  How  I  how  I 
God-hated,  then !    Of  many  a  crime  it  knew  — 
Self-slaving  evils,  halters  too : 
Man'»«hamble8>blood-besprinklerof  the  ground  i 


Cho,  She  seems  to  be  good-nosed,  the  stranger: 

dc^like. 
She  snuffs  indeed  the  yietims  she  will  find  tiha<t>. 

KcLS,  How  I  how  ! 
By  the  witnesses  here  I  am  oertain  now  I 
Tnese  children  bewailing   their  aUuighterB  — 

flesh  dressed  in  the  fire 
And  devoured  by  their  sire ! 
Cho.  Ay,  we  have  heard  of  thy  soothsaying 

fflory, 
Doubtless :  but  prophets  none  are  we  in  seent 

of! 
Kas.  Ah,  gods,  what  ever  does  she  meditat«? 
What  this  new  anguish  great  ? 
Great  in  the  house  here  she  meditates  ill 
Such  as  friends  cannot  bear,  cannot  eore  it: 

and  still 
Off  stands  all  Resistance 
Afar  in  the  distance ! 
Cho.  Of  these  I  witless  am  —  these  proplie- 

syings. 
But  those  I  knew :  for  the  whole  €aty  bmiti 

them, 
fas.  Ah,  unhappy  one,  thb  thou  eouMun- 

matest? 
Thy  husband,  thy  bed*s  common  guest, 
In  the  bath  having  brightened.  .  .  •  How  shall 

I  declare 
Consummation  ?    It  soon  will  be  there  : 
For  hand  after  hand  she  outstretches. 
At  life  as  she  reaches  ! 
Cho.  Nor  ^et  I  Ve  gone  with  thee  1  for  -^ 

after  nddles — 
Now,  in  blind  oracles,  I  feel  resourodesa. 

Kaa.  Eh,  eh,  papai,  papai. 
What  this,  I  es]>y  ? 
Some  net  of  Haides  undoubtedly  I 
Nay,  rather,  the  snare 
Is  Mie  who  has  share 

In  his  bed,  who  takes  part  in  the  murder  then ! 
But  may  a  revolt  — 
Unceasing  assault — 
On  the  Race,  raise  a  shout 
Sacrificial,  about 
A  victim  —  by  stoning — 
For  murder  atoning  1 
Cho.  What  this  Erinus  which  i'  the  hoofie 

thou  callest 
To  raise  her  cry  ?    Not  me  thy  word  enlightens ! 
To  my  heart  1ms  run 
A  drop  of  the  crocus-dye  : 
Which  makes  for  those 
On  earth  by  the  spear  that  lie, 
A  common  dose 
With  lifers  descending  sun. 
Swift  is  the  curse  begun  ! 

Kas,  How  !  how! 
See  —  see  quick ! 
Keep  the  bull  from  the  cow  1 
In  tne  vesture  she  catching  him,  atrikes  him 

now 
With  the  black-homed  trick. 
And  he  falls  into  the  watery  yase  i 
Of  the  craft^killing  caldron  I  tell  thee  the  case! 
Cho.  I  woidd  not  boast  to  be  a  topjnug  critie 
Of  oracles :  but  to  some  sort  of  evil 
I  liken  these.    From  oracles,  what  good  speech 
To  mortals,  beside,  is  sent  ? 
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It  oomiMof  their  evils :  theM  arts  word-ttboimd- 

in^  that  aiojg  the  event 
Bring  the  fear  *t  is  their  office  to  teaoh. 

Ktu.  Ah  me,  ah  me  — 
Of  me  unhappy,  evil-destined  fortunes  1 
For  I  bewail  my  proper  woe 
As,  mine  with  his,  all  into  one  I  throw. 
Whv  hast  thou  hitlier  me  unhappy  brought  ? 
—  Unless  that  I   should   die  with  him  —  for 

naught  I 
What  else  was  sought  ? 

Cho,  Thou  art  some  mind^mazed  creature, 

Jod-poeseased  : 
,  abont  thyself  dost  wail 
A  lay  —  no  lay  1 
Like  some  brown  nightingale 
Insatiable  of  noise,  who  —  well  away !  — 
From  her  unhappy  breast 
Keeps  moaning  Itas,  Itus,  and  his  life 
Witn  evils,  flourishing  on  each  side,  rife. 

Kag.  Ah  me,  ah  me. 
The  fateo'  the  nightiii«:ale,  the  dear  resonnder ! 
For  a  body  wing-boine  have    the  gods    oast 

round  her. 
And  sweet  existence^  from  misfortunes  free  : 
But  for  myself  remains  a  sandering 
With  spear,  the  two-<edged  thing  I 
Cho.  Whence  hast  thou  this  on-rushing  god« 

iUTolving  pain 
And  spasms  in  vain  ? 
For,  tilings  that  terrify^ 
With  changing  unintelligible  cry 
ll&ou  strikest  up  in  tune,  yet  all  the  while 
After  that  Orthian  st7;]e  I 
Whence  hast  thou  limits  to  the  oracular  road, 
That  evils  bode  ? 
Kas.  Ah  me,  the  nuptials,  the  nuptials  of 

Paris,  the  deadly  to  friends ! 
Ah  me,  of  Skamandroe  the  draught 
Paternal  t    There  once,  to  these  ends. 
On  thy  banks  was  I  brought. 
The  unhappy  I     And  now,  by  Kokutoe  and 

Acheron's  shore 
I  ahall^  soon  be,  it   seems,  these  my  oracles 

singing  once  more  I 
Cho.  Why  this  word,  plain  too  much. 
Hast  thou  uttered?    A  babe  might  learn  of 

such! 
I  am  struck  with  a  bloody  bite  —  here  under  — 
At  the  fate  woe-wreaking 
Of  thee  shrill-shrieking  : 
To  me  who  hear  —  a  wonder  t 
Kas,    Ah  me,  the  toils  —  the   toib  of  the 

city 
The  wholly  destroyed  :  ah,  pity. 
Of  the  sacrificinfps  ray  father  made 
In  the  ramparts'  aid  — 
Much    slaughter    of    g^rass-f ed    flocks  —  that 

afforded  no  cure 
That  the  city  should  not,  as  it  does  now,  the 

burthen  endure ! 
But  I,  with  the  soul  on  fire, 
SSoon  to  the  earth  shall  cast  me  and  expire  1 

Cho,  To  things,  on  the  former  consequent, 
Again  hast  thou  given  vent : 
\nd  't  is  some  evil-meaning  fiend  doth  move 

thee. 
Heavily  falling  from  above  tlioe« 


To  melodize  thy  sorrows  —  else,  in  singing, 
(Calamitous,  death-bringing  I 
And  of  all  this  the  end 
I  am  without  resouroc  to  apprehend. 
Kas.  Well    then,  the  orade   from  veils  no 

longer 
Shall  be  outlooking,  like  a  bride  new-married : 
But  brijght  it  seems,  against  the  sun's  uprisings 
Breathing,  to  penetrate  thee :  so  as,  wave-like. 
To  wash  against  the  rays  a  woe  much  greater 
Than  this.    I  will  no  longer  teach  by  riddles. 
And  witness,  running  witn  me,  that  of  evils 
Done  long  ago,  I  nosing  track  the  footstep  I 
For,  this  some  roof  here — never  quits  a  Choroe 
One-voiced,  not  well-tuned  since  no  '*  well  ^'  it 

utters  : 
And  trulv  having  drunk,  to  get  more  courage, 
Man's  blood  —  the  Komos    keeps  within  the 

household 

—  Hard  to  be  sent  outside  —  of  sister  Furies  : 
They  hymn  their   hymn  —  within  the   house 

dose  sitting — 

The  first  beginning  curse :  in  turn  spit  forth  at 

The  Brother's    bed,  to  him  who  spumed  it 
hostile. 

Have  I  missed  aught,  or  hit  I  like  a  bowman  ? 

False  prophet  am  I,  —  knock  at  doors,  a  bab- 
bler? 

Henceforward  witness,  swearing  now,  I  know 
not 

By  other's  word  the  old  sins  of  this  household  t 
Cho,  And  how  should  oath,  bond  honorably 
binding. 

Become  thy  cure  ?    No  less  I  wonder  at  thee 

—  That  thou,  beyond  sea  reared,  a  strange- 

toiufuea  city 
Shouldst  hit  in  speaking,  just  as  if  thou  stood'st 

by  I 
K<u.  Prophet  ApoUon  put  me  in  this  office. 
Cho.  What,  even  though  a  god,  with  longing 

smitten  ? 
Kcu,  At  first,  indeed,  shame  was  to  me  to 

savthis. 
Cho.  For,  more  relaxed  grows  every  one  who 

fares  well. 
Kas.  But  he  was  athlete  to  me  — huge  grace 

breathing ! 
Cho.  Well,  to  the  work  of  children,  went  ye 

law's  way  ? 
Kcts.  Having  consented,  I   played  false   to 

Loxias. 
Cho.    Already  when  the  wits  inspired  jmm- 

sessed  of  ? 
Kas.  Already  townsmen  all  their  woes  I  fore- 
told. 
Cho.  How  wast  thou  then  unhurt  by  Loxias' 

aiM:er  ? 
Kas.i  no   one   aught   persuaded,  when   I 

sinned  thus. 
Cho.  To  us,  at  least,  now  sooth  to  say  thou 

seeniesc. 
Kas.  Halloo,  halloo,  ah,  evils  I 
AfTain,  straightforward  foresight's  fearful  labor 
Whirls  me,  distracting  with  prelusive  last-lays ! 
Behold    ye   those    there,   in   the    household 

seated,  — 
Youiig  ones,  —  of  dreams  approaching  to  the 

figures? 
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Children,  as  if  thev  died  by  their  beloreds  — 
Hands  the^  have  nlled  with  flesh,  the  meal  do- 
mestic — 
Entrails  and  vitals  both,  most  ^iteons  burthen, 
Plain  they  are  holding !—- which  their  father 

tasted ! 
For  this,  I  say,  plans  ponishment  a  certain 
Lion  ignoble,  on  the  bed  that  wallows. 
House-guard  (ah,  me  I)  to  the  returning  mas- 
ter 
—  Mine,  since  to  bear  the  slayish  yoke  behooves 

me! 
The  ships*  commander,  Ilion^s  desolator. 
Knows  not  what  things  the  tongue  of  the  lewd 

she-dug 
Speaking,  outspreading,  shiny-souled,  in  fashion 
Of  At^  hid,  will  reach  to,  by  ill  fortune  ! 
Such  things  she  dares  —  the  female,  the  roale*B 

slayer ! 
She  is  .  .  .  how  calling  her  the  hateful  bite- 
beast 
May  I  hit  the  mark  ?    Some  amphisbaina  — 

Skulla 
Housing  in  rocks,  of  mariners  the  mischief. 
Bevelling  Haides*   mother,  —  cuise,  no   truce 

with. 
Breathing     at     friends !     How    piously     she 

shouted. 
The  all-oonra^ous,  as  at  turn  of  battle ! 
She  seems  to  ^oy  at  the  back-bringing  safety ! 
Of  this,  too,  if  I  naught  persuade,  all  ^s  one ! 

Why? 
What  is  to  be  will  come !    And  soon  thou, 

present, 
"  True    prophet  all   too  much "  wilt  pitying 

st^e  me ! 
Cho,  'rhuestes*    feast,    indeed,    on    flesh   of 

children, 
I  went  with,  and  I  shuddered.    Fear  too  holds 

me 
Listing  what 's  true  as  life,  nowise  out-imaged  I 
Kcu.  I  say,  thou  Agamemnon^s  fate  shalt 

look  on ! 
Cho.  Speak  good  words,  O  unhappy  I    Set 

mouth  sleeping  ! 
K€U,  But  Paian  stands  in  no  stead  to  the 

speech  here. 
Cho.  Nay,  if  the  thing  be  near :  but  never  be 

it! 
Ka9.  Thou,  indeed,  prayest :  they  to  kill  are 

bnsv  I 
Cho.  Of  what  man  is  it  ministered,  this  sor- 
row? 
Kas.  There  again,  wide  thou  look*st  of  my 

foretellings. 
Cho.  For,  the  fulfiller^s  scheme  I  have  not 

gone  with. 
Kcu.  And  yet  too  well  I  know  the  speech 

Hellenic. 
Cho.  For  Pnthian  oracles,  thy  speech,  and 

hard  too  1 
K(U.  Papai :   what  fire  this  I  and  it  comes 

upon  me ! 
Ototoi,  Lukeion  AnoUon,  ah  me  —  me  1 
She,  the  two-footea  lioness  that  sleeps  with 
The  wolf,  in  absence  of  the  generous  lion. 
Kills  me  the  unhappy  one :  and  as  a  poison 
Brewing,  to  put  my  price  too  in  the  ang«r, 


She  TOWS,  against  her  mate  this  weapon  vhet- 

ting 
To    pay   him   back   the   bringing  me,    with 

slaughter. 
Why  keep  I  then  theae  things  to  make  nw 

laughed  at, 
Both  wands  and,  round  my  neck,  oracular  fil- 
lets? 
Thee,  at  least,  ere  ni^  own  fate  will  I  rain : 
Go,    to   perdition    falling!    Boons    ezcliue« 

we  — 
Some  other  AU  in  my  stead  make  wealthy  ! 
See  there  —  himself,  ApoUon  stripping  frocn  me 
The  oracular  garment  I  having  lookea  upon  me 
—  Even  in  these  adornments,  laughed  by  f  ziends 

at. 
As  good  as  foes,  i*  the  balance  weighed :  and 

vainly  — 
For,  callecl  erased  stroller, — as  I  had  been 

Beggar,  unhappy,  starved  to  death,  —  I  bore  it 
And  now  the  Irophet  —  prophet  me  undoing. 
Has  led  away  to  these  so  deadly  fortunes  I 
Instead  of  my  sire*s  altar,  waits  the  hack-bloek 
She  struck  with  first  warm  bloody  sacrificii^ ! 
Yet  nowise  unavoiged  of  gods  will  death  be : 
For  there  shall  come  another,  our  avenger. 
The  mother-slaying  scion,  father's  dooroamaa: 
Fugitive,  wanderer,  from  this  land  an  exile. 
Back  shall  he  come,  —  for  friends,  copectoee 

these  curses  1 
For  there  is  sworn  a  great  oath  from  the  gods 

that 
Him  shall  bring  hither  his  fallen  sire's  pifUa- 

tion. 
Why  make  I  then,  like  an  indweller,  moaning? 
Since  at  the  first  I  foresaw  Ilion's  ci^ 
Suffering  as  it  has  suffered  :  and  who  took  it. 
Thus  by  the  judgment  of  the  gods  are  faring. 
I  go,  will  suffer,  will  submit  to  dying ! 
But,  Haides'  gates  —  these  same  1  call,  I  speak 

.to. 
And  pray  that  on  an  opportune  blow  chancing. 
Without  a  struggle, —  blood  the  cabn  deau 

bringing 
In  easy  outflow,  —  I  this  eye  may  close  up ! 
Cho.  O  much   unhappy,  but,  again,  mack 

learned 
Woman,  long  hast  thon  outstretohed  I    But  if 

truly 
Thon  knowest  thine  own  fate,  how  ccmiea  tiiai« 

like  to 
A  god-led  steer,  to  altar  bold  thon  treadest  ? 
Kcu.  There  's  no  avoidance,  —  strangers,  no ! 

Some  time  more ' 
Cho.  He  last  is,  anyhow,  by  time  advantaged. 
Kas.  It  comes,  the  day :  I  shall  by  flight 

gain  little. 
Cho.  But  know  thou  patient  art  itam  thy 

brave  spirit ! 
Kas.  Such  things  hears  no  one  of  the  bapr7~ 

fortuned. 
Cho.  But    gloriously    to    die  —  for   man  is 

grace,  sure  1 
Kas.  Ah,  sire,  for   thee  and  for  thy  noble 

children  I 
Cho.  But  what  thing  is  it  ?    What  fear  tmns 

thee  backwazds  ? 
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JBju,  Alas,  alas ! 

Cko,  Wh^  this  "alas**?  if  't  k  no  qnrit's 

loathiBf  .  .  . 
Kat.  Slangnter    blood -drippiiiff    does    the 

hmiseliold  smell  of ! 
Cho.  How  else?    This  scent  is  of   hearth- 


Km,  Such  kind  of  steam  as  from  a  tomb  is 

proper  I 
Cho.  No  Suriaa  honor  to  the  House  thoa 

speak^st  of ! 
JKos.  But  I  will  go,  —  even  in  the  honsehold 

wailing 
My  fate  and  Agamemnon's.    Life  soffioe  me  I 
Ah,  strangers  1     ' 
I  C17  not  '"  ah  *'  —  as  bird  at  bnah  —  through 

terror 
Idly  !  to  me,  the  dead  thns  mnch  bear  witness : 
When,  for  me  —  woman,  there  shall  die  a  wo- 
man. 
And,  for  a  man  ill-wived,  a  man  shall  perish  ! 
This  hospitality  I  ask  as  dying. 

Cho,  O  sufferer,  thee— thy  foretold  fate  I 

pitv. 
Ka$,  Yet  once  for  all,  to  speak  a  speech,  I 

fain  am: 
No  dirge,  mine  for  myself !    The  snn  I  pray 

to. 
Fronting  his  last  light  I  —  to  my  own  avengers — 
That  from  mv  hateful  slayers  they  exact  too 
Fay  for  the  dead  slave  — easy-managed  hand's 

work  ! 
Cho,  Alas  for  mortal  matters!    Happy-for- 

tuned,  — 

Why,  any  shade  would  turn  them :  if  unhappy. 
By  throws  the  wetting  sponge  has  spoiled  the 

picture  I 
And  more  by  much  in  mortals  this  I  pity. 
The  being  well-to-do  — 
Insatiate  a  desire  of  this 
Bom  with  aU  mortals  is. 
Nor  any  is  there  who 
Well-being  forces  off,  aroints 
From  roon  whereat  a  finger  points, 
'*  No  more  come  in  I "  exclaiming.    This  man, 

too. 
To  take  tne  city  of  Friamos  did  the  celestials 

give. 
And,  honored  bv  the  god,  he  homeward  comes ; 
Bnt  now  if,  of  the  former,  he  shall  pay 
The  blood  back,  and,  for  those  who  ceased  to 

live, 
Dying,  for  deaths  in  turn  new  punishment  he 
^^      dooms  — 

Who,  being  mortal,  would  not  pray 
With  an  unniiachievous 
Daimon  to  have  been  bom  —  who  would  not, 

hearing  thus  ? 
Aga.  Ah  me  I    I  am  struck  —  a  right-aimed 

stroke  within  me  1 
Cko,  Silence  I    YTho  is  it  shouts  "  stroke  *'  — 

**  right-aimedly,*'  a  wounded  one  ? 
Aga.    Ah  me!   indeed   again, — a  second, 

struck  by  I 
Cho.  This  work  seems  to  me  completed  by 

this  **  Ah  me  *'  of  the  king's ; 
Bat  we  somehow  may  together  share  in  solid 

counsellings. 


Cho.  1.  I,  in  the  firrt  plaee,  my  opinion  tell 
yoxLi 

—  To  cite  the  townsmen,  by  help-cry,  to  house 
here. 
Cho.  2.  To  me,  it  seems  we  ought  to  fall 
noon  them 

At  quickest  —  prove  the  fact  by  sword  fresh- 
flowing! 
Cho.  3.  And  I,  of  such  opinion  the  partaker, 

Vote  —  to  do   something :   not   to  wait  — the 
main  point  1 
Cho.  4.  'TiB  plain  to  see:  for  they  prelode 
as  though  of 

A  granny  the  signs  they  ^ve  the  city. 
Cho.  5.  For  we  waste  time ;  while  they,  — 
this  waiting's  glory 

Treading  to  gronnd,  —  allow  the  hand  no  slum- 
ber. 
Cho.  H.  I  know  not — ehancing  on  some  plan 
—  to  tell  it: 

'T  is  for  the  doer  to  plan  of  the  deed  also. 
Cho.  7.  And  I  am  such  another :  since  I  'm 
schemeless 

How  to  raise  up  again  by  words  —  a  dead  man ! 
Cho.  8.  What,  and,  protracting  life,  shall  we 
give  way  thus 

To  the  diagncers  of  onr  home,  these  rulers  ? 
Cho.  9.  Why,  't  is  unbearable :  bnt  to  die  is 
better: 

For  death  than  tjrranny  is  the  riper  finish  ! 
Cho.  10.  What,  by  the  testifying  "  Ah  me  " 
of  him, 

Shall  we  prognosticate  the  man  as  perished  ? 
Cho.  11.  We  must  quite  know  ere  speak  these 
thin|;s  concerning : 

For  to  conjecture  and  **  quite  know  "  are  two 
things. 
Cho.  12.  This  same  to  praise  I  from  ail  sides 
abound  in  — 

Clearly  to  know,  Atreides,  what  he 's  doii^p  I 
Klu.  Mnch    having  been   before  to  purpose 
spoken. 

The  opposite  to  say  I  shall  not  shamed  be  : 

For  how  should  one,  to    enemies,  —  in  sem- 
blance. 

Friends,  —  enmity    proposing,  —  sorrow's    net- 
frame 

Enclose,  a  height  superior  to  ontleaping  ? 

To    roe,  indeed,    this  struggle    of   old  —  not 
mindless 

Of  an  old  victory  —  came :  with  time,  I  grant 
you! 

I  stand  where  I  have  struck,  things  once  ac- 
complished : 

And  so  have  done,  —  and  this  deny  I  shall 
not  J  — 

As  that  his  fate  was  nor  to  fly  nor  ward  off. 

A  wrap-round  with  no  outlet,  as  for  fishes, 

I  fence  abont  him  —  the  rich  woe  of  the  gar- 
ment: 

I  strike  him  twioe,  and  in  a   double  "Ah- 
me!"   ^ 

He    let  his  limbs  go  —  there  I    And  to  him, 
fallen. 

The   third   blow  add  I,   giving — of   Below- 
gronnd 

Zeus,  guardian  of  the  dead  —  the  votive  favor. 

Thns  in  the  mind  of  him  he  rages,  falling, 


846 


THE  AGAMEMNON   OF  iESCHYLUS 


And  blowing  forth  a  brisk  blood-spatter,  strikes 
me 

With  the  dark  drop  of  slaoflrhierous  dew,  —  re- 
joicing^ 

No  less  than,  at  tibe  prod-g^ven  dewy^comfort. 

The  sown-stuff  in  its    birth-throes   from  the 
calyx. 

Since  so  these  things  are,  —  Argives,  my  re- 
vered here,  ^ 

Ye  may  rejoice  —  if  ye  rejoice  :  bnt^  I  —  boast  1 

If  it  were  nt  on  cornse  to  pour  libation. 

That  wonld  be  right — right  over  and  above, 
too ! 

The  cup  of  evils  in  the  house  he,  having 

Filled  with  such  corses,  himself  coming  drinks 
of. 
Cho,  We  wonder  at  thy  tongue :  since  bold- 
mouthed  truly 

Is  she  who  in  such  speech  boasts  oVr  her  hus- 
band ! 
JS7u.  Ye  test  me  as  I  were  a  witless  woman : 

But  I  —  with  heart  intrepid  —  to  you  knowers 

iSay  (and  thou  —  if  thou  wilt  or  praise  or  blame 
me, 

Ck>mes  to  the  same) — this  man  is  Agamem- 
non, 

My  husband,  dead,  the  work  of  the  right  hand 
hero. 

Ay,  of  a  just  artificer:  so  things  are. 
Cho,  What  evil,  O  woman,  food  or  drink, 
earth-bred 

Or  sent  from  the  flowing  sea, 

Of  such  having  fee 

Didst  thou  set  on  thee 

This  sacrifice 

And  popular  cries 

Of  a  curse  on  thy  head  ? 

OfP  thou  hast  thrown  him,  ofP  hast  out 

Tlie  man  from  the  city  :  but 

Off  from  the  cit^  thyself  shalt  be 

Cut  —  t-o  the  citizens 

A  hate  immense  I 
KlvL,  Now,   indeed,  thou  adjudgest  exile  to 
me, 

And  citizens^  hate,  and  to  have  popular  curses : 

Nothing  of  this  against  the  man  here  bringing, 

Who,  no  more  awe-checked  than  as  't  were  a 
beast'R  fate,  — 

With  sheep  abundant  in  the  well-fleeced  graze- 
flocks,  — 

Sacrificed  his  child,  —  dearest  fruit  of  travail 

To  me,  — as  song-spell  against  Threkian  blow- 
ingw. 

Not  him  did  it  behoove  thee  hence  to  banish 

—  Pollution's  penalty  ?     But  hearing  my  deeds 

Justicer  rough  thou  art !    Now,  this  I  tell  thee  : 

To  threaten  thus  —  me,  one  prepared  to  have 
thee 

(On  like  oonditicMis,  thy  hand  conquering)  o^er 
me 

Rule  :  but  if  God  the  opposite  ordain  us. 

Thou  shalt  learn  —  late  taught,  certes  —  to  be 
modest. 
Cho.  Greatly-intending  thou  art : 

Mnch-mindf  nl,  too,  hast  thou  cried 

(Since  thy  mind,  with  its  slaughteiH>utpouring 
part, 

Is  frantic)  that  over  the  eyes,  a  patch 


Of  blood  —  with  blood  to  match 
Is  plain  for  a  pride  ! 
Yet  still,  bereft  of  friends,  thy  fate 
Is  —  blow  with  blow  to  expiate  1 
IC/ti.  And  this  thou  hearest — of  mjoailM, 

just  warrant  I 
By  who  fulfilled  things  for  my  daughter,  Jos* 

ttce, 
At^,  Erinus,  —  bv  whose  help  I  slew  him,  — 
Not  mine  the    fancy — Fear    will    ti«ad  nj 

palace 
So  long  as  on  laj  hearth  there  bums  a  fire, 
ALigisthus  as  before  well-caring  for  me ; 
Since  he  to  me  is  shield,  no  small,  of  hnldnw 
Here  does  he  lie  —  outrager  of  this  f  enude« 
Dainiv  of  all  the  Chruseids  under  Dion ; 
And  she  —  the  captive,  tlie  soothsayer  also 
And  conchmate  of  this  man,  oracle-meaker. 
Faithful  bedfellow,  —  ay,  the  sailors*  benehes 
They  wore  in  common,  nor  unpunished  did  so, 
Since  he  is  —  thus !    While,  as  for  her,  —  swas- 

fashion. 
Her  latest  having  chanted,  —  dving  wailii^r 
She    lies, —  to   him,    a   sweetheart:    me    she 

brought  to 
My  bed's  by-nicety,  the  whet  of  dalliance. 

Cho.  Alas,  that  some 
Fate  would  come 
Upon  us  in  quickness — 
Neither  much  sickness 
Neither  bed-keeping  — 
And  bear  unended  sleeping, 
Now  that  subdued 
Is  our  keeper,  the  kindest  of  mood ! 
Having   borne,   for  a   woman's   sake,   mnek 

strife  — 
Bv  a  woman  he  withered  from  life ! 
An  me  I 

Law-breaking  Helena  who,  one. 
Hast  many,  so  many  soals  undone 
'Neath  Troia !  and  now  the  consnnmiated 
Much-memorable  curse 
Hast  thou  made  flower-forth,  red 
With  the  blood  no  rains  disperse. 
That  which  was  then  in  the  House  — 
Strife  all-sabduing,  the  woe  of  a  spouse. 

Klu,  Nowise,  of  death  the  fate  — 
Burdened  by  these  things  —  supplicate ! 
Nor  on  Helena  turn  thy  wrath 
As  the  man-destroyer,  as  '*she  who  bath. 
Being  but  one. 

Many  and  many  a  soul  undone 
Of  the  men,  the  Danaoi  '*  — 
And  wrought  immense  annoy  I 

Cho.  Daimon,  who  fallest 
Upon  this  household  and  the  double-raced 
Tantalidai,  a  rule,  minded  like  theirs  displaced. 
Thou  nilest  me  with,  now. 
Whose  heart  thou  gallest  1 
And^  on  the  body,  like  a  hateful  crow. 
Stationed,  all  out  of  tune,  his  chant  to  chant 
Doth  Something  vaunt  I 

Klu,  Now,  of  a  truth,  hast  thou  set  upright 
Thy  mouth's  opinion,  — 
Naming  the  Sprite, 
The  triply-gross. 
O'er  the  race  that  has  dominion : 
For  through  him  it  is  that  Eros 
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The  cania«:e-licker 

In  the  belly  is  bred  :  ere  ended  quite 

Is  the  elder  throe  —  new  ichor ! 

Cho,  Certainly,  great  of  mijg^ht 
And  heavy  of  wrath,  the  Sprite 
Thoa  telleet  of,  in  the  palace 
(Woe,  woe !) 
—  An  evil  tale  of  a  fate 
By  At^'s  malice 
Rendered  inaatiate  t 
Oh,  oh,~ 

King,  king,  how  shall  I  beweep  thee? 
From  friendlf  aonl  what  ever  sa^  ? 
Thon  liest  where  webs  of  the  spider  o*enweep 

thee 
In  impious  death,  life  breathing  away. 
O  me  —  me  I 
This  eonoh,  not  free  2 
By  a  slavish  death  subdued  thon  art. 
Prom  the  hand,  by  the  two-edsed  dart. 

Klu^  Thou  boastest  this  deed  to  be  mine: 
But  leave  off  styling  me 
"*  The  Agamemnoman  wife  ! " 
For,  showing  himself  in  sign 
Of  the  spouse  of  the  corpse  thou  dost  see, 
Did  the  ancient  bitter  avengingiphoet 
Of  Atrens,  savage  host,^ 
Pav  the  man  here  as  price  — 
A  full-grown  for  the  young  one's  saerifiee. 
Cho.  That  no  cause,  indeed,  of  this  killing 
art  thoQ,^ 
Who  shall  be  witness-bearer  ? 
How  shall  he  bear  it  —  how  ? 
But  the  sire's  avenging-ghost  might  be  in  the 

deed  a  sharer. 
He  is  forced  on  and  on 
By  the  kin-bom  flowing  of  blood, 
—  Black  Ares  :  to  where,  having  gone. 
He  shall  leave  off,  flowing  done. 
At  the  frozen-childVflesh  food. 
King,  king,  how  shall  I  beweep  thee  I 
From  firiendlv  sotd  what  ever  say  ? 
Thoa  liest  where  webs  of  the  spider  o'ersweep 

thee, 
In  impious  death,  life  breathing  away. 
Ohj  me  —  me ! 
This  ooueh  not  free ! 
By  a  slavish  death  subdued  thou  art. 
From  the  hand,  by  the  two-edged  dart. 

Klu.  No  death  ''  unfit  for  the  free  *' 
Do  I  think  this  man's  to  be : 
For  did  not  himself  a  slavish  curse 
To  his  household  decree  ? 
Bnt  the  scion  of  him,  myself  did  nurse  — 
Tliat  much-bewailed  Iphigeneia,  he 
Havine  done  well  by,  —  and  as  well,  nor  worse. 
Been  done  to,  —  let  him  not  in  Haidee  loudly 
Bear  himself  proudly ! 
Beinfr  by  sword-destrojring  death  amerced 
For  Uiat  sword's  pumshment  himself  inflicted 
first. 
Cho.  I  at  a  loss  am  left  — 
Of  a  feasible  scheme  of  mind  bereft  — 
Where  I  may  turn :  for  the  honse  is  falling : 
I  fear  the  blcKMly  crash  of  the  rain 
That  ruins  the  roof  as  it  bursts  amain : 
The  wamii^r-drop 
Has  oome  to  a  stop. 


Destiny  doth  Justice  whet 

For  other  deed  of  hurt,  on  other  whetstones  yet. 

Woe,  earth,  earth  —  would  thou  hadst  taken  aia 

Ere  I  saw  the  man  I  see. 

On  the  pallet-bed 

Of  the  silver-sided  bath-vase,  dead  I 

Who  is  it  shall  bury  him,  who 

Sing  his  ^v^  ?    Can  it  be  true 

That  thou  wilt  dare  this  same  to  do  — > 

Haviuff  slain  thy  husband,  thine  owui 

To  makke  his  funeral  moan : 

And  for  the  soul  of  him,  in  place 

Of  his  mighty  deeds,  a  graceless  grace 

To  wickedly  institute  ?    By  whom 

Shall  the  tale  of  praise  o'er  the  tomb 

At  the  god-like  man  be  sent  — 

From  the  truth  of  his  mind  as  he  toils  intent  ? 

Klu.  It  belongs  not  to  thee  to  declare 
This  object  of  care ! 
B^  us  did  he  fall  —  down  there ! 
Did  he  die  —  down  there  !  and  down,  no  less, 
We  will  huTj  him  there,  and  not  beneath 
The  wails  of  the  household  over  his  death : 
Bnt  Iphiffeneia,  —  with  kindliness,  — 
His  daughter,  —  as  the  case  requires, 
Facing  him  full,  at  the  rapid-flowing 
Passage  of  Qroana  shall — both  hands  throwing 
Around  him  —  kiss  that  kindest  of  sires  I 

Cho.  This  blame  comes  in  the  place  of  blame : 
Haotl  battle  it  is  to  judge  each  claim. 
^*  He  IS  borne  away  who  bears  away : 
And  the  killer  has  all  to  pay." 
And  this  nmains  while  Zeus  is  remaining, 
^*  The  doer  shall  suffer  in  time  "  —  for,  such  his 

ordaining. 
Who  may  cast  out  of  the  House  its  cursed 

brood? 
The  race  is  to  At^  glued  I 

Klu.  Thou  hast  gone  into  this  oracle 
With  a  true  result.    For  me,  then,  —  I  will 
—  To  the  Daimon  of  the  Pleisthenidai 
Making  an  oath  —  with  all  these  things  oon^kly 
Hard  as  they  are  to  bear.    For  the  rnt  — 
Going  from  out  this  House,  a  gnest. 
May  he  wear  some  other  family 
To  naught,  with  the  deaths  of  kin  by  kin  I 
And  —  keeping  a  little  part  of  my  goods  — 
Wholly  am  I  contented  in 
Having  expelled  from  the  royal  House 
These  frenzied  moods 
The  mutually-murderous. 
Aigisihoa.  O  light  propitious  of  day  justioe- 
brii^ngl 
I  may  say  tnuy,  now,  that  men's  avengers. 
The  gods  from  high,  of  earth  behold  the  sor- 
rows— 
Seeing,  as  I  have,  i'  the  spun  robes  of  the  Elri- 

nues. 
This    man   here   lying,  —  sight   to   me    how 

pleasant  I  — 
His  father's  hands'  contrivances  repaying. 
For  Atreus,  this  land's  lord,  of  this  man  father, 
Thuestes,  my  own  father  —  to  speak  dearlv  — 
His  brother  too,  —  being  i'  the  rule  contestea,  — 
Drove  forth  to  exile  from  both  town  and  house- 
hold : 
And,  coming  back,  to  the  hearth  turned,  a  sup- 
pliant. 
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Wretched  Thuestes  found  the  fate  assured  him 
— Not  to  die,  bloodying  his  paternal  threshold 
Just  there:   but  hoet-wise  this  man^s  impious 

father 
Atreus,  soul-keenly  more  than  kindly,  —  seem- 
ing 
To  joyous  hold  a  flesh-dav,  —  to  m^  father 
Served  up  a  meal,  the  neah  of  his  own  chil- 
dren. 
The  feet  indeed  and  the  hands^  top  divisions 
He  hid,  high  up  and  isolated  sitting  : 
But,  their  unshowing  parts  in  ignorance  taking. 
He  f orthwitli  eats  food  —  as  Uiou  seest  —  per- 
dition 
To  the  race:  and  then,  Vare  of  the  deed  ill- 
omened. 
He  shrieked  O  I  —  falls  back,  vomiting,  from 

the  carnage. 
And  fate  on  the  Pelopidai  ptst  bearing 
He  prays  down  — putting  m  his  curse  together 
The  kicking  down  o'  the  feast  —  tliat  so  might 

perish 
The  race  of  Pleisthenes  entire  :  and  thence  is 
That  it  is  given  thee  to  see  this  man  prostrate. 
And  I  was  rightly  of  this  slaughter   stitch- 
man: 
Since  me,  —  being  third  from  ten,  —  with  my 

jpoor  father 
He  drives  out — being  then  a  babe  in  swathe- 

buids: 
But,  grown  up,  back  again  has  justice  brought 

me: 
And  of  this  man  I  got  hold  —  being  without^ 

doors  — 
Fitting  together  the  whole  scheme  of  ill-will. 
So,  sweet,  in  fine,  even  to  die  were  to  me,  ^ 
Seeing   as   I   have,  this  man  i^  the   toils  of 
justice  I 
Cho.  Aigisthos,  arrogance  in  ills  I  love  not. 
Dost  thou  say  —  willing,  thou  didst  kill  the 

mui  here. 
And,  alone,  plot  this  lamentable  slaughter  ? 
I  say  —  thy  head  in  justice  will  escape  not 
The  people  ^s  throwing  —  know  that  1  —  stones 
and  curses  I 
Aig,  Thou  such  things  soundest  —  seated  at 
the  lower 
Oarage  to  those  who  rule  at  the  ship^s  mid- 
bench  ? 
Thou  shalt   know,  being  old,  how   heavy  is 

teaching 
To  one  of  the  like  age  —  bidden  be  modest  I 
But  chains  Mid  old  age  and  the  pangs  of  fasting 
Stand  out  before  all  else  in  teaching,  —  pro- 
phets 
At  souls^-cure !     Dost  not,  seeing  aught,  see 

this  too? 
Against  goads  kick  not,  lest  tript-up  thou  suf- 
fer ! 
Cho.  Woman,  thou,  —  of   him  coming   new 
from  battle 
Housegnard — thy  husband^s   bed   the  while 

disgracing, — 
For  the  Army-leader  didst  thou  plan  this  fate 
too? 
Aig,  These   words  too   are   of   groans   the 
prime-begetters  I 
Truly  a  tongue  opposed  to  Orpheus  hast  thou : 


For  he  led  all  things  bv  his  voice^s  gTace-ehann, 
But  thou,  upstirring  them  by  Uieae  wild  yelp- 
Wilt  lead  them !    Forced,  thou  wilt  appear  the 

tamer  I 
Cho,  So  —  thou  shalt  be  my  king  thai  of 

the  Argeians  — 
Who,  not  when  for  this  man   his  £at«  thoo 

plannedst, 
Daredst  to  do  this  deed  —  thyself  Ihe  slayer  I 
Aig.  For,  to  deceive  him  was  the  wife^s  part, 

certes: 
I  was  looked  after  —  foe,  av,  old-begotten  I 
But  out  of  this  man's  wealth  will  I  endeavor 
To  rule  the  citizens  :  and  the  no-man-minder 

—  Him  will    I   heavily  yoke  —  by  no  means 

trace-horse, 
A  oomed-up  colt !  but  that  bad  friend  in  dark- 
ness. 
Famine  its  housemate,  shall  behold  him  gentle. 
Cho.  Why   then,    this   man   here,   fzxnn    a 

coward  spirit. 
Didst  not  thou  slay  thyself?    But,  —  helped, 

—  a  woman. 
The  country  's  pest,  and  that  of  gods  o'  the 

country. 
Killed  him !    Orestes,  where  may  he  see  lig^t 

now  ? 
That  coming  hither  back,  with  gracioDs  for- 
tune. 
Of  both  these  he  may  be  the  all-oonqnerii^ 

slayer?^ 
Aig.  But  since  this  to  do  thou  thinkeet  — 

and  not  talk  —  thou  soon  dialt  know  ! 
Up  then,  comrades  dear  I  the  proper  thing  to 

do  —  not  distant  this  ! 
Cho.  Up  then!   hilt  in  hold,  his  sword  let 

every  one  aright  dispose  ! 
Aig.  Ay,  but  I  myself  too,  hilt  in  hold,  do 

not  refuse  to  die  I 
Cho.  Thou^  wilt   die,   thou    say'st,  to   who 

accept  it.    We  the  chanoe  demamd  I 
Klu,  Nowise,^  O  belovedest  of  men,  may  we 

do  other  ills ! 
To  have  reaped  away  these,  even,  is  a  harvest 

much  to  me  I 
Go,  both  thou  and  these  the  old  men,  to  the 

homes  appointed  each. 
Ere  ye  suffer  I    It  behooved  one  do  these  thiogs 

just  as  we  did  : 
And  u   of   these   troubles,  there   should  be 

enough  —  we  may  assent 

—  By  the  Daimon's  heavy  heel  unfortunately 

stricken  ones ! 
So  a  woman's  counsel  hath  it  —  if  one  judge  it 
,  learning-worth. 
Aig.  But  to  think  that  these  at  me  the  idle 
tongue  should  thus  o'erbloom. 
And  throw  out   such   words — Uie    Daimoas 

power  experimenting  on  — 
And,  of  modest  knowledge  missing,  —  me,  the 
mler,  .  .  . 
Cho.  Ne'er    may     this    befall    Aigeians— 

wicked  man  to  fawn  before  ! 
Aig.  Anyhow,  in  after-days,  will  I,  yes,  I, 

be  at  thee  yet  I 
Cho.  Not  if  hither  should  the  Daimon  make 
Orestes  straightway  come ! 
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Aig»  Oh,  I  know,  myself,  that  fngitiTM  on 

hopes  are  pawtiire-f ed  ! 
CAo.  Do  thy  aeed«  get  fat,  defiliner  jvatiee, 

since  the  power  is  thine ! 
Aig.  Ejhow  tliat  thon  ahalt  g^ive  me  satialao- 

tion  for  this  folly's  sake  ! 


Cho,  Boast  on,  bearing  thee  aadaeioas,  like  a 

cock  his  females  by  I 
E2u.^  Have  not  thon  respect  for  these  same 

idle  yelpings !    I  ana  thou 
Will   arrange   it,  o'er   this  household  ruling 

excellently  well. 


LA   SAISIAZ 


DEDICATED  TO  MRS.  SUTHERLAND  ORR 


Miss  A.  Eobbton-Smith  was,  at  the  time 
of  her  death,  one  of  Browning's  oldest  women 
fnends.  "  He  first  met  her,"  says  Mrs.  Suther- 
land Orr,  *^  as  a  young  woman  in  Florence  when 
she  was  visiting  there;  and  the  love  for  and 
proficienoy  in  music  soon  asserted  itself  as  a 
bond  of  sympathy  between  them.  They  did 
not,  however,  see  much  of  each  other  till  he 
hiid  finally  left  Italy,  and  she  also  had  made 
her  home  in  London.  .  .  .  Mr.  Browning  was 
one  of  the  very  few  persons  whose  society  she 

Ck>OD,  to  forgive ; 

Best,  to  forget ! 

Living,  we  fret ; 
Dying,  we  live. 
Fretless  and  free,  ^ 

ISoul,  clap  thv  pinion  I 

Earth  have  dominion. 
Body,  o'er  thee ! 

Wander  at  will. 

Day  after  day,  — 

Wander  away. 
Wandering  still  — 
Soul  that  canst  soar ! 

liody  mav  slumber: 

Body  shall  cumber 
Soul-flight  no  more. 

Waft  of  soul's  wing ! 

Wliat  lies  above^ 

Sunshine  and  Love, 
Skyblue  and  Spring ! 
Body  hides  —  where  ? 

Ferns  of  all  feather. 

Mosses  and  heather. 
Tours  be  the  eare ! 


LA   SAISIAZ 


A.  E.  S.    September  14,  1877. 

Dabjsd  and  done:  at  last  I  stand  upon  the 

summit.  Dear  and  True ! 
Singly  dared  and  done ;  the  climbing  both  of  us 

were  bound  to  do. 
Petty  feat  and  yet  prodigious:  every  ade  my 

glance  was  bent 
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eared  to  cultivate :  and  for  many  years  the  com- 
mon musical  interest  took  the  practical,  and  for 
both  of  them  convenient,  form,  of  their  gmng 
to  concerts  together."  Browning  was  at  La 
Saisiaz,  under  the  Sal^ve^  when  Miss  Egerton- 
Smith,  who  was  also  domiciled  there,  died  sud- 
denly in  the  autumn  of  1877,  and  it  was  after 
the  shock  of  her  loss  that  he  composed  the 
poem  to  which  he  gave  the  title  of  their  sum- 
mer resort.  The  poem  is  dated  November  9, 
1877. 

O'er  the   grandeur  and   the  beauty  lavished 

through  the  whole  asoent. 
Ledge  by  ledge,  out  broke  new  marvels,  now 

minute  and  now  immense  : 
Earth's  most  exjiuiaite  disdasuze,  heaven's  own 

God  in  evidence ! 
And  no  berry  in  its  hiding,  no  blue  space  in  its 

outspread. 
Pleaded  to  escape  my  footstep,  challenged  my 

eniernne  head, 
(As  I  climbea  or  paused  from  climbing,  now 

o'erbrancaed  by  shrub  and  tree. 
Now  built  round  by  rock  and  boulder,  now  at 

just  a  turn  set  free, 
StationcMl  face  to  face  with — Nature?  rather 

with  Infinitude,) 

—  No  revealment  of  them  aU,  as  singly  I  my 

path  pursued. 
But  a  bitter  touched   its  sweetness,  for  the 

thought  stung  *'  Even  so 
Both  of  us  had  loved  and  wondered  just  the 

same,  five  days  ago  ! " 
Five  short  days,  sufficient  hardly  to  entice, 

from  out  its  den 
Splintered  in  the  slab,  this  pink  perfection  of 

the  cyclamen ; 
Scarce  enough  to  heal  and  coat  with  amber  gum 

the  sloe-tree's  gash. 
Bronze  the  clustered  wilding  apple,  redden  ripe 

the  mountain-ash : 
Yet  of  might  to  place  between  us  — Oh  the  bar- 
rier I  ^  Yon  Profound 
Shrinks  beside  it,  proves  a  pin-pmnt:  barrier 

this,  without  a  bound ! 
Boundless  though  it  be,  I  reach  you :  somehow 

seem  to  have  yon  here 

—  Who  are  there.    Yes,  there  you  dwell  now, 

plain  the  four  low  walls  appear ; 
Those  are  vineyards,  thev  enclose  from;  and 
the  little  epm  which  points 
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—  That  '8  Gollong«,  hencefurth  your  dweUing. 

All  the  same,  however  disjoints 
Past  from  pruseotf  uo  leas  certain  you  are  here, 

not  tiiere :  have  dai-ed. 
Done    the  feat    of   rooantaiu-climbing,  —  fiye 

davs  since,  we  both  prepared 
Daring,  doiu^:,  arm  iu  amif  if  other  help  sliould 

haplv  fail. 
For  you  asked,  as  forth  we  sallied  to  see  sunset 

from  the  vale, 
**  Why  not  try  for  once  the  mountain,  —  take  a 

foretaste,  snatch  by  stealtli 
Sight  and  sound,  some  unconsidered  fragment 

of  the  hoarded  wealth  ? 
Six  weeks  at  its  base,  yet  never  once  have  we 

together  won 
Sight  or  sound  by  honest  climbing :  let  us  two 

have  dared  and  done 
Jost  so  much  of  t^^ilight  journey  as  may  prove 

to-morrow's  iannt 
Not  the  only  mode  of  wayfare  —  wheeled  to 

reach  tne  eagle's  haunt  I  " 
So,  we  turned  from  the  low  grass-path  yon  were 

pleased  to  call  ''3'onr  own, 
Set  our  faces  to  the  ruse-bloom  o'er  the  sum- 
mit's front  of  stone 
Where  Sal^ ve  obtains,  from  Jura  and  the  sunken 

sun  she  hides, 
Dae  return  of  blushing  ^^Good  Night,"  rosy  as 

a  home-off  bride's. 
For  his  masculine  ''  Good  Morrow  "  when,  with 

sunrise  still  in  hold, 
Gay  he  hails  her,  and,  maguific,  thrilled  her 

black  length  bums  to  gold. 
Up  and  up  we  went,  how  careless  —  nay,  how 

joyous  I    All  was  new, 
All  was  strange.     **  Call  progress  toilsome  ? 

that  were  just  insulting  yon  ! 
How  the  trees  must  t«mx)er  noontide  I    Ah,  the 

thicket*s  sudden  break  I 
What  will  be  the  momin«;  glory,  when  at  dusk 

thus  gleams  the  lake  ? 
Light  by  light  pnts  forth  Geneva :  what  a  land 

—  and,  ot  the  land. 
Can  there  be  a  lovelier  station  than  this  spot 

where  now  we  stand  ? 
Is  it  late,  and  wrong  to  linger  ?    Tme,  to-mor- 
row makes  amends. 
Toilsome  progress  ?    child's    play,    call    it  — 

specially  when  one  deseends  ! 
There,  the  dread  descent  is  over  —  hardly  our 

adventure,  though ! 
Take  the  vale  where  late  we  left  it,  pace  the 

grass-path,  *  mine.' you  know  I 
Ptoud  completion  of  acnieveraent !  "    And  we 

pocea  it,  praising  still 
That  soft  tread  on  velvet  verdure  as  it  wound 

through  hill  and  hill ; 
And  at  very  end  there  met  us,  coming  from 

Collonge,  the  pair 

—  All  our  people  ot  the  Chalet  —  two,  enongh 

and  none  to  spare. 

So,  we  made  fur  home  together,  and  we  reached 
it  as  the  stars 

One  by  one  came  lamping  —  chiefly  that  pre- 
potency of  Mars  — 

And  your  lafrt  word  was  **  I  owe  you  this  enjoy- 
ment ! "  —  met  with  "  Nay : 


With  yourself  it  resta  to  have  a  mouth  of  mor- 
rows like  to-day  I " 

Then  the  meal,  with  talk  and  laughter,  and  the 
news  of  that  rare  nook 

Tet  untroubled  by  the  tourist,  touched  on  br 
no  travel-book, 

All  the  same  —  though  latent  —  patent,  hrbcid 
birth  of  land  and  sea. 

And  (our  travelled  f riena  assured  yon)  —  if 
such  miracle  might  be  — 

Comparable  for  completeness  of  both  blessings 

—  all  around 

Nature,  and,   inside   her   circle,  safety    from 

world's  sight  and  sound  — 
Comparable  to  our  Saiaiax.     *'  Hold  it  fast  and 

guard  it  well ! 
Go  ana  see  and  vouch  for  certain,  then  come 

back  and  never  tell 
Living  soul  but  us ;  and  haply,  prove  oar  sky 

from  cloud  as  clear. 
There  may  we  four  meet,  praise  fortune  just  as 

now,  another  year  I 

Thus  you  chaived  him  on  departure  :  not  with- 
out the  final  charge, 

"  Mind  to-morrow*s  early  meeting  !  We  must 
leave  our  joumev  marge 

Ample  for  the  wayaiae  wonders:  there's  the 
stoppage  at  the  inn 

Three-parts  up  the  mountain,  where  the  hard- 
ships of  the  track  begin ; 

There  *s  the  convent  worth  a  visit ;  but,  the 
triumph  crowning  all  — 

There  's  Salive's  own  platform  facing:  gloir 
which  strikes  greatneas  small, 

—  Blanc,  supreme  above  his  earth-brood,  nee- 
dles red  and  white  and  green. 

Horns  of  silver,  fangs  of  crystal  set  on  edge  in 
his  demesne. 

So,  some  three  weeks  sinoe,  we  saw  them :  ao, 
to-morrow  we  intend 

You  shall  see  them  likewise  j  therefore  Good 
Night  till  to-morrow,  fnend  ! " 

Last,  the  nothings  that  extinguish  embers  of  a 
vivid  day : 

"  What  might  be  the  Marshal's  next  move, 
what  Uambetta's  oounter-play  ?  '* 

Till  the  landing  on  the  staircase  saw  escape 
the  latest  spark : 

"  Sleep  you  well !  "    **  Sleep  but  as  well,  you ! 

—  lazy  love  quenchea,  all  was  dark. 
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Nothing  dark  next  day  at  aundawn!    Up  I 

rose  and  forth  I  fared  : 
Took  my  plunge  within  the  bath-pool,  pacified 

the  watch-dog  scared. 
Saw  proceed  the  transmutation  — Jurats  black 

to  one  gold  glow. 
Trod  your  level  path  that  let  me  drink  the 

morning  deep  and  slow. 
Reached    the    little    quarry  —  ravage    recom- 
pensed by  shrnb  and  lem  — 
Till  the  overflowing  ardors  told  me  time 

for  return. 
So,  return  I  did,  and  gayly.    But,  for 

from  no  far  mound 
Waved  salute  a  tall  white  figure.    *'  Has  her 

sleep  been  so  profound  ? 
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Foresight,  rather,  prudent  flsving  strensth  for 

day's  expenditure ! 
Ay,  the  chanober- window  *b  open :  out  and  on 

the  terrace,  sure !  " 

No,  the  terrace  showed  no  figure,  tall,  white, 

leaning  throneh  the  wreaths. 
Tangle-twine  of  leaf  and  bloom  that  intercept 

the  air  one  breathes, 
Interpose    between    one's   love  and  Nature's 

loving,  hill  and  dale 
Down  to  where  the  blue  lake's  wrinkle  marks 

the  river's  inrush  pale 

—  Mazy  Anre :   whereon   no   vessel   but   goes 

sliding  white  and  plain. 
Not  a  steamboat  pants  from  harbor  but  one 

hears  pulsate  amain, 
"Past  the  city's   oon^p«gated  peace  of  homes 

and  pomp  of  spires 

—  Man's  mild  protest  that  there's  something 

more  than  Nature,  man  requires. 

And  that,  useful  as  is  Nature  to  attract  the 
tourist's  foot. 

Quiet  slow  sure  money-making  proves  the 
matter's  very  root,  — 

Need  for  body,  —  while  the  spirit  also  needs  a 
comfort  reached 

By  no  help  of  lake  or  mountain,  but  the  texts 
whence  Calvin  preached. 

'*  Here  's  the  veil  withdrawn  from  landscape: 
up^  to  Jura  and  beyond. 

All  awaits  us  ranged  and  ready ;  yet  she  vio- 
lates the  bond. 

Neither  leans  nor  looks  nor  listens:  why  is 
this  ?  "    A  turn  of  eye 

Took  the  whole  sole  answer,  gave  the  undis- 
puted reason  ^*  why  "  I 

This  dread  way  yon  had  your  summons !    No 

premonitory  touch. 
As  yon  talked  and  laughed  ('t  is  told  me)  scarce 

a  minute  ere  the  clutch 
Captured  you  in   cold    forever.    Cold  ?    nay, 

warm  you  were  as  life 
When  I  raised  you,  while  the  others  used,  in 

passionate  poor  strife. 
All  the  means^  that  seemed  to  promise  any  aid, 

and  all  in  vain. 
Gone  you   were,  and  I  shall  never  see  that 

earnest  face  again 
Qrow  transparent,  grow  transBgnred  with  the 

sudden  light  that  leapt 
At    the    first   word's    provocation,    from   the 

heart-deeps  where  it  slept. 

Therefore,  paying  piteous  duty,  what  seemed 
Ton  nave  we  consigned 

Peacefully  to  —  what  I  think  were,  of  all  earth- 
beds,  to  your  mind 

Most  the  choice  for  quiet,  yonder :  low  walla 
stop  the  vines'  approach. 

Lovingly  Sal^ve  protects  you  ;  villagensports 
will  ne'er  encroach  ^ 

On  the  stran&rer  lady's  silence,  whom  friends 
bore  so  kind  and  well 

Thither  "  just  for  love's  sake  "  —  s^ch  their 
own  word  was:  and  who  can  tell  ? 


Yon  supposed  that  few  or  none  had  known  and 

loved  you  in  the  world : 
Maybe  I  flower  that  's  full-blown    tempts  the 

butterfly,  not  flower  that 's  furled. 
But  more  learned  sense  unlocked  you,  looted 

the  sheath  and  let  expand 
Bud  to  bell  and  outspread  flowei^«hape  at  the 

least  warm  touch  of  hand 

—  Maybe,  throb  of   heart,   beneath  which  — 

quickening  farther  than  it  knew  — 
Treasure   oft   was    disembosomed,   scent    all 

strange  and  ungaessed  hue. 
Disembosomed,     re-embosomed,  —  must     one 

memory  suffice, 
Prove  I  knew  an  Alpine-rose  which  all  beside 

named  Edelweiss  ? 

Rare  thing,  red  or  white,  you  rest  now :  two 
days  slumbered  through ;  and  since 

One  day  more  will  see  me  rid  of  this  same  soene 
whereat  I  wince, 

Tetchy  at  all  sights  and  sounds  and  pettish  at 
each  idle  charm 

Proffered  me  who  pace  now  singly  where  we 
two  went  arm  in  arm,  — 

I  have  turned  upon  my  weakness :  asked,  *^  And 
what,  forsooth,  prevents 

That,  this  latest  day  allowed  me,  I  fulfil  of 
her  intents 

One  she  had  the  most  at  heart  —  that  we  should 
thus  again  survey 

From  Sal^ve  Mont  BUnc  together?  "  There- 
fore, —  dared  and  done  to-day 

Climbing,  —  here  I  stand :  but  you — where  ? 

If  a  spirit  of  the  place 
Broke  the  silence,  bade  me  question,  promised 

answer,  —  what  di^race 
Did   I  stipulate    *^  Provided  answer  suit  my 

hopes,  not  fears ! " 
Would  I  shrink  to  leam  my  lifetime's  limit  — 

days,  weeks,  months  or  years  ? 
Would  I  shirk  assurance  on  eaioh  point  whereat 

I  can  but  guess  — 
*'  Does  the  soul  survive  thn  body  ?    Is  there 

God's  self,  no  or  yes  ?  " 
If  I  know  my  mood,  't  were  constant  —  come 

in  whatsoe'er  uncouth 
Shape   it  should,    nay,    formidable — so    the 

answer  were  but  truth. 

Well,  and  wherefore  shall  it  daunt  me,  when 

't  is  I  mjrself  am  tasked, 
When,    by   weakness    weakness    questioned, 

weakly  answers  —  weakly  asked  ? 
Weakness  never  needs  be  falseness:  truth  is 

truth  in  each  degree 

—  Thunder-pealed  by   God  to   Nature,  whis- 

pered by  my  soul  to  me. 

Nay,  the  weakness  turns  to  strength  and  tri- 
umphs in  a  truth  beyond : 

^*  Mine  is  but  man's  truest  answer  —  how  were 
it  did  God  respond?" 

I  shall  no  more  dare  to  mimic  such  response  in 
futile  speech. 

Pass  off  human  lisp  as  echo  of  the  sphere-song 
out  of  reach. 
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Than,  —  becanse  it  well  may  happen  yonder, 

where  the  far  snows  blanch 
Mute  Mont  Blanc,  that  who  stands  near  them 

sees  and  heiuv  an  avalanche,  — 
I  shall  pick  a  clod  and  throw,  —  cry,  **Snoh 

the  sieht  and  such  the  sound  ! 
What  thouni  I  nor  see  nor  hear  them  ?    Others 

do,  the  proofs  abound !  " 
Can  I  miike  ray  eye  an  eagrle^s,  sharjien  ear  to 

recognize 
Sound  o^er  leafnie  and  leasrue  of  silence  ?    Can 

I  know,  who  but  surmise  ? 
If   I   dared  no  self-<leception  when,  a  week 

since,  I  and  vou 
Walked  and  talkea  aloper  the  grass-path,  pass^ 

ing  lightly  in  review 
What  seemed  hits  and  what  seemed  misses  in  a 

certain  fence-play,  —  strife 
Sundry  minds  of  mark  engaged  in  **  On  the 

Soul  and  Future  Life,"  — 
If  I  ventured  estimating  what  was  come  of  pfu> 

ried  thrust, 
Subtle  stroke,  and^   rightly,  wrongly,  estimat- 
ing could  be  just 
—  Just,  though  life  so  seemed  abundant  in  the 

form  which  moved  by  mine, 
I  might  well  have  played  at  fei^piing,  fooling, 

—  laughed  **  What  need  opme 
Pleasure  must  succeed  to  pleasure,  else  past 

pleasure  turns  to  pain. 
And  this  first  life  claims  a  second,  else  I  count 

its  good  no  gain  ?  "  — 
Much  less  have  I  heart  to  palter  when  the 

matter  to  decide 
Now  becomes  '^  Was  ending  ending  once  and 

always,  when  you  died  ?  " 
Did  the  face,  the  form  I  lifted  as  it  lay,  reveal 

the  loss 
Not  alone  of  life  but  soul  ?    A  tribute  to  yon 

flowers  and  moss. 
What   of   you  remains  beside?    A  memory  I 

Easy  to  attest 
**  Certainly  from  out  the  world  that  one  be- 
lieves who  knew  her  best 
Such  was  good  in  her,  such  fair,  which  fair 

and  good  were  great  perchance 
Had  but  fortune    favored,  bidden   each   shy 

faculty  advance ; 
After  all  —  who  knows  another  ?    Only   as  I 

know,  I  speak.** 
So  much  of  you  lives  within  me  while  I  live 

my  year  or  week. 
Then  my  fellow  takes  the  tale  up,  not  unwilling 

to  aver 
Duly  in  his  tnm,  "  I  knew  him  best  of  all,  as  he 

knew  her : 
Such  he  was,  and  such  he  was  not,  and  such 

other  might  have  been 
But  that  somehow  every  actor,  somewhere  in 

this  earthly  scene, 
Fails.*'    And  so  both  memories  dwindle,  yours 

and  mine  together  linked. 
Till  there  is  but  left  for  comfort,  when  the 

last  spark  proves  extinct. 
This  —  that  somewhere  new  existence  led  by 

men  and  women  new 
Possibly  attains  perfection  coveted  by  me  and 

you; 


While  ourselves,  the  only  witness  to  what  wock 

our  life  evolved. 
Only  to  ourselves  proposing  problems  proper  to 

be  solved 
By  ourselves  alone,  —  who  working  ne'er  shall 

know  if  work  bear  &uit 
Others  reap  and  gamer,  heedless  how  produced 

by  stalk  and  root,  — 
We  who,  darkling,  timed  the  day's  birth,— 

struggling,  testified  to  ^ace,  — 
Earned,  by  dint  of  failure,  triumph,  —  wre,  cre- 
ative thought,  must  cease 
In  created  word,  thought's  echo,  due  to  i-mpnla* 

long  since  sped  I 
Why  repine  ?     There  *s  ever  some  one  fives 

althon^  ourselves  be  dead ! 

Well,  what  signifies  repugnance?  Tnith  ii 
truth  however  it  strike. 

Fair  or  foul  the  lot  apportioned  life  on  earth,  we 
bear  alike. 

Stalwart  body  idly  ^oked  to  stunted  spirit, 
powers,  that  fain 

Else  would  soar,  condemned  to  grorel,  gromid- 
lings  through  the  fleshly  chain,  — 

Help  that  hinders,  hindrance  proved  bnt  hdp 
disguised  when  all  too  late,  — 

Hindrance  is  the  fact  acknowledged,  howsoever 
explained  as  Fate, 

Fortune,  Ptovidenoe  :  we  bear,  own  life  a  bur- 
den more  or  less. 

Life  thus  owned  unhappy,  is  there  snpplemental 
happiness 

Possible  and  probable  in  life  to  come  ?  or  must 
we  count 

Life  a  curse  and  not  a  blessing,  summed-up  ia 
its  whole  amount. 

Help  and  hindrance,  joy  and  sorrow  ? 

Why  should  I  want  courage  here  ? 

I  will  ask  and  have  an  answer,  —  with  no  favor, 
with  no  fear,  — 

From  myself.  How  much,  how  little,  do  I  in- 
wardly beliexe 

True  that  controverted  doctrine  ?  Is  it  fact  to 
which  I  cleave. 

Is  it  fancy  I  but  cherish,  when  I  take  upon  my 
Hpe 

Phrase  the  solenm  Tuscan  fashioned,  and  de- 
clare the  soul's  eclinse 

Not  the  soul's  extinction?  take  his  **I  befiev* 
and  I  declare  — 

Certain  am  I  —  from  this  life  I  pass  into  a  bet- 
ter, there 

Where  that  lady  lives  of  whom  enamored  was 
my  soul  "  —  where  this 

Other  lady,  my  companion  dear  and  true,  sbo 
also  is? 

I  have  questioned  and  am  answered.  Qaes- 
tion,  answer  presuppose 

Two  points :  that  the  thin^  itself  whidi  ques- 
tions, answers,  —  m,  it  knows ; 

As  it  also  knows  the  thing  perceived  outnds  it- 
self, —  a  force 

Actual  ere  its  own  banning',  operative 
through  its  course. 

Unaffected  hy  its  end,  —  that  this  thing  like- 
wise neieds  must  be ; 
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CaU  this  — God,  thai,  osll  that  — sool,  and 

both  —  the  only  facts  for  me. 
Proye  them  facts  ?  that  the j  overpass  mj  power 

of  proving,  proves  them  such : 
Faet  it  is  I  know  I  know  not  somethini^  which 

is  fact  as  mach. 
What  before  caused  all  the  causes,  what  effect 

of  sll  effects 
Haply  follows,  —  these  are  fancy.     Ask  the 

rush  if  it  suspects 
Whence  and  how  the  stream  which  floats  it  had 

a  rise,  and  where  and  how 
Falk  or  flows  on  still  I  What  answer  makes  the 

rush  except  that  now 
Certainly  it  floats  and  is,  and,  no  less  certain 

tnan  itself. 
Is  the  everyway  external    stream    that  now 

through  shoal  and  shelf 
Floats  it  onward,  leaves  it  —  maybe  —  wrecked 

at  last,  or  lands  on  shore 
There  to  root  again  and  grow  and  flourish  sta> 

ble  evermore. 
—  Maybe  t  mere  surmise  not  knowledge :  much 

conjecture  styled  belief. 
What  the  rush  conceives  the   stream  means 

through  the  voyage  blind  and  brief. 
Why,  because  I  doubtless  am,  shall  I  as  doubts 

less  be  ?    *^  Because 
God  seems  good  and  wise.^ '    Yet  under  this  our 

lifers  apparent  laws 
Reigns  a  wrong  which,  righted  once,  would  giro 

quite  other  laws  to  life. 
*"*  He  seems  potent/'    Potent  here,  then :  why 

are  right  and  wrong  at  strife  ? 
Has  in  life  the  wrong  the  better  ?    Happily  life 

ends  so  soon  1 
Right  predominates  in  life?    Then  why  two 

hves  and  double  boon  ? 
^^  Anyhow,  we  want  it:    wherefore  want?" 

Because,  without  the  want. 
Lofe,  now  human,  would  be  brutish :  just  that 

hope,  however  scant, 
Bfakes  the  actual  life  worth  leading ;  take  the 

hope  therein  away. 
All  we  have  to  do  is  surely  not  endure  another 

day. 
This  life  has  its  hopes  for  this  life,  hopes  that 

promise  joy :  life  done  — 
Out  of  all  the  hopes,  how  many  had  complete 

fulfilment  ?    None. 
'*  But  the  soul  is  not  the  body :  "  and  the  breath 

is  not  the  flute  ; 
Both  together  make  the  music  :  either  marred 

and  all  is  mate. 
Trace  to  such  old  sad  contention  whence,  ac- 
cording as  we  shape 
Most  0^  hope  or  most  of  fear,  we  issue  in  a  half- 
escape: 
**  We  believe ''  is  sighed.    I  take  the  cup  of 

comfort  proffered  thus. 
Taste  and  try  each  soft  ingredient,  sweet  infu- 
sion^ and  discuss 
What  their  blending  may  accomplish  for  the 

cure  of  doubt,  till  —  slow, 
Sorrowful,  but  how  decided !  needs  must  I  over- 
turn it  —  so  ! 
Cause  before,  effect  behind  me  —  blanks  I    The 

midway  point  I  am, 


Caused,  itwlf  —  itself  efficient :  in  that  narrow 

space  must  cram 
All  experience  —  out  of  which  there  crowds  con- 
jecture manifold. 
But,  as  knowledge,  tnis  conies  only  —  things 

may  be  as  I  behold. 
Or  may  not  be,  bnt,  without  me  and  above  me, 

things  there  are ; 
I  myself  am  what  I  know  not  —  ignorance  which 

proves  no  bar 
To  the  knowledge  that  I  am,  and,  since  I  am, 

can  recognize 
What  to  me  is  pain  and  pleasure :  this  is  sure, 

the  rest  —  snrnuse. 
If  my  fellows  are  or  are  not,  what  may  please 

them  and  what  pain,  - 
Mere  surmise:    my  own  experience  —  that  is 

knowledge,  once  again  I 

I  have  lived,  then,  done  and  suffered,  loved  and 
hated,  learnt  and  taught 

This  —  there  is  no  reconciung  wisdom  with  a 
world  distraught, 

Goodness  with  triumphant  evil,  power  with  fail- 
ure in  the  aim. 

If —  (to  my  own  sense,  remember  I  though  none 
other  feel  the  same !) 

If  you  bar  me  from  assuming  earth  to  be  a  pu- 
pil's place. 

And  life,  time  —  with  all  their  chances,  changes 
—  just  probation-space, 

Mine,  for  me.  But  those  apparent  other  mor- 
tals —  theirs,  for  them  r 

Knowledge  stands  on  my  experience :  all  outside 
its  narrow  hem, 

Free  surmise  may  sport  and  welcome !  Pleas- 
ures, pains  affect  mankind 

Just  as  thev  affect  myself?  Why,  here 's  my 
neighbor  color-blind, 

Eyes  like  mine  to  all  appearance  :  "  green  as 
grass  "  do  I  affirm  r 

**  Red  as  grass ''he  contradicts  me; — which 
employs  the  proper  term  ? 

Were  we  two  the  eartn*s  sole  tenants,  with  no 
third  for  referee. 

How  should  I  distinguish  ?  Just  so,  God  must 
judge  'twixt  man  and  me. 

To  each  mortal  peradventure  earth  becomes  a 
new  machine, 

Pain  and  pleasure  no  more  taUy  in  oar  sense 
than  red  and  green ; 

Still,  without  what  seems  such  mortal's  plea- 
sure, pain,  my  life  were  lost 

—  Life,  my  whole  sole  chance  to  proye  —  al- 
tnongh  at  man's  apparent  cost  — 

What  is  beauteous  and  what  ugly,  right  to  strive 
for,  right  to  shun, 

fit  to  help  and  fit  to  hinder, — prove  my  forces 
every  one. 

Good  and  evil,  —  learn  life's  lesson,  hate  of  evil, 
love  of  good. 

As  'tis  set  me,  understand  so  ranch  as  may  be 
understood  — 

Solve  the  problem  :^  ^*  From  thine  apprehended 
scheme  of  things,  deduc  * 

Kaise  or  blame  of  its  contriver,  shown  a  niggard 
or  profuse 
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In  each  good  or  9vil  iaiiie !  nor  miBcalonlate 

alike 
Coantine  one  the  other  in  the  final  balance, 

wnich  to  strike, 
Soul  was  bom  and  life  allotted :  ay,  the  show 

of  things  unfurled 
For  thy  Bumiuing'up  and  judgment,  —  thine, 

no  other  mortal^s  world  I 

What  though  fancy  scarce  may  grapple  with  the 
complex  and  immense 

—  "  His  own  world  for  every  mortal  ?  "  Postu- 

late omnipotence  1 
Limit  i>ower,  and  simple  grows  the  complex: 

snrunk  to  atom  size, 
That  which  loomecl  inunense  to  fancy  low  before 

my  reason  lies,  — 
I  survey  it  and  pronounce  it  work  Uke  other 

work  :  success 
Here  and  there,  the  workman's  glory,  — here 

and  there,  his  shame  no  lees. 
Failure  as  oonspicoous.    Taunt  not  *' Human 

work  ape  work  divine  ?  " 
Ab  the  power,  expect  performance  I    God's  be 

God's  as  mine  is  mine  ! 
God  whose  power  made  man  and  made  man's 

wants,  and  made,  to  meet  those  wants. 
Heaven  and  earth  which,  tlirough  the  body, 

prove  the  spirit's  ministrante. 
Excellently  all,  —  did  he  lack  power  or  was  the 

will  in  fault 
When  he  let  blue  heaven  be  shrouded  o'er  by 

vapors  of  the  vault, 
Gay  eartn  drop  her  garlands  shrivelled  at  the 

first  infecting  breath 
Of  the  serpent  pains  which  herald,  swarming 

in,  the  dragon  death  ? 
What,  no  way  but  this  that  man  may  learn  and 

lay  to  heart  how  rife 
Life  were  with  d>'lighta  would  only  death  allow 

their  taste  to  life  ? 
Must  the  rose  sigh  *'  Pluck  —  I  perish !  "  must 

the  eve  weep  *'  Gaze  —  I  fade  !  " 

—  Every  sweet    warn  ''  'Ware   my    bitter  ! " 

every  shine  bid  **  Wait  my  shade  "  ? 
Can  we  love  but  on  condition,  that  the  thing  we 

love  must  die  ? 
Needs  there  groan  a  world  in  anguish  just  to 

teach  118  sympathy  — 
Multitndinonsly  wretched  that  we,  wretched 

too.  may  guess 
What  a  preferable  state  were  universal  hap- 
piness? 
Hardly  do  I  so  conceive  the  outcome  of  that 

power  which  went 
To  the  making  of  the  worm  there  in  yon  clod 

its  tenement. 
Any  more   thui  I  distinguish  aught  of  that 

which,  wise  and  good, 
Framed  the  leaf,  its  plain  of  pasture,  dropped 

the  dew.  its  fineless  foodf. 
Nay,  were  fancy  fact,  were  earth  and  all  it 

holds  illusion  mere. 
Only  a  machine  for  teaching  love  and  hate  and 

hope  and  fear 
To  myself,  the  sole  existence,  single  truth  'mid 

falsehood,  —  well ! 


If  the  harsh  throes  of  the  prolnde  die  not  off 

into  the  swell 
Of  that  perfect  piece  they  ating  me  to  beeome 

a-strain  for,  —  if 
Roug^mess  of  the  long  roek-clamber  lead  not  to 

the  last  of  cliff, 
FixBt  of   level  country   where   is   sward   ny 

pilgrim-foot  can  prize,  — 
Plainlierl  if  this  life's  conception  new  life£nl 

to  realize, — 
Thongb  Murth  burst  and  proved  a  babble  glasih 

ing  hues  of  hell,  one  huge 
Reflex  of  the  devil's  doings  —  God's  work  by 

no  subterfuge  — 
(So  death's  kindly  touch  informed  me  as  it 

broke  the  glamour,  gave 
Sonl  and  body  both  release  from  life's  long 

nightmare  in  the  grave)  — 
Still,  —  with  no  more  Nature,  no  more  Man  ss 

riddle  to  be  read, 
Only  my  own  joys  and  sorrows  now  to  reekoa 

real  instead,  — 
I  must  say — or  choke  in  silence  —  ^*'  Howsoever 

came  my  fate, 
Sorrow   did    and   joy   did   nowise  —  life   wefl 

weighed  —  preponderate.'* 
By  necessity  ordaiiied  thus  ?    I  diall  bear  as 

best  I  can ; 
By  a  cause  all-good,  all-wise,  all-potent  ?    Ne, 

as  I  am  man  I 
Such  were  God :  and  was  it  goodness  that  the 

good  within  my  range 
Or  had  evil  in  admixture  or  grew  evil's  self  by 

change  ? 
Wisdom  —  that  becoming  wise  meant  making 

slow  and  sure  advance 
From  a  knowledge  proved  in  error  to  acknow- 
ledged iterance  ? 
Power!  't  is  jnst  the  main  aasnmption  rcanoB 

most  revolts  at !  power 
Unavailing  for  bestowment  on  its  creature  of 

an  hour, 
Man,  of  so  much  proper  action  rightly  aimed 

and  reaching  aim. 
So  much  passion,  —  no  defect  there,  no  exeess, 

but  still  the  same,  — 
As  what  constitutos  existence,  pure  perfeetioo 

bright  as  brief 
For  yon  worm,  man's  fellow-creature,  on  yen 

happier  world  —  its  leaf  ! 
No.  as  I  am  man,  I  mourn  the  poverty  I  must 

impute  : 
Goodness,  wisdom,  power,  all  bounded,  each  a 

human  attribute  I 

But,  O  world  outspread  beneath  me  1  only  for 

myself  I  speak. 
Nowise  dare  to  play  the  spokesman  for  my 

brothers  strong  and  weak. 
Full  and  empty,  wise  and  foolish,  good  and 

bad,  in  every  age, 
Every  clime,  I  turn  my  eyes  from,  as  in  one  or 

other  stage 
Of  a  torture  writhe  they,  Job-like  concbed  on 

dung  and  crazed  with  blains 
—  Wherefore?    whereto?    ask  the  whirlwind 

whftt  ibe  dread  roiee  thence  explains ! 
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I  shall  '*  rindiiMfcte  no  way  of  God's  to  man,'' 

nor  stand  apart, 
**  Langh,  be  candid,''  while  I  watoh  it  trayernng 

the  human  heart ! 
Traversed  heart  must  tell  its  story  uncommented 

on :  no  less 
Mine  resnlts  in,  '*  Only  grant  a  second  life ;  I 

acquiesce 
In  this  present  life  as  failure,  count  misfortnne's 

worst  assaults 
Triumph,  not  defeat,  assured  that  loss  so  much 

the  more  exalts 
Gain  about  to  be.    For  at  what  moment  did  I 

so  advance 
Near  to  knowled^  as  when  frustrate  of  escape 

from  ignorance  ? 
Did  not  beauty  prove  nooet  precious  when  its 

opposite  obtained 
Rule,  and  truth  seem  noiore  than  ever  potent 

because  falsehood  reigned  ? 
While  for  love  —  Oh  how  but,  losing  love,  does 

whoso  loves  succeed 
By  the  death-nang  to  the  birth-throe  —  learning 

what  is  love  indeed  ? 
Only  grant  my  soul  may"  cany  high  through 

death  her  cup  unspiUed, 
Brimming  though  it  be  with  knowledge,  life's 

loss  drop  by  drop  distilled, 
I  shall  boast  it  mine  —  the  balMim,  bless  each 

kindly  wrench  that  wrung 
From  life's  tree  its  inmost  virtue,  tapped  the 

root  whence  pleasure  sprung. 
Barked  the  bole,  and  broke  the  bough,  and 

bruised  the  berry,  left  all  grace 
Aahoa  in  death's  stem  alembic,  loosed  elixir  in 

its  place  !" 

Witness,  Dear  and  True,  how  little  I  was  'ware 

of  —  not  your  worth 
—  That  I  knew,  my  heart  assures  me  —  but  of 

what  a  shade  on  ^rth 
Would  the  pnasage  from  my  presence  of  the 

tall  white  ngure  throw 
O^er  the  ways  we  walked  together !    Somewhat 

nacTow,  somewhat  slow, 
Used  to  seem  the  ways,  Uie  walking:  narrow 

ways  are  well  to  tread 
When    there 's    moss    beneath    the    footstep, 

honeysaekle  overhead : 
Walking  slow  to  beating  bosom  surest  solace 

soonest  gives. 
Liberates   the  brain  o'erloaded  —  best  of  all 

restoratives. 
Nay,  do  I  forget  the  open  vast  where  soon  or 

late  converged 
Ways  though  winding  ?  —  world-wide  heaven- 
high  sea  where  music  slept  or  surged 
As  the  angel  had  ascendant,  and  Beetnoveu's 

Titan  maoe 
Smote  the  immense  to  storm,  Mozart  would  by 

a  finger's  lifting  chase  ? 
Yes,  I  knew  —  but  not  with  knowledge  such  as 

thrills  me  while  I  view 
Yonder  precinct  which  henceforward  holds  and 

hides  the  Dear  and  True. 
Grant  me  (once  again)  assurance  we  shall  each 

meet  each  some  day. 


Walk — but  with  how  bold  a  footstep!  on  a 
way  —  but  what  a  way ! 

—  Wont  were  best,  defeat  were  triumph,  utter 

loss  were  utmost  gain. 
Can  it  be,  and  must,  and  will  it  ? 

SUenoe  1    Out  of  fact's  domain, 
Just  surmise  prepared  to  mutter  hope,  and  also 

fear  —  dispute 
Fact's  inexorable  ruling,  **  Outside  fact,  surmise 

be  mute  !  " 
Well! 
Ay,  well  and  best,  if  fact's  self  I  may  force 

the  answer  from ! 
'T  is  surmise  I  stop  the  mouth  of !    Not  above 

in  yonder  dome 
All  a  rapture  with  its  rose-glow,  —  not  around, 

where  pile  and  peak 
Strainingly  await  the  sun's  fall,  —  not  beneath, 

where  crickets  creak. 
Birds  assemble  for  their  bedtime,  soft  the  tree- 
top  swell  subsides,  — 
No,  nor  yet  within  my  deepest  sentient  self  the 

knowledge  hides. 
Aspiration,  reminiscence,  plausibilities  of  trust 

—  Now  the  ready  *^Man  were  wronged  else," 

now  the  rash  ^*  and  God  unjust ''  — 
None  of  these  I  need.    Take  thou,  my  soul,  thy 

^  solitary  stand. 
Umpire  to  the  champions  Fancy,  Reason,  as  on 

either  hand 
Amicable  war  they  wage  and  play  the  foe  in  thy 

behoof  1 
Fancy  thrust  and  Reason  parry!    Thine  the 

prize  who  stand  aloof ! 

FANCY 

I  concede  the  thing  refused  :  henceforth  no 

certainty  more  plain 
Tlian  this  mere  surmise  that  after  body  dies 

soul  lives  again. 
Two,  the  only  facts  acknowledged  late,  are  now 

^  increased  to  three  — 
God  is,  and  the  soul  is,  and,  as  certain,  after 

death  shall  be. 
Put  this  third  to  use  in  life,  the  time  for  using 

fact! 

REASON 

Ido: 
Find  it  promises  advantage,  coupled  with  the 

other  two. 
Life  to  come  will  be  improvement  on  the  life 

that 's  now  ;  destroy 
Body's  thwartings,  there  's  no  longer  screen 

betwixt  soul  and  soul's  jov. 
Why  should  we  expect  new  hindrance,  novel 

tether  ?    In  tnis  first 
Life,  I  see  the  good  of  evil,  why  our  world 

began  at  worst : 
Since  time  means  amelioration,  tardily  enough 

displayed, 
Yet  a   mainly  onward  moving,  never  wholly 

retrograde. 
We  know  more  though  we  know  little,  we  grow 

stronger  though  still  weak, 
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Partly  see  though  all  too  purhlind,  stammer 
though  ive  cannot  sp«aR. 

There  is  no  such  uTudge  in  God  as  scared  the 
ancient  GreeK,  no  fresh 

Substitute  of  trap  for  drag-net,  once  a  break- 
age in  the  mesh. 

Dragons  were,  and  serpents  are,  and  blind  worms 
will  be  :  ne^er  emei^d 

Any  new-created  python  for  man^s  plague  since 
earth  was  purged. 

Failing  proof,  then,  of  invented  trouble  to  re- 
place the  old, 

O'er  this  life  the  next  presents  advantage 
much  and  manifold  : 

Which  advantage  —  in  the  absence  of  a  fourth 
and  farther  fact 

Now  conceivably  surmised,  of  harm  to  follow 
from  the  act  — 

I  pronounce  for  man's  obtaining  at  this  mo- 
ment.   Why  delay  ? 

Is  he  happy?  happiness  will  change  :  antici- 
pate the  dav  I 

Is  he  sIemI  ?  there  s  ready  refuge  :  of  all  sadness 
death  's  prompt  cure  I 

Is  he  both,  in  mingled  measure  ?  cease  a  bur- 
den to  endure ! 

Pains  with  sorry  compensations,  pleasures 
stinted  in  the  dole, 

Power  that  sinks  and  pettiness  that  soars,  all 
halved  and  nothing  whole. 

Idle  hopes  that  lare  man  onward,  forced  back 
by  as  idle  fears  — 

What  a  load  he  stumbles  under  throii^h  his 
glad  sad  seventy  years. 

When  a  touch  sets  right  the  turmoil,  lifts  his 
spirit  where,  flesh-freed. 

Knowledge  shall  be  rightly  named  so,  all  that 
seems  be  truth  indeed  ! 

Grant  his  forces  no  accession,  nay,  no  faculty's 
increase. 

Only  let  what  now  exists  continue,  let  him 
prove  in  peace 

Power  whereot  the  interrupted  unperfected 
play  enticed 

Man  tnrough  darkness,  which  to  lighten  any 
spark  of  hope  sufficed*  — 

What  snail  then  deter  his  dying  out  of  darknen 
into  light  ? 

Death  itself  perchance,  brief  pain  that 's  pang, 
condensed  and  infinite  ? 

But  at  worst,  he  needs  must  brave  it  one  day, 
while,  at  best,  he  laughs — ^ 

Drops  a  drop  within  his  chalice,  sleep  not 
death  his  science  quaffs ! 

Any  moment  claims  more  courage,  when,  by 
crossing  cold  and  gloom. 

Manfully  man  quits  discomfort,  makes  for  the 
provided  room 

Where  the  old  friends  want  their  fellow,  where 
the  new  acquaintance  wait,  ^ 

Probably  for  talk  assembled,  possibly  to  sup  in 
state ! 

I  afBrm  and  reaffirm  it  therefore  :  only  make 
as  plain 

As  that  man  now  liyee,  that,  after  dying,  man 
will  live  again,  — 

Make  as  plain  the  absence,  also,  of  a  law  to  con- 
travene 


Voluntary  passage  from  this  life  to  that  hj 

chaiipre  of  scene,  — 
And  I  bid  him  — at  suspicion  of  first  elosd 

athwart  his  sky. 
Flower's  ^  departure,    frost's    arriral  —  never 

hesitate,  but  die  ! 

FANCY 

Then  I  double  my  concession:    gramt,  akng 

with  new  life  sure 
This  same  law  found  lacking  now  :  ordain  that, 

whether  rich  or  poor 
Present   life   is  judged  in  aught  man  eounls 

advantage  —  be  it  hope, 
Be  it  fear  that  brightens,  blackens  most  or 

least  his  horoscope,  — 
He,  by  absolute  compulsion  such  as  made  him 

live  at  all. 
Go  on  living  to  the  fated  end  of  life  whate'er 

befall. 
What  though,  as  on  earth  be  «lM»Vliwg  grovek, 

man  descrv  the  sphere, 
Next  life's  —  caU  it,  heaven  of  freedom,  elose 

above  and  crystal-dear  ? 
He  shall  find  —  say,  hell  to  punish  who  in  anght 

curtails  the  term. 
Fain  would  act  the  butterfly  before  lie  has 

played  out  the  worm  1 
God,   soul,   earth,   heaven,   hell, — Sre  facts 

now:  what  is  to  desiderate  ? 

REASON 

Notfainff  I    Henceforth  man's  existence  bows  to 

tne  monition  **  Wait  I 
Take  the  joys  and  bear  the  soxrows  —  neitiier 

with  extreme  oonoem ! 
Living  here  means  nescience  simply :  't  is  next 

life  that  helps  to  learn. 
Shut  those  eyes,   next  life  will  opm,  —  stop 

^  those  ears,  next  life  will  teach 
Hearing's  office,  —  dose  those  lips,  next  life 

will  give  the  power  of  speech ! 
Or,  if  action  more  amuse  thee  than  the  paaive 

attitude, 
BrayeW  bustle  through  thy  being,  huaj  thee 

for  ill  or  good. 
Reap  this  life's  success  or  failure  I     Soon  shall 

things  be  nnperplexed 
And  the  right  and  wrong,  now  tangled,  lie  mi* 

ravelled  in  the  next." 

FANCY 

Not  so  fast !    Still  more  concession  I  not  akos 

do  I  declare 
Life  must  needs  be  borne, — I  also  will  that 

man  become  aware 
Life   has   worth   incalculable,  erery  momeat 

that  he  spends 
So  much  gain  or  loss  for  that  next  life  which  oa 

this  life  depends. 
€k>od,  done  here,  be  there  rewarded,  —  evilt 

worked  here,  there  amerced ! 
Six  facts  now,  and  all  established,  plain  to  maa 

the  last  as  first. 

REASON 

There  was  ^ood  and  evil,  then,  defined  to  maa 
by  tlua  decree  ? 
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Was  — for  at  its  promulgation  both  alike  have 

ceased  to  be. 
Prior  to  this  last  annoimoeiiieiit,  **  Certainly  as 

God  exists. 
As  He  raade  man's  soul,  as  soul  is  qnenchless 

by  the  deathly  mistSf 
Tet  is,   all   the   same,   forbidden  premature 

escape  from  time 
To  eternity's  provided  purer  air  and  brighter 

dime,  — 
Just  so  certainly  depends  it  on  the  use  to  which 

man  turns 
Barth,  the  good  or  evil  done  thero,  whether 

after  death  he  earns 
Life  eternal,  — heaTcn,  the  phrase  be,  or  eter- 
nal death,  —  say,  hell. 
As  his  deeds,  so  proves  his  portion,  doii^  ill  or 

doing  well ! " 

—  Prior  to  this  last  announcement,  earth  was 

man's  probation-place : 
Liberty  of  doing  evil  gave  his  doing  good  a 

grace; 
Once  lay  down  the  law,  with  Nature's  simple 

**  Such  effects  succeed 
Causes  such,  and  heaven  or  heU  depends  upon 

man's  earthly  deed 
Just  as  surely  as  depends  the  straight  or  else 

the  crooked  line 
On  his  making  point  meet  point  or  with  or  else 

without  incline,"  — 
Thenceforth  neither  good  nor  evil  does  man, 

doing  what  he  must. 
Lay  but  down  that  law  as  stringent  "  Wouldst 

thou  live  again,  be  just !  " 
As  this  other  '*  Wouldst  thou  live  now,  regu- 
larly draw  thy  breath  I 
For,    suspend    the   operation,    straight   law's 

breach  results  in  death  "  — 
And    (provided    always,  man,  addressed  this 

mode,  be  sound  and  sane) 
Prompt  and  absolute  obedience,  never  doubt, 

will  law  obtain ! 
Tell  not  me  ""  Look  round  us  I  nothing  each 

side  but  acknowledged  law. 
Now    styled  God's  —  now.   Nature's  edict  I  " 

Wliere  's  obedience  without  flaw 
Piud  to  either?      What's  the  adage    rife  in 

roan's  mouth  ?    Why,  "  The  best 
I  both  see  and  piaise,  the  worst  1  foUow  "  — 

whieh,^  despite  professed 
Seeing,  praising,  all  tne  same  he  follows,  sinoe 

he  disbelieves 
In  the  heart  of  him  that  edict  which  for  truth 

his  head  receives. 
There 's  evading  and  persuading  and  much  mak- 
ing law  amends 
Somehow,  there  's  the  nice  distinction  'twizt 

fast  foes  and  faulty  friends,  ^ 

—  Any   consequence   except  ineritable  death 
when,  *'X)ie, 

Whoso  breaks  our  law !  "  they  pubUsh,  God 
and  Nature  equally. 

Law  that 's  kept  or  broken  —  subject  to  man's 
will  and  pleasure !    Whence  ? 

How  comes  law  to  bear  eloding?  Not  be- 
cause of  impotence : 

Certain  laws  exist  already  which  to  hear  means 
to  obey ; 


Thereforo  not  without  a  purpose  these  man 

must,  while  those  man  may 
Keep  and,  tor  the  keeping,  haply  gain  approval 

and  reward. 
Break  through  this  last  superstructure,  all  is 

empty  air  —  no  sward 
Firm  like  mv  first  fact  to  stand  on,  ^^  God  there 

is,  and  soul  thero  is.*' 
And  soul's  earthly  life-allotment :  wheroin,  by 

h]rpothesis. 
Soul  is    Dound  to  pass  probation,  prove  its 

powers,  and  exercise 
Sense  and  thought  on  fact,  and  then,  from  fact 

educing  fit  surmise, 
Ask  itself,  and  of  itself  have  solely  answer, 

"  Does  the  scope 
Earth  affords  of  fact  to  judge  by  warrant  fu- 
ture fear  or  hope  ? '' 

Thus  have  we  come  back  full  circle:   fancy's 

footsteps  one  by  one 
Go  their  round  conducting  reason  to  the  point 

whero  they  begun, 
Left  where  we  were  left  so  lately.  Dear  and 

True  I    When,  half  a  week 
Since,  we  walked  and  talked  and  thus  I  told 

you,  how  suffused  a  cheek 
Ton  had  turned  me  had  1  sudden  brought  the 

blush  into  the  smile 
By  some  word  like  **  Idly  argued  I  yon  know 

better  all  the  while  I  " 
Now,  from  me  —  Oh  not  a  blush,  but,  how  much 

more,  a  joyous  glow. 
Laugh  triumphant,  would  it  strike  did  your 

''  Yes,  better  I  do  know  " 
Break,  my  warrant  for  assurance  I  which  assur- 
ance may  not  be 
If,   supplanting  hope,  assurance   needs   must 

change  this  lite  to  me. 
So,  I  hope  —  no  more  than  hope,  but  hope  —  no 

less  than  hope,  because^ 
I  can  fathom,  by  no  plumb-line  sunk  in  life's 

apparent  laws. 
How  I  mav  in  any  instance  fix  whero  change 

should  meetly  fall 
Nor  involve,  by  one  revisal,  abrogation  of  them 

all  : 
—  Which  again  involves  as  utter  change  in  life 

thus  law-released. 
Whence  the  good  of  goodness  vanished  when 

the  ill  of  evil  ceased. 
Whereas,  life  and  laws  apparent  reinstated,  — 

all  we  know. 
All  we  know  not,  —  o'er  our  heaven  again  cloud 

closes,  until,  lo, — 
Hope  the  arrowy,  just  as  constant,  comes  to 

pierce  its  gloom,  compelled 
By  a  power  and  by  a  purpose  which,  if  no  one 

else  beheld, 
I  behold  in  life,  so  —  hope  I 

Sad  summing-np  of  all  to  say ! 

Athanasius  contra  fnundum^  why  should  he  hope 
more  than  they  ? 

So  are  men  made  notwithstanding,  such  mag- 
netic virtue  darts 

From  each  head  their  fancy  haloes  to  their  un- 
resisting hearts ! 
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Here  I  stand,  methinks  a  stone's  throw  from 

yon  villaee  I  this  mom 
Trayersed  for  Uie  sake  of  looking  one  last  look 

at  its  forlorn 
Tenement's  ignoble  fortune:  through  a  orsy- 

ice,  plain  its  floor 
Piled  with  provender  for  cattle,  while  a  dung- 
heap  blocked  the  door. 
In  that  squalid  Bossex,  under  that  obscene  red 

root,  arose. 
Like  a  fiery  flying  serpent  from  its  egg,  a  soul 

—  Rousseau  ^s. 
Turn  thenoe  !     Is  it  Diodati  joins  the  glimmer 

of  the  lake  ? 
Tliere  I  plucked  a  leaf,  one  week  since,  —  ivy, 

plucked  for  Byron's  sake. 
Famea  unfortunates  I    And  yet,  because  of  that 

phosphoric  fame 
Swathmg  blackness'  self  vdth  brightness  till 

putridity  looked  flame, 
All  the  wurla   was  witched:  and  wherefore? 

what  could  lie  beneath,  allure 
Heart  of  man  to  let  corruption  serve  man's  head 

as  cynosure  ? 
Was  the  magic  in  the  dictum  **  All  that 's  good 

is  gone  and  past ; 
Bad  and  worse  still  grows  the  present,  and  the 

worst  of  all  comes  last : 
Which     believe  — for     I    believe     it"?     So 

preached  one  his  gospel-news ; 
While  melodious   moaned   the   other,  **  dying 

day  with  dolphin-hues  1 
Storm,  for  lovelinesn  and  darkness  like  a  wo- 
man's eye  I    Ye  mounts 
Where  I  climb  to  'scape  my  fellow,  and  thou  sea 

wherein  he  counts 
Not  one  inch  of  vile  dominion  I    What  were 

your  especial  worth 
Failed  ye  to  enforce  the  maxim  *  Of  all  objects 

found  on  earth 
Man  is  meanest,  much  too  honored  when  com- 
pared with  —  what  by  odds 
Beats  him  —  any  dog :  so,  let  him  go  a^-howling 

to  his  gods  I ' 
Which  believe  —  for  I  believe  it  1 "    Such  the 

comfort  man  received 
Sadly  since  perforce  he  must:   for  why?  the 

famous  bard  believed  I 

Fame  I  Then,  give  me  fame,  a  moment  t  As 
I  gather  at  a  glance 

Human  glory  after  glory  vivifying  yon  ex- 
panse, 

Let  me  grasp  them  altogether,  hold  on  high  and 
brandish  well 

Beacon-like  above  the  rapt  world  ready,  whether 
heaven  or  hell 

Send  the  dazrJing  summons  earthward,  to  sub- 
mit itself  the  same. 

Take  on  trust  the  hope  or  else  despair  flashed 
full  on  face  by  —  Fame  I 

Thanks,  thou  pine-tree  of  Makistos,  wide  thy 
giant  torch  I  wave  f 

Know  ye  whence  I  plucked  the  pillar,  late  with 
sky  for  architrave  ? 

This  the  trunk,  the  central  solid  Knowledge, 
kindled  core,  began 


Tugging  earth-deeps,   trying  heaven-heighti, 

rooted  yonder  at  Lausanne. 
This  which  flits  and  spits,  the  aspic,  —  sparkki 

in  and  out  the  boughs 
Now,  and  now  oondense«l,  the  python,  ooifiif 

round  and  round  allows 
Scarce  the  bole  its  due  effulgence,  dulled  hj 

flake  on  flake  of  Wit  —  _ 
Laughter   so  bejewels   Learning,  —  what   hot 

Femey  nourished  it  ? 
Nay,  nor  fear  — since  every  resin   feeds  tbe 

flame  —  that  I  dispense 
With  yon  Bossex  terebinth-tree's  all-explosiTe 

Eloquence : 
No,  be  sure  !  nor,  any  more  than  thy  reaplet- 

dency,  Jeau-Jacques, 
Dare  I   want  thine,   Uiodati!    What   thiMigk 

monkeys  and  macaques 
Gibber  ''  Byron  "  ?    Byron's  ivy  rears  a  bnaek 

beyond  the  crew. 
Green  forever,  no  deciduous  trash  macaqnei 

and  monkeys  chew ! 
As  Rousseau,  then,  eloquent,  as  Byron  prime 

in  poet's  power,  — 
Detonations,    fnlgurations,   smiles  —  Uie  nun- 
bow,  tears —  the  shower,  — 
Lo,  I  lift  the  coruscating  marvel  —  Fame !  and, 

famed,  declare 
—  Learned  for  the  nonoe  as  Gibbon,  witty  ai 

wit's  self  Voltaire  .  .  . 
Oh,  the  sorriest  of  conclusions  to  whatever  naa 

of  sense 
'Mid  the  millions  stands  the  unit,  takes  no  flan 

for  evidence  1 
Tet  the  millions  have  their  portion,  live  thdr 

calm  or  troublous  day. 
Find  significance  in  fireworks :  so,  by  help  ol 

mine,  they  may 
Confidently  lay  to  heart  and  lock  in  head  their 

life  long  —  this  : 
**  He  there  with  the  brand  flamboyant,  broad 

o'er  night's  forlorn  abyss. 
Crowned  by  prose  and  verse  \  and  wielding, 

with  Wit's  bauble,  Learmng's  rod  "... 
Well  ?    Why,  he  at  least  believed  in  Soul, 

very  sure  of  God  I 


So  the  poor  smUe  played,  that  evening: 

smile  long  since  extinct 
Here   in    London's  mid  -  November  I    Not   m 

loosely  thoughts  were  linked. 
Six  weeks  sinoe  as  I,  descending  in  the  sanset 

from  Saldve, 
Found  the  chain,  I  seemed  to  forge  there,  flaw- 
less till  it  reached  your  grave.  — 
Not  so  filmy  was  the  texture,  but  I  bore  it  ia 

my  breast 
Sale  thus  far.    And  since  I  found  a  something 

in  me  would  not  rest 
Till  I,  Ibik  by  link,  unravelled  any  tangle  of 

the  chain, 
—  Here  it  lies,  for  much  or  little !  I  have  lived 

all  o'er  again 
That  last  pregnant  hour :  I  saved  it,  just  aa  I 

could  save  a  root 
Disinterred  for  reinterment  when  the  time  best 

helps  to  shoot. 
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of  tnrind 


but 


Ldfeii  ifcocked 

maj  I  newer  waKe 
Those  of  mine  whose  rvsorrection  oonld  not  he 

without  earthquake ! 


Kett  all  sneh,  nnrawed  £oi«Ter  I    Be 

yet  sweet,  the  sole 
Meroonr  evoked  from   slnmber! 

this :  then  what  the  whole  ? 


sad 
part 


THE  TVl^O  POETS  OF  CROISIC 

immediataly  after  La  Saisiax^  being'  dated  Jannary  lA,  1878. 


SccR  a  starved  hank  of  moes 

Till,  that  May-mom, 
Blue  ran  the  flash  across : 

Violets  were  bom  I 

Sky — what  a  soowl  of  eloud 

Till,  near  and  far, 
Ray  on  raT  split  the  shroud : 

Splendid,  a  star ! 

World  —  how  it  walled  about 

Life  with  disfnraoe 
Till  God's  own  smile  came  out : 

That  was  thy  face  I 


! "    Tee,  I  said  it  and  you  read  it. 
First, 

the  good  log^-fire  I    Winter  howls  with- 
out. 
Crowd  closer,  let  us !    Ha,  the  secret  nnised 

Inside  yon  noUow,  crusted  roundabout 
With  copper  where  the  clamp  was,  —  how  the 
burst 
Vindicates  flame  the  stealthy  feeder  t   Spout 
Thy  splendidest  —  a  minute  and  no  more  ? 
So  soon  again  all  sobered  as  before  ? 

II 

Nay,  for  I  need  to  see  your  face  I    One  stroke 
Adroitly  dealt,  and^  lo,  the  pomp  revealed ! 

Vlre  in  his  pandemonium,  heart  of  oak 
Palatial,  where  he  wrought  the  works  oon- 
cealed 

Beneath  the  solid-seeming  roof  I  broke, 
Ab  redly  up  and  out  and  off  they  reeled 

Like  disoonoerted  imps,  those  thousand  sparks 

From  fire^s  slow  tunnellii^  of  vaults  and  arcs ! 

Ill 

Up,  out,  and  ofT,  see  I  Were  yon  never  used,  — 
Yon  now,  in  childish  days  or  rather  nights,  — 

As  I  was,  to  watch  sparks  fly  ?  not  amiu«d 
By  that  old  nurse-taught  game  which  gave 
the  sprites 

BSaeh  one  his  title  and  career,  —  confused 
Belief  't  was  all  long  over  with  the  flights 

From  earth  to  heaven  of  hero,  sage,  ana  bard. 

And  bade  them  once  more  strive  for  Fame's 
award? 

IV 

New  long  bright  life !  and  happy  ehaoee  be- 
That  I  know  —when  some  prematurely  lost 


Child  of  disaster  bore  away  the  bell 
From  some   too-pampered   son    of  fortoiMf 


Never  before  mychimney  broke  the  spell  I 

Octogenarian  Keats  gave  up  the  ^hoet. 
While  —  never  mind  Who  was    it  cumbered 

earth- 
Sank  stifled,  span-long  brightness,  in  the  birth. 


Well,  try  a  variation  of  the  game  ! 

Our  log  is  old  ship-timber,  broken  bulk. 
There  *s   sea-brine   spirits   up   the   brimatone 
flame, 

Tliat  crimson-curly  spiral  proves  the  hulk 
Was  saturate  with  —  ask  the  ehloride*s  name 

From  somebodv  who  knows  I  I  shall  not  sulk 
If  yonder  greenisn  tonguelet  licked  from  brass 
Its  life,  I  thought  was  fed  on  copperas. 

VI 

Anyhow,  there  they  flutter  I    What  may  be 
The  stvle  and  prowess  of  that  purple  one  ? 
Who  is  the  hero  other  eyes  shall  see 
Than  yours  and  mine  ?    That  yellow,  deep  to 
dun  — 
Conjecture  how  the  sage  glows,  whom  not  we 
But  those  unborn  are  to  get  warmth  by! 
Son 
O*  the  coal,  —  as  Job  and  Hebrew  name  a 

spark,— 
What  bard,  in  thy  red  soaring,  scares  the  dark? 

VII 

Oh  and  the  lesser  lights,  the  dearer  still 

That  they  elnde  a  vulgar  eye,  give  ours 
The  glimpse  repaying  astronomic  skill 
Which    searched    sky  deeper,  passed  those 
patent  powers 
Constellate  proudly, — swords,   scrolls,  harps, 
that  fill 
The    vulgar    eye    to   surfeit,  —  found   best 
flowers 
Hid  deepest  in  the  dark,  —  named  unplucked 

grace 
Of  soul,  ungathered  beauty,  form  or  feoe  I 

VIII 

Up  with  thee,  mouldering  ash  men  never  knew, 
But  I  knowl  flash  thou  forth,  and  figure 
bold. 

Calm  and  oolnmnar  as  yon  flame  I  view  I 
Oh  and  I  bid  thee,  —  to  whom  fortune  doled 

Scantly  all  other  gifts  out  —  bicker  Uue, 
Beauty  for  all  to  see,  lino's  uncontrolled 
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FUke-brilliaiioe !    Not  my  fault  if  these  were 

shown, 
Grandeur  and  beauty  both,  to  me  alone. 

IX 

Nol  as  the  first  was  boy^s  play,  this  proves 
mere 
Stripling's  amusement :  manhood's  sport  be 
grave  I 
Choose  rather  sparkles  quenched  in  mid  career. 
Their  boldness  and  their  brightness  could  not 
save 
(In  some  old  night  of  time  on  some  lone  drear 

8earCoa8t,  monopolized  by  crag  or  cave) 
—  Save  from  ignoble  exit  into  smoke. 
Silence,  oblivion,  all  death-damps  that  choke  I 


Launched  by  our   ship-wood,  float  we,  once 
adrift 
In  fancy  to  that  land-strip  waters  wash,  ^ 
We  both  know  well !    Where  uncouth  tribes 
made  shift 
Long  since  to  just  keep  life  in,  billows  dash 
Nigh  over  folk  Nvho  shuader  at  each  lift 

Of  the  old  tvrant  tempest's  whirlwind-lash 
Though  they  have  built  the  serviceable  town 
Tempests  but  tease  now,  billows  drench,  not 
drown. 

XI 

Croisic,  the  spit  of  sandv  rock  which  juts 
Spitefully    northward,    bears   nor    tree  nor 
shrub 
To  tempt  the  ocean,  show  what  Gu^rande  shuts 
Behind  her,  past  wild  fiatz  whose  Saxons  grub 
The  ground  for  crystals  grown  where  ocean 
gluts 
Their  promontory's  breadth   with  salt:  all 

StUD 

Of  rock  and  stretch  of  sand,  the  land's  last 

strife 
To  rescue  a  poor  remnant  for  dear  life. 

XII 

And  what  life  I    Here  was,  from  the  world  to 
choose. 
The  Druids'  chosen  chief  of  homes:  they 
reared 
—  Only    their  women,  —  'mid   the  slush  and 
ooze 
Of  yon  low  islet,  —  to  their  sun,  revered 
In  strange  stone  guise,  —  a  temple.    May-dawn 
dews 
Saw  the  old  structure  levelled ;  when  there 
peered 
May's  earliest  eve-star,  high  and  wide  once 

more 
Up  towered  the  new  pile  perfect  as  before : 

xiii 

Seeing  that  priestesses —and  all  were  such  — 
Unbuilt  and  then  rebuilt  it  every  May, 

Each  alike  helping  —  well,  if  not  too  mnch  1 
For,  'mid  their  eagerness  to  outstrip  day 


And  get  work  done,  if  any  loosed  her  clutch 
And  let  a  single  stone  chop,  straight  a  prey 


Herself  fell,  torn  to  pieces,  Umb  from  limb, 
By  sisters  in  full  chorus  glad  and  grim. 

XIV 

And  still  so  much  remains  of  that  gray  colt. 
That  even  now,  of  nights,  do  women  steal 

To  the  sole  Menhir  standing,  and  insult 
The  anta^nistic  church-spire  by  aopeal 

To  power  discrowned  in  vain,  since  eadi  adult 
Believes  the  gruesome  thing  she  clasps  may 
heal 

Whatever  plague  no  priestly  help  can  core : 

Kiss  but  the  cold  stone,  the  event  is  sure ! 

XV 

Nav  more :  on  Ma^-moms,  that  primeval  rite 

Of  temple-buildmg,  with  its  punishmmt 
For  rash  precipitation,  lingers,  spite 

Of  all  remonstrance ;  vainly  are  they  shent. 
Those  girls  who  form  a  ring  and,  dresed  a 
white. 
Dance  round  it,  till  some  sister's  strength  bt 
spent : 
Touch  out  the  Menhir,  straight  the  rest  ton 

roughs 
From  gentles,  fall  on  her  with  fisticuffs. 

XVI 

Oh  and,  for  their  part,  bovs  from  door  to  door 
Sing  unintelligible  words  to  tunes 

As  olMolete  :  **  scraps  of  Dmidic  lore," 
Sigh  scholars,  as  each  pale  man  importunes 

Vainly  the  mumbling  to  speak  plain  once  man. 
Enough    of   this   old   worship,  rounds  md 
runes  1 

They  serve  my  purpose,  which  is  but  to  show 

Croisic  to-day  and  Citnaic  long  ago. 

XVII 

What  have  we  sailed  to  see,  then,  wafted  there 
By  fancy  from  the  log  that  ends  its  dm 

Of  mnch  skdventure  'neath  skies  foul  or  »ir. 
On  waters   rough  or  smooth,  in  this  good 
blaze 

We  two  crouch  round  so  closely,  bidding  eare 
Keep  outside  with  the  snow-storm  ?    Some- 
thing says 

"  Fit  time  for  story-telling  I  **    I  begin  — 

Why  not  at  Croisic,  port  we  first  put  in  ? 

XVIII 

Anvwhere  serves  :  for  point  me  out  the  place 
Wlierever  roan  has  made  himself  a  home. 

And  there  I  find  the  story  of  our  race 
In  little,  just  at  Croisic  as  at  Rome. 

What  matters  the  degree  ?  the  kind  I  trace. 
Druids  their  temple.  Christians  have  their 
dome : 

So  with  mankind ;  and  Croisic,  I  *I1  engage. 

With  Rome  yields  sort  for  sort,  in  age  for  age. 

XIX 

No  doubt,  men  vastly  differ  :  and  we  n^ed 
Some  strange  exceptional  benevolence 

Of  nature's  sunshine  to  develop  seed 
So  well,  in  the  less-favored  clime,  that  tbenes 
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We  raay  diaoeni  hov  ahnib  means  tree  indeed 
Tbotigrh  dwarfed  till  Bcaroely  ahrub  in  evi- 

dtiuoe . 
Man  in  the  ice-house  or  the  hot*house  ranks 
With  beasts  or  e:ods :  stove-foroed,  g^ive  warmth 

the  thanks ! 

XX 

While,  is  there  any  ice-ohecked?    Saoh  shall 
learn 

I  am  thankworthy,  who  propose  to  slake 
His  thirst  for  t«stiii(ir  how  it  feels  to  tnm 

Cedar  from  hyssop-on-the-wall.    I  wake 
No  memories  of  what  is  harsh  and  stem 

In  ancient  Croisic-nature,  much  less  rake 
The  ashes  of  her  last  warmth  till  out  leaps 
Liye  Herv^  Kiel,  the  singrle  spark  she  keeps. 

XXI 

Take  these  two,  see,  each  outbreak,  —  spirt 
and  spirt 
Of  fire  from  our  brave  billet's  either  edge 
Which  —  oall  maternal  Croisio  ocean-srirt  I 
These    two   shall   thorous:hly   redeem    my 
pledge. 
One  names   fierce   gnl^   its   feeblor  rival  — 
vert. 
Heralds  would  tell  vou  :  heroes,  I  allege. 
They  both  were :  soldiers,  sailors,  statesmen, 

priests. 
Liawyers,    pnysicians  —  guess    what    gods   or 
beasts! 

XXII 

None  of  them  all,  but  —  poets,  if  you  please ! 

**  What,  even  there,  endowed  with  knack  of 
rhyme. 
Did  two  among  the  aborigines 

Oi  that  rough  region  pass  the  ungraoious 
time 
Suiting,  to  rumble-tumble  of  the  sea's. 

The  songs  forbidden  a  serener  clime  ? 
Or  had  they  universal  audience  —  that 's 
To  say,  the  folk  of  Croisic,  ay,  and  Batz  ?  '* 

XXIII 

Omn  your  ears  I^  Each  poet  in  his  day 
Had  such  a  mighty  moment  of  success 

Aspinnacled  him  straight,  in  full  display, 
for  the  whole  world  to  worship  —  nothing 
less  I 

Was  not  the  whole  polite  world  Paris,  pray  ? 
And  did  not  Paris,  for  one  moment  —  yes, 

Worship  these  poet-flames,  our  red  and  green. 

One  at  a  time,  a  century  between  ? 

XXIV 

And  yet  you  never  heard  their  names !    Assist, 
Clio,  Historic  Muse,  while  I  record 

Great  deeds  !    Let  fact,  not  fanoy,  break  the 
mist 
And  bid  each  sun  emem,  in  turn  play  lord 

Of  dav,  one  moment !    Hear  the  annalist 
Tell  a  strange  story,  true  to  the  least  word  ! 

At  Croisic,  sixteen  hundred  years  and  ten 

Since  Christ,  forth  flamed  yon   liquid  ruby, 
then. 


«» 


XXV 

Know  him  henceforth  as  Ren4  Gentilhomme 
—  Appropriate  appellation  1  noble  birth 

And  knightly  blazon,  the  device  wherafrom 
Was  '*  Better  do  than  say  'M    In  Croisic*8 
dearth 

Why  prison  his  career  while  Christendom 
Lay  open  to  reward  acknowledged  worth  ? 

He  therefore  left  it  at  the  proper  age 

And  got  to  be  the  Prince  of  Condi's  page. 

XX  VI 

Which  Prince  of   Cond^,   whom    men   called 
"The  Duke," 
—  Failing  the  king,  his  cousin,  of  an  heir, 
(As  one  might  hold  hap,  would,  without  rebuke, 
Since  Anne  of  Austria,  all  the  world  was 
ware. 
Twenty-three  years  long  sterile,  scarce  could 
look 
For  issue)  —  failing  Louis  of  so  rare 
A  godsend,  it  was  natural  the  Prince 
Should  hear  men  call  him  "  Next  King  "  too, 
nor  wince. 

XXVII 

Now,  as  this  reasonable  hope,  by  growth 
Of  years,  nay,  tens  of  years,  looked  plump 
almost 
To    bursting,  —  wonld  the  brothers,  childless 
both, 
Louis  and  Gaston,  give  but  up  the  ghost  — 
Cond4,  called    "Duke"  and  "Next    King, 
nothing  loth 
Awaited  his  appointment  to  the  post. 
And  wiled  away  the  time,  as  best  he  might. 
Till  Providence  should  settle  things  aright. 

XX  VII I 

So,  at  a  certain  pleasure-house,  withdrawn 
From  cities  wnere  a  whisper  breeds  offence, 

He  sat  him  down  to  watch  the  streak  of  dawn 
Testify  to  first  stir  of  Providence ; 

And,  since  dull  country  life  makes  courtiers 
yawn. 
There  wanted  not  a  poet  to  dispense 

Song's  remedy  for  spleen-fits  all  and  some, 

Which  poet  was  Page  Ren^  Gentilhomme. 

XXIX 

A  poet  bom  and  bred,  his  very  sire 

A  poet  also,  author  of  a  piece 
Printed  and  published,  "  Ladies  —their  attire :  ** 

Therefore  the  son,  iust  bom  at  his  decease. 
Was  bound  to  keep  alive  the  sacred  fire. 

And  kept  it,  yielding  moderate  increase 
Of  son^  and  sonnets,  madrigals,  and  much 
Rhyming  thought  poetry  and  praised  as  such. 

XXX 

Rubbish  unutterable  (bear  in  mind  I) 
Rubbish  not  wholly  without  value,  though. 

Being  to  compliment  the  Duke  designed 
And  brii^  the  complimenter  credit  so,  — 

Pleasure  with  profit  happily  combined. 
Thus  Ren^  Gentilhonmie  rhymed,  rhymed 
tiU-lo, 
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This  happened,  as  he  sat  in  an  aloove 
Elaborating  rhyme  for  ''  love  ''—nW  doye." 

xxxt 

He  was  alone  :  silence  and  ac^tude 
Befit  the  votary  of  the  Muse.    Aroond, 

Nature  —  not  onr  new  pictnretque  and  mde. 
But    trim    tree-«inotared    stately    garden- 
fpround  — 

Breathed  polish  and  politeness.    All-imbaed 
With  these,  he  sat  absorbed  in  one  profound 

Excogitation,  **  Were  it  best  to  hint 

Or  boldly  boast  *  8he  loves  me  —  Araminte '  ? 
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XXXII 

When  suddenly  flashed  lightning,  searing  sight 
Almost,  so  close  to  eyes ;  then,  quick  on  flaah, 
Followed  the  thunder,  splitting  earth  down- 
right 
Where  Ren^  sat  a-rhyming :  with  huge  crash 
Of  marble  into  atoms  infinite  — 
Marble  whioh,  stately,  dared  the  world  to 
dash 
The  stone-thing  proud,  high-pillared,  from  its 

place : 
One  flash,  and  dust  was  all  that  lay  at  base. 

XXXIII 

So,  when  the  horrible  confusion  loosed 
Its  wrappage  round  his  senses,   and,  wi^ 
breatn. 

Seeing  and  hearing  by  degrees  induced 
Conviction  what  he  felt  was  life,  not  death  — 

His  flattered  faculties  came  back  to  roost 
One  after  one,  as  fowls  do  :  ay,  beneath, 

About  his  very  feet  there,  lay  in  dust 

Earthly  presumption  pud  by  heaven^s  disgust. 

XXXIV 

For,  what  might  be  the  thunder-smitten  thing 
But,  pillared  high  and  proud,  in  marble  gnise, 
A  ducal  crown  —  whioh  meant   **  Now  Duke : 
Next,  King  "  ? 
Since  such  the  Prince  was,  not  in  his  own 
eves 
Alone,  but  all  the  world's.    Pebble  from  sUng 

Prostrates  a  giant ;  so  can  pulverize 
Marble   pretension  —  how  mnoh  more,  make 

moult 
A  peacock-prince  his  plnme  —  Qod's  thunder- 
bolt! 

XXXV 

That  was  enough  for  Ren^,  that  first  fact 
Thus  flashed  into  him.    Up  he  looked :  all 
blue 

And  bright  the  skjr  abore  ;  earth  firm,  compact 
Beneath  his  footing,  lay  apparent  too ; 

Opposite  stood  the  pillar :  nothing  lacked 
Tliere,  but  the  Duke's  crown :  see,  its  frag^ 
ments  strew 

The  earth,  —  about  his  feet  lie  atoms  fine 

Where  he  sat  nuning  late  his  fourteenth  line  I 

XXXVI 

So,  for  the  moment,  all  the  nniverse 
Being  abolished,  all  'twixt  God  and  him,  — 


Earth's  praise  or  Uame,  its  hlwiing  or  its  eaae, 
Of  one  and  the  same  value,  —  to  the  brim 

Flooded  with  truth  for  better  or  for  wotm,  — 
He  ponnoes  on  the  writing-paper,  prim 

Keeping  its  plaoe  on  table :  not  a  dint 

Nor  speck  had  damaged  '*  Ode  to 

XXX  VI I 

And  over  the  neat  erowquill       ^    . 

His  pen  goes  blotting,  olnrring,  as'aa  ox 
Tramples  a  flowei^bea  in  a  garden,  — lan^ 

Yon  may! — so  does  not  he,  whose  qaiA 
heart  knocks 
Audibly  at  his  breast :  an  emtaph 

On  earth's  break-up,  amid  the  falling  roeka, 
He  might  be  penning  in  a  wild  dismay^ 
Caught  with  nis  work  half'done  on  Jndgmsat 
Day. 

XXXVIII 

And  what  is  it  so  terribly  he  pens, 
Rnining  *'  Cnpid,  Venus,  wile  and  amile. 

Hearts,  darts, "  and  all  his  day's  divinior  wtetu 
Judged  neoeasary  to  a  peif eot  style  ? 

Little  recks  Ren^,  with  a  breast  to  cleanse. 
Of  Rhadamanthine  law  that  reigned  ere  while: 

Brimful  of  truth,  truth's  outburst  will  cm- 
vinoe 

(Style  or  no  style)  who  bears  truth's  brant — the 
Prince. 

xxxix 

''  Cond^,  caUed  '  Dnke,'  be  called  just '  Dnke,' 
not  more. 
To  life's  endl    'Next  King'  thon  finnooOi 
wUtbe? 
I  Ay.  when  this  bauble,  as  it  decked  before 

Thy  pillar,  shall  again,  for  France  to  see, 
'  Take  its  proud  station  there  I   Let  Franca  adoie 
No  longer  an  illusive  mock-sun  —  thee  — 
But  keep  her  homage  for  Sol's  self,  eJbont 
To  rise  and  pnt  pretenders  to  the  ront  J 

I  XL 

,  ''What?    France  so  God-abandoned  that  her 
root 
Regal,  though  many  a  Spring  it  gave  no  sign, 
I  Lacks  power  to  make  the  ode.  now  branddeBs, 

snoot 
'      Greenly  as  ever  ?    Nature,  though  benign. 
Thwarts  ever  the  ambitious  and  astute. 

In  store  for  such  is  punishment  condign : 
Sure  as  thy  Duke's  crown  to  the  earth  was 

hurled. 
So  sure,  next  year,  a  Dauphin  glads  the  world !  '^ 

XLI 

Which  penned  —  some  forty  lines  to  this  effect  " 
Our  Ren^  folds  his  paper,  mardies  brave 

Back  to  the  mansion,  luminous,  erect, 
Triumphant,  an  emancipated  slave. 

There  stands  the  Prince.    "'  How  now  f    My 
Duke's-crown  wrecked  ? 
What  may  this  mean  ?  "    The  answer  Ren^ 
gave 

Was  —  handing  him  the  verses,  with  the  dne 

Incline  of  body  :  "'  Sir,  God's  word  to  yoa !  ** 
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XLII 

The  Prince  read,  paled,  was  silent :  aU  around, 
The  courtiei^ompany,  to  whom  he  passed 

The  paper,  read,  in  eaual  silence  boond. 
Ren^  grew  also  by  aeg^es  aghast 

At  his  own  fit  of  couragpe  —  palely  found 
Way  of  retreat   from  that   pale  presence : 
classed 

Once  more  among:  the  cony-kind.    "  Oh,  son» 

It  is  a  feeble  folk  I  **  saith  Solomon. 

XLIII 

Vainly  he  apprehended  evil :  since. 
When,  at  the  yearns  end,  even  as  foretold, 

Forth  came  the  Dauphin  who  discrowned  the 
Prince 
Of  that  long^raved  mere  visionary  gold, 

^T  was  no  fit  time  for  envy  to  evince 
Malice,  be  sure  I    The  timidest  grrew  bold : 

Of  all  that  courtiei^isompany  not  one 

But  left  the  semblance  lor  the  actual  sun. 

XLIV 

And  aU  sorts  and  conditions  that  stood  by 
At  Rent's  burning  moment,  bright  escape 

Of  soul,  bore  witness  to  the  prophecy. 
Which  witness  took  the  customary  shape 

Of  verse ;  a  score  of  poets  in  full  cry 

Hailed  the  inspired  one.     Nantes  and  Tours 
agape. 

Soon  Paris  caneht  the  infection;  eaining  strength, 

How  could  it  fail  to  reach  the  Court  at  length  ? 

XLV 

**  O  poet  I  *'  smiled  King  Louis,  **  and  besides, 
O  prophet  I    Sure,  by  miracle  announced. 

My  babe  will  prove  a  prodigy*    Who  chides 
Henceforth  the  unchilded  monarch  shall  be 
trouneed 

For  irrelie^on :  since  the  fool  derides 
Plain  miracle  by  which  this  prophet  pounced 

£xactly^  on  the  moment  I  should  hft 

Like  Smieon,  in  my  arms,  a  babe,  '  God's  gift ! ' 

XLVl 

*^  So  call  the  boy  I  and  call  this  bard  and  seer 
By  a  new  title !  him  I  raise  to  rank 

Of  ^  Royal  Poet : '  poet  without  peer ! 
Whose  fellows  only  have  themselves  to  thank 

li  humbly  they  must  follow  in  the  rear 
M^  Reni^.    He 's  the  master :  they  must  clank 

Their  chains  of  song,  confessed  his  slaves ;  for 
why? 

They  poetize,  while  he  can  prophesy  I  *' 

XLVII 

So  said,  so  done j  our  Ren^  rose  august, 

"*  The  Royal  Poet ;  "  strMghtwa^  put  in  type 

His  poem-prophecy,  and  (fair  and  just 

Procedure)  added,  —  now  that  time  was  ripe 

For  proving  friends  did  well  his  word  to  trust, — 
Those  attestations,  tuned  to  lyre  or  pipe. 

Which  friends  broke  out  with  when  tie  dated 
foretell 

The  Dauphin's  birth :  friends  trusted,  and  did 
well. 


XLVIII 

Moreover  he  got  painted  by  Dn  Pr4, 
Engraved  by  Daret  also ;  and  prenxed 

The  portrait  to  his  book  :  a  crown  of  bay 
Circled  his  brows,  with  rose  and  myrtle  mixed ; 

And  Latin  verses,  lovely  in  their  waj3r. 
Described  him  as  *'  the  biforked  hill  betwixt : 

Since  he  hath  scaled  Parnassus  at  one  jump. 

Joining  the  Delphic  quill  and  Getic  trump.^^ 

XLIX 

Whereof  came  .  .  .    What,  it  lasts,  our  spirt, 
thus  long 

—  The  red  nre  ?    That 's  the  reason  muB^ 
excuse 
Mv  letting  flicker  Rent's  prophet-song 

No  longer ;  for  its  pertinacious  hues 
Must  fade  before  its  fellow  joins  the  throng 

Of  sparks  departed  up  the  chimney,  dues 
To  dark  obtivion.    At  the  word,  it  winks. 
Rallies,  relapses,  dwindles,  deatnward  sinks. 


So  does  our  poet.    All  this  burst  of  fame, 

Fury  of  favor.  Royal  Poetship, 
Prophetship,    book,   verse,    picture  —  thereof 
came 

—  Nothing !    That 's  why  I  would  not  let 
outstrip 
Red  his  green  rival  fiamelet :  just  the  same 

Ending  in  smoke  waits  both  !    In  vain  we  rip 
The  past,  no  further  faintest  trace  remains 
Of  Ren^  to  reward  our  pious  pains. 

LI 

Somebody  saw  a  portrait  framed^  and  glazed 
At  Croisio.    "  Who  may  he  this  glorified 

Mortal  unheard-of  hitherto  ?  *'  amazed 
That  person  asked  the  owner  by  his  side. 

Who  proved  as  ignorant.    The  question  raised 
Provoked  inquiry  ;  key  by  kev  was  tried 

On  Croisic's  portrait-puzzle,  till  back  flew 

The  wards  at  one  key^s  touch,  which  key  warn 
—  Who? 

LII 

The  other  famous  poet  I    Wait  thy  turn. 

Thou  green,  our  red's  competitor  I    Enough 
Just  now  to  note  *t  was  he  that  itched  tx)  learn 

(A  hundred  years  f^^)  how  fate  oonld  puff 
Heaven-high  (a  hundred   years  before),  then 
spurn 
^  To  suds  so  big  a  bubble  in  some  huff : 
Since  green  too  found  red's  portnut,  —  having 

heard 
Hitherto  of  red's  rare  self  not  one  word. 

LIII 

And  he  with  zeal  addressed  him  to  the  task 

Of  hunting  out.  by  all  and  any  means, 
—  Who  might  the  brilliant  bard  be,  bom  to 
bask 
Butterfly-like   in   shine   which    kings    and 
queens 
And  baby-dauphins  shed  ?    Much  need  to  ask  I 
Is  fame  so  fickle  that  what  perks  and  preew 
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The  e>ed  wing:,  one  imperial  minute,  dins 
Next  sudden  moment  into  blind  eclipee  r 

LIV 

After  a  vast  expenditure  of  pains, 

Our  second  poet  found  the  prize  he  sought : 
Urged  in  his  seai-oh   by  something  that   re- 
strains 
From  undue  triumph  famed  ones  who  have 
fought, 
Or  simply,  poetizing,  taxed  their  brains :  ^ 
^k>mething  that  tells  such  —  dear  is  triumph 
bought 
If  it  means  only  basking  in  the  midst 
Of  fame^s  brief  sunshine,  as  thou,  Ren^,  didst. 

LV 

For,  what  did  searching  iind  at  last  but  this  ? 

Quoth  somebody,   ^'x   somehow  somewhere 
seem 
To  think  I  heard  one  old  De  Chevaye  is 

Or  was  possessed  of  Ren^^s  works !  '^  which 
gleam 
Of  light  from  out  the  dark  pro>ed  not  amiss 

To  track,  by  correspondence  on  the  theme  ; 
And  soon  tiie  twilight  broadened  into  day. 
For  thus  to  question  answered  De  Chevaye. 

LVI 

*'  True  it  is,  I  did  once  possess  the  works 
You  want  account  of  —  works  —  to  call  them 
so, — 

Comprised  in  one  small  book  :  the  volume  lurks 
(Some  fifty  leaves  in  duodecimo) 

*  Neath  certain  ashes  which  mv  soul  it  irks 
Still  to  remember,  because  long  ago 

That  and  ray  other  rare  shelf-occupants 

Perished  by  burning  of  my  house  at  Nantes. 

LVIl 

**  Yet  of  that  book  one  strange  particular 
Still  stays  in  mind  with  me  "  —  and  there- 
upon 

Followed  the  story.    **  Few  the  poems  are  ; 
The  book  was  two-thirds  filled  up  with  this 
one, 

And  sundry  witnesses  from  near  and  far 
That  here  at  least  was  prophesying  done 

By  prophet,  so  as  to  preclude  all  doubt. 

Before  the  thing  he  prophesied  about." 

LVIIl 

That 's  all  he  knew,  and  all  the  poet  learned, 
And  all  that  you  and  I  are  like  to  hear 

Of  Ren^ ;  since  not  only  book  is  burned 
But  memory  extinguished,  —  nay,  I  fear. 

Portrait  is  gone  too  :  nowhere  I  discerned 
A  trace  of  it  at  Croisic.     '"''  Must  a  tear 

Needs   fall   for   that?"  you   smile.      "How 
fortune  fares 

With  such  a  mediocrity,  who  cares  ?  " 

LIX 

Well,  I  care  —  intimately  care  to  have 
Experience  how  a  human  creature  felt 

In  after-life,  who  bore  the  burden  grave 
Of  certainly  believing  God  had  dealt 


For  once  directly  with  him :  did  not  rave 

—  A  maniac,  did  not  find  his  reason  mdt 
—  An  idiot,  but  went  on,  in  peace  or  strife. 
The  world^s  way,  lived  an  ordinary  life. 

LX 

How  many  problems  that  one  fact  would  solve! 

An  orduiary  soul,  no  more,  no  less. 
About  whose  life  earth's  common  sights  re- 
volve. 
On  whom  is  brought  to  bear,  by  thnnd»> 
stress. 
This  fact  —  God  tasks  him,  and  will  not  ab- 
solve 
Task's  negligent  performer  t    Can  you  gnesi 
How   such    a  soul  —  the   task   perform^  to 

point  — 
Goes  back  to  life  nor  finds  things  out  of  joint? 

LXI 

Does  he  stand  stock-like  henceforth  ?  or  pro- 
ceed 
Dizzily,  yet  with  coune  straightforward  sdIL, 
Down-trampling   vulgar   hindrance?  —  as   the 
reed 
Is  crushed  beneath  its  tramp  when  that 
will 
Hatehed  in  some  old-world  beast's  brain 
it  speed 
Where  the  sun  wants  brute-presence  to  fulfil 
Life's  purnose  in  a  new  far  zone,  ere  ice 
Enwomb  the  pasture^tract  its  fortalice. 

LXI  I 

I  think  no  such  direct  plain  truth  consists 
With  actual  sense  and  thoi^ht  and   what 
they  take 
To  be  the  solid  walls  of  life :  mere  mists — 
How  such  would,  at  that  truth's  first  pier- 
cing, break 
Into  the  nullity  they  are  1  — slight  lists 
Wherein   the   puppet-champions   wage,   fer 
sake 
Of  some  mock-mistress,  mimic  war :  laid  low 
At  trumpet-blast,  there 's  shown  the  world,  one 
foe! 

LXIII 

No,  we  must  play  the  pigeant  out,  observe 

The  toumey-regnlations,  and  regard 
Success  —  to     meet    the    blunted    sp^ur    nor 
swerve. 
Failure  —  to    break    no   bones   yet    fall  on 
sward ; 
Must  prove  we  have  —  not  courage  ?  well  then 
—  nerve  I 
And,  at  the  day's  end,  boast  the  crown's 
award  — 
Be  warranted  as  promising  to  wield 
Weapons,  no  sham,  in  a  true  battlefield. 

LXIV 

Meantime,  our  simulated  thunderclaps 
Which  tell  us  counterfeited  tmtlis  —  these 
same 
Are  — sound,  when  music  storms  the  soul,  per* 
haps? 
— Sight,  beauty,  every  dart  of  eveo'  aim 


THE  TWO   POETS   OF   CROISIC 


86! 


That  touches  just,  then  aeems,  by  strange  re- 

To  f alleffeotlesB  from  the  soul  it  came 
As  if  to  fix  its  own,  but  simply  smoto 
And  startled  to  vague  beauty  more  remote  ? 

LXV 

So  do  we  gain  enough  —  yet  not  too  much — 
Acquaintance  with  that  outer  element 

Wherein  there  's  operation  (call  it  such !) 
Qnito  of  another  kind  than  we  the  pent 

On  earth  are  proper  to  receire.    Our  nutoh 
Lights  up  at  the  least  chink :  let  roof  be 
rent  — 

How  inmates  huddle,  blinded  at  first  spasm, 

Cognizant  of  the  snn  s  self  through  the  chasm ! 

LXVI 

Therefore,  who  knows  if  this  our  Rent's  quick 
Subsidence  from  as  sudden  noise  and  glare 

Into  oblivion  was  impolitic  ? 

No  doubt  his  soul  became  at  once  aware 

That,  after  prophecy,  the  rhyming-trick 
Is  poor  employment :  human  praises  scare 

Rather  than  soothe  ears  all  a-tingle  yet 

With  tcmes  few  hear  and  hve,  but  none  forget. 

LXVII 

There 's  our  first  famous  poet  I      Stop   thou 
forth 

Second  consummate  songster !  See,  the  tongue 
Of  fire  that  typifies  thee,  owns  thy  worth 

In  yellow,  purple  mixed  its  green  among, 
No  pure  and  simple  renn  from  the  North, 

But  composite  with  virtues  that  belong 
To  Southern  culture!     Love  not  more  than 

hate 
Helped  to  a  blaze  .  .  .  But  I  anticipate. 

LXVIIl 

Prepare  to  witness  a  combustion  rich 
And  riotously  splendid,  far  beyond 

Poor  Ren^^s  lambent  little  streamer  which 
Only  placed  candle  to  a  Court  grown  fond 

By  baby-birth :  this  soared  to  such  a  pitoh. 
Alternately  such  colors  doffed  and  donned. 

That  when  Isay  it  dazsled  Paris  —  please 

Know  that  it  brought  Voltaire  upon  nis  knees  I 

LXIX 

Who  did  it,  was  a  dapper  gentleman, 

Paul  ^  Desforges    Maillard,   Oroisickeee    by 
birth. 

Whose  birth  that  century  ended  which  began 
By  similar  bestowment  on  our  earth 

Of  tne  aforesaid  Ren^.    Cease  to  scan 

The  ways   of   Providence  I      See    Croisic's 
dearth  — 

Not  Pans  in  its  plenitude — suffice 

To  furnish  France  vdth  her  best  poet  twice  I 

LXX 

Till  he  was  thirty  years  of  age,  the  vein 
Poetic  yielded  rhyme  by  drops  and  spirts  : 

In  verses  of  society  had  lain 

His  talent  chiefly  ;  bnt  the  Muse  asserts 

Privilege  most  by  treating  with  disdain 

Epics  the  bard  months  out,  or  odes  he  blnrte 


Spasmodically  forth.    Have  people  time 

AJmi  patience  nowadays  for  tnought  in  rhyme  ? 

LXXI 

So,  his  achievements  were  the  quatrain^s  inch 
Of  hoina^,  or  at  meet  the  sonnet's  ell 

Of  admiration :  welded  lines  wiUi  clinch 
Of  ending  word  and  word,  to  every  belle 

In  Croisic's  bounds ;  these,  orisk  as  any  finch. 
He  twittered  till  his  fame  had  reached  as 
weU 

Gn^rande  as  Batz ;  but  there  fame  stopped,  f ob 
—  curse 

On  fortune  —  outside  lay  the  universe  t 

LXXII 

That 's  Paris.    Well,  —  why  not  break  bounds, 
and  send 

Song  onward  till  it  echo  at  the  gates 
Of  Paris  whither  all  ambitions  tend. 

And  end  too,  seeing  that  success  tJiere  sates 
The  soul  which  hungers  most  for  fame  ?    Wh}- 
spend 

A  minute  in  deciding,  while,  by  Fate's 
Decree,  there  happens  to  be  just  the  prize 
Proposed  there,  suiting  souls  that  poetise  f 

LXXIII 

A  prize  indeed,  the  Academy's  own  self 
Proposes  to  what  biud  shall  best  indite 

A  piece  describing  how,  through  shoal  and  shelf, 
The  Art  of  Navigation,  steered  ari^t. 

Has,  in  our  last  king's  reign^—  the  lucky  elf,  — 
Reached,  one  may  say.  Perfection's  haven 
quite. 

And  there  cast  anchor.    At  a  glance  one  sees 

The  subject's  crowd  of  capabilities  I 

LXXIV 

Neptune  and  Amphitrit^  I     Thetis,  who 
Is  either  TeUi3r8  or  as  good  —  boUi  tag ! 

Triton  can  shove  along  a  vessel  too : 
It 's  Virgil  I     Then  the  winds  that  blow  or 

De  MaiSe,  VendSme,  Vermandois!    Toulouse 
blew 
Longest,  we  reckon :  he  must  puff  the  flag 
To  fullest  outdare  ;  while  our  lacicing  nymph 
Be  Anne  of  Austria,  Regent  o'er  the  lympn  ! 

LXXV 

Promised,  performed !    Since  irritabilis  gens 
Holds  of  the  feverish  impotence  that  strives 

To  stey  an  iteh  by  prompt  resource  to  pen's 
Scratehing  itself  on  paper ;  placid  lives. 

Leisurely  works  mark  the  divinior  mens : 
Bees  brood  above  the  honey  in  their  hives ; 

Gnats    are    the    busy  bustlers.     Splash   and 
scrawl,  — 

Completed  lay  thy  piece,  swift  penman  Paul ! 

LXXVI 

To  Paris  with  the  prodnct  I    This  dispatched. 
One  had  to  wait  the  Forty's  slow  and  sure 

Verdict,  as   best    one   might.     Our  penmlm 
scratohed 
Away  perforce  the  itoh  that  knows  no  cure 

But  daily  paper-friction  :  more  than  matohed 
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His  fint  feat  by  a  seoond  —  tribute  pare 
And  heartfelt  to  the  Forty  when  their  voice 
Should  peal  with  one  accui'd   '*Be  Paul  our 
choice ! " 

LXXVII 

Scratch,  scratch  went  mnch  laudation  of  that 
sane 

And  sound  Tribunal,  delegates  august 
Of  Phcebus  and  the  Muses'  sacred  train  — 

Whom  every  poetaster  tries  to  thrust 
From  where,  nigh-throned,  they  dominate  the 
Seine: 

Fruitless  endeavor,  — fail  it  shall  and  must ! 
Whereof  in  witness  have  not  one  and  all 
The  Forty  voices  pealed  "  Our  choice  be  Paul "  ? 

LXXVIII 

Thus  Paul  disoounted  his  applause.    Alack 
For  human  expectation !    Scarcely  ink 

Was  dry  when,  lo,  the   perfect   piece   came 
bausk 
Rejected,  shamed  !    Some  other  poet^s  clink 

^'  Thetis  and  Tethys  "  had  seduced  the  pack 
Of  pedants  to  declare  perfection's  pink 

A  singularly  poor  production.    ^'  Whew  I 

The  Forty  are  stark  fools,  I  always  knew  !  " 

LXXIX 

First  fury  over  (for  PauPs  race  —  to  wit, 
Braut-vibrios  — wrisgle  clear  of  protoplasm 

Into  minute  life  that  »  one  fury-fit), 

**  These  fools  shall  find  a  bard's  enthusiasm 

Comports  with  what  should  counterbalance  it — 
Some  knowledge  of  the  world !    No  doubt, 
orgasm 

Effects  the  birtli  of  verse  which,  bom,  demands 

Prosuo  ministration,  swaddling-bands  I 

LXXX 

**  Verse  must  be  cared  for  at  this  early  stage. 
Handled,  nav  dandled  even.    I  should  puiy 

Their  game  indeed  if,  till  it  grew  of  age, 
I  meekly  let  these  dotards  frown  away 

My  banUing  from  the  rightful  heritage 
Of  smiles  and  kisses  !     Let  the  public  say 

If  it  be  worthy  praises  or  rebukes, 

My'poem,  from  these  Forty  old  perukes ! '' 

LXXXI 

So^y  a  friend,  who  boasts  himself  in  grace 
With  no  less  than  the  Chevalier  La  Roqne,  — 

Eminent  in  those  days  for  pride  of  place, 
Seeing  he  had  it  in  his  power  to  block 

The  way  or  smooth  the  road  to  all  the  race 
Of  literators  trudging  up  to  knock 

At  Fame's  exalted  temple-door  —  for  why  ? 

He  edited  the  Paris  ''  Mercury :  "  — 

LXXXII 

By  this  friend's  help  the  Chevalier  receives 
Paul's  poem,  prefaced  by  the  due  appeid 

To  GsBsar  from  the  Jews.    As  duly  heaves 
A  sigh  the  Chevalier,  about  to  deal 

With  case  so  customary  —  turns  the  leaves, 
Finds  nothing  there  to  borrow,  beg,  or  steal  — 

Then  brightens  up  the  critic's  brow  deep-lined. 

''  The  thing  may  oe  so  deverly  declined ! " 


LXXXIII 

Down  to  deskj  out  with  paper^  up  with  quill, 
Dip  and  indite  !    *'  Sir,  gratitude  imwioiMff^ 

For  thu)  true  draught  from  the  Pierian  rill ! 
Our  Academic  cu>dpoles  must  be  dense 

Indeed  to  stand  unimgated  still. 
No  less,  we  critics  dare  not  give  offence 

To  grandees  like  the  Forty :  while  we  mock. 

We  grin  and  bear.    So,  here 's  your  piece  !Li 
Roque." 

LXXXIV 

''  There  now !  "  cries  Paul :  ''  the  fellow  oanH 
avoid 

Confessing  that  my  piece  deserves  the  pahn  ; 
And  yet  he  dares  not  grant  me  space  et^oyed 

By  every  scribbler  he  permits  embalm 
His  crambo  in  the  Journal's  comer !    Cloyed 

With  stuff  like  theirs,  no  wonder  if  a  quahn 
Be  caused  by  verse  like  mine :  though  that  *s 

no  cause 
For  his  defrauding  me  of  just  applause. 

LXXXV 

"  Aha,  he  fears  the  Forty,  this  poltroon  ? 

First  let  him  fear  me  /    Change  smooth  apeeek 
to  rough ! 
I  '11  speak  my  mind  out,  show  the  fellow  soon 

W^ho  is  the  foe  to  dread  :  insist  enough 
On  my  own  merits  till,  as  clear  as  noon, 

He  sees  I  am  no  man  to  take  rebuff 
As  imtientlv  as  scribblers  may  and  must  ! 
Quick  to  the  onslaught,  out  sword,  oat  and 
thrast ! " 

LXXXVI 

And  thereupon  a  fierce  epistle  flings 
Its  challenge  in  the  critic's  face.    Alack! 

Our  bard  mistakes  his  man !  The  gauntlet  rings 
On  brazen  visor  proof  against  attack. 

Prompt  from  his  editcwial  throne  up  iyr^^gf 
The  insidted  magnate,  and  his  maoe  fsfls, 
thwack. 

On  Paul's  devoted  brainpan,  — c^uite  away 

From  common  courtesiea  of  f  encmgiplay  I 
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LXXXVII 

Sir,  will  you  have  the  truth  ?    This  piece  of 

j'ours 
Is  simply  execrable  past  belief. 
I  shrank  from  saying  so;  but,  ainoe  nanght 
cures 
Conceit  but  truth,  truth 's  at  your  service  ! 
Brief, 
Just  so  long  as  *  The  Merouty '  endures. 
So  long  are  you  excluded  by  its  Chief 
From  comer,  nay,  from  cranny  I  Play  the  ooek 
O'  the  roost,  henceforth,  at  Croisic!"  wrote 
La  Roque. 

LXXXVIII 

Paul  yellowed,  whitened,  as  his  wrath  from  rsd 
Waxed    incandescent.     Now,  this   man  of 
rhyme 

Was  merely  foolish,  faulty  in  the  head 
Not  heart  of  him  :  conceit  *s  a  venial  crime. 

*'  Oh  b^  no  means  malicious !  "  cousins  said : 
Fussily  feeble,  —  harmless  all  the  time, 
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Piddliiur  at  ao-oalled  satire  —  well-adviiied. 
He  held  in  nuNit  awe  whom  he  eatiiued. 

LXXXIX 

According^ly  his  kith  and  kin  —  removed 
FWm  emulation  o£  the  poet's  gift 

By  power  and  will  —  these  rather  like<l,  na/, 
loved 
The  man  who  gave  his  family  a  lift 

Dot  of  the  Crotsio  level ;  disapproved 
Satire  su  trenchant."    Thus  our  poet  sniffed 

Homfr'inoense,  thongh  too  ohurliah  to  unlock 

'The    Mercury ^s"  box  of    ointment  was  La 
Koque. 

xc 

Bat  when   Paul's   visage   grew  from   red  to 
whitOf 

And  from  his  lips  a  sort  of  mumbling  fell 
Of  who  was  to  be  kicked,  —  '*  And  serve  him 
rightl" 

A  gay  voice  interposed,  *^  Did  kicking  well 
Answer  the  purpose  I    Only  —  if  I  might 

•Sa^n^est  as  much  —  a  far  more  potent  spell 
Lies  in  another  kind  of  treatment.    Oh, 
Women  are  ready  at  resource,  yon  know  ! 

xci 

**  Talent  should  minister  to  genius  !  good  : 
The  proi>er  and  superior  smile  retoms. 

Hei^r  me  with  patience  I    Have  ^ou  understood 
The  only  method  whereby  gentus  earns 

Fit  guardoo  nowadays  ?    In  knightly  mood 
You  entered  lists  with  visor  up;  one  learns 

Too  late  that,  had  vou  mounted  Ivoland'sci-est. 

*  Room  I '  they  had  roared  —  La  Roqne  with  all 
the  rest  I 

XCII 

**  Why  did  you  first  of  all  transmit  year  piece 
To  those  same  priggish  Forty  unprepared 

Whether  to  rank  yon  with  the  swans  or  geese 
By  friendly  intervention  ?    If  they  dared 

Goitnt  yon  a  oackler,  —  wonders  never  cease  I 
I  think  it  stiU  more  wondrous  that  you  bared 

Your  hrow  (my  earUer  image)  as  if  praise 

Were  gained  by  simple  fighting  nowadays ! 


XCIII 


i4 


Tour  next  step  showed  a  touch  of  the  tme 


Whereby  desert  is  crowned:  not  force  but 
wile 
Came  to  the  rescue.     *  Get  behind  the  scenes  I  * 
Yonr  friend  -^dvised:  he  writes,  sets  forth 
your  style 
And  title,  to  such  purpose  intervenes 

That  yon  get  veivet-compiiment  three-pile ; 
And,  though  *  The  Mercury '  said  *  nay,'  nor 

stock 
Nor  stone  did  his  refusal  prove  La  Roqne. 

xciv 

**  Why  must  you  needs  revert  to  the  high  hand, 
Imperative  proeednre  —  what  you  call 

*  Takmg  on  merit  your  exclusive  stand  '  ? 
Stand  y  with  a  vengeaaea  1    Soon  yon  went  to 
wall, 


Yon  and  your  merit !    Only  fools  command 

When  folks  are  free  to  msobey  them,  Paul ! 
You  We  learnt  your  lesson,  found  out  wliat  's 

o'clock. 
By  this  uncivil  answer  of  La  Roque, 

xcv 

**  Now  let  me  counsel !    Lay  this  piece  on  shelf 
—  Masterpiece  though  it  be  I    From  out  your 
desk 

Hand  m*'  some  lighter  sample,  verse  the  elf 
Cupid  inspired  yon  with,  no  god  notesque 

Presiding  o  er  the  Navy  \    I  myself 
Hand-write  what 's  legible  vet  picturesque ; 

I  '11  copy  fair  and  femininely  frook 

Your  poem  masculine  that  courts  La  Roque ! 

xcvi 

*'  Deidamia  he  —  Achilles  thou  t 

Ha,  ha,  these  ancient  stories  come  ao  apt ! 
Mv  sex,  my  yonth,  my  rank  I  next  avow 

In  a  neat  prayer  for  kind  perusal.    Sapped 
1  see  the  wells  which  stand  so  stoutly  now  I 

I  see  the  ttiils  about  the  game  entrapped 
By  honest  cunning  I    Chains  of  lady't-emoek. 
Not  thorn  and  thistle,  tether  fwt  La  Roqne  1 " 

xcvii 

Now,  who  might  be  the  speaker  sweet  and  arch 
That  laughed  above  Fanl's  shoulder  as  it 
heaved 
With   the   indignant   heart  ?  —  bade   steal   a 
march 
And  not  continue  charging  ?    Who  conceived 
This  plan  whioh  set  our  ran],  like  pea  yoa 
oaroh 
On  nre-ehovel,  skipinng,  of  a  load  relieved. 
From  arm-chair  moodiness  to  escritcnre 
Sacred  to  Phosbus  and  the  tuneful  ehoir  ? 

xcviii 

^Vho  but  Paul's  sister !  named  of  oonrse  like 
him 
*'  Desforges  ;  "  but,  mark  yon,  in  those  dayi 
a  queer 
Custom  obtained,  —  who  knows  whenoe  grew 
the  whim  ?  — 
That  people  could  not  read  their  title  dear 
To  reverence  till  their  own  tme  names,  made 
dim 
Bv  daily  monthing,  pleased  to  disappear. 
Replaced  oy  brand-new  bright  ones :  Arouety 
For  instance,  grew  Voltsdre  ;  Desforges  —  Mal- 
crais. 

xcix 

"  Demoiselle  Malcnus  de  la  Viene  ^  — beeanse 

The  family  possessed  at  Breaerac 
A    vineyard,  —  few    grapes,    many    hipe-and- 
haws, — 
Still  a  nioe  Breton  name.    As  breaat  and 
back 
Of   this    vivacious   beauty   gleamed   through 
gauze. 
So  did  her  sprightly  nature  nowise  lack 
Lnstre  when  draped,  the  faahionable  way. 
In    '^Malcrais   de   la   Vigne," — mote   shof^ 
''  Makmis." 
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Out  from  Paulas  escritoire  behold  escape^ 
The  hoarded  treasore  I  verse  falls  thick  and 
fast. 

Sonnets  and  sonsg  of  every  size  and  shape. 
The  lady  ponders  on  her  orize  ;  at  last 

Selects  one  which  —  O  angel  and  yet  ape  I  — 
Her  maUoe  thinks  is  probably  surpassed 

In  badness  by  no  fellow  of  the  flock, 

Copies  it  fair,  and  *'  Now  for  my  La  Roque !  " 

CI 

So^^  him  goes,  with  the  neat  manuscript, 
The  soft  petitionary  letter.     ^  Grant  ^ 

A  fledgeling  novice  that  with  wing  undipt 
She  soar  her  little  circuit,  habitent 

Of  an  old  manor  ;  buried  in  which  crypt, 
How  can  the  youthful  chfitelaine  but  pant 

For  disemprisuument  bv  one  ad  hoc 

Appointed  *  Mercury's '  Editor,  La  Roque  ?  '* 

CII 

'T  was  an  epistle  that  might  move  the  Turk  t 
More  certaanlv  it  moved  our  middle-aged 

Pen-driver  dru<upng  at  his  weary  work. 
Raked  the  old  ashes  up  and  diiaengaged 

The  sjMLrks  of  gallantry  which  always  lurk 
Somehow  in  literary  breasts,  assuaged 

In  no  degree  by  compliments  on  style  ; 

Are  Fortv  wagging   beards  worth  one  girl's 
fomle? 

cm 

In  tripe  the  ladv's  poem,  takes  its  place 

Of  nonor  in  the  gratified  Gazette, 
With    due   acknowledgment   of    power    and 
grace; 

Prognostication,  too,  that  higher  yet 
The  Breton  Muse  will  soar :  fresh  youth,  high 
race. 

Beauty  and  wealth  have  amicably  met 
That  Demoiselle  Malcrais  may  fill  the  chair 
Left  vacant  by  the  loss  of  Deshouli^res. 


CIV 


4i 


There  I  "  cried  the  lively  lady.    **  Who  was 
right  — 

You  in  the  dumps,  or  I  the  merry  maid 
Who  know  a  trick  or  two  can  baffle  snite 

Tenfold  the  force  of  this  old  fooPs  r    Afraid 
Of  Editor  La  Roque  ?    But  come  I  next  flight 

Shall     outsoar  —  Deshouli^res     alone  ?    My 
blade, 
Sappho  herself  shall  yon  confess  outstript  I 
Quick,  Paul,  another  dose  of  manuscript ! '' 

cv 

And  so,  once  well  arf  oot,  advanced  the  game : 
More  and  more  verses,  corresponding  gush 

On  gush  of  praise,  till  everywhere  acclaim 
Rose   to   the  pitch  of   uproar.    *' Sappho? 
Tush  I 

Sure  *  Malcrais  on  her  Parrot'  puts  to  shame 
Deshonli^res'  pastorals,  clay  not  worth  a  rash 

Beside  this  find  of  treasure,  gold  in  crock, 

Uneuihed  in  Brittany,  ->-  nay,  ask  La  Roque !  " 


cvi 

Such  was  the  Paris  tribute.    *^  Yes,"  von  \ 
**  Ninnies  stock  Noodledom,  but  lolk 
sage 
Resist  contagious  folly,  never  fear  I  " 

Do  they  ?    Permit  me  to  detach  one  page 
From  the  huge  Album  which  from  &r  sad 
near 
Poetic  praises  blackened  in  a  rage 
Of  rapture  I   and  that  page   diul   be— wko 

stares 
Confounded  now,  I  ask  you  ?  —  just  Voltaire's! 

cvii 

Ay.  sharpest  shrewdest  steel  that  ever  stabbed 
To    death  Imposture    through    tiie  annoc^ 
loints  I 

How  aid  it  happen  that  gross  Humbug  grabbed 
Thy  weapons,  gouged  thine  eyes  out  r    Fate 
appomts 

That  pride  shall  have  a  fall,  or  I  had  blabbed 
Hardly  that  Humbug,  whom  thy  soul  aiciatB, 

Could  thus  cross-buttock  thee  caught  unawares. 

And  diamalest  of  tumbles  proved  —  Voltaire's  I 

cviii 

See  his  ei^istle  extant  yet,  wherewith 

*'  Henn  "  in  verse  and  "  Charles  "  in  prose  be 
sent 
To  do  her  suit  and  service  t    Here  'a  the  pilJi 
Of  half  a  dozen  stanzas  —  stones  which  went 

To  build  that  simulated  monolith  — 
Sham  love  in  due  degree  with  homage  blent 
As  sham  —  which  in  the  vast  of  volumes  searei 
The  traveller  still:  ''That  stnooo-heap— Voi- 
taire's?" 

cix 

'*  O  thou,  whose  clarion-voice  has  overflown 
The  wilds  to  startle  Paris  that 's  one  e«r ! 

Thou  who  such  strange  capacity  hast  shown 
For  joining  all  that 's  grand  with  all  that's 
aear. 

Knowledge  with   power   to   please — I>e8hoa> 
litres  grown 
Learned  as  Daoier  in  thy  person  I  mere 

Weak  fruit  of  idle  hours,  these  crabs  of  mine 

I  dare  lay  at  thy  feet,  O  Muse  divine  I 


ex 


t( 


Charles  was  my  task-work  only  ;  Henri  trod 

My  hero  erst,  and  now,  my  heroine  —  she 
Shall  be  thyself !    True  —  is  it  true,  great  God  I 

Certiunly  love  henceforward  most  not  be! 
Yet  all  the  crowd  of  Fine  Arts    faU  — hov 
oddl- 

Tried  turn  by  turn,  to  fill  a  void  in  me ! 
There  's  no  replacing  love  with  these,  alas ! 
Yet  all  I  can  1  do  to  prove  no  ass. 


CXI 


11 


I  labor  to  amuse  my  freedom ;  but 
Should  any  sweet   young   creature  alavciy 
preach, 
And  — borrowing    thy  vivaeious   chamii,  tb« 
slut  I  — 
Make  me,  in  thy  engaging  words,  a  speech. 
Soon  should  I  see  myself  in  prison  shut 
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At  last  La  Rot^ne.  unwilling  to  be  1 
Behindhand  in  the  rivalry,  broke 


With  all  imaginable  pleasure.**    Reach 
The  waahhand-basin  for  admirers !    lliere  's 
A  stomach-moving  tribute  —  and  Voltaire**  t 

cxn 

Sappose  it  a  fantastic  billet-doaz, 
Adnlatory  flonrish,  not  worth  frown  ! 

What  say  yon  to  the  Fathers  of  Tr^voax  ? 
These  in  their  Dictionary  have  her  down 

Under  the  headinff  ""  A'lthor:  ^*  '^Malorais,  too. 
Is  *"  Author '  of  mnch  verse  that  claims  re- 
nown.*' 

While  Jean-Bapdste  Ronssean  •  .  .  bat  why 

eroceed? 
_    of  this — somethiAg  too  mnch,  indeed  ! 

CXIII 

left 
bounds 
Of  figurative  passion  hilt  and  heft, 

Fhinged   his  huge    downri^t  love  through 
what  surrounds 
The  literary  female  bosom  ;  reft 

Away  its  veil  of  cov  reserve  with  "  Zounds  I 
I  love  thee,  Breton  Beauty  !    All  *8  no  use  ! 
Body  and  soul  I  love,  —  the  big  word  *s  loose  I  *' 

cxiv 

He  *<  greatest  now  and  to  de-struc-it-on 
Nearest,    Attend  the  solemn  word  I  quote, 

0  Paul  I     There  '5  no  pause  at  per-fec-ti-on. 
Thus  knolls  thy  knell  the  l>octor*s  bronaM 

throat ! 
Greatness  a  period  kath^  no  sta-ti-an  ! 

Better  and  truer  verse  uone  ever  wrote 
(Despite  the  antique  outstretched  a-i-oa) 
Than  thou,  revered  and  magistetial  Donne  I 

cxv 

Flat  on  his  &u».  La  Roque,  and — pressed  to 
heart 
His    dexter   hand —>  Voltaire  with    bended 
knee! 
Panl  sat  and  sucked-in  triumph ;  just  apart 
Leaned    over    him    his    sister.     *'Well?'' 
smirks  he. 
And  ^  Well  ?  **  she  answers,  smiling — woman's 
art 
To  let  a  man*s  own  montlt,  not  hers,  decree 
What  shall  be  next  move  which  decides  the 

game  : 
Saocess?     She  said  so.    Failure?     His    the 
blame. 

cxvi 

**  Well !  **  this  time  forth  affirmatively  comes 
With  smack  of  lip,    and    long-drawn    sigh 
through  teeth 

Close  clenched  o*er  satisfaction,  as  the  gums 
Were  tickled  by  a  sweetmeat  teased  beneath 

Palate  by  lubricating  tongue :  ^*  Well  I  crumbs 
Of  comfort  these,  uudoubtedlv  !  no  death 

Likely  from  famine  at  Fame's  feast !  *tis  clear 

1  may  put  ciaim  in  for  my  pittance,  Dear  I 


M 


CXVfl 

La  Rfxiue,  Voltaire,  my  lorers  ?    Then  dis- 
guise 


Has  served  its  torn,  grows  idle ;  let  it  drop  f 
I  shall  to  Paris,  flaunt  there  in  uien*s  ej-es 

My  proper  mauly  garb  and  mount  a-top 
The  pedestal  that  waits  me,  take  the  prize 

Awarded  Hercules.     He  threw  a  sop 
To  Cerberus  who  let  him  pue,  you  know. 
Then,  following,  licked  hu  heels  :  exactly  so  f 


ti 


CXVIII 

I  like  the  prospect  —  their  astonishment, 
Confusion :  wounded  vanity,  no  doubt, 
Mixed  motives ;  how  I  see  the    brows  quick 
bent! 
*What,  sir,  yourself,  none    other,  brought 
about 
This  change  of  estimation  T    Phoebus  sent 
His  shafts  as  from  IHana  ?  *  Critic  pout 
Turns  courtier  smile :  ^  Lo,  him  we  took  for 

her  I 
Pleasant  mistake  I    You  bear  no  malice,  sir  ? ' 

cxix 

"  Eh,  my  Dianaf  **    But  Diana  kept 
Smilingly  fdlent  with  fixed  needle^harp 

Much-meaning  eyes  that  seemed  to  intercept 
Paul's  very  thonghta  ere  they  had  time  to 
warp 

From  earnest  into  sport  the  words  they  leapt 
To  life  with  —  changed  as  when  maltreated 
harp 

Renders  in  tinkle  what  some  nlayer-prig 

Means  for  a  grave  tune  thoi^^  it  proves  a  jig. 

cxx 

'*  What,  Paul,  and  are  my  pains  thus  throwv 
away. 

My  lessons  end  in  loss  ?  *|  at  length  fall  slow 
The  pitying  syllables,  her  lips  allay 

The  saUre  of  bT  keeping  in  full  flow, 
Above  their  coral  reef,  bnj|pht  smiles  at  play  : 

"''  Can  it  be,  Paul  thus  faik  to  rightly  know 
And  altogether  es^mate  applause 
As  just  so  many  asinine  hee-haws  ? 


cxxi 


If 


ct 


Show  me,** 


^  I  thought  to  show  yon 
Paul  inbroke, 
^*  M]r  poetry  is  rubbish,  and  the  world 
That  rings  with  my  renown  a  sorry  joke ! 
What  fairer  test  of  worth  tlum  that,  form 
furled, 
I  entered  the  arena  ?    Tet  you  croak 

Just  as  if  Phoeb^  and  not  Phcebus  hurled 
The  dart  and  struck  the  Python  I    What,  he 

crawls 
Humbly  in  dust  before  your  feet,  not  Paul's? 

CXXII 

**  Nay,  't  is  no  langhing  matter  though  absurd 
If  there  's  an  end  of  nonesty  on  earth ! 

La  Roque  sends  letters,  lying  every  word ! 
Voltaire  makes  verse,  and  of  himself  makes 
mirth 

To  the  remotest  age !    Rousseau 's  the  third 
Who,  driven  to  despair  amid  such  dearth 

Of  people  that  want  praising,  finds  no  one 

More  nt  to  praise  than  Paul  the  simpleton  I 
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Somebody  says  —  if  a  man  writes  at  all 
It  is  to  snow  the  writer*8  kith  and  km 
e  was  unjustly  thought  a  natural ; 
And  truly,  sister,  I  nave  yet  to  win 
Dur  favorable  word,  it  seems,  for  Panl 
Whose  poetry  you  count  not  worth  a  pin 
iioug^h  well  eoougrh  esteemed  by  these  Vol- 

taires, 
ousseans  and  such-like  :  let  them  qnack,  who 

cares?*' 

CXXIV 

—  To  Paris  with  you,  Paul  I    Not  one  word's 

waste 
Further  :  my  scrupulosity  was  vain  ! 
>  triumph  !    Be  my  foolish  fears  e£Faoed 
From  memory's  record  I     Go,  to  come  agun 
ith  glory  crowned,  —  by  sister  re-embraoed. 
Cured  of  that  strange  delusion  of  her  brain 
hich  led  her  to  suspect  that  Paris  gloats 
1  .nale  limbs  mostly  when  in  petticoats  ! " 

cxxv 

i  laughed  her  last  word,  with  the  little  touch 
Of  xnalice  proper  to  the  outraged  pride 
'  any  artist  in  a  work  too  muen 
Shorn  of  its  merits.    **  By  all  means,  be  tried 
le  opposite  procedure  t    Cast  your  crutch 
Away,  no  longer  crippled,  nor  divide 
le  credit  of  your  march  to  tlie  World's  Fair 
ith   sister   Cherry-cheeks  who   helped   yon 
there !  " 

CXXVI 

ippled,  forsooth  I     What  courser  sprightlier 

pranced 
Paris-ward  than  did  Paul?     Nay,  dreams 

lent  wings : 
9  flew,  or  seemed  to   fly,  by   dreams  en- 
tranced. 
Dreams  ?  wide-awake  realities  :  no  things 
reamed  merely  were  the  missives  that  ad- 
vanced 
The  claim  of  Malcrais  to  consort  with  kings 
owned  by  Apollo  —  not  to  say  with  queens 
Dctured  by  Venus  for  Idalian  scenes. 

CXXVII 

on  he  arrives,  forthwith  is  found  before 
rhe  outer  gate  of  glory.    Bold  tic^toc 
mounces  there 's  a  giant  at  the  door. 
**Ay,    sir,    here    dwells   the    Chevalier    La 

Koque." 
Lackey  I    Malcrais  —  mind,  no  word  less  nor 

more !  — 
[)e8ire9  his  presence.     I  've  unearthed  the 

brock : 
»w,  to  transfix  him  t "     There  stands  Paul 

erect, 
shed  out  nis  uttermost,  for  more  effect. 

CXXVIII 

bnstling  entrance  :  "  Idol  of  my  flame  I 
[)an  it  be  that  my  heart  attains  at  last 
I  longing  ?  that  yon  stand,  the  very  same 
\s  in  my  visions  ?  .  .  .  Ha  1   hey,  how  ?  " 
aghast 


Stops  short  the  rapture.    '*0h,  my  boy's  ts 
blame  1 
Yon  merely  (tfe  the  messen^r  I    Too  fast 
My  fancy  rushed  to  a  conclusion.     Pooh ! 
Well,  sir,  the  Udy's  substitute  is  —  who  ?  '* 

CXXIX 

Then  Paul's  smirk  grows  inordinate.    "Shake 
hands  1 
Friendship  not  love  awaits  yon,  master  mine, 
Though  nor  Malcrais  nor  any  mistress  standi 
To  meet  your  ardor  I    So,  vou  don 't  divine 
Who    wrote    the   verses  wherewith  ring  tfat 
land's 
Whole  len^rth  and  breadth  ?     Just  he  where- 
of no  Ime 
Had  ever  leave  to  blot  vour  Journal  —  eh  ? 
Paul  Desf  oiges  2daillard  —  otherwise  Malcrais!  ^ 

cxxx 

And  there  the   two  stood,  stare  oonfrontoig 
smirk, 
A  while  uncertain  which  should  yield  tke 
pas. 
In  vain  the  Chevalier  beat  brain  for  quirk 
To   help   in    this    conjuncture ;    at  length, 
**  Bah  r 
Boh  !     Since  I  've  made  myself  a  fool,  whj 
shirk 
The  punishment  of  folly  ?    Ha,  hn,  ha. 
Let  me  return  your  handshake ! "    Comic  sock 
For  tragic  buskin  prompt    thus  changed  Li 
Roque. 

cxxxi 

*^  I  'm  nobody — a  wren-like  joumaliat; 

You  've  flown  at  higher  game  and 
your  bird. 
The  golden  eagle  !    That 's  the  grand  aoqnist ! 

Voltaire's  sly  Muse,  the  tigernsat,  has  purred 
Prettily  round  your  feet ;  but  if  she  missed 

Priority  of  stroking,  soon  were  stirred 
The  dormant  spitfire.    To  Voltaire  !  away, 
Paul  Desforges  Maillard,  otherwise  Malcrais ! " 

CXXXIl 

Whereupon,  arm  in  arm,  and  head  in  air. 
The  two  begin  their  journey.     Need  I  say. 

La  Roque  had  felt  the  talon  of  Voltaire, 
Had  a  long-standing  little  debt  to  paT, 

And  pounced,  you  may  depend,  on  sacn  a  rare 
Occasion  for  its  due  discharge  ?    So,  gay 

And  grenadier-like,  marching  to  assault, 

They  reach  the  enemy's  abode,  there  halt. 


it 


CXXXIII 

I  '11  be  announcer  I  "    quoth  La  Roque:  **  I 

know. 

Better  than  you,  perhaps,  my  Breton  bard. 
How  to  procure  an  audience  I    He  's  not  slow 
To  smell  a  rat,  this  scamp  Voltaire !     Die* 
card 
The  petticoats  too  soon,  —  you  '11  never  show 
Your  kaut-de-chausses  and  all  they  Ve  made 
or  marred 
In   your   true    person.      Here's   his    servant 

Pray,  . 

Will  the  great  man  see  Demoiselle  Malcnus . 
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CXXXIV 

Now,  the  great  man  was  alao,  no  whit  leis. 
The  man  of  self-respect,  — more  great  man 
he  I 

And  bowed  to  scxnal  wafe*  dreased  the  dress, 
And  decorated  to  the  fit  degree 

His  person  ;  ^t  was  enough  to  bear  the  stress 
Of  battle  in  the  field,  without,  when  free 

From  outside  foes,  invitiiur  friends'  attack 

By — sword  in  hand?    No, — ill-made  coat  on 
back. 

cxxxv 

And,  since  the  annoancement  of  his  visitor 
Surprised  him  at  his  toilet,  —  never  glass 

Had  such  solicitation  !    *'  Black,  now  —  or 
Brown  be  the  killing  wig  to  wear  ?    Alas, 

Where 's  the  rouge  gone,  this  cheek  were  better 
for 
A  tender  touch  of  ?    Melted  to  a  mass. 

All  my  pomatum  I    Hiere  's  at  all  events 

A  dcTil — for  he  's  got  among  my  scents  1 " 

cxxxvi 

So,  "  barbered  ten  times  o'er,*'  as  Antony 
Paced  to  his  Cleopatra,  did  at  last 

VoltaiTe  pioeeed  to  the  fair  presence :  high 
In  color,  proud  in  port,  as  if  a  blast 

Of  trumpet  oade  the  world  ^*  Take  note  1  draws 
nigh 
To  Beauty,  Power  I    Behtdd  the  Iconoclast, 

The  Poet,  the  Philosopher,  the  Rod 

Of  iron  for  imposture!    AnmyGhxLI" 

CXXXVIl 

For  there  stands  smirking  Paul,  and — what 
lij^hts  fierce 
The  situation  as  with  sulphur  flash  — 
There  grinning  stands  La  Koque  1     Ko  oarte- 
and-tieroe 
Obaerres  the  grinning  fencer,  but,  full  dash 
From    breast  to  shomder-blade,  the  thrusts 
transpierce 
That  armor  against  which  so  idly  dash 
The  swords  of   priests  and  pedants  1    Victors 

there. 
Two  smirk  and  grin  who  hare  befooled  ~  Vol- 
taire! 

CXXXVIII 

A  moment's  horror ;  then  quick  turn-about 
On    high-heeled    shoe,  —  flurry   of    ruffles, 
flounce 

Of  wig-ties  and  of  coat-tails,  —  and  so  out 
Of  door  banged  wrathfnlly  behind,  goes — 
bounce  — 

Voltaire  in  tragic  exit !  vows,  no  doubt. 
Vengeance  upon  the  couple.     Did  lie  trounce 

Either,  in  point  of  fact  ?    His  anger's  flash 

Subsided  it  a  culprit  craved  his  cash. 

CXXXIX 

As  for  La  Roqne,  he  having  laufrhed  his  laugh 
To  heart's  content,  —  the  joke   defunct  at 
once, 
I>ead  in  the  birth,  yon  see,  —  its  epitaph 
Was    sober  earnest.      *^  Well,   sir,    for  the 
nonce, 


You  *ve  gained  the  laurel ;  never  hope  to  graff 
A  second  sprig  of  triumph  there  1    £nsconce 
Yourself  again  at  Croisic  :  let  it  be 
Bnough  you  mastered  both  Voltaire  and  -^  me  I 

CXL 

'*  Dcm't  linger  here  in  Paris  to  parade 
Your  victory,  and  have  the  very  boys 

Point   at    you !      *  There  's   the    little  mouse 
which  made 
Believe  those  two  big  lions  that  its  noise, 

Nibblinp:  away  behind  the  hedge,  conveyed 
Intelligence  that  j-  portent  which  destroys 

All  courage  in  the  lion  s  heart,  with  bom 

That 's  fable  —  there  lay  couched  the  miicorn ! ' 

CXLI 

"  Beware  us,  now  we  've  found  who  fooled  us  I 
Quick 
To  cover !    *  In  proportion  to  men's  fright^ 
Expect  their  fright's  revenge  I  '  quoth  i>olitic 

Old  Macchiavelli.     As  lor  ine,  —  all  s  right : 
I  'm  but  a  journalist.    But  no  pin's  prick 
The  tooth  leaves  when  Voltaire  is  roused  to 
bite ! 
So,  keep  your  counsel,  I  advise  I    Adieu  I 
Good  journey  I     Ha,  ha,  ha,  Malcrais  was  — 
you  1  '^ 

CXLII 

'*  —  Yes,  I  'm  Malcrais,  and  somebody  beside. 
You  snickering  monkey  I  "    thus  winds  up 
the  tale 
Our  hero,  safe  at  home,  to  that  black-eved 
Cherry-cheeked  sister,  as   she   soothes   tlie 
pale 
Mortified  poet.    **  Let  their  worst  be  tried, 
I'm  their  match  henceforth  —  very  man  and 
male! 
Don't  talk  to  me  of  knooking-nnder  !  man 
And  male  must  end  what  petticoats  began ! 

CXLIII 

'*  How  woman-like  it  is  to  apprf^hend 
The  world  will  eat  its  words !  why,  words 
transfixed 
To  stone,  they  stare  at  you  in  print,  —  at  end, 
Elach  writer's  style  and  title  I    Choose  l^ 
twixt 
Fool  and  knave  for  his  name,  who  should  Intend 

To  perpetrate  a  baseness  so  unmixed 
With  prospect  of  advantage  I    What  is  writ 
Is  writ :  they  've  praised  me,  there 's  an  end  of 
it ! 


tt 


CXLIV 

No,   Dear,  allow  me  !     I  shall  print  these 

same 
Pieces,  with  no  omitted  line,  as  Paul's. 
Malcrais  no  longer,  let  me  see  folk  blame 
What  they  —  praised    simply  ?  —  placed  on 
pedestals, 
Each  piece  a  statue  in  the  House  of  Fame  I 
Fast  will    they  stand    there,  though    their 
presence  galls 
The    envious   crew :  such    show    their  teeth, 

perhaps. 
And  snarl,  but  never  bite  1    I  know  the  chaps  I ' ' 
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O  PauL,  oh,  piteously  deluded  I    Pace 

Thv  sad  sterility  of  Croisic  flats, 
Watcn,  from  their  southern  edge,  the  foamy 


race 


Of  high-tide  as  it  heaves  the  drowning  mats 
Ofyellow-berried  web-growth  from  their  place, 

The  rock-ridge,  when,  rolling  as  far  as  Batz, 
One  broadside  crashes  on  it,  and  the  crags. 
That  needle  under,  stream  with  weedy  rags ! 

CXLVI 

Or,  if  thou  wilt,  at  inland  Bergerac, 
Rude  heritage  but  recognized  domain. 

Do  as  two  here  are  doin^ :  make  hearth  crack 
With  logs  until  thy  chimney  roar  again 

JoUy  with  fire-glow  f    Let  its  angle  lack 
No  grace  of  Cherry-cheeks  thy  sister,  fain 

To  do  a  sister^s  office  and  laugh  smooth 

Thy  corrugated  brow  —  that  scowls  forsooth  I 

CXLVII 

Wherefore?    Who  does  not  know  how  these 
La  Roques, 
Voltaires,  can   say  and    unsay,  praise   and 
blame. 
Prove  black  white,  white  black,  play  at  para- 
dox 
And,  when  they  seem  to  lose  it,  win  the 
game? 
Care  not  thou  what  this  badG;er,  and  that  fox, 

His  fellow  in  rascality,  call  *''  fame  I " 
Fiddlepin^s    end  !     Thou    hadst    it,  —  quack, 

quack,  quack  ! 
Have  quietude  from  geese  at  Bei^rac  I 

CXLVIIl 

Quietude  I    For,  be  very  sure  of  this  I 
A  twelvemonth  hence,  and  men  shall  know 
or  care 

As  much  for  what  to-day  tlie^  clap  or  hiss 
As  for  the  fashion  of  the  wigs  the}^  wear. 

Then  wonder  at.    There  *&  fame  which,  bale  or 
bliss,  — 
Got  by  no  gracious  word  of  great  Voltaire 

Or  not-so-great  La  Roque,  —  is  taken  back 

By  neither,  any  more  tlian  Bergerac  I 

CXLIX 

Too  true  I  or  rather,  true  as  ought  to  be  I 
No  more  of  Paul  the  man,  Malcrais  the  maid. 

Thenceforth  forever !    One  or  two,  I  see. 
Stuck  by  their  pof't :  who  the  longest  stayed 

Was  Jean-Baptiste  Rousseau,  and  even  he 
Seemingly  saddened  as  perforce  he  paid 

A  rhyming  tribute :  "  After  death,  survive  — 

He   noped    he    should :    and  died    while   yet 


CLI 


alive ! " 


CL 


No,  he  hoped  nothing  of  the  kind,  or  held 
His  peace  and  died  in  silent  good  old  age. 

Him  it  was,  curiosity  impelled 
To  seek  if  there  were  extant  still  some  page 

Of  his  great  predecessor,  rat  who  belled 
The  cat  once,  and  would  never  deign  engage 

In  after-combat  with  mere  mice,  —  saved  from 

More  sonneteering,  —  Ren^  Gentilhomme. 


Paul's  story  furnished  forth  that  famous  play 
Of    Piion's    *' M^tromanie : '*  there    yoaH 
find 

He  's  Franoalen,  while  Demoiselle  Malcrais 
Is  Demoiselle  No-end-of-name»-behiml ! 

As  for  Voltaire,  he  's  Damis.    Good  and  gay 
The  plot  and  dialogue,  and  all  *8  designed 

To  spite  Voltaire:  at  *' Something*'  such  the 
laugh 

Of  simply  **  Nothing !  *'  (see  his  epitaph). 

CLII 

But  truth,  truth,  that 's  the  gold  !  and  all  the 
good 
I  find  in  fancy  is,  it  serves  to  set 
Gold's  inmost  glint  free,  gold  which  oomes  up 
rude 
And  rayless  from  the  mine.     All  fame  and 
fret 
Of  artistry  beyond  tiiis  pmnt  pursued 

Brings  out  another  sort  of  burnish  :  yet 
Always  the  ingot  has  its  very  own 
Value,  a  sparkle  struck  from  truth  alone. 

CLIII 

Now,  take  this  sparkle  and  the  other  s|nrt 
Of  fitful  flame,  —  twin  births  of  our  gnj 
brand 

That 's  sinking  fast  to  ashes !    I  assert. 
As  sparkles  want  but  fuel  to  expand 

Into  a  conflagration  no  mere  squirt 
Will  quench  too  quickly,  so  might  CroifliA 
strand. 

Had  Fortune  pleased  posterity  to  chowse. 

Boast  of  her  brace  or  beacons  luminous. 

CLIV 

Did  earlier  Agamemnons  lack  their  bard  ? 
But  later  \MTda  lacked  Ajp^amemnon  too  ! 
How  often  frustrate  they  of  fame's  award 
Just  because  Fortune,  as  she  listed,  blew 
Some  slight  bark's  sails  to  bellying,  muanled 
ana  marred 
And  forced   to  put  about    the    First-iate! 
True, 
Such  tacks  bat  for  a  time:  still  —  small-eraft 

ride 
At  anchor,  rot  while  Beddoes  breasts  the  tide  1 

CLV 

Dear,  shall  I  tell  you  ?    There  's  a  simple  test 
Would  serve,  when  people  take  on  them  to 
weigh 
The  worth  of  poets.    *^  Wlio  was  better,  best. 
This,  that,  the  other  bard  ?  "     (Bards  none 
gainsay 
As  good,  observe  I  no  matter  for  the  rest.) 

'^  Wliat  quality  preponderating  may 
Turn  the  scale  as  it  trembles?"     End  the 

strife 
By  asking  *^  Which  one  led  a  happy  life  f  ^ 

CLVI 

If  one  did.  over  his  antagonist 
That  yelled  or  shrieked  or  sobbed  or  wept  or 
wailed 
Or  simply  had  the  dumps, — diq>ute  who  listi  -^ 


THE   TWO   POETS   OF   CROISIC 


873 


I  count  him  victor.    Where  his  fellow  failed, 
Mastered  by  his  own  means  of  might,  —  aoquiBt 

Of  necessary  sorrows,  —  he  prevailed, 
A  strone  since  joj'f ul  man  who  stood  distinct 
Above  uave-sorrows  to  his  chaiiot  linked. 

CLVII 

Was  not  his  lot  to  feel  more?    What  meant 
**feel" 
Unless    to    suffer !     Not,    to    see     more  ? 
Sight  — 
What  helped  it  hut  to  watch  the  dranken  reel 
Of  vice  and  folly  round  him,  left  and  right, 
One  dsmoe  of  rogues  and  idiots  !    Not,  to  deal 
More  with  things  lovely  ?    What  provoked 
the  spite 
Of  filth  incarnate,  like  the  i>oet*s  need 
Of  other  nutriment  than  strife  and  greed  I 

CLVIII 

Who  knows  most,  doubts  most;  entertaining 
hope. 
Means  recognizing  fear ;  the  keener  sense 
Of  all  comprised  withm  our  actual  scope 

Recoils  from  aught  beyond  earth^s  dim  and 
dense. 
Who,  grown  familiar  with  the  sky,  will  grope 
Henceforward  amoi^  gronndlings  ?    That  *8 
offence 
Just  as  indubitably :  stars  abound 
Overhead,  but  then  —  what  flowers,  make  glad 
the  ground ! 

CLIX 

So.  force  is  sorrow,  and  each  sorrow,  force  : 
What  then  ?  since  Swiftness  gives  the  char- 
ioteer 
The  pabu,  his  hope  be  in  the  vivid  horse 

Whose  neck  God  clothed  with  thunder,  not 
the  steer 
Sluggish  and  safe !    Yoke  Hatred,  Crime,  Re- 
morse, 
Despiir  :   but  ever  *mid  the  whirling  fear, 
Let,  through  the  tumult,  break  Uie  poet^s  face 
Radiant,  assured  his  wild  slaves  win  the  race  I 

CLX 

Therefore  I  say  ...  no,  shall    not  say,  but 

think. 
And  save  my  breath    for  better   purpose. 

White 
From  fCfav  our  log  has  burned  to:  just  one 

That  quivers,  loth  to  leave  it,  as  a  sprite 
The  outworn  bodv.    Ere  your  eyelids  wink 

Punish  who  sealed  so  deep  into  the  night 
Your  mouth  up,  for  two  i>oet8  dead  so  long,  — 
Here    pleads   a   live    pretender :    right     your 
wrong! 


What  a  pretty  tale  you  told  me 

Once  upon  a  time 
—  Said  ^ou  found  it  somewhere  (scold  me  !) 

Was  it  prose  or  was  it  rhyme,  ^ 
Greek  or  Latin  ?    Greek,  you  said, 
While  your  shoulder  propped  my  head. 


Anyhow  there 's  no  forgetting 

This  much  if  no  more, 
That  a  poet  (pray,  no  petting  !) 

Yes,  a  bard,  sir,  famed  of  yore. 
Went  where  suchlike  used  to  go. 
Singing  for  a  prize,  you  know. 

Well,  he  had  to  sing,  nor  merely 

Sing  but  play  the  lyre  ; 
Playing  was  imi)ortant  clearly 

Quite  as  singing :  I  desire. 
Sir,  you  keep  the  fact  in  mind 
For  a  purpose  that 's  behind. 

There  stood  he,  while  deep  attention 
Held  the  judges  round, 

—  Judges  able,  I  should  mention, 
To  detect  the  sli^^htest  sound 

Sung  or  ^laved  amiss :  such  ears 
Had  old  judges,  it  appears  ! 

None  the  less  he  sang  out  boldly, 

Plaved  in  time  and  tune. 
Till  the  judges,  weighing  coldly 

Each  note's  wortli,  seemed,  late  or  soon, 
Sure  to  smile  **  In  vain  one  tries 
Picking  faults  oat :  take  the  prize !  " 

When,  a  mischief  I    Were  they  seven 

Strings  the  lyre  possessed  ? 
Oh,  and  afterwards  eleven. 

Thank  you !    Well,  sir,  —  who  had  guessed 
Such  ill  luck  in  store  ?  —  it  happed 
One  of  those  same  seven  strings  snapped. 

All  was  lost,  then  !    No !  a  cricket 
(What  **  cicada  "  ?    Pooh!) 

—  Some  mad  thing  that  left  its  thicket 
For  mere  love  of  music  —  flew 

With  its  little  heart  on  fire. 
Lighted  on  the  crippled  lyre* 

So  that  when  (Ah,  joy  I)  our  singer 

For  his  truant  stnng 
Feels  with  disconcerted  finger,  ^ 

What  does  cricket  else  but  fling 
Fiery  heart  forth,  sound  the  note 
Wanted  by  the  throbbing  throat  f 

Ay  and,  ever  to  the  ending. 

Cricket  chirps  at  need, 
Executes  the  hand's  intending. 

Promptly,  i)erf ectly,  —  indeed 
Saves  the  singer  from  defeat 
With  her  chirrup  low  and  sweet. 

Till,  at  ending,  all  the  judges 

Cry  with  one  assent^ 
"  Take  the  prize  —  a  prize  who  grudges 

Such  a  voice  and  instrument  ? 
Why,  we  took  your  lyre  for  harp, 
So  it  thrilled  us  forth  F  sharp  !  ^ 

Did  the  conqueror  spurn  the  creature. 

Once  its  service  done  ? 
That 's  no  sudi  micommon  feature 

In  the  case  when  Music^s  son 
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FindB  his  Lotte's  power  too  spent 
For  aiding  soul-development. 

No !    This  other,  on  returning 

Homeward,  prixe  in  hand. 
Satisfied  his  bosom's  yearning : 

(8ir,  I  hope  yon  understand  I) 
—  iSaid  ""  Some  record  there  must  be 
Of  this  cricket's  help  to  me ! '' 

So,  he  made  himself  a  statue : 

Marble  stood,  life-size ; 
On  the  lyre,  he  pointed  at  you. 

Perched  his  partner  in  the  prize  ; 
Neyer  more  apart  you  found 
Her,  he  throned,  from  him,  she  crowned. 

That 's  the  tale :  its  application  ? 

Somebody  I  know 
Hopes  one  day  for  reputation 

Tlirough  his  poetry  that 's  —  Oh, 
All  so  learned  and  so  wise 
And  deserving  of  a  prize ! 

If  he  gains  one,  will  sonie  ticket. 

When  his  statue  's  built, 
Tell  the  gazer  ^'  'T  was  a  cricket 

Helped  my  crippled  lyre,  whose  lilt 
Sweet  and  low,  when  strength  usurped 
Softness'  place  i'  the  scale,  she  chirped? 

For  as  Tictory  was  nighest. 

While  I  sang  and  played,  — 
With  my  l^re  at  lowest,  highest, 

Right  alike,  —  one  string  that  made 
*  Love  *  sound  soft  was  snapt  in  twain, 
Never  to  be  heard  again,  — 


*"  Had  not  a  kind  cricket  fluttered, 

Perched  upon  the  place 
Vacant  left,  and  duly  uttered 

*  Love,  Love,  Love,'  whene'er  the  bass 
Asked  the  treble  to  atone 
For  its  somewhat  sombre  drone." 

But  you  don't  know  music  I    Wherefofe 
Keep  on  casting  pearls 


4( 


ti 


To  a  ~  poet?    All  I  care  for 

Is  —  to  tell  him  that  a  girl's 
Love  "  comes  aptly  in  when  gruff 
Grows  his  singing.    (There,  enough !) 


OH   LOVE  I  LOVE 

Translation  of  a  lyric  in  the  Hyppoiytus  of 
Enripidee,  and  printed  by  J.  P.  Mahaffy  in  his 
Euripides,  lti79.  Mr.  Mahaffy  writes  :  *'  Jir. 
Browning  has  honored  me  with  the  foUovisg 
translation  of  these  stanzas,  so  that  the  gemenl 
reader  may  not  miss  the  meaning  or  the  spnit 
of  the  ode.  The  English  metre,  though  not  a 
strict  reproduction,  gives  an  excellent  idea  of 
the  original." 


Oh  Love  !    Love,  thou  that  from  the  eyes  dif- 

fnsest 
Yearning,  and  on  the  soul  sweet  gfaee  indv- 

cest  — 
Souls  against  whom  thy  hostile  march  is  nmde  — 
Never  to  me  be  manifest  in  ire. 
Nor,  out  of  time  and  tune,  my  peace  invrnde  Z 
Since  neither  from  the  fire  — 
No,  nor  from  the  stars — is  laanehed  »  bolt 

more  mighty 
Than  that  of  Aphrodite 
Hurled  from  the  hands  of  Love,  the  boy  with 

Zeus  for  sire. 

II 

Idly,  how  idly,  bjy  the  Alpheian  river 

And  in  die  Pythian  shiinee  of  Phcebns.  quiver 

Blood-offeringB  from  the  bull,  which  Hellas 

heaps  : 
While  Love  we  wonhip  not  —  the  Lord  of  men  t 
Worship  not  him,  the  verj'  key  who  keeps 
Of  Aphrodite,  when 

She  closes  up  her  dearest  chambeivportals  : 
—  Love,  when  he  comes  to  noortals. 
Wide-wasting,  through  those  deeps  of  woes  be- 
yond the  deep! 


MARTIN   RELPH 


875 


DRAMATIC   IDYLS 


FIRST   SERIES 


The  Dramatic  IdyU^  a  g^up  of  poems  whioh 
indicated  a  return  to  Browning^s  earlier  mann^rf 
furnished  tlie  title  for  two  suooeasive  Tolumee, 
the  first  series  published  in  lb79,  the  second  the 
year  following.  The  poems  in  the  first  aeries 
were  composed  while  Browning  and  his  sister 

MARTIN    RELPH 

My  grandfather  says  he  remembers  he  saw^  when 

a  younqster  long  ago^ 
On  a  bright  May  day,  a  strange  old  man,  with  a 

beard  as  white  as  snow. 
Stand  on  the  hill  outside  our  town  like  a  monu- 

ment  qf  woe. 
And,  striking  his  bare  bald  head  the  while^  sob  out 

the  reason  —  so  ! 

If  I  last  as  long  as  Methuselah  I  shall  never  for- 
give myself: 

Bui  —  God^  forgive  me,  that  I  pray,  unhappy 
Martin  Relph, 

As  coward,  coward  1  call  him  —  him,  yes,  him  I 
Away  from  me ! 

Get  you  behind  the  man  I  am  now,  you  man 
that  I  used  to  be  I 

What  can  have  sewed  my  mouth  up,  set  me 

arstare,  sU  eyes,  no  ton^e  ? 
People  have  urged,  '*  You  visit  a  scare  too  hard 

on  a  lad  so  young  I 
You  were  taken  aback,  poor  bo^,^^  they  urge, 

*^  no  time  to  regain  your  wits : 
Besides  it  had  maybe  cost  your  life."  Ay,  there 

is  the  cap  which  fits  I 

So,  cap  me,  the  coward,  —  thus !    No  fear  I    A 

cuff  on  the  brow  does  good : 
The  feel  of  it  hinders  a  worm  inside  which  bores 

at  the  brain  for  food. 
See  now,  there  certainlv  seenui  excuse:  for  a 

moment,  I  trust,  dear  friends, 
The  fault  was  but  folly,  no  fault  of  mine,  or  if 

mine,  I  have  maae  anieuds  1 

For,  every  day  that  is  first  of  May,  on  the  hill* 
^  top,  here  stand  I,  ^ 

Martin  Relph,  and  I  strike  my  brow,  and  pub- 
lish the  reason  why, 

When  there  gathers  a  crowd  to  mock  the  fool. 
No  fool,  friends,  since  the  bite 

Of  a  worm  inside  is  worse  to  bear :  pray  God  I 
have  balked  him  quite  I 

I  ^11  tell  you.  Certainly  much  excuse  I  It  came 
of  the  way  they  cooped 

Us  peasantry  up  in  a  ring  just  here,  close  hud- 
dling because  tisrht-hoopf^d 

By  the  red-coats  round  us  villagers  all:  they 
meant  we  should  see  the  sight 


were  sojourning  in  a  mountain  hotel  near  the 
summit  of  the  Spliigen  Pass  in  the  summer  of 
1878.  So  stimulated  was  Browning  by  the  luonn- 
tain  air  that  he  composed  with  extraordinary 
rapidity,  even  for  him,  bringing  down  upon  him* 
self  his  sister^s  detenuiued  caution. 

And  take  the  example, — see,  not  speak,  for 
speech  was  the  Captaiu^s  right. 

*^  You  clowns  on  tlie  slope,  beware  I  '*  cried  he : 
**  This  woman  about  to  die 

GKves  by  her  fate  fair  warning  to  such  acquaint- 
ance as  play  the  spy. 

Henceforth  who  meddle  with  matters  of  state 
above  them  perhaps  will  learn 

That  peasants  should  stick  to  their  plough- 
tail,  leave  to  the  King  the  King's  con- 
cern. 

*'  Here  *b  a  qnjmrel  that  sets  the  land  on  fire,  be- 
tween King  George  and  his  foes : 

What  call  has  a  man  of  your  kind  —  much  less, 
a  woman  —  to  interpose  ? 

Yet  you  needs  must  be  meddling,  folk  like  you, 
not  foes  —  so  much  the  worse  ! 

The  many  and  luyal  should  keep  themselves 
unmixed  with  the  few  perverse. 

^*  Is  the  counsel  hard  to  follow  ?    I  gave  it  yon 

plainly  a  month  ago. 
And  where  was  the  gixxl?    The  rebels  have 

learned  jiist  all  Uiat  the^  need  to  know. 
Not  a  month  since  in  we  quietly  marched:  a 

week,  and  they  had  the  news. 
From  a  list  complete  of  our  rank  and  file  to  a 

note  of  our  caps  and  shoes. 

'*  All  about  all  we  did  and  all  we  were  doing 

and  like  to  do ! 
Only,  I  catch  a  letter  by  luck,  and  capture  who 

wrote  it,  too. 
Some  of  you  men  look  black  enough,  but  the 

milk-white  face  denirr^ 
Betokens  the  finger  foul  with  ink  :  't  is  a  woman 

who  writes,  be  sure  ! 

"  Is  it  *  Dearie,  how  much  I  misR  your  mouth  I 

—  good  natural  stuff,  she  pens  ? 
Some  si)rinkle  of  that,  for  a  blind,  of  course : 

with  talk  about  cocks  and  hens. 
How  '  robin  has  built  on  the  apple-tree,  and  our 

creeper  which  came  to  grief 
Through  the  frost,  we  feared,  is  twining  afresh 

round  casement  in  famous  leaf  .^ 

**  But  all  for  a  blind !  She  soon  glides  frank 
into  '  H(M*rid  the  place  is  grown 

With  Officers  here  and  Privates  there,  no  nook 
we  may  call  our  own : 
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And  Fanner  Giles  has  a  tribe  to  house,  and 

lodging  will  be  to  seek 
For  the  second  Corapanv  sure  to  oome  ft  is 

whispered)  on  Monday  week.' 

"  And  so  to  the  end  of  the  chapter  I    There  I 

The  murder,  you  see,  was  out : 
Easy  to  g^iess  how  the  change  of  mind  in  the 

rebels  was  brought  about  I 
•Safe  in  the  trap  would  they  now  lie  snug,  had 

treachery  made  no  sign : 
But  treachery  meets  a  just  reward,  no  matter 

if  fools  malign  1 

"  That  traitors  had  played  us  false,  was  proyed 

—  sent  news  which  fell  so  pat : 
And  the  murder  was  out  —  this  letter  of  love, 

the  sender  of  this  sent  that ! 
'Tis  an  ugly  job,   though,  all  the  same  — a 

hateful,  to  haye  to  deal 
With  a  case   of  the  kind,  when  a  woman  's 

in   fault:   we    soldiers   need   nerves   of 

steel  I 

**  So,  I  gave  her  a  chance,  despatched  post-haate 

a  message  to  Vincent  Parkes 
Whom  she  wrote  to  ;  easy  to  find  he  was,  since 

one  of  the  King's  own  clerks. 
Ay,  keut  by  the  King's  own  gold  in  the  town 

close  by  where  the  rebels  camp : 
A  sort  of  a  lawyer,  just  the  man  to  betray  our 

sort — the  scamp  ! 

"  *  If  her  writing  is  siniple  and  honest  and  only 

the  lover^like  stun  it  looks. 
And  if  you  yourself  are  a  loyalist,  nor  down  in 

the  rebels'  books, 
Come  quick,'  said  I,  *  and  in  person  prove  you 

are  each  of  you  clear  of  crime, 
Or  martial  law  must  take  its  course :  this  day 

next  week  's  the  time  I ' 

**  Next  week  is  now :  does  he  come  ?    Not  he ! 

Clean  gone,  our  clerk,  in  a  trice  t 
He  has  left  his  sweetheart  here  in  the  lurch  : 

no  need  of  a  warning  twice  ! 
His  own  neck  free,  but  his  partner's  fast  in  the 

noose  still,  here  she  stands 
To  pay  for  her  fault.    'T  is  an  ugly  job :  but 

soldiers  obey  commands. 

*^  And  hearken  wherefore  I  make  a  speech  I 

Should  any  acquaintance  share 
The  folly  that  led  to  the  fault  that  is  now  to  be 

punished,  let  fools  beware  ! 
Look  black,  if   you  please,   but  keep  hands 

white  :  and,  above  all  else,  keep  wives  — 
Or  sweethearts  or  what  they  may   oe  —  from 

ink  !    Not  a  word  now,  on  your  lives  !  " 

Black  ?  but  the  Pit's  own  pitch  was  white  to 
the  Captain's  face  —  the  brute 

With  the  bloated  cheeks  and  the  bulgy  nose 
and  the  bloodshot  eyes  to  suit ! 

He  was  muddled  with  wine,  they  say:  more 
like,  he  was  out  of  his  wits  with  fear ; 


He  had  but  a  handful  of  men,  that  *•  trae, — a 
riot  might  cost  him  dear. 

And  all  that  time  stood  Rosamund  Vage,  with 

pinioned  arms  and  face 
Banda«ed  about,  on  the  turf  marked  out  for 

the  party's  firing^place. 
I  hope  she  was  wholly  with  Qod :  I  hope  't  vas 

his  angel  stretched  a  lumd 
To  steady^  her  so,  like  the  ^ape  of  stone  yos 

see  in  our  chnreh-fiasle  stuid. 

I  hope  there  was  no  vain  fancy  pierced  the 
bandage  to  vex  her  eyes. 

No  face  within  which  ^e  mused  without,  do 
questions  and  no  replies  — 

"Why  did  you  leave  me  to  die?"  — "Be- 
cause" .  .  .  Oh,  fiends,  too  soon  yos 
grin 

At  merely  a  moment  of  hell,  like  that  —  sn^ 
heaven  as  hell  ended  in  I 

Let  mine  end  too  I    He  gave  the  word,  up  went 

the  guns  in  a  line. 
Those  heaped  on  the  hill  were  blind  aa  dnmb. 

—  for,  of  all  eyes,  only  mine 
Looked  over  the  heads  of  the  foremost  rank. 

Some  fell  on  their  knees  in  prayer. 
Some  sank  to  the  earth,  but  all  shut  eyes,  widt 

a  sole  exception  there. 

That  was  myself,  who  had  stolen  up  last,  had 

sidled  behind  the  RTOup : 
I  am  highest  of  all  on  the  hill-top,  there  stand 

fixed  while  the  others  stoop ! 
From  head  to  foot  in  a  serpent's  twine  am  I 

tightened  :  /  touch  ground  ? 
No  more  than  a  gibbet's  rigid  corpse  which  tlie 

fetters  rust  around ! 

Can  I  speak,  can  I  breathe,  can  I  bust  —  aiiskt 

else  but  see,  see,  only  see  ? 
And  see  I  do  — for  there  comes  in  sight — a 

man,  it  sure  must  be !  — 
Who  staggeringly,  stumblingly  rises,  falls,  risea, 

at  random  flings  his  weight 
On  and  on,  uiyhow  onward  —  a  man  that  s 

mad  he  arrives  too  late  ! 

£3se  why  does  he  wave  a  something  white  hi^ 

flourished  above  his  head  ? 
Why  does  not  he  call,  cry,  —  curse  the  fool  I — 

why  throw  up  his  arms  instead  ? 
O  take  this  fist  in  your  own  face,  fool !    Why 

does  not  yourself  shout  "  SStay  ! 
Here 's  a  man  oomes  nisliiug.  might  and  naia, 

with  something  he  's  mad  to  say  "  ? 

And  a  minute,  only  a  moment,  to  have  heU-fire 

boil  up  in  your  brain, 
And  ere  you  can  judge  things  right,  choose 

heaven,  —  time  's  over,  repentance  vain ! 
Tliey  level :  a  volley,  n  smoke  and  the  clearii^ 

of  smoke :  I  see  no  more 
Of  the  man  smoke  hid,  nor  his  frantic  arms,  no 

the  something  white  he  bore. 
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Bmt  fltretolisd  on  the  field,  aome 

is  an  object.    Smeiv  dnmb. 
Deaf,  blind  were  we  strocuc,  that  nobody  heard, 

not  one  of  ns  saw  hini  eome ! 
Uaa  he  fainted  throuffh  fright  ?     One  may  well 

believe  I    What  is  it  he  holds  so  fast  ? 
Tarn  him  over,  examine  the  faoe  !    Heyday  I 

What,  Vincent  Parkes  at  last  ? 

Dead !  dead  as  she,  by  the  selfsame  shot :  one 

ballet  has  eaded  both^ 
Her  in  the  body  and  hira  111  the  sonL    They 

laugh  at  our  plighted  troth. 
*^Till  death  us  do  part?''    TUl  deaih  as  do 

join  past  parting  —  that  sounds  like 
fietrothal  indeed  1     0  Vincent  Parkes,  what 

need  has  my  fist  to  strike  ? 

I  helped  you:  thus  were  yoa  dead  and  wed: 

one  bonad,  and  jrour  soul  reached  hen  I 
There  isdenchea  in  your  hand  the  thing,  signed, 

sealed,  the  j>aper  which  plain  avers 
She  is  innocent,  mnocent,  plain  as  print,  with 

the  King's  Amu  broad  engraved : 
Xo  one  can  hear,  but  if  any  one  high  on  the  hill 

can  see,  she  's  saved  I 

And  torn  his  garb  and  bloody  his  lips  with 

heart-break  —  plun  it  grew 
How  the  week's  delay  had  been  brought  about : 

each  gneas  at  the  end  proved  true. 
It  was  hard  to  f^t  at  the  folk  in  power :  such 

waste  of  time  1  and  then 
Such  pleading  and  praying,  with,  all  the  while, 

lus  lamb  in  tne  lions*  den  ! 

And  at  length  when  he  wrung  their  pardon  out, 

no  end  to  the  stupid  forms  — 
The  license  and  leave:  I  make  no  doubt  — 

what  wonder  if  passion  warms 
The  pidse  in  a  man  if  vpu  play  with  his  heart  ? 

—  he  was  something  hasty  in  speech ; 
Anyhow,  none  would  quicken    the  work:  ha 

had  to  beseech,  beseech  1 

And  the  thing  once  signed,  sealed,  safe  in  his 

grasp,  —  what  followed  but  fresh  delays  ? 
For  the  floods  were  out,  he  was  foraed  to  take 

such  a  roundabout  of  ways  I 
And  't  was  **  Halt  there  !  "  at  every  turn  of 

the  road,  since  he  had  to  cross  the  thick 
Of  the  red-eoats :  what  did  they  care  for  him 

and  his  '*  Quick,  for  God's  sake,  quick  !  " 

Horse  ?  but  he  had  one :  had  it  how  long  ?  till 

the  first  knave  smirked  "'  You  brag 
Yourself  a  friend  of  the  King's  ?  then  lend  to  a 

King's  friend  here  yonr  nag  I " 
Money   to  buy  another  ?    Why,  piece  by  piece 

they^  plundered  him  still. 
With   their  **  Wait   you  must, — no  help:  if 

aught  can  help  you,  a  guinea  will  I  " 

And  a  borough  there  was  —  I  forget  the  name 

—  whose  Mayor  must  have  the  bench 
Of  Justices   ranged    to   clear   a    dnubt :    for 

"  Vincent,"  tiiinks  he,  soonds  Fi^nch  I 
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It  well  may  have  driven  him  daft,  God  know*  1 

all  man  can  certainly  know 
Is  —  raahing  and  falling  and  rising,  at  last  he 

arrived  in  a  horror  —  so  1 

When  a  word,  cty,  gasp,  would  have  rescued 

both  I    Ay,  bite  me  I    The  worm  begins 

At  his  work  once  more.    Had  oowardioe  proved 

—  that  only  —  mv  sin  of  sins  1 
Friends,  look  you  here  I    bnppoee  .  .  .  suppose 

.  .  .  But  mad  I  am,  needs  miut  be  .r 
Judas  the  Damned  would  never  have  dared 
such  a  sin  as  I  dream  I    For,  see  I 

Suppose  I  had  sneakingly  loved  her  myself,  my 

wretched  self,  and  dreamed 
In  the  heart  of  me  '*  She  were  better  dead  than 

happy  and  his ! "  —  while  gleamed 
A  light  from  hell  as  I  spied  the  pair  in  a  per- 

fectest  embrace. 
He  the  savior  and  she  the  saved,  —  bliss  bom 

of  the  very  murdert>laoe  1 

No  I  Sav  I  was  scared,  friends  I  Call  ine  fool 
ana  coward,  but  notliing  wocse  I 

Jeer  at  the  fool  and  gibe  at  the  coward  !  'T  was 
ever  the  ooward's  curse 

Hat  fear  breeds  fancies  in  such:  snch  take 
their  shadow  for  substance  still, 

—  A  fiend  at  their  back.    I  liked  poor  Parkes, 

—  loved  Vincent,  if  you  will  I 

And  her  —  why,  I  said  **  Good  monrow  "  to  her, 

*|  Good  even,"  and  nothing  more : 
The  neighboilv  way !    She  was  just  to  me  as 

fifty  had  been  before. 
So,  cowaid  it  is  and  coward  shall  he !    There 's 

a  friend,  now  !    Hianks  I    A  drink 
Of  water  I  wanted  :  and  now  I  can  walk,  get 

home  by  myself,  I  think. 
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First  I  salute  this  soil  of  the  blessed,  river  and 

rook  I 
Gods  of  niv  birthplace,  dAmons  and  heroes, 

honor  to  all  ! 
Then  I  name  thee,  chum  thee  for  our  patron, 

co-equal  in  praise 
—  Ay,  with   Zens  the   Defender,  with  Her  of 

the  ffigis  and  spear  I 
Also,  ye  of  the  bow  and  the  buskin,  praised  be 

your  peer. 
Now,  henceforth    and   forever,  —  O  latest  to 

whom  I  upraise 
Hand  and  heart  and  voice  I    For  Athens,  leave 

pasture  and  flock ! 
Present  to  help,  i>otent  to  save,  Pan  -^  patron 

Icalll 

Archons  of  Athens,  topped  by  the  tettix,  see,  I 

return  I 
See,  't  is  myself  here  standing  aUve,  no  spectre 

thatapeidDB-I 
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Crowned  with  the  myrtle,  did  you  oomroand 

me.  Athens  and  yon, 
**  Run.  Pneidippides,  ran  and  raoe,  reach  Sparta 

tor  aid ! 
Persia  has  come,  we  are  here,  wliere  is  She  ?  " 

Your  command  I  obeyed. 
Ran  and  raced :  like  stubble,  some  field  which 

a  fire  runs  through, 
Was  the  space   between  citrjr  and   city :   two 

days,  two  nights  did  I  bum 
Over  the  hills,  under  the  dales,  down  pits  and 

up  peaks. 

Into  their  midst  I  broke :  breath  ser>'ed  but  for 

*"  Persia  has  come  I 
Persia  bids  Athens  proffer  slaves '-tribute,  water 

and  earth ; 
Razed  to  tlie  n^ound  is  Eretria — but  Athens, 

shall  Athens  sink. 
Drop  into  dust  and  die  —  the  flower  of  Hellas 

utterly  die. 
Die,  with  the  wide  world  spitting  at  Sparta, 

the  stupid,  the  stander-by  ? 
Answer  me  quick,   what  help,  what  hand  do 

yon  stretch  o'er  destruction's  brink  ? 
How,  —  when  ?    No    care    for    my  limbs !  — 

there 's  lightning  in  all  and  some  — 
Fresh  and  fit  jrour  message   to  bear,  once  lips 

give  it  birth !  " 

O  my  Athens  —  Sparta  love  thee  ?    Did  Sparta 

respond  ? 
Every  face  of  her  leered  in  a  furrow  of  envy, 

mistrust. 
Malice,  —  each  eye  of  her  gave  me  its  glitter 


of  gratified  hate ! 
ily  they 


Gravely  they  turned  to  take  counsel,  to  cast  for 

excuses.     I  stood 
Quivering,  —  the  limbs  of  me  fretting  as  fire 

frets,  an  inch  from  dry  wood : 
**  Persia  has  come.  Athens  asks  aid,  and  still 

they  debate  ? 
Thunder,  thou  Zeus !    Athene,  are  Spartans  a 

qnarrv  beyond 
Swing  of  thv  spear?    Phoibos  and  Artemis, 

clang  them  *'  Ye  must ' !  " 

No  bolt  launched  from  Olumpos!  Lo,  their 
answer  at  last  I 

"  Has  Persia  come,  —  does  Athens  ask  aid,  — 
^  may  Sparta  behiend  ? 

Nowise  precipitate  judgment  —  too  weighty 
the  issue  at  stake  ! 

Count  we  no  time  lost  time  which  lags  through 
respect  to  the  gods  I 

Ponder  that  precept  of  old,  *  No  warfare,  what- 
ever the  odds 

In  your  favor,  so  long  as  the  moon,  half-orbed, 
is  unable  tjo  take 

Full-circle  her  state  in  the  sky  I '  Already  she 
rounds  to  it  fast : 

Athens  must  wait,  patient  as  we  —  who  judg- 
ment suspend." 

Athens,  —  except  for  that  sparkle,  —  thy  name, 

I  had  mouldered  to  ash  I 
That  sent  a  blaze  through  my  blood;  off,  off 

and  away  was  I  back, 


—  Not  one  word  to  waste,  one  look  to  kiK  m 

the  false  and  the  vile ! 
Yet"0  gods  of  mv  land!"    I  cried,  as  saeb 

hillock  and  plain, 
Wood  and  stream,  I  knew,  I  named,  rodiias 

past  them  a^ain, 
"  Have  ye  kept  faith,  proved  mindful  of  boocgs 

we  paid  von  erewhile  ? 
Vain  was  the  filleted  victim,  the  fulsome  libs* 

tion !    Too  rash 
Love  in  its  choice,  pud  you  so  lai^ely  semoA 

so  slack ! 

**  Oak  and  olive  and  bay,  —  I  bid  yon  oeaie  to 

enwreathe 
Brows  made  bold  by  your  leaf !     Fade  at  tk 

Persian's  foot. 
You  that,  our  patrons  were  pledged,  should 

never  adorn  a  slave ! 
Rather  I  hail  thee,  Pames,  —  trost  to  thy  viU 

waste  tract ! 
Treeless,  herbless,  lifeless   mountain  !    What 

matter  if  slacked 
My  speed  nuiy  hardly  be,  for  honodige  to  oaf 

and  to  cave 
No  deity  deigns  to  drape  with  Terdnre  ?  it 

least  I  can  breathe. 
Fear  in  thee  no  frand  from  the  blind,  no  lie 

from  the  mute  I " 

Such  mv  cry  as,  rapid,  I   ran  over  Pames' 

rioge; 
Gully  and  gap  I  clambered  and  cleared  till 

sudden,  a  bar 
Jutted,  a  stoppage  of  stone  against  me,  Wotk- 

ing  the  way. 
Right !  for  I  minded  tlie  hoUow  to  travene, 

the  fissure  across : 
"  Where    I  could  enter,  there  I  depart  hfl 

Night  in  the  fosse  ? 
Out  of  the  dav  dive,  into  the  day  as  bravely 

arise  I    No  bridge 
Better !  "  — when  —  ha !  what  was  it  Icameoa. 

of  wonders  that  toe  ? 

There,  in  tlie  cool  of  a  cleft,  sat  he  — maj 

Pan  I 
Ivy  drooped    wanton,    kissed   his  head,  mos 

cushioned  his  hoof : 
All  the  great  god  was  good  in  the  eyes  grave- 
kindly  —  the  curl 
Carved  on  the  bearded  cheek,  amused  at  a 

mortal's  awe. 
As,  under  the  human  trunk,  the  goat-thighs 

grand  I  saw. 
''  Halt,  Pheidippides  ! "  —  halt  I  did,  my  bnia 

of  a  whirl : 
"  Hither  to  me !    Wliy  pale  in  my  presence  f  ^' 

he  gracious  began : 
**  How  is  it,  —  Athens,  only  in  Hellas,  holds  Dd 

aloof? 

**  Athens,  she  only,  rears  me  no  fane,  maks 

me  no  feast  I 
Wherefore  ?    Than  I  what  godship  to  Atbos 

more  helpful  of  old  ? 
Ay,  and  still,  and    forever  her  friend !    Test 

Pan,  trust  me  ! 
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Gro,  bid  Athens  take  heart,  laugh  Persia  to 

scorn,  have  faith 
In  the  temples  and  tombs  I    60,  say  to  Athens, 

'  The  Goat-God  saith  : 
When  Persia  —  so  maoh  as  strews  not  the  soil 

—  is  oast  in  the  sea, 
Then  praise  Pan  who  fought  in  the  ranks  with 

vour  most  and  least. 
6oat-tni|irh  to  greaved-thigh,  made  one  cause 

with  the  free  and  the  bold  V 


tt 


Say  Pan  saith :  *  Let  this,  foreshowing  the 

place,  be  the  pledge  1 '  ^' 
(Chiy,  the  liberal  hand  held  out  this  herbage  I 

bear 
—  Fennel  —  I  grasped  it  a-tremble  with  dew  — 

whatever  it  Joode) 
"  While,  as  for  thee  "...    But  enough !    He 

was  gone.    If  I  ran  hitherto  — 
Be  sure  that,  the  rest  of  my  journey,  I  ran  no 

loi^TBr,  but  ilew. 
Pames  to  Athens  —  earth  no  more,  the  air  was 

my  road  : 
Here  am  I  back.    Pftiise  Pan,  we  stand  no 

more  on  the  razor*s  edge  ! 
Pan  for  Athens,  Pan  for  me  I    I  too  have  a 

guerdon  rare ! 


Then  spoke  Miltiades.     **"  And  tliee,  beet  run- 
ner of  Greece, 
Whose  limbs  did  duty  indeed,  —  what  gift  is 

promised  thyself? 
Tell  it  us  straightway,  —  Athens  the  mother 

demands  of  her  son  1 " 
Rosily   blushed  the  youth  :  he  paused :  but, 

lifting  at  length 
His  eyes  from  the  ground,  it  seemed  as  he 

gathered  the  rest  of  his  strength 
Into  the  utterance  —  **  Pan  spoke  thus :  *  For 

what  thou  hast  done 
Count  on  a  worthy  reward!    Henceforth  be 

allowed  thee  release 
From  the  raoer^s   toil,  no  vulgar  reward   in 

praise  or  in  pelf ! ' 

"  I  am  bold  to  believe.  Pan  means  reward  the 

most  to  my  mind  I 
Fisrht  I  shall,  with  our  foremost,  whereyer  this 

fennel  may  ^row,  — 
Pound  —  Pan  helpmg  us  —  Persia  to  dust,  and, 

under  the  deep. 
Whelm   her    away   forever;    and   then,  —  no 

Athens  to  save,  — 
Marry  a  certain  maid,  I  know  keeps  faith  to 

the  brave,  — 
Hie  to  my  house  and  home :  and,  when  my 

children  shall  creep 
Close  to  my  knees,  —recount  how  the  God  was 

awful  yet  kind. 
Promised  their  sire  reward  to  the  full — re- 
warding him  —  so !  " 


UnforoBoeing  one  I  Tes,  he  fought  on  the  Mara- 
thon day: 

So,  when  Persia  was  dust,  all  cried  **  To  Akro- 
polisl 


Run,  Pheidippides,  one  race  more  I  the  meed  is 

th^  due ! 
*  Athens  is  saved,  thank  Pan,'  go  shout  I  *'    He 

flun^  down  his  shield. 
Ran  like  hre  once  more  :  and  the  space  'twixt 

the  Fennel-field 
And  Athens  was  stubble  again,  a  field  which  a 

fire  runs  through. 
Till  in  he  broke :       Rejoice,  we  conquer  !  *' 

Like  wine  through  ola^, 
Joy  in  his  blood  burstmg  his  heart,  he  died  — 

the  bliss! 

So,  to  this  day,  when  friend  meets  friend,  the 

word  of  salute 
Is  still  *|  Rejoice  !  '*  —  his  word  which  brought 

rejoicing  indeed. 
So  is  Pheidippides  happy  forever,  —  the  noble 

strong  man 
Who  could  race  like  a  god,  bear  the  face  of  a 

god,  whom  a  god  loved  so  well ; 
He  saw  the  land  saved  he  had  helpea  to  save, 

and  was  suffered  to  tell 
Such  tidings,  yet  never  decline,  but,  gloriously 

as  he  bejgran. 
So  to  end  gloriously  —  once  to  shout,  thereafter 

be  mute : 
^*  Athens  is  saved ! "  — Pheidippides  dies  in  the 

shout  for  his  meed. 
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Herb  is  a  thing  that  happened.    Like  wild 

beasts  whelped,  for  den, 
In  a  wild  part  of  North  England,  there  lived 

once  two  wild  men 
Inhabiting  one  homestead,  neither  a  hovel  nor 

hut. 
Time  out  of  mind  their  birthright :  father  and 

son,  these  —  but  — 
Such  a  son,  such  a  father  !    Most  wildness  by 

degrees 
Softens  away :  yet,  last  of  their  line,  the  wild* 

est  and  worst  were  these. 

Criminals,  then  ?  Why,  no  :  they  did  not  mur- 
der and  rob ; 

But,  give  them  a  word,  they  returned  a  blow  — 
old  Halbert  as  young  Hob  : 

Harsh  and  fierce  of  word,  rough  and  savage  of 
deed. 

Hated  or  feared  the  more  —  who  knows  ?  ~-  tho 
genuine  wild-beast  breed. 

Thus  were  they  found  by  the  few  sparse  folk  of 

the  countryside ; 
But  how  fared  each  with  other  ?    E^en  beasts 

couch,  hide  bv  hide. 
In  a  growling,  grudged  i^reement :  so,  father 

and  son  aye  curled 
The  closelier  up  in  their  den  because  the  last  of 

their  kind  in  the  world. 

Still,  beast  irks  beast  on  occasion.  One  Christ- 
mas night  of  snow. 

Came  father  and  son  to  words  — such  words  I 
more  cruel  because  the  blow 
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To  orown  each  word  was  wanting,  while  tsant 

matched  gibe,  and  curse 
Competed  with  oath  in  wager,  like  pastime  in 

hell,  —  nay,  worse : 
For  pastime  turned   to  earnest,  as  up  there 

sprang  at  last 
The  son  at  die  throat  of  the  father,  seiaed  him 

and  held  him  fast. 


It 


Out  of  this  house  you  go  ! "  (there  followed  a 

hideous  oath)  — 
^*This  oven  where  now  we  bake,  too  hot  to 

hold  us  both ! 
If  there  *s  snow  outside,  there  *8  coolness :  out 

with  yon.  bide  a  spell 
In  the  drift  ana  saye  the  sexton  the  charge  of  a 

parish  shell ! " 

Now,  the  old  trunk  was  tough,  was  solid  as 

stump  of  oak 
Untouched  at  the  core  by  a  dionsand  years: 

much  less  had  its  seventy  broke 
One  whiix^ord  nerve  in  the  mnsoly  mass  from 

neck  to  shoulder-blade 
Of  tlie  mountainous  man,  whereon  his  child's 

rash  hand  like  a  feather  weighed. 

Nevertheless  at  onoe  did  the  mammoth  shut  his 

eyes, 
Drop  chin  to  breast,  drop  hands  to  sides,  stand 

stiffened  —  arms  and  thighs 
All  of  a  piece  —  struck  mute,  much  as  a  sentry 

stands. 
Patient  to  take  the  enemy's  fire  :  his  captain  so 

commands. 

Whereat  the  son^s  wrath  flew  to  fury  at  such 
sheer  scorn 

Of  his^  punv  strength  by  the  giant  eld  thus  act- 
ing the  babe  new-bom  : 

And  "  Neither  will  this  turn  serve  ! "  yeUed  he. 
**  Out  with  you  I     Trundle,  log  I 

If  you  cannot  tramp  and  trudge  like  a  man,  try 
aU-foun  like  a  dog  I  '* 

Still  the  old  man  stood  mute.    So,  logwise,  — 

down  t^  floor 
Pulled  from  his  fireside  place,  dragged  on  from 

hearth  to  door,  — 
Was  he  pushed,  a  rery  log,  staircase  along, 

until 
A  certain  turn  in  the  steps  was  reached,  a  yard 

from  the  house-door^ill. 

Then  the  father  opened  eyes  —  each  spark  of 
their  rage  extinct,  — 

Temples,  late  black,  dead-blanched,  —  right- 
hand  with  left-hand  linked,  — 

He  faced  his  son  submissive  ;  when  slow  the 
accents  came. 

They  were  stranjj^ely  mild  though  his  son's  rash 
hand  on  his  neck  lay  all  tne  same. 

**  Hub,  on  just  such  a  night  of  a  Christmas  long 

ftROt 
For  such  a  cause,  with  such  a  gestnre,  did  I 
drag  —  so  — 


My  father  down  thus  far :  but,  softening  here, 

I  heard 
A  voice  in  my  heart,  and  stopped  :  yon  wail  iat 

an  outer  word, 

**  For  your  own  sake,  not  mine,  soften  yon  too! 

Untrod 
Leave  this  last  sten  we  reach,  nor  brave  the 

finger  of  God  I 
I  dared  not  pass  its  lifting:  I  did  well.    I  nor 

blame 
Nor  praise  you.    I  stopped  here  :  and.  Hob,  do 

you  tiie  same  I ' 

Straightway  the  son  relaxed  his   hold  of  the 

father's  throat. 
They  mounted,  side  by  side,  to  the  room  agaia: 

no  note 
Took  either  of  eaeh,  no  sign  made  eadi  to 

either:  last 
As  first,  in  absolute  silence,  their  Chnstmao- 

night  they  passed. 

At  dawn,  the  father  sate  on,  dead,  in  the  sotf- 

sarae  place. 
With  an  outburst  hlaokeniiig  still  the  old  bid 

fighting-face : 
But  the  son  crouched  all  a-tremble  like  anr 

lamb  new-yeaned. 

When  he  went  to  the  burial,  some  one's  staff  be 
borrowed,  —  tottered  and  leaned. 

But  his  lips  were  loose,  not  locked,  —  kept  rant- 
tenn^,  mumbling.    **  There  I 

At  his  cnrsmg  and  swearine !  '^  the  yonngsten 
cried:    but     the   elders     thought    '*Ib 


T» 


prayer. 

A  boy  threw  stones :  he  picked  them  up  tad 
stored  them  in  his  vest. 

So  tottered,  muttered,  mumbled   he,  till  he 

died,  perhaps  found  rest. 
"  Is  there  a  reason  in  nature  for  these  hard 

hearts  ?  "    O  Lear, 
That  a  reason  out  of  nature  must  turn  them 

soft,  seems  clear  I 


IVAn  IVANOVITCH 

**Thkt  tell  me,  your  carpenters,"  quoth  I  te 

my  friend  the  Rnss, 
**Make  a  simple  hatchet  serve  as  a  tool-box 

serves  with  us. 
Arm  but  each  man  with  his  axe,  't  is  a  hammer 

and  saw  and  plane 
And  chisel,  and  —  what  know  I  else  ?     VTe 

should  imitate  in  vain 
The  mastery  wherewithal,  by  a  flourish  of  jest 

the  adze. 
He  cleaves,  clamps,  dovetails  in,  —  no  need  of 

our  nuls  and  brads.  — 
The  manageable  pine :  't  is  said  he  oould  shave 

himself 
With  the  axe,  —  so  all  adroit,  now  a  giant  and 

now  an  elf, 
Does  he  work  and  play  at  once  I  ** 
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Qooth  my  friend  the  Rvas  to  me, 
**  Ay,  that  and  more  oeaide  on  oooadon  I    It 

soaroe  mav  he 
You  never  heara  tell  a  tale  told  ehildren,  time 

oat  of  mind. 
By  father  and  mother  and  norse,  for  a  moral 

diat  *8  behind, 
Which  children  quickly  seize.    If  the  incident 

happened  at  all, 
We  place  it  in  Peter^s  time  when  hearta  were 

great  not  small. 
Germanized,  Frenchified.     I  wager  't  is  old  to 

you 
As  the  story  of  Adam  and  Eye,  and  possibly 

quite  as  true.** 


In  the  deep  of  our  land,  *t  is  said,  a  village 

from  out  the  woods 
Emerged  on  the  g^eat  main-road  *twixt  two 

great  solitudes. 
Through  forestry  right  and  left,  black  verst 

and  Tetst  <n  pine. 
From  village  to  village  runs  the  road^i  long 

wide  bare  Hue. 
Clearance  and  clearance  break  the  else-oncon- 

quered  growth 
Of  pine  and  all  that  breeds  and  broods  there, 

leaving  loth 
Msn*s  inch  of  masterdom,  —  spot  of  life,  spirt 

of  fire, — 
To  star  the  dark  and  dread,  lest  right  and  rule 

expire 
Throughout  the  monstrous  wild,  a-hungered  to 

resume 
Its  ancient  sway,  soek  back  the  world  into  its 

womb: 
DsEfrauded  by  man*8  craft  which  dove  from 

North  to  South 
This  highway  broad  and  straight  e*en  from  the 

Neva*s  mouth 
To  Moscow  *8  gates  of  gold.    So,  spot  of  life 

and  spirt 
Of  fire  aforesaid,  bum,  eadi   village   deadi- 

begirt 
By  wall   and   wall   of   pine  —  unprobed  ub> 

dreamed  abyss. 

Early  one  winter  mom,  in  such  a  village  as 

this. 
Snow-whitened  everywhere  except  the  middle 

road 
loe-ronghed  bT  track  of  sledge,  there  worked 

by  his  abode 
Ivltn  Iv^novitch,  the  carpenter,  employed 
On   a   huge  shipmast   trunk ;     his   axe  now 

trimmed  and  toyed 
With  branch  and  twig,  and  now  some  chop 

.  athwart  the  bole 
CSfaanged  bole  to  billets,  bared  at  once  the  aap 

and  soul. 
About  him,  watched  the  work  his  neighbors 


sheepskin-clad ; 

irded  mouth  n 
eye  twinkled  glad 


Bach  bearded  mouth  puffed  steam,  each  g»y 


To  see  the  sturdy  arm  whidi,  never  stopping 
play. 


Proved  strong  man's  blood  still  boils,  freeze 

winter  as  he  may. 
Sudden,  a  burst  of  bells.     Out  of  the  road,  on 

edge 
Of    the     hamlet  —  horse's    hoo£i    gaUopiag. 

''How,  asledfiie? 
What's  here?"  cned  all  as  —  in,  up  to  the 

open  space, 
Workyard  and  marketpground,  folk's  common 

meeting-place,  — 
Stumbled  on,  till  he  fell,  in  one  last  bound  for 

life, 
A  horse:    and,  at  his  heels,  a  sledge  held-* 

''  Dmitri's  wife  I 
Back   without   Dmitri   too  I   and   children  ^ 

where  are  they  ? 
Only  a  frozen  corpse  ! " 

Tliey  drew  it  foith :  then —  **  Nay« 
Not  dead,  though  like  to  die  1     Gone  hence  a 

month  tugo : 
Home  again,  this  rough  jaunt — alone  through 

lUght  and  snow  — 
What  can  the  cause  be  ?     Hark  —  Droug,  old 

horse,  how  he  groans : 
His  da^  *s  done  1    Cnafe  away,  keep  chafing, 

for  tiho  moans  :^ 
She 's  coming  to  !    Give  here :  see,  motherkin, 

your  mends  1 
Cheer  up,  all  safe  at  home  I      Warm  inside 

makes  amends 
For  outside  cold,  — sop  quick  I     Don't  look  as 

we  were  bears ! 
What  is  it  startles  you  ?    What  strange  ad- 
venture stares 
Up  at  us  in  your  face  ?    Ton  know  friends  — 

which  is  which  ? 
I  'm  Y^ssiH,  he 's  Sergei,  Ivlia  Iv^noviteh  "  — 

At  tike  word,  the  woman's  eyes,  sk>w-wander- 

ing  till  they  neared 
The  blue  eyes  o'er  the  bush  of  honey-oolored 

beard. 
Took  in  full  light  and  sense  and —  torn  to  ragSf 

some  dream 
Whieh  hid  the  naked  truth —  O  loud  and  long 

the  scream 
She  gave,  as  if  all  power  of  voioe  within  her 

throat 
Poured  itself  wild  away  to  waste  in  one  dread 

note ! 
Then  followed  gasps  and  sobs,  and  then  the 

steady  flow 
Of  kindly  tears :  the  brain  was  saved,  a  man 

might  know. 
Down  fell  her  face   upon   the  good  friend's 

propping  knee  ; 
His  broad  nams  smoothed  her  head,  as  fain  to 

brush  it  free 
From  faodies,  swarms  that  stung   like   beea 

unhived.    He  soothed  — 
'*  Louk^ria,  Loiischa  !  "  —  still   he,  fondling, 

smoothed  and  smoothed. 
At  last  her  lips  formed  speech. 

'^  Ivlkn,  dear  —  vou  indeed  I 
You,  ^t  the  same  dear  you  I    While  I . . .  Oh, 
intercede. 
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Sweet  Mother,  with  thy  Son  Almighty  —  let  his 

migrht 
Bring  yesterday  once  more,  undo  all  done  last 

night ! 
But  this  time  yesterday,  Ivkn,  I  sat  like  you, 
A  child  on  either  knee,  and,  dearer  than  the 

two, 
A  babe  inside  my  arms,  close  to  my  heart  — 

that 's  lust 
In  morsels  o^er  the  snow  I      Father,  Son,  Holy 

Ghost, 
Cannot  you  bring  again  my  blessed  yesterday  ?  " 

When  no  more  tears  would  flow,  she  told  her 
tale :  this  way. 

"  Maybe,  a  month  ago,  —  was  it  not  ?  —  news 

came  here, 
They  wanted,  deeper  down,  good  workmen  fit 

to  rear 
A  church  and  roof  it  in.       ^We'll  go,'  my 

husband  said : 
*"  None  understands  like  me  to  melt  and  mould 

their  lead.' 
So,  friends  here  helped  us  off  —  Ivkn,  dear, 

you  the  first  I 
How  gay  we  jingled  forth,  all  five  —  (my  heart 

will  burst)  — 
While  Dmitri  shook  the  reins,  urged  Droug 

upon  his  track  I 

"  Well,  soon  the  month  ran  out,  we  just  were 

coming  back. 
When  yesterday  — behold,  the  Tillage  was  on 

fire! 
Fire  ran  from  house  to  house.    \Miat  help,  as, 

nigh  and  nigher. 
The   flames   came   furious  ?     *  Haste,'   cried 

Dmitri,  *  men  must  do 
The  little  good  man  may :  to  sledge  and  in  with 

you, 
Tou  and^  our  three  I    We  check  the  fire  by 

laying  flat 
Each  building  in  its  path,  —  I  needs  must  stay 

for  that,  — 
But  you  ...  no  time  for  talk  I     Wrap  round 

you  every  rug. 
Cover  the  couple  dose,  —  you  'U  have  the  babe 

to  hug. 
No  care  to  guide  old  Droug,  he  knows  his  way, 

by  guess. 
Once  start  him  on  the  road :   but  chirrup,  none 

the  less  I 
The  snow  lies  glib  as  glass  and  hard  as  steel, 

and  soon 
Tou  '11  have  rise,  fine  and  full,  a  marvel  of  a 

moon. 
Hold  straight  up.  all  the  same,  this  lighted 

twist  of  pitcn ! 
Once  home  ana  with  our  friend  Iv^n  Ivluiovitch, 
All 's  s^e :  I  have  my  pay  in  pouch,  all 's  right 

with  me, 
So  I  but  find  as  safe  you  and  our  precious 

three! 
Off,  Droug  I ' — because  the  flames  had  reached 

us,  and  the  men 
Shouted  *But  lend  a  hand,  Dmitri  —  as  good 

OS  ten!' 


"So,  in  we  bundled  —I,  and  those  God  gare 

me  once ; 
Old  Droug,  that 's  stiff  at  first,  seemed  yovtk- 

ful  for  the  nonce : 
He    understood   the    case,  galloping  stnigbt 

ahead. 
Out  came  the  moon :   my  twist  soon  dwindled, 

feebly  red 
In  that  unnatural  day  —  yes,  daylight,  bred 

between 
Moonlight  and  snow-light,  lamped  those  grotto- 
depths  which  screen 
Such  devils  from  God's  eye.    Ah,  pines,  liov 

straight  you  grow, 
Nor  bend  one   pitying  branch,  true  breed  d 

brutal  snow ! 
Some  undererowth  had  served  to   keep  the 

devils  blind 
While  we  escaped  outside  their  border! 

''Was  that -wind? 
Anyhow,  Droug  starts,  stops,  back  go  his  ess, 

he  snuffs. 
Snorts.  —  never  such  a  snort !   then  plni^cR, 

knows  the  sough  's 
Only  the  wind :    yet,  no — our  breath  goes  up 

too  straight ! 
Still  the  low  sound,  —  less  low,  load,  louder,  at 

a  rate 
There 's  no  mistaking  more !     Shall  I  lean  oat 

—  look  —  learn 

The  truth  whatever  it  be  ?  Pad,  pad !  At 
last,  I  turn  — 

"  'T  is  the  regular  pad  of  the  wolves  in  pmsoit 
of  the  fife  in  the  sledge ! 

An  army  they  are :  eloe»yacked  they  pras  Bki 
the  thrust  of  a  wedge  : 

They  increase  as  they  hnnt :  for  I  see,  thionsli 
the  pine-trunks  ramped  each  side. 

Slip  forth  new  fiend  and  fiend,  make  wider  ssd 
still  more  wide 

The  four-footed  steady  advance.  The  fore- 
most —  none  may  pass  : 

They  are  elders  and  lead  the  line,  eye  and  eyt 

—  green-glowing  brass ! 

But  a  long  way  distant  still.     Droug,  save  u! 

He  does  his  best : 
Tet  they  gain  on  us,  gain,  till  they  reach.  - 

one  reaches  .  .  .  How  utter  the  rest? 

0  that  Satan-faced  first  of  the  band  !     How  be 

lolls  out  the  length  of  his  toi^ve. 
How  he  laughs  and  lets  gleimi  his  white  teetb! 

He  is  on  me,  his  paws  pry  among 
The  wraps  and  the  rugs !    O  niy  pair,  my  twin- 
pigeons,  lie  still  and  seem  dead  ! 
Step&n,  ne  shall  never  have  you  for  a  meal,— 

here  's  your  mother  instead ! 
No,  he  will  not  be  counselled  —  must  cry,  pov 

Stibpka,  so  foolish !  though  first    '  . 
Of  my  boy-brood,  he  was  not  the  best :  naj, 

neighbors  have  called  him  the  wont : 
He  was  punv,  an  undersized  slip,  ^-  a  darling  ti 

me,  all  the  same ! 
But  little  there  was  to  be  praised  in  the  boy, 

and  a  plenty  to  blame. 

1  loved  him  with  heart  and  soul,  yes  —  bo^ 

deal  him  a  blow  for  a  fault. 
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He  would  sulk  for  whole  days.     *  FooUtih  boy  I 

lie  still  or  the  viUain  will  yanlt. 
Will  snatch  you  from  over  my  head  I     No  use  ! 

he  eries,  screams,  —  who  can  hold 
Fast  a  boy  in  a  frenzy  of  fear  !    It  follows  —  as 

I  foretold ! 
Tlie    Satan-face    snatched    and    snapped :    I 

tugged,  I  tore  —  and  then 
His  brouier  too  needs  must  sliriek !     If  one 

must  go,  *t  is  men 
The  Tsar  neeos,  so  we  hear,  not  ailing  boys ! 

Perhaps 
My  hands  relaxed  their  grasp,  got  tangled  in 

the  wraps : 
Grod,  he  was  gone !    I  looked  :  there  tumbled 

the  cursed  crew. 
Each  fighting  for  a  share :  too  busy  to  pursue ! 
That 's  so  far  gain  at  least :  Ihx>ug,  gallop  soar 

other  verst 
Or  two,  or  three  —  God  sends  we  beat  them, 

arrive  the  first ! 
A  mother  who  boasts  two  boys  was  ever  ac- 
counted rich : 
Some  have  not  a  boy :  some  have,  but  lose  him, 

—  God  knows  which 
Is  worse:  how  pitiful  to  see  your  weakling 

pine 
And  pale  and  jmiss  away !    Strong  brats,  this 

pair  of  mme  I 

*^0  misery!    for  while  I  settle  to  what  near 

seems 
Content,  I  am  'ware  again  of  the  tramp,  and 

again  there  gleams — 
Point    and     point  —  the    line,    eyes,   levelled 

green  brassy  fire ! 
So  soon  is  resumed  your  chase  ?    Will  nothing 

appease,  naugnt  tire 
rhe  furies?  And  yet  I  think — I  am  certain 

the  race  is  slack. 
And  the  numbers  are  nothing  like.  Not  a  quar- 
ter of  the  pack  I 
Feasters  and  those  full-fed  are  staying  behuid 

.  .  ,  Ah,  why  ? 
We  'U  sorrow  for  that  too  soon  I   Now,  —  gallop, 

reach  home,  and  die. 
Nor  ever  again  leave  house,  to  trust  our  life  in 

the  to»p 
For  life  —  we  call  a  sledge !    Teribscha,  in  my 

lap  I 
Yes,  I  'll  lie  down  upon  you,  tight-tie  you  with 

the  strings 
Here  —  of  my  heart !    No  fear,  this  time,  your 

mother  flings  .  .  . 
Flings?    I  flung?    Never!    But    think! --a 

woman,^  alter  ail, 
C^ontending  with  a  wolf  !    Save  you  I  must  and 

dbaU, 
Terentii  I 

'''  How  now  ?    What,  yon  still  head  the  race, 
Your  eyes  and  tongue  and  teeth  crave  fresh 

food,  Satan-face  ? 
There  and  there  I    Plain  I  struck  green  fire 

out  I    Flash  again  ? 
All  a  poor  fist  can  do  to  damage  eyes  proves 

vain! 
My  fist  —  why  not  crunch  that  ?    He  is  wanton 

for  .  .  .  O  God, 


Why  give  this  wolf  his  taste  ?  Common  wolves 

scrape  and  prod 
The  earth  till  out  they  scratch  some  corpse  — 

mere  putrid  flesh ! 
Why  must  tnis  glutton  leave  the  faded,  choose 

the  fresh? 
Terentii — God,  feel! — his  neck    keeps   fast 

thy  bag 
Of  holy  things,  saints*  bones,  this  Satan-faoe 

will  drag 
Forth,  and  devour  along  with  him,  our  Pope 

declared 
The  relics  were  to  save  from  danger ! 

^*  Spumed,  not  spared ! 
'T  was  through  my  arms,  crossed  arms,  he  — 

nulling  now  with  snout. 
Now  ripping,  tooth  and  claw  —  plucked,  pulled 

^  Terentii  out, 
A  prize  indeed  !    I  saw  —  how  could  I  else  but 

see?  — 
My  precious  one  —  I  bit  to  hold  back  —  pulled 

from  me ! 
Up  came  the  others,  fell  to  dancing  —  did  the 

imps!  — 
Skipped  as  they  scampered  round.    There  's 

one  is  gray,  and  limps : 
Who  knows  but  old  bad  Mi^rpha  — she  always 

owed  me  spite 
And  envied  me    my  births  —  skulks    out   of 

doors  at  night 
And  turns  into  a  wolf,  and  joins  the  sisterhood, 
And  laps  the  youthful   life,  then  sHnks  from 

out  the  wood. 
Squats  down  at  door  by  dawn,  spins  there  de- 
mure as  erst 
—  No     strem^h,    old    crone,  —  not    she !  —  to 

crawl  forth  half  a  verst ! 

*'  Well,  I   escaped  with  one :  'twizt  one  and 

none  there  lies 
The  space  ^twixt  heaven  and  heU.    And  see,  a 

rose-light  dyes 
The  endmost  snow :  H  is  dawn,  't  is  day,  *t  is 

safe  at  home ! 
We  have  outwitted  you !    Ay,  monsters,  sniffl 

and  foam. 
Fight  each  the  other  fiend,  disputing   for  a 

share, — 
Forgetful,  in  your  greed,  our  finest  off  we  bear. 
Tough  Droug  and  I,  —  my  babe,  my  boy  that 

shall  be  man. 
My  man  that  shall  be  more,  do  all  a  hunter  can 
To  trace  and  follow  and  find  and  catch  and 

crucify 
Wolves,  wolfkins,  all  your  crew  I    A  thousand 

deaths  shaU  die 
The  whimperingest  cub  that  ever  squeezed  the 

teat  ! 
'  Take  that ! '  we  '11  stab  you  with,  — '  the  ten" 

demess  we  met 
When,  wretches,  you  danced  round,  —  not  this. 

thank  God  —  not  this ! 
Hellhounds,  we  balk  you !  * 

"  But  —  Ah,  God  above  !  —  Bliss,  bliss,  — 
Not  tile  band,  no !    And  yet  —  yes,  for  Droug 
knows  him  !  One  — 
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This  only  of  them  all  has  said  *She  saTst  a 

son  I* 
His  fellows  disbelieve  anoh  luck :  but  he  be- 
lieves, 
He  lets  them  pick  the  boneSf  laugh  at  him  In 

their  sleeves  : 
He  ^8  off  and  after  us,  —  one  speck,  one  spot, 

one  ball 
Grows  bt^irerer,  bound  on  boond,  —  one  wolf  as 

good  as  all ! 
Oh,  bnt  I  know  ihe  trick  !    Have  at  the  snaky 

tongue ! 
That  *s  the  right  way  with  wolves !    Gro,  tell 

your  mates  I  wrunsf 
The  panting  morsel  out,  kft  you  to  howl  your 

worst ! 
Now  for  it  —  now  I    Ah  me  I    I  know  him  — 

thrioe-^ocurst 
Satan-f aoe,  —  him  to  the  end  my  foe  I 

"  AU  fight 's  in  vain  : 
This  time  the  preen  brass  points  pierce  to  my 

very  brain. 
I  fall  —  rail  as  I  ought  —  quite  <m  the  babe  I 

guard: 
I  orerspread  with  flesh  the  whole  of  him.    Too 

hard 
To  die  this  way,  torn  piecemeal  ?  Move  hence  ? 

Not  I  —  one  incn  I 
Gnaw  throu^  me,  throiigh  and  through :  flat 

thus  I  lie  nor  flinch  I 

0  God,  the  feel  of  the  fang   furrowing  mj 

shoulder  !  —  see  ! 
It  grinds  —  it  grates  the  bone.    O  Kirill  under 

me. 
Could  I  do  more  ?  Besides  he  knew  wolf^s  way 

to  win : 

1  clung,  dosed  round  like    wax:    yet  in  he 

wedged  and  in. 
Past  my  neck,  past  ray  breasts,  my  heart,  until 

.  .  .  how  feek 
The   onion-bulb    your    knife  parts,    pushing 

through  its  peels. 
Till  out  you  scoop  its  dove  wherein  lie  stalk 

and  leaf 
And  bloom  and  seed  unborn  ? 

**  That  slew  me :  yes,  in  brief, 
I  died  then,  dead  I  lay  doubtlessly  till  Droug 

stopped 
Here,  I  suppose.    I  come  to  life,  I  find  me 

propped 
Thus,  —  now  or   when  or  why  —  I  know  not. 

Tell  me,  friends. 
All  was  a  dream  :  laugh  quick  and  say  the 

nightmare  ends  I 
Soon  I  shall  find  my  house :  't  ia  over  there :  in 


proof, 
fo 


Save  for  that  chimney    heaped    with    snow, 

you  M  see  the  roof 
Which  holds  my  three  —  my  two  —  my  one  — 

not  one? 


"  T  :t^  1 


Life  *s  mixed 
With  misery,  yet  we  live  —  must  live.     The 

Satan  nzed 
GGs  face  on  mine  so  fast,  I  took  its  print  as 

pitch 


Takes  what  it  cods  beneath.    Ivjui  Iv^noriteh. 
^T  is  you  unharden  me,  you  thaw,  diaperse  the 

thing  I 
Only  keep  looking-  kind,  the  horror  will  not 

Your  face  smootlis  fast  away  each  print  of 

Satan.    Tears 
—  What  good  they  do !    Life  *s  sweet,  and  sB 

its  after-years, 
Iv&n  Ivknovitch,  I  owe  you  !    Yours  am  I ! 
May  God  reward  you,  dear  I  " 

Down  she  sank .     Solenslj 
Iv&n  rose,  raised  his   axe,  —  for  fitly,  as  sfaie 

knelt. 
Her  head  lay :  well-apart,  each  side,  her  ans 

hung,  —  dealt 
Lightning-swift  thunder-strong  one  blow— no 

need  of  more ! 
Headless  she  knelt  on  still :   that    jane  wu 

sound  at  core 
(Neighbors  were  used  to  say)  — oasi-iron-ker- 

nelled  —  which 
Taxed  for  a  second  stroke  Iv4n  Iviuiovitch. 

The  man  was  scant  of  woidB  as  strokes.    **  It 

had  to  be: 
I  could  no  other :  God  it  was,  bade  *  Act  for 

mel'" 
Then  stooping,  peering  round —  what  is  it  nov 

he  lacks  ? 
A  proper  strip  of  bark  wherewith  to  wipe  his 

axe. 
Which  done,  he  turns,  goes  in,  doses  the  door 

behind. 
The  others  mute  remain,  watehingr  the  Uood- 

snake  wind 
Into  a  hiding^place  among  the  splinta^heaps. 

At  length,  still  mute,   all  move:  one  lifts  — 

from  where  it  steeps 
Redder  each  ruddy  "rag  of  pine  —  the  head: 

two  more 
Take  up  the  dripping  body :  then,  mute  still 

as  before. 
Move  in  a  sort  of  mardi,  maroh  on  till  maieh- 

ingends 
Opposite  to  the  church ;  where  halting,  —  who 

suspends, 
Bv  its  long  hair,  the  thing,  deposits  in  its  place 
The  piteous  head :  once  more  the  body  smws 

no  trace 
Of  harm  done :    there  lies  whole  the  Loittdn. 

maid  and  wife 
And  mother,  loved  until  this  latest  of  her  Kit. 
Then  all  sit  on  the  bank  of  snow  which  boands 

a  space 
Kept  free  before  the  porch  of  judgment :  just 

the  place  I 

Presenilv  all  the  souls,  man,   woman,  chiU, 

which  make 
The  village  up,  are  found  aasembliog  for  tht 

sake 
Of  what  is  to  be  done.    The  very  Jews  v« 

there : 
A  Gypsy-troop,  though  bound  with  homes  fof 

the  Fair, 
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Squats  with  the  rest.    Each  heart  with  its  oon- 

oeption  seetiies 
And  sininiera,  but  no  tongrue  speaks :  one  may 

say,  —  none  breathes. 

Anon  from  oat  the  ohoroh  totters  the  Pope  — 

the  priest  — 
Hardly  ah ve,  so  old,  a  hundred  yean  at  least. 
With  him,  the  Conunmie's  head,  a  hoary  senior 

too, 
St^roBt&,  that 's  his  style,  —  like  Equity  Judge 

with  jrou,  — 
Natural  Jurisconsult :  then,  fenoed  about  with 

furs, 
Pomeschlk,  —  Lord  of  the  Land,  who  wields  — 

and  none  demurs  — 
A  power  of  life  and  death.    They  stoop,  survey 

the  corpse. 

Then,  stnurhtened  on  his  staff,  the  Sti^roata  — 
the  thorpe^s 

Sagacionsest  cud  man — hears  what  you  just 
have  heard, 

From  Droug's  first  inrush,  all,  up  to  Ivlkn^s 
last  word  — 

^*  God  bade  me  act  for  him  :  I  dared  not  dis- 
obey I " 

Silenee  —  the  Pomeechik  broke  with  **  A  wild 

wrong  way 
Of  righting  wrong  —  if  wrong  there  were,  such 

wrath  to  rouse  ! 
Why  was  not  law  observed?     What  article 

allows 
Whoso  may  please  to  play  the  judge,  and,  judg- 
ment aealt. 
Play  executioner,  as  promptly  as  we  pelt 
To  death,  without  appeal,  the  vermin  whose 

sole  fault 
Haa  been  -—  it  dared  to  leave  the  darkness  of  its 

vaults 
Intrude  up<m  our  day  t    Too  sudden  and  too 

rash  ! 
What  was  this  woman  ^s  crime  ?    Suppose  the 

church  should  crash 
Down  where  I  stand,  your  lord  :  bound  are  my 

serfs  to  dare 
Their  utmost  that  I  'scape :  yet,  if  the  crashing 

scare 
My  children  —  as  you  are,  —  if  sons  fly,  one  and 

all. 
Leave  father  to  his  fate,  —  poor  cowards  though 

I  call 
The  runaways,  I  pause  before  I  claim  their  life 
Beoanse  they  priwd  it  more  than  mine.    I  would 

each  wife 
Died  for  her  husband's  sake,  each  son  to  save 

his  sire : 
'Tis  glory,  I  applaud  —  scarce  dutv,  F  require. 
Ivim  Ivi^novitch  has  done  a  deed  that 's  named 
Murder    bv  law  and  me:   who  doubts,  may 

speaK  nnblaraed !  " 

All  turned  to  the  old  Pope.    *'''  Ay,  children,  I 

am  old  — 
How  old,  myself  have  got  to  know  no  longer. 

Rolled 
Quite  round,  my  orb  of  life,  from  mfaney  to  age, 


Seems  paanng  back  again  to  youth.    A  certain 

At  least  I  reach,  or  dream  I  reach,  where  I  dis- 
cern 

Truer  truths,  laws  behold  more  lawHke  thaa  we 
learn 

When  first  we  set  our  foot  to  tread  the  oouae  I 
trod 

With  man  to  guide  my  steps:  who  leads  ma 
now  is  God. 

*  Your  young  men  shall  see  visions :  '  and  in  my 

youth  I  saw 
And  paid  obedience  tu  man's  visionary  law : 

*  Your  old  men  shall  dream  dreams: '  and,  in 

my  age,  a  hand 
Conducts  me  through  the  cloud  round  law  to 

where  I  stand 
Firm  on  its  base, — know  cause,  who,  before, 

knew  effect. 

"  The  world  Hee  under  me :  and  nowhere  I  deteei 
So  great  a  gift  as  this  —  God's  own  —  of  human 
life. 

*  Shall  the  dead  praise  thee  ?  '     No!     'Tha 

whole  live  world  is  rife, 
Grod,  with  thy  ^lory,'  rather !  Life  then,  God's 

best  of  gifts. 
For  what  shallman  ezehange  ?  For  life  —  when 

so  he  shifts 
The  weight  and  turns  the  scale,  lets  life  for  life 

restore 
Gk>d's  balance,   sacrifice  the  less  to  gain  the 

more. 
Substitute  —  for  low  life,  another's  or  his  own — 
Life  large  and  liker  God's  who  gave  it :  thus 

alone 
May  life  extinguish  life  that  life  may  trnlier  be  t 
How  low  this  law  descends  on  earui,  is  not  for 

me 
To  trace  :  oomplexed  becomes  the  nmple,  intri- 
cate 
The  plain,  when  I  pursue  law's  windii^.    'T  is 

the  straight 
Outflow  of  law  I  know  and  name :  to  law,  the 

fount 
Fresh  from  God's  footstool,  friends,  follow  while 

I  remount. 

**  A  mother  bears  a  child :  perfection  is  com- 
plete 
So  far  in  such  a  birth.    BSnabled  to  repeat 
The  miracle  of  life,  —  heraeH  was  bom  so  just 
A  type  of  womankind,  that  God  sees  fit  to  tmst 
Her  with  the  holy  task  of  giving  life  in  turn. 
Crowned  by  this  crowning  pride,  how  say  yom, 

should  she  spurn 
Kegality  —discrowned,  unchilded,  byherchc^ee 
Of  barrenness  exchanged  for  fruit  which  made 

rejoice 
Creation,  though  life's  self  were  lost  in  giving 

birth 
To  life  more  fresh  and  fit  to  glorify  GKmI's  earth  f 
How  say  von,  should  the  hand  God  trusted  with 

lif  e  s  torch 
Kindled  to  light  the  world  —  aware  of  sparks 

that  scorch. 
Let  fall  the  same  ?    Forsooth,  her  flesh  a  fire- 
flake  stings : 
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The  mother  drops  the  child!  Among  what 
monstrous  things 

Shall  she  he  classed  ?  Because  of  motherhood, 
each  male 

Yields  to  his  partner  place,  sinks  proudly  in  the 
scale: 

His  strength  owned  weakness,  wit  —  folly,  and 
courage  —  fear, 

Beside  the  female  proved  male's  mistress  — 
only  here. 

The  fox-dam,  hunger-pined,  will  slay  the  felon 
sire 

Who  dares  assault  her  whelp:  the  beaver, 
stretched  on  fire. 

Will  die  without  a  groan:  no  pang  avails  to 
wrest 

Her  young  from  where  they  hide  — her  sanctu- 
ary hreast. 

\Vhat  's  here  then  ?  Answer  me,  thou  dead  one, 
as,  I  trow. 

Standing  at  Qod's  own  bar,  he  bids  thee  answer 
now  I 

Thrice  crowned  wast  thoa  —  each  orown  of 
pride,  a  child  —  thy  ahar^  I 

Where  are  they  ?  Lost  ?  Enough :  no  need 
that  thou  enlarge 

On  how  or  why  the  loss  :  life  left  to  utter  *  lost ' 

Condemns  itself  beyond  appeal.  The  soldier's 
post 

Guards  from  the  foe's  attack  the  camp  he  senti- 
nels: 

That  he  no  traitor  proved,  this  and  this  only 
tells  — 

Over  the  corpse  of  him  trod  foe  to  foe's  success. 

Yet  —  one  by  one  thy  crowns  torn  from  thee  — 
thou  no  less 

To  scare  the  world,  shame  Qod,  —  livedst  I  I 
hold  he  saw 

The  unexampled  sin,  ordained  the  novel  law, 

Whereof  first  instrument  was  first  intellieeiice 

Found  loyal  here.  I  hold  that,  failing  human 
sense. 

The  very  earth  had  oped,  sky  fallen,  to  efface 

Humanity's  new  wrong,  motherhood's  first  dis- 
grace. 

Earth  oped  not,  neither  fell  the  sky,  for  prompt 
was  found 

A  man  and  man  enough,  head-sober  and  heart- 
sound. 

Ready  to  hear  Grod's  voice,  resolute  to  obey. 

Ivkn  Ivlknovitch,  I  holdj  has  done,  this  day, 

Xo  otherwise  than  did,  m  agett  long  ago, 

Moses  when  he  made  known  the  purport  of  that 
flow 

'  Jf  fire  athwart  the  law's  twain-tables  !  I  pro- 
claim 

lykn  Ivludovitch  Clod's  servant  I  " 

At  which  name 
Uprose  that  creepy  whisper  from  out  the  crowd, 

is  wont. 
To  swell  and  surge  and  sink  when  fellow-men 

confront 
A  punishment  that  falls  on  fellow  fledi  and 

blood. 
Appallingly  beheld^ —  shudderingly  understood, 
Xo  less,  to  be  the  right,  the  just,  the  merciful. 
*'  Qod's  servant ! "  biased  the  crowd. 


When  the  Amen  grew  dull 
And  died  away  and  left  acquittal  plun  sd- 

judged, 
"Amen  !^'  last  sighed  the  lord.     ''  There  '» 

none  shall  say  I  grudged 
Escape  from  punishment  in  such  a  novel  case. 
Deferrinc:  to  old  a^  and  holy  life,  —  be  grace 
Granted  T  say  I.    No  less,  scruples  might  shake 

a  sense 
Firmer  than  I  boast  mine.    I^w  's  law,  and 

evidence 
Of  breach  therein  lies  plain,  —  blood-red-bzight, 

—  all  may  see ! 
Yet  all  absolve  the  deed:  absolved  the  deed 

must  be  I 

"And  next — as  mercy  rules  the  hour — me- 
thinks  't  were  well 

You  signify  forthwith  its  sentence,  and  dispel 

The  doubts  and  fears,  I  judge,  wludi  busy  now 
the  head 

Law  puts  a  halter  round  —  a  halo  —  you,  in- 
stead I 

Ivkn  Ivknovitch  —  what  think  you  he  expects 

WiU  f oUow  from  his  feat  ?  Go,  teU  him  —  lav 
protects 

Murder,  for  once  :  no  need  he  longer  keep  be- 
hind 

The  Sacred  Pictures  —  where  skulks  Iimoeeim 
enshrined. 

Or  I  missay  !  Go,  some  !  You  others,  haste 
and  hide 

The  dismal  object  there:  get  done,  whate'er 
betide ! " 

So,  while  the  youngers  raised  the  corpse,  the 

elders  troopea 
Silently  to  the  house  :  where  halting,  some  one 

stooped. 
Listened  beside  the  door ;  all  there  was  sikaft 

too. 
Then  they  held  counsel ;    then  pushed  door 

and,  passing  through. 
Stood  in  the  murderer's  presence. 

Iv&n  Ivlmoritdi 
Knelt,  building  on  the  floor  that  Kremlin  ran 

and  rich 
He  deftly  cut  and  carved  on  lazy  winter  nights. 
Some  five  young  faces  watdied,  breathlessly,  as, 

to  rights. 
Piece  upon  piece,  he  reared  the  fabric  nigh 

complete. 
St^scha,  I  vein's  old  mother,  sat  spinning  by  the 

heat 
Of  the  oven  where  his  wife  Kktia  stood  hakinf 

bread. 
Ivkn's  self,  as  he  turned  his  honey-colored  head. 
Was  just  in  act  to  drop,  *twixt  fircones,  —  eadi 

a  dome,  — 
Ihe  scooped-out  yellow  gourd  presumably  the 

home 
Of  Kolokol  the  Big :  the  bell,  therein  to  hiteh. 
—  An  acom-cnp — was  ready  :  Ixhn  Ivjknovitch 
Turned  with  it  in  his  mouth. 

They  toM  him  he  was  free 
As  air  to  walk  abroad.    "  How  otherwise  ?  " 
asked  he. 
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TRAY 

This  poem  describes  an  aotaal  incident  wit- 
nessed in  Paris  by  a  friend  of  Browniug^s,  and 
with  accuracy  of  detail.  The  poem  was  written 
as  a  protest  against  yivisectionf  which  the  poet 
oalled  ^*  an  infaraoos  practice."  He  was  early 
associated  with  Miss  Frances  Power  Cobbe  in 
her  efforts  to  prevent  vivisection ;  and  he  was 
a  vice-president  of  the  "  Victoria  Street  So- 
ciety fov  the  Protection  of  Animals."  Dr. 
Berdoe  says,  *'  He  always  expressed  the  utmost 
abhorrence  of  the  practices  which  it  opposes." 
To  Miss  Cobbe  he  wrote  in  1874 :  ''  Ton  have 
heard,  *'  I  take  an  equal  interest  with  yourself 
in  the  effort  to  suppress  vivisection.'  I  dare  not 
so  honor  my  mere  wishes  and  prayers  as  to  put 
them  for  a  moment  beside  your  noble  acts  ;  but 
this  I  know,  I  would  rather  submit  to  the  worst 
of  deaths,  so  far  as  pain  goes,  than  have  a  single 
dog  or  eat  tortured  on  the  pretence  of  sparing 
me  a  twinge  or  two."  He  goes  even  so  far  as 
to  say  that  the  person  not  willing  to  sign  the 
petition  f^r^iflst  vivisection  certainly  could  not 
be  numbered  among  his  friends.  To  Miss  Stack- 
poole  he  wrote  in  April,  1883 :  **  I  despise  and 
abhor  the  pleas  on  behalf  of  that  infamous  prac- 
tice, vivisection."    G.  W.  Cookk. 

Si  NO  me  a  hero !    Quench  my  thirst 
Of  soul,  ye  bards  I 

Quoth  Bard  the  first : 
**  Sir  Olaf ,  the  good  knight,  did  don 
His  helm  and  eke  his  habergeon  "... 
Sir  Olaf  and  his  bard ! 

*'  That  sin-scathed  brow  "  (quoth  Bard  the  sec- 
ond), 

'^  That  eye  wide  ope  as  though  Fate  beck- 
oned 

My  hero  to  some  steep,  beneath 

Which  precipice  smiled  tempting  death  "... 

You  too  without  your  host  have  reckoned  ! 

"  A  l>eggar-child  "  flet  *8  hear  this  third !) 
*'  Sat  on  a  quay's  edge  :  like  a  bird 
SanflT  to  herself  at  careless  pla^^. 
And  fell  into  the  stream.     *"  Dismay ! 
Help,  you  the  stander»-by !  *    None  stirred. 

^*  Bvstanders  reason,  think  of  wives 
And  children  ere  thev  risk  their  lives. 
Over  the  balustrade  has  bounced 
A  mere  instinctive  dog,  and  pounced 
Plumb  on  the  prize.      How  well  he  dives  I 

^  *  Up  he  comes  with  the  child,  see,  tight 
In  mouth,  alive  too,  clutched  from  quite 
A  depth  of  ten  feet  —  twelve,  I  bet ! 
Good  dog  I    What,  off  again  ?    There 's  yet 
Another  child  to  save  ?    All  right  I 


*^  How  strange  we  saw  no  other  fall  I 
It  *s  instinct  in  the  animal. 
Gk>od  dog !    But  he 's  a  long  while  under : 
If  he  got  drowned  I  should  not  wonder  — 
Strong  current,  that  i^ainst  the  wall  I 

**  *  Here  he  comes,  holds  in  mouth  this  time 
—  What    may  the  thing  be?      Well,  that  's 

Srime  I 
id  you  ever  ?    Reason  rei^ins 
In  man  alone,  since  all  Tray's  nains 
Have  fished  —  the  child's  doll  irom  the  slime  !  * 

**  And  so,  amid  the  laughter  gay. 
Trotted  my  hero  off,  —  old  Tray,  — 
Till  somebody,  prerogatived 
Widi  reason,  reasoned  :  *  Why  he  dived, 
His  brain  would  show  us,  I  should  say. 

**  *'  John,  go  and  catch  —  or,  if  needs  be, 

Purchase  —  that  animal  for  me  I 

By  vivisection,  at  expense 

Of  half-an-hour  and  eighteenpence. 

How  brain  secretes  dog's  soul,  we  '11  see ! ' " 

NED  BRATTS 

Written  from  memory  of  Buuyan's  story  of 
old  Tod  in  The  L\fe  and  Death  qfMr,  Badman, 

'T  WAS  Bedford  Special  Assize,  one  daft  Mid- 
summer's Day : 

A  broiling  blasting  June,  —  was  never  its  like, 
men  say. 

Com  stood  sheaf-ripe  already,  and  trees  looked 
yellow  as  that  : 

Ponds  drained  dust-dry,  the  cattle  lay  foaming 
around  each  fiat. 

Inside  town,  dogs  went  mad,  and  folk  kept 
bibbing  beer. 


While  the  narsons  prayed  for  rain.      'T  was 

horrible,  jres —  but  queer  : 
Queer  —  for  the  sun  laughed  gay,  yet  nobody 

moved  a  hand 
To  work  one  stroke  at  his  trade:  as  given  to 

understand 
That  all  was  come  to  a  stop,  work  and  such 

worldlv  ways, 
And  the  world^s  old  self  about  to  end  in  a  merry 

blaze. 
Midsummer's  day  moreover  was  the  first  of 

Bedford  Fair ; 
With    Bedford    Town's    tag-rag   and   bobtail 

a-bowsing  there. 

But   the   Court    House,    Quality   crammed  : 

through  doors  ope,  windows  wide, 
High  on  the  Bench  you  saw  sit  Ijordships  side 

by  side. 
There  frowned    Chief   Justice  Jukes,  fumed 

learned  Brother  Small, 
And  fretted  their  fellow  Judge  :  like  threshers, 

one  and  all. 
Of  a  reek  with  laying  down  the  law  in  a  furnace. 

Whv? 
Because  their  lungs  breathed  flame  —  the  regur 

lar  crowd  f orbye  — 
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From  gentry  pouring  in — quite  a  noaegay,  to  be 
sure  I 

How  eke  could  they  pass  the  time,  uz  mortal 
hours  endure 

Till  night  ahould  extinguish  day,  when  matters 
might  haply  mend  ? 

Meanwhue  no  bad  reeouroe  was  —  watching  be- 
gin and  end 

Some  trial  for  life  and  death,  in  a  brisk  five 
minutes'  space. 

And  betting  which  knave  would  'scape,  which 
hang,  from  his  sort  of  face. 

So,  their  Lordships  toiled  and  moiled,  and  a 

deal  of  work  was  done 
(I  warrant)  to  iustif  y  the  mirth  of  tlie  crazy  sun. 
As  tliis  and  t  other  lout,  struck  dumb  at  the 

sudden  show 
Of    I'ed    robes  and    white  wigs,  boggled  nor 

answered  ''  Boh ! '' 
When  asked  why  he,  Tom  Styles,  should  not  — 

because  Jack  Nokes 
Had  stolen  the  hone  -^  be  hanged  :  for  Judges 

must  have  their  jokes. 
And  louts  must  make  allowance  —  let  's  say, 

for  some  blue  fly 
Which    punctured   a   dewy  scalp  where   the 

f ruDEles  stuck  awry  — 
£l8e  Tom  had  fleered  scot-free,  so  nearly  over 

and  dune 
Was  the  main  of  the  lob.    Full-measure,  the 

gentles  enjoyed  their  fnn, 
As  a  twenty-five    were  tried,  rank   puritans 

caught  at  prayer 
In  a  cow-house  and  laid  by  the  heels,  —  have  at 

'em,  devil  may  care  I  — 
And  ten  were  prescribed  the  whip,  and  ten  a 

brand  on  the  cheek. 
And  five  a  slit  of  the  nose  —  just  leaving  enough 

to  tweak. 

Well,  things    at    jolly   high-tide,  amusement 

steeped  in  fire. 
While  noon  smote  fierce  the  roof's  red  tiles  to 

heart's  desire, 
The  Court  a-simmer  with  smoke,  one  ferment 

of  oozy  flesh. 
One  spirituous  humming  musk  mount-mounting 

until  its  mesh 
Entoiled  all  heads  in  a  fluster,  aud  Serjeant 

Postlethwayte 

—  Dasliing  the  wig  oblique  as  he  mopped  his 

oily  pate  — 
Cried  **  Silence,  or  I  grow  grease  I    No  loophole 

lets  in  air  ? 
Jurymen,  —  Guilty,    Death  !    Gainsay    me    if 

you  dare ! " 

—  Things  at  this  pitch,  I  say,  —  what  hubbub 

without  the  doors  ? 
What  laughs,  shrieks,  hoots  and  yells,  what 
rudest  of  uproars  ? 

Bounce  through  the  barrier  throng  a  bulk  comes 

rollimr  vast  I 
Thumps,  kicks,  —  no  manner  of  use  I  —  spite  of 

them  mils  at  last 
Into  the  midst  a  ball,  which,  bursting,  brings 

to  view 


Publican  Black  Ned  Bratts  and  Tabby  his  big 

wife  too  :. 
Both  in  a  muck-sweat,  both  .  .  .  were  never 

such  eyes  uplift 
At  the  sight  of  yawniiu;  hell,  such  nostrils — 

snouts  that  sniffed 
Sulphur,  such  months  agape  ready  to  swallow 

^  flame  j 
Horrified,  hideous,  frank  fiend-faces!  yet,  sll 

the  same. 
Mixed  with  a  certain  .  .  .eh?  how  shall  I  dare 

style  —  mirth 
The  desperate  grin  of  the  guess  that,  could  thej 

break  from  earth. 
Heaven  was  above,  and   hell  might  nge  ia 

impotence 
Below  the  saved,  the  saved  I 

**  Confound  you !  (no  offence  !) 
Out  of  our  way,  —  push,  wife  1    Yonder  their 

Worships  be  P' 
Ned  Bratts  has  reached  the  bar,  aud  ^^Hey, 

my  Lords,"  roars  he, 
*^  A  Jury  of  life  and  death.  Judges  the  prime 

of  the  land, 
Constables,  javelineers,  —  all  met,  if  I  nnder> 

stand. 
To  decide  so  knotty  a  point  as  whether  *t  wis 

Jack  or  Joan 
Robbed  the  henroost^  pinched  the  pig,  hit  the 

King's  Arms  with  a  stone. 
Dropped    the  baby   down  the  well,  left  the 

tithesman  in  the  lurch. 
Or,  three  whole  Sundays   running,    not  once 

attended  church  1 
What  a  pother — do  these  deserve  the  parish- 
stocks  or  whip, 
More  or  less  brow  to  brand,  much  or  little  nose 

to  snip,  — 
When,  in  our  Public,  plain  stand  we  —  that  'i 

we  stand  here 
I  and  my  Tab,  brass-bold,  brick-built  of  beef 

and  beer, 

—  Do  not  we,  slut  ?    Step  forth  and  show  yoar 

beauty,  jade  I 
Wife  of  my  bosom  —  that 's  the  woird  now  I 

What  a  trade 
We  drove !    None  said  us  nay :  nobody  loved 

his  life 
So  little  as  wag  a  tongue  against  ns,  —  did  they, 

wife? 
Yet  they  knew  us  all  ^e  while,  in  their  hearts, 

for  what  we  are 

—  Worst  couple,  rogue  and  quean,  unhanged  -^ 

search  near  and  far ! 
Eh,  Tab  ?    Tlie  peddler,  now  —  o'er  his  noggis 

—  who  warned  a  mate 
To  cut  and  mn,  nor  risk  his  pack  where  its  loss 

of  weight 
Was  the  least  to  dread,  —  aha,  how  we  two 

laughed  a-good 
As,  stealing  round  the  midden,   he  came  oo 

where  I  stood 
With  billet  poised  and  raised,  — jron,  ready  witk 

the  rope,  — 
Ah,  but  that 's  past,  that 's  sin  repented  of,  wt 

hope! 
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Men  knew  va  for  that  same,  yet  laf e  and  sound 

stood  we  1 
The  lily-livered  knares  knew  too  (I  'ye  balked 

ad^ ) 

Onr  keeping  the  *  Pied  Boll '  was  jost  a  mere 

pretence : 
Too  slow  the  pounds  make  food,  drink,  lodging, 

from  out  the  pence  I 
There  's^  not  a  stoppage  to  travel  has  chanced, 

this  ten  long  year, 
No  break  into  hall  or  grange,  no  lifting  of  nag 

or  steer, 
Not  a  single  roguery,  from  the  oUpping  of  a 

purse  ^ 
To  the  cutting  of  a  throat,  but  paid  us  toll. 

Od^s  curse  ! 
When  Gypsy  Smouch  made  bold  to  cheat  us  of 

our  due, 
— Eh,  Tab  ?  the  Squire's  strong-box  we  helped 

the  rascal  to  — 
I  think  he  pulled  a  face,  next  Sessions'  swinging- 
time  1 
He  daneed  the  ^g  that  needs  no  floor,  —  and, 

here  's  the  prime, 
'Twas  Soroggs  that  houghed  the  mare  !    Ay, 

thoee  were  busy  days  I 

*^  Well,  there  we  flourished  brave,  like  scrip- 
ture-trees called  bays. 
Faring  high,  drinking  hard,  in  money  an  to  head 
—  Not   to  say,  boots   and   shoea,   wnen  .  .  • 

Zounds,  I  nearly  said  — 
Lord,  to  unlearn  one's  language  I    How  shall 

we  labor,  wife  ? 
Have  you,  fast  hold,  the  Book  ?    Grasp,  grip  it, 

for  your  life  1 
See,   sirs,  here  's  life,  salvation  I     Here  's  — 

hold  but  out  my  breath  — 
When  did  I  n»eak  so  long  without  once  swear- 
ing?   'Sdeath, 
No,  nor  unhelped  by  ale  since  man  and  boy  I 

And  yet 
All  yesterday  I  had  to  keep  my  whistle  wet 
While  reading  Tab  this  Book :  book  ?    don't 

say  *  book '  —  they  're  plavs, 
Songs,  ballads,  and  the  like  :   here  's  no  such 

strawy  blaze. 
But  sky  wide  ope,  sun,  moon,  and  seven  stars 

out  full-flare ! 
Tab,  help  and  tell  I    I  'm  hoarse.    A  mug !  or 

—  no,  a  pnurer ! 
Dip  for  one  out  ox  the  Book  !    Who  wrote  it  in 

the  Jul 
»-  He  plied  his  pen  unhelped  by  beer,  sirs,  I  '11 

oe  baill 

•''  I  've  got  my  second  wind.    In  trundles  she  — 

that  'sTab. 
*  Why.  Gammer,   what 's  come    now,  that  — 

bobbing  like  a  crab 
On  Yule-tide  bowl  —  your  head's  a-work  and 

both  your  eyes 
Break  loose?     Afeard,  you  fool?    As  if  the 

dead  can  rise ! 
Say  —  Bagman  Dick  was  found  last  May  with 

fuddling-cap 
Stuffed  in  his  month :  to  choke  's  a  natural 

mishap!' 


*  Gaffer,  be  —  bleased,'  cries  she,  *  and  Bagmaa 

Dick  as  well  t 
I,  yon,  and  he  are  damned :  this  Public  is  our 

heU  : 
We  live  in  ^le :  live  ooals  don't  feel  I  —  onee 

quenched,  they  learn  — 
Cinders  do,  to  what  dust  they  moulder  while 

they  bum  I ' 

*^  *  If  vou  don't  speak  straight  out, 'says  I  — 
belike  I  swore  — 

*  A  knobstick,  well  you  know  the  taste  of,  shall, 

once  more, 
Teach  you  to  talk,  my  maid!'    She  ups  with 

such  a  face. 
Heart  sunk  inside  me.    *  Well,  pad  on,  my 

prate-apace  1 ' 

**  *  I  've  been  about  those  laces  we  need  for  . . . 

never  mind ! 
If  henceforth  they  tie  hands,  't  is  mine  they  '11 

have  to  bina. 
Ton  know  who  makes  them  best  —  the  Tinker 

in  our  cage, 
Pulled-up  for  gospelling,  twelve  years  ago  :  no 

age 
To  try  another  trade,  —  yet,  so  he  soomed  to 

take 
Money  he  did  not  earn,  he  taught  himself  the 

make 
Of  laces,  tagged  and  tough  —  Dick  Bagmaa 

found  them  so  ! 
Good  customers  were  vre  I     Well,  last  week, 

you  must  know. 
His  girl,  —  the  blind  young  chit,  who  hawks 

about  his  wares.  — 
She  takes  it  in  her  nead  to  oome  no  more  — 

such  airs 
These  hussies  have  I     Tet,  since  we  need  a 

stoutish  lace,  — * 
''  I  'U  to  the  jail-bird  father,  abuse  her  to  his 

face  I" 
So,  first  I  filled  a  jug  to  give  me  heart,  and  then, 
Pnmed  to  the  proper  pitch,  I  posted  to  their 

den  — 
Patmore^  they  style  their  prison!    I  tip  the 

turnkey,  catch 
My  heart  up,  fix  my  face,  and  fearless  lift  the 

Utoh  — 
Both  arms  akimbo,  in   bounce  with  a  good 

round  oath 
Ready  for  rappinir  out :  no  *^  Lawks  "  nor  ^  By 

my  troth  I  *' 


i*  t 


There  sat  my  man,  the  father.    He  looked 

up :  what  one  feels 
When  heart  that  leapt  to  mouth  drops  down 

again  to  heels  I 
He  raised  his  hand  .   .  .     Hast  seen,  when 

drinking  out  the  night, 
And  in,  the  day,  earth  grow  another  something 

quite 
Under  the  sun's  first  stare  ?  I  stood  a  very  stone. 

'*  ^  **  Woman  !  "  (a  fiery  tear  he  put  in  werj 

tone), 
^*  How  should  my  child  frequent  your  hooM 

where  lust  is  sport, 
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Violence  —  trade  ?    Too  true  t    I  tmst  no  vague 

report. 
Her  angers  hand,  which  stops  the  sigrht  of  sin, 

leaves  clear 
The  other  g^te  of  sense,  lets  outraipe  through 

the  ear. 
What   has  she   heard  I  —  -which,  heard   shall 

never  be  again. 
Better  lack  food  than  feast,  a  Dives  in  the  — 

wain 
Or  reign  or  train  —  of  Charles !  **  (His  language 

was  not  ours : 
-T  is  ray  belief,  God  spoke :  no  tinker  has  such 

powers.) 
**  Bread,  only  bread  they  bring  —  my  laoes:  if 

we  broke 
Your  lump  of   leavened   sin,  the  loaf^s  first 

crumb  would  choke  I  ^' 

^*  *  Down  on  my  marrow-bones !    Then  all  at 

onoe  rose  he : 
His  brown  hair  burst  a-spread,  his  eyes  were 

suns  to  see: 
Up  went  his  hands :  "  Through  flesh,  I  reach, 

I  read  thy  soul  I 
So  may  some  stricken  tree  look  blasted,  bough 

and  bole. 
Champed  by  the  fire-tooth,  charred  without, 

and  yet,  thrioe-bonnd 
With  dreriment  about,  within  may  life  be  found, 
A  prisoned  power  to  branch  and  blossom  as  be- 
fore. 
Could   but  the  gardener  oleave  the  cloister, 

reach  the  core. 
Loosen  the  vital  aap :  yet  where  shall  help  be 

found? 
Who  says  *  How  save  it  ? '  —  nor  *  Why  cumbers 

it  the  ground  ?  ' 
Woman,  that   tree  art   thou  I     All  sloughed 

about  with  scurf. 
Thy  sta^homs  fright  the  sky,  thy  snake-roots 

stmg  the  turf  I 
Drunkenness,  wantonness,  theft,  murder  gnash 

and  gnarl 
Thine  outward,  case  thy  soul  with  coating  like 

the  marie 
Satan  stamps  flat  upon  each  head  beneath  his 

hoofT 
And  how  deliver  such  ?    The  strong  men  keep 

aloof, 
Lover  and  friend  stand  far,  the  mocking  ones 

pass  by, 
Tophet  gapes  wide  for  prey :  lost  soul,  despair 

and  die ! 
What  then  ?  *  Look  unto  me  and  be  ye  saved  I  * 

saith  God : 
*  I  strike  the  rook,  outstreats  the  life-stream  at 

my  rod !  ^ 
Be  your  sins  scarlet,  wool  shall  they  seem  like, 

—  although 
As  crimson  red,  yet  turn  white  as  the  driven 

snow ! ' " 

'*  *  There,  there,  there  !    All  I  seem  to  some- 
how understand 

*  They  did  not  eat 
Hit  lleab,  nor  snck  thoM  oils  which  thence  outstreat. 
Domrs's  ProgrfSM  of  the  5oi//,  line  344. 


Is  —  that,  if  I  reached  home,  *t  was  through  tht 

guiding  hand 
Of  his  blind  girl  which  led  and  led  me  throngli 

the  streets 
And  out  of  town  and  up  to  door  again.    What 

greets 
Fint  thing  my  eye,  as  limbs  recover  from  their 

swoon? 
A   book  —  this   Book   she   gave   at   partiiig. 

*'Father^8boon— 
The  Book  he  wrote :  it  reads  as  if  he  spoke 

himself: 
He  cannot  preach  in  bonds,  so,  —  take  it  dowa 

from  shelf 
When  you  want  counsel,  —  think  yon  hear  hit 

very  voice  I 


i4  t 


Wicked  dear  Husband,  first  despair  and 
then  rejoice  I 

Dear  wicked  Husband,  waste  no  tick  of  momeat 
more. 

Be  saved  like  me,  bald  trunk !  There 's  green- 
ness yet  at  core. 

Sap  under  slough !    Read,  read  I  * 


ii 


Let  me  take  breath,  my  lords ! 
I  'd  like  to  know,  are  these  —  hers,  mine,  or 

Bunyan*s  words  ? 
I  'm  Vildered  —  scarce  with  drink,  —  nowise 

with  drink  alone ! 
You  'U  say,  with  heat :  but  heat  *s  no  stufiF  to 

split  a  stone 
Like  this  black  boulder  —  this  flint  heart  of 

mine :  tlie  Book  — 
That  dealt  the  crashing  blow!    Sirs,  here's 

the  fist  that  shook 
His  beard  till  Wrestler  Jem  howled  like  a  just- 
lugged  bear  I 
Yon  haa  Drained  me  with  a  feather :  at  once  I 

grew  aware 
Christmas  was  meant  for  me.    A  burden  at 

your  back. 
Good   Master   Christmas  ?    Nay,  —  yours  wis 

that  Joseph  ^s  sack, 
—  Or  whose  it  was,  —  which  held  the  cup,— 

compared  with  mine ! 


Robbery  loads  my  loins,  j)er  jury  cracks  my  chine, 
"  iery  .  . 
flung  I 


Adultery  .  .  .  nay 


Dms,pei 
,  Tab, 


you  pitched  me  as  I 


One  word,  I  41  up  with  fist  .  .  .  No,  sweet 
spouse,  hold  your  tongue ! 

"I  *m  hasting  to  the  end.    The  Book,  sin  — 

take  and  read  !^ 
You  have  my  history  in  a  nutshell, —  ay,  indeed ! 
It  must  off,  mjT  burden !    ^>ee,  —  slack  strapi 

and  into  pit. 
Roll,  reach    the    bottom,  rest,  rot    there  — a 

plague  on  it ! 
For  a  mountain  *s  sure  to  fall  and  bury  Bedford 

Town, 
^  Destruction  *  —  that 's  the  name,  and  fire  shsU 

bum  it  down ! 
Oh,  Wape  the  wrath  in  time !    Time  's  now,  if 

not  too  late. 
How  can  I  pilgrimage  ud  to  the  wicket-fpate  ? 
Next  comes  Despond  tlie  slough:   iK>t   that  1 

fear  to  pull 
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Thronfi^h  mud,  and  dry  my  oloihee  at  braye 

House  fieantif  al  — 
Bnt  it  'a  late  in  the  day,  I  reckon :  had  I  left 

years  ago 
Town,  wife,  and  ^  children  dear  .  .  .    Well, 

Christmas  did,  you  know !  — 
Soon  I  had  met  in  the  yalley  and  tried  my  cad- 
gers strength 
On  the  enemy  homed  and  willed,  arstraddle 

across  its  leng^  I 
Haye  at  his  horns,  thwiek  —  thwack  :    they 

snap,  see  !    Hoof  and  hoof  — 
Bang,   break   the   fetlock-bones!    For   love's 

sake,  keep  aloof 
Angels !    I  *m  man  and  match,  —  this  cudgel 

for  mjr  flail,  — 
To  thresh  hmi,  hoofs  and  horns,  bat's  wing  and 

serpent's  tail ! 
A  chance  gone  by  1    But  then,  what  else  does 

Hopeful  ding 
Into  the  deafest  ear  except  —  hope,  hope  's  the 

thing? 
Too  late  i'  the  day  for  me  to  thrid  the  wind- 
ings: but 
There 's  still  a  way  to  win  the  race  by  death's 

short  cut ! 
Did  Master  Faithful  need  climb  the  Delightful 

Mounts? 
No,  straight  to  Vanity  Fair,  —  a  fair,  by  all  ac- 
counts. 
Such  as  is  held  outside,  —  lords,  ladies,  grand 

and  gay,  — 
Says  he  in  the  face  of  them,  just  what  you  hear 

me  say. 
And  the  Judges  brought  him  in  guilty,  and 

brought  him  out 
To  die  in  the  market-place — St.  Peter's  Green 's 

about 
The  same  thing:  there  they  flogged,  flayed, 

buffeted,  lanced  with  knives. 
Pricked  him  with  swords,  —  I  '11  swear,  he  'd 

full  a  cat's  nine  lives,  — 
80  to  his  end  at  last  came  Faithful,  —  ha,  ha,  he ! 
Who  holds  the  highest  card  ?  for  there  stands 

hid,  you  see. 
Behind  the  rabble-rout,  a  chariot,  pair  and  all : 
He 's  in,  he 's  off.  he  ^s  up,  throi^h  clouds,  at 

trumpet-call. 
Carried  the  nearest  way  to  Heaven-gate !    Odds 

my  life  — 
Has  nobody  a  sword  to  spare  ?  not  even  a  knife  ? 
Then  hang  me,  draw  and  quarter!    Tab  —  do 

the  same  by  her ! 
O  Master  Worldly- Wiseman  .  .  .  that 's  Master 

Interpreter, 
Take  the  will,  not  the  deed  I    Our  gibbet 's 

handy,  close : 
Forestall  Last  Judgment-Day !    Be  kindly,  not 

morose ! 
There  wants  no  earthly  judge-and- jurying :  here 

we  stand  — 
Sentence  our  guilty  selves :  so,  hang  us  out  of 

hand  I 
Make  haste  for  pity's  sake  I   A  single  moment's 

loss 
Means  —  Satan 's  lord  once  more  :  his  whisper 

shoots  across 
All  singing  in  my  heart,  all  praying  in  my  brain, 


*  It  comes  of  heat  and  beer ! '  —hark  how  he 

guffaws  phun  I 

*  To-morrow  you  '11  wake  bright,  and,  in  a  safe 

skin,  hufi: 
Toor  sound  seTves,  Tab  and  yon,  over  a  f oam- 

ing  jug ! 
Yon  've  had  such  qualms  before,  time  out  of 

mind!'    He  "^s  right  I 


Did  not  we  kick  and  cuff  and  curse  away,  that 

night 
Wh«i  home  we  blindly  reeled,  and  left  pool 

humpback  Joe 
I'  the  lurch  to  pay  for  what  .  .  .  somebody 

did,  you  know ! 
Both  of  us  maundered  then,  *  Lame  humpback, 

—  never  more 
Will  he  come  limping,  drain  his  tankard  at  our 

door! 
He  'U  swing,  while  — somebody ' .  .  .  Says  Tab, 

*  No,  for  I  '11  peach  ! ' 
^  I  'm  for  you.  Tab,'  cries  I,   *  there  's  rope 

enough  for  each  ! ' 
So  blubbered  we,  and  bussed,  and  went  to  bed 

upon 
The  grace  of  Tab's  good  thought :  by  momii^, 

all  was  gone ! 
We  laughed  — '  What 's  life  to  him,  a  cripple 

of  no  account  ?  ' 
Oh,  waves  increase  around  —  I  feel  them  mount 

and  mount ! 
Hang  us !    To-morrow  brings  Tom  Bearward 

with  his  bears : 
One  new  black-muzzled  brute  beats  Sackerson, 

he  swears : 
(Sackerson.  for  my  money !)    And,  baiting  o'er, 

the  Brawl 
They  lead  on  Turner's  Patch,  —  lads,  lasses,  up 

tails  all, — 
I  'm  i'  the  thick  o'  the  throng !    That  means 

the  Iron  Cage, 
—  Means  the  Lost  Man  inside !    Where 's  hope 

for  such  as  wage 
War  against  light  ?    Light 's  left,  light 's  here, 

I  hold  light  still. 
So  does  Tab  —  make  but  hast«  to  hang  us  both ! 

You  will?" 

I  promise,  when  he  stopped  you  might  have 

heara  a  mouse 
Squeak,  such  a  death-like  hush  sealed  up  the 

old  Mote  House. 
Bnt  when  the  mass  of  man  sank  meek  upon  his 

knees, 
While  Tab,  alongside,  wheezed  a  hoarse  **  Do 

hang  us,  please  I  " 
Why,  then  the  waters  rose,  no  eye  but  ran  with 

tears. 
Hearts  heaved,  heads  thumped,  until,  payii^ 

all  past  arrears 
Of  pity  and  sorrow,  at  last  a  regular  scream 

outbroke 
Of  triumph,  joy,  and  praise. 

My  Lord  Chief  Justice  spoke. 
First  mopping  brow  and  cheek,  where  stifi,  for 

one  that  budged. 
Another  bead  broke  fresh :  "  Wliat  Judge,  that 

ever  judged 
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Since  first  the  world  began,  judged  sadi  a  ease 

as  this? 
Why,  Master  Bratts,  long  sinee,  folks  smelt 

you  out,  I  wis  I 
I  had  my  doubts,  i^  faith,  each  time  you  played 

the  fox 
Convicting  geese  of  crime  in  yonder  witness- 
box — 
Yea,  much  did  I  misdoubt,  the  thief  that  stole 

her  eggs 
Was  hardly  goosey^s  self  at  Reynard*s  game,  i* 

feggs! 
Yet  thus  much  was  to  praise  —  you  spoke  to 

point,  direct  — 
Swore  you  heard,  saw  the  theft :  no  jury  could 

suspect  — 
Dared  to  suspect,  —  I  *11  say,  —  a  spot  in  white 

so  clear : 
Gk>o8ey  was  throttled,  true :  but  thereof  godly 

fear 
Game  of  example  set,  much  as  our  laws  in- 
tend ; 
And,  though  a  fox  confessed,  you  proved  the 

Judge's  friend. 
What  if  I  had  my  doubts?    Suppose  I  gave 

them  breath, 
Brought  you  to  bar:  what  work  to  do,  ere 

*  Guilty,  Death' 
Had  paid  our  pains  I    What  heaps  of  witnesses 

to  drag 
From  holes  and  oomers,  paid   from  out  the 

County's  bag ! 
Trial  three  dop^ys  long  I    Amiau  Curia  — 

that's 
Your  title,  no  dispute  —  truth-telling  Master 

Bratts  1  

Thank  you,  too.  Mistress  Tab !    Why  doubt 

one  word  you  say  ? 
Hanging  you  both  deserve,  hanged  both  shall 

be  thisdav  I 
The  tinker  needs  must  be  a  proper  man.    I  *ve 

heard 


He  lies  in  Jail  long  sinee :   if  Quality's  good 

word 
Warrants  me  letting  loose,  —  some  honMholdsr, 

I  mean  — 
Freeholder,  bettor  still,  —  I  don't  say  bat  — 

between 
Now  and  next  Sessions  .  .  .  Well  1     Consider 

of  his  case, 
I  promise  to,  at  least:  we  owe  him  so  much 

grace. 
Not  that  —  no,  God  forbid  I  —  I  lean  to  think, 

as  you. 
The  grace  that  snob  repent  is  anv  jail-bird's  due  : 
I  raUier  see  the  fruit  of  twelve  years'  pions 

reign  — 
Astrsea   Redux,  Charles   restored   his   rights 

againl 
—  Of  which,  another  time  !    I  somehow  feel  a 

peace 
Stealing  across  the  world.     May   deeds  like 

this  increase  I 
So,  Master  Sheriff,  stay  that  sentenoe  I  pro- 

nounoed 
On  those   two   dozen  odd  :     deserving  to  be 

trounced 
Soundly,  and  yet  .  .  .  well,  well,  at  all  events 

dispatch 
This  pair  of  — shall  I  say,  sinnei'«aints  ?  — en» 

we  catch 
Their  jail-distemper  too.    Stop  tears,  or  I  'U  in- 
All  weeping  Bedfordshire  for  taming  Bnnyan- 

So,  forms  were  galloped  thxou^     If  Jnstioe, 

on  the  spur, 
Proved  somewhat  ezpedi^ons,  would  Quality 

demur? 
And  happily  hanged  were  they,  —  why  lengthea 

out  my  tale  ?  — 
Where  Bunyan's  Statue  stands  facing  wliere 

stood  nis  Jail. 


SECOND   SERIES 

*•  You  are  sick,  that  »8  sure,"— they  say.' 

"  Sick  of  what  ?  '*— they  disagree. 
"  'T  is  the  brain,»'  —  thinks  Doctor  A ; 

••  'T  is  the  heart,"  —  holds  Doctor  B ; 
•  The  liver  —  my  life  I  'd  lay  1  " 
•♦  The  lungs !  **    "  The  lights !  " 

Ah  me! 
So  tflmorant  of  man^s  whole 
Of  bodily  or^ns  plain  to  see  — 
So  sage  and  certam,  frank  and  free, 
About  what  's  under  lock  and  key  — 
Man*s  soul  1 
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Hbkb  is  a  story,  shall  stir  you !  Stand  up, 
Gfreeks  dead  and  gone« 

Who  breasted,  beat  Barbarians,  stemmed  Per- 
sia rolling  on, 

Did  the  deed  and  saved  the  world,  for  the  day 
was  Marathon  I 


No  man  but  did  his  manliest,  kept  sank  and 

fought  away 
In  his  tribe  and  file :   up,  back,  out,  down  " 

was  the  spear-arm  play  : 
Like  a  wind-wnipt  branchy  wood,  all  speai^ 

arms  a-swing  that  day  I 
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But  one  man  kept  no  rank,  and  h»  sole  arm 

plied  no  spear, 
Ai  a  flashing  came  and  went,  and  a  form  i*  the 


unff 
I,  to 


van,  tne  rear, 
Brightened  the  battle  np,  for  he  Uaied  now 
there,  now  here. 

Nor  helmed  nor  shielded,  he  I  but,  a  goatskin 

aU  his  wear. 
Like  a  tiller  of  the  soil,  with  a  clown's  limbs 

broad  and  bare. 
Went  he  ploughing  on  and  on :   he  pushed  with 

a  ploughman's  share. 

Did  the  weak  mid-Hne  give  way,  as  tunnies  on 

whom  the  shark 
Precipitates   his   balk  ?     Did  the  right-wing 

halt  when,  stark 
On  his  heap  of  slain  lay  stretched  Eallimachos 

Polemarch  ? 

Did  the  steady  phalanx  falter  ?    To  the  rescue, 

at  the  need. 
The   clown    was    ploughing   Persia,    clearing 

Greek  earth  of  weed, 
Aa  he  routed  through  the  Sakian  and  rooted  up 

the  Mede. 

But  the  deed  done,  battle  ¥ron, — nowhere  to 

bedeseried 
On  the  meadow,  by  the  stream,  at  the  marsh, 

—  look  far  and  wide 
From  the  foot  of  the  mountain,  no,  to  the  last 

blood-plashed  sea-side,  — 

Not  anywhere  on  view  biased  the  large  limbs 

thonged  and  brown, 
Shearing  and    clearing   still   with    the   share 

before  which  —  down 
To  the  dust  went  Persia's  pomp,  as  he  ploughed 

for  Greece,  that  clown  ! 

How  spake  the  Grade  V    **  Care  for  no  name 

ataUI 
Say  but  just  this :    *  We  praise  one  helpful 

whom  we  call 
The  Holder  of  the  Ploughshare.'     The  great 

deed  ne'er  grows  smaU." 

Not  the  great   name  I     Sing  —  woe   for   the 

great  name  Miltiad^s 
And  its  end  at  Paros  isle  t    Woe  for  Themis- 

tokles 
—  Satrap   in   Sardis   court  I     Name   not  the 

down  like  these  i 


CLIVE 

Browning  had  this  story  from  Mrs.  Jameson 
as  early  as  1846,  she  in  turn  having  just  heard 
Maeanlay  tdl  it.  Browning's  own  narrative 
preceded  Clive's  death  by  a  week  only. 

I   Ain>  Clive  were  friends  —  and  why   not  ? 
Friends  I    I  think  yon  laugh,  my  lad. 


^^*  i*  .r*  ^^*  EngW  India,  while  your 

father  gives  —  egad, 
Ekigland  nothing  but  the  graceless  boy  who 

lures  him  on  to  speak  — 
**  Well,  iSir,  yon  and  Clive  were  comrades  —  " 

vrith  a  tongue  throat  in  your  cheek ! 
Very  true:    in  my  eyes,  your  eyes,  all   the 

world's  eyes,  CUve  was  man, 
I  was,  am,  and  ever  shall  be  — mouse,  nay, 

mouse  of  all  its  clan 
Sorriest  sample,  if  you  take  the  kitehen's  esti- 
mate for  fame : 
While    the   man    Clive  —  he   fought    Ilassy, 

spoiled  the  dever  foreign  game. 
Conquered  and  annexed  and  Englished ! 

Never  mind  I     As  o'er  my  punch 
(Ton  away)  I  sit  of  evenings,  —  silence,  save  for 

biscuit  crunch, 
Black,  unbroken,  —  thought  grows  bu^,  thrids 

each  pathway  of  old  years. 
Notes  this  forthright,  that  meander,  till  the 

long^past  life  appears 
Like  an  outspread  map  of   country  plodded 

through,  each  mile  and  rood. 
Once,  and  well  remembered  still,  —  I  'm  star- 
tled in  mv  solitude 
Ever  and  anon  by  —  what 's  the  sudden  mock' 

ing  light  that  breaks 
On  me  as  I  slap  the  table  till  no  rummer-glass 

but  shakes 
While  I  ask— aloud,  I  do  bdieve,  God  hdp 

me  I  — "Was  it  thus? 
Can  it  be  that  so  I  faltered,  stopped  when  just 

one  step  for  us  —  " 
(Us,  —you  were  not  bom,  I  grant,  but  surely 

some  day  bom  would  be) 
**— One  bold   step  had    gained  a  province" 

(figurative  talk,  you  see) 
"Cfot  no  end  of   wealth  and  honor, —yet  I 

stood  stock-still  no  less  ?  *' 
—  "  For  I  was  not  Clive,"  you  comment :  but  it 

needs  no  Clive  to  guess 
Wealth  were  handy,  honor  ticklish,  did   no 

writing  on  the  wall 
Warn   me       Trespasser,    'ware   man-traps  I'* 

Him  who  braves  that  notice  —  call 
Hero  I  none  of  such  heroics  suit  myself  who 

read  plain  words. 
Doff  my  hat,  and  leap  no  barrier.    Scripture 

says,  the  land  's  the  Lord's : 
Louts  tnen  —  what  avail  the  thousand,  noisy 

in  a  smock-frocked  ring. 
All-agog  to  have  me  trespass,  clear  the  fence, 

be  Clive  their  king  ? 
Higher  warrant  must  you  show  me  ere  I  set  one 

foot  before 
T'  other  in  that  dark  direction,  though  I  stand 

forevermore 
Poor  as  Job  and  meek  as  Moses.    Evermore  ? 

No  1    By  and  by 
Job  grows  rich  and  Moses  vaUant,  CUve  turns 

out  less  wise  than  I. 
Don't  object  "Why  call  him  friend,  then?" 

Power  is  power,  my  boy,  and  stiU 
Marks  a  man,  —  (^d's  gift  nu^^nific,  exercised 

for  good  or  ill. 
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YouVe   your   boot   now   on   mj  hearth-mg, 

tread  what  was  a  tiger's  skin  : 
Rarely  such  a  royal  monster  as  I  lodged  the 

bullet  in  I 
True,  he  murdered  half  a  village,  so  his  own 

death  came  to  pass ; 
Still,  for  size  and  beauty,  cunning,  oonrage  — 

ah,  the  brute  he  was  I 
Why,  that  Clive,  —  that  youth^  that  greenhorn, 

that  qniU-drivin^  clerk,  m  fine,  — 
He  sustained  a  siege  m  Aroot  .  .  .    But  the 

world  knows  T    Pass  the  wine. 

Where  did  I  break  off  at  ?  How  bring  Clive 
in  ?    Oh,  you  mentioned  ^'  fear '' ! 

Just  so :  and,  said  I,  that  minds  me  of  a  story 
you  shall  hear. 

We  were  friends  then,  Clive  and  I :  so,  when 
the  clouds,  about  the  orb 

Late  supreme,  encroaching  slowly,  surely, 
threatened  to  absorb 

Ray  by  rav  its  noontide  brilliance,  —  friendship 
mignt,  with  steadier  eye 

Drawing  near,  bear  what  had  bnmed  else,  now 
no  blaze — all  majesty. 

Too  much  bee's-wing  floats  my  ^fure  ?  Well, 
suppose  a  castle  's  new : 

None  presume  to  climb  its  ramparts,  none  find 
foothold  sure  for  shoe 

'Twixt  those  squares  and  squares  of  granite 
plating  the  impervious  pile 

As  his  scale-mail's  warty  iron  cuirasses  a  croco- 
dile. 

Reels  that  castle  thunder-smitten,  storm-dis- 
mantled ?    From  without 

Scrambling  up  by  crack  and  crevice,  every 
cockney  prates  about 

Towers  —  the  neap  he  kicks  now !  turrets  — 
just  the  measure  of  his  cane  I 

Will  that  do  ?  Observe  moreover  —  (same  si- 
militude again)  — 

Such  a  castle  seldom  crumbles  by  sheer  stress 
of  cannonade : 

'Tis  when  foes  are  foiled  and  fighting's  fin- 
ished that  vile  rains  invade, 

Ghrass  o'ergrows,  o'ergrows  till  night-birds  con- 
gregating find  no  holes 

Fit  to  build  in  like  the  topmost  sockets  made 
for  banner-poles. 

So  Clive  crumbled  slow  in  London,  crashed  at 
last. 

A  week  before. 
Dining  with  him, —  after  trying  churchyard 

chat  of  days  of  yore,  — 
Both  of  us  stopped,  tired  as  tombstones,  head- 
piece, foot-piece,  when  they  lean 
E^ch  to  other,  drowsed  in  f<^;^«moke,  o'er  a 

coffined  Past  between. 
As  I  saw  his  head  sink  heavy,  guessed  the  soul's 

extinguishment 
By  the  glazing  eyeball,  noticed  how  the  furtive 

fingers  went 
Where  a  drug-box  skulked  behind  the  honest 

liquor.  —  '*  Oiie  more  throw 
Try  for  Clive  !  "  thought  I :  **  Let 's  venture 

some  good  rattling  question  ! "    So  — 


''Come  Clive,  tell  us  "—out  I  blorted  — 
'*  what  to  tell  in  turn,  years  hence. 

When  my  boy  —  suppose  I  have  one  —  asks  me 
on  what  evidence 

I  maintain  my  friend  of  Plassy  proved  a  war- 
rior every  whit 

W^orth  your  Alexanders,  Caasais,  Marlboronghs 
and  —  what  said  Pitt  ?  — 

Frederick  the  Fierce  himself !  Clive  told  me 
once  "  —  I  want  to  say  — 

*"  Which  feat  out  of  all  those  feunous  doings  bore 
Uie  bell  away 

—  In  his  own  cahn  e8timati<A,  mark  you,  not 
the  mob's  rough  guess  — 

Which  stood  foremost  as  evincing  what  Clive 
called  courageousness ! 

Come !  what  moment  of  the  minute,  what 
speck-centre  in  the  wide 

Circle  of  the  action  saw  your  mortal  fairly  dei- 
fied? 

(Let  alone  that  filthy  sleep-stuff,  swallow  bold 
this  wholesome  Port !) 

If  a  friend  has  leave  to  question,  —  when  were 
you  most  brave,  in  short?  " 

Up  he  arched  his  brows  o'  the  instant  —  for- 
midably Clive  again. 

*'  When  was  I  most  brave  ?  I  'd  answer,  were 
the  instance  half  as  plain 

As  another  instance  that 's  a  brain-lodged  crys- 
tal —  curse  it  I  —  here 

Freezing  when  my  memoiy  touches  —  ugh!  — 
the  time  I  felt  most  fear. 

Ugh  I  I  cannot  say  for  certain  if  I  showed  fear 
—  anyhow, 

Fear  I  felt,  and,  very  likely,  shuddered,  since 
I  shiver  now." 

"  Fear  ! "  smUed  I.    ''  Well,  that 's  the  rarer : 

that 's  a  specimen  to  seek. 
Ticket  up  in  one's  museum,  Mind-Fretiks,  Lord 

Cltve'8  Fear,  Unique  !  " 

Down  his  brows  dropped.    On  the  table  pain- 

fulljr  he  pored  as  though 
Tracing,    in    the   stains   and    streaks   th«re, 

ttioughts  encrusted  long  ago. 
Wlien  he  spoke  't  was  like  a  lawyer  reading 

word  by  word  some  will. 
Some  blind  jungle  of  a  statement, — beating  on 

and  on  until 
Out  there  leaps  fierce  life  to  fight  with. 

"  This  fell  in  my  factor-da^ 
Desk-drudge,   slaving  at   Saint  David's,    one 

must  game,  or  drink,  or  craze. 
I  chose    gaming:  and,  —  because   your   high- 
flown  gamesters  hardly  take 
Umbrage  at  a  factor's  elbow  if  tbe  faotoir  p«;s 

his  stake,  — 
I  was  winked  at  in  a  circle  where  the  eompanj 

was  choice. 
Captain  This  and  Major  That,  men  high  of 

color,  loud  of  voice. 
Yet  indulgent,  condescending  to  the  modest 

juvenile 
Who  not  merely  risked  but  lost  his  hard-enmed 

guineas  with  a  smile. 
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**  Down  I  sat  to  eurds,  one  eyeniog,  —  had  for 

mv  antasronist 
Somebody  whoee  nanie  ^s  a  secret  —  you  *11  know 

why  —  BO,  if  vou  list. 
Call  him  Cook  o'  the  Walk,  my  scarlet  son  of 

Mars  from  head  to  heel ! 
Play  commenced  :  and,  whether  Cocky  fancied 

that  a  clerk  must  feel 
Quite  snffiioient  honor  came  of  bending  over  one 

green  baize, 
I  the  scribe  with  him  the  wairior,  guessed  no 

penman  dared  to  raise 
Shadow  of  objection  should  the  honor  stay  but 

playing  end 
More  or  less  abruptly,  —  whether  disinclined  he 

grew  to  spend 
Practice  strictly  scientific  on  a  booby  bom  to 


At  —  not  ask  of  —  laoe-And-ruffles  if  the  hand 

they  hide  plays  fair,  — 
Anyhow,  I  marked  a  movement  when  he  bade 

me'Cutr 

"I  rose. 
*Suoh  the  new  mancBuvre,  Captain?    Tm  a 

novice  :  knowledge  grows. 
What,  you  force  a  card,  you  cheat,  Sir  ?  ' 

**  Never  did  a  thnnder^ilap 
Cause   emotion,  startle    Thyrsis  locked  witn 

Chloe  in  his  lap. 
As  my  word  and  gesture  (down  I  flung  my 

cards  to  join  the  pack) 
Fired  the  man  of  arms,  whose  visage,  simply 

red  before,  turned  black. 

W^hen  he  found  his  voice,  he  stammered  *'  That 
expression  once  again  I  * 


4»  t 


Well,  you  forced  a  card  and  cheated !  * 


"  *  Possibly  a  f actor *s  brain. 
Busied  with  his  all-important  balance  of  ao- 

counts,  may  deem 
Weighing  words  superfluous  trouble :  cheat  to 

clerkly  ears  may  seem 
Just  the  joke  for  friends  to  venture :  but  we 

are  not  friends,  you  see  ! 
When   a  gentleman  is  joked  with, — if  he's 

^ooa  at  renartee. 
He  rejoins,  as  ao  I  —  Sirrah,  on  your  knees, 

withdraw  in  full ! 
Beg  my  pardon,  or  be  sure  a  kindly  bullet 

through  your  skull 
Liets  in  light  and  teaches  manner  to  what  brain 

it  nnds  !    Choose  quick  — 
ilave  your  life  snuifed  out  or,  kneeling,  pray 

me  trim  yon  candle-wick !  ^ 

•*  *  Well,  you  cheated ! ' 
"  Then  outbroke  a  howl  from  all  the  friends 

around. 
To  his  feet  sprang  each   in   fury,    fists  were 

clenched  and  teeth  were  ground. 
*£nd  it!  no  time  like  the  present!    Captain, 

Sours  were  our  di^race  I 
ty,  bep^n  and  finisti !    Stand  back,  leave 
the  pair  a  space  I 


Let  civilians  be  instructed :  henceforth  simply 

ply  the  pen. 
Fly  the  sword  I    This  clerk  *s  no  swordsman  ? 

Suit  him  with  a  pistol,  then ! 
Even  odds !    A  dozen  paces  *twizt  the  most 

and  least  expert 
Make  a  dwarf  a  giant^s  equal :  nay,  the  dwarf, 

if  he  *s  alert. 
Likelier  hits  the  broader  target  I ' 

*'  Up  we  stood  accordingly. 
As  they  handed  me  the  weapon,  such  was  my 

soul's  thirst  to  try 
Then  and  there  conclusions  with  this  bully, 

tread  on  and  stamp  out 
Every    spark  of   his  existence,  that,  —  crept 

close  to,  curled  about 
By  that  toying  tempting  teasing  f ooUf  orefinger*B 

middle  joint,  — 
Don't  you  s^uess  ?  —  the  trigger  yielded.    Gone 

my  ciumce  I  and  at  the  pomt 
Of   such  prime   success  moreover:  scarce  an 

inch  above  his  head 
Went  my  ball  to  hit  the  wainscot.    He  waa 

living,  I  was  dead. 

**  Up  he  marched  in  flaming  triumph  —  't  was 

his  right,  mind !  —  up,  within 
Just  an  arm's  length.    *  ^lOW,  my  derkling,' 

chuckled  Cocky  with  a  grin 
As  the  levelled  piece  quite  touched  me,  *  Now, 

Sir  Counting-House,  repeat 
That  expression  which  I  tola  you  proved  bad 

manners  I    Did  I  cheat  ? ' 

"  *  Cheat  yon  did,  you  knew  you  cheated,  and, 

this  moment,  know  as  well. 
As  for  me,  my  homely  breeding  bids  you  — 

fire  and  go  to  Hell  I ' 

**  Twice    the    muzzle   touched   my   forehead. 

Heavy  baiTcl,  flurried  wrist. 
Either  spoik  a  steady  lifting.    Thrice:  then, 

*  Laugh  at  Hell  who  list, 
I    can't !    God 's  no   fable    either.    Did    this 

boy*s  eye  wink  once  ?    No ! 
There  's  no  standing  him  and  Hell  and  God  all 

three  against  me,  —  so, 
I  did  cheat ! ' 

*'  And  down  he  threw  the  pistol,  out  rushed 
—  by  the  door 

Possibly,  but,  as  for  knowledge  if  by  chimney, 
roof  or  floor, 

He  effected  disappearance  —  I  '11  engage  no 
glance  was  sent 

That  way  by  a  single  starer,  such  a  blank  aston- 
ishment 

Swallowed  up  their  senses  :  as  for  speaking  — 
mute  tney  stood  as  mice. 


ii 


Mute  not  long,  thouprh !    Such  reaction,  such 

a  hubbub  in  a  tnce ! 
*  Rogue  and  rascal  I    Who'd  have  thought  it? 

What 's  to  be  exi)ected  next, 
When  His    Majesty's    Commission    serves    a 

sharper  as  pretext 
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For 


Bat  where  'a    the   need  of  waetiii^ 


time  now  ?    Naught  requires  delay  : 
Pomahment  the  Serrice  cries  for :  let  cuagrafoe 

he  wiped  awav 
Pabiiol^f  in  «»od   broad   daylight  I    Resigiiar 

tion  ?    No,  indeed  ! 
Dram  and  fife  must  play  the  RogneVMaroh, 

rank  and  file  he  free  to  speed 
Tardy  marching  on  the  rogue  Ni  part  hy  appli- 
ance in  the  rear 
—  Kicks  administered  shall  right  this  wronged 

civilian,  — never  fear, 
Mister  Clive,  for— though  a  clerk — you  hope 

yourself  —  suppose  we  say  — 
Just  as  would  heseem  a  soldier  ? 


»4   ( 


Gentlemen,  attention  —  pray  I 


First,  one  word !  * 

*^  I  paased  each  speaker  severally  in  review. 
When  I  had  precise  their  number,  names  and 

styles,  and  fully  knew 
Over  whom  my  supervision  thenceforth  must 

extend,  —  why,  then  — 

**  *  Some  five  minutes  since,  my  life  lay  —  as  you 

all  saw,  gentlemen  — 
At  the  mercy  of  your  friend  there.    Not  a 

single  voice  was  raised 
In  arrest  of  judgment,  not  one  tongue  —  before 

my  powder  blazed  — 
Ventured  *^  Can  it  be  the  youngster  blundered, 

really  seemed  to  mark 
Some  irregular  proceeding  ?    We  eonjecture  in 

the  dark. 
Guess  at  random, — still,  for  sake  ol  fair  play 

—  what  if  for  a  freak,  ^ 
In  a  fit  of  abaenoe,  —  such  things  have  been  !  — 

if  our  friend  proved  weak 

—  What 's   the   phrase  ?  —  corrected  fortune ! 

Look  into  the  case,  at  least !  " 
Who  dared  interpose  between  the  altar's  victim 

and  the  priest? 
Yet  he  spared  me  1    You  eleven  I    Whosoever, 

all  or  each. 
To  the  disadvantage  of  the  man  who  spared 

me,  utters  speech 

—  To  his  face,  behind  his  back,  —  that  speaker 

has  to  do  with  me : 
Me  who  promise,  if  positions  change  and  mine 

the  chance  should  be. 
Not    to    imitAte    your   friend   and  waive  ad- 

vantage! ' 

'*  Twenty-five 

Years  ago  this  matter  happened :  and  *t  is 
certain/'  added  Glive, 

*^  Never,  to  my  knowledge,  did  Sir  Cocky  have 
a  single  oreath 

Breathed  against  him  :^  lips  were  dosed  through- 
out his  life,  or  since  his  death. 

For  if  he  be  dead  or  living  I  can  tell  no  more 
than  you. 

An  I  know  is  —  Cooky  had  one  chance  more; 
how  he  used  it,  —  grew 

Out  of  such  unlucky  habits,  or  relapsed,  and 
back  again 


Brought  the  late-ejeoted   devil  with  a  aeore 

more  in  his  train,  — 
That 's  for  yon  to  judge.    Reprieval  I  procured, 

at  any  rate. 
Ugh — the  memory  of  that  minute's  fear  makes 

gooseflesh  nsel    Why  prate 
Longer  ?    You  've    my    stoiy,    there 's    jour 

instance  :  fear  I  did,  you  see  t  " 

**  Well "  —  I  hardly  kept  from  laughing  -  "  if 

I  see  it,  thanks  must  be 
Wholly  to  your  Lordship  ^s  candor.    Not  that 

—  in  a  common  case  — 

When  a  bully  caught  at  cheating    thrusts  a 

nistol  in  one's  face, 
I  should  undei^rate,  believe  me,  such  a  trial  to 

the  nerve ! 
'T  is  no  joke,  at  one^nd-twenty,  for  a  youth  to 

stand  nor  swerve. 
Fear  I  naturally  look  for  —  unless,  of  all  mea 

alive, 
I  am  forced  to  make  exception  wh«i  I  oome  to 

Robert  Clive. 
Since  at  Arcot,  Plassy,  elsewhere,  he  and  dealh 

—  the  whole  world  knows  — 
Came  to  somewhat  closer  qoarten." 

QuaiteTs?    Had  we  come  to  blows, 
Clive  and  I,  you  had  not  wondoed  —  up  he 

sprang  so,  out  he  i-apped 
Such  a  round  of  oatfaa  — no  matter  I    111  es- 

deavor  to  adapt 
To  our  modem  usage  words  he— well,  'twas 

friendly  license  —  flung 
At  me  like  so  many  fire-balls,  fast  as  he  could 

wag  hia  tongue. 


"You  — a  soldier?    You  —  at  Plassy ?    Yours 

the  faculty  to  nick 
Instantaneously   occasion    when   your  foe,  if 

lightmng-quiok, 

—  At   his  mercy,  at   his    malice,  —  has  you, 

through  some  stupid  inch 
Undef endeciin  your  bulwark  ?    Thus  laid 
—  not  to  ninoh 

—  That   needs  courage,   you  11   concede 

Then,  look  here  I    Suppose  the  man. 
Checking   his   advance,  his   weapon  still 

tended,  not  a  span 
Distant  from  my  temple.  —  curse  him  I  —  qmat* 

ly  had  bade  me,  |  There  ! 
Keep  your  life,  calumniator !  —  worthleBS  life  I 

freely  spare : 
Mine  yon  freely  would  have  taken — murdered 

me  and  my  good  fame 
Both  at  onoe  —  and  all  the^  better!    Go,  and 

thank  your  own  bad  aim 
Which  permits  me  to  forgive  you ! '    Wliat  if, 

with  such  words  as  these, 
He  had  cast  away  his  weapon  ?    How  should 

I  have  borne  me,  please  ? 
Nay,  I  '11  spare  you  pains  and  tell  yon.    This, 

and  only  this,  remained  — 
Pick  his  weapon  up  and  use  it  on  myself.    If 

so  had  gained 
Sleep  the  eanier,  leaving  England  prohafaly  to 

pay  on  still 
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Rent  and  taxw  for  half  India,  tenant  at  the 
Frenohman'a  "wilL" 

"Snoh  the  turn/'  said  I,  ''  the  matter  takes 
with  you  f    Then  I  ahate 

—  No,  by  not  one  jot  nor  tittle,  —  ol  your  act 

nay  estimate. 
Fear — I  wish  I  could  detect  there:   courage 

^  fronts  me,  plain  enongh  — 
Call  it   desperation,  madness  —  nerer  mind  I 

for  here 's  in  rough 
Why,  had  mine  been  such  a  trial,  fesr  had 

overcome  disgrace. 
Tme,  disgrace  were  hard  to  bear:   but  soeh  a 

rush  sgainst  God's  face 

—  None  of  that  for  me.  Lord  Plassy,  since  I  go 

to  church  at  times, 
Say  the  creed  my  mother  tanght  me  I    Many 

years  in  foreign  climes 
Rub  some  niarks  away  —  not  all,  though  !    We 

poor  sinners  reach  lifers  brink. 
Overlook    what    rolls   beneath   it,  recklessly 

enough,  but  think 
There 's  advanti^pe  in  what  ^s  left  us — ground 

to  stand  on,  time  to  call 
'  Lord,  have  mercy  I '  ere  we  topple  over  —  do 

not  leap,  that 's  all  I " 

Oh,  he  made  no  answer,  re-absorbed  into  his 

oloud«    I  cau^t 
Something  like  "  Yes  —  courage :    only  fools 

willcall  it  foai.'.'* 

If  anght 
Comfort  you,  my  great  unhappy  hero  Clive,  in 

that  I  nefloa. 
Next  week,  how  your  own  hand   dealt   you 

doom,  and  uttered  just  the  word 
'*  FearfuUjr  courageous  I  ^'  —  this,  be  sure,  and 

nothiufir  else  I  groaned. 
I  *ni   no    Ckve,  nor    parson   either :     Clivers 

worst  deed  —  we  ^U  hope  condoned. 


MULfeYKEH 

If  a  stranger  passed  the  tent  of  H<5seyn,  he 

cried  **  A  churl's  I  " 
Or  haply  ''  God  help  the  man  who  has  neither 

sslt  nor  bread! " 
• —  "  Nay,"  would  a  friend  exohum,  **  he  needs 

nor  pity  nor  scorn 
More  than  who  spends  small  thought  on  the 

shore-sand,  picking  i>earlB, 
—  Holds  but  in  light  esteem  the  seed«sort, 

bears  instead 
On  his   breast   a   moon-like  prize,  some  orb 

which  of  night  makes  mom. 

**  What  if  no  flocks  and  herds  enrich  the  son  of 
Sin^? 

They  went  when  his  tribe  was  mulct,  ten  thou- 
sand camels  the  due. 

Blood-value  paid  perforce  for  a  murder  done  of 
old. 

^  God  gave  them,  let  them  go  1  But  never  since 
time  began, 


MoUykeh,  peerless  mare,  owned  master  the 

match  of  you. 
And  you  are  my  prize,  my  Pearl:    I  laugh  at 
''s  land  and  gold  1 ' 


men' 
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So  in  the  pride  of  his  soul  laughs  H^seyn^ 
and  right,  I  say. 

Do  the  ten  steeds  run  a  race  of  glory  f  Out- 
stripping all, 

Ever  Muleyken  stands  first  steed  at  the  vietor^s 
sta£P. 

Who  started,  the  owner's  hope,  gets  shamed 
and  named,  that  day. 

*Siknce,'  or,  huit  but  one,  is  'The  CnfFed,'  aa 
we  use  to  call 

Whom  the  paddock^s  lord  thrusts  forth. 
Right,  H^eyn,  I  say,  to  langh !  ** 

''Boasts   he    MuMykeh    the    Pearl?"     tha 

stranger  replies :  **  Be  sure 
On  him  I  waste  nor  scorn  nor  pity,  but  lavish 

both 
On  Duhl  the  son  of  Sheybin,  who   withers 

away  in  heart 
For  envy  of   H^seim's  luck.     Such  sickness 

admits  no  cure. 
A  certain  poet  has  sung,  and  sealed  the  same 

with  an  oath, 
'  For  the  vulgar  —  flocks  and   herds  I      The 

Pearl  is  a  prise  apart.'  '* 

Lo,  Duhl  the  son  of  Sheyban  oomes  riding  to 
Hos^yn*s  tent, 

And  he  casts  his  saddle  down,  and  enters  and 
''  Peace  1 "  bids  he. 

"  You  are  poor,  I  know  the  cause :  my  plenty 
shall  mend  the  wrong. 

'Tis  said  of  your  Pearl — Uie  price  of  a  hun- 
dred camels  spent 

In  her  purchase  were  scares  ill  paid  :  such  pru- 
dence is  far  from  me 

Who  proffer  a  thousand.  Speak  I  Long 
parley  may  last  too  long.'* 

Said  Hdseyn,  *'  Yon  feed  young  beasts  a  many, 

of  famous  breed. 
Slit-eared,  unblemiahed,  fat,  true  offspring  of 

Mdzennem : 
There  stumbles  no  weak-^yed  she  in  the  line 

as  it  dirabs  the  hill. 
But  I  love   Mul^ykeh's  face:  her  forefront 

whitens  indeed 
Like  a  yellowish  wavers  cream-crest.     Your 

camels  —  go  gaxe  on  them  1 
Her  fetlock  is  foam-splashed  too.     Myself  am 

the  richer  still.  ' 


A  year 


by:   lo,  back  to  the  tent  again 


ir  goes  DV : 

rides  Duhl. 
"  You  are  open-hearted,  ay  —  moist-handed,  a 

very  prince. 
Why  should  I  speak  of  sale?    Be  the  mase 

your  simple  gift  I 
My  son  is  pined  to  death  for  her  beaaty:  vay 

wife  prompts  *'  Fool, 
Beg  for  hu  sake   the  Pead  I    Be  God  tlie 

rewarder.  since 
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God  pays  debts  seven  for  one :  who  sqaanden 
on  Hiiu  shows  thrift.'  " 

Said  H68eyn,  **  God  gives  each  man  one  life, 

like  a  lamp,  then  gives 
That  lamp  due  measure  of  oil :  lamp  lighted  — 

hold  high,  wave  wide 
Its  comfort  lor  otliers  to  share !  once  quench 

it,  what  help  is  left  ? 
Tlie  oil  of  your  lamp  is  your  son  :  I  shine  while 

Muleykeh  lives. 
Would  I  beg  your  son  to  cheer  my  dark  if 

Mul^ykeh  died  ? 
It  is  life  against  life  :    what  good  avails  to  the 

Ufe-bereft  ?  " 

Another  year,  and  —  hist  I     What  craft  is  it 

Duhl  designs  ? 
He  alights  not  at  the  door  of  the  tent  as  he  did 

last  time. 
But,  creeping  behind,  he  gropes  his  stealthy 

way  bjr  the  trench 
Half-round  till  he  finds  the  flap  in  the  folding, 

for  night  combines 
With    tlie  robber  —  and  such    is   he :    Duhl, 

covetous  up  to  crime, 
Must  wrii^  from  H<$8eyn's  grasp  the  Pearl,  by 

whatever  the  wrench. 

**  He  was  hunger-bitten,  I  heard :  I  tempted 

with  half  my  store, 
And  a  gibe  was  all  my  thanks.    Is  he  seiieroiiB 

like  Spring  dew  ? 
Account  the  fault  to  me  who  chaffered  with 

such  an  one  I 
He  has   killed,  to  feast  chance  comers,  the 

creature  ne  rode  :  nay,  more  — 
For  a  coufjle  of  singing^rls  his  robe  has  he 

torn  in  two : 
I  will  beg  1    Tet  I  nowise  gained  by  the  tale  of 

my  wife  and  son. 

"I  swear  by  the  Holy  House,  my  head  will 

I  never  wash 
Till  I  filch  his  PeArl  away.    Fair  dealing  I 

tried,  then  guile. 
And  now  I  resort  to  force.     He  said  we  must 

live  or  die : 
Let  him  die,  then,  —  let  me  live  !    Be  bold  — 

but  not  too  rash  I 
I  have  found  me  a  peeping^plaoe :   breast,  bury 

your  breathing  while 
I  explore  for  myself  I     Now,  breathe  !     He 

deceived  me  not,  the  spy  ! 

"As  he  said  —  there  lies  in  peace  HcSseyn  — 

how  happy !    Beside 
Stands  tetherea  the  Pearl :   thrice  winds  her 

headstall  about  his  wrist : 
'T  is  therefore  he  sleeps  so  sound  —  the  moon 

through  the  roof  reveals. 
And,  loose  on  his  left,^  stands  too  that  other, 

known  far  and  wide, 
Buh^yseh,  her  sister  bom  :  fleet  is  she  yet  ever 

missed 
The  winning  taiVs  fire-flash  a-stream  past  the 

thunderous  heels. 


'*  No  less  she  stands  saddled^  and  bridled,  this 

second,  in  case  some  thief 
Should  ent«r  and  seize  and  fly  with  the  first,  as 

I  mean  to  do. 
What  then?     The  Pearl  is  the  Pearl:  oum 

mount  her  we  both  escape." 
Through  the  skirt-fold  in  glides  Duhl, — so  a 

serpent  disturbs  no  leaf 
In  a  bush  as  he  parts  the  twigs  entwininga  nest : 

clean  through. 
He  is  noiselessly  at  his  work :  as  he  planned,  lie 

performs  the  rape. 

He  has  set  the  tent-door  wide,  has  buckled  the 

girth,  has  clipped 
The  headstall  away  from  the  wrist  he  leaves 

thrice  bound  as  before. 
He  springs  on  the  Pearl,  is  launched  on  the 

desert  like  bolt  from  bow. 
Up  starts  our  plundered  man :  from  his  bxesst 

though  tne  heart  be  ripped. 
Yet  his  mmd  has  the  mastery:   behold,  in  a 

minute  more. 
He  18  out  and  off  and  away  on  Bnh^yseh.  whose 

worth  we  know  I 

And  Hdseyn — his  blood  turns  flame,  he  has 

learned  long  since  to  ride. 
And  Buh^yseh  does  her  part,  —  they  gain  — 

they  are  gaining  fast 
On  the  fugitive  pair,  and  Duhl  has  Ed-DArraj 

to  cross  and  quit. 
And  to  reach  the  ridge  £l-SabAn,  —  no  safety 

till  that  be  spiea  t 
And  Buh^yseh  is,  bound  by  bound,  bat  a  hoise- 

length  off  at  last. 
For  the  retai  has  mined  the  tap  of  the  heel, 

the  touch  of  the  bit. 


She  shortens  her  stride,  she  chafes  at  her 

the  strange  and  queer : 
Buh^yseh  is  mad  with  hope  —  beat  sister  die 

shidl  and  must, 
Though  Duhl,  of  the  hand  and  heel  so  dum^, 

she  has  to  thank. 
She  is  near  now,  nose  by  tail  —  they  an  neck 

by  croup  —  joy  I  fear! 
What  folly  makes  U^yn  shout  "  Dog  Dnhl, 

Damned  son  of  the  Dust, 
Touch  the  right  ear  and  press  with  your  foot 

my  PearPs  left  flankl " 

And  Duhl  was  wise  at  the  word,  and  Mol^ykeh 
as  prompt  perceived 

Who  was  urging  redoubled  pace,  and  to  hear 
him  was  to  obey. 

And  a  leap  indeed  gave  she,  and  evanUied 
forevermore. 

And  H6seyn  looked  one  long  last  look  as  who, 
all  bereaved, 

Looksj  fain  to  follow  the  dead  so  far  ae  the  liv- 
ing may : 

Then  he  turned  Buh^yseh^s  neck  slow  home- 
ward, weeping  sore. 

And,  lo,  in  the  sonriM,  still  aat  Hdseyn  upos 
the  ground 
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Weeping :  siid  neighbors  eame,  the  tribesmen 
of  B^nu-Asid 

In  the  vale  of  green  Er-Raas,  and  they  ques- 
tioned him  of  his  grief : 

And  he  told  from  first  to  last  now,  serpent-like, 
Dnhl  had  wound 

liis  way  to  the  nest,  and  how  Duhl  rode  like  an 
ape,  so  bad  ! 

And  how  Buh^yseh  did  wonders,  yet  Pearl  re- 
mained with  the  thief. 


tt 


Poor 


And  they  jeered  him,  one  and   all : 

UiMeyn  is  crazed  past  hope ! 
How  else  had  he  wrought  himaelf  his  ruin,  In 

fortnne^s  spite  ? 
To  have  simply  held  the  tongue  were  a  task  for 

boy  or  girl. 
And  here  were  MuMykeh  again,  the  eyed  like 

an  antelope, 
The  child  of  his  heart  by  day,  the  wife  of  his 

breast  by  night  I  "  — 
**  And  the    beaten  in   soeed !  **  wept  Ildseyn. 

*'  You  never  have  loved  my  Pearl." 
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Pftrus  Aponensis  —  there  was  a  magician  I 
When  that  strange  adventure  happened,  which 

I  mean  to  tell  my  hearers. 
Nearly  had  he  tried  all  trades  —  beside  physi- 
cian. 
Architect,  astronomer,  astrologer,  —  or  worse : 
How  else,  as  the  old  books  warrant,  was  he  able. 
All  at  once,  through  all  the  world,  to  prove  the 

promptest  ot  appearers 
Where  was  prince  to  cure,  tower  to  build  as 

high  as  Babel,  ^ 
Star  to  name  or  sky-sign  read,  —  yet  pouoh,  for 
pains,  a  curse  ? 

—  Curse :    for    when    a    vi^n^unt,  —  foot-sore, 

travel-tattered. 
Now  a  young  man,  now  an  old  man,  Turk  or 

Arab,  Jew  or  Gypsy,  — 
Proffered  folk  in  passmg  —  Oh,  for  pay,  what 

mattered  ?  — 
**I'U  be  doctor,  I»ll  pUy  builder,  star  I'U 

name  —  sign  read  I  *' 
Soon  as  prince  was  cured,  tower  built,  and  fate 

predicted, 
'*  Who    may  you  be  ?  "    came  the  question ; 

when  he  answered  ^*  Peirus  ipsc,'^ 
^'Just   as    we    divined!"    cried    folk  —  "A 

wretch  convicted  ^ 
LfOng  ago  of  dealing  with  the  devil  —  you  in- 

deed  I " 


So,  they  cursed  him  roundly,  all  his  labor's  pay- 
ment. 

Motioned  him  —  the  convalescent  prince  would 
—  to  vacate  the  presence : 

Babylonians  plucked  his  beard  and  tore  his  rai- 
ment. 

Drove  him  from  that  tower  he  built :  while, 
had  he  peered  at  stars. 

Town  howled  **  Stone  the  quaok  who  styles  our 
Dog-star  —  Sirins  I  " 


Coimtry  yelled  **  Aroint  the  churl  who  prophe- 
sies we  take  no  pleasanoe 

Under  vine  and  figHree,  since  the  year 's  deliri- 
ous, 

Bears  no  crop  of  any  kind,  —  all  through  the 
planet  Mars  I " 

Stra^htway  would  tlie  whilom  youngster  grow* 

a  grisHi'd, 
Or,  as  case  might  hapj  the  hoary  eld  drop  off 

and  show  a  stripling. 
Town  and    country  groaned  —  indebted  to  a 

wizard! 
^*  Curse  —  nay,^  kick  and  cuff  him  —  fit  requital 

of  his  pains ! 
Gratitude  in  word  or  deed  were  wasted  tmly ! 
Rather  make  the  Church  amends  by  crying  out 

on,  cramping,  crippling 
One  who,  on  pretence  of  serving  man,  serves 

duly 
Man^s  arch  foe  :  not  ours,  be  sure,  but  Satan^s 

—  his  the  gains!" 

Peter  grinned  and  bore  it,  such  disgraceftd 
nsi^^ : 

Somehow,  cuffs  and  kicks  and  curses  seem  or- 
dained his  like  to  suffer  : 

Prophet^s  pay  with  Christians,  now  as  in  the 
Jews  age. 

Still  is  —stoning :  so,  he  meekly  took  his  wage 
and  went, 

—  Safe  again  was  found  ensconced  in  those  old 


none  the 


quarters, 

Padua  s  blackest  blindest  by-street,  -— 
worse,  nay,  somewhat  tougher : 

"  Calculating,"  quoth  he,  ^* soon  I  join  the  mar- 
tyrs. 

Since,  who  nuq^^ify  my  lore  on  burning  me  are 
bent."  1 

Therefore,  on  a  certidn  evening,  to  his  alley 
Peter  slunk,  all  bruised  and  broken,  sore  in 

body,  sick  in  spirit. 
Just  escaped  from  Cairo  where  he  launched  a 

galley 
Needing  neither  sails  nor  oars  nor  help  of  wind 

or  tide, 
—  Needing  but  the  fume  of  fire  to  set  a-flpng 
Wheels  like  mad  which  whirled  you  quick  — 

North,  South,  where'er  you  pleased  re- 
quire it,  — 
That  is  —  would  have  done  so  had  not  priestfr 

come  prying. 
Broke  his  engine  up  and  bastinadoed  him  be* 

side. 

As  he  reached  his  lodging,  stopped  there  unmo- 
lested, 

(Neighbors  feared  him,  urchins  fled  him,  few 
were  bold  enough  to  follow) 

While  his  fumbling  fingers  tried  the  lock  and 
tested 

Once  again  the  queer  key's  virtue,  oped  the  sul- 
len door,  — 

Some  one  plucked  his  sleeve,  cried,  **"  Master, 
pray  your  pardon ! 

^  See  note  at  end  of  rolame. 
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Qraat  a  word  to  me  who  patient  wait  yon  In 

your  archway's  hollow  I 
BLard  on  you  men's  hearts  are:  be  not  yonr 

heart  hard  on 
Me  who  kiss  your  garment's  hem,  O  L<»d  of 

magic  lore  I 

**  Mage  —  say  I,  who  no  leas,  scorning  tittlo'^at- 

tle, 
To  the  ynlgar  give   no  credence  when  they 

prate  of  Peter's  magic. 
Deem  his  art  brews  tempest,  hurts  the  crops 

and  cattle, 
HlBd«.  fowUf^m  laying  e|„.«ulwon-.*«m 

spinning  silk. 
Rides  upon  a  he^ioat,  mounts  at  need  a  broom- 
stick : 
While  the  price  he  pays  for  this  (so  turns  to 

comic  what  was  tragic) 
Ib  —  he  may  nut  drink  —  di'eads  like  the  Day 

of  Doom's  tick  — 
One  poor  drop  of  sustenance  ordained  mere  men 

—  that's  milk  I 

"  Tell  such  tales  to  Padua  I    Think  me  no  such 

dullard  1 
Not  from  these  benighted  parts  did  I  derive  my 

breath  and  being  I 
I  am  from  a  laud  whose  cloudless  skies  are 

colored 
Livelier,  suns  orb  largelier,  airs  seem  incense, 

—  while,  on  eartn  — 

What,  instead  of  grass,  our  fingers  and  our 

thumbs  cull, 
Proves  true    molyl   sounds  and  sights  there 

help  the  body's  hearing,  seeing, 
Till  the  soul  grows  godlike :  brief,  —  you  front 

no  nunttknll 
Shaming  by  ineptitude  the  Greece  that  gave 

him  birth  f 

**Mark  within  my  eye  its  iris  mjstic-let- 
tered  — 

That 's  my  name  1  and  note  my  ear — its  swan- 
shaped  cavitj^,  my  emblem ! 

Mine 's  the  swan-hke  nature  bom  to  fly  unfet- 
tered 

Over  land  and  sea  in  search  of  knowledge  — 
food  for  song. 

Art  denied  the  vulgar  I  Geese  grow  fat  on 
barley. 

Swans  require  ethereal  provend,  undesirous  to 
resemble  'em  — 

Soar  to  seek  ApoUo  —  favored  with  a  parley 

Such  as.  Master,  you  grant  me  —  who  will  not 
hold  you  long. 

**  Leave  to  learn  to  sing  —  for  that  your  swan 

petitions : 
Master,  who  possess  the  secret,  say  not  nay  to 

such  a  suitor  1 
All  I  ask  is  —  bless  mine,  purest  of  ambitions ! 
Grant  me  leave  to  make  my  kind  wise,  free, 

and  happy  1    How  ? 
Jnst  by  making  me  —  as  you  are  mine  —  their 

model  ! 
Geese  have  goose-thoughts :  make  a  swan  their 

teacher  first,  then  coadjutor,  — 


Let  him  intoodnoe  swan-notions  to  e&eh  nod- 
dle.— 

Geese  will  soon  grow  swans,  and  men  beecNne 
what  I  am  now  1 

"That*s  the  only  magic — had  but  fools  di»- 

comment. 
Could  they  probe  and  pass  into  the  solid  through 

the  soft  and  seeming  I 
Teach  me  such  true  magic  —  now,  and  no  ad- 
journment I 
Teach  yonr  art  of  making  fooh  subserve  the 

roan  of  mind  I 
Magic  is  the  power  we  men  of  mind  shoold 

practice. 
Draw  fools  to  become   onr   drudges — dodle 

h(>>nceforth,  never  dreaming  — 
While  they  do  oar  hesfis  for  fancied  gain  —  the 

fact  is 
What  thev  toil  and  moil  to  get  proves  falae- 

hood :  truth 's  behind  I 

"  See  now  !^  yom  oonoeive  some  fabric  —  say,  a 

mansion 
Meet  for  monarch's  pride  and  pleasure  :  this  is 

truth  —  a  thought  has  fired  yon. 
Made  you  fain  to  give  some  cramped  concept 

expansion, 
Put  yonr  faculty  to  proof,  fulfil  yonr  natoie^s 

task. 
First  yon  fascinate  the  monarch's  self :  he  fut- 

cies 
He  it  was  devised  the  scheme  you  ezeente  as  he 

inspired  yon : 
He  in  turn  sets  slaving  insignificances 
Toiling,  moiling  till  vour  stmetnre  stands  there 

—  all  yon  ask  I 

*^  Soon  the  monarch 's  known  for  what  he  was 

—  a  iiinnv : 

Soon  the  rabble-rout  leave  labor,  take  their 

work-day  wage  and  vanish  : 
Soon  the  late  puffed  bladder,  pricked,  shows 

lank  and  skinny  — 
*  Who  was  its  inflator  ? '  ask  we,  *  whose  the 

giant  lungs ' 
Petri  en  pulmones!    What  though  men  prove 

ingrates  ? 
Let  them  — so  the^stop  at  crucifixion  — boffet, 

ban  and  banisli ! 
Peter's  power  's  apparent :  human  praise  —  its 

din  grates 
Harsh  as  blame  on  ear  unused  to  aught  save 

angels'  tongues. 

**  Ay,  there  have  been  always,  since  oar  worid 

existed, 
Mages  who  possessed  the  secret  —  needed  but  to 

stand  still,  fix  eye 
On  the  foolish  mortal :  straig^ht  was  he  enlisted 
Soldier,  scholar,  servant,  slave  —  no  matter  for 

the  style  I 
Only    through    illusion ;    ever    what    seemed 

profit  — 
Love  or  lucre  — justified  obedience  to  the  Ipte 

dixi  : 
Work  done  --  palace  reared  from  pavement  ap 

to  soffit  — 
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WaB  h  9tnag9  if  bnilden  aaielt  out  ohesting 
all  the  vhile  ? 

**  Let  them  pelt  and  pound,  hmiae,  bray  yon  in 

a  mortar  1 
What  'a  the  odds  to  you  who  aeak  reward  of 

quite  another  nature  ? 
You  've  enrolled  your  name  where  sages  of 

▼our  sort  are« 
—  Michael  of  Constantinople,  Haoa  of  Halber- 

stadtl 
Kay  and  were  yon  nameksa,  still  yon  'yq  your 

oonyiction 
You  it  was  and  only  you — what  signifies  the 

nomenclature  r  — 
Baled  the  world  in  faet,  though  how  you  ruled 

be  fiction 
Ht  for  fools  :  true  wisdom^s  magio  yon— if 

e'er  man  —  had  'tl 

**  But  perhaps  you  ask  me,  *  Since  each  igno- 
ramus 
"V^liile  he  profits  by  such  magio  perseoutes  the 

benefactor, 
What  should  I  expect    but  —  onoe  I  render 

famous 
You  as  Michael,  Hans,  and  Peter  —  just  one 

ingrate  more  ? 
If  the  vulgar  prove  thus,  whatsoe'er  the  pelf 

be, 
Pouched  through  my  beneficence — and  doom 

me  daneeoned,  chained,  or  racked,  or 
Fairiy  burned   outright  — how   grateful    will 

yourself  be 
When,  his  secret  gained,  yon  match  your — 

master  just  before  ?  ' 

**  That 's  where  I  await  you  I    Please,  revert  a 

Httlel 
What  do  folk  report  about  you  if  not  this  — 

which,  though  chimeric, 
Still,  as  figurative,  suits  you  to  a  tittle  — 
That,  —  althoogh  the  elements  obey  your  nod 

and  wink, 
Fades  or  flowers  the  herb  you  chance  to  smile 

or  sigh  at, 
While  your  frown  bids  earth  quake  palled  by 

oMcuration  atmospherie,  — 
Brief,  although  through  nature  naught  resists 

youvjiat. 
There  s  vet  one  poor  substance  mocks  yon  — > 

milk  you  may  not  drink  1 

**  Figurative  langaage !    Take  mv  explanation  I 
Fame  with  fear,  and  hate  with  homage,  these 

your  art  procures  in  plenty. 
All 's  but  daily  dry  bread :   what  makes  moist 

the  ration  ? 
Love,  the  milk  that  sweetens  roan  his  meal  — 

alas,  yon  lack  : 
1  am  he  who,  since  he  fears  yon  not,  can  love 

y^oo. 
Love  IS  bom  of  heart  not  mind,  de  corde  ncUus 

haud  de  menu ; 
Touch  my  heart  and  love  *s  yours,  sure  as  shines 

above  yon 
Sun  by  day  and  fitar  by  night  though  earth 

should  go  to  wrack  ! 


»4 


Stage  bv  stage  you  lift  me— kiss  by  kiss  I 

hallow 
Whose  but  your  dear  hand  my  helper,  punctual 

as  at  each  new  impulse 
I  i4>proach  my  aim  ?    Snell  chipped,  the  eaglet 

callow 
Needs  a  parent's  pinion-posh  to  quit  the  eyrie's 

edge : 
But  once  fairly  launehed  forth,  denizen  of  ether, 
While  each  effort  sunward  bios  the  blood  more 

freely  through  each  limb  pulse. 
Sure  the  parent  feeki,as  ^y  they  soar  together, 
Fully  are  all  pains  repaid  when  love  redeems 

its  pledge  1  '* 

Then  did  Peter's  tristful  visage  lighten  some- 

what. 
Vent  a  water>  smile  as  though  inveterate  mis- 
trust were  thawing. 
**Well,  who  knows?  "he  slow  br(»ke  silence. 

**  Mortals  —  come  what 
Come  there  may  —  are  still  the  dupes  of  hope 

there  's  luck  in  store. 
Many  scholars  seek  me,  pramiae  monnts  and 

marvels  : 
Here  stand  I  to  witness  how  ihej  step  'twixt 

me  and  clappeiHslawin^  ! 
Dry  bread,  —  that  I  've  gamed  me :  truly  I 

should  starve  else : 
But  of  milk,  no  drop  was  mine  1    Well,  shnlHe 

cards  onoe  more  I " 

At    the  word  of    promise  thus  tmpKf>d^  our 

stranger*^ 
What  can  he  but  cast  his  arms,  in  rapture  of 

erobraoe,  round  Peter  ? 
"  Hold  I  I  choke  I "  the  mage  gnmts.    "  Shall 

I  in  the  manger 
Any  longer  play  the  dog  ?    Approach,  my  calf, 

and  feed  I 
Berne  .  .  .  won't  yon  wait  for  grace  ?  "     But 

sudden  incense 
WooWhite,  serpent-eolid,  curled  up  ^perfume 

growing  sweet  and  sweeter 
Till  it  reachea  the  young  man's  nose  and  seemed 

to  win  sense 
Soul  and  all  from  out  his  brain  through  nostril: 

yes,  indeed  1 


Presently  the  young   man  rubbed  his    eyes. 

"Where  ami? 
Too  mueh  bother  over  books  I    Some  reverie 

has  proved  amusing. 
What  did  Peter  prate  of  ?    'Faith,  my  brow  is 

clammy  I 
How  zny  heaa  throbs,  hew  my  heart  thumps  I 

Can  it  be  I  swooned  ? 
Oh,   I  spoke  my  speech  out  —  cribbed    from 

Plato's  tractate, 
Dosed  him  with  *  the  Fair  and  Ck)od,'  swore  — 

Dog  of  Egypt  —  I  was  choosing 
Plato's  way  to  serve  men  !    What  'a  the  hour  f 

Exact  eight ! 
Home  now,  and  to-morrow  neyer  mind  how 

Plato  mooned  I 

*^ Peter  has  the  secret!    Fur  and  Good  are 
products 
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(So  he  said)  of  Fool  and  Evil :  one  must  bring 

to  pass  the  other. 
Just  as    poisons  grovr    drugs,    steal    throngh 

sundiy  odd  ducts 
Doctoi-s  name,  and  ultimately  issue  safe  and 

changed. 
You  *d    abolish    poisons,  treat   disease    with 

dainties 
Such  as  suit  the  sound  uid  sane?    With  all 

such  kickshaws  vain  you  pother  ! 
Arsenic 's  the  stuff  puts  force  into  the  faint 

eyes, 
Opium  sets  the  brain  to  rights  —by  cark  and 

care  deranged. 

"  What,  he  ^s  safe  within  door  ?  —  would  escape 

—  no  question  — 

Thanks,  since  thanks  and  more  I  owe,  and 

mean  to  pay  in  time  befitting. 
W^hat    most    presses  now    is  —  after    night ^s 

digestion, 
Peter,  of  thy  precepts  !  —  promptest  practice  of 

the  same. 
Let  me  see  I    The  wise  man,  first  of  all,  scorns 

riches : 
But  to  acorn  iJiem  must  obtain  them:  none 

believes  in  his  permitting 
Gold  to  lie  ungath^«d:  who  picks  up,  then 

pitches 
Gold  away  —  philosophizes:  none  disputes  his 

claim. 

'*  So  with  worldly  honors :  H  is  by  abdicating, 
Incontestably  he  proves  he  could  nave  kept  the 

crown  discarded. 
Snila  cuts  a  figure,  leaving  off  dictating : 
Simpletons  laud  private  me  ?    *  The  grapes  are 

sour,'  langn  we. 
So,  again  —  but  why  continue  ?   All 's  tomultn- 

ous 
Here :    my   head  's   a-whirl  with  knowledge. 

Speedilv  shall  be  rewarded 
He  who  taught  me  I    Greeks  prove  ingrates  ? 

So  insult  you  us  ? 
When  your  teaching  bean  its  first-fruits,  Peter 

—  wait  and  see  1  " 

As  the  word,  the  deed  proved;  ere  a  brief 
year's  passage. 

Fop  —  that  fool  he  made  the  jokes  on  —  now  he 
made  the  jokes  for.  gratis : 

Hunks  —  that  hoarder,  long  left  lonely  in  his 
crass  age  — 

Found  now  one  anpreciative  deferential  friend  : 

Powder^paint-ana-patch,  Hag  Jezebel  —  recov- 
ered. 

Strange  to  say,  the  power  to  please,  got  court- 
ship till  she  cned  Jam  satis  ! 

Fop  be-fiattered.  Hunks  be-friended.  Hag  be- 
lovered  — 

Nobody  overlooked,  save  God  —  he  soon  attained 


Y 

hi 


lis  end. 


As  he  lounged  at  ease  one  morning  in  his  villa, 
(Hag's  the  dowry)  estimated  (Hunks'  bequest) 

his  coin  in  coffer, 
Mused  on  how  a  fool's  good  word  fFop's  word) 

could  fill  a 


Social  circle  with  his  praise,  promote  him  man 
of  nutfk, — 

All  at  once  -^  "  An  old  friend  fain  would  see 
your  Highness  I  " 

There  stood  Peter,  skeleton  and  scarecrow, 
plain  writ  Phi-lo-ao-pher 

In  the  woe-worn  face  —  for  yellowness  and  dry- 
ness. 

Parchment  —  with  a  pair  of  eyes — one  hope 
their  feeble  spani. 

^*  Did   I  counsel  rightly  ?    Have  you,  in  ac- 
cordance. 
Prospered  greatly,  dear  my  pupil  ?    Sure,  at 

just  the  stage  I  find  yon. 
When  your  hand  may  draw  me  forth  from  the 

mad  war-dance 
Savages  are  leading  round  your  master  — down, 

not  dead. 
Padua  wants  to  bum  me :  balk  them,  let  me 

linger 
Life  out  —  rueful  though  its  remnant — hid  in 

some  safe  hold  behind  you  I 
Prostrate  here  I  lie :  quick,  help  with  but  a 

finger 
Lest  I  house  in  safety's  self  —  a  tombstcMie  o'er 

my  head  I 

^*  Lodging,  bite  and  sup,  with — now  and  then  -> 
a  copper 

—  Alms  for  any  poorer  still,  if  such  ihere  be,  -^ 

is  all  my  asking. 

Take  me  for  your  bedesman,  —  nay,  if  yon  think 
proper, 

Menial  merely, — such  my  perfect  passioB  for 
repose ! 

Yes,  from  out  your  plenty  Peter  craves  a  pit- 
tance 

—  Leave  to  thaw  his  frozen  hands  before  the 

fire  whereat  you  're  baskii^  ! 
Double  though  your  debt  were,  grant  this  boon 

—  remittance 
He  proclaims  of  obligation :  't  is  himself  that 

owes !  " 

"  Venerated  Master  —  can  it  be,  such  treatment 
Learning  meets  with,  magic  fails  to  guard  yoa 

from,  by  all  appearance  ? 
Strange  !     tor,    as   yon   entered,  —  what    the 

famous  feat  meant, 
I  was  f idl  of,  —  why  you  reared  that  fabric, 

Padua's  boast. 
Nowise  for  man's  pride,  man's  pleasure,  did 

you  slyly 
Raise  it,  but  man's  seat  of  rule  whereby  the 

world  should  soon  have  clearance 
(Happy  world)  from  such  a  rout  as  now  so  rilelv 
Handles  you  —  and  hampers  me,  for  which  1 

grieve  the  most. 

"  Since  if  it  got  wind  you  now  were  my  familiar. 
How  could  I  protect  vou  — nay,  defend  myself 

against  the  rabnle  ? 
Wait  until  the  mob,  now  masteis,  willy-niUj 

are 
Servants  as  thev  should  be :  then  has  gratitude 

full  play  I 
Surely  this  exi>erienoe  shows  how  unbefitting 
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'T  IB  that  miudji  like  mine  should  rot  in 
aiid  plenty.    Geese  may  grabble. 

Gorge,  and  keei>  the  g^und:  bnt  swans  are 
soon  for  quitting: 

E^thly  fare  —  as  fain  wonld  I,  your  swan,  if 
taught  the  way. 

"  Teach  me,  then,  to  rule  men,  have  them  at 

nnr  pleasure  I 
Solely  u>r  their  good,  of  course,  —  impart  a 

secret  worth  rewarding. 
Since    the    proper    life's^prize  I      Tantaluses 

treasure 
Ai^bt  beside  proves,  Yauishee,  and  leaves  no 

trace  at  all. 
Wait  awhile,  nor  press  for  payment  prema- 
turely I 
Over-haste  defrauds  you.     Thanks  I  since,  — 

even  while  I  speak,  —  discarding 
Sloth  and  vain  delignts,  I  learn  how  —  swiftly, 

surely  — 
Magic  sways  the  sceptre,  wears  the  crown  and 

wields  the  ball ! 

**  Gone  again  —  what,  is  he  ?  'Faith,  he 's  soon 

disposed  of  1 
Peter's  precepts  work  already,  put  within  my 

lump  their  leaven  I 
Ay,  we  needs  must  don  glove  would  we  pluck 

the  rose  —  doff 
Silken  garment  would  we  climb  the  tree  and 


ak< 


take  its  fniit. 
Why  sharp  thorn,  rough  rind  ?    To  keep  un- 

violated 
Either  prize  I    We  garland  us,  we  mount  from 

earth  to  feast  in  heaven, 
Juat  because  exist  what  once  we  estimated 
Hindrances  which,  better  taught,  as  helps  we 

now  compute. 

^'  Foolishly  I  turned  disgusted  from  my  fel- 
lows I 

Pits  of  ignorance  —  to  fill,  smd  heaps  of  preju- 
dice -y  to  level  — 

Multitudes  in  motley,  whites  and  blacks  and 
yellows  — 

What  a  hopeless  task  it  seemed  to  discipline 
tlie  host ! 

Now  I  see  my  error.    Vices  act  like  virtues 

—  Not  alone  because  they  guard  —  sharp  thorns 

—  the  rose  we  first  aishevel, 

Not  because  they  scrape,  scratch  —  rough  rind 

—  through  the  dirt-shoes 

Bare  feet  cling  to  bole  with,  while  the  half- 
mooned  boot  we  boast. 

'*  No,  my  aim  is  nobler,  more  disinterested  ! 
Man  shall  keep  what  seemed  to  thwart  him, 

since  it  proves  his  true  assistance. 
Leads  to  ascertaining  which  head  is  the  best 

head, 
Would  he  crown  his  body,  rule  its  members  — 

lawless  else. 
Ignorant  the  horse  stares,  by  deficient  vision 
l^kes  a  man  to  be  a  monster,  lets  him  mount, 

then,  twice  the  distance 
Horse  could   trot   unridden,   gallops  —  dream 

ElysL'in !  — 


Dreanung  that  his  dwarfish  guide 's  a  giant,  — 
jockeys  tell 's." 

Brief,  so  worked  the  spell,  he  promptly  had  a 

riddance : 
Heart  and  brain  no  longer  felt  the  pricks  which 

passed  for  conscience-scruples : 
Free  nencef orth  his  feet,  —  Per  Bacco^  how 

they  did  dance 
Merrily  through  lets  and  checks  that  stopped 

the  way  before ! 
Politics  the  prize  now,  —  such  adroit  adviser. 
Opportune  sugfifester,  with  the  tact  that  triples 

and  quadruples 
Merit  in  each  measure,  —  never  did  the  Kaiser 
Boast  as  subject  such  a  statesman,  friend,  and 

somethii^  more  I 

As  he,  up  and  down,  one  noonday,  paced  his  closet 
—  Council  o'er,  each  spark   (his  hint)  blown 

flame,  by  colleagues'  breath  applauded. 
Strokes  of  statecraft  hailed  with     Balomati 

ndsset !  " 
(His  the  nostrum)  —  every  throw  for  luck  come 

double-six,  - 
As  he,  pacing,  hugged  himoelf  in  satisfaction. 
Thump —  the  door  went.  **  What,  the  Kaiser  ? 

By  none  else  were  I  defrauded 
Thus  of  well-earned  solace.    Since  'tis  fate's 

exaction,  — 
Enter,  Liege  m^  Lord !    Ha,  Peter,  you  here  ? 

Teneor  mx  I " 

**  Ah,  Sir,  none  the  less,  contun  you,  nor  wax 

irate  I 
Ton  so  lofty,  I  so  lowly,  —  vast  the  space  which 

yawns  between  us ! 
Still,  methinks,  you — more  than  ever  —  at  a 

high  rate 
Needs  must  prize  poor  Peter's  secret  since  it 

lifts  you  thus. 
Grant  me  now   the  boon  whereat  before  you 

boggled  I 
Ten  loi^  years  your  march  lias  moved  —  one 

triumph  —  (though  e  's  short)  —  hactenus, 
"do 


While  I    down  and    down   disastrously  have 

joggled 
Till  I  pitch  against  Death's  door,  the  true  Nee 

Ultra  Plug, 


"Years  ago — some  ten 't  is  —  since  I  sought 

for  belter, 
Craved  iu  your  whole  house  a  closet,  out  of  all 

your  means  a  comfort. 
Now  you  soar  above  these :  as  is  gold  to  spelter 
So  is  power  —  you  ui^d  with  reason  —  para- 
mount to  wealth. 
Power  you  boast  in  plenty:   let  it  grant  me 

refuge  I 
House-room  now  is  out  of  question :   find  for 

me  some  stronghold  —  some  fort  — 
Privacy  wherein,    immured,  shall    this  blind 

deaf  huge 
Monster  of  a  mob  let  stay  the  soul  I  'd  save  by 

stealth  I 


t( 


Ay,  for  all  too  much  with  magic  have  I  tarn* 
peredl 
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—  Lost  the  world,  and  gained,  I  fear,  a  certain 

place  I  ^iD  to  describe  loth  ! 
Still,  it  pitiyer  and  fasting  tame  the  pride  long 

pampered, 
Mercy  roav  be  mine :  amendment  neTer  oomes 

too  late. 
How  can  I  amend  beset  by  oarsers,  kieken  ? 
Pluck  this  brand  from  ont  the  bnming !     Onoe 

away,  I  take  my  Bible-oath. 
Never  more  —  ao  long  as  lifers  weak  lamp-flame 

flickers  — 
No,  not  once  I  Ul  tease  yon,  but  in  sUence  bear 

my  fate  I " 


Did  I  touch  his  imgs  ?  Ue  surely  kept  his  dia- 
tanoe: 

Yet,  there  somehow  passed  to  me  from  him — 
where'er  the  virtue  mig^ht  lie  — 

Something  that  inspires  my  sonl  —  Oh,  by  as- 
sistance 

Doubtlessly  of  Peter  I  —  still,  he  'a  worth  jvat 
what  he  'a  worth  1 


**  'T  is  my  own  KHil  soars  now:  soaring — bow? 

By  crawling  1 
I  *U  to  Rome,  before  Romans  feet  the  temponl- 

supreme  lay  prostrate  I 
*  Hands  ^  (I  'U  say)  *'  proficient  once  in  pnDing, 
**  Gently,  good  my  Qenius,  Oracle  unerring  I        {  hauling 

Strange  now !   can  you  guess  on  what  —  as  in     This  and  that  wa^r  men  as  I  was  minded — fset 

you  peeped  —  it  was  I  pondered  ?     ^ 
You  and  I  are  both  of  one  miud  in  preferring 
Power  to  wealtJi.  but  —  here  's    tne    point  — 

what  sort  oi  power,  I  ask  ? 
Ruling  men  is  vulgar,  easy,  and  ignoble : 
Rid  yourself  of  conscience,  quick  you  have  at 

beck  and  call  the  fond  nerd. 
But  who  wields  the  crosier,  down  may  fling  the 

crow-bill : 
That 's  the  power  I  covet  now ;  soul's  sway  o'er 
souls  —  my  task  1 

**  *'  Well  but,*  yon  object,  *  yon  have  it,  who  by 

glamour 
DrssB  up  lies  to  look  like  truths,  mask  folly  in 

the  garb  of  reason : 
Your  soul  acts  on  theirs,  sure,  when  the  people 

clamor, 
Hold  their  peace,  now  fight  now  fondle,  —  ear- 

wigged  through  the  brains.' 
Possibly  !  out  still  tiie  operation  'b  mundane^ 
Grosser  tlian  a  taate  demands  which  —  craving 

manna  —  kecks  at  peason  — 
Power  o'er  men  by  wants  material :  why  skoold 

one  deiip 
Rule  bv  sordid  hopes  and  fears — a  grunt  lor 

all  one's  pains  ? 

'*  No,  if  men  must  praise  me,  let  them  praise  to 

purpose  1 
Would  we    move    the  world,  not  earth  but 

heaven  most  be  our  fulcrum  —  pou  Mto  ! 
Tlius  I  seek  to  move  it :  Master,  why  interpose  — 
Balk  my  climbing  dose  on  what 's  the  ladder's 

topmost  round? 
Statecraft  't  is  I  step  from  :   when  by  priest- 
craft hoisted 
Up  to  where  mv  foot  may  touch  the  highest 

rung  which  fate  allows  toe. 
Then  indeed  ask   favor.     On  you    shall    be 

foisted 
No  excuse:  I'll  pay  my  debt,  each  penny  oC 

the  pound  I 

*^Ho,   my  knaves  withont  there!    Lead  this 

wor^^hy  downstairs  I 
No  farewell,  good  Paul  —  nay,  Peter  —  what 's 

your  name  remembered  rightly  ? 
Come,  he  's  humble  :  out  another  would  have 

flounced  —  airs 
Suitors  often  give  themselves  when   our  sort 

bow  them  forth. 


now  clasp  I  ' 
Ay,  the  Kaiser's  self  has  wrang  them  in  his 

fervor ! 
Nov  —  they  only  sne  to  slave  for  Rome,  nor  at 

one  doit  the  cost  rate. 
Rome's  adopted  child — no  boos,  no  miacle, 

nerve  or 
Sinew  of  me  but  I  '11  strain,  though  oat  my  life 

Igaspl" 

As  he  stood  one  evening  proiidly^(he   had 

traversed 
Rome    on    horseback — peeriess    pa^eaiit! — 

'claimed  the  Lateran  as  new  Pope)  — 
Thinking  "  All 's  attained  now  I  Pontiff!  Who 

could  have  erst 
Dreamed  of  my  advance  ao  far  when,  some  ies 

years  ago, 
I  embraced  devotioii,  grew   from   priest   to 

bishop. 
Gained  the  X^rple,  bribed  tho  Coiidav<a,  get 

the  Two*tnird8,  saw  my  coop  ope. 
Came  out  —  what  Rome  hails  me !     O  wen 

there  a  wish<«hop, 
Not  one  wish  more  wonld  I  purchase  — lord  of 

all  below  t 

"  Ha  —  who  dares  intrude  now — puts  aside  the 


What,  old  Peter,  here  again,  at  snoh  a  time,  in 

such  a  presence  ? 
Satan  sends  this  plague  back  merely  to  em- 

banrass 
Me  who  enter  on   my  office  —  little    needing 

you ! 
'Faith,  I  'm  touched  myself  by  age,  bat  yoa 

look  Tithon ! 
Were  it  vain  to  seek  of  you  the  sole  priao  left — 

rejuvenescence  ? 
Well,  since  flesh  is  grass  which  time  most  lay 

his  scythe  on. 
Say  your  sav  and  so  depart  and  make  bo  mors 

ado!'' 

Peter  faltered  — coughing  first  by  way  of  pro- 
logue— 

"  Holiness,  your  help  oomes  late :  a  death  at 
ninety  little  matteis. 

Padua,  bnild  poor  Peter's  pyre  now,  oti  lo^  roD 

logi 
Bom  away  —  I '  ve  lived  my  day  !    Yet  here  H 

the  sting  in  deatli  — 
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I  'ye  an  author's  pride :  I  want  my  Book's  sur- 
vival: 

See,  I  *Te  hid  it  in  ni>  breast  to  warm  me  'mid 
the  rags  and  tatters  I 

Save  it  —  telT  next  age  your  Blaster  had  no  rival ! 

Scholar's  debt  discharged  in  full,  be  '  Thanks  ' 
my  latest  breath  I  " 


ftt 


Faugh,  the  frowsy  bundle — scribblings  har- 
um-scarum 
Scattered  o'er  a  dozen  sheenskins  I  What 's  the 

name  of  this  farrago  r 
Ha —  *  Conciliator  Differentiarum '  — 
Man  and  book  raav  bum  together,  cause  the 

world  no  lost : 
Stop  —  what  else  ?   A  tractate  —  eh,  *  De  Spe- 

ciebus 
Ceremonialis  Morgi-OB  f '  I  dream  sure  I  Hence, 

away,  ^o, 
Wixard,  —  quick  avoid  me !   Vain  yon  clasp  my 

knee,  buss 
Hand  that  bears  the  Fisher's  ring  or  foot  that 

boasts  the  Cross ! 

"  Help  I  The  old  magician  dings  like  an  octo- 
pus! 

Ah,  you  rise  now  —  fuming,  fretting,  frowning, 
if  I  read  your  features  t 

Frown,  who  cares  ?  We  're  Pope  —  once  Pope, 
you  can't  unpope  us  ! 

Good  —  you  muster  up  a  smile  :  that 's  better ! 
StiU  BO  brisk? 

All  at  once  grown  youthful  ?  But  the  case  is 
plain !    Ass  ^^ 

Here  I  dally  with  the  fiend,  yet  know  the  Wurd 

—  compels  all  creatures 

£2arthly,  heavenly,  hellish.    Apctge^  Sathanas 
Dicam  verhum  SeUomonis  —  "  **  dicite  !  "  When 

—  whisk  I  — 

"What  was  changed  ?  The  stranger  gave  his  eyes 

a  rubbing : 
There  smiled  Peter's  face  turned  back  a  moment 

at  him  o'er  the  shoulder, 
As  the  black-door  shut,  bang  I    **  So  he  'scapes 

a  drubbing  ! " 
(Qnoth  a  boy  who,  unespied,  had  stopped  to  hear 

the  talk.) 
^  That 's  the  way  to  thank  these  wizards  when 

they  bid  men 
Benedicite  I  What  ails  you  ?    You,  a  man,  and 

yet  no  bolder  ? 
Foreigrn  Sir,  you  look  but  foolish  !  "    "  Idmen, 

id  men  I " 
Choaned  the  Greek.     *^  O  Peter,  cheese  at  last 

I  know  from  chalk  !  '' 

Peter  lived  his  life  out,  menaced  yet  no  martyr, 
Knew  himself  the  mip:hty  man  he  was  —  such 

knowledge  all  his  guerdon. 
Left  the  world  a  big  book  —  people  but  in  part 

err 
When  they  style  a  true  Scieniice  Co^tt-pen-di-um : 
*'  Admirationem  incutit "  they  sourly 
Smile,  as  fast  they  shut  the  folio  which  myself 

was  somehow  spurred  on 
Onoe  to  ope :  but  love —  life's  milk  which  daily, 

hourly. 


Blockheads  lap  —  O  Peter,  still  thy  taste  of 
love  's  to  come ! 

Greek,  was  your  ambition  likewise  doomed  to 

failure? 
True,  I  find  no  record  yon  wore  pniple,  walked 

with  axe  and  fasces. 
Played  some  antipope's  part :  still,  friend,  don't 

turn  tail,  you  're 
Certain,  with  but  tliese  two  gifts,  to  gain  earth's 

prize  in  time ! 
Qe vemesB  uncurbed  by  consoienoe  -  if  yon  ran- 
sacked 
Peter's  book  you  *d  find  no  potent  spell  like 

these  to  rule  the  masses  ; 
Nor  should  want  example,  had  I  not  to  transact 
Other  business.    Go  your  ways,  you  '11  thrive  I 

So  euds  my  rhyme. 


When  these  parts  Tiberius  — not  yet  Ccesar  — 

travelled. 
Passing  Padua,  he  consulted  Padua's  Oracle  of 

Geryon 
(God  three-headed,  thrice  wise)  just  to  get  un- 
ravelled 
Certain  tangles  of  his  future.  ^*  Fling  at  Abano 
Golden  dice,"  it  answered  :  **  dropt  within  the 

fount  there. 
Note  what  sum  the  pips  present ! "    And  still 

we  see  each  die,  the  very  one. 
Turn  up,  through  the  crystal,  —  read  the  whole 

account  there 
Where  't  is  told  by  Suetonius,  —  each  its  highest 

throw. 

Scarce  the   sportive   fancy-dice   I  fling  show 

"  Venus : " 
Still  —  for  love  of  that  dear  land  which  I  so  oft 

in  dreams  revisit  — 
I  have  —  oh,  not  sung  I  but  lilted  (as  — >  between 

us  — 
Ghrows  my  lazy  custom)  this  its  legend.    What 


the  lilt 


? 


^^^^ 


^^§ 


T^ 
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A  Rabbi  told  me :  On  the  day  allowed 
{Satan  for  carpingf  at  God's  rule,  he  canie, 
Fresh   from    our   earth,  to  brave   the  angel- 
crowd. 

"Wiat  is  the  fault  now?"     "This  I  find  to 

blame: 
Many  and  varions  are  the  toncfnes  below. 


tonipu 
,  allp: 


Yet  all  agree  in  one  speech,  all  proclaim 

**  *  Hell  has  no  might  to  match  what  earth  can 

show: 
Death  is  the  strongest-bom  of  Hell,  and  yet 
Stronger  than  Death  is  a  Bad  Wife,  we  know.' 

"  Is  it  a  wonder  if  I  fume  and  fret  — 

Robbed  of  my  rights,  since  Death  am  I,  and 

mine 
The  style  of  Strangest?     Men  pay  Nature's 


5ty 
de 


ebt 


**  Because  they  must  at  my  demand  ;  decline 
To  pav  it  henceforth  surely  men  will  please, 
Proviaed  husbands  with  bad  wives  combine 

**  To  baffle  Deatli.     Judge  between  me  and 

these  I " 
*'  Thyself  shah  judge.     Descend  to  earth  in 

shape 
Of  mortal,  marry,  drain  from  froth  to  lees 


t( 


The  bitter  draught,  then  see  if  thou  escape 


Concludi^j  with  men  sorrowful  and  sage, 
A  Bad  Wife's  strength  Death's  self  in  vain 
would  ape  !  *' 

How  Satan  entered  on  his  pilgrimage. 
Conformed  himself  to  eartlily  ordinance. 
Wived  and  played  husband  well  from  youth  to 
age 

Intrepidly  —  I  leave  untold,  advance 
Tlirough  many  a  married  year  until  I  reach 
A  day  when  —  of  his  f atlier^s  countenance 

The  very  image,  like  him  too  in  speech 

As  well  as  thought  and  deed,  —  tlie  union's 

fruit 
Attained  maturity.    *^  I  needs  must  teach 

"  My  son  a  trade  :  but  trade,  such  son  to  suit, 
Needs  seeking  after.    He  a  man  of  war  ? 
Too  cowardly  !    A  lawyer  wins  repute  — 

*^  Having  to  toil  and  moil,  though  —  both  which 

are 
Beyond  this  sluggard.    There 's  Divinity  : 
No,   that 's  my  own  bread-winner  —  that  be 

fair 

**  From  my  poor  offspring  I  Physic  ?  Ha,  we  '11 

try 
If  this  be  practicable.    Where 's  my  wit  ? 
Asleep?  —  since,  now  I  come  to  think  .  .  .  Ay, 

ay  I 


*'  Hither,  my  son  I    Exactly  have  I  hit 
On  a  profession  for  thee.     Medictu  — 
Behold,  thou  art  appointed  I    Yea,  I  spit 

**  Upon  thine  eves,  bestow  a  virtue  thus 
That  henceforth  not  this  himaan  form  I  weai 
Shalt  thou  perceive  alone,  but — one  of  as 

*'  By  privile^  —  thy  fleshly  sight  shall  bear 

Me  w  my  spirit-person  as  I  walk 

The  world  and  take  my  prey  appointed  there. 

**  Doctor  once  dubbed — what  ignorance  shafl 

balk 
Thy  march  triumphant  ?    Diagnose  the  gout 
As  colic,  and  prescribe  it  cheese  for  <^alk  — 

^*  No  matter  I     All 's  one :   cure  shall  come 

about 
And  win  thee  wealth  —  fees  paid  with  such  a 

roar 
Of  thanks  and  praise  alike  from  lord  and  bMit 

"  As  never  stunned  man's  ears  on  earth  before. 
'  How  may  this  be  ? '  Why,  that 's  my  skeptic ! 

Soon 
Truth  will  corrupt  thee,  soon  thou  donbt'st  no 

more  I 

'^  Why  is  it  I  bestow  on  thee  the  boon 
Of  recognizing  me  the  while  I  go 
Invisibly  among  men,  morning,  noon, 

*^  And  night,  from  house  to  house,  and  —  quick 

or  slow  — 
Take  my  appointed  prey  ?    They  summon  thee 
For  help,  suppose  :  obey  the  summons  I  so ! 

'' Enter,  look  round !  Where 's  Death  ?   Know 

~  I  am  he, 
Satan  who  work  all  evil :  I  who  bring 
Pain  to  the  patient  in  whate'er  degree. 

*'  I,  then,  am  there :  first  glance  thine  eye  shall 

fling 
Will  find  me  —  whether  distant  or  at  hand. 
As  I  am  free  to  do  my  spiriting. 

*'At  such  mere  first  stance  thou  shall  nndei^ 

stand 
Wherefore  I  reach  no  higher  up  the  room 
Than    door   or   window,    when   my    form   is 

scanned. 

^*  Howe'er  friends'  faces  please  to  gaUier  eloom. 
Bent   o'er   the    sick,  —  howe'er   li»iwa«TP   de- 
sponds^ 
In  such  case  Death  is  not  the  sufferer^s  doom. 

"  Contrariwise,  do  friends  rejoice  my  bonds 
Are  broken,  does  the  captive  in  his  turn 
Crow  *  Life  shall  conquer '  ?     Nip  these  focJish 
fronds 

**  Of  hope  arsprout,  if  ha^ly  thou  discern 
Me  at  tne  head  —  my  victim's  head,  be  si 


Forth  now !     This  taught  thee,  little  else  to 

learn  I " 
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Aiid  forth  he  went.     Folk  heaid  him  ask  de- 
mure, 
*'  How  do  you  style  this  ailment  ?     (There  he 

My  f  a£er  uirough  the  arras  I)    Sirs,  the  cure 

'*  Is  plain  as  A  B  C  I    Expetienoe  steeps 
Blossoms  of  pennyroyal  half  an  hour 
In    sherris.      SumcU  !  —  Lo,    how   sound    he 
sleeps  — 

*^  The  subject  you  presumed  was  past  the  power 
Of  Galen  to  relieve ! ''  Or  else,  '^  How  's  this  ? 
Why  eall  for  help  so  tardily  ?    Clouds  lour 

*^  Portentously     indeed,     Sirs  !       (Naught  ^s 

amiss: 
He  *s  at  the  bed-foot  merely.)     StilL  the  storm 
May  pass  averted  — not  by  quacks,  1  wis, 

*^  Like  you,  my  masters  1     You,  forsooth,  per- 
form 
A  miracle  ?    Stand,  sdolists,  aside  I 
Blood,    ne'er    ao   cold,    at    ignorance    g^rows 
warm!  '* 

Which  boasting  by  result  was  justified. 

Big:  as  might  words  be :  whether  drugged  or 

left 
I>mgless,  the  patient  always  lived,  not  died. 

Great  the  heir's  ^;ratitnde,  so  nigh  bereft 
C>f  all  he  prized  m  this  world :  sweet  the  smile 
Of  disconcerted  rivals :  ^'  Cure  ?  —  say,  theft 

*'  From  Nature  in  despite  of  Art —  so  style 
This  ofiF-huid   kill-oxHinre   work  !      You   did 

much, 
I  had  done  more  :  folk  cannot  wait  awhile ! " 

But  did  the  case  change  ?    was  it  —  **  Scarcely 

such 
The  symptoms  as  to  warrant  our  recourse 
To  your  skill,  Doctor  !     Yet  since  just  a  touch 

*''  Of  pulse,  a  taste  of  breath,  has  all  the  force 
With  you  of  long  investi^tion  claimed 
By  others,  —  tracks  an  ailment  to  its  source 

**  Intuitively,  —  may  we  ask  unblamed 
What  horn  this  pimple  you  prognosticate  ? '' 
''  Death  I  "  was  the  answer,  as  he  saw  and 
named 

The  coucher  by  the  sick  man's  head.     "  Too 

bite 
You  send  for  my  assistance.    I  am  bold 
Only  by  Nature  s  leave,  and  bow  to  Fate ! 


«i 


Besides,  you  have  my  rivals :  lavish  gold ! 

jk 


How  comfortably  ^uick  shall  life  depart 
Cosseted  by  attentions  manifold ! 

**  One  day,  one  hour  ago,  perchance  my  art 
Had  done  some  service.     Since  you  have  your- 
selves 
Chosen  —  before  the  horse  —  to  put  the  cart, 


**  Why,  Sirs,  the  sooner  that  the  sexton  delves 
Your  patient's  grave  the  better  I     How  yon 

stare 
—  Shallow,  for  all  the   deep   books  on  your 

shelves  I 

*^  Fare  vou  well,  fumblers  J "     Do  I  need  de- 
clare 
What  name  and  fame,  what  riches  recompensed 
The  Doctor's  practice  ?    Never  anywhere 

Such  an  adept  as  daily  evidenced 
Each  new  vaticination  I    Oh.  not  he 
Like  dolts  who  dallied  with  their   scruples, 
fenced 

With  subterfu^,  nor  gave  out  frank  and  free 

Something  decisive  !    If  he  said  **  I  save 

The  patient,"  saved  he  was:  if  '^  Death  will  be 

'*  His  portion,"  you  might  count  him  dead. 

Thus  brave. 
Behold  our  worthy,  sans  competitor 
Throughout  the  country,  on  the  architrave 

Of  Glory's  temple  golden-lettered  for 
Machaon  redivtvus  !    So,  it  fell 
That,  of  a  sudden,  when  the  Emperor 

Was  smit  by  sore  disease,  I  need  not  tell 
If  any  other  Doctor's  aid  was  sought 
To  come  and  forthwith  make  the  sick  Prince 
well. 

**  He  will  reward  thee  as  a  monarch  ought. 
Not  much  imports  the  malady  ;  but  then, 
He  clings  to  life  and  cries  like  one  distraught 


"  For  thee  —  who,  from  a  simple  citizen, 
Mayst  look  to  xise  in  rank,  —  nay,  haplv  wc 
A  medal  with  his  portrait,  —  always  when 


**  Recovery  is  quite  accomplished.    There  I 
Pass  to  the  presence  I  "     Hardly  has  he  crossed 
The  chamber's  threshold  when  tie  halts,  aware 

Of  who  stands  sentry  by  the  head.    All 's  lost. 
^^  Sire,  naught  avails  my  art :  you  near  the  goal. 
And  end  the  race  by  giving  up  the  ghost." 

**How?"  cried  the  monarch:  "Names  upon 

your  roll^ 
Of  half  my  subjects  rescued  by  your  skill  — 
Old  and  young,  rich  and  poor — crowd  cheek  by 

jowl 

**  And  yet  no  room  for  mine  ?    Be  saved  I  will ! 
Whv  else  am  I  earth's  foremost  potentate  ? 
Add  me  to  these  and  take  as  fee  your  fill 

*^  Of  gold  —  that  point  admits  of  no  debate 
Between  us :  save  me,  as  vou  can  and  must,  — 
Gold,  till  your  gown's  pouch  cracks  beneath  the 
weight  I^' 

This  touched  the  Doctor.     *^  Truly  a  home- 
thrust. 
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Parent,  yoa  will  not  parry  I    Have  I  dared 
Entreat  that  yon  forego  t Be  meal  of  dast 

**  —  Man  that  is  snake's  meat  —  when  I  saw 

prepared 
Yonr  daily  i^rtion  ?    Never  I    Just  this  once, 
Go  from   his   head,  then,  —  let   his   life   be 

spared ! '' 

Whisner  met  whisper  in  the  gmff  reroonse ; 
**  Fool,  I  must  have  my  prey  :  no  inch  I  budge 
From  where  thou  see'st  nte  thus  myself  en- 


sconce. 


II 


**  Ah,*'  moaned  the  sufferer,  **  by  thy  look  I 

judge 
Wealth  faula  to  tempt  thee:    what  if  honors 

prove 
More  effieadous  ?    Nan^^t  to  him  I  grudge 

'"''  Who  saves  me.    Only  keep  my  head  above 
The   cloud   that 's   creeping   round   it  —  I  '11 

divide 
Myemptxewitiitlieel    No?     What 's left  but 

—  love? 

**Does  love  allure  thee?     Well  then,  take  as 

bride 
My  only  daughter,  fair  bevond  belief ! 
Save  me  —  to-morrow  shall  the  knot  be  tied  I  *' 

** Father,  yon  bear  him!      Respite    ne'er  so 

brief 
Is  all  I  beg  :  go  now  and  come  again 
Next  day,  for  aught  I  oare :  respect  the  grief 


44 
44 


Mine  will  be  if  thy  first-bom  sues  in  vain  I  " 
Fool,  I  must  have  my  prey  I "  was  all  he 
got 
In  acswer.    But  a  fancy  crossed  his  brain. 

**  I  liave  it !    Sire,  methinks  a  meteor  shot 
Just  ROW  across  the  heavens  and  neutralixed 
Jove's  salutary  infiaence:  'neatib  the  blot 

*^  Plumb  are  you  placed  now :  well  that  I  sur- 
mised 

The  oanae  of  failure  I  Knaves,  reverse  the 
bedl" 

*'  Stay ! "  groaned  the  monarch,  **  I  shall  be 
capsized  — 

**Jolt  —  jolt  —  my  heels  nplift  where  late  my 

head 
Was  lying  —  sure  I  'm  turned  right  round  at 

fast! 
What  do  vott  say  now,  Doctor  ?  "     Naught  he 

said. 

For  why?     With  one  brisk  leap   the  Antic 

passed 
From  couch-foot  back  to  pillow,  —  as  before, 
Lord  of  the  situation.    Long  ag^iast 

The  Doctor  gazed,  then  **  Yet  one  trial  more 
Is  left  me  "  inwardly  he  nttered.     **  Shame 
Upon  thy  flinty  heart !    Do  I  implore 


**This  trifliusr  Hvot  in  the  idle  name 
Of  mercy  to  uie  moribund  ?  I  plead 
The  cause  of  all  thoa  doet  afPeet :  my  aam 

"Befits my  author  1    Why  wmOd I  snoeeed ? 

Simply  that  by  success  I  may  promote 

The  growth  of   thy  pet   virtues —-pride  and 

greed. 

'  *  But  keep  thy  favors !  —  curse  thee  I    I  devote 
Henoefortn  my  service  to  the  other  side. 
No  time  to  lose :  the  rattle  *b  in  his  l^voat. 

"  So,  —  not  to  leave  one  last  resovireemUried, — 
Run  to  my  house  with  all  haste,  somebody  I 
Bring  me  that  knobstick  thenoe,  so  often  pBed 

''  With  profit  by  the  astn>log«r —shall  I 
Disdain  its  help,  the  mystic  Jaeob's-Staff  ? 
Sire,  do  but  have  the  courage  not  to  die 

*''  Till  this  arrive  !    Let  none  of  you  dare  langh ! 

Though  rugged  its  exterior,  I  have  seen 

That  implement  work  wonders,  scmd  the  chaff 

*^  Quick  and  thick  flying  from  the  wheat  —  I 

mean, 
Bv  metaphor,  a  hvman  sheaf  it  throshed 
Flail-like.    Go  fetch  it !    Or  —  a  word  between 

Just  you  and  me,  friend  !  —  g;o  bid,  unabashed. 
My  mother^  whom  yoo  '11  find  there,  btii^  the 

stick 
Herself  —  herself ,    mindl"    Ont    the  lackey 

dashed 

Zealous  upon  the  errand.    Craft  and  trick 
Are  meat  and  drink  to  Satan :  and  he  grinned 

—  How  else  ?  —  at  an  exonse  so  politie 

For  failure :  scaroe  would  Jacob'a^taff  resemd 
Fate's  firm  decree  !    And  ever  as  he  neared 
The  agonizing  one,  his  breath  like  wind 

Froze  to  the  marrow,  while  his  eye-flash  seared 
Sense  in  the  brain  ap:  doselier  and  more  clc«e 
Pressing  his  prey,  wnea  at  the  door  i^ipeared 

—  Who  but  his  Wife  the  Bad  ?    Whereof  one 

dose. 
One  grain,  one  mite  of  the  medicament, 
SnfBced  him.    Up  he  sprang.    One  word,  too 

gross 

To  soil  my  lips  with,  —  and  through  ceiling  irent 
Somehow   the    Husband.    *^  Tluit   a   atonn  's 

dispersed 
We  know  for  certain  by  the  sulphury  aoent ! 

''  Hail  to  the  Doctor !    Who  but  one  so  vaaed 
In  all  Dame  Nature's  secrets  had  prescribed 
The  stafiE  thus  opportunely  ?    Style  him  first 

*'  And  foremost  of  physicians !  *'  "  I've  im billed 
Elixir  siirely,"    smiled    the    prince,  —  "have 

gained 
New  lease   of  Hfe.    Dear   Doctor,  how    yaa 

bribed 
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** Death ^ to  forego  me,  boots  not:  you've  ob- 
tained 
Mr  daughter  and  her  dowry.  Death,  I  Ve  heard, 
Was  BtOl  on  earth  the  strongest  power  that 
reigned, 

''  Except  a  Bad  Wife  I "    Wherennto  demurred 
Nowise  the  Doctor,  so  refused  the  fee 
—  No  dowry,  no  bad  wife ! 

"Ton  think  absurd 
This  tale?"— the  Rabbi  added:  "  True,  our 

Talmud 
Bocwts  sundry   sueh:   yet  — have   our  elders 

erred 
In  thinking  there  *8  some  water  there,  not  all 

mud  ?  '* 
I  tell  it,  as  the  Rabbi  told  it  me. 


PAN  AND  LUNA 

Si  creden  dagnmn  est.  ~  G^drgiCt  III.  390. 

Oh,  worthy  of  belief  I  hold  it  was, 
Virgil,  yoor  legend  in  those  strange  thiee  lines  1 
No  question,  that  adrenture  came  to  pass 
One  black  night  in  Arcadia  :^  yes,  the  pines. 
Mountains  and  yaUeys  mingling  made  one  mass 
Of  black  with  void  black  heaven :  the  earth's 

oonfines, 
The  sky's  embrace,  —  below,  above,  around, 
Ail  hanlened  into  black  without  a  bound. 

Fill  up  a  swart  stone  chalice  to  the  brim 
With  fresh-squeezed  yet  fast-thickening  poppy- 
juice  : 
See  how  the  sluggish  jelly,  late  a-«wim, 
Tarns  marble  to  the  toaoh  of  who  would  loose 
The  solid  smoodi,  erown  jet  from  rim  to  rim. 
By  tamins:  round  the  bowl !    So  night  can  f  osa 
Earth  with  her  all-comprising  sky.    No  lees, 
Ligfht,  the  least  spark,  shows  air  and  emptiness. 

And  thus  it  proved  when  —  diving  into  spaoe, 
Stript  of  all  vapor,  from  each  web  of  mist 
Utterly  film-free  —  entered  on  her  race 
The  naked  Mooo,  full-orbed  antagonist 
Of  night  and  dark,  night's  dowry :  peak  to  base, 
Upstarted  mountains,  and  each  valley^  kissed 
To  sudden  life,  lav  silver-bright :  in  air 
flew  she  revealed,  Maid-Moon  with  limbs  all 
bare. 

Still  as  she  fled,  each  depth  —  where  refuge 

seemed  — 
Opeuing  alone  pale  chamber,  left  distinct 
Tnaee  limbs:  ^mid  still-retreating   blue,   she 

teemed 
Herself  with  whiteness,  —  virginal,  uncinct 
Sy  any  halo  save  what  finely  gleamed 
To  outline  not  disguise  her :  heaven  was  linked 
In  one  accord  with  earth  to  c[uaff  the  joy, 
I>rain  beauty  to  the  dregs  without  alloy. 

Whereof  she  grew  aware.   What  help?   When, 

lo, 
A  soocorable  cloud  with  sleep  lay  dense : 


Some  pinetree-top  had  oau^ht  it  sailing  slow, 
And  tethered  for  a  prize:  m  evidence 
Captive  lay  fleece  on  fleece  of  niled-np  snow 
Drowsily  patient :  flake-heaped  how  or  whence, 
The  structure  of  that  suceorable  cloud. 
What  matter?    Shamed  she  plunged  into  its 
shroud. 

Orbed  -~  so  the  woman-figure  poets  call 
Because    of    rounds  on    rounds  —  that  apple- 
shaped 
Head  which  its  hair  binds  close  into  a  ball 
Each  side  the  curving  ears — that  pure  undraped 
Pout  of  the  sbter  paps  — that  .  .  .  Once  for 

all, 
Sav  —  her  consummate  circle  thus  escaped 
With  its  innumerons  circlets,  sank  absorbed, 
Safe  in  the  dood — O  naked  Moon  full-orbed  t 

But  what  means  this?    The  downy  swathes 

combme, 
Oonglobe,  the  smotherv  coy-caressing  stuff 
Curdles  about  her  t    Vain  each  twist  and  twine 
Those  Uthe  limbs  try,  encroached  on  by  a  fluff 
Fitting  as  close  as  fits  the  dented  spine 
Its  flexible  ivory  outside-flesh:  enough ! 
The  plumy  drira  contract,  condense,  oonstringe, 
Till  she  is  swidlowed  by  the  feathery  springe. 

As  when  a  pearl  slips  lost  in  the  thin  foam 
Chttzned  on  a  searshore,  and,  o'er-frothed,  con- 
ceits 
Herself  safe-housed  in  Amphitrite's  dome,  — 
If,  through  the  bladdery  wave-worked  yeast, 

she  meets 
What  most  she  loathes  and  leaps  from,  —  elf 

from  gnome 
No  gladlier,  —  finds  that  safest  of  retreats 
Bubble  about  a  treacherous  hand  wide  ope 
To    grasp   her  —  (drvers  who  pick  pearls  so 
grope)  — 

So   lay  this  Maid-Moon   clasped  around  and 

caught 
By  rough  red  Pan,  the  god  of  all  that  tract : 
He  it  was  schemed  the  snare  thus  subtly  wrought 
With   simulated   earth  -  breath,  —  wool  -  tufts 

packed 
Into  a  billowy  wrappage.    Sheep  far-sought 
For  spotless  shearings  yield  such :  take  the  fact 
As  learned  Virgil  gives  it,  —  how  the  breed 
Whitens  itself  forever  :  yes,  indeed ! 

If  one  forefather  ram,  though  pure  as  chalk 
From  tinge  on  fleeoe,  should  still  display  a 

tongue 
Black  'neath  the  beast's  mobt  palate,  prompt 

men  balk 
The  propagating  nlague :  he  gets  no  voung : 
They  rather  slay  nim,  —  sell  nis  hide  to  calk 
Ships  with,  first  steeped  in  pitch,  — nor  hands 

are  wrung 
In  sorrow  for  his  fate :  protected  thus. 
The  purity  we  love  is  gained  for  us. 

So  did  Grirl-Moon,  by  just  her  attribute 

Of  unmatched  modc«ty  betrayed,  lie  trapped, 

Bruised  to  the  breast  of  Pan,  half  god  half  orute, 
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Raked  by  his  bristly  boaiHiward  while  he  lapped 
— Never  say,  kissed  her !  that  were  to  pollate 
Loye's  language  —  which  moreover  proves  un- 
apt 
To  tell  now  she  recoiled  —  as  who  finds  thorns 
Where  she  sought  flowers  —  when,  feeling,  she 
touched  —  horns  I 

Then  —  does    the    legend  say?  — first  moon- 

eclipse 
Happened,  first  swooning-fit  which  puzzled  sore 
The  early  sages  ?    Is  that  why  she  dips 
Into  the  dark,  a  minute  and  no  more,^ 
Only  so  long  as  serves  her  while  she  rips 
The  doud^s  womb  through  and,  faultless  as 

before, 
PuiBues  her  wav  ?    No  lesson  for  a  maid 
Left  she,  a  maia  herself  thus  trapped,  betrayed  ? 

Ha,  Virgil?    Tell  the  rest,  you !    ''To  the  deep 
Of  his  domain  the  wildwood.  Pan  forthwith 
Called  her,  and  so  she  followed  **  —  in  her  sleep, 
Surely  ?  — ""  by  no  means  spuming  him/*    The 

myth 
Explain  who  may  I    Let  all  else  go,  I  keep 
—  As  of  a  ruin  just  a  monolith  — 
Thus  much,  one  verse  of  five  words,  each  a  boon : 
Arcadia,  night,  a  cloud,  Pan,  and  the  moon. 


The  first  ten  lines  that  follow  were  printed  as 
epilogue  to  the  second  series  of  Dramatic  IdyU; 
the  second  ten  were  added  to  them  by  Brown- 
ing in  tlie  album  of  a  youi^r  American  girl  in 
Venice,  October,  1880.  See  lU  Century  for 
November,  1882. 

**  Touch  him  iie*er  to  lightly,  into  long  be  broke : 
Soil  10  quick-receptive,  —  not  one  fe«th6r-«eed, 
Not  one  flower-dust  fell  but  straight  Its  fall  awoke 
Vitalizfaig  Tirtue :  aong  wonld  aong  aucceed 
Sadden  aa  apontaneoua  —  prove  a  poet-aonl ! " 

Indeed? 
Rock  *8  the  aong-eoll  rather,  aurfaoe  hard  and  bare  : 
Sun  and  dew  their  mlldneas,  storm  and  f  roat  their  rage 
Vainly  both  expend,  —  few  flowers  awaken  there : 
Quiet  in  its  cleft  broods  —  what  the  after-age 
Knows  and  names  a  pine,  anation^s  heritage. 


Thus  I  wrote  in  London,  musing  on  my  betters. 
Poets  dead  and  gone ;  and  lo,  the  critics  cried, 
*'  Out  on  such  a  boast  I  *>  as  if  I  dreamed  that  fetters 
Binding  Dante  bind  up  —  me  I  as  if  true  pride 
Were  not  also  humble  I 

So  I  smiled  and  sighed 
As  I  oped  your  book  in  Venice  this  bright  morning, 
Sweet  new  friend  of  mine  t  and  felt  the  clay  or  sand. 
Whatsoe'er  my  soli  be,  break  —  for  praise  or  scorning — 
Out  in  grateful  fancies  —  weeds ;  but  weeds  exvand 
Almost  into  flowers,  held  by  such  a  kindly  hano. 


THE  BLIND   MAN   TO   THE  MAIDEN 

Browning  translated  the  following  from  a 
German  poem  in  Wilhelmine  von  Hilleru's 
novel  The  Hour  Will  Come  at  the  request  of 
Mrs.  Clara  Bell,  the  translator  of  the  novel 
It  there  appeared  as  the  work  of  an  anooymons 
friend,  but  was  reprinted  as  Browniag^s  in  The 
Whitehall  Review  for  Mandi  1, 1883. 

The  blind  man  to  the  maiden  said, 
''  O  thou  of  hearts  the  truest, 

Thy  countenance  is  hid  from  me ; 

Let  not  my  question  anger  thee  1 
Speak,  though  in  woras  the  fewest. 

"  Tell  me,  what  kind  of  eyes  are  thine  t 

Dark  eyes,  or  light  ones  rather  ?  ** 
**  My  eyes  are  a  decided  brown  — 
So  much,  at  least,  by  looking  down. 
From  the  brook's  glass  I  gather." 

*^  And  is  it  red  —  thy  little  mouth  P 
That  too  the  blind  must  care  for." 

'*Ahl  I  would  tell  it  soon  to  thee. 

Only  — none  yet  has  told  it  me. 

I  cannot  answer,  therefore. 

**  But  dost  thou  ask  what  heart  I  have  — 

There  hesitate  I  never. 
In  thine  own  breast 't  is  home,  and  ao 
'T  is  thine  in  weal,  and  thine  in  woe. 

For  life,  for  death  —  thine  ever ! " 


GOLDONI 


The  following  sonnet  was  written  by  Brown- 
ing for  the  album  of  the  Committee  of  the 
Goldoni  monument,  erected  in  Venice  in  1883. 

Gk>LDOMi — good,  gay,  sunniest  of  soals,  — 

Glassing  half  Venice  in  that  verse  of  thine.  — 

What  though  it  just  reflect  the  shade  and  shine 
Of  common  life,  nor  render,  as  it  rolla. 
Grandeur  and  gloom  ?   Sufficient  for  uiy  shoals 

Was  Carnival ;  Parini*s  depths  enshrine 

Secrets  unsuited  to  that  opaline 
Surface  of  things  which  laugns  along  thy  aeroDa. 
There  throng  the  people :  how  they  come  and  go. 

Lisp   the  soft  language,  flaunt   the  bright 
^  garb,  —  see,  — 
On  Piazza,  Calle,  under  Portieo 

And  over  Bridge  I    Dear  king  of  Comedy, 
Be  honored  I  thou  that  didst  love  Venice  so, 

Venice,  and  we  who  love  her,  all  lore  thee  I 

Ybmicb,  November  27, 1883b 
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JOCOSERIA 


This  oollection  of  poems  was  published  in 
1883.  The  title  of  the  volume  is  mentioned  in 
a  foot-note  to  the  Note  at  the  end  of  Parcuiel- 
gus,  where  the  poet  speaks  of  **  such  rubbish  as 
Melander^s  Joc4>seria,"  In  a  letter,  accompar 
nsring  a  oopy  of  the  voluraei  sent  to  a  friend, 
Browning  wrote  :  *'  The  title  is  taken  from  the 
work  of  Melander  (Sohwartzmann),  reviewed, 


by  a  onrioQS  coineidenoe,  in  the  Bladtwood  of 
this  month  [February,  1883].  I  referred  to  it  in 
a  note  to  Paracelsua,  The  two  Hebrew  quota- 
tions [in  the  note  to  Jochanan  Hakkadosh] 
(put  in  to  give  a  grave  look  to  what  is  mere  fun 
and  invention)  being  translated  amount  to  (1) 

*  A  Colleotion  of  Lies  ^ ;  and  (2),  an  old  saying, 

*  From  Moses  to  Moses  arose  none  like  Mooes.* " 


picture  to 


WANTING  IS  — WHAT? 

This  is  in  the  nature  of  a  prelude  to  the  entire 
gfronp  of  poems. 

Wahtiwo  is  —  what  ? 

Summer  redundant, 

Bluenees  abundant, 

—  Where  is  the  blot? 
Beamy  the  world,  yet  a  blank  all  the  same, 
—  Frunework  which  waits   for  a  pictun 

frame: 

What  of  the  leafage,  what  of  the  flower  ? 
Roses  embowering  with  naught  they  embower  I 
Come  then,  complete  inoom^etion,  O  comer. 
Pant  through  the  blueness,  perfect  the  sum- 
mer I 

Breathe  but  one  breath 

Rose-beauty  above. 

And  all  that  was  death 

Grows  life,  grows  love, 

Grows  love  T 


DONALD 

This  story  which  Browning  had  from  the  lips 
of  the  hero  has  also  been  told  in  prose  by  Sir 
Walter  Scott. 

**  WiLLvou  hear  my  story  also, 

—  Huge  Sport,  brave  adventure  in  plenty  ?  ** 
The  boys  were  a  band  from  Oxford, 
The  oldest  of  whom  was  twenty. 

The  bothy  we  held  carouse  in 
Was  bright  with  fire  and  candle ; 

Tale  followed  tale  like  a  merry-go-round 
Whereof  Sport  turned  the  handle. 

In  our  eyes  and  noses  —  turf-smoke : 
In  our  ears  a  tune  from  the  trivet, 

Wheiioe  '*  Boiling,  boiling,"  the  kettle  sang, 
'*  And  ready  for  fresh  GlenUvet.'' 

So,  feat  capped  feat,  with  a  vengeance : 
Truths,  though,  —  the  lads  were  loyal : 
**"  Grouse,  five-soore  brace  to  the  bag  I 

Deer,  ten  hours*  stidk  of  the  Royal ! " 


Of  boasting,  not  one  bit,  boys  ! 

Only  there  seemed  to  settle 
Somehow  above  your  curly  heads, 

—  Plain  through  the  singing  kettle. 

Palpable  through  the  cloud. 

As  each  new-puffed  Havana 
Rewarded  the  toller's  well-told  tale,  — 

This  vaunt  "  To  Sport  —  Hosanna  1 

**  Hunt,  fish,  shoot. 

Would  a  man  fulfil  life's  duty  I 
Not  to  the  bodily  frame  alone 
Does  Sport  give  strength  and  beauty, 

**  But  character  gains  in — courage  ? 
Ay,  Sir,  and  much  beside  it  1 
Ton  don't  sport,  more 's  the  pit3[ ; 
You  soon  would  find,  if  yon  tried  it, 

*'  Good  sportsman  means  good  fellow, 
Sound-hearted  he,  to  the  centre ; 
Tour  mealy-mouthed  mild  milksops 

—  There 's  where  the  rot  can  enter  I 

''  There 's  where  the  dirt  will  breed. 
The  shabbineas  Sport  would  bamah ! 
Oh  no.  Sir,  no  I    In  your  honored  case 
All  such  objections  vanish. 

'^  'T  is  known  how  hard  you  studied : 
A  Double-First  —  what,  the  jigger ! 
Give  me  but  half  your  Latin  and  Greek, 
I  '11  never  again  touch  trigger  I 

"  Still,  tastes  are  tastes,  allow  me  I 
Allow,  too,  where  there  's  keenness 
For  Sport,  there 's  little  likelihood 
Of  a  man's  displaying  meanness  I  " 

So,  put  on  my  mettle,  I  interposed. 
"  Will  jou  hear  my  story  ?  "  quoth  I. 
'*  Never  mmd  how  long  since  it  happed, 
I  sat,  as  we  sit,  in  a  botiiy ; 

"  With  as  merry  a  band  of  mates,  too, 
Undergrods  all  on  a  level : 
(One 's  a  Bishop,  one 's  gone  to  the  Bench, 
And  one 's  gone  —  well,  to  the  Devil.) 
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"  When,  lOf  a  scratohing  and  tapping  I 

In  hobbled  a  ghastly  yisitor. 
Listen  to  just  what  he  told  us  hiniBelf 

—  No  need  of  onr  playing  inquisitor !  " 


Do  yon  happen  to  know  in  RotB-shire 
Mount  Ben  .  .  .  but  the  name  seaioe  mat- 
ters: 
Of  the  naked  fact  I  am  sure  enough. 
Though  I  clothe  it  in  rags  and  tatters. 

You  may  recognize  Ben  by  description ; 

Behind  him  —  a  moor^s  imraenseness : 
Up  goes  the  middle  mount  of  a  range, 

Fringed  with  its  firs  in  denseness. 

Rimming  the  edge,  its  fir-fringe,  mind  I 
For  an  edge  there  is,  though  narrow ; 

From  end  to  end  of  the  range,  a  strip 
Of  path  runs  straight  as  an  arrow. 

And  the  mountaineer  who  takes  that  path 

Saves  himself  miles  of  journey 
He  has  to  plod  if  he  crosses  the  moor 

Through  heather,  peat,  and  bumie. 

But  a  mountaineer  he  needs  must  be. 
For,  look  you,  right  in  the  middle 

Plroiects  bluff  Ben  —  with  an  end  in  ich  — 
Why  planted  there,  is  a  riddle : 

Since  all  Ben^s  brothers  little  and  big 
Keep  rank,  set  shoulder  to  dioulder, 

And  only  this  burliest  out  must  bu^ 
Till  it  seems  -—  to  the  beholder 

From  down  in  tihe  gully,  — as  if  Ben's  breast, 

To  a  sudden  spike  diminished, 
Would  signify  to  the  boldest  foot 
All  further  passage  foiished  I " 
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Tet  the  mountaineer  who  sidles  on 

And  on  to  the  very  bending. 
Discovers,  if  heart  wnd  brain  be  proof, 

No  necessary  ending. 

Foot  up,  foot  down,  to  the  turn  abrupt 

Havmg  trod,  he,  there  arriving, 
Finds  —  what  he  took  for  a  point  was  breadth, 

A  mercy  of  Nature's  contriving. 

So,  he  rounds  what,  when  't  is  reached,  proves 
straight. 

From  one  side  gains  the  other  : 
The  wee  path  widens  —  resume  the  march. 

And  he  foils  you,  Ben  my  brother  I 

But  Donald  —  ^that  name,  I  hope,  will  do)  — 

I  wrong  him  if  I  call  ^^  foiling '' 
The  tramp  of  the  callant,  whistling  the  while 

As  blithe  as  our  kettle  's  boiling. 

He  had  dared  the  danger  from  boyhood  up. 
And  now,  — when  perchance  was  waiting 

A  lass  at  the  brig  below,  —  'twixt  mount 
And  moor  would  he  stand  debating  ? 


Moreover  this  Donald  was  twenty-five, 

A  glory  of  bone  and  muscle  : 
Did  a  fiend  dispute  the  right  of  way, 

Donald  would  try  a  tussle. 

Lightsomely  marched  he  out  of  the  broad 

On  to  the  narrow  and  nanow : 
A  step  metre,  rounding  the  angular  roek. 

Reached  tne  front  straight  as  an  arrow. 

He  stepped  it,  safe  on  the  ledge  he  stood, 
When  —  whom  found  he  full-facing:  ? 

What  fellow  in  courage  and  wariness  too. 
Had  scouted  ignoble  pacing, 

And  left  low  safety  to  timid  mates. 
And  made  for  Uie  dread  dear  danger. 

And   gained    the   height  where  —  who  could 
guess 
He  would  meet  with  a  rival  ranger  ? 

'T  was  a  gold-red  stag  that  stood  and  stated, 

Gigantic  and  magnme. 
By  the  wonder  —  ay,  and  the  peril  —  strack 

Intelligent  and  pacific: 

For  a  red  deer  is  no  fallow  deer 
Grown  cowardlv  through  park-feeding; 

He  batters  you  like  a  thunderbolt 
If  you  brave  his  haunts  unheeding. 

I  doubt  he  could  hardly  perform  wUte-faee 

Had  ^or  advised  diMn*etion  : 
You  mav  walk  on  a  rope,  but  to  turn  on  a  rope 

No  Blondin  makes  profession. 

Yet  Donald  must  turn,  would  ^de  pennit. 

Though  pride  ill  brooks  Tetirm|r : 
Each  eyed  each  —  mute  man,  motionleeB  beast  — 

Less  fearing  than  admiring. 

These  are  the  moments  when  quite  niBw  sense, 

To  meet  some  need  as  novel. 
Springs  up  in  the  brain  :  it  inspired  reeouroe  : 

—  Nor  advance  nor  retreat  but — grovel ! ' 

And  slowly,  surely,  never  a  whit 

Relaxing  the  steady  tension 
Of  eye-stare  which  bmds  man  to  beast,  — 

By  an  inch  and  inch  declension. 

Sank  Donald  sidewise  down  and  down  : 

Till  flat,  breast  upwards,  lying 
At  his  six-foot  length,  no  corpse  more  still, 

—  *'If  he  cross  me!    The  trick 's  worth  txy 
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Minutes  were  an  eternity ; 

But  a  new  sense  was  created 
In  the  stag's  brain  too ;  he  resolves !    Slew, 
sure. 

With  eye-stare  unabated. 

Feelingly  he  extends  a  foot 
Which  tastes  the  way  ere  it  touches 

Earth's  solid  and  just  escapee  ma&*B  soft, 
Nor  hold  of  the  same  undutohes 
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Till  itB  fellow  foot,  light  m  a  feather  whvk, 

Lands  itself  no  less  finely : 
So  a  mother  remoyes  a  Apr  from  the  f aoe 

Of  her  babe  asleep  supmely. 

And  now  *t  ]» the  haunch  and  hind-foot's  tnm 

—  That's  hard:  can  the  beast  quite  nuse 

it? 
Yes,  traversing  half  the  prostrate  lengrth, 
His  hoof-tip  does  not  grass  it. 

Just  one  more  lift  I    But  Donald,  you  see, 

Was  sportsman  first,  man  after  : 
A  faney  lightened  his  eaution  through, 

—  He  wellnigh  broke  into  laughtcur : 

*^  It  were  nothing  short  of  a  miracle  I 

Unrivalled,  unexampled  — 
All  sporting  feats  with  this  feat  matched 

Were  down  and  dead  and  trampled  I  " 

The  last  of  the  legs  as  tenderly 

Follows  the  rest :  or  never 
Or  now  is  the  time  I    His  knife  in  reach. 

And  his  right-hand  loose  —  how  clever  I 

For  this  can  stab  up  the  stomach's  soft, 
While  the  lef  trhand  grasps  the  pastern. 

A  rise  on  the  elbow,  and  — now  's  the  time 
Or  never  :  this  tnm  's  the  last  turn  1 

I  shall  dare  to  place  myself  by  God 
Who  scannea  —  for  he  does  —  each  feature 

Of  the  face  thrown  up  in  appeal  to  him 
By  the  agonizing  creature. 

Nay,  I  hear  pUun  words:  **Thy  gift  brings 
this  I" 
Up  he  sprang,  back  he  staggered. 
Over  he  fell,  and  with  him  our  friend 

—  At  following  game  no  laggard. 

Yet  he  was  not  dead  when  they  picked  next 
dav 

From  the  gully's  depth  the  wreck  of  him  ; 
His  fall  had  been  staved  by  the  stag  beneath 

Who  cushioned  and  saved  the  neck  of  him. 


But  the  rest  of  his  body  —  why,  doctors 
Whatever  could  break  was  broken : 

Legs,  arms,  ribs,  all  of  him  looked  Uke  a  toast 
In  a  tumbler  of  port-wine  soaken. 

**  That  your  life  is  left  you,  thank  the  stag ! " 
Said  they  when  —  the  slow  cure  ended  — 

They  opened  the  hospital-door,  and  thence 
— Strapped,  spliced,  main  fractures  mended, 

And  minor  damage  left  wisely  alone,  — 
Like  an  old  shoe  clouted  and  cobbled, 

Ont  —  what  went  in  a  Goliath  wellnigh,  — 
Some  half  of  a  David  hobbled. 

**  Yon  must  ask  an  alms  from  house  to  house  : 
Sell  the  stag's  head  for  a  bracket, 

With  its  grand  twelve  tines  ~  I  'd  buy  it  my- 
self— 
And  use  the  skin  for  a  jacket  I " 


He  was  wiser,  made  both  head  and  hide 
His  win-penny  :  hands  and  knees  on, 

Wonld  manage  to  crawl  — poor  crab — by  the 
roads 
In  the  misty  stalking-season. 


And  if  he  diioovered  a  bothy  like  tins, 

^Tiv 
He  told  his  tale  to  the  lovers  of  Sport  : 


tnv 
Whv,  harvest  was  sure :  tolk  listened, 
e  told  his  tale  to  the  lovers  of  Sport  : 
Lips  twitched,  cheeks  glowed,  eyes  glistened. 

And  when  he  had  come  to  the  close,  and  spread 

His  spoils  for  the  gaaers'  wonder. 
With  **'  Gentlemen,  nere  's  the  skull  of  the  stag 

I  was  over,  thank  God,  not  under  I "  — 

The  company  broke  ont  in  applanse ; 

*'  By  Jingo,  a  lucky  cripple  I 
Have  a  munon  of  noose  and  a  hunk  of  bread, 

And  a  tug,  besiaes,  at  our  tipple  1 " 

And  "  Theie  's  my  pay  for  your  plaek  1 "  cried 
This^ 
^*  And  nunc  for  yourjoUy  story  I " 
Cried   That,   while   T^   other ->  but  he   was 
drunk  — 
Hiccupped  **  A  trump,  a  Tory  1 " 

I  hope  I  gave  twice  as  much  as  the  rest ; 

For,  aa  Homer  would  say,  ^*  within  gnte 
Though  teeth  kept  tongue,"  my  wnole  soul 
growled, 

"  Rightly  rewarded,  —  Ingnte  I " 


SOLOMON   AND   BALKIS 

Solomon  King  of  the  Jews  and  the  Queen  of 
Sheba,  BaUds, 

Talk  on  the  ivor3r  throne,  and  we  well  may  con- 
jecture their  talk  is 

Solely  of  things  sublime:  why  else  has  she 
sought  Mount  Zion, 

Climbed  we  six  golden  steps,  and  sat  betwixt 
lion  and  lion  ? 

She  proves  him  with  hard  oueetions  :  before 

she  has  reached  the  middle 
He  smiling  supplies  the  end,  straight  solves 

them  riddle  by  riddle  ; 
Until,  dead-beaten  at  last,  there  is  left  no  spirit 

in  her. 
And  thus  would  she  close  the  game  whereof  she 

was  first  beginner : 

"  O  wisest  thou  of  the  wise,  world's  marvel  and 

wellnigh  monster. 
One  crabbed  onestion  more  to  construe  or  vulffo 

oonster  I 
Who  are  those,  of  all  mankind,  a  monarch  of 

perfect  wisdom 
Should  open  to,  when  they  knock  at  spheUron  do 

—  that's,  his  dome?  " 

The  King  makes  tart  reply :  "  Whom  else  but 

the  wise  lus  equals 
Should  he  welcome  with  heart  and  voice?  — 

since,  king  though  he  be,  such  weak  walls 
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Of  circumstance  —  power  and  pomp  —  divide 

sonU  each  from  other 
That  whoBo  proves  king^ly  in  craft  I  needs  mnst 

acknowledg^e  my  brother. 


4t 


Come  poet,  come  painter,  come  sculptor, 
come  builder  —  whatever  his  condition. 

Is  he  prime  in  his  art?  We  are  peers  1  My 
insight  has  pierced  the  partition 

And  hails  —  for  the  poem,  the  picture,  the 
statue,  the  building  —  my  fellow  ! 

Gold  's  gold  though  dim  in  the  dust :  court- 
polish  soon  turns  it  yellow. 

"  But  tell  me  in  turn,  O  thou  to  thy  weaklii^ 

sex  superior. 
That  for  knowledge  hast  travelled  so  far  yet 

seeraest  nownit  the  wearier,  — 
Who  are  those,  of  all  mankind,  a  queen  like 

thyself,  consummate 
In  wisdom,  should  call  to  her  side  with  an 

affable  '  Up  hither,  oome,  mate  ^  ?  ** 

^^  The  Good  are  my  mates  —  how  else  ?     Why 

doubt  it  ?  "  the  Queen  upbridled : 
**  Sure  even  above  the  Wise,  —  or  in  travel  my 

eyes  have  idled,  — 
I  see  the  Good  stand  plain :  be  they  rich,  poor, 

shrewd,  or  simple. 
If  Good  the^  only  are.  .  .  .  Permit  me  to  drop 

my  wimple  I  ** 

And,  in  that  bashful  jerk  of  her  body,  she  — 
peace,  thou  scoffer  I  — 

Jostled  the  King^s  right-hand  stretched  oourt- 
ouslj  help  to  proffer, 

And  so  disclosed  a  portent :  all  unaware  the 
Prince  eyed 

The  Rix^  which  bore^  the  Name  —  turned  out- 
side now  from  inside  I 

The  tmth-compelling  Name !  —  and  at  onoe, 

"  I  greet  the  Wise  —  oh. 
Certainly   welcome  such  to  my  court  —  with 

this  proviso : 
The  buildmg  must  be  my  temple,  my  person 

stand  forth  the  statue. 
The  picture  my  portrait  prove,  and  the  poem 

my  praise  —  you  oat,  you  I '' 
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"  Be  truth- 
And  at  once 


But  Solomon  nonplussed  ?    Nay  I 

ful  in  turn  I  "  so  bade  he  : 
**See  the  Name,  obey  its  best  I  " 

subjoins  the  Itidy, 
—  "Provided  the  Good  are  the  young,  men 

strong  and  tall  and  proper. 
Such  servants    I    straightway   enlist,  —  which 

means  '*  .  .  .  But  the  blushes  stop  her. 


"Ah,    Soul,"    the    Monarch    sighed,     "that 

wouldst  soar  yet  ever  crawlest. 
How  comes  it  thou  canst  discern  the  greatest 

yet  choose  the  smallest. 
Unless  because  heaven  is  far,  where  wings  find 

fit  expansion. 
While  creeping  on  all-fours  suits,  suffices  the 

earthly  mansion  ? 


Aspire  to  the  Best !    But  which  ?    There  an 

Bests  and  Bests  so  many, 
With  a  kabitat  each  for  eaeh,  earth's  Best  as 

much  Best  as  any  1 
On  Lebanon  roots  the  cedar  —  soil  lofty,  yet 

stony  and  sandy  — 
While  hyssop,  of  worth  in  its  way,  on  the  wall 

grows  low  but  handy. 

"  Above  may  the  Soul  spread  wii^,  spun  body 

and  sense  beneath  her  : 
Below  she  mnst  oondesoena  to  plodding  im- 

buoyed  by  ether. 
In  heaven  I  yeani  for  knowledge,  aooomit  aQ 

else  inanity  ; 
On  earth  I  confess  an  itch  for  the  praiae  of  foob 

—  that's  Vanity. 

"It  is  naught,  it  will  go,  it  can  never 
above  to  trouble  me  ; 

But  here,  —  why,  it  tovs  and  tickles  and 
howe*er  I  redouble  me 

In  a  doggedest  of  endeavors  to  fAmj  the  indif- 
ferent.   Therefore, 

Suppose  we    resume   discourse  ?     Tl&on  hast 
travelled  thus  far :  but  wherefore  ? 

"  Solely  for  Solomon's  sake,  to  see  whom  earth 

styles  Sagest?" 
Through    her    blushes    laughed    the    Queen. 

^'For  the  sake  of  a  Sage?     The  gay 

jest! 
On  high,  be  communion  with  Mind  —  there. 

Body  concerns  not  Balkis : 
Down  here,  —  do  I  make  too   bold  ?      Sage 

Solomon,  —  one  fool's  small  kiss !  " 


CRISTINA  AND  MONALDESCHI 

Ah,  but  how  each  loved  each.  Marquis ! 

Here  's  the  gallery  they  trod 

Both  toother,  he  her  god. 

She  his  idol,  — lend  your  rod, 
Chamberlain  I  —  ay,  there  they  are—  "  Qm 

Separabit  f  —  plain  those  two 

Touching  words  come  into  view. 

Apposite  for  me  and  you : 

Since  thev  witness  to  incessant 
Love  like  ours :  King  Francis,  he  — 
Diane  the  adored  one,  she  — 
Prototypes  of  you  ana  roe. 

Everywhere  is  carved  her  Cresoent 
With  his  Salamander-sign  — 
flame-fed  creature :  flame  benign 
To  itself  or,  if  malign. 

Only  to  the  meddling  curious, 

—  So,  be  warned.  Sir !    Where 's  my  hea<*  7 

How  it  wanders  I    What  I  said 

Merely  meant  —  the  creature,  fed 
Thus  on  flame,  was  scarce  injurious 

Save  to  fools  who  woke  its  ire. 

Thinking  fit  to  play  with  fire. 

'T  is  the  Crescent  you  admire  ? 
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Then,  be  Diane  !    I  'II  be  FranciB. 

Creficents  change,  —  true  I  —  wax  and  wane, 
Woman-like  :  male  hearts  retain 
Heat  nor,  onoe  warm,  oool  again. 

80,  we  figure  —  such  our  chance  is  — 
I  as  man  and  tou  as  .  .  .  What  ? 
Take  offence  r    My  Lotc  forgot 
He  plays  woman,  I  do  not? 

I  —  the  woman  ?    See  my  habit. 

Ask  my  people  !    Anyhow, 

Be  we  wnat  we  may,  one  tow 

Binds  us,  male  or  female.    Now,  — 
Stand,  Sir!    Read!    '' Ouis  aeparabit  f '' 

Half  a  mile  of  pictured  war 

Past  these  palace-walls  to-oay 

Traversed,  this  I  came  to  say. 

You  must  needs  begin  to  love  me  ; 

First  I  hated,  then,  at  best, 

—  Have  it  so  I  —  I  acquiesced ; 

Pure  compassion  did  the  rest. 
From  below  thus  raised  above  me. 

Would  you,  step  by  step,  descend. 

Pity  me,  become  mv  friend. 

Like  me,  like  less,  loathe  at  end  ? 

That  ^s  the  ladder^s  round  you  rose  by  I 
That  —  m^  own  foot  kicked  away, 
Having  raised  you  :  let  it  st&j, 
Serve  you  for  retreating  ?    Nay. 

Close  to  me  you  climbed :  as  close  by, 
Keep  your  station,  though  the  peak 
Reached  proves  somewhat  bare  and  bleak  ! 
Woman 's  strong  if  man  is  weak. 

Keep  here,  loving  me  forever ! 

Lovers  look,  gesture,  speech,  I  claim : 
Act  love,  lie  love,  all  the  same  — 
Play  US  earnest  were  our  game ! 

Lonely  I  stood  long:  't  was  clever 
When  you  climbed,  before  men's  eves. 
Spumed  the  earth  and  scaled  the  skies. 
Gained  my  peak  and  grasped  your  prize. 

Here  you  stood,  then,  to  men's  wonder  ; 
Here  you  tire  of  standing  ?    Kneel ! 
Cure  what  giddiness  you  feel. 
This  way  I     Do  your  senses  reel  ? 

Not  unlikely  I    What  rolls  under  ? 
Yawning  death  in  yon  abyss 
Where  the  waters  whirl  and  hiss 
Round  more  frightful  peaks  than  this. 

Should  my  buffet  dash  you  thither  .  .  . 
But  be  sage !    No  watery  grave 
Needs  await  you  :  seeming  brave 
Kneel  on  safe,  dear  timid  slave  I  ^ 

You  surmised,  when  yon  climbed  hither. 
Just  as  easy  were  retreat 
Should  you  tire,  conceive  unmeet 
Longer  patience  at  my  feet  ? 

Me  as  standing,  you  as  stooping,  — 
Who  arranged  for  each  the  pose  ? 
Lest  men  think  us  friends  turned  foes. 
Keep  the  attitude  you  chose  ! 


Men  are  used  to  this  same  grouping — 
I  and  you  like  statues  seen. 
You  and  I,  no  third  between. 
Kneel  and  stand  I    That  makes  the  scene. 

Mar  it  —  and  one  buffet  .  .  .  Pardon  I 
Needlen  warmth  —  wise  words  in  waste ! 
'T  was  prostration  that  replaced 
Kneeling,  then  ?    A  proot  of  taste. 

Crouch,  not  kneel,  whiliB  I  mount  guard  on 
Prostrate  love  —  become  no  waii. 
No  estray  to  waves  that  ohafe 
Disappointed — love 's  so  safe  I 

Waves  that  chafe  ?    The  idlest  fancy ! 
Peaks  that  scare  ?    I  think  we  know 
Walls  enclose  our  sculpture  :  so 
Grouped,  we  pose  in  fontainebleau. 

Up  now  !    Wherefore  hesitancy  ? 
Arm  in  arm  and  cheek  by  cheek. 
Laugh  with  me  at  waves  and  peak  I 
Silent  still  ?    Why,  pictures  speak. 

See,  where  Juno  strikes  Ixion, 
Primatice  speaks  plainly  I    Pooh  — 
Rather,  Florentine  Le  Rouz  ! 
I  've  lost  head  for  who  is  who  — 

So  it  swims  and  wanders !    Fie  on 
What  still  proves  me  female  I    Here, 
By  the  staircase  I  —  for  we  near 
That  dark  ''  GaUery  of  the  Deer.'' 

Look  me  in  the  eyes  once  I    Steady  1 
Are  vou  faithful  now  as  erst 
On  that  eve  when  we  two  first 
Vowed  at  Avon,  blessed  and  cursed 

Faith  and  falsehood  ?    Pale  already  ? 
Forward  I    Must  my  hand  compel 
Entrance  —  this  way  ?    Exit  —  well. 
Somehow,  somewhere.    Who  can  tell? 

What  if  to  the  selfsame  place  in 
Rostio  Avon,  at  the  door 
Of  the  village  church  onoe  more. 
Where  a  tombstone  paves  the  floor 

By  that  holy-water  basin 
You  appealed  to  —  "  As,  below. 
This  stone  hides  its  corpse,  e'en  so 
I  your  secrets  hide  "  ?    What  ho  I 

Friends,  my  four  I    You,  Priest,  confess  him  I 

I  have  judged  the  culprit  there : 

Execute  my  sentence  f    Care 

For  no  mail  such  cowards  wear  I 
Done,  Priest  ?    Then,  absolve  and  bless  him  t 

Now  —  you  three,  stab  thick  and  fast. 

Deep  and  deeper  I    Dead  at  last  ? 

Thanks,  friends  —  Father,  thanks  I   Aghast  f 

What  one  word  of  his  confession 
Would  you  tell  me,  though  I  lured 
With  that  royal  crown  abjured 
Just  because  its  bars  immured 

Love  too  much  ?    Love  burst  compression, 
Fled  free,  finally  confessed 
All  its  secrets  to  that  breast 
Whence  ...  let  Avon  tell  the  rest  I 
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MARY  WOLLSTONECRAFT  AND  FUSELI 

Oh,  but  is  it  not  bard,  Dear  ? 

Mine  are  the  nerves  to  qnake  at  a  monse : 
If  a  spider  drops  I  shrink  with  fear : 

I  should  die  oatrip^ht  in  a  baonted  honee ;  ^ 
While  for  yon  —  did  the  danger  dared  bring 

help  — 
From  a  lion^s  den  I  oonld  steal  his  wbel]). 
With  a  serpent  ronnd  me,  stand  stock-stijl, 
Go  sleep  in  a  chnrohyard,  — so  would  will 
Give  me  the  power  to  diure  and  do 
Valiantly  — just  for  you  I 

Much  amiss  in  the  bead,  Dear, 

I  toil  at  a  laneuage,  tax  my  brain 
Atteraptine  to  draw  —  the  scratches  here  1 

I  play,  play,  practise,  and  all  in  rain  : 
But  for  yon  —  it  m^  triumph  brought  you  pride, 
I  would  grapple  with  Greelc  Pla3r8  till  I  died. 
Paint  a  portrait  of  you  —  who  can  tell  ? 
Work  my  fincrers  off  for  your  *'  Pretty  well :  " 
Language  and  pfunting  and  music  too. 
Easily  done  — lor  you  1 

Strong  and  fierce  in  the  heart.  Dear, 
Wim  —  more  than  a  will  —  what  seems  a 
power 
To  pounce  on  my  prey,  love  outbroke  here 

In  flame  devouring  and  to  devour. 
Such  love  has  labored  its  best  and  worst 
To  win  me  a  lover ;  vet,  last  as  first, 
I  have  not  quickened  his  pulse  one  beat. 
Fixed  a  moment's  fancy,  nitter  or  sweet : 
Yet  the  strong  fierce  heart's  love's  labor's  due, 
Utterly  lost,  was  —  yon  1 

ADAM,  LILITH,  AND  EVE 

Onb  day,  it  thundered  and  lightened. 

Two  women,  fairly  frightened. 

Sank  to  their  knees,  transformed,  transfixed, 

At  the  feet  of  the  man  who  sat  betwixt ; 

And  ''  Mercy  I "  cried  each  —  "  if  I  tell  the  truth 

Of  a  passage  in  my  youth !  " 

Said  This :  **  Do  3rou  mind  the  morning 

I  met  your  love  with  scorning  ? 

As  the  worst  of  the  venom  left  my  lips, 

I  thought,  *  If,  despite  this  lie,  he  strips 

The  mask  from  my  soul  with  a  kiss  —  I  crawl 

His  slave,  —  soul,  body,  and  all  I '" 

Said  That:  **  We  stood  to  be  married ; 
The  priest,  or  some  one,  tarried  ; 

*  If  Paradise-door  prove  locked  ? '  smiled  yon. 
I  thought,  as  I  noaded,  smiling  too, 

*  Did  one,  that 's  away,  arrive  —  nor  late 
Nor  soon  should  unlock  Hell's  gate  1 '  '* 

It  ceased  to  lighten  and  thunder. 

Up  started  both  in  wonder. 

Looked  round  and  saw  that  the  sky  was  dear. 

Then  laughed  *'  Confess  yon  believed  us,  Dear  I '' 

**  I  saw  through  the  joke ! "  the  man  replied 

They  re-seated  themselves  beside. 


IXION 

HiOH  in  the  dome,  suspended,  o£  Hell,  nd  tri- 
umph, behold  us  I 
Here  the  revenge  of  a  God,  there  the  amenda 
of  a  Man. 
Whirling  forever  in  torment,  fleah  OfBoe  mortsl, 
immortal 
Made  — for  a  purpose  of  hate  —  able  to  dis 
and  revive. 
Pays  to  the  uttermost  pang,  then,  newly  for 
payment  replenished. 
Doles  out  —  old  yet   young  —  agoniea  ev>r 
afresh  ; 
Whence  the  result  above  me :  torment  is  biidsed 
by  a  rainbow,-  ^^ 

Tears,  sweat,  blood,  —  each  spasm,  ^lastly 
once,  ekuified  now. 
Wrung,  by  uie  rush  of  the  wheel  ordained  my 
place  of  reposing, 
Off  in  a  sparklike  spray,  —  flesh  become  vapor 
through  pain,  — 
Flies  the  bwtowment  of  Zeus,  soul's  vaunted 
bodily  vesture,      ' 
Made  that  his  feats  observed  gain  the  approval 
of  Man,  — 
Flesh  that  he  fashioned  with  sense  of  the  eaiik 
and  the  skv  and  the  ocean. 
Framed  should  nieroe  to  the  star,  fitted  to 
pore  on  the  plant,  — 
All,  for  a  purpose  of  hate,  re-framed,  re-faah* 
ionea,  re-fitted. 
Till,  consummate  at  length,  —  lo,  the  employ- 
ment of  sense ! 
Pain's  mere  minister  now  to   the  soul,  once 
pledged  to  ber  pleasure  — 
Soul,  if  untrammelled  by  flesh,  unapprehen- 
sive of  pain ! 
Body,  professed  soul's  slave,  which  serving  be- 
guiled and  betrayed  her, 
Made  things  false  seem  true,  cheated  throng 
eye  and  through  ear. 
Lured  thus  heart  and  brain  to  believe  in  the 
lying  reported,  — 
Spurn   but  the   trait'rons  slave,  uttermost 
atom,  away, 
What  should  obstruct  soul's  rush  on  the  real, 
the  only  apparent  ? 
Say  I  have  erred,  —  how  else  ?    Was  I  Ixion 
or  Zeus  ? 
Foiled  by  my  senses  I  dreamed ;  I  donbtlesi 
awaken  in  wonder : 
This  proves  shine,  that  — shade  ?    Good  was 
the  evil  that  seemed  ? 
Shall  I,  with  sight  thus  gained,  by  torture  be 
taught  I  was  blind  onoe  ? 
SuBuphos,    teaches    thy    stone  —  Taataks, 
teaches  thy  thirst 
Aught  which  unaided  sense,  purged  pue,  less 
plainly  demonstrates? 
Ko,  for  the  past  was  dream:  now  that  the 
dreamers  awake. 
Sisuphos  scouts  low  nand,  and  to  TaatakB 
treason  is  folly. 
Ask  of  myself,  whose  form  mehs  on  the 
murderous  wheel. 


IXION 


917 


What  is  the  sm  which  throe  and  throe  prove 
■in  to  the  siimer  1 
Say  the  false  charge  was  true,  —  thns  do  I 
expiate,  aur, 
Arrogant   thongnt,  vord,  deed,  —  mere  man 
who  eonoeited  me  godlike. 
Sat  heaide  Zens,  my  friend—knelt  helore 
Her4,  my  love  I 
What  were  the  need  but  of  pitying  power  to 
touch  and  disperse  it, 
Fifan-work  —  eye's  and  ear's  —  all  the  dis- 
traction of  sense  ? 
How  should  the  soul  not  see,  not  hear,  —  per- 
ceive and  as  pliunly 
Bender,  in  thought,  wwd,  deed,  back  again 
truth  —  not  a  lie? 
**  Ay,  but  the  pain  is  to  punish  thee  I  "    Zeus, 
once  BMre  for  a  pastime. 
Play  the  familiar,  the  frank  I    Speak  and 
have  speech  in  mtnm ! 
I  was  of  Thessaly  king,  there  ruled  and  a  peo- 
ple obeyed  me : 
Mine  to  establish  the  law,  theirs  to  obey  it  or 
die: 
Wherefore  ?    Beeaase  of  the  good  to  the  peo- 
p^,  because  el  the  honor 
Thence  aoeming  to  me,  king,  the  king's  law 
was  supreme. 
What  of  the  weakling,  the  ignorant  criminal  ? 
Not  who,  ezeuaeleis. 
Breaking  mv  law  braved  death,  knowing  his 
deed  aoa  its  due  — 
Nay,  but  the  feeble  and  foolish,  the  poor  trans- 
gressor, of  purpose 
No  whit  more  than  a  tree,  bom  toereetness  of 
bole. 
Palm  or  plane  or  pine,  we  laud  if  lofty,  colum- 
nar— 
Loathe  if  athwart,  askew,  —  leave  to  the  axe 
aad  the  flame  i 
Where  is  the  vision  may  penetrate  earth  and 
beholding  acknowledge 
Just  one  pebble  at  root  ruined  the  straight- 
neas  of  stem  ? 
Whose  fine  vigilance  follows  the  sapling,  ao* 
counts  for  the  fulnre, 
—  Here  blew  ^nd,  so  it  bent :  there  the  snow 
lodged,  so  it  broke  ? 
Also  the  tooth  of  the  beast,  bird's  bill,  mere  bite 
of  the  insect 
Gnawed,  gnarled,  warped  their  worst :  passive 
it  lay  to  offence. 
Kii^  —  I  was  man,  no  more :  what  I  recognised 
faulty  I  punished, 
Laiying  it  prone :  be  sure,  more  than  a  man 
had  I  proved. 
Watch  and  ward  o^er  the  sapling  at  birthtime 
had  saved  it,  nor  simply 
Owned  the  distortion's  excuse, — hindered  it 
wholly  :  d^,  more  — 
Byen  a  man,  as  I  sat  in  my  place  to  do  judg- 
ment, and  pallid 
Criminals  pOBsii^:  to  doom  shuddered  away  at 
my  foot, 
Conld  I  have  probed  through  the  face  to  the 
heart,  read  plain  a  repentance, 
Crime  eonf eased  fools'  play,  virtue  ascribed  to 
the  wise. 


Had  I  not  stayed  die  oooaignment  to  doom,  not 
dealt  the  renewed  ones 
Life  to  retraverse  the  past,  light  to  retrieve 
the  misdeed? 
Thus  had  I  done,  and  thus  to  have  done  much 
more  it  behooves  thee, 
Zeus  who  madest  man — flawleas  or  faulty, 
thy  work  I 
What  if  the  charge  were  true,  as  thou  moutfaest, 
—  Ixion  the  cherished 
Minion  of  Zeus  irrsw  vain,  vied  with  the  god- 
ships  and  feu. 
Forfeit    through     arroganoe?     Stranger!     I 
clothed,   with    the    graoe   of    our   hu- 


Inhumanity  —  gods,  natures  I  likened  to  ours. 
Man  among  men  I  had  borne  me  till  gods  for* 
sooth  must  regard  me 
—  Nay,  must  anprove;  applaud,  claim  as  a 
comrade  at  last. 
Summoned  to  enter  their  oiiole,  I  sat  —  their 
equal,  how  other  ? 
Love  should  be  abaolute  love,  ftdth  is  in  ful- 
ness or  naught. 
*' I  am  thy  friend,  be  mine !  "  smUed  Zens  : '' If 
Her^  attract  thee," 
Blushed  the  imperial  cheek,  "  then  — as  thy 
heart  may  suggest !  " 
Faith  in  me  sprang  to  the  faith,  my  love  hailed 
love  as  its  fellow, 
**  Zeus,  we  are  friends  *-  how  fast  I  Her4,  my 
heart  for  thy  heart ! " 
Then  broke  smile  into  fury  of  frown,  and  the 
thunder  of  ''  Hence,  fool ! " 
Then  through  the  kiss  laughed  scorn  ^^  Limbs 
or  a  cloud  was  to  clasp  ?  " 
ThiBn  from.  Olumpos  to  Erebos,  then  from  the 
rapture  to  torment. 
Then  from   the  fellow  of   gods  —  misery's 
mate,  to  the  man  I 
—  Man  henceforth  and  forever,  who  lent  from 
the  glow  of  his  nature 
Warmth  to  the  cold,  with  light  colored  the 
black  and  the  blank. 
So  did  a  man  conceive  of  your  paasion,  yon  pas- 
sion-protesters ! 
So  did  he  trust,  so  love  —  being  the  truth  of 
your  lie  I 
Tou  to  aspire  to  be  Man  !^  Man  made  you  who 
vainly  would  ape  him  : 
You  are  tiie  hoUowneas,  he  — filling  you,  fal- 
sifies void. 
Even  as  —  witness  the  emblem,  Hell's  sad  tri- 
umph suspended. 
Bom  of  my  tears,  sweat,  blood  —  bursting  to 
vapor  above  — 
Arching  my  torment,  an  iris  ghostlike  startles 
the  darkness. 
Cold  white  —  jewelry  quenched  —  justifies, 
glorifies  pun. 
Strive,  mankind,  though  strife  endure  through 
endless  obstruction. 
Stage  after  stage,  each  rise  marred  by  aa  cer- 
tain a  fall ! 
Baffled  forever  —  yet  never  so  baffled  but,  e*en 
in  the  baffling. 
When  Man's  strength  proves  weak,  checked 
in  the  body  or  soul, 
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Whatsoerer  the  medinin,  flesh  or  eeeence,  — 
Ixion  's 
Made  for  a  purpose  of  hate,  —  olothing  the 
entity  Thou, 
—  Medium  whence  that  entity  strives  for  the 
Not-Thon  bey<md  it, 
fire  elemental,  free,  frame  unencumbered, 
the  All,— 
Never  so  baffled  but  —  when,  on  the  verge  of 
an  alien  existence. 
Heartened  to  press,  by  panes  burst  to  the  in- 
finite Pure, 
Nothing  is  reached  but  the  ancient  weakness 
still  that  arrests  strength, 
Circumambient  still,  still  the  poor  human  ar- 
ray. 
Pride  and  revenge  and  hate  and  cruelty  —  all  it 
has  burst  through. 
Thought  to  escape,  ^- fresh  formed,  found  in 
the  fashion  it  fled. 
Never  so  ba£Bed  but  —  when  Man  i>ays  the  price 
of  endeavor. 
Thunderstruck,  downthrust,Tartaros-doomed 
to  the  wheel,  — 
Then,  av,  then,  from  the  t«ars  and  sweat  and 
blood  of  nis  torment, 
Wen  from  the  triumph  of  Hell,  up  let  him 
look  and  rejoice  I 
What  is  the  influence,  high  o'er  Hell,  that 
turns  to  a  rapture 
Pain —  and  despair's  murk  mist  blends  in  a 
rainbow  of  nope  ? 
What  is  beyond  the  obstruction,  stage  by  stage 
though  it  baffle  ? 
Back  must  I  fall,  confess  **  Ever  the  weakness 
I  fled"? 
No,  for  beyond,  far,  far  is  a  Purity  all-unob- 
structed! 
Zeus  was  Zeus  —  not  Man :  wrecked  by  his 
weakness,  I  whirl. 
Out  of  tJie  wreck  I  rise  —  past  Zeus  to  the  Po- 
tency o'er  him ! 
I  —  to  have  hailed  him  mv  friend  I    1  —  to 
have  clasped  her  —  my  love  1  ^ 
Pallid  birth  of  m^  pain,  —  where  light,  where 
light  is,  aspiring 
Thither  I  rise,  whilst  thou  —  Zens,  keep  the 
godship  and  sink ! 


JOCHANAN   HAKKADOSH 

**  Trib  now,  this  other  story  makes  amendb 
And  justifies  onr  Mishna,"  quoth  the  Jew 
Aforasaid.    "  Tell  it,  leaniedest  of  friends !  '' 


A  certain  mom  broke  beautiful  and  blue 
O'er  Schiphaz  city,  bringing  joy  and  mirth, 
—  So  had  ye  deemed ;  while  the  reverse  was  true, 

Since  one  small  house  there  gave  a  sorrow  birth 
In  such  black  sort  that,  to  eiaoh  faithful  eye. 
Midnight,  not  morning  settled  on  the  earth. 

How  else,  when  it  grew  certain  thou  wouldst  die, 
Onr  much-enlightened  master,  Israel's  prop, 
Eximious  Jochanan  Ben  Sabbathai  ? 


Old,  yea,  but,  undiminished  of  a  dnm. 

The  vital  essence  pulsed  thiou^  Ibeart  and 

brain; 
Time  left  unsickled  yet  the  plenteous  cnp 

On  poll  and  chin  and  cheek,  whereof  a  skein 
Handmaids  migrht  weave  —  hairs  silk-soft,  saX 

ver-white. 
Such  as  the  wool-plant's ;  none  the  leas  in  vain 

Had  Physic  striven  her  best  against  the  spite 
Of  fell  cusease  :  the  Rabbi  must  soocumb ; 
And,  round  the  conch  whereon  in  piteous  plight 

He  lay  ardying,  scholars,  —  awe-struck,  dumb 
Throughout  the  night-watch,  —  roused  them- 
selves and  spoke 
One  to  the  other :  ^*  £^  death's  tonch  benumb 

^*  His  active  sense,  —  while  yet  'neath  Reason  s 

Sroke 
Obedient  toils  his  tongue,  —  befits  we  daim 
The  fruit  of  long  experienoe,  bid  this  oak 

"  Shed  us  an  aoom  which  may,  all  the  same. 
Grow  to  a  temple-pillar,  —  dear  that  day !  — 
When  Israel's  scattered  seed  finds  puoe  and 
name 

*^  Among  the  envious  nations.  Lamp  us,  praj. 
Thou  the  Enlightener  I  Partest  hence  in  peace  ? 
Hailest  without  r^^t  —  mudi  less,  dismay  — 

**  The  hour  of  thine  approximate  release 
From  fleshly  bondage  soul  hath  found  obstruct  f 
Calmly  envisagest  the  sure  mcrease 

*'  Of  knowledge  ?    Even's  tree  must  bold  un- 

plucked 
Some  apple,  sure,  has  never  tried  thy  tooth. 
Juicy   with    sapienoe    thou    hast   sought,  not 

sucked  ? 

'*  Say,  does  age  acquiesce  in  vanished  youth  ? 
Still  towers  thy  purity  above  —  as  erst  — 
Our    pleasant    tollies  ?    Be  thy  last  word  — 
truth  I" 


The  Rabbi  groaned ;  then,  grimlv, '"  Last  asfint 
The  truth  speak  I  —  in  boyhooa  who  began 
Striving  to  live  an  angel,  and,  amerced 


"For  such  presumption,  die  now  hardly  man. 

1 1  pi 
That  much  I  learned:  but  here  lies  Jochanaa 


What  have  1  proved  of  life  ?  To  live,  indeed, 


'*  More  luckless  than  stood  David  when,  to  speed 
Um  fighting  with  the  Philistine,  they  brov^t 
Saul's  harness  forth  :  whereat,  *'  Alack,  I  need 

"  *  Armor  to  arm  me,  but  have  never  fonglit 
With  sword  and  spear,  nor  tried  to  manse* 

^  shield. 
Proving  arms'  use,  as  well-trained  warrior  onghL 

"  *  Only  a  sling  and  pebbles  can  I  wield  I ' 
So  he :  while  i,  contrariwise,  *  No  trick 
Of  weapon  helpful  on  the  battlefield 
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**  *  Coraes  nnfamiBsr  to  my  theorio : 
Bnt^  bid  me  pat  in  oraotioe  what  I  know, 
Qive  me  a  sword  —  it  atinge  like  Moses'  stick, 

**  *  A  serpent  I  let  drop  apace/    E'en  so, 
I,  —  able  to  comport  me  at  each  sta^e 
(>f  human  life  as  neyer  here  below 

'*Man  played  his  part,  —  since  mine  the  heri- 
tage 
Of  wisdom  carried  to  that  perfect  pitch, 
Ye  risrhtly   praise,  —  I,  therefore,    who,   thns 

**  Conld  snre  act  man  triumphantly,  enrich 
Life's  annals,  with  example  how  I  played 
Lover,  Bard,  Soldier,  Statist,  —  (all  of  which 

**  Parts  in  presentment  failingTi  cries  inyade 
The  world's  ear  —  *  Ah,  the  Past,  the  pearl- 
gift  thrown 
To  hogs,  time's  opportunity  we  made 


*'  ^  So  light  of,  only  recognized  when  flown  I 
Had    we    been    wise  I  )  —  in    fine,    I  —  wi 
^^       enough,  — 
What  profit  brings  me  wisdom  never  shown 


wise 


*^  Jnst  when  its  showing  would  from  each  re- 
buff 
Shelter  weak  virtue,  threaten  back  to  bounds 
£noroaching  vice,  tread  smooth  each  track  too 
rough 
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For  youth's   unsteady  footstep,    climb   the 
rounds 

Of  life's  loi^  ladder,  one  by  slippery  one, 
]fet   make  no  stumble?     Me  nard  fate  con- 
founds 

**  With  that  same  crowd  of  wallers  I  outrun 

By  promising  to  teach  another  cry 

Of  more  hihtfions  mood  than  theirs,  the  sun 

**  I  look  my  last  at  is  insulted  by. 

What  cry, —ye  ask?    Give  ear  on  every  side  ! 

Witness  yon  Lover !    *  How  entrapped  am  I ! 

*'  *"  Methonght,  because  a  virgin's  rose-lip  vied 
With  ripe  Khubbezleh's,  needs  must  beauty 

mate 
With  meekness  and  discretion  in  a  bride : 

**' Bride  she    became  to  me  who  wail  —  too 

late  — 
Unwise  I  loved  ! '    That 's  one  cry.     ^  Mind  's 

mv  gift : 
I  might  have  loaded  me  with  lore,  full  weight 

**  *'  Pressed  down  and  running  over  at  each  rift 
O'  the  brain-bag  where  the  famished  clung  and 

fed. 
I  filled  it  with  what  rubbish  I  —  would  not  sift 

**  *"  The  wheat  from  chaff,  sound  grain  from 

musty  —  shed 
Poison  abroad  as  oft  as  nutriment  — 
And  sighing  say  but  as  my  fellows  wA. 


"  *  Unwite  I    learned  !  '     That 's    two.      *  In 

dwarf 's-play  spent 
Was  giant's  prowess :  warrior  all  unvened 
In  witf's  right  waging,   I   struck  brand,  was 

lent 

^*  *  For  steel's  fit  service,  on  mere  stone — and 

cursed 
Alike  the  shocked  limb  and  the  shivered  steel. 
Seeing  too  late  the  blade's  true  use  which  erst 

*^  How  was  I  blind  to !  My  cry  swells  the 
peal  — 

Unwise  I  fought ! '  That 's  three.  But  where- 
fore waste 

Breath  on  the  wailings  longer?    Why  reveal 

^*  A  root  of  bitterness  whereof  the  taste 

Is  noisome  to  Humanity  at  large  ? 

First  we  get  Power,  but  Power  absurdly  placed 

**  In  Folly's  keeping,  who  resigns  her  charge 
To  Wisdom    when  all   Power    grows  nouiing 

worth : 
Bones  raarrowless  are  mocked  with  helm  and 

targe 

**  When,  like  your  Master's,  soon  below  the 
earth 

With  worms  shall  warfare  only  be.  Fare- 
well, 

Children  I    I  die  a  failure  since  my  birth  1 " 

"  Not  so !  "  arose  a  protest,  as,  pell-mell, 
They  pattered  from  nis  chamber  to  the  street. 
Bent  on  a  last  resource.    Our  Taigums  tell 

That  such  resource  there  is.    Put  case,  there 

meet 
The     Nine     Points     of     Perfection  —  rarest 

chance  — 
Within  some  saintly  teacher  whom  the  fleet 

Years,  in  their  blind  impUcable  advance, 
O'ertake  before  fit  teaching  bom  of  these 
Have  magnified  his  scholars'  countenance,  — 

If  haplv  folk  oompassionatinff  please 
To  render  up  —  according  to  his  store. 
Each  one  —  a  portion  of  the  life  he  sees 

Hardly  worth  savii^  when  'tis  set  before 
Earth  s  benefit  should  the  Saint,  Hakkadosh, 
Favored  thereby,  attain  to  full  fourscore  — 

If  such  contribute  (Scoffer,  spare  thy  ^*  Bosh !  ") 
A  vear,  a  month,  a  day,  ail  hour  —  to  eke 
Life  out,  —  in  him  away  the  gift  shall  wash 

That  much  of  ill-spent  time  recorded,  streak 
The  twilight  of  the  so-assisted  sage 
With  a  new  sunrise :  truth,  though  strange  to 
speaki 

Quick  to  the  doorway,  then,  where  youth  and 

All  Israel,  thronging,  waited  for  the  last 
News  of  the  loved  one.     "  'T  is  the  final  stage : 
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^^  Art's  utmost  done,  the  Rabin's  feet  tread  fast 
The  -way  of  all  flesh  I ''  So  axmouuoed  that  apt 
OUy»-braneh  Tsaddik :  ''  Yet,  O  Brethren,  oast 

**  No  eye  to  earthward  I    Look  where  heaven 

^  has  clai>ped  ^ 
Morning's  eztingnisher  —  yon  ray-shot  robe 
Of  sun-threads  —  on  the  constellation  mapped 

"  And  mentioned  by  our  Elders,  —  yea,  from 

Job 
Down  to  Satam,  —  as  ^rurine  forth  —  what  ? 
Perpend  a  mystery  I    Ye  calf  it  2)o6, 

**  *  The  Bear '  :  I  trow,  a  wiser  name  than 
that 

Were  Aish  —  *  The  Bier '  :  a  corpse  those  four 
stars  hold. 

Which  —  are  not  those  Three  Daughters  weep- 
ing at 

"  Banoth  f    I  judge  so :  list  while  I  unfold 
The  reason.     As  in  twioe  twelve  hours  this 

Bier 
Goes  and  returns,  about  the  east-cone  rolled, 

"  So  may  a  setting  luminary  here 

Be  rescued  from  extinction,  rolled  anew 

Upon  its  track  of  labor,  strong  and  clear, 

**  About  the  Pole  —  that  Salem,  every  Jew 
Helps  to  build  up  when  thus  he  saves  some 

Saint 
Ordained  its  architect.    Ye  flrrasp  the  due 

*\To  all  ye  seek  ?  The  Rabbi's  lamp-flame  faint 
Sinks :  would  ye  raise  it  ?    Lend  then  life  from 

yours. 
Spare  each  his  oil-drop  I    Do  I  need  acquaint 

"  The  Chosen  how  self -sacrifice  ensures 

Tenfold  requital  ?  —  urge  ye  emulate 

The  fame  of  those  Old  Just  Ones  death  procures 

**  Such  praise  for,  that  't  is  now  men's  sole  de- 
bate 
Which  of  the  Ten,  who  volunteered  at  Rome 
To  die  for  glory  to  our  Race,  was  great 

^^  Beyond  his  fellows  ?  Was  it  thou  —  the  comb 
Of  iron  carded,  flesh  from  bone,  away^ 
While  thy  lips  sputtered  through  their  bloody 
foam 

**  Without  a  stoppage  (0  brave  Akiba  !) 
*  Hear,  Israel,  our  Lord  Gud  is  One '  ?  Or  thou, 
Jischab  ?  —  who  smiledst,  burning,  since  there 
Uy, 

"  Burning  along  with  thee,  our  Law  !  I  trow, 
Such  martyrdom  might  tax  flesh  to  afford : 
While  that  for  which  I  make  petition  now, 

**  To  what  amounts  it  ?    Youngster,  wilt  thou 

hoard 
Each  minute  of  long  years  thou  look'st  to  spend 
In  dalliance  with  thy  spouse?    Hast  thou  so 

soared. 


**  Singer  of  songs,  all  out  of  sight  of 
And  teacher,  warbling  like  a  woodland  bird. 
There 's  left  no  Selah,  'twiact  two  psalmi,  to 
lend 

**  Our  late-so-tnneful  quirist  ?    Thou,  avwnd 
The  fighter  bom  to  plant  our  lion-flag 
Once  more  on  Zion's    mount,  —  doth   all-un- 
heard, 

"  My  pleading  fail  to  move  thee?    T 


Shall  stanch  our  wound,  some  minute  never 

missed 
From  swordsman's  lostahood  like  thine  I    Wilt 

lag 

*^  In  liberal  beetowment,  show  close  fist 
When  open  palm  we  look  for,  —  thou,  wide- 
known 
For  statecraft?  whom,  'tis  said,  and  if  then 
list, 

''The  Shah  himself  would  seat  beade  his 

throne. 
So  valued  were  advice  from  thee'*  .  .  .  Bot 

here 
He  stopped  short :  such  a  hubbub  !    Not  alone 

From  those  addressed,  but  far  as  well  aa  near 
The  crowd  brought  into  clamor :  '*  Mine,  mine, 

mine  — 
Lop  from  my  life  the  excrescence,  never  fear ! 


it 


At  me  thou  lookedst,  markedst  me!    Ab> 


sign 
To  me  that  privil^e  of  granting' life  — 
Mine,  mine!"     Then  he:    *'Be  patient!    I 

combine 

*'  The  needful  portions  only,  wage  no  strife 
With  Nature's  law  nor  seek  to  lengthen  out 
The  Rabbi's  day  unduly.    'Tis  the  knife 

''I  stop. —  would   out   its   thread  too   short 

AlM>Ut 

As  much  as  helps  life  last  the  pnmer  term. 
The  appointed  Fourscore,  —  that  1  erave,  and 
scout 


tf 


A  too-prolonged  existence.    Let  the  worm 


Chanse  at  fit  season  to  the  butterfly  1 
And  here  a  story  strikes  me,  to  confirm 

**  This  judgment.    Of  our  wortbies,  none  ranks 

high 
As  Perida  who  kept  the  famous  school : 
None  rivalled  bim   in   patience:    none!    For 

why? 

*'  In  lecturing  it  was  his  constant  rule, 

Whatever  he  expounded,  to  reoeat 

— Ay,  and  keep  on  repeating,  lest  some  fool 

"  Should  fail  to  understand  him  fully  ~  (feat 
Unparalleled,  Uzsean  ! )  —  do  ^  mark  ?  — 
Five  hundred  times!    So  might  he  entnnr* 
beat 
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For  knowledge  into  howaoerer  dark 
And  dense  the  braui-pan.    Yet  it  happed,  at 

elose 
Of  one  especial  lecture,  not  one  spark 

**  Of  lifirht  was  fonnd  to  have  illomed  the  rows 
Of  pupils  round  their  pedagogue.    *  What,  still 
Impenetrable  to  me  ?    Then  —  here  goes  I ' 

"  And  for  a  second  time  he  sets  the  rill 

Of  knowledge  running,  and  fire  hundred  times 

More  re-repeate  the  matter  —  and  gains  nil, 

*'  *  Out  broke  a  voice  from  heaven :  *  Thy  patience 

climbs 
Even  thus  high.    Choose  I    Wilt  thou,  rather, 

qniek 
Aaoend  to  bliss  —  or,  sinee  thy  seal  sublimes 

**  *"  Such  drudgery,  will  thy  back  still  bear  its 

criok, 
Bent  o'er  thy  dass,  —  thy  voiee  drone  spite  of 

drouth, — 
Five   hundred   years  more  at  thy  desk  wilt 

stick  ?  ' 

^*  *  To  heaven  with  me  I '  was  in  the  good  man's 

mouth, 
When  all  his  scholars  —  cruel-kind  were  theyl  — 
Sfccipped  utteranoe,  from  East,  West,  N<Mrth  and 

South, 

**  Rending   the   welkin  with   their  shout  of 

*  Nay- 
No  heaven  as  yet  for  our  instruotor  I    Qraut 
Five  hundred  years  on  earth  for  Perida  I ' 

"  And  so  long  did  he  keep  instructing  1    Want 
Our  Blaster  no  such  misei^  I    I  but  take 
Three  months  of  life  mantal.    Ministrant 

**  Be  thou  of  so  mueh.  Poet  I    Bold  I  make, 
Swordsman,  with  thy  frank  offer  I  —  and  con- 
dude. 
Statist,  with  thine  I    One  year,  —  ye  will  not 
shftkft 

*'  My  purpose  to  accept  no  more.    So  rode  ? 
The  very  boys  and  girls,  forsooth,  must  press 
And  proffer  their  addition?    Thanks!    The 
mood 

**  Is  laudable,  but  I  reject,^  no  leas. 

One  month,  week,  day  of  life  mote.    Leave  my 

gown. 
Ye  overbold  ones  I    Your  life's  gift,  you  guess, 

**  Were  good  as  any  ?  Rndesby,  get  thee  down ! 
Set  my  feet  free,  or  fear  my  wtia£  I  Farewell, 
Seniors  and  saviors,  sharers  of  renown 

*'  With   Jochanan  henceforward  I  "    Straight- 
way fell 
Sleep  on  the  sufferer;  who  awoke  in  Iiealth, 
Hale  everyway,  so  potent  was  the  spell. 


O  the  rare  Spring-time  !  Who  is  he  by  stealth 
Approaches  Jocnanan  ?  —  embowered  that  sits 
Under  his  vine  and  figtree  'mid  the  wealth 

Of  garden-flights  and  sounds,  since  intermits 
Never  the  tiu*tle's  oock  nor  stays  nor  stints 
The  rose  her  smell.    In  homage  that  befits 

The  musing  Master,  Tsaddik.  see,  imprints 
A  kiss  on  the  extenaed  foot,  low  benos 
Forehead  to  earth,  then,  all-obsequious,  hints 


ii 


What  if  it  should  be  time  f    A  period  ends  — 
That  of  the  Lover's  gift  —  his  quarter-year 
Of  lustihood :  't  is  jnst  thou  make  amends, 

"  Return  thai  loan  with  usury :  so,  here 

Ccmie  I,  uf  thv  Disciples  delegate. 

Claiming  our  lesson  trom  thee.    Make  appear 

**  Thy  profit  from  experienoe  t    Plainly  state 
How  nien  should  Love  !  "    Thus  he :  and  to 

him  thus 
The  Rabbi :  ''  Love,  ye  call  it  ?  —  rather.  Hate  I 

'*  What  woukbt  thou?  Is  it  needful  I  disenss 
Whsrelore  new  sweet  wine,  poured  in  bottles 

caked 
With  old  strong  wine's  deposit,  offers  us 

**  Spoilt  liquor  we  reeoU  from,  thixst-unslaked  ? 
Like  earth-smoke  from  a  crevice,  out  there 

wound  — 
Languors  and  yearnings :  not  a  sense  but  ached 

**  Weighed  on  by  fancied  form  and  feature, 

sound 
Of  silver  word  and  sight  of  sunny  smile  : 
No  beckoning  of  a  flower-brsach,  no  profound 

'*  Purple  of  noon-oppression,  no  light  wile 

O'  the  West  wind,  but  transformed  itself  till  — 

brief  — 
Before  me  stood  the  phantasy  ye  style 

"  Youth's  love,  the  joy  that  shall  not  come  to 

grief, 
Bom  to  endure,  eternal,  unimpaired 
By  custom  the  aooloyer,  time  the  thief. 

"  Had  Age's  hard  cold  knowledge  only  spared 
That  ignorance  of  Youth  I  But  now  the  dream. 
Fresh  as  from  Paradise,  alighting  fared 

"  As  fares  the  pigeon,  finding  what  may  seem 
Her  nest's  safe  hollow  holds  a  snake  inside 
Coiled  to  enclasp  her.    See,  Eve  stands  supreme 

*'  In   youth   and  beauty  I    Take  her  for  thy 

oride ! 
What  Youth  deemed  crystal.  Age  finds  out  was 

dew 
Mom  set  a-sparkle,  but  which  noon  quick  dried 

*^  While  Youth  bent  gazing  at  its  red  and  blue 
Snppoeed  perennial,  —never  dreamed  the  sun 
Which  kindled  the  display  would  quench  it  too. 
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**  Graces  of  shape  and  color  —  every  one 
With  its  appointed  period  of  decay 
When  ripe  to  purpose  I    *  Still,  these  dead  and 
done, 


it  t 


Sanrives  the  woman-natore  —  the  soft  svay 
Of  undefinable  omnipotence 
O^er   our   strong:   male-stuff,    we    of  Adam's 
clay.* 


it 


Ay,  if  my  phvsios  tauspht  not  why  and  whence 
The  attraction  I    Am  I  like  the  simple  steer 
Who,  from  his  pasture  lured  inside  the  fence, 

**  Where  yoke  and  goad  await  him,  holds  that 

mere 
Kindliness  prompts  extension  of  the  hand 
Hollowed   for  barley,  which   drew  near  and 

near 


nose —  in  proof  that,  of  ihe  homM  hand, 
The  farmer  best  affected  him  ?    Beside, 
Steer,  since  his  calfhood,  got  to  understand 

**  Farmers  a  many  in  the  world  so  wide 

Were  ready  with  a  handful  just  as  choice 

Or  choicer  -  maize  and  cummin,  treats  untried. 

"  Shall  I  wed  wife,  and  all  my  days  rejoice 
I  gained  the  peacock  ?    'Las  me,  round  I  look. 
And  lo —  *  With  me  thou  wouldst  have  blamed 
no  voice 

"  *  Like  hers  that  dailv  deafens  like  a  rook : 
I  am  the  phoenix  T  —    I,  the  lark,  the  dove, 
—  The  owl,'  for  aught  Imows  he  who  blindly 
took 

**  Peacock  for  partner,   while   the  vale,  the 

grove. 
The    ^ain    held    bird-mates    in   abundance. 

There  I 
Youth,  try  fresh  capture  !    Age  has  found  out 

Love 


it 


Long  ago.    War  seems  better  worth  man's 

care. 
But  leave  me  I    Disappointment  finds  a  balm 
Haply  in  slumber."     '*  This  first  step  o'  the 

stair 


**  To  knowledge  fails  me,  but  the  victor's  pabn 

Lies  on  the  next  to  tempt  him  overleap 

A  stumbling-block.    Experienced,  gatlier  calm. 


**  Thou  excellence  of  Judah,  cured  by  sleep 
Which  ushers  in  the  Warrior,  to  repiaoe 
The  Lover !    At  due  season  I  shall  reap 

*'Fmit  of  my  planting!"  So,  with  length- 
ened face. 

Departed  Tsaddik:  and  three  moons  more 
waxed 

And  waned,  and  not  until  the  summer^pace 

Waned  likewise,  any  second  visit  taxed 

The  Rabbi's  patience.  But  at  three  months'  end 

Behold,  supine  beneath  a  rock,  relaxed 


The  sage  lay  musing  till  the  noon  should  spend 
Its  ardor.    Up  comes  Tsaddik,  who  but  he, 
With  **  Master,  may  I  warn  thee,  nor  <^eiid. 


it 


That  time  comes  round  again  ?    We  bok  to 


Sprout  from  the  old  branch  —  not  the  yomg* 

ling  twig  — 
But  fruit  of  sycamine  :  deliver  me, 

**  To  share  unong  my  fellows,  some  plump  fig. 
Juicy  as  seedy  I    That  same  man  <rf  war. 
Who,  with  a  scantling  of  his  store,  made  big 

**  Thy  starveling  nature,  caused  thee,  safe  frara 


To  share  his  gains  b^  long  acquaintanceahip 
With  bump  and  bruise  and  all  the  knocks  that 
are 

"  Of  battle  dowry,  —  he  bids  loose  Uiy  lip. 
Explain  the  good  of  battle  I  Since  thou  knov'st. 
Let  us  know  likewise  !    Fast  the  moments  slip, 

**  More  need  that  we  improve  them  1 "  —  *'  At, 

we  boast. 
We  warriors  in  our  ^outh,  that  with  the  sword 
Man  goes  the  swtftliest  to  the  uttermost — 

"  Takes  the  straight  way  through  lands  yet  on- 
explored 
To  absolute  Ris^t  and  Good,  — may  so  obtais 
God's  glory  ana  man's  weal  too  long  ignored^ 

"Too   late   attained   by   preachments   all  is 

vain  — 
The  passive  process.    Knots  get  tangled  wone 
By  toying  with :  does  out  oora  dose  again  ? 

"  Moreover  there  is  Ueasing  in  the  onrse 
Peace-praisers  call  war.    What  so  sare  evolves 
All  the  capacities  of  soul,  proves  nurse 

"  Of  that  self-sacrifice  in  men  which  solves 
The  riddle  >-  Wherein  diferg  Man  from  beast  f 
Foxes  boast  cleverness  and  courage  wolves  : 

"  Nowhere  but  in  mankind  is  found  the  least 
Touch  of  an  impulse  *  To  our  fellows  —  good 
I'  the  highest  I  —  not  diminished  but  inereased 


**  *  By  the  condition  plainly  understood 
—  Such  good  shall  be  attained  at  price  of  hurt 
I'  the    highest  to   ourselves!'    fine    ^Hurkst 
that  brood 

*^  Confusedly  in  Man,  *t  is  war  bids  spurt 
Forth  into  flame  :  as  fares  the  meteor^maBS, 
Whereof  no  particle  but  holds  inert 

**  Some  seed  of  light  and  heat,  however  crass 
The  enclosure,  vet  avails  not  to  discharge 
Its  radiant  birth  before  there  come  to  p«UB 

**  Some  push  external,  -^•stroiijg  to  set  at  large 
Those  dormant  fire-seedsj  whirl  them  in  a  tries 
Through    heaven,  and   hght   up   earth    froin 
marge  to  marge: 
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**  Since  force  by  motdon  makee  —  what  ent  was 

ice  — 
Cnuih  into  fervency  and  so  expire. 
Because  lome  Djinn  has  hit  on  a  device 

**  For  proving:  the  full  prottineM  of  fire  ! 

Ay,  ihua  we  prattle  —  young:  •  but  old  —  why, 

first. 
Where  ^s  that  same  Right  and  Good  —  (ihe  wise 

inquire)  — 

*^  So  absolute,  it  warrants  the  outburst 
Of  blood,  tears,  all  war's  woeful  consequence. 
That  comes  of  the  fine  flaring  ?    Which  plague 
cursed 

**"  The  more  your  benefited  Man  —  offence,  ^ 
Or  what  suppressed  the  offender  ?  Say  it  did  — 
Show  us  the  evil  cured  by  violence, 

*''  Submission  cures  not  also  I    Lift  the  lid 
Froin  the  maturing  crucible,  we  find  ^ 
Ita  alow  sure  coa3dngK>ut  of  virtue,  hid 

*'  In  that  same  meteor-mass,  hath  uncombined 
Those  particles  and,  yielding  for  result 
Grold,  not  mere  flame,  by  so  much  leaves  be- 
hind 

'*  The  heroic  product.    £^en  the  simple  cult 
Of  £dom's  children  wisely  bids  them  turn 
Cheek  to  the  smiter  with  ^  Sic  Jesus  vuU.^ 

*^  Say  there  's  a  tyrant  by  whose  death  we  earn 
Freedom,  and  justify  a  war  to  wage  : 
Good  I  —  were  we  only  able  to  discern 

*^  Exactly  how  to  reach  and  catch  and  cage 

Him  only  and  no  innocent  beside ! 

Wliereas  the  folk  whereon  war  imwaks  its  rage 

**  —  How  shared  they  his  ill-doing  ?    Far  and 

wide 
The  -victims  of  our  warfare  strew  the  plain, 
Ten  thousand  dead,  whereof  not  one  but  died 

'*  In  faith  that  vassals  owed  their  suzerain 
Life  :     therefore   each   paid    tribute  —  honest 

soul  — 
To  that  same  Right  and  Good  ourselves  are 

fain 

'^  To  call  exclnsiyely  our  end.    From  bole 
(Since  ye  accept  in  me  a  sycamine) 
Flack,  eat,  digest  a  fable  —  yea,  the  sole 

"Fig"  I  afford  you!    ^Dost  thou   dwarf   my 

vine?' 
jSp  did  a  certain  husbandman  address 
The  tree  which  faced  his  field.)    '  Receive  con- 
dign 

"  *  Pnnishment,  prompt  removal  by  the  stress 
Of  axe  I  forthwith  lav  unto  thy  root  I ' 
LonfiT  did  he  hack  uid  hew,  the  root  no  less 

**  As  long   defied  him,  for  its  tough  strings 
shoot 


As  deep  down  as  the  boughs  above  aspire : 
All  that  he  did  was  —  shake  to  the  tree's  foot 

**  Leaf  ace  and  fruitage,  things  we  most  require 
For  shadow  and  refreshment :  which  good  deed 
Thoroughly  done,  behold  the  axe-haft  tires 

**  His  hand,  and  he  desisting  leaves  unfreed 
The  vine  he  hacked  and  hewed  for.    Comes  a 

frost. 
One  natural  night's  work,  and  there's  little 

need 

*^  Of  hacking,  hewing  :  lo,  the  tree  's  a  ghost  I 
Perished  it  starves,  olack  death  from  topmost 

bough 
To  farthest-reaching  fibre  I    Shall  I  boast 

"My  rou^h  work  —  warfare  —  helped  more? 

Lovmg,  now  — 
That,  bv  comparison,  seems  wiser,  since 
The  lovmg  fool  was  able  to  avow 

"  He  could  effect  his  purpose,  just  evince 
Love's  willingness,  -^  once  'ware  of  what  she 

lacked. 
His  loved  one,  —  to  go  work  for  that,  nor  wince 

"  At  self-expendifcure  :  he  neither  hacked 
Nor  hewed,  but  when  the  lady  of  his  field 
Required  defence  because  the  sun  attacked, 

"  He,  failing  to  obtain  a  fitter  shield. 
Would  interpose  his  body,  and  so  blaze. 
Blest  in  the  Duming.    An,  were  mine  to  wield 

**  The  intellectual  weapon  —  poet^lays,  — 
How  preferably  had  I  sung  one  song 
Which  .  .  .  but  my  sadness  sinks  me  :  go  your 
ways! 

**  I  sleep  out  disappointment."  "  Come  alon|r. 
Never  lose  heart  I  There 's  still  as  much  again 
Of  our  bestowment  left  to  right  the  wrong 

"  Done  by  its  earlier  moiety  —  explain 
Wherefore,  who  may  !    The  Poet  s  mood  comes 

next. 
Was  he  not  wishful  the  poetic  vein 


l(  c 


Should  puUe  within  him?    Jochanan,  thou 
reck'st 

Little  of  what  a  generous  flood  shall  soon 
Float  thy  clogged  spirit  free  and  unperplexed 

"  Above  dry  dubitation  I    Song  's  the  boon 
Shall  make  amends  for  my  untoward  mistake 
That   Joshua-like  thou   couldst  bid  sun  and 
moon  — 

"  Fighter  and  Lover,  —  which  for  most  men 
make 

All  they  descry  in  heaven,  —  stand  both  stock- 
still 

And  lend  assistance.    Poet  shalt  thou  wake  1  " 

Autumn  brings  Tsaddik.  "  Ay,  there  speeds 
the  rill 
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Loaded  with  leayeB :  a  acowtinsr  skjf 
The  wind  makes  olive-trees  np  yonder  hill 

*^  Whiten  and  shudder  "  symptoms  far  and  wide 
Of  grleaninfi^time's  approach;  and  glean  good 

store 
May  I  presume  to  trust  we  shall,  thou  tried 


And  ripe  experimenter  1  Three  months  more 
Have  ministered  to  growth  of  Song :  that  graft 
Into  thy  sterile  stock  has  found  at  core 


**  Moisture,  I  warrant,  hitherto  unquaffed 

Bv  boughs,  however  florid,  wanting  sap 

Of  prose-experience  which  provides  the  draught 

** Which  song-sprouts,  wanting,  wither:   yain 

we  tap 
A  youngling  stem  all  green  and  immature  ; 
Experience  must  secrete  the  stuff,  our  hap 

**  Will  be  to  quench  Man^s  thirst  with,  glad  and 

sure 
That  fancy  wells  up  through  ooiteotive  fact: 
Missing  which  test  of  truth,  though  flowers 

allure 

**The  goodman^s  eye  with  promise,  soon  the 

pact 
Is  broken,  and  't  is  flowers  —  mere  words — be 

finds 

When  things — that^s  fruit  —  he  looked  for. 

Well,  once  cracked 

"  The  nut,  how  glad  my  tooth  the  keinel  Snnds  I 
Song  may  henceforth  boast  substance  1    There- 
fore, hail 
Proser  and  poet,  perfect  in  both  kinds  I 

**  Thou  from  whose  eye  hath  dropped  the  en- 
vious scale 
Which  ludes  the  truth  of  things  and  substitutes 
Deceptive  show,  unaided  optics  fail 

**  To  transpierce,  —  hast  entrusted  to  the  Inters 
Soft  but  sure  guardianship  some  unrevealed 
Secret  shall  lift  mankind  above  the  brutes 

**As  only  knowledge  can?^'  *^A  fount  un- 
sealed'' 

(Sighed  Jochanan)  *'  should  seek  the  heaven  in 
leaps 

To  die  in  dew-gems  —  not  find  death,  oongealed 

*^  By  contact  with  the  cavern's  nether  deeps. 
Earth's  secretest  foundation  where,  enswathed 
In  dark  and  fear,  primeval  mysteiy  sleeps  — 

**  Petrific  fount  wherein  my  fancies  bathed 
And  straight  turned  ice.     My  dreams  of  good 

and  fair 
In  soaring  upwards  had  dissolved,  unscathed 

"  By  any  influence  of  the  kindly  air. 

Singing,  as  each  took  flight,  ^The  Future-- 

that's 
Our  destination,  mists  turn  rainbows  there, 


4»    t 


Which  sink  to  fog,  eonf ounded  in  the  flats 
O'  the  Present  1    Day  's  the  song^time  for  the 

lark. 
Night  for  her  muaio  boasts  but  owla  and  bats. 

'''And  what's  thaPaat  but  ufi^t  — the  deep 

and  dark 
Ice-spring  I  roeak  of,  corpae^thicked  with  its 

drowned 
Dead  fancies  which  no   sooner   touched  the 

mark 

"'They  aimed  at  — fact  — than  all  at  oms 

they  found 
Their  film-wingR  freeze,  henceforth  unfit  to 

reach 
And  roll  in  eiher,  revel  —  robed  and  crowned 


tt  t 


As  truths  confirmed  by  falsehood  all  and 
each  — 


Sovereign  and  absolute  and  ultimate  I 
Up  with  them,  akyward.  Youth,  ere  Age  i 
peach 


"  '  Thy  least  of  promises  to  reinstate 

Adam  in  Eden  I '    Sing  on,  ever  sing. 

Chirp  till  thou  burst  I  —the  fool  eicada's  &te, 

"  Who  holds  that  after  Summer  next  oomes 

Spring* 
Than  Summer's  self  sun-warmed,  spiee^oented 

more. 
Fighting  was  better  I    There,  no  fancy-fling 

"  Pitches  you  past  the  point  waa  reached  of 

yore 
Bv  Samsons,  Abners,  Joabs,  Judasea, 
The  mighty  men  of  valor  who,  before 

'*  Our  littie  day.  did  wonders  none  profeas 
To  doubt  were  table  and  not  fact,  so  trust 
By  fancy-flights  to  emulate  much  leas. 


"Were  I  a  Statesman,  nowl    Why,  thai 

^  just 
To  pinnacle  my  soul,  mankind  above, 
A-top  the  nnivetae :  no  vulgar  lust 


"  To  gratify — fame,  greed,  at  this  remove 
Looked  down  upon  so  far  —  or  overiooked 
So  largely,  rather  —  that  mine  eye  should  rove 

"  World-wide  and  rummage  earth,  the  many- 

nooked, 
Tet  find  no  unit  of  the  human  flock 
Caught    stnnring    but    straight   oomes    back 

hooked  ano  crooked 

"  By  the  strong  shepherd  who,  from  oat  his 

^  stock 
Of  aids  proceeds  to  treat  each  ailing  fleece. 
Here  stimulate  to  growth,  curtail  and  dock 

"  There,  baldness  or  excrescence,  —  that,  with 


This,  with  up-grubbing  of  the  bristly  patch 
Bom  of  the  tick-bite.    How  supreme  a  peace 
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Steals  o'er  the  Statist,  —  while,  in   wit,  a 
match 

For  shrewd  Ahhhophel,  in  wisdom  .  .  .  welt, 
His  name  escapes  me  —  somehody,  at  watch 

*^  And  ward,  the  fellow  of  Ahithophel 

In  guidance  of  the  Chosen  !  "  — at  which  word 

Eyes  closed  and  fast  asleep  the  Rabbi  fell. 

"Cold  weather  1''    shivered  Tsaddik.     ''Tet 

the  hoard 
Of  the  sagaeioos  ant  shows  eaniered  grain, 
Ever  abundant  most  when  nelds  affoni 

**  Least  pasture,  and  alike  discrrace  the  plain 
Tall  tree  and  lowly  shrub.    'T  is  so  witn  us 
Mortals :  onr  age  stores  wealth  ye  seek  in  vain 

**  While  busy  voath  enlls  just  what  we  diseuse 
At  leisure  in  the  last  days  :  and  the  last 
Truly  are  these  for  Joehanan,  whom  thus 

^*  I  make  one  more  appeal  to !    Thine  amassed 
Bzperience,  now  or  never,  let  escape 
Some  portion  of !    For  I  perceive  aghast 

^*  The  end  approaches,  while   they   jeer  and 

jape, 
These  sons  of  Shimei :  '  Jnstifv  your  boast ! 
What  have  ye  gained  from  Death  by  twelve 

months'  rape  f 

^'Statesman,  what  cure  hast  thou  for  —  least 

and  most  — 
Popular  grievances  ?    What  nostrum,  sav. 
Will  make  the  Rich  and  Poor,  expertly  dosed, 

"  Forget  disiMurity,  bid  each  go  gaTi 

That,  with  his  bauble.  —  with  his  burden,  this  ? 

Ptopose  an  alkahest  snail  melt  away 

*^  Men's  lacquer,  show  by  prompt  analysis 
Which  is  the  metal,  which  the  make-believe. 
So  tiiat  no  longer  brass  shall  find,  gold  miss 

"  C<nnage  and  currency  ?  Make  haste,  retrieve 
The  precious  moments,  Master  I "  Whereunto 
There  snarls  an  "  fiver  laughing  in  thy  sleeve, 

'"  Pert  Tsaddik  ?     Toath  indeed  sees  plain  a 

clue 
To  guide  man  where  life's  wood  is  intricate : 
How  shall  he  fail  to  thrid  its  thickest  through 

**  When  every  oak-trunk  takes  the  eye  ?  Elate 
He  goes  from  hole  to   brushwood,  phmging 

finds- 
Smothered  in  briers  —  that  the   small 's  the 

great  I 

^*  All  men  are  men :    I  would  all  minds  were 

minds  t 
Whereas  't  is  just  the  manv's  mindless  mass 
That  most  needs  helping:  laborers  and  hinds 

*  *  We  legislate  for  —  not  the  cultured  class 
Which  law-makes  for  itself  nor  needs  the  whip 
And  bridle,  — proper  help  for  mule  and  ass. 


**Did  the  brutes  know!    In  vain  our  states- 

roanahip 
Strives  at  contentiiur  the  rough  multitude : 
Still  the  ox  cries  *  'T  is  me  thou  shouldst  equip 

**  *  With  equine  trappings  I '   or,  in  humbler 

mooa, 
*  Cribful  of  com  for  me  I  and,  as  for  work  — 
Adequate  rumination  o'er  my  food  I ' 

**  Better  remain  a  Poet  1    Needs  it  irk 
Such  an  one  if  light,  kindled  in  his  sphere. 
Fail  to  transfuse  the  Miaraim  cold  and  muxk 

"  Round  about  Gkishen  f     Though  light  disiq^ 

pear, 
Shut  inside,  —  temporary  ignorance 
Gbt  outside  of,  lo,  tight  emerging  clear 

'*  Shows  each  astonished  starer  the  expanse 
Of    heaven   made    bright    with   knowledge ! 

That's  the  way. 
The  only  way  —  I  see  it  at  a  glance  — 

"  To  legisUte  for  earth  I    As  poet  .  .  .    Stey  I 
What  is  ...  I  would  that  .  .  .  were  it  ...  I 

had  been  .  .  . 
O  sudden  change,  as  if  my  arid  day 

"  Burst  into  bloom !  "  .  .  .  **  A  change  indeed, 

I  ween 
And  diange  the  hwt !  "   sighed  Tsaddik  as  he 

kissed 
The  closing  eyelids.    **  Just  as  those  serene 
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Princes  of  Night  apprised  me  I    Our  aoquist 
Of  life  is  spent,  since  comers  only  four 
Hath  Aiseh,  and  each  in  turn  was  made  desist 

**  In  passage  round  the  Pole  (O  Mishna's  lore  — 

Little  it  profits  here  I)  by  strenuous  tug 

Of  friends  who  eked  out  thus  to  full  f ouiseore 

*' '  The  Rabbi's  years,  I  see  eadi  shoulder  shrug- ! 
What  have  we  gained  ?    Away  the  Bier  may 

roU! 
To-morrow,  when  the  Master's  grave  is  dug, 

"  In  with  his  body  I  may  pitch  the  scroll 
I  hoped  to  gloriihr  with,  text  and  gloss, 
My  Science  of  Man's  Life :  one  blank  's  the 
whole ! 

^*  Love,  war,  song,  statesmanship  —  no  gain^all 

loss. 
The  stars'  bestowment  I    We  on  our  return 
To-morrow  merely  find  —  not  gold  but  dross, 

*^  The  body  not  the  souL    Come,  friends,  we 

learn 
At  least  thus  much  by  our  experiment  — 
That  —  that  .  .  .  well,  find  what,  whom  it  may 

concern ! " 

But  next  day  through  the  city  rumors  went 
Of  a  new  persecution  ;  so,  they  fled 
All  Israel,  each  man,  —this  time,  — from  his 
tent. 
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Taaddik  among  the  foremost.    When,  the  dread 

Subsiding,  Israel  ventured  back  again 

Some  three  months  after,  to  the  care  they  sped 

Where  lay  the  Sage,  —  a  reverential  train  ! 
Tsaddik  first  enters.    ''  What  is  this  I  view  ? 
The  Rabbi  still  alive  ?    No  stars  remain 

*'  Of  Aisch  to  stop  within  their  courses.    True, 
I  mind  me,  certain  gamesome  boys  must  urge 
Their  offerings  on  me :  can  it  be  —  one  threw 

"  life  at  him  and  it  stuck  ?    There  needs  the 

scourge 
To  teach  that  urchin  manners  I    Prithee,  grant 
Forgiveness  if  we  pretermit  thy  dirge 

'  *  Just  to  explain  no  friend  vras  ministrant. 
This  time,  of  life  to  thee !    Some  jackanapes, 
I  gather,  has  presumed  to  foist  his  scant 

*'  Scurvy  unripe  existence  —  wilding  grapes 
Grass-green  and   sorrel-sour  —  on  that  grand 

wine, 
Mighty  as  mellow,  which,  so  fancy  shapes 

'*  May  fitly  image  forth  this  life  of  thine 

Fed  on  the  last  low  fattening  lees  —  condensed 

Elixir,  no  milk-mildness  of  the  vine  ! 

**  Rightlv  with  Tsaddik  wert  thou  now  incensed 
Had  he  been  witting  of  the  mischief  wroi^ht 
When,  for  elixir,  verjuice  he  dispensed  I  ^' 

And  slowlv  woke,  —  like  Shuslian^s  flower  be- 

sougnt 
Bv  over-curious  handling  to  unloose 
The  curtained  secrecy  wherein  she  thought 

Her  eapdve  bee,  *mid  store  of  sweets  to  choose, 
Would  loll,  in  gold  pavilioned  lie  unteased. 
Sucking  on,  sated  never,  —  whose,  O  whose 

Might  seem  that  countenance,  uplift,  all  eased 
Of  old  distraction  and  bewilderment, 
Absurdly  happy  ?    **  How  ye  have  appeased 

**  The  strife  within  me,  bred  tliis  whole  con- 
tent. 
This  utter  acquiescence  in  my  past, 
Present  and  future  life,  —  by  whom  was  lent 

"  The  power  to  work  this  miracle  at  last,  — 
Exceeds  my  guess.    Though  —  ignorance  con- 
firmed 
By  knowledge  sounds  like  paradox,  I  cast 

**  Vainly  about  to  tell  you  —  fitlier  termed  — 
Of  calm  struck  by  encountering  opposites. 
Each  nullifying  either  I    Henceforth  wormed 

*'  From  out  my  heart  is  every  snake  that  bites 
The  dove  that  else  would  brood  there  :  doubt, 

which  kills 
With  hiss  of  '  What  if  sorrows  end  delighto  ?  ' 

**  Fear  which  stings  ease  with  *'  Work  the  Master 
wills!* 


Experience  which  coils    roond  and    stimngks 

quick 
Each  hope  with  '  Ask  the  Past  if  hoping  skilk 

**  *  To  work  accomplishment,  or  proves  a  trick 
Wiling  thee  to  endeavor  I    Strive,  fool,  stop 
Nowise,  BO  live,  so  die  —  that  *s  law  !  why  kick 


it   4 


Against   the    pricks  ?  *     All  out-wormed ! 
Slumber,  drop 
Thy  films  once  more  and  veil  the  bUas  within ! 
Experience  strangle  hope  ?    Hope  waves  a-top 

"  Her  wings  triumphant  I    Gome  what  will  I 

win. 
Whoever  loses  I    Every  dream  *s  assured 
Of  soberest  fulfilment.    Where  's  a  sin 

*'  Except  in  doubting  that   the   light,   whick 

lured 
The  unwary  into  darkness,  meant  no  wrong 
Had  I  but  marched  on  bold,  nor  paused  immured 

*'By  mists    I  should  have   pressed  through, 

passed  along 
My  way  hencefortii  rejoicing  ?    Not  the  boy*8 
Passionate  impulse  he  conceits  so  strong, 

**  Which,  at  first  touch,  truth,  bubble-like,  de- 

stro3rs,  — 
Not  the  man's  slow  conviction  *  Vanity 
Of  vanities  —  alike  my  griefs  and  joys' !  * 


(1 


Ice  !  —  thawed  (look  up)  each  bird,  each  inseet 

by — 
(Look  round)  by  all  the  plants  that  break  in 

bloom, 
(Look  down)  by  every  dead  friend  a  memory 

*'That   smiles  *Am   I   the   dust  within   my 

tomb  ? ' 
Not  either,  but  both  these  —  amalgam  rare  — 
Mix  in  a  product,  not  from  Nature's  womb, 

*'  But  stuff  which  He  the  Operant  —  who  shall 

dare 
l>escribe  His  operation  ?  —  strikes  alive 
And  thaumaturgic.    I  nor  know  nor  care 

''  How  from  this  tohu-bohu  —  hopes  which  dive. 
And  fears  which  soar  —  faith,  ruined  through 

and  through 
By  doubt,  and  doubt,  faith  treads  to  dust  — 

revive 

'*  In  some  surprising  sort,  —  as  see,  they  do  !  -^ 
Not  merely  foes  no  longer  but  fast  friends. 
What  does  it  mean  unless  —  O  strange  and 
new 


»4  rv: 


Discovery! — this  life  proves  a  wine-preas-' 
bleuds 

Evil  and  good,  both  fruits  of  Paradise. 
Into  a  novel  drink  which  —  who  intends 

**  To  quaff,  must  bear  a  brain  for  ecstasies 
Attempered,  not  this  all-inadequate 
Organ  which,  quivering  within  me,  dies 
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** — Nay,  liyesl — what,  how, — too  soon,  or 

I  was  -1  am ''  ...  (''He  babUeth  ! ''    Taad- 

dik  mnaecl) 
**  O  ThoQ  Almiflfhty,  who  eanst  reinstate 

*"  Tmths  in  their  primal  clarity,  oonf  naed 
By  man's  perception,  which  is  man's  and  made 
To  suit  his  service,  —  how,  once  disabused 

'*  Of  reason  which  sees  light  half  shine  half 

shade. 
Because  of  flesh,  the  medium  that  adjusts 
Purity  to  his  yisuals,  both  an  aid 

*^  And  hindrance,  —  how  to  eyes  earth's  air  en- 
crusts. 

When  purged  and  perfect  to  receire  truth's 
beam 

Pouring  itself  on  the  new  sense  it  trusts 

**  With  all  its  plenitude  of  power,  —  how  seem 
The  intricacies  now,  of  shade  and  shine, 
Oppugnant   natures  —  Right  and  Wrong,  we 
deem 

**  Irreconcilable  ?    O  eyes  of  mine, 

Freed  now  of  imperfection,  ye  ayail 

To  see  the  whole  sight,  nor  may  unoombiiie 

**  Heneeforth  what,  ent  diyided,  caused  you 

quail  — 
So  huge  the  chasm  between  the  false  and  true. 
The  cueam  and  the  reality !    All  hail, 

^*  Day  of  my  soul's  deliTcrance  —  day  the  new. 
The  neyei^nding  1  What  though  every  shape 
Whereon  I  wreaked  my  yearning  to  pursue 

^*  Even  to  success  each  semblance  of  escai>e 
From  my  own  bounded  self  to  some  all-fair 
All-wise  external  fancy,  proved  a  rape 

'*  Like  that  old  giant's,  feigned  of  fools  —  on  air, 
Not  solid  flesh  ?  How  otherwise  ?  To  love  — 
That  lesson  was  to  learn  not  here  —  but  there  — 

'^  On  earth,  not  here  !    'T  is  there  we  learn,  — 

there  prove 
Our  parts  upon  the  stuff  we  needs  must  spoil, 
Striving  at  mastery,  there  bend  above 


**  The  spoiled  clay  potsherds,  many  a  year  of  toil 
Attests  the  potter  tried  his  hand  upon. 
Till  sudden  ne  arose,  wiped  free  from  soil 


"  His  hand,  cried  *  So  much  for  attempt  —  anon 
Performance  I    Taught  to  mould  the  living  vase. 
What  matter  the  cracked  pitchers  dead  and 
gone?' 

**  Could  I  inipart  and  could  thy  mind  embrace 
The  secret,  Tsaddik ! "    *'  Secret  none  to  me  !'* 
Quoth  Tsaddik,  as  the  glory  on  the  face 

Of  Joohanan  was  ouenched.    "  The  truth  I  see 
Of  what  that  excellence  of  Judah  wrote, 
Doughty  Halaphta.    This  a  case  must  be 


'*  Wherein,  though  the  last  breath  have  paoMd 

the  throat. 
So  that '  The  man  is  dead '  we  may  pronounce, 
Yet  is  the  Ruach  —  (thus  do  we  denote 

''  The  imparted  Spirit)  —  in  no  haste  to  bounce 
From  its  entrusted  Body,  —  some  three  days 
Lingers  ere  it  relinquish  to  the  pounce 

*'  Of  hawk-clawed  Death  his  victim.    Further 

says 
Halaphta,  *  Instances  have  been,  and  yet 
Again  may  be,  when  saints,  whose  earthly  ways 

"  '  Tend  to  perfection,  Tery  nearly  get 

To  heaven  while  still  on  earth  :  and,  as  a  fine 

Interval  shows  where  waters  pure  have  met 

" '  Waves  brackish,  in  a  mixture,  sweet  with 

brine. 
That 's  neiUier  sea  nor  river  but  a  taste 
Of  both — so  meet  the  earthly  and  divine 

'''And   each   is  either.'    Thus   I   hold   him 
graced  — 


Dying  on  earth,  half  inside  and  half  out, 
>raced 


WnoUy  in  heaven,  who  knows  ?    My  imnd  em- 

D! 


"  Thy  secret,  Jodianan,  how  dare  I  doubt  ? 

Follow  thy  Ruach,  let  earth,  all  it  can. 

Keep  of  the  leavings  I  '*  Thus  was  brou^t  about 

The  sepulture  of  Rabbi  Jochanan : 

Thou  hast  him, — sinner^aint,  live-dead,  boy* 

man, — 
Schiphaz,  on  Bendimir,  in  Farzistan ! 


Nora. —This  atory  can  have  no  better  Authority  thaik 
thst  of  the  tresUae,  ezisttng  disporMdly  in  fragments 

of  Rabbinical  writing,  n'*'13  D'*D"^  ^W  'IWIZ 
from  which  I  might  have  helped  myself  mora  liberally! 
Thus,  instead  of  the  simple  raference  to  ''  Moaea*  atiok,** 
— but  what  If  I  make  amends  by  attempting  three  lllua- 
trations,  when  aome  thirty  might  be  composed  on  the 
same  subject,  equally  Justifjing  that  pithy  proverb 


M08B8  the  Meek  was  thirty  cubits  high, 

The  staff  he  strode  with  ->  thirty  cubits  long ; 

And  when  he  leapt,  so  muscular  and  strong 
Was  Moses  that  liis  leaping  neiured  the  sky 
By  thirty  cubits  mora :  we  learn  thereby 

He  reached  full  ninety  cubits  —  am  I  wrong  7 

When,  in  a  fight  slurred  o*er  by  sacred  song, 
With  staff  outstretched  he  took  a  leap  to  try 
The  just  dimensions  of  tlie  ^ant  Og. 

And  yet  he  barely  touched — this  maryel  lacked 
Posterity  to  crown  earth's  catalogue 

Of  marvels — barely  touched  —  to  be  exact  — 
The  giant's  ankle-bone,  remained  a  frog 

That  fain  would  match  an  ox  in  stature :  fact  I 

II 

And  this  same  fact  has  met  with  unbelief  t 
How  saith  a  certain  traveller  ?    "  Young,  I  chanced 
To  come  upon  an  object  —  if  thou  canst, 
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Oueai  me  Its  BMne  and  naknn !    T  waa,  in  brief. 
White,  herd,  round,  hollow,  of  such  length,  in  chief, 

—  And  thfai  is  whet  especiaUy  enhanced 

My  wonder  —  that  it  aeemed,  aa  I  advanced. 
Never  to  end.    Bind  up  within  thy  aheaf 
Of  marvela.  thia — Poaterity  I    I  walked 

From  end  to  end,  —  four  hours  walked  I,  who  go 
A  goodly  pace, —and  found —I  have  not  baited 

Thine  expectation.  Stranger?    Ay  or  No?  — 
*T  was  but  Og's  thighbone,  all  the  while,  I  stalked 

Alongside  m  :  respect  to  Moaea,  though  1 

ui 

Og*8  thighbone  —  if  ye  deem  its  measure  strange, 

Myseu  can  witneas  to  mooh  lensth  of  shank 

Even  in  birda.    Upon  a  water*s  oank 
Once  halting,  I  was  minded  to  exehange 
Noon  beat  for  oooL    Quoth  I,  **  On  many  a  grange 

1  have  seen  storka  peroh  —  legs  both  long  and  lank : 

Ton  stork*s  must  touch  the  bottom  of  this  tank, 
Since  on  Its  top  doth  wet  no  plume  derange 
Of  the  smooth  breast    1 11  bathe  there  P*    **  Do  not 
sol" 

Warned  me  a  voloe  tnm  heaiven.    **  A  man  let  drop 
Hla  axe  into  that  ahiUlow  riTulet^ 

As  thou  aoconntest — aeventy  years  ago : 
It  f eU  and  fell  and  still  without  a  stop 

Keeps  falling,  nor  haa  reached  the  bottom  yet." 


NEVER  THE  TIME  AND  THE  PLACE 

Nevbb  the  time  and  the  place 
And  the  loved  one  all  together  I 

Thii  path  —  how  soft  to  pace  t 
This  Mav  —  what  maeic  weather ! 

Where  is  the  loTed  one^  face  ? 

In  a  dream  that  loved  one^s  face  meets  mine. 
But  the  house  is  narrow,  the  place  is  bleak 

Where,  outside,  rain  and  wind  combine 
With  a  furtive  ear,  if  I  sbive  to  speak. 
With  a  hostile  eye  at  my  flushing  cheek. 

With  a  malice  that  marks  each  wora,  each  sign ! 

O  enemy  sly  and  serpentine. 
Uncoil  thee  from  the  waking  man  I 
Do  I  hold  the  Past 
Thus  firm  and  fast 
Tet  doubt  if  the  Future  hold  I  can  P 
This  path  so  soft  to  pace  shall  lead 
llirongh  the  magic  of  May  to  herself  indeed  I 
Or  narrow  if  neeos  the  house  must  be. 
Outside  are  the  storms  and  strangers :  we  — 
Oh,  dose,  safe,  warm  sleep  I  and  she, 
—  I  and  she  I 

PAMBO 

SupposB  that  we  nart  (work  done,  comes  play) 

With  a  grave  tale  told  in  crambo 
—  As  our  neari^  sires  were  wont  to  say  — 

Whereof  the  hero  is  Pambo  ? 

Do  yon  happen  to  know  who  Pambo  was  ? 
Nor  I  —out  this  much  have  heard  of  him : 


He  entered  one  day  a  oollege-class. 
And  asked  —  was  it  so  absurd  of  him  f  — 

"  May  Pambo  learn  wisdom  ere  practiae  it  ? 

In  wisdom  I  fain  would  ground  me : 
Since  wisdom  is  centred  in  Holy  Writ, 

Some  psalm  to  the  purpose  expound  me ! 


»f 


"  That  psalm,*'  the  Professor  smUed,  ''  shall  be 
Untroubled  by  doubt  which  dirtieth 

Pellueid  streams  when  an  ass  like  thee 
Would  drink  there  —  the  Nine-and-^hirtieth. 

"  Verse  First :  /  said  I  will  look  to  my  troys 

That  I  with  my  tongue  qffend  not. 
How  now  ?  Why  stare  ?  Art  struck  in  amase  f 

Stop,  stay  I  The  smooth  line  hath  an  end  knot ! 

**  He  *s  gone !  —  disgusted  my  text  should  prove 

Too  easy  to  need  explaining  ? 
Had  he  waited,  the  blockhead  might  find  I  move 

To  matter  that  pays  remaining  I " 

Long  Tears  went  by,  when  —  '*  Ha,  who  'a  tkis  P 

Do  I  come  on  the  restive  scholar 
I  had  driven  to  Wisdom's  goal,  I  wis. 

But  that  he  slipped  the  collar  ? 

*'  What?    Arms  oroned,  brow  bent,  thoi«hi- 

immersed  ? 
A  student  indeed  1    Why  semple 
To  own  that  the  lesson  proposed  him  first 
Scarce  suited  so  apt  a  pupil  ? 

**  Come  back  I    From  the  beggarly  elements 

To  a  more  recondite  issue 
We  pass  till  we  readi,  at  all  events, 

Sc«ne  point  that  may  pozde  .  .  .  Why  *■  pnk  * 

you  ?  " 

From  the  ground  looked  piteous  np  tbe  bead : 

"  Daily  and  nightly.  Master, 
Tour  pupil  plods  through  that  text  you  read. 

Yet  gets  on  never  the  faster. 


**  At  the  selfsame  stand,  —  now  old,  then  Toma^ 

I  will  look  to  my  ways  —  were  doing 
As  easy  as  saying  I  ~  that  I  with  my  tongue 
Qff^end  not  —  and  'scape  pooh-poohing 

"  From  sa^  and  simple,  doctor  and  dunee  ? 

Ah,  nowise  !    Still  doubts  so  muddy 
The  stream  I  would  drink  at  once,  —  bot 

That  —  thus  I  resume  my  study  I " 

Brother,  brother,  I  share  the  Uame, 

Arcades  sumus  amho  I 
Darkling,  I  keep  my  sunrise-aim, 

Lack  not  the  critic's  flambeau, 
And  look  to  my  trays,  yet,  much  the  aame. 

Offend  with  my  tongue  —  like  Pambo ! 


! 
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His  genini  was  jocalar,  but,  iriien  disposed,  he  could  be  very 
serious. —Article  ^' Shakespear,"  Jbrbmy  Colubr's  Hutort- 
ctUttc.  Dktwmary^  2d  editioB,  1701. 

You,  Sir,  I  entertain  yoa  for  one  of  my  Hundred ;  only,  I  do 
not  like  the  fashioB  of  your  pirments:  you  will  say  thev  are 
Persian :  but  let  them  be  diaoged.  —KingLtturt  Act  III.  Sc  6. 


Thsbk  is  »  loose  conneotion  between  this 
gzoap  of  poems  and  certain  forms  of  Oriental 
literature,  notably  Tht  FaUea  qfBidpai  or  Pil- 
pay,  Firdauai's  Shdh-Ndmeh,  and  the  Book  of 
Job;  specific  instances  may  easily  be  noted;  but 
Browning  himself  said  in  a  letter  to  a  friend, 
written  soon  after  the  publication  of  Ferishtah's 
Fancies :  *^  I  hope  and  believe  that  one  or  two 
careful  readings  of  the  Poem  will  make  its 
sense  clear  enough.    Above  all,  pray  allow  for 


the  Poet's  inventiTeness  in  any  case,  and  do 
not  suppose  there  is  mora  thau  a  thin  disguise 
of  a  few  Persian  names  and  allusiuus.  There 
was  no  such  person  as  Ferishtah  —  the  stories 
are  all  inyentions.  .  .  .  The  Hebrew  quotations 
are  put  in  for  a  purpose,  as  a  direct  acknowledg:- 
ment  that  certain  doctrines  may  be  found  in 
the  Old  Book,  which  the  Concoctors  of  Novel 
Schemes  of  Morali^  put  forth  as  discoveries  of 
their  own.'* 


PROLOGUE 

Prat,  Reader,  hare  you  eateo  ortolans 

Ever  in  Italy  ? 
Recall  how  cooks  there  cook  them:  for  my 
plan  's 
To  —  Ljrre  with  Spit  ally. 
They  pluck  the  birds,  —  some  dozen  luscious 
lumps. 
Or  more  or  fewer,  — 
Then  roast  them,  heads  by  heads  and  rumps  by 
nmps, 
Stuck  on  a  skewer. 
But  first,  —  and  here  's  the  point  I  fain  would 
press,  — 
Don't  think  I  'm  tattling  1  ;- 
They  interpose,  to  curb  its  lusoiousness, 

—  What,  'twixt  each  fatling  ? 
First  comes  plain  bread,  crisp,  brown,  a  toasted 
square: 
Then,  a  strong  sage-leaf : 
(So  we  find  books  with  flowers  dried  here  and 
there 
Lest  leaf  engi^^e  leaf.) 
First,  food  —  then,  pianancy  —  and  last  of  all 

Follows  the  thirduog  : 
Through  wholesome  hard,  sharp  soft,  your  tooth 
mu9t  bite 
£re  reach  the  birdling. 
Now,  were  there  only  crust  to  crunch,  you'd 
wince : 
Unpalatable  I 
Sage-leaf  is  bitter-pungent  —  so 's  a  quince : 

Eat  each  who  s  able  I 
But  through  all  three  bite  boldly — lo,  the  gust  I 

Flayor  —  no  fixture  — 
Flies  permeating  flesh  and  leaf  and  crust 

In  fine  admixture. 
So  with  your  meal,  my  poem :  masticate 
Sense,  sight,  and  song  there  I 


Digest  these,  and  I  praise  your  peptics'  state, 

Nothing  found  wrong*  there. 
Whence  springs  my  illns&ation  who  can  tell  ? 

—  The  more  suiprinng 
Tliat  here  eggs,  milk,  cheese,  fruit  sufiBce  so 
well 

For  gormandising. 
A  fancv-mak  by  contrast  bom  of  thee. 

Delightful  Qressoney  I 
Who  laughest  **  Take  what  is,  trust  what  may 
be!" 

That 's  Life's  true  lesson,  —  eh  ? 

Mabov  DsLiipnnats, 
Qressoney  St.  Jean,  Val  d'Aoefea, 
September  12,  *83. 

L  THE  EAGLE 

This  poem  is  drawn  quite  closely  from  The 
Fables  ofBidpai, 

Debvish  —  (though  yet  un-dervished,  call  him 

so 
No  less  beforehand  :  while  he  drudged  our  way. 
Other  his  worldly  name  was :  when  he  wrote 
Those  yersicles  we  Persians  praise  him  for, 
— True  fairy-work  — Ferishtah  grew  lus  style)  — 
Dervish  Ferishtah  walked  the  woods  one  eve. 
And  noted  on  a  bough  a  raven's  nest 
Whereof  each  youngling  gaped  with  caUow  beak 
Widened  by  want ;  for  why  ?  beneath  the  tree 
Dead  lay  the  mother-bird.   **  A  piteous  chance  I 
How  shall  they  'scape  destruction  ?  "  sighed  the 

sage 
—  Or  sage  about  to  be,  though  simple  stiU. 
Responsive    to   which   doubt,    sudden    there 

swooped 
An  eagle  downward^  and  behold  he  bore 
(Great-hearted)  in  his  talons  flesh  wherewith 
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He  stayed  their  craving:,  then  resought  the  sky. 
*'  Ah,    foolish,   faithless  me  I  *'   the   ohserrer 

smiled, 
**  Who  toil  and  moil  to  eke  out  life,  when,  lo, 
Providence  cares  for  every  hungry  mouth  !  " 
To  profit  hy  which  lesson,  home  went  he. 
And  certain  davs  sat  musing,  —  neither  meat 
Nor  drink  would  purchase  by  his  handiwork. 
Then  —  for  his  head  swam  and  his  limbs  grew 

faint  — 
Sleep  overtook  the  unwise  one,  whom  in  dream 
God  thus  admonished :  **  Hast  thou  marked 

my  deed  ? 
Which  part  assigned  by  providence  dost  judge 
Was  meant  for  man^s  example?    Should   he 

play 
The  helpless  weakling,  or  the  helpful  strength 
That  captures  prey  and  saves  the  perishing  r 
Sluggard,  arise :    work,  eat,    then  feed   who 

lackl" 

Waking,  **  I  have  arisen,  work  I  will. 

Eat,  and  so  following.    Which  lacks  food  tlie 

more. 
Body  or  soul  in  me  ?    I  starve  in  soul : 
So  may  mankind  :  and  since  men  congregate 
In  towns,  not  woods,  —  to  Ispahan  forthwith  I^* 


Roond  vm  the  wild  creatures,  ovarhead  the  trees. 
Underfoot  the  mon-traoks,  —  life  and  lore  with  theae  ! 
I  to  wear  a  fawn-akin,  thou  to  dreaa  in  flowers : 
AU  the  long  lone  summer-day,  that  greenwood  life  of 
oursT 

Rieh-pavilioned,  rather,  —  still  the  world  without,  — 
Inakie  —  gold-roofed  allk-walled  silence  rouud  about ! 
Qneen  it  thou  on  purple,  —  I,  at  watch,  and  ward 
Coached  beneath  the  colunina,  gace,  thy  slave,  love*s 
goardl 

60,  for  us  no  world  ?    Let  throngs  press  thee  to  me  ! 
Up  and  down  amid  men,  heart  by  heart  fare  we ! 
welcome  squalid  Teature,  harsh  voice,  hateful  face  ! 
God  ia  aoul,  aoula  I  and  thou :  with  souls  should  souls 
have  place. 


II.  THE   MELON-SELLER 

CSoiNO  his  rounds  one  dav  in  Ispahan,  — 
Halfway  on  Dervishhood,  not  wholly  there,  — 
Ferishtah,  as  he  crossed  a  certain  bridge. 
Came  startled  on  a  well-remembered  face. 
**  Can  it  be  ?     What,  turned  melon-seller  — 

thou? 
Clad  in  such  sordid  garb,  thy  seat  yon  step 
Where  dogs  brush  by  thee  and  express  con- 
tempt? 
If  ethinks,  thy  head-gear  is  some  soooped-out 

gourd! 
Xay,  sunk  to  slicing  up,  for  readier  sale. 
One  fruit  whereof  the  whole  scarce  feeds  a 

swine? 
Wast  thou  the  Shah^s  Prime  Minister,  men  saw 
Ride  on  his  right-hand  while  a  trumpet  blew 
And  Persia  hailed  the  Favorite  ?    Yea,  twelve 

years 
Are  past,  I  judge,  since  that  transcendency. 
And  thou  didst  peculate  and  art  abased ; 


No  less,  twelve  years  since,  thou  didst  hold  is 

hand 
Persia,  couldst  halve  and  quarter,  minee  its 

pulp 
As  pleased  thee,  and  distribute  —  melon-like  — 
Portions  to  whoso  played  the  parasite. 
Or  suck  —  thyself  —  each  juicy  monel.     How 
Enormous  thy  abiection,  — hell  from  heareo, 
Made  tenfold  hell  by  contrast  I    Whisper  me ! 
Dost  thou  curse  Groa  for  granting  twelve  yeazs' 

bliss 
Only  to  prove  this  day 's  the  direr  lot  f  " 

Whereon  the  beggar  raised  a  brow,  onoe  iiioi« 
Luminous  and  imperial,  from  the  rags. 
*'  Fool,  does  thy  folly  Uiink  my  foolishness 
Dwells  rather  on  tlie  fact  that  God  appoints 
A  day  of  woe  to  the  unworthy  one. 
Than  that  the  unworthy  one,  by  God's  award. 
Tasted  joy  twelve  years  long  ?    Or  buy  a  slice. 
Or  go  to  school !  " 

To  school  Ferishtah  went ; 
And,  schooling  ended,  passed  from  Ispahan 
To  Nishapur,  that  Elourz  looks  above 
—  Where  thev  dig  turquoise :  there  kept  school 

himself. 
The  melon-seller^s  speech,  his  stock  in  trade. 
Some  sav  a  certain  Jew  aadnoed  the  word 
Out  of  their  book,  it  sounds  so  much  the 

:  bnp3  Sb  nn-nSI    in  Persian  phi 
**  ShaU  we  receive  good  at  tlie  hand  of  God 
And  evil  not  receive  ?  *'    But  great  wits  jump. 


Wish  no  word  unspoken,  want  no  look  away ! 
What  if  words  were  but  mistake,  and  looks — too  sod- 
den, say  I 
Be  unjust  for  onoe,  Love  I    Bear  it  —  well  I  ntay  I 

Do  me  justice  always  ?    Bid  my  heart  —  their  shrine — 
Render  back  its  store  of  gifts,  old  looks  and  words  of 

thine 
—  Oh,  so  all  unjust  —  the  less  deserved,  the  more  di- 
vine? 

in.  SHAH  ABBAS 

Akthow,  once  full  Dervish,  youngsters  came 
To  gather  up  his  own  words,  neath  a  rock 
Or  else  a  palm,  by  pleasant  Nishapur. 

Said  some  one,  as  Ferishtah  paused  abropi, 
Reading  a  certain  passiMce  from  the  roll 
Wlierein  is  treated  of  Lord  Ali^s  life  : 
**  Master,  explain  this  incongruity  ! 
When  I  darea  question  *  It  is  beautiful. 
But  is  it  true  ?  ^ —  thy  answer  was  *'  In  truth 
Lives  beauty. '    I  persisting  —  *  Beauty  —  yes. 
In  thy  mind  and  in  my  mind,  every  mind 
That  apprehends :  but  outside  —  so  to  speak  ^ 
Did  beauty  live  in  deed  as  well  as  word. 
Was  this  hfe  lived,  was  this  death  died  —  not 
dreamed  ?  * 

*  Many  attested  it  for  fact,'  SMdst  thou. 

*  Many  I '  but  mark.  Sir !    Half  as  lung  ago 
As  such   things  were,  —  supposing  that  they 

were,  — 
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Reigned  neat  Shah  Abbas:  he  too  lived  and 

—  How  say  they  ?  Wh^,  so  strong  of  arm,  of  foot 
So  swift,  ne  stayed  a  hun  in  his  leap 
Onastas:*s  haanchf  —  with  one  hand  grasped 

the  stag, 
With  one  struck  down  the  lion:  yet,  no  less, 
Himself,  that  same  day,  feasting  after  sport. 
Perceived  a  spider  drop  into  his  wine. 
Let  fall  the  nagon,  died  of  simple  fear. 
So  all  say,  —  so  dost  thou  say  ?  " 

"Wherefore  not?" 
Ferishtah  smiled :  "  though  strange,  the  story 

stands 
CleaxHshronided :  none  tells  it  otherwise : 
The  fact's  eye-witness  bore  the  cup,  beside." 

^*  And  doet  thou  credit  one  cup-bearer's  tale. 

False,  very  Uke,  and  futile  certainly. 

Yet  hesitate  to  trust  what  many  tongues 

Combine  to  testify  was  beautiful 

In  deed  as  well  as  word  ?    No  fool's  report. 

Of  lion,  sta|^  and  spider,  but  immense 

With  meanmg  for  mankind,  thy  race, thyself  ?" 

Whereto  the  Dervish :  *^  First  amend,  my  son, 
Thy  faulty  nomenclature,  call  belief 
Belief  indeed,  nor  grace  with  such  a  name 
The  easy  acquiescence  of  mankind 
In  matters  nowise  worth  dispute,  since  life 
Lasts  merely  the  allotted  moment.    Lo  — 
That  lion-sti^^and-spider  tale  leaves  fixed 
The  fact  for  us  that  somewhen  Abbas  reigned. 
Died,  somehow  slain,  —  a  useful  registry,  — 
Which  therefore  we  —  *  believe '  ?    Stand  for- 
ward, thou, 
Hy  Takub,  son  of  Yusuf ,  son  of  Zal  I 
I  advertise  thee  that  our  liege,  the  Shah 
Happily  regnant,  hath  become  assured. 
By  ojpportime  discovery,  that  thv  sires. 
Son  by  the  father  upwards,  track  their  line 
To  —  whom  but  that  same  bearer  of  the  cup 
Whose  inadvertencv  was  chargeable 
With  what   therefrom   ensued,  disgust   and 

death 
To  Abbas  Shah,  the  over-nice  of  soul  ? 
Whence  he  appoints  Uiee,  —  such   his   clem- 
ency, — 
Not  death,  thy  due,  but  just  a  double  tax 
To  pay,  on  thy^  particular  bed  of  reeds 
Which  flower  mto  the  brush  that  makes  a  broom 
Fit  to  sweep  ceilings  dear  of  vermin.    Sure, 
Thou  dost  believe  the  story  nor  dispute 
That  punishment  should  signalize  its  truth  ? 
Down   therefore    with   some   twelve   dinars ! 
Why  start, 

—  The   stag's   way   with   the   lion   hard    on 

haunch  ? 
*  Believe  the  story  ?  '  — how  thy  words  throng 

fast !  — 
*'  Who  saw  this,  heard  this,  said  this,  wrote 

down  this. 
That  and  the  other  circumstance  to  prove 
So  great  a  prodigy  surprised  the  world  ? 
Ne^s  must  thou  prove  me  fable  can  be  fact 
Or    ere   thon   coax   one   piece  from  out   my 

pouch  I ' " 


"  There  we  agree.  Sir  :  neither  of  us  knows. 
Neither  accepts  that  tale  on  evidence 
Worthy  to  warrant  the  hurge  word—  belief. 
Now  X  get  near  thee  I     Why  didst  pause  ab« 

rupt. 
Disabled  by  emotion  at  a  tale 
Might  match  —  be  frank  !  —  for  credibility 
The  figment  of  the  spider  and  the  cup  ? 

—  To  wit,  thy  roll 's  conoeminf  Ali's  life, 
Unevidenced  —  tliine  own  word  I     Little  boots 
Our  sympathy  with  fiction  !    When  I  read 
The  annals  and  consider  of  Tahmasp 

And  that  sweet  sun-surpassing  star  nis  love, 
I  weep  Uke  a  cut  vine-twig,  though  aware 
Zurah's  sad  fate  is  fiction,  since  uie  snake 
He  saw  devour  her,  —  how  could  such  exist. 
Having  nine  heads  ?    No  snake  boasts  more 

than  three  I 
I  weep,  then  laugh  —  both  actions  right  alike. 
But  thou,  Ferishtah,  sapienoy  confessed. 
When  at  the  Day  of  Judgment  God  shall  ask 

*  Didst  Uiou  believe  ?  '  —  what  wilt  thou  plead  ? 

Thy  tears? 
(Nay,  they  fell  fast  and  stidn  the  parchment 

still.) 
What  if  thy  tears  meant  love  ?     Love  lacking 

ground 

—  Behef,  —  avails  thee  us  it  would  avail 
My  own  pretence  to  favor  since,  forsooth, 

I  loved  the  lady  — 1  who  heeds  must  laugh 
To  hear  a  snake  boasts  nine  heads :  they  have 
three ! " 

"  Thanks  for  the  well-timed  help  that 's  born, 

behold. 
Out  of  thy  words,  my  son,  —  belief  and  love ! 
Hast  heard  of  Ishak  son  of  Absal  ?    Ay, 
The  very  same  we  heard  of,  ten  vears  since, 
Shun  in  the  wars:    he  comes  oack  safe  and 

sound,  — 
Though    twenty    soldiers    saw    him    die    at 

Yezdt,— 
Just  as  a  single  mule-and-baggage  boy 
Declared  't  was  like  he  some  day  would,  —  for 

why? 
The  twentv  soldiers  lied,  he  saw  him  stout. 
Cured  of  all  wounds  at  once  bv  smear  of  salve, 
A  Mubid's  manufacture :  sucn  the  tale. 
Now,  when  his  pair  of  sons  were  thus  apprised 
Effect  was  twofold  on  them.     *  Hail  I  '^  crowed 

This: 

*  Dearer  the  news  than  dayspring  after  night  t 
The  cure-reporting  youngster  warrants  me 
Our  father  shall  make  glad  our  eyes^  once  more. 
For  whom,  had  outpoured  life  of  mine  sufficed 
To  bring  him  back,  free  broached  were  every 

vein ! ' 

*  Avaunt,  delusive  iale-concocter,  news 
Cruel  as  meteor  simulatingdawn  ! ' 
Whimpered  the  other :  ^  Who  believes  this  boy, 
Must  disbelieve  his  twenty  seniors :  no. 
Return  our  father  shall  not  1     Might  mv  death 
Purchase  his  life,  how  promptly  would  the  dole 
Be  paid  as   due  I '    Well,  ten  years  pass,  — 

aha, 
Ishak  is  marching  homeward,  —  doubts,  not  he. 
Are  dead  and  done  with  I     So,  our  townsfolk 

straight 
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Must  take  on  them  to  oounsel.      *  Go  thon  gay, 
Welcome  thy  father,  thou  of  ready  faith  ! 
Hide  thee,  oontrariwise,  thou  faithlesB  one. 
Expect  paternal  trowning,  blame  and  blows  1  ' 
80  do  our  townsfolk  counsel :  dost  demur  ?  " 

**  Ferishtah  like  those  simpletons  —  at  loas 

In  what  is  plain  as  pikestaff  ?    Pish  I    Suppose 

The  trustral  sou   had  sifirhed  *So  much  the 

worael 
Returning  means  —  retaking  heritage 
Enjoyed  these  ten  years,  who  should  aay  me 

nay?  ' 
How  wonld  sQoh  trust  reward  him  ?    TnistlesB- 


—  O*   the   other  hand  —  were  what  procured 

most  praise 
To  him  who  judged  return  impossible, 
Tet  hated  heritinra  procured  tliereby. 
A  fool  were  Ishak  u  he  failed  to  priie 
Mere  head's  work  less  than  heart's  work :  no 

foolhel" 

"Is  God  less  wise?   Resome  the  roll  T'    They 
did. 


Tou  groped  your  way  aoroai  my  room  i*  the  drear  dark 

de^d  of  night ; 
At  each  fresh  step  a  stumble  was :  but,  oooe  your  lamp 

slight, 
Xsqr  sod  plain  you  walked  agsla:  se  seen  all  wrong 

grew  right  I 

What  lay  on  floor  to  trip  your  foot?    Esch  object,  late 

awry, 
Looked  fitly  placed,  nor  proTod  offence  to  footing  free 

— for  why? 
The  lamp  showed  all,  discordant  late,  grown  simple 

symmetry. 

Be  lore  your  light  and  trust  your  guide,  with  these 

explore  ny  heart  I 
No  obstacle  to  trip  you  then,  strike  hands  and  souls 

apart! 
Since  rooms  and  hearts  are  fnraiahed  so,  —  Ught  shows 

you,  —  needs  love  staitT 


IV.  THE  FAMILY 

A  OKBTAiN  neighbor  lying  sick  to  death, 
Ferishti^  grieved  beneath  a  palm-tree,  whence 
He  rose  at  peace :  whereat  objected  one 
"  Gndars  our  friend  gasps  in  extremity. 
Sure,  thou  art  ignorant  how  close  at  hand 
Death  presses,  or  the  cloud,  which  fouled  so 

late 
Thy  face,  had  deepened  down  not  lightened 

off.** 

**"  I  judge  there  will  be  respite,  for  I  prayed." 

**  Sir,  let  me  understand,  of  charity  I 
Yestereve,  what  was  thine  admonishment  ? 
*  AU-wtse,  all-good,  all-mightr — God  is  such  1  * 
How  then  should  man,  the  all-nnworthy,  dare 
Propose  to  set  aside  a  thing  orduned  ? 
To  pray  means  —  substitute   man's    will  for 

God's: 
Two  best  wills  cannot  be  :  by  consequence. 


What  is  man  bound  to  but  —  assent,  say  I  ? 
Rather  to  rapture  of  thanksgiving ;  rinoe 
That  which  seems  worst  to  man  to  God  is  beet, 
So,  because  God  ordains  it,  best  to  man. 
Yet  man  —  the  foolish,  weak,  and  wicked^ 

prays! 
Uiges    'My   best   were    better,   didst    'Aoa 


know '  I 


)) 


*' '  Lbt  to  a  tale.    A  worthv  honseholder 
Of  Shiraz  had  three  sons,  beside  a  sponae 
Whom,  cutting  gourds,  a  serpent  bit,  whereon 
The  offended  limb  swelled  black  from  foot  to 

fork. 
The  husband  called  in  aid  a  leech  renowned 
World-wide,  confessed  the  lord  of  snrgerr. 
And  bade  nim  dictate  —  who  forthwith   de- 
clared 
*"  Sole  remedv  is  amputation.'    Stndg:fat 
The  husband  sighed  *  Thou  knowest :  be  it  so  I ' 
His  three  sons  neard  their  mother  sentenced: 

'Pausel' 
Outbroke  the  elder :  *  Be  precipitate 
Nowise,  I  pray  thee  I  Take  some  rentier  war. 
Thou  sage  of  mneh  rasouroe  I  I  wul  not  doubt 
But  science  still  may  save  foot,  leg,  and  thigh ! ' 
The  next  in  age  snapped  petulant :  *  Too  nsh ! 
No   reason   for   this   maiming !       What,  iair 

Leechj 
Our  parent  Imips  henoeforward  while  we  lespf 
Shame  on  thee  I     Save  the  limb  thon  must  and 
Shalt  I' 

*  Shame  on  youxselves,  ye  bold  ones ! '  followed 

up 
The  brisk  third  brother,  youngest,  pertest  too : 

*  The  leech  knows  all  thines,  we  are  ignorant ; 
What  he  proposes,  gratefully  accept ! 

For  me,  had  I  some  unguent  bound  to  heal 
Hurts  in  a  twinkling,  hardly  would  I  dare 
Essay  its  virtue  and  so  oroas  the  sage 
By  cure  his  skill  pronounces  foUy.    Quick  ! 
No  waiting  lon|irer !    There  the  patient  lies : 
Out  then  with  implements  and  operate ! '  '^ 


(i 


Ah,  the  young  devil  I  " 


**  Why,  his  reason  chimed 
Right  with  the  Hakim's." 

''  Hakim's,  ay  —  bat  ehH's? 
How  ?  what  the  skilled  eye  saw  and  jndged  d 

weight 
To  overb^tr  a  heav^  consequence. 
That  —  shall  a  soiohst  affect  to  see  ? 
All  he  saw  —  that  is,  all  such  oaf  should  see. 
Was  just  the  mother's  suffering." 

"  In  my  tak. 
Be  God  the  Hakim :  in  the  husband's  ease. 
Gall  ready  acquiescence  —  aptitude 
Angelic,  understanding  swift  and  sure : 
Call  the  first  son  —  a  wise  humanity. 
Slow  to  conceive  but  duteous  to  adopt : 
See  in  tlie  second  son  —  humanity, 
Wrong-headed  yet  rightrhearted,  rash  but  kind 
Last  comes  the  cacklerof  the  brood,  onr  chit 
Who.  aping  wisdom  all  beyond  his  years. 
Thinks  to  discard  humanity  itself : 


THE  SUN 
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Fares  like  tlie  beast  wkioh  should  offset  to  flr 
Because   a   bird   with  wings  may  spam  the 

p:roiind. 
So,  missing   neaven  and  losing  earth  —  drops 

how 
Bnt   hell-ward?      No,  be  man  and  nothing 

more  — 
Man  who,  as  man  oonoeiTing,  hopes  and  fears. 
And  craves   and  depreoates,  and  loves,  and 

loathes. 
And  bids  God  help  him,  till  death  tonoh  his 

eyes 
And  show  God  granted  most,  denjriag  alL" 


Had  I  am  and  man  would  be,  Lore  —  merest  man  and 

nothing  more. 
Bid  me  seem  no  other  I     Ssgles  boast  of  pinions  —  let 

them  soar  I 
I  may  put  forth  angel's  plumage,  once  unmaaoed,  but 

not  before. 

Now  on  earth,  to  stand  suffloee,  —  nay,  if  kneeling 

serves,  to  kneel : 
Here  you  front  me,  here  I  find  the  all  of  heaven  that 

earth  can  feel : 
flense  looks  straight,  —  not  over,  under,  —  perfect  sees 

beyond  appeaL 

Good  yon  are  and  wise,  fuU  circle :  what  to  me  were 

more  outside  7 
Wiser  wisdom,  better  goodness  ?    Ah,  such  want  the 

angel's  wide 
Sense  to  take  and  hold  and  keep  them  I     lOne  at  least 

haa  never  tried. 


V.  THE  SUN 

"  And  what  might  that  bold  man's 

ment  be  "  — 
Ferishtah  questioned  —  **  which  so  moved  thine 

ire 
That  thou  didst  curse,  nay,  cuff  and  kick— in 

short. 
Confute  the  announcer?     Wipe  those  drops 

away 
Which  start  afresh  upon  thy  face  at  mere 
Mention  of  such  enormity :  now,  speak  I " 

"  He  sorupled  not  to  say  —  (thou  warrantest, 

0  patient  Sir,  that  I  nnblamed  repeat 
Abominable  words  which  blister  tongue  ?) 
God  once  assumed  on  earth  a  human  shape : 
(Lo,  I  have  spitten  I)    Dared  I  ask  the  grace. 
Fain  would  I  hear,  of  thy  subtility. 

From  out  what  hdke  in  man's  corrupted  heart 
Creeps  such  a  magKot :  fancies  verminous 
Breed  in  the  clots  tnere,  but  a  monster  bom 
Of  pride  and  folly  like  this  pest  —  thyself 
Only  canst  trace  to  egg-shell  it  hath  chipped." 

The  sun  rode  high.    *  *  Durii^  our  ignorance ' '  — 
Began  FeriE^tUk  —  *^  folk  esteemed  as  God 
Yon  orb :  for  argument,  suppose  him  so,  — 
Be  it  the  symbol,  not  the  symbolized, 

1  and  thon  saf  elier  take  upon  our  lips. 
Accordingly,  yon  orb  that  we  adore 

—  What  is  he  ?    Author  of  all  light  and  life : 
Snch  one  must  needs  be  somewhere :  this  is  he. 
Like  what  ?    If  I  may  trust  my  human  eyes. 


A  ball  composed  of  spirit-fire,  whence  springs 
—  What,  from  this  ball,  my  arms  could  oireie 

round? 
All  I  enjoy  on  earth.    Bv  consequence, 
Inqnring  me   with  —  wnat?    Why,  love  and 

praise. 
I  eat  a  palatable  fig —  there's  lore 
In  little :  who  first  phiated  what  I  pluck. 
Obtains  my  little  piiuse^  too  :  more  of  both 
Keeps  due  proportion  with  mora  cause  for  each: 
So,  more  wad  ever  more,  till  most  of  all 
Completes  experience,  and  the  orb,  descried 
Ultimate  giver  of  all  good,  perforoe 
Gathers  unto  himself  all  love,  all  praise, 
Is  worshipped  —  which  means  loved  and  praised 

at  height. 
Back  to  the  first  good :  't  was  the  gardener  gave 
Occasion  to  my  palate's  pleasnra  :  grace, 
Plain  on  his  part,  demanded  thanks  on  mine. 
Go  up  above  this  giver.  —  step  by  step. 
Gain  a  conception  of  what —  (how  and  why, 
Matters  not  now)  — occasioned  him  to  give, 
Appointed  him  the  gardener  of  the  ground,  — 
I  mount  by  just  progression  slow  and  sure 
To  some  prime  giver  —  hero  assumed  yon  orb  -;— 
Who  takes  my  worship.    Whom   have  I  in 

mind. 
Thus  worshipping,  unless  a  man,  my  like 
However  above  me  ?    Bfan,  I  say  —  how  else, 
I  being  man  who  worship  ?    Hero  's  mjr  hand 
Lifts  first  a  mustard'Seed,   then   weight   on 

weight 
Greater  and  ever  greater,  till  at  last 
It  lifts  a  melon,  I  suppose,  then  stops  — 
Hand-strength  expended  wholly :  so,  my  love 
First  lauds  the  gardener  for  the  fig  his  gift. 
Then,  looking  higher,  loves  and  lauds  still  moro. 
Who  hires  the  ground,  who  owns  the  ground. 

Sheikh,  Shah, 
On  and  awav,  away  and  ever  on, 
Till,  at  the  last,  it  loves  and  lauds  the  orb 
Ultimate  cause  of  all  to  laud  and  love. 
Whero  is  the  break,  the  change  of  quality 
In  hand's  power,  soul's  impulsion?    Gift  was 

grace. 
The  greatest  as  the  smallest.    Had  I  stopped 
Anywhero  in  the  scale,  stayed  love  and  praise 
As  so  far  only  fit  to  follow  gift. 
Saying,  *  I  thanked  the  gardener  for  his  fig. 
But  now  that,  lo,  the  Shah  has  filled  my  purse 
With  tomans  which  avail  to  pnrohase  me 
A  fig^troe  forest,  shall  I  pay  the  same 
With  love  and  praise,  the  gardener's  proper 

fee?' 
Justly  would  whoso  bears  a  brain  object, 
'  Givmg  is  pn^ving,  giH  claims  gift's  roturn. 
Do  thou  thine  own  part,  therof oro :  let  the  Shah 
Ask  moro  from  one  has  more  to  pay.'    Per- 
chance 
He  gave  me  from  his  treasuro  less  bv  much 
Tluoi  the  soil's  servant :  let  that  be  I    My  part 
Is  pUun  —  to  meet  and  match  the  gift  and  gift 
With  love  and  love,  with  praise  and  praise,  till 

both 
Cry  *  All  of  us  is  thine,  we  can  no  moro  ! ' 
So  shall  I  do  man's  utmost  —  man  to  man  : 
For  as  our  liege  the  Shah's  sublime  estate 
Merely  enhaloes,  leaves  him  man  the  same, 
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So  most  I  oouDt  that  orb  I  oall  a  fire 
(Keep  to  the  langniige  of  oiir  ignorance) 
Something  that  8  fire  and  more  beside :  mere 
fire 

—  Is  it  a  force  which,  giving,  knows  it  gives, 
And  wherefore,  so  may  look  for  love  and  praise 
From  me,  fire's  like  so  far,  however  less 

In  all  beside  ?    Prime  cause  this  fire  shall  be. 
Uncaused,  all-causing :  hence  b^n  the  gifts, 
Thither  must  go  mv  love  and  praise  —  to  what  ? 
Fire  ?    Symbol  fitly  serves  the  symbolized 
Herein,  —  that  this  sanie  object  of  my  thanks. 
While  to  my  mind  nowise  conceivable 
Except  as  mind  no  less  than  fire,  refutes 
Next  moment  mind^s  conception  :  fire  is  fire  — 
While  what  I  needs  must  thank,  must  needs  in- 
clude 
Purpose  with  power,  —  humanity  like  mine, 
Imagined,  for  the  dear  necessity. 
One  moment  in  an  object  which  the  next 
Confesses  unimannable.    Power  I 

—  What  need  of  will,  then  ?    Naught  opposes 

power: 
"Whv,  purpose  ?  any  change  must  be  for  worse : 
Ana  what  oocasioB  for  beneficence 
When  all  that  is,  so  is  and  so  must  be  ? 
Best   being  best   now,  change  were   for   the 

worse. 
Accordingly  discard  these  qualities 
Proper  to  imperfection,  take  for  type 
Mere  fire,  eject  the  man,  retain  the  orb,  — 
The  perfect  and,  so,  inconceivable,  — 
And  what   remains   to  love   and  praise?    A 

stone 
Fair-colored  proves  a  solace  to  my  eye. 
Rolled  by  my  tongue  brings  moisture  curing 

drouth. 
And  struck  by  steel  emits  a  useful  spark : 
Shall  I  return  it  thanks,  the  insentient  thing  ? 
No,  —  man  once,  inan  forever — man  in  soul 
As  man  in  body  :  just  as  Uiis  can  use 
Its  proper  senses  only,  see  and  hear, 
Taste,  like  or  loathe  according  to  its  law 
And  not  another  creature's,  —  even  so 
Man's  soul  is  moved  by  what,  if  it  in  turn 
Must  move,  is  kindred  soul :  receiving  good 

—  Man's  way  —  must  make  man's  due  acknow- 

ledgment. 
No  other,  even  while  he  reasons  out 
Plainly  enough  that,  were  the  man  unmanned, 
Made  angel  of,  angelic  every  way, 
Tlie  love  and  praise  that  rightly  seek  and  find 
Their  man-like  obiect  now,  —  instructed  more. 
Would  go  forth  idly,  air  to  emptiness. 
Our  human  flower,  sun-ripened,  oroffers  scent 
Though  reason  prove  the  sun  lacks  nose  to  feed 
On  what  himself  made  grateful:  flower  and 

man, 
Ijet  each  assume  that  scent  and  love  alike 
Being  once  bom,  must  needs  have  use  !    Man's 

part 
Is  plain  —  to  send  love  forth,  — -  astray,  perhaps  : 
No  matter,  he  has  done  his  part." 

"  Wherefrom 
What  is  to  follow  —  if  I  take  thy  sense  — 
But  that  the  sun  —  the  inconceivable 
Confessed  by  man  —  comprises,  all  the  same, 


Man's  every-day  conception  of  himself 
No  less  remaining  nnoonoeived !  " 
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**  Yet  thou,  insisting  on  the  right  of  nuui 
To  feel  as  man,  not  otherwise,  —  man,  bonna 
By  man's  conditions  neither  less  nor  more. 
Obliged  to  estimate  as  fair  or  foul, 
Kight,  wrong,  good,  evil,  what  man's  facnltj 
Adjudges   such, — now   canst   thou, — plaulj 

bound 
To  take  raan^s  trnth  for  truth  and  only  troth,  — 
Dare  to  accept,  in  just  one  case,  as  truth 
Falsehood  confessed  ?    Flesli  simulating  fire  — 
Our  fellow-man  whom  we  his  fellows  know 
For  dust  —  instinct  with  fire  unknowable ! 
Where  'h  thy  man-needed  truth  —  its  proof,  naj 

print 
Of  faintest  passage  on  the  tablets  traced 
By  man,  termed  knowledge  ?    'T  is  conceded 

thee, 
We  lack  such  fancied  union  —  fire  with  flesh : 
But  even  so,  to  lack  is  not  to  gain 
Our  lack's  suppliance :   where 's  the  trace  nf 

such 
Recorded  ?  " 

*'  What  if  such  a  tracing  weref 
If   some  strange   story  stood,  —  whate'er  its 

worth,  — 
That  the  immensely  veamed-for,  once  befelL 
—  The  sun  was  flesh  once? — (keep   the  fig- 
ure!)" 


An  union  inconceivable  was  fact  ?  " 


"How? 


"  Son,  if  the  stranger  have  convinced  himself 
Fancy  is  fact  —  the  sun,  besides  a  fire. 
Holds  earthly  substance  somehow  fire  pervades 
And  yet  consumes  not^  —  earth,  he  understands. 
With  essence  he  remains  a  stranger  to,  — 
Fitlier  thou  saidst  ^  I  stand  appuled  before 
Conception  unattainable  by  me 
W^ho   need    it   most '  — than   this  — 'What? 

boast  he  holds 
Conviction  where^  I  see  oonvicUon's  need, 
Alas,  —  and  nothing  else  ?  then  what  remaias 
But  that  I  straightway  curse,  cufiT,  kick  the 

fooir" 


Fire  it  in  the  flint :  true,  oooe  a  qiark 

Fire  forget*  the  kinship,  wcmn  till  fuicy 

Some  befitting  cradle  where  the  babe  had  birth  — 

Wholly  heaven  ^s  the  product,  unallled  to  earth. 

Bplendfors  recognized  as  perfect  In  the  star !  — 

In  our  flint  their  home  was,  houoed  as  now  thej  are. 


VI.   MIHRAB   SHAH 

SUOTH  an  inquireri  "  Praise  the  Merciful ! 
[y  thumb  which  yesterday  a  scorpion  nipped-^ 
(It  swelled  and  blackened)  —  lo,  is  sovmd  again: 
Bv  application  of  a  virtuous  root 
The  Duming  has  abated  :  that  is  well. 
But  now  methinks  I  have  a  mind  to  ask,  — 


MIHRAB  SHAH 
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Since  this  discomfort  came  of  culllngr  herbs 
Nor  meaning' harm,  —  why  needs  a  scorpion  be  ? 
Tea,  there  beean,  from  when  my  thumb  last 

throbbed, 
AdTance  in  queetion-framing,  till  I  asked 
Wherefore  should  any  evil  lutp  to  man  — 
From  ache  of  flesh  to  agony  of  soul  — 
Since  God*s  AU-meroy  mates  All-potency  ? 
Nay,  why  permits  he  CTil  to  himself  — 
Man's  sin,  accounted  such  ?    Suppose  a  world 
Purged  of  all  pain,  with  fit  inhabitant  -^ 
Man  pure  of  evil  in  thought,  word,  and  deed  — 
Were  it  not  well  ?    Then,  wnerefore  otherwise  P 
Too  Kood  result  ?    But  he  is  whoUy  good  ! 
Hara  to  effect  ?    Ay,  were  he  impotent ! 
Teach  me,  Feriahtah  I " 

Said  the  Dervish :  "  Friend, 
My  chance,  esei^ted  to-day,  waa  worse  than 

thine : 
I,  as  I  woke  this  morning,  raised  my  head. 
Which  never  tumbled  but  stuck  fast  on  neck. 
Was  not  I  glad  and  thankful !  '* 

"  How  could  head 
Tumble  from   neck,  unohopped — inform  me 

first! 
Unless  we  take  Firdaasi's  tale  for  truth, 
Wbo  ever  heard  the  like?  " 

"The  like  might  hap 
By  natural  law :  I  let  my  staff  fall  thus  — 
It  goes  to  ground,  I  know  not  why.  ^  Suppose, 
Whene'er  my  hold  was  loosed,    it   skyward 

sprang 
Aa  certainly,  and  all  experience  proved 
That,  just  as  staves  when  unsupported  sink, 
So,  unoonfined,  theysoar  ? '' 

"  Let  such  be  law  — 
Why,  a  new  chapter  of  sad  accidents 
Were  added  to  humanity's  mischance. 
No  doubt  at  all,  and  as  a  man's  false  step 
Now  lays  him  prone  on  earth,  contrariwise. 
Removal  from  his  shoulder  of  a  weight 
Mi^ht  start  him  upwards  to  perdition.    Ay  ! 
But,  since  such  law  exists  in  just  thy  brain, 
I  shall  not  hesitate  to  doff  my  cap 
For  fear  my  head  take  flight." 

"  Nor  feel  reUef 
Finding  it  firm  on  shoulder.    Tell  me,  now  1 
What    were   the  bond  'twixt  man  and  man, 

dost  judge, 
Pain  once  abolished?    Come,  be   true  I    Our 

Shah  — 
How   stands   he   in   thy   favor  ?    Why   that 

shrug? 
Is  not  he  lord  and  ruler  ?  " 

"  Easily ! 
Hia  mother  bore  him,  first  of  those  four  wives 
Provided  by  his  father,  such  his  luck : 
Since  when  his  business  simply  was  to  breathe 
And  take  each  day's  new  bounty.    There  he 
^^      stands  — 

Where  else  had  I  stood,   were  his  birth-star 
mine  ? 


No,  to  respect  men's  power,  I  needs  must  see 
Men's  bare  hands  seek,  find,  grasp  and  wield 

the  sword 
Nobod;^  else  can  brandish  !    Bless  hia  heart, 
'T  is  said,  he  scarcely  counts  his  fingers  right  1 " 

"Well,  then  —  his  princely  doles  I  from  every 

least 
Off  go  the  feasted  with  the  dish  they  ate 
Ana  cup  they  drank   from,  —  nay,  a  change 

besides 
Of  garments"  .  .  . 

**  Sir,  put  case,  for  service  done,  — 
Or  best,  for  love's  sake,  —  such  and  such  a  slave 
Sold  his  allowance  of  sour  lentilnwup 
To  herewith  purchase  me  a  pipe-stiok,  —  nay. 
If  he,  by  but  one  hour,  cut  short  his  sleep 
To  clout  my  shoe,  —  that  were  a  sacrifice !  " 

"  All  praise  his  gracious  bearing." 

*^  All  praise  mine  — 
Or  would  praise  did  they  never  make  approach 
Except  on  all-fours,  crawKngr  till  I  bade, 
*  Now  that  with  eyelids  thou  hast  touched  the 

earth. 
Come  dose  and  have  no  fear,  poor  nothingness  I  * 
What  wonder  that  the  lady-rose  I  woo 
And  palisade  about  from  every  wind. 
Holds  herself  handsomely  ?    The  wilding,  now. 
Ruffled  outeide  at  pleasure  of  the  blast. 
That  still  lifta  up  with  something  of  a  smile 
Ito  poor  attempt  at  bloom  "... 

'*  A  blameless  life, 
Where  wrong  might  revel  with  impunity — 
Remember  that  I " 

"  The  falcon  on  his  fist — 
Reclaimed  and  trained  and  belled  and  beautified 
Till  she  believes  herself  the  Simor8^*s  matah  — 
She  only  deigns  destroy  the  antelope. 
Stoops  at  no  carrion-crow  :  thou  marvellest  ? 

"  So  be  it,  then  !    He  wakes  no  love  in  thee 
For  any  one  of  divers  attributes 
Commonly  deemed  love-worthy.    AU  the  same, 
I  would  he  were  not  wasting,  slow  but  sure, 
With  that  internal  ulcer"  .  .  . 

''  Say'st  thou  so  ? 
How  should  I  guess  ?    Alack,  poor  soul  1    But 

stay— - 
Sure  in  the  reach  of  art  some  remedy 
Must  lie  to  hand :  or  if  it  lurk,  —  that  leech 
Of  fame  in  Tebriz,  whv  not  seek  his  aid  ? 
Couldst   not   thou.    Dervish,    counsel    in   the 

case?" 

"  My  counsel  might  be —  what  imports  a  pang 
The  more  or  less,  which  puts  an  end  to  one 
Odious  in  spite  of  every  attribute 
Commonly  deemed  love-worthy  ?  " 


Faugh !  —  nay,     Ferishtali, 
think  I 


"  Attributes  ? 
't  i3     an     ulcer, 


936 


FERISHTAH'S  FANCIES 


Attributes,  quotha?    Here's  poor  flesh   and 

blood, 
Like  thine  aiid  mine  and  every  man's,  a  prey 
To   hell-fire !    Uast    thou   lost   thy   vits   for 

once?" 

**  Friend,  here  they  are  to  find  and  profit  by  I 
Put  pain  from  out  the  world,  what  room  were 

left 
For  thanks  to  Qod,  for  Ioyb  to  Man  ?    Why 

thanks,  — 
Except  tor  some  escape,  whatever  the  style. 
From  pain  that  might  be,  name  it  as  thou 

mayst? 
Why  love,  —  when  all  thy  kind,  save  me,  sup- 

IKwe, 
Thy  father,  and  thy  son,  and  .  .  .  well,  thy 

dog. 
To  eke  the  decent  number  out  —  we  few 
Who  happen  —  like  a  handful  of  chance  stars 
From  the  unnumbered  host — to  shine  overhead 
And    lend  thee  light,  —  our   twinkle  all  thy 

store*  ~— 
We  only  take  thy  lore!    Mankind,  fonooth  ? 
Who  83rmpathizee  with  their  general  joy 
Foolish  as  undeserved  ?    fiut  pain — see  Ood^s 
Wisdom  at  work  1  —  man's  heart  is  made  to 

judge 
Pain  deserved  nowhere  by  the  common  flesh 
Oar  birthright,  —  bad  and  good  deserve  atike 
No  pain,  to  numan  apprehension  I    Lust, 
Greed,  cruelty,  injustioe  crave  (we  hold) 
Due  pnmshment  from  somebody^  no  doubt : 
But  ulcer  in  the  midriff  1  that  brings  flesh 
Triimiphant  from  the  bar  whereto  arraigned 
Soul  quakes  with  reason.    In  the  e^e  of  God 
Pain  may  have  purpose  and  be  justified : 
Man's  sense  avails  to  only  see,  m  pain, 
A  hateful  chance  no  man  but  would  avert 
Or,  failing,  needs  must  pity.    Thanks  to  God 
And  love  to  man,  —  from  roan  take  these  away. 
And  what  is  man  worth  P    Therefore,  Mihrab 

Shah, 
Tax  me  mv  bread  and  salt  twice  over,  daim 
Laila  my  daughter  for  thy  sport,  —  go  on  I 
Slay  my  son's  self,  maintain  thy  poetiy 
Beats  mine,  —  thou  meritest  a  aoaen  deaths  1 
But  —  ulcer  in  the  stomach,  —  ah,  poor  soul. 
Try  a  fig>plaster :  may  it  ease  thy  pangs  I" 


Bo,  the  heed  aches  and  the  limbs  are  fsint  I 
Flesh  is  a  burden  —  even  to  yon  t 

Can  I  force  a  smile  with  a  fancy  quaint  ? 
Why  are  my  ailments  none  or  few  ? 


In  the  ioul  of  me  sits  slugglshnf 
Body  so  strong  and  wiu  so  weak  : 

The  slave  stands  fit  for  the  labor  —  yes. 
But  the  master's  mandat^i  is  stlU  to  seek. 

Yon,  now— what  if  the  outside  dav 
Helped,  not  hindered  the  Inside  name  ? 

My  dim  to-morrow  —  your  plain  to-day. 
Tours  the  achievement,  mine  the  slm  ? 

Bo  were  it  rightly,  so  shall  it  be  I 
Only,  while  eurth  we  pace  together 

For  the  purpose  sppoftioned  you  sad  me. 
Closer  we  tread  for  a  common  tether. 


Ton  shall  sigh,  **  Wait  for  his  slnsgish  wml  I 
Bhame  he  should  lag,  not  lamedaia  1 1  '* 

May  not  I  smile,  "  Ungained  her  goal : 
Body  may  reach  her  —  by  and  by  "  ? 

VII.  A  CAMEL-DRIVER 

*'  How  of  his  fate,  the  Pilgrims*  soldie^gnide 
Condemned  *'  (Ferishtah  questioned),  ''  for  he 

slew 
Hie  merchant  whom  ha  convoyed  with  ha 

bales 
~  A  speinal  treaoheity  ?  " 

"  Sir,  the  proofs  were  plaia : 
Justice  was  satisfied  :  between  two  boards 
The  rogue  was  sawn  asunder,  rightly  served." 

**With  all    wise    men's   ^>proTal  —  miae  at 
least." 

"  Himself,  indeed,  confessed  as  much.    ^  I  die 
Justly  '  (groaned  he )  '  through  over-g»cedins» 
Which  tempted  me  to  rob  :  but  grieve  themoit 
That  he  who  auickened  sin  at  slumber,  — ay. 
Prompted  and  pestexed  ma  till  thoi^t  grew 

deed,  — 
The  same  is  fled  to  Syria  and  is  safe, 
Laughiiur  at  me  thus  left  to  pay  for  both. 
My  comfort  is  that  God  reserves  for  him 
HeU's hottest'"  .  .  . 


»t 


Idle  woids." 


^       ,  "Enlighten  me! 

Wherefore  so  idle  ?    Pnnisliment  by  man 
Has  thy  assent,  —  the  woid  is  on  tliy  Upa. 
By  parity  of  reason,  punishment 
By  God  should  likelier  win  thy  thanks  and 


praise. 


li 


Man  acts  as  man  must :  God,  as  God 

A  camelrdriver,  when  his  beast  will  bite. 
Thumps  her  athwart  the  mossle ;  why?" 

'^HowelM 
Instmct  the  creature — months  should  mnaeh 
not  bite?" 

"  True,  he  is  man,  knows  but  man's  trick  to 

teach. 
Suppose  some  plain  word,  told  her  first  of  all. 
Had  hindered  any  biting?  " 

''Find  him 
And  fit  the  beast  with  understanding  first  I 
No  undemtandii^  animals  like  Bdkhsh 
NowadavB,  Master  t    TUl  they  breed  oo  eardu 
For  teaching  —  blows  moat  serve." 

''Who  deals  the  Uow- 
What  if  by  some  rare  method,  —magic,  aiqr,  — 
He  saw  into  the  biter's  very  soul. 
And  knew  the  fault  was  so  repented  of 
It  could  not  happen  twice  ?  " 


"That'ssomethmg: 
hear,  methinks,  the  driver  say,  '  No  less 


Btia 


THE  TWO   CAMELS 


937 


Take  thy    fault's  duel     Those  long^necked 

nsterSfSee, 
Lean  all  arstfetoh  to  know  if  bitini;  meets 
Puiiiahment  or  enjojB  impimity. 
For  their  sakes  — thwaok  I '  " 

**  The  ioiiniey  home  at  end. 
The  solitary  beast  safe-stabled  now, 
la  comes  the  driyer  to  avenge  a  wrong 
Suffered  from  six  months  since,  —  apparently 
With  patienoe,  oav,  approval :  when  the  jaws 
Met  V  the  small  o*  the  arm.    '  Ha,  Ladykin, 
Still  at  thy  frotics,  girl  of  gold  ? '  Uughed  he : 
*  Eat  flesh  ?   Rye-grass  content  thee  rather  with. 
Whereof    accept   a   bundle  1 '     Now,  —  what 

change  I 
Laughter  by  no  means  I   Now  *t  is,  *  Fiend,  thy 

frisk 
Was  fit  to  find  thee  provender,  didst  jud^  ? 
Behold  this  red-hot  twy-prong,  thus  I  stick 
To  hiss  i'  the  soft  of  thee  !  '^ 

"  Behold  ?  behold 
A  crazy  noddle,  rather !    Sure  the  brute 
Might  wellnigh  have  pUun  speech  coaxed  out  of 

tongue. 
And  grow  as  voluble  as  Rakhsh  himself 
At  such  mad  outrage.    *'  Could  I  take  thy  mind. 
Guess  thy  desire  ?    If  biting  was  offence. 
Wherefore  the    rye-grass    bundle,  why    each 

day's 
Patting  and  petting,  but  to  intimate 
My  plavsomeness  had  pleased  thee  ?    Thou  en- 

With  reason,  truly  1  • " 

**  Reason  aims  to  nuse 
Some    makeshift     scaffold-vantage     midway, 

whence 
Man  dares,  for  life's  brief  moment,  peer  below : 
But  ape  omniscience  ?    Nay  I    The  ladder  lent 
To  climb  by,  step  and  step,  until  we  reach 
The  little  foothold-rise  allowed  mankind 
To  mount  on  and  thence  guess  the  sun's  sup* 

vey  — 
ShidL  this  avail  to  show  us  world-wide  truth 
Stretched   for  the  sun's  descrjring?     Reason 

bids, 
*  Teach,  Man,  thy  beast  his  duty  first  of  all 
Or  last  of  all,  with  blows  if  blows  must  be,  — 
How  else  accomplish  teaching  ? '    Reason  adds, 
^  Before  man's  First,  and  after  man's  poor  Last, 
God  operated  and  will  operate.' 
—  Process  of  which  man  merely  knows  this 

much,  — 
Iliat  nowise  it  resembles  man's  at  all. 
Teaching  or  punishing." 

"  It  follows,  then, 
rhAt  any  malefactor  I  would  smite 
(Vith  God^s  aUowanoe,  Qod  himself  will  spare 
Presumably.    No  scape^^raoe  ?    Then,  rejoice 
rhon  snatch-grace  sate  m  Syria  I  " 

**  Friend,  such  view 
s  but  man's  wonderful  and  wide  mistake. 
tfaJB  lumps  his  kuid  i'  tke  mass :  God  singles 
thence 


Unit  by  unit.    Tlion  and  Gk>d  eiist  — 

So  think  t  —  for  certain  :   think    the   mass  — 

mankind  — 
Disparts,  disperses,  leaves  thyself  alone ! 
Ask  thy  lone  soul  what  laws  are  plain  to  thee,  — 
Thee  and  no  other,  —  stand  or  fall  by  them ! 
That  is  the  part  for  thee :  regard  all  else 
For  what  it  may  be  —  Timers  illusion.    Tliis 
Be  sure  of — ignorance  that  sins,  is  safe. 
No    punishment    like   knowledge !    Instance, 

now  I 
My  father's  choicest  treasure  was  a  book 
Wherein  he,  day  by  day  and  year  by  year, 
Reoorded  gains  of  wisdom  for  my  sake 
When  I  should  grow  to  manhood.    While  a 

child. 
Coming  upon  the  casket  where  it  lav 
Unguarded,  —  what  did  I  but  toss  the  thing 
Into  a  fire  to  make  more  flame  therewith. 
Meaning  no  harm  ?    So  acts  man  three-years- 
old  ! 
I  grieve  now  at  my  loss  by^  witlessness. 
But  guilt  was  none  to  punish.    Man  mature  — 
Each  word  of  his  I  li|mtlv  held,  each  look 
I  turned  from  —  wisn  that  wished  in  vain  — 

nav,  will 
That  willed  and  yet  went  all  to  waste  —  't  is  these 
Rankle  like  fire.    Forgiveness  ?  rather  grrant 
ForgetfulnesB  I    The  past  is  past  and  lost. 
However  near  I  stand  in  his  regard, 
So  much  the  nearer  had  I  stooa  by  steps 
Offered  the  feet  which  rashly  spumed  their 

help 
That  I  call  Hell ;  why  further  punishment  ?  " 


Whan  I  Texed  yoa  and  you  chid  me. 
And  I  owned  my  fault  and  tamed 

My  cheek  the  way  you  bid  me. 
And  confeaaed  the  blow  weU  earned,  — 

My  comfort  all  the  while  waa 

—  Fault  waa  faulty — near,  not  quite  I 
Do  you  wonder  why  the  snile  waa  f 

O'erpuniabad  wrong  grew  right. 

But  faulta,  you  ne'er  auapected. 
Nay,  pniaed,  no  faulta  at  all,  — 

Tlioae  would  yon  had  detected  — 
Crushed  egga  whence  anakea  could  crawl  t 


VIII.   TWO  CAMELS 

Quoth  one :  "  Sir,  solve  a  scrapie  !    No  true 

sace 
I  hear  of,  but  instmcts  his  scholar  thus : 
*'  Wouldst  thou  be  wise  ?     Then  mortify  thy- 
self! 
Balk  of  its  craving  every  bestial  sense ! 
Say,  **  If  I  relish  melons  —  so  do  swine ! 
Horse,  ass,  and  mule  consume  their  provender 
Nor  leave  a  pea-pod :  fasting  feeds  the  soul."  ' 
Thus  they  aomonish :  while  thyself,  I  note, 
Eatest  thy  ration  with  an  appetite. 
Nor  falleet  foul  of  whoso  licks  his  lips 
And  sighs  —  *'  Well-saffroned  was  that  barley- 
soup!  ' 
Can  wisdom  coexist  with  —  gom-and-swill. 
I  say  not,  —  simply  sensual  preierenoe 
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For  this  or  that  fantastic  meat  and  drink  ? 
Moreover,  wind  blows  sharper  than  its  wont 
This  morning,  and  thou  hast  already  donned 
Thy  sheepskin  over-^rment :  sure  the  safi:e 
Is  busied  with  conceits  that  soar  above 
A  petty  changpB  of  season  and  its  chance 
Of  causing  orainaiy  flesh  to  sneeze  ? 
I  always  Uiought,  Sir  "... 

*'Son,*'  Ferishtah  said, 
"  Truth  ought  to  seem  as  never  thought  before. 
How  if  I  give  it  birth  in  parable  ? 
A  neighbor  owns  two  camels,  beasts  of  price 
And  promise,  destined  each  to  go,  next  week, 
Swif  tlv  and  surely  witli  his  merchandise 
From  Niahapur  to  Sebzevar,  no  truce 
To  tramp,  but  travel,  spite  of  sands  and  di*outh, 
In  days  so  many,  lest  they  miss  the  Fair. 
Each  falls  to  meditation  o^er  his  crib 
Piled  high  with  provender  before  the  start. 
Quoth  this :  *  My  soul  is  set  on  winning  praise 
From  goodman  lord  and  master,  —  hump  to  hoof, 
I  dedicate  me  to  his  service.    How  ? 
Grass,  purslane,  lupinea,  and  I  know  not  what, 
Crammed  in  my  manger  ?    Ha,  I  see  —  I  see  I 
No,  master,  spare  thy  money  !    I  shall  trudge 
The  distance  and  yet  cost  thee  not  a  doit 
Beyond  m^  supper  on  this  mouldy  bran.' 

*  Be  magnified,  O  master,  for  the  meal 
So  opportunely  liberal ! '  quoth  that. 

*  What  use  of  strength  in  me  but  to  sturmount 
Sands  and  simooms,  and  bend  beneath  thy  bales 
No  knee  until  I  reach  the  glad  bazaar  ? 

Thus  I  do  justice  to  thy  fare :  no  sprig 
Of  toothsome  chervil  must  I  leave  unchewed  I 
Too  bitterly  should  I  reproach  myself 
Did  I  sink  down  in  sight  of  Sebzevar, 
Remembering  how  the  merest  mouthful  more 
Had  heartened  me  to  manage  yet  a  mile ! ' 
And  so  it  proved  :  the  too-aDstemious  brute 
Midwav  broke  down,  his    pack  rejoiced  the 

tnievee. 
His  carcass  fed  the  vultures :  not  so  he 
The  wisely  thankful,  who,  good  market-drudge, 
Let  down  his  lading  in  the  market-place. 
No  diunage  to  a  single  pack.    Which  beast. 
Think  ve,  had  praise  and  patting  and  a  brand 
Of  gooa-and-faithful-servant  fixed  on  flank  ? 
So,  with  thy  squeamish  scruple.    What  imports 
Fasting  or  feasting  ?     Do  thy  day's  work,  dare 
Refuse  no  help  thereto,  since  help  refused 
Is  hindrance  sought  and  found.    Win  but  the 

race — ^ 
Who  shall  object  *  He  tossed  three  wine-cups  off. 
And,  just  at  starting,  Lilith  kissed  his  lips '  ? 

"  More  soberly,  —  consider  this,  my  Son ! 
Put  case  I  never  have  m3rself  enjoyed. 
Known  by  exmrience  what  enjoyment  means, 
How    shall    I  —  share    enjoyment  ?  —  no,    in- 
deed I  — 
Supply  it  to  my  fellows,  — ignorant. 
As  so  1  should  be  of  the  thing  they  crave. 
How  it  affects  them,  works  tor  good  or  ill. 
Style  my  enjoyment  self-indulgence  —  sin  — 
AVhy  should  I  labor  to  infect  my  kind 
With  sin's  occasion,  bid  them  too  enjoy. 
Who  else  might  neither  catch  nor  give  again 


Joy's  plague,  but  live  in  righteous  misery  ? 
Just  as  I  cannot,  till  myself  convincedU 


Bevond  joy :  but  renounced  for  mine,  not  tbein . 
Why,  the  physician  called  to  help  the  sick. 
Cries  '  Let  me,  first  of  all,  discard  my  health! ' 
No,  Son  :  the  richness  hearted  in  such  joy 
Is  in  the  knowing  what  are  gifts  we  give. 
Not  in  a  vain  enaeavor  not  to  know  l 
Therefore,  desire  joy  and  thank  God  for  it  I 
The  Adversary  said,  —  a  Jew  reports,  — 

In  Persian  phrase,   *'  Does  Job  fear  God  for 

naught?' 
Job's  creatureship  is  not  abjured,  tJion  fool  I 
He  nowise  isolates  himself  and  plays 
The  independent  eaual,  owns  no  more 
I'han  himself  gave  nimself ,  so  why  thank  God? 
A  proper  speech  were  this  O^H^KD 
'  Equals  we  are.  Job,  labor  for  thyself. 
Nor  bid  me  help  thee  :  bear,  as  best  flesh  may. 
Pains  I  inflict  not  nor  avail  to  cure : 
Beg  of  me  nothing  thou  thyself  mayst  win 
By  work,  or  waive  with  magnanimity. 
Since  we  are  peers  acknowledged,  —  acarnly 

peers. 
Had  I  implanted  anv  want  of  tlune 
Only  my  power  could  meet  and  gratify.* 
No :  rather  hear,  at  man's  indif^renoe  — 
^  Wherefore  did  I  contrive  for  thee  that  ear 
Hungry  for  music,  and  direct  thine  eye 
To  where  I  hold  a  seven-stringed  instrament, 
Unless  I  meant  thee  to  besee^  me  play  ?  * " 


Once  I  saw  a  chemist  take  a  pinch  of  powder 

—  Simple  dust  It  leemed  —  and  half-unstop  a  phial : 

—  Out  dropped  harmleas  dew.   "  Mixed  nothings  make  ** 

(quota  he) 
**  Something  !  "     So  they  did :  a    thondervdap,  bst 

louder  — 
lightning-flaah,  but  fleroer —  put  epectatora*  aeiveite 

trial: 
Sure  enough,  we  leaned  what  was,  imagined  vial 

might  be. 

Had  I  no  experience  how  a  llp*s  mere  tremble. 
Look's  half  hedtatioD,  eheek^s  Just  change  of  color. 
These  effect  a  heartquake,  —  how  should  I  coneei«« 
What  a  hearen  there  may  be  ?    Let  it  but  reaemble 
Earth  myself  have  known  I  No  bliss  that  *s  finer,  fiiilir, 
Only  —  bliss  that  huts,  they  say,  and  fain  would  I  be* 
lieve. 


IX.  CHERRIES 

"  What,  I  disturb  thee  at  thy  momin^meal : 
Cherries  so  ripe  already  ?    Eat  apace  ! 
I  recollect  thy  lesson  yesterday. 
Yet  — thanks.    Sir,  for    thy  leave   to    inter* 
rupt"  .  .  . 

"  Friend,  I   have  finished  my  repast,   thank 
GodI" 

'*  There  now,  thy  thanks  for  breakinfr  fast  oa 
fruit  I- 
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fhanks  being'  praise,  or  tantamount  thereto. 
Mthee  consider,  have  not  things  degree, 
\goftj  and  low  ?  Are  thinss  not  great  and  small, 
rhenoe  claiming  praise  and  wonder  more  or  less  r 
>ha]l  we  confuse  them,  with  thy  warrant  too, 
Vhose  doctrine  otherwise  begins  and  ends 
Vith  just  this  precept,  *  Never  faith  enough 
n  man  as  weaKness,  uod  as  potency '  ? 
Vhen  I  would  pa^  souFs  tribute  to  that  same, 
Yhy  not  look  up  m  wonder,  bid  the  stars 
Attest  my  praise  of  the  All-mighty  One  ? 
rVliat  are  man^s  puny  members  and  as  mean 
ileqnirements  weighed  with  Star-King  Mush- 

tari? 
rhere  is  the  marvel  I  " 

"  Not  to  man  —  that  ^s  me. 
list  to  what  happened  late,  in  fact  or  dream. 
L  certain  stranger,  bound  from  far  awa}^ 
itill  the  Shah^s  subject,  found  himself  before 
spahan  palace-gate.    As  duty  bade, 
le  enters  in  the  courts,  will,  if  he  may. 
See  so  much  glory  as  befits  a  slave 
Vbo  only  comes,  of  inind  to  testify 
low  great  and  good  is  shown  our  lord  the  Shah. 
n  he  walks,  round  he  casts  his  eye  about, 
!xx>ks  up  and  down,  admires  to  hearths  content, 
iaoends  the^  gallery,  tries  door  and  door, 
"iTone  says  his  reverence  nay :  peeps  in  at  each. 
Venders  at  all  the  unimagined  use, 
}old  here  and  jewels  there,  —  so  vast, that  hall  — 
yo  perfect  yon  pavilion  I  —  lamps  above 
blading  look  up  from  luxuries  below,  — 
Sverraore  wonaer  topping  wonder,  —  last  — 
indden  he  comes  upon  a  cosy  nook, 
^  nest-like  little  chamber,  with  his  name, 
ilis  own,  yea,  his  and  no  mistake  at  idl, 
i'lain  o^er  the  entry,  —  what,  and  he  descries 
rust    those    arrangements    inside,  —  oh,    the 

care!  — 
>iiited  to^  soul  and  body  both,  —  so  snu^ 
die  cushion  —  nay,  the  pipe-stand  furnished  so  I 
^ereat  he  cries  aloud,  —  what  think'st  thou. 

Friend? 
That  these  my  slippers    should   be  just  my 

choice, 
Sven  to  the  color  that  I  most  affect, 
a  nothing :  ah,  that  lamp,  the  central  sun, 
Yhat  must  it  light  within  its  minaret 
[  scarce  dare  guess  the  good  of  I    Who  lives 

there? 
rhat  let  me  wonder  at,  —  no  slipper  toys 
ileant  for  the  foot,  forsooth,  which  kicks  them 

—  thus!' 

*  Never  enough  faith  in  omnipotence,  — 
^ever  too  much,  by  parity,  oi  faith 

[n  impuissance,  man^  —  which  turns  to  strength 
^^en  once  acknowledged  weakness  every  way. 
riow  ?    Hear  the  teaching  of  another  tale. 

*  Two  men  once  owed  the  Shah  a  mighty  sum, 
Seggars  they  both  were :  this  one  crossed  his 

arms 
%jid  bowed  his  head,  —  *  whereof,'  sighed  he, 

*  each  hair 
EVoved  it  a  jewel,  how  the  host's  amount 
iVere  idly  strewn  for  payment  at  thy  feet  I ' 


*Lord,  here  they  lie,  my  havings   poor  and 

scant! 
All  of  the  berries  on  my  currant-bush. 
What  roots  of  garlic  have  escaped  the  mice, 
And  some  five  pippins  from  the  seedling  tree,  — 
Would  they  were  nalf-a-^ozen !    Anyhow, 
Accept  my  all,  poor  begvar  that  I  am  ! ' 

*  Received  in  fiul  of  all  demands  I '  smiled  back 
The  a^portioner  of  every  lot  of  ground 

From  inch  to  acre.    Littleness  m  love 
Befits  the  littleness  of  loving  thing. 
What  if  he  boasted  *  Seeing  I  am  great, 
Great  must  my  correspondmg  tribute  be  '  ? 
Mushtari,  —  well,  suppose  him  seven  times  seven 
The  sun's  superior,  nroved  so  by  some  sage  : 
Am  I  that  sage  ?    To  me  his  twinkle  blue 
Is  all  I  know  of  him  and  thank  him  for. 
And  therefore  I  have  put  the  same  in  verse  — 

*  Like  yon  blue  twinkle,  twinks  thine  eye,  my 

Love  I' 

Neither  shalt  thou  be  troubled  overmuch 
Because  thy  offering  —  littleness  itself  — 
Is  lessened  by  admixture  sad  and  Strang 
Of  mere  nuurs  motives,  —  praise  with  ^ar,  and 

love 
With  looking  after  that  same  love's  reward. 
Alas,  Friend,  what  was  free  from  this  alloy,  — 
Some  smatch  thereof,  —  in  best  and  pui-est'love 
Proffered  thy  earthly  father  ?    Dust  thou  art. 
Dust  shalt  be  to^  the  end.    Thy  father  took 
The  dust,  and  kindly  called  the  handful  —  gold. 
Nor  cared  to  count  what  sparkled  here  ana 

there 
Sagely  unaaalytic.    Thank,  praise,  love 
^um  up  thus)  for  the  lowest  favors  first. 
The  commonest  of  comforts  !  aught  beside 
Very  omnipotence  had  overlooked 
Such  needs,  arranging  for  thy  little  life. 
Nor  waste  thy  power  of  love  in  wonderment 
At  what  thou  wiselier  lettest  shine  unsdled 
By  breath  of  word.  That  this  last  cherry  soothes 
A  roughness  of  my  palate,  that  I  know : 
His  Maker  knows  why  Mushtari  was  made." 


Verae-mskiiig  was  least  of  my  virtues :  I  viewed  with 

despair 
Wealth  that  never  yet  was  but  might  be — all  that  Terae> 

making  were 
If  the  life  would  but  lengthen  to  wish,  let  the  mind  be 

laid  bare. 
So  I  said  **  To  do  little  is  bad,  to  do  notUng  is  worse  "  - 
And  made  verse. 

Love-jnaking,— how  simple  a  matter!    No  depths  to 

explore. 
No  heights  in  a  life  to  ascend  I  No  disheartening  Before, 
No  affrighting  Hereafter,  — love  now  will  be  love  ever^ 

more. 
So  I  felt  *'  To  keep  silence  were  folly :  '*  —  all  language 

above, 

I  made  love. 
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**  At,  but,  Ferishtah,"  —  a  disciple  smirked,  — 
**  That  verse  of  thine  *  How  twinks  thine  eye, 

my  Love, 
Blue  as  yon  star-beam  I '  much  arrides  myself 
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Who  haplv  mAv  obtain  a  kias  therewith 

Thie  eve  xroni  Laila  where  the  pabna  abound  — 

My  youth,  my  warrant  —so  the  palms  be  oloae  1 

Suppose  when  thou  art  earnest  in  discourse 

Concerning  high  and  holy  things,  —  abrupt 

I  out  with  —  *  Laik's  lip,  how  honey-sweet  I '  — 

What  say 'St  thou,  were  it  scandalous  or  no  ? 

I  feel  thy  shoe  sent  flying  at  my  mouth 

For  daring  —  prodigy  of  impudence  — 

Publish  what,  secret,  were  permissible. 

WeU,  —  one   slide   further  in  the  imagined 

slough,  — 
Enee^eep  therein,  (respect  thy  reverence !)  — 
(Suppose  me  well  aware  thv  verv  self 
Stooped  prying  through  the  palm-screen,  while 

Solace  me  with  careasings  all  the  same  f 
Unutterable,  nay  —  unthinkable, 
Undreamablie  a  deed  of  shame !    Alack, 
How  will  it  fare  shouldst  thou  impress  on  me 
That  certainly  an  Eye  is  over  all 
And  each,  to  mark  the  minute^s  deed,  word, 

thought. 
As  worthy  of  reward  or  punishment  ? 
Shall  I  permit  my  sense  v»  Eye-viewed  shame, 
Broad  daylight  perpetration,  —  so  to  speak,  — 
I  had  not  dared  to  breathe  within  the  £ar. 
With  black  night's  help  about  me  ?    Yet  I  stand 
A  man,  noi  monster,  made  of  flesh  not  cloud : 
Why  made  so,  if  my  making  prove  offence 
To  Sinker's  eye  and  ear  ?  " 

**  Thou  wouldst  not  stand 
Distinctly  Man,"  —  Ferishtah  made  reply, 
'^  Not  the  mere  creature,  —  did  no  limit-line 
Round  thee  about,  apportion  thee  thy  place 
Clean-cut  hom  out  and  off  the  illimitable,  — 
Minuteness  severed  from  immensity. 
All  of  thee  for  the  Maker,  —  for  thvself , 
Workings  inside  the  circle  that  evolve 
Thine  aU,  —  the  product  of  thy  cultured  plot. 
So  much  of  grain  the  ground's  lord  bids  thee 

yield- 
Bring  sacks  to  granarv  in  Autumn  I  spare 
Daily  intelligence  of  this  manure. 
That  compost,  how  they  tend  to  feed  the  soil : 
There  thou  art  master  sole  and  absolute 
—  Only,  remember  doomsday  I    Twit'st  thou  me 
Because  I  turn  away  ray  outraged  nose 
Shouldst  thou  obtrude  thereon  a  shovelful 
OF  fertilizing  kisses  ?    Since  thy  sire 
Wills  and  obtains  thy  marriage  with  the  maid. 
Enough  I     Be  reticent,  I  counsel^  thee, 
Nor  venture  to  acquaint  him.  point  by  point, 
What  he  procures  thee.     Is  he  so  obtuse  ? 
Keep  Uiy  instruction  to  thyself !    My  ass  — 
Only  from  him  expect  acknowledcment. 
The  while  he  champs  my  gift,  a  thistle-bunch. 
How  much  he  loves  the  largess :  of  his  love 
I  only  tolerate  so  much  as  tells 
Bv  wrinkling  nose  and  inarticulate  grunt, 
The  meal,  that  heartens  him  to  do  my  work. 
Tickles  his  palate  as  I  meant  it  should." 


Soul,  —  tiavel-wonij,  toil-weary, — would  iwi— ■■ 
Along  with  Boul,  8oal*«  giiii*  from  glow  and 

Om^turM  from  wNuriugs  high  sod  divings  deep. 

BpoO-laden  Boul,  bow  should  such  memoric 
Take  Benae,  too  —  let  me  love  entire  and 
Not  with  my  Boul  I 


Syes  sball  meet  eyes  and  And  no  eyes 
Lips  feed  on  Ups,  no  other  lipe  to  fear  I 

Nopaat,  no  future — ao  thine  arma  bat 
llie  preaent  from  aurpriae  I  not  there,  *t  ia 

Not  then,  *t  b  now :  —  back,  memoriea  that ' 

Hake,  Love,  the  univerae  our  aolitade. 
And,  over  all  the  reat,  oblivion  roll — 
Benae  quenching  Soul  I 
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Kkowlbdqb   deposed,   then  !  "  —  groaned 
whom  that  moat  grieved 
As  f  oolishest  of  all  the  company. 
^'  What,  knowledge,  man's  oistmetiTe  attribnte, 
He  doffs  that  crown  to  emulate  an  ass 
Because  the  unknowing  long^ears  lorea  at  leasl 
Husked  lupines,  and  belike  the  feeder's  adf 
—  Whose  purpose  in  the  dole  what  asa  divines  ?  " 


Not  with  my  Boul,  Love  I  —bid  no  aonl  like  mine 
Luf  thee  srooad  nor  leave  the  poor  Benae  room ! 


''  Friend,"  quoth  Ferishtah.  "  all  I  seem  to  know 
Is  —  I  know  nothing  save  that  love  I  oan 
Boundlessly,  endlessly.    My  onrls  were  erowned 
In  youth  with  knowledge,  —  off,  alas,  crova 

slipped 
Next  moment,  pushed  by  better  knowledge  still 
Which  nowise  proved  more  constant :  gain,  to- 
day. 
Was  topnling  loss  to-morrow,  lav  at  laat 
—  Knowledge,  the  golden?  —  laoqnered  igno* 

ranee ! 
As  gain  —  mistrost  it  I    Not  as  meana  to  gain : 
Lacquer  we  learn  by :  oast  in  fiaing^pot. 
We  learn,  when  what  seemed  ore  assayed  profvei 

dross, — 
Surelier  true  gold's  worth,  guess  how  purity 
I'  the  lode  were  precious  could  one  Ugnt  on  en 
Clarified  up  to  test  of  crucible. 
The  prize  is  in  the  process :  knowledge  meaai 
Ever-renewed  assurance  by  defeat 
That  victory  is  somehow  still  to  reach. 
But  love  is  victory,  the  prise  itself : 
Love — trust  to  I    Be  rewarded  for  the  trmt 
In  trust's  mere  act.    In  love  sncoeas  is  sore. 
Attainment  —  no  delusion,  whatsoe'er 
The  prize  be :  apprehended  as  a  prize, 
A  prize  it  is.    Thy  child  as  surely  grasps 
An  orange  as  he  fails  to  grasp  the  sun 
Assumed  his  capture.    What  if  soon  he  finds 
The  foolish  fruit  unworthy  grasping  ?    Joy 
In  shape  and  color,  — that  was  joy  as  true  — 
Worthy  in  its  depriee  of  love  —  as  grasp 
Of  sun  were,  which  had  singed  his  hand  beside. 
What  if  he  said  the  orange  neld  no  jnice 
Since  it  was  not  that  sun  ne  hoped  to  suck  f 
This  constitutes  the  curse  that  spoils  our  Ufe 
And  sets  man  maundering  of  his  misei^. 
That  there 's  no  meanest  atom  he  obtaina 
Of  what  he  counts  for  knowledge  bat  he  cries 
*  Hold  hercj  —  I  have  the  whole  thing,  —  know, 

this  time. 
Nor  need  search  farther !  *    Wbereea,  strew  hii 
path 


A  PILLAR  AT  SEBZEVAR 


941 


^ith  pleasures,  and  he  sooms  them  while  he 

stoops: 
This  fitly  call'st  thoa  pleasure,  pick  up  this 
Lnd  praise  it,  truly  ?    I  reserve  my  thanks 
''or  something:  more  substantial.*    rool  not  thus 
n  practising:  with  life  and  its  delif;:hts ! 
Injoy  the  present  gift,  nor  wait  to  know 
7he  unknowable.    Enough  to  say  *  I  feel 
jove's  sure  efiFeet,  and,  beinff  lored,  must  lore 
riie  love  its  cause  behind,  — -i  can  and  do  I ' 
for  turn  to  try  thy  brain-nower  on  the  fact. 
Apart  from  as  it  strikes  tnee,  here  and  now  — 
ts  how  and  why,  i*  the  future  and  elsewhere) 
jxcept  to  —  yet  once  more,  and  ever  again, 
)oimrm  thee  in  thy  utter  iffnorance : 
Lasured  that,  whatsoever  the  quality 
>f   lovers  cause,  save   that  love  was  caused 

thereby, 
This  —  nigh  upon  reTealment  as  it  seemed 
L  minute  since  —  defies  thy  longing  looks, 
Vithdrawn  into  the  unknowahle  once  more. 
^ThoUy  distrost  thy  knowledge,  then,  and  trust 
Is  wholly  love  allied  to  ignorance  ! 
There  lies  thy  truth  and  wetv.    Love  is  praise, 
Lnd  praise  is  love  !    Refine  the  same,  eontrive 
kn  intellectual  tribute  — i^oranoe 
Lppreciating  ere  approbative 
>T  Knowledge  that  ui  infinite  ?    With  us, 
die   small,  who  use  the  knowledge  of  our 

kind 
Greater  than  we,  more  wisely  ignorance 
Cestriots  its  apprehension,  sees  and  knows 
^o  more  than  brun  accepts  in  faith  of  sight, 
Takes  first  what  comes  first,  only  sure  so  far. 
I J  Sebzevar  a  certain  lallar  stands 
\o  aptly  that  its  gnomon  tells  the  hour ; 
Vhat  if  the  townsmen  said  *  Before  we  thank 
Vho  placed  it,  for  his  serviceable  craft, 
Lnd  go  to  dinner  since  its  shade  tells  noon, 
^'eeds  must  we  have  the  craftsman's  purpose 

clear 
>n  hall  a  hundred  more  recondite  points 
rhan  a  mere  summons  to  a  vulgar  meal ! ' 
^tter  they  say  '  How  opportune  the  help  I 
}e  loved  and  praised,  thou  kindly-hearted  sa^ 
Vliom  Hudhnd  taught,  —  the  graeious  sptni- 

bird, — 
low  to  eonstroet  the  pillar,  teach  the  time ! ' 
k>  let  us  say  -^  not  *  Since  we  know,  we  love,' 
}nt  rather  *  Since  we  love,  we  know  enough/ 
'erhaps  the  pillar  by  a  spell  oontroUed 
inshtari  in  his^  eoarses  ?    Added  grace 
Purely  I  count  it  that  the  aaf^  devised, 
Reside  celestial  service,  ministry 
?o  all  the  land,  by  one  sharp  shade  at  noon 
Tailing   as    folk    foresee.    Once   more,  then, 

Friend  — 
Wliat  ever  in  those  careless  ears  of  thine 
Vithal  I  needs  must  round  thee)  —  knowledge 

doubt 
Sven  wherein  it  seems  demonstrable  I 
.jOTC,  —  in  the  claim  for  love,  that 's  gratitude 
for  apprehended  pleasure,  nowise  doubt  1 
*ay  its  due  tribute,  —  sure  that  pleasure  is, 
I^Thile  knowledge  may  be,  at  tbe  most.    See, 

now! 
Skting  my  breakfast,  I  thanked  God.  —  *  For 

love 


Shown  in  the  cherries'  flavor?    Consecrate 
So  petty  an  example  ? '    There 's  the  fault ! 
We  circumscribe  omnipotence.    Search  sand 
To  unearth  water :  if  nrst  handful  scooped 
Yields  thee  a  draught,  what  need  of  digging 

down 
Full  fifty  fathoms  deep  to  find  a  spring 
Whereof  the  pulse  might  deluge  half  the  land  ? 
Drain   the   sufficient   drop,  and   praise  what 

checks 
The  drouth  that  glues  thy  toqgue,  —  what  mofe 

would  help 
A  brimful  cistern  ?    Ask  the  cistern's  boon 
When  thou  wouldst  solace  camels :  in  thy  ( 
Relish  the  drop  and  love  the  lovable ! " 


i» 


And  what  may  be  unlovable  ?  * ' 


"  Why,  hate ! 
If  out  of  sand  comes  sand  and  naught  but  sand. 
Affect  not  to  be  cj^uafiinir  at  mirage. 
Nor  nickname  pain  as^  pleasure.    That,  belike. 
Constitutes  just  the  trial  of  thy  wit 
And  worthiness  to  gain  promotion,  —  hence. 
Proves  the  true  purpose  of  thine  actual  life. 
Th^  soul's  environment  of  things  perceived, 
Things  visible  and  things  invisible. 
Fact,  fancy  —  all  was  purposed  to  evolve 
This  and  this  only  —  was  thy  wit  of  worth 
To  recognize  the  drop's  use,  love  the  same. 
And  loyally  declare  against  miraee 
Though  all  the  world  asseverated  dust 
Was  good  to  drink  ?    Say,  *  what  nuide  moist 

my  lip. 
That   I   acknowledged    moisture : '   thou   art 

saved  1 

For  why  ?    The  creature  and  creator  stand 
Rightly  related  so.    Consider  well  ! 
Were  knowledge  all  thy  faculty,  then  God 
Must  be  igrnored :  love  gains  him  by  first  leap. 
Frankly  accept  the  creatureship :  ask  goc»d 
To  love  for :  press  bold  to  the  tether's  end 
Allotted  to  this  life's  intelligence  ! 
'So  we  offend?'    Will  it  offend  thyself 
If  —  impnissance  praying  potency  — 
Thy  chud  beseech  that  taou  command  the  sun 
Rise  bright  to-morrow  —  thou,  he  thinks  su- 
preme 
In   power  and   goodness,  why  shonldst  thon 

refuse? 
Afterward,  when  the  child  matures,  perchance 
The  fault  were  greater  if,  with  wit  full-grown, 
The  stripling  dared  to  ask  for  a  dinar. 
Than  that  the  boy  cried  '  Pluck  Sit-ara  down 
And  give  her  me  to  play  with ! '    'T  is  for  him 
To  have  no  bounds  to  his  belief  in  thee : 
For  thee  it  idso  is  to  let  her  shine 
Lustrous  and  lonely,  so  best  serving  him  1  '* 


Ask  not  one  least  word  of  praise  I 

Words  declare  your  eyes  are  bright  f 
What  then  meant  that  minuner  day*a 
Bilenne  spent  in  one  long  gase  ? 
Was  my  rilence  wrong  or  right  ? 


Words  of  praise  were  all  to  seek ! 
Fsoe  of  you  and  form  of  yoo, 
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Dtd  Umj  find  the  pr»lM  m  wMk 
When  my  lips  juat  touched  your  cheek  — 
Touch  which  let  my  aoul  come  through  ? 

XII.  A   BEAN-STRIPE:    ALSO   APPLE- 
EATING 

"  Look,  I  strew  beans  ^*  .  .  . 

(Ferishtah,  we  premiaef 
Strove  this  way  with  a  soholar^s  oavilment 
Who  put  Uie  peevish  question :  **  Sir,  be  frank ! 
A  ^;ood  thing  or  a  bad  thing  —  Life  is  which  ? 
Shine  and  shade,  happiness  and  misery 
Battle    it   out   there :    whioh   force   beats,  I 

ask? 
If  I  pick  beans  from  out  a  bushelf ul  — 
This  one.  this  other,  —  then  demand  of  thee 
^^at  color  luunes  each  justly  in  the  main,  — 
'  Black '  I  expect,  and  *  White '  ensues  reply : 
No  hesitation  lor  what  speck,  spot,  splash 
Of  either  color^s  opposite,  intrudes 
To  modify  thy  judgment.    Well,  for  beans 
Substitute  days,  —  show,  ranged  in  order.  Life — 
Then,  tell  me  its  true  color !    Time  is  short, 
Lifers   days   compose    a  span,  —  as    brief   be 

speech  ! 
Black  I  pronounce  for,  like  the  Indian  Sage,  — 
Black  —  present,  past,  and  future,  interspersed 
With  blanks,  no  doubt,  which  simple  folk  style 

Good 
Because  not  Evil :  no,  indeed  ?    Forsooth. 
Bbick's  shade  on  Wliite  is  White  too !    What's 

the  worst 
Of  Evil  but  tliat,  past,  it  overshades 
The  else-exemptea  present  ?  —  memory, 
We  call  the  plague  !    *  Nay,  but  our  memory 

fades 
And  leaves  the  past  unsullied  I '    Does  it  so  ? 
Why,  straight  the  purpose  of  such  breathing- 
space. 
Such  respite  from  past  ills,  grows  plain  enough ! 
What  follows  on  remembrance  of  the  past  ? 
Fear  of  the  future !    Life,  from  birth  to  death, 
Means  ~  either  looking  back  on  harm  esci^ied, 
(h*  looking  forward  to  that  harm's  return 
With  tentold  power  of  harming.    Black,  not 

White, 
Never  the  whole  consummate  quietude 
Life  should  be,  troubled  by   no   fear !  —  nor 

hope  — 
I  '11  sapr,  since  lamplight  dies  in  noontide,  hope 
Loses  itself  in  certainty.    Such  lot 
Man's  might  have  been:   I    leave  the  conse- 

qneiioe 
To  bolder  critics  or  the  Primal  Cause ; 
Such  am  not  I :  but,  man  —  as  man  I  speak : 
Black  is  the  bean-throw  :  evil  is  the  Lite  I ") 

**Look,  I  strew  beans,"  —  resumed  Ferishtah, 

—  '*  beauA 
Blackish  and  whitish ;  what  they  figure  forth 
Shall  be   man's   sum   of    moments,  bad  and 

good. 
That  make  up  Life,  —  each  moment  when  he 

feels 
Pleasure  or  pain,  his  poorest  fact  of  sense. 
Consciousness  anyhow  :  there 's  stand  the  first ; 


Whence  next  advance  shall  be  from  points  to 

line. 
Singulars  to  a  series,  parts  to  whole. 
And  moments  ta  the  Life.  How  look  they  nnr, 
Viewed  in  the  large,  those  little  ioyv  and  gnA 
Ranged  duly  all  a-row  at  last,  like  beans 
—  These  which  I  stiew?    This  bean  was  white, 

this  —  black. 
Set  by  itself  J  —  but  see  if  good  and  bad 
Each  following  either  in  companioDahip. 
Black  have  not  grown  less  black  and  white  lea 

white. 
Till  blackiah  seems  but  dun,  and 


And  the  whole  line  turns  —  well,  or  black  to 

thee 
Or  white  belike  to  me  —  no  matter  which  : 
The  main  result  is  —  both  are  modified 
According  to  our  eye's  scope,  power  of  range 
Before  and  after.    Black  dost  call  this  bean  ? 
What,  with  a  whiteness  in  its  wake,   which  — 

see  — 
Suffuses  half  its  neighbor  ?  —  and,  in  torn. 
Lowers  its  pearliness  late  abeolute. 
Frowned  upon  b^  the  jet  which  follows  hard— 
Else  wholly  white  my  bean  were.     CImosc  & 

joy! 
Bettered  it  was  by  sorrow  gone  before, 
And  sobered  somewhat  by  the  shadowy  sense 
Of  sorrow  which  came  after  or  might  come. 
Joy,  sorrow,  — by  precedence,  subeecmeiiDe — 
Either  on  each,  make  fusion,  mix  in  Life 
That 's  both  and  neither  wholly  :  gray  or  dua  ? 
Dun  thou  decidest  ?  gray  prevails,  sav  I : 
Wherefore  ?    Because  my  view  is  wide  enoogk, 
Reaches  from  first  to  last  nor  winks  at  all : 
Motion     achieves     it:    stop   short  —  fast    we 

stick,  — 
Probably  at  the  bean  that 's  blackest. 

*'Sinoe- 
Son.  trust  me,  —  this  I  know  and  only  this  — 
I  am  in  motion,  and  all  things  beside 
That  circle  round  my  passage  throagh  theb 

midst,  — 
Motionless,  these  are,  as  regarding  me : 
—  Which  means,  myself  I  solely  reoogniae. 
They  too  may  recognize  themselves,  not  ma. 
For  aught  I  know  or  care :  bnt  plain  tbey  serve 
This,  if  no  other  purpose — stufr  to  trr 
And  test  my  power  upon  of  raying  lignt 
And  lending  hue  to  all  things  as  igo 
Moonlike  through  vapor.    Mark  the  flying  ocb ! 
Think'st  thou  the  halo,  painted  still  arreSi 
At  each  new  cloud-fleece  pierced  and  passaged 

through. 
This  was  and  is  and  will  be  evermore 
Colored  in  permanence  ?    The  glory  swims 
Girdling  the  glory-giver,  swallowed  stnught 
By  night's  abysinal  gloom,  unglorified 
Behind  as  erst  before  the  advancer :  gloom  f 
Faced  by  the  onward-faring,  see,  succeeds 
From  the  abandoned  heaven  a  next  surprise* 
And  where 's  the  gloom  now  ?  — silver-smittea 

straight. 
One  glow  and  variegation  !    So  with  me« 
Who  move  and  make  —  myself  —  the  black,  the 

white. 
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The  ffDod,  the  bad,  of  life's  eiiTironraent. 
Stand  still  I   black   stays  black :  start  again  I 

there 's  white 
Aflserta  snpremaoy :  the  motion 's  all  ^ 
That  colors  me  my  moment :  seen  as  joy  ?  — 
I  have  escaped  from  sorrow,  or  that  was 
Or  mi^ht  have  been :  as  sorrow  ?  —  thence  shall 

Escape  as  certain :  white  preceded  black. 
Black  shall  friye  way  to  white  as  duly,  —  so. 
Deepest  in  Mack  means  white  most  imminent. 
Stand  still,  —  haye  no  before,  no  after !  —  life 
Proves  death,  existence  grows  impossible 
To  man  like  me.     *'  What  else  is  blessed  sleep 
But  death,  then  ?  *    Why,  a  rapture  of  release 
From  toil, — that^s  sleep^s  approach:  as  oer- 

tainW, 
The  end  of  sleep  means,  toil  is  triumphed  o^er : 
These  round  the  blank  inconsciousness  between 
Brightness  and   brightness,  either  pushed  to 

blaze 
Jiist  through  that  blank^s  interposition.    Hence 
The  use  of  things  external :  man  —  that  'si  — 
Practise  thereon  my  power  of  casting  light, 
And  calling  substance,  -^  when  the  light  I  cast 
Breaks  into  color,  —  by  its  proper  name^ 
—  A  truth  and  yet  a  falsity :  black,  white, 
Names  each  bean  taken  from  what  lay  so  close 
And  threw  such  tint :  pain  might  mean  pain 

indeed 
Seen  in  the  passage  past  it,  —  pleasure  prove 
No  mere  delusion  while  i  pause  to  look,  — 
Though  what  an  idle  fancy  was  that  fear 
^Vlucn  overhung  and  hindered  pleasure's  hue  ! 
While  how,  again,  pain's  shade  enhanced  the 

shine 
Of  pleasure,  else  no  pleasure !    Such  effects 
Came  of  such  causes.    Passage  at  an  end,  — 
Past,  present,  future  pains  and  pleasures  fused 
So  that  one  glance  may  gather  blacks   and 

whites 
Into  a  lifetime.  —  like  my  bean-streak  there, 
Why,  white  they  whirl  into,  not  black  —  for 

me  I" 

^*  Ay,  but  for  me  ?    The  indubitable  blacks. 

Immeasurable  miseries,  here,  there 

And  everywhere  i'  the  world  —  world  outside 
thine 

Paled  off  so  opportunely,  —  body's  plague. 

Torment  of  soul,  —  where 's  found  thy  fellow- 
ship 

With  wide  hnmanitr  all  round  about 

Reeling  beneath  its  burden  ?    What 's  despair  ? 

Behold  that  man,  that  woman,  child  — nay, 
brute  1 

Will  any  speck  of  white  unblacken  life 

Splashed,  splotched,  dyed  hell-deep  now  from 
end  to  end 

For  him  or  her  or  it  —  who  knows  ?    Not  I !  " 

'"  Nor  I,  Son  I    '  It '  shall  stand  for  bird,  beast, 

fish. 
Reptile,  and  insect  even  :  take  the  last ! 
There  's  the  palm-aplus,  minute  miracle 
An  wondrous  every  whit  as  thou  or  I : 
Well,  and  his  world's  the  palm-frond,  there 

he 's  bom. 


Lives,  breeds,  and  dies  in  that  ciroumference, 
An  inch  of  green  for  cradle,  pasture-ground. 
Purlieu  andsTave :  the  palm's  use,  ask  of  him  1 

*  To  furnish  Uiese,'  replies  his  wit :  ask  thine  — 
Who  see  the  heaven  above,  the  earth  below, 
Creation  everywhere^  —  these,  each  and  all 
Claim  certain  recognition  from  the  tree 

For  special  service  rendered  branch  and  bole, 
Top-tuft  and  tap-root :  —  for  thyself,  thus  seen, 
Palms  furnish  dates  to  eat,  and  leaves  to  shade, 
—  Maybe,  thatch  huts  with,  —  have  another  use 
Than  strikes  the  aphis.    So  with  me,  my  Son  I 
I  know  my  own  appointed  |>atoh  i'  the  world, 
What  pleasures  me  or  pains  there:   all  out- 
side — 
How  he,  she,  it,  and  even  thou.  Son,  live, 
Are  pleased  or  pained,  is  past  coniecture,  once 
I  pry  beneath  the  semblance,  —  all  that 's  fit. 
To  practise  with,  —  reach  where  the  fact  may 

lie 
Fathom-deep  lower.    There  's  the  first  and  last 
Of  my  philosophy.    Blacks  blur  thy  white  ? 
Not  mine !    The  aphis  feeds,  nor  finds  his  leaf 
Untenable,  because  alanoe-throst,  nay. 
Lightning  strikes  sere  a  moss-patch  close  be> 

side. 
Where  certain  other  aphids  live  and  love. 
Restriction  to  his  single  inch  of  white, 
That 's  law  for  him,  the  aphis :  but  for  me. 
The  man,  the  larger^onlea,  beside  my  stretch 
Of  blacks  and  whites,  I  see  a  world  of  woe 
All  round  about  me  :  one  such  burst  of  black 
Intolerable  o'er  the  life  I  count 
Wliite  in  the  main,  and,  yea  —  white's  faintest 

trace 
Were  clean  abolished  once  and  evermore. 
Thus  fare  m^  fellows,  swallowed  up  in  gloom 
So  far  as  I  discern  :  how  far  is  that  ? 
God's  care  be  God's !    'T  is  mine  — to  boast  no 

joy 
Unsobered  by  such  sorrows  of  my  kind 
As  sully  with  their  shade  my  life  that  shines." 

**  Reflected  possibihties  of  pain, 
Forsooth,  just  chasten  pleasure  I    Pain  itself,  -* 
Fact  and  not  fancy,  does  not  this  affect 
The  general  color?  " 

**  Here  and  there  a  touch 
Taught  me,  betimes,  the  artifice  of  things  — 
That  all  about,  external  to  myself. 
Was  meant  to  be  suspected,  —  not  revealed 
Demonstrably  a  cheat,  —  but  half  se«n  through, 
Lest  white  should  rule  unchecked  along  the 

line 
Therefore  white  may  not    triumph.    All  the 

same. 
Of  absolute  and  irretrievable 
And  all-subduing  black,  —  black's  soul  of  black 
Beyond  white's  power  to  disintensify,  — 
Of  that  I  saw  no  sample :  such  may  wreck 
My  life  and  ruin  my  philosophy 
To  -  morrow,    doubtless  :  hence   the   constant 

shade 
Cast  on  life's  shine,  — the  tremor  that  intrudes 
When  firmest  seems  my  faith  in  white.    Dost 

ask 

*  Who  is  Ferishtah,  hitherto  exempt 
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From  black  ezperienoe  P    Why,  if  God  be  jiuit, 
Were  sundry  fellow-mortAlB  nnirled  oat 
To  undergo  experience  for  his  sake. 
Just  that  the  gift  of  pain,  bestowed  on  them, 
111  him  might  temper  to  the  due  degree 
Joy's  else-exeeasive  hirgess  V  *    Whv,  indeed  I 
Back  are  we  brought   thus  to   the  starting- 
point — 
BCan's  impotenoy,  God*s  omnipoienoe, 
These  stop  my  answer.    Aphis  that  I  am, 
How  leave  my  inoh-allotment,  pass  at  will 
Into  my  fellow's  liberty  of  range. 
Enter  into  his  sense  of  black  and  white, 
As  either,  seen  by  me  from  outside,  seems 
Predominatinglv  the  color  ?    Life, 
Lived  by  my  fellow,  shall  I  nass  into 
And  myself   live  there  V    No  —  no  more  than 

pass 
From  Persia,  where  in  sun  since  birth  I  bask 
Dailv,  to  some  ungracious  land  afar. 
Tola  of  by  travellers,  where  the  night  of  snow 
Smothers  up  day,  and  fluids  lose  themselyes 
VvoMn  to  marble.    How  I  bear  the  sun, 
Beat  thouffh  he  may  unduly,  that  I  know : 
How  blooa  once  curdled  ever  creeps  again. 
Baffles  conjecture  :  yet  since  people  live 
Somehow,  resist  a  dime  would  conquer  me. 
Somehow  provided  for  their  sake  must  dawn 
Compensative  resource.     *  No  sun,  no  grapes,  — 
Then,  no  subsistence  I '  —  were  it  wisely  said  ? 
Or  this  well-reasoned  —  *  Do  I  dare  feel  warmth 
And  please  my  palate  here  with  Persia's  vine, 
Though,  over -mounts,  —  to  trust  die  travel- 
ler,— 
Snow,  feather-thick,  is  falling  while  I  feast  ? 
What  if  the  cruel  winter  force  his  way 
Here  also  ?  '    Son,  the  wise  reply  were  this  : 
When  cold  from  over^mounts  spikes  through 

and  through 
Blood,  bone  and  marrow  of  Ferishtah,  —  then, 
Time  to  look  out  for  shelter  —  time,  at  least. 
To  wring  the  hands  and  cry  *  No  shelter  serves  I ' 
Shelter,  of  some  sort,  no  experienced  chill 
Warrants  that  I  despair  to  nnd." 


''  No  less. 
Doctors  have  differed  here ;    thou  say'st  diy 

say; 
Another  man's  experience  masters  thine. 
Flat  controverted  oy  the  sourlj-Sage, 
The  Indian  witness  who,  with  faculty 
Fine  as  Ferishtah's,  found  no  white  at  all 
Chequer  the  world's  predominating  black. 
No  good  oust  evil  from  supremacr, 
So  that  Life's  best  was  that  it  led  to  death. 
How  of  his  testimony  ?  " 

'*  Son,  suppose 
My  camel  told  me :  *  Threescore  days  and  ten 
I  traversed  hill  and  dale,  yet  never  found 
Food  to  stop  hunger,  drink  to  stay  my  drouth ; 
Yet,  here  I  stand  alive,  which  take  in  proof 
That  to  survive  was  found  impossible  I ' 
*  Nay,  rather  take  thou,  non-surviving  beast,* 
(Reply  were  prompt,)  *  on  flank  this  thwack  of 

staff 
Nowise  affecting  flesh  that 's  dead  and  dry  I 
Thou  wincest  ?    Take  correotkm  twice,  amend 


Next  time  thy  nomenclature  I    Call  white - 

white ! ' 
The  sourlynSa^,  for  whom  life's  best  wasdea^ 
Lived   out   his   seventy   years,    looked   hak, 

laughed  loud. 
Liked  —  above    all  —  his    dinner,  —  lied,   b 

short." 

**  Lied  is  a  rough  phrase:  say  he  fell  fna 

truth 
In  climbing  towards  it !  —  sure  less  faulty  so 
Than  had  ne  sat  him  down  and  stayed  eontnt 
With  thy  safe  orthodoxy, '  White,  all  white. 
White  eveiywhere  for  certain  I  should  see 
Did  I  but  understand  how  white  is  black. 
As  clearer  sense  than  mine  would.'     Clesm 

sense,  — 
Whose  may  that  be?     Mere  human  eyes  1 

boast^ 
And  such  distinguish  colors  in  ihe  main. 
However  any  toneue,  that 's  human  too. 
Please  to  report  tne  matter.      Dost  thou  bbm 
A  soul  that  strives  but  to  see  plain,  nposV  tne. 
Truth  at  all  hazards  ?    Oh,  this  false  for  resL 
This  emptiness  which  feigns  solidity,  — 
Ever  some  gray  that 's  white  an«l  dnn  that  'i 

black,  — 
When  shall  we  rest  upon  the  thing  itself 
Not  on  its  semblance  ?~  Soul  —  too  weak,  tat- 

sooth. 
To  cope  with  fact — wants  fiction  everywhere! 
Mine  tires  €i  falsehood :  truth  at  any  cost  I  " 

**  Take  one  and  try  conclusions  —  this,  rap- 
pose  I 
God  is  all-good,  all-wise,  all-powerful :    troth  ? 
Take  it  and  rest  there.     Wnat  ia  man  f     Net 

God: 
None  of  these  absolutes  therefore,  —  yot  hiiD- 

self, 
A  creature  with  a  creature's  qualitiea. 
Make   them   agree,   these   two    oonoeptioBB! 

Each 
Abolishes  the  other.    Is  man  weak. 
Foolish  and  bad  ?    He  must  be  Ahriman, 
Co-equal  with  an  Ormnzd,  Bad  with  Good, 
Or  else  a  thing  made  at  the  Prime  Sole  Will, 
I>oing  a  maker's  pleasure  —  with  resulta 
Which  —  call,  the  wide  world  over, '  what  must 

be'  — 
But,  from  man's  point  of  view,  and  only  point 
Possible  to  his  powers,  call  —  evidence 
Of  goodness,  wisdom,  strength  ?  we  moek  our- 
selves 
In  all  that's  best  of  us, — man^a  blind  bnt 

sure 
Craving  for  these  in  very  deed  not  word. 
Reality  and  not  illusions.    Well,  — 
Since  these  nowhere  exist  — nor  there  whoc 

cause 
Must  have  effect,  nor  here  where  craving^  meaas 
Graving  unf  ollowed  by  fit  consequence 
And  fml  supply,  aye  sought  for,  never  found  — 
These  —  what  are  they  but  man's  own  rule  of 

right? 
A  scheme  of  goodness  recognized  by  man. 
Although  by  man  unrealizable,  — 
Not  God*s  with  whom  to  will  were  to  perform: 
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i^owiae  perfoimed  here,  therefore  Berer  willed, 
^hat  follows  bat  that  God,  who  ooold  the 

beet, 
las  willed  the  worst,  —  while  man,  with  power 

to  match 
kVill  with  performance,  were  deservedly 
flailed  the  supreme  —  provided  .  .  .  here's  the 

tonch 
rhat  breaks  the  bubble  .  •  .  this  concept  of 

man's 
^ere  man's  own  work,  his  birth  of  heart  and 

brain, 
His  natiye  grnuse,  no  alien  gnft  at  all. 
rhe  babble  breaks  here.    Will  of  man  create  ? 
^o  more  than  this  my  hand  which  strewed  the 

beans 
'rodneed  them  also  from  its  fincer^ps. 
iack  eoes  creation  to  its  source,  source  prime 
ind  ultimate,  the  single  and  the  sole." 

*  How  reconcile  discordancy,  —  unite 
■Motion  and  notion  —  God  that  only  can 
f  et  does  not,  —  man  that  would  indeed 
iat  just  as  surely  cannot,  —  both  in  one  ? 
Vhat  help  occurs  to  thy  intelligence  ?  " 

'  Ah,  the  beans,  —  or,  —  example  better  yet,  — 
L  carpet-web  I  saw  once  leave  the  loom 
Lnd  he  at  gorgeous  length  in  Ispahan ! 
The  weaver  phed  his  work  with  lengths  of  silk 
>yed  each  to  match  some  jewel  as  it  might, 
ihd  wove  them,  this  by  that.    *  How  comes  it, 

friend,'  — 
Quoth  I)  —  ^  that  while,  apart,  this  fiery  hue, 
rbat  watery  dimness,  either  shocks  the  eye, 
!o  blinding  bright,  or  else  oflFends  again, 
Jy  dnlness,  — -  yet  the  two,  set  each  by  each, 
iomehow  produce  a  color  bom  of  both, 
L  medium  profitable  to  the  sig^t  ? ' 
Such  medium  is  the  end  whereat  I  aim,'  — 
Answered  my  craftsman :  *  there  's  no  single 

tinct 
^ould  satisfy  the  eye's  desire  to  taste 
[he  secret  ox  the  diamond :  join  extremes 
tesults  a  serviceable  medium-ghost. 
Hie  diamond's  simulation.    Even  so 
needs  must  blend  the  quality  of  man 
Vith  quality  of  God,  and  so  assist 
fere  human  sight  to  understand  my  Life, 
Vbat  is,  what  should  be,  —  understand  thereby 
therefore  I  hate  the  first  and  love  tJie  last,  — 
Jnderstand  why  things  so  present  themselves 
?o  me,  placed  here  to  prove  I  understand. 
?hns,  from  beginning  runs  the  chain  to  end, 
Lnd  binds  me  plain  enough.      By  consequence, 
bade  thee  tolerate.  —  not  kick  and  onfr 
lie  man  who  held  tnat  natures  did  in  fact 
(lend  so,  since  so  thyself  must  have  them  blend 
n  fancy,  if  it  take  a  flight  so  far." 

A    power,  confessed   past  knowledge,  nay, 

past  thought, 
-  Thus  thought  thus  known !  " 

"  To  know  of,  think  about  — 
I  all  man's  sum  of  faculty  effects 
^en  exercised  on  earth's  least  atom,  Son  I 
rhat  was,  what  is,  what  may  such  atom  be  ? 


No  answer!     Still,  what  seems  it  to  man's 


An  atom  with  some  certain  properties 
Known  about,  thought  of  as  occasion  needs, 
—  Man's  —  but  occasions  of  the  universe  ? 
Unthinkable,  unknowable  to  man. 
Yet,  since  to  think  and  know  fire  through  and 

through 
Exceeds  man,  is  the  warmth  of  fire  unknown. 
Its  uses  —  are  they  so  unthinkable  ? 
Pass  from  such  obvious  power  to  powers  un- 
seen. 
Undreamed  of  save  in  their  sure  eonseouenoe : 
Take  that,  we  spoke  of  late,  which  oraws  to 

ground 
The  staff  my  hand  lets  fall :  it  draws,  at  least  — 
Thus  much  man  thinks  and  knows,  if  nothincr 


more. 


i» 


**  Ay,  but  man  puts  no  mind  into  such  power  I 
He  neither  thanks  it,  when  an  apple  drops. 
Nor  prays  it  spare  his  pate  while  underneath. 
Does  he  thank  Summer  though  it  plumped  the 

rind? 
Why  thank   the   other   force  —  whate'er  its 

name  — 
Which  gave  him  teeth  to  bite  and  tongue  to 

taste 
And  throat  to  let  the  pulp  pass?     Force  and 

force. 
No  end  of  forces  I   Have  they  mind  like  man  ?  " 

"  Suppose  thou  visit  our  lord  Shalim-Shah, 
Bringmg  thy  tribute  as  appointed.    *  Here 
Come  I  to  pay  my  due ! '    Whereat  one  slave 
Obsequious  spreads  a  carpet  for  thy  foot. 
His  fellow  offers  sweetmeats,  while  a  third 
Prepares  a  pipe :  what  thanks  or  praise  have 

they? 
Such  as  befit  prompt  service.    Gratitude 
Goes  past  them  to  the  Shah  whose  gracious  nod 
Set  aU  the  sweet  civility  at  work  ; 
But  for  his  ordinance,  I  much  suspect. 
My  scholar  had  been  left  to  cool  his  heels 
Uncarpeted,  or  warm  them  —  likelier  still  — 
With  oastiniwlo  for  intnudon.    Slaves 
Needs   must   obey  their  master:    *  force  and 

force. 
No  end  of  forces,'  act  as  bids  some  force 
Supreme  o*er  all  and  each :    where  find  that 

one? 
How  recognize  him  ?    Simply  as  thou  didst 
The  Shah  —  by  reasoning  *  Since  I  feel  a  debt. 
Behooves  me  pay  the  same  to  one  aware 
I  have  my  duty,  he  his  privilege.' 
Didst  thou  expect  the  slave  who  charged  thy 

pipe 
Would  serve  as  well  to  take  thy  tribute-ba^ 
And  save  thee  further  trouble  ?  " 

"Be  it  sol 
The  sense  within  me  that  I  owe  a  debt 
Assures  me  -*  somewhere  must  be  somebody 
Ready  to  take  his  due.    All  comes  to  this  — 
Where  dae  is,  there  acceptance  follows :  find 
Him  who  accepts  the  due  I  and  why  look  far  ? 
Behold  thy  kindred  compass  thee  about  I 
Ere  thou  wast  bom  and  after  thou  shalt  die, 
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Heroic  man  stands  forth  as  Shahan-^hah. 
Rustem  and  Gew,  Gudarz  and  all  the  rest. 
How  come  they  short  of  lordship  tliat's  to 

seek? 
Dead  worthies  I  but  men  live  undoubtedly 
(lifted  as  Sindokht,  sage  Sulayman's  match, 
Valiaut  like  Kawah :  ay,  and  while  earth  lasts 
Such  heroes  shall  abound  there  —  all  for  thee 
Who  profitest  by  all  the  present,  past, 
And  future  operation  of  tny  raoe. 
Why,  then,  o  erburdened  with  a  debt  of  thanks. 
Look  wistful  for  some  hand  from  out  the  clouds 
To  take  it,  when,  all  round,  a  multitude 
Would  ease  thee  in  a  trice  ?  '^ 

*^Such  tendered  thanks 
W^ould  tumble  back  to  who  craved  riddance. 
Sou  ! 

—  Wlio  but  my    sorry   self  ?    See  I   stars  are 

out  — 
Stars  which,  unconscious  of  thy  g^aze  beneath. 
Go  glorifying,  and  glorify  thee  too 

—  Those  Seven  Thrones,  Zurah's  beauty,  weird 

Parwin! 
Whether  shall  love  and  praise  to  stan  be  paid 
Or  —  say  —  some  Mubid  who,  for  good  to  thee 
Blind  at  thy  birth,  by  magic  all  his  own 
Opened  thine  eyes,  and  gave  the  sightless  sight, 
Let  the  stars^  glory  enter  ?    Say  his  charm 
Worked  while  thyself  lay  sleeping :  as  he  went 
Thou  wakedst :  *  What  a  novel  sense  have  1 1 
Whom  sluUl  I  love  and  praise?'    ^The  stars, 

each  orb 
Thou  staudest  rapt  beneath,'  proposes  one  : 
^  Do  not  they  live  their  life,  and  please  them- 
selves, 
And  so  please  thee  ?    What  more  is  requisite  ?  ' 
Make  thou  this  answer  :  *  If  indeed  no  mi^;e 
Opened  mv  eyes  and  worked  a  miracle, 
Tnen  let  tne  stars  thank  me  who  apprehend 
That  such  an  one  is  white,  such  other  blue  ! 
But  for  my  apprehension  both  were  bluik. 
Cannot  I  close  my  eyes  and  bid  my  brain 
Make  whites  and  blues,  conceive  without  stars' 

help. 
New  qualities  of  color?  were  my  sight  ^ 
Lost  or  misleading,  would  yon  nd  —  I  judge 
A  ruby's  benefaction  — stand  for  au^t 
But  green  from  vulgar  glass  ?    Myself  appraise 
Lustre  and  lustre  :  should  I  overlook 
Fomalhaut  and  declare  some  fen-fire  king, 
Who  shall  correct  me,  lend  me  eyes  he  trusts 
No  more  than  I  trust  mine  ?    My  mage  for  me  I 
I  never  saw  him  :  if  he  never  was, 
I  am  the  arbitrator ! '    No,  my  Son ! 
Let  us  sink  down  to  thy  similitude  : 
I  eat  my  apple,  relish  what  is  ripe  — 
The  snnnv  side,  admire  its  rarity 
Since  half  the  tribe  is  wrinkled,  and  the  rest 
Hide  commonly  a  maggot  in  the  core,  — 
And  down  Zerdusht  goes  with  due  smack  of 

lips: 
But  —  thank  an  apple  ?     He  who  made  my 

mouth 
To  masticate,  my  palate  to  approve. 
My  maw  to  further  the  concoction  —  Him 
I  thank,  —  but  for  whose  work,  the  orchard's 

wealth 


Might    prove  so  many    gall-nuts — stoda  a 

stones 
For  aught  that  I  should  think,  or  know,  or 


care. 


»» 


"Why  from  the  world,**  Feriahtsb  oniled,  " 
thanks 
Oro  to  this  work  of  mfaie  f    If  worthy  praise. 

Praised  let  it  be  and  wehM>nie :  as  verse  ranks. 
Bo  rate  mv  verse  :  if  good  therein  outwei^ 
Aught  faulty  Judged,  Judge  Justly !    Juatiee  says : 

Be  Just  to  fact,  or  blaming  or  approving : 

But  —  generous  ?    No,  nor  loving  I 

"  Loving  I  what  claim  to  love  has  work  of  mine  ? 
Concede  my  life  were  emptied  of  its  gains 

To  furnish  forth  and  fill  work*s  strict  conflaa, 
Who  works  so  for  the  world's  sake — he  complaias 
With  cause  when  hate,  not  love,  rewards  liia  _ 

I  looked  beyond  the  world  f6r  truth  and  beanty : 

Sought,  found,  and  did  my  duty.** 


EPILOGUE 

Oh,  Ixive  — no.  Love!    All  the  noise  below. 
Love, 
Groanings  all  and  moauings  —  none  of  Life  I 
lose! 
All  of  Life 's  a  cry  just  ot  wearinesa  and  woe. 
Love  — 
**  Hear  at  least,  thou  happy  one ! "     How  eaa 
I,  Love,  but  choose  ? 

Only,  wheu  I  do  hear,  sudden  circle   xoond 
me 
—  Much  as  when  the  moon^s  might  frees  a 
space  from  cloud  — 
Iridescent  splendors  :  gloom  —  would  ebe  eon- 
found  me  — 
Barriered   off   and    banished    far  —  bri^t- 
edged  the  blackest  shroud ! 

Thronging  through  the  dond-rift,  whose  are 
^  they,  the  faoes 
Faint  revealed  yet  sure  divined,  the  famous 
ones  of  old  ? 
"^Vhat"  —  they    smile  —  "our    «»mwt,    oar 
deeds  so  soon  erases 
Time  upon  his  tablet  where  Life's  glory  lies 
enrolled? 

"Was  it  for  mere   fool's-play,  niake-bdieve 
and  mumming. 
So  we  battled  it  like  men,  not  boylike  sulked 
or  whined  ? 
Each  of  us  heard  clang  God*s  *"  Come ! '  and 
each  was  coming : 
Soldiers  all,  to  forward-face,  not  sneaks  to 
lag  behind  I 

"  How  of  the  field's  fortune  ?    That  concerned 
our  Leader  I 
Led,  we  struck  our  stroke  nor  cared  for  do- 
ings left  and  right : 
Each  as  on  his  sole  head,  failer  or  sneceeder. 
Lay  the  blame  or  lit  the  praise :  no  care  for 
cowards :  f^ht  I  " 
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Then  the  cloud-rift  broadens,  Bpannins  earth 
that 's  under, 
Wide  our  world  displays  its  worth,  man^s 
strife  and  strife  *8  success  ; 
All  the  good  and  beauty,  wonder   orowniug 
wonder, 
Till  my  heart  and  soul  applaud  perfection, 
nothing  less. 

Only,  at  hearths  utmost  joy  and  triumph,  terror 
Sudden  turns  the  blood  to  ice  :  a  chill  wind 
disencharms 
All  the  late  enchantment!    What  if   all   be 
error  — 
If  the  halo  irised  round  my  head  were,  Love, 
thine  arms  ? 

Palazzo  GiuBtinUn-Recanatl,  Vbnicb  : 
December  1, 1883. 

RAWDON   BROWN 

*'  Tutti  ga  i  so  gusti,  e  mi  go  i  mii." 

(  VeiutinH  aayttig.) 

Mr.  Rawdon  Brown  was  an  Englishman  who 
went  to  Venice  on  some  temporary  errand,  and 
lived  there  for  forty  years,  dying  in  that  city  in 
the  summer  of  188^i.  He  had  an  enthusiastic 
love  for  Venice,  and  is  mentioned  in  books  of 
travel  as  one  who  knew  the  city  thoroughly. 
The  Venetian  saying  means  that  **  everybody 
follows  his  taste  as  I  follow  raine.'^  Toni  was 
the  gondolier  and  attendant  of  Brown.  The  in- 
scription on  Brown's  tomb  is  given  in  the  third 
ajid  fourth  lines.    Q.  W.  Gookk« 

SiOHED  Rawdon  Brown  :  ^^  Tes,  I  'm  departing, 
Toni! 
I  needs  must,  just  this  once  before  I  die, 
Revisit  England  :  Anglus  Brown  am  I, 
Although    my   heart 's    Venetian.    Tes,    old 

orony  — 
Venice  and  London  —  London  's  *  Death  tlie 
bony' 
Compaxed  with  Life  —  that 's  Venice  !  What 

a  sky, 
A  sea,  this  morning!  One  last  look  I   GkK>d«by, 
Ch  Pesaro  1    No,  lion  —  I  'm  a  coney 
To  weep  1    I  'm  dazzled ;  't  is  thatsun  I  view 
Rippling  the  .  .  .  the  .  .  .  Cospetto^    Toni! 
Down 
With  carpet-bag,  and  off  with  valiBe-strapB ! 
Bella  VenezicLf  rum  ti  lascio  piu  !  " 

Nor  did  Brown  ever  leave  her :  well,  per- 
haps 
Browning,  next  week,  may  find  himself  quite 

Brown  1 
November  28, 1883. 


THE  FOUNDER  OF  THE  FEAST 

Inscribed  in  an  Album  presented  to  Mr. 
Arthur  Chappell,  of  the  Saint  James  Hall 
Saturday  and  Monday  popular  oonoerts. 


**  Enter  my  palace,"  if  a  prince  should  say  — 
*'  Feast  with  the  Painters !    See,  in  bounteous 

row, 
They  range  from  Titian  up  to  Angelo  I  -' 

Ck>uld  we  be  silent  at  the  rich  survey  ? 

A  host  so  kindly,  in  as  great  a  way 
Invites  to  banauet,  substitutes  for  sliow 
Sound  that 's  aiviner  still,  and  bids  us  know 

Bach  like  Beethoven ;  are  we  thankless,  pray  ? 

Thanks,  then,  to  Arthur  Chappell,  —  thanks 
to  him 
Whose  every  guest  henceforth  not  idly  vaunts 
**  Sense   has    received   the    utmost    Nature 
grants. 
My  cup  was  filled  with  rapture  to  the  brim, 
When,  night  by  night,  —  ah,  memory,  how  it 

haunts  !  — 
Music  was  poured  by  perfect  ministrants. 
By  Halle,  Schumann,  Piatti,  Joachim. 
April  6, 1881. 


THE   NAMES 

At  Dr.  F.  J.  Funiivairs  suggestion.  Brown- 
ing was  asked  to  contribute  a  sonnet  to  the 
Shakesperean  Show-Book  oi  the  **Shakespereaii 
Show ''  held  in  Albert  Hall,  London,  on  May 
2<J-31,  1884,  to  pay  off  the  debt  on  the  Hospital 
for  Women,  in  Fulham  Road.  The  poet  sent 
to  the  committee  a  sonnet  on  the  names  of  Je- 
hovah and  Shakespeare. 

ShakespearbI  —  to   such     name^s   sounding, 
what  succeeds 
Fitly  as  silence  ?    Falter  forth  the  spell,  — 
Act  follows  word,  the  speaker  knows  full 
well. 
Nor  tampers  with  its  mafiTic  niore  than  needs. 
Two  names  there  are  :  Tnat  which  the  Hebrew 
reads 
With  his  soul  only :  if  from  lips  it  fell, 
Echo,  back  thundered  by  earth,  heaven  and 
hell, 
Would  own  **  Thou  didst  create  us !  "    Naught 

impedes 
We  voice  the  other  name,  man*s  most  of  might. 

Awesomely,  lovingly  :  let  awe  and  love 
Mutely  await  their  working,  leave  to  sight 
All  of  the  issue  as  —  below  —  above  — 
Shakespeare ^s  creation  rises :  one  remove, 
Though  dread  — this  finite  from  that  infinite. 
March  12, 1884. 


EPITAPH 

ON   LEVI   LINCOLN   THAXTKR 

Bom  in  Watertown.  Massachusetts,  February  i,  1834. 
Died  May  31,  1884. 

Mr.  Thaxter  was  early  a  student  of  Browning's 
genius  and  in  his  later  years  gave  readings  from 
his  poems,  which  were  singularly  interpretative. 
The  boulder  over  his  grave  bears  these  lines. 
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PARLEYINGS  WITH   CERTAIN   PEOPLE 


Thou,  whom  these  eyes  saw  never  I  Say  frienda 

true 
Who  say  my  soul,  helped  onward  hy  my  sone, 
Though  all  unwittingly,  has  helped  thee  too? 
I  gave  of  but  the  little  that  I  knew  : 
HLw  were  tlie  gift  requited,  while  along 
Life's  path  I  pace,  couldst  thou  make  weak- 
ness strung  I 
Help  me  with  knowledge  —  for  Life  'a  Old  — 
Death 's  New  1 
B.  B.  to  L.  L.  T.,  April,  1885w 

WHY  I   AM   A  LIBERAL 

Contributed  to  a  volume  edited  by  Andrew 
Reid,  in  which  a  number  of  leaders  of  English 
thought  answered  the  question,  '*  Why  I  am  a 
Liberal  ?  " 


"Why?"    Because  all  I  haply  can  and  do, 
All  that  I  am  now,  all  I  hope  to  be,  — 
Whence  comes  it  save  from  fortune  settiBg 
free 

Body  and  soul  the  purpose  to  pmrsne, 

God  traced  for  both  ?    If  fetters,  not  a  few. 
Of  prejudice,  convention,  fall  from  me. 
These   shall   I   bid  men  —  each    in  his  de- 
gree 

Also  God-guided  —  bear,  and  gayly,  too  ? 

But  little  do  or  can  the  best  of  ns  : 
That  little  is  achieved  through  Liberty. 

Who,  then,  dares  hold,  emancipated  thus. 
His  fellow  shall  continue  bound  ?     Not  t, 

Who  live,  love,  labor  freely,  nor  diaciiss 
A   brother's    rig^t   to   freedom.      That  u 
"  Why." 


PARLEYINGS  WITH  CERTAIN  PEOPLE  OF  IMPORTANCE 

IN  THEIR  DAY 

IN  MEMORIAM  J.  MILSAND,  OBIIT  IV.  SEPTEMBER,  MDCCCLXXXVI. 

A  bun*  A  6senUtn  A  udii^tu  Vidttfut, 


APOLLO  AND  THE  FATES 

A  PROLOGUE 

(Hymn  in  Mercurimn,  v.  559.     Eumenides,  vv.  693-4, 
697-8.    Alcestu,  yv.  12,  33.) 

Apollo,  (From  above,)  Flame  at  my  footfall, 

Parnassus  I    Apollo, 
Breaking  ablaze  on  thy  topmost  peak, 
Bums   thence,    down   to  the  depths  — dread 
hollow  — 
Haunt  of   the   Dire   Ones.     Haste  I    They 
wreak 
Wrath  on  Admetus  whose  respite  I  seek. 

The  Fates.  (Below.    Darkness.)    Dra|{onwise 

couched  in  the  womb  of  our  Mother, 
Coiled     at     thy    nourishingr    hearths    oore, 
Night  I 
Dominant  Dreads,  we,  one  bv  the  other. 

Deal  to  each  mortal  his  dole  of  light 
On  earth  —  the  upper,  the  glad,  the  bright. 

Clotho.  Even  so :  thus  from  my  loaded  spin- 
dle 

Plucking  a  pinch  of  the  fleece,  lo,  **  Birth  ** 
Brays  from  my  bronze  lip :  life  I  kindle  : 

Look,  H  is  a  roan  I  go,  measure  on  earth 
The  minute  thy  portion,  whatever  its  worth  I 

Lachesis.  Woe-purfled,  weal-prankt,  —  if  it 

speed,  if  it  linger,  — 
Life's  substance  and  show  are  determined  by 

me. 
Who,  meting  out,  mixing  with  sure  thumb  and 

finger, 


Lead  life  the  due  length:  is  all 
and  glee, 
All  tangle  and  grief  ?    Take  the  lot,  my  decree ! 

Atropo9.    —Which  I  make  an  end  of:   the 

smooth  as  the  tangled 
My  shears  cut  asunder :    each  snap  shrieks 
*^  One  more 
Mortal  makes  sport  for  us  Moirai  who  daiKled 
The  puppet  grotesquely  till  earth's  soUdioor 
Proved  film  he  fell  through,  lost  in  Naoght  si 
before." 

Clo,  I  spin  thee  a  thread.     lire,  Admetns ! 

Produce  him  I 
Lae.  Go,  *-  brave,  wise,  good,  happy !     Nov 

chequer  the  thread  I 
He  is  slaved  for,  yet  loved  by  a  god.    I  unloose 

him 
A  goddess-sent  plague.     He  has  conqnered. 

is  wed. 
Men  crown  him,  he  stands  at  the  h^ght,  — 
Atr,  He  is  .  .  . 

ApoUo.  {Entering :  Light.)  '"Dead?"^ 


Nay,  swart  S|>inster8 1    So  I  surprise  yon 
Makini 

dlini 

)ad  bv  J 
Of  daylignt  earth^s  blessing  sinoe  time  began ! 


[aking  and  marring  the  fortunes  of  Bfan  ? 
)  marvel,  your  enemv 
Head  by  head  bat-like,  blots  under  the  ban 


Making  and  marring 
Huddling  —  no  marvel. 


your  enemv  eyes  yon  — 


The  Fates.  Baok  to  thy  bkst  earth,  pryiag 

Apollo  I 
Shaft  upon  shaft  transpierce  with  thy  beams 
£«arth  to  the  centre,  —  spare  but  this  hollow 
Hewn    out   of    Night^s    heart,    where    on 

mystexy  seems 
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Mewed  from  day's 
her  dreama ! 


:  wake  earth  from 


Apoi.  Crones,  ^t  is  your  dnak  selves  I  startle 

from  slumber : 
Day^s   god    deposes    you  —  queens    Kight- 
crowned ! 
—  Plying  ^our  trade  in  a  world  ye  encumber, 

Fashioning  Man^s  web  of  life  —  spun,  wound, 
Left  the  length  ye  allot  till  a  olip  strews  the 
ground! 

Behold  I  bid  trnoe  to  your   doleful   smwn^ 
ment  — 

Annulled  by  a  sunbeam  I 

The  Fates.  Boy,  are  not  we  peers  ? 

Apol.  Yon   with   the   spindle   grant  birth: 
whose  inducement 

But  yours  —  with  the  niggardly  digits  —  en- 
dears 
To  mankind  chance  and  change,  good  and  evil  ? 
Your  shears  •  .  . 

Atr,  Ay,  mine  end  the  conflict :    so  much  is 


r. 


no  fable. 
We  spin,  draw  to  length,  cut  asunder :    what 

then? 
So  it  was,  and  so  is,  and  so  shall  be :  art  able 
To  alter  life*s  law  for  eohemeral  men  ? 
Apol,  Nor  able  nor  willing.    To  threescore 

and  ten 

CSztend  but  the  years  of  Admetus  I    Disaster 
Overtook  me,  and,  banished  by  Zeus,  I  be- 
came 
A  serraat  to  one  who  forbore  me  though  mas- 
ter: 
True   loTcrs  were   we.      Discontinue   your 
game, 
Jjot  him  live  whom  I  loved,  then  hate  on,  all 
the  same  I 

The  Fates.  And  what  if  we  granted  —  kw- 

flouter,  nse-trampler  — 
His  life  at  the  suit  of  an  upstart  ?    Judge, 
thou  — 
Ofioy  wers  it  fuller,  of  span  because  ampler  ? 
For  lovers  sake,  not  hate's,  end  Admetus  — 
ay,  now  — 
Not  a  gray  hair  on  head,  nor  a  wrinkle  on 
brow  ! 

For,  boy,  H  is  illusion:  from  thee  comes  a  glim- 
mer 
Transforming  to  beauty  life  blank  at  the 
best. 

Withdraw  —  and  how  looks  life  at  worst,  when 
to  shimmer 
Succeeds   the   sure   shade,    and   Man's   lot 
frowns  —  confessed 

Mere  blackness  chance-brightened  ?     Whereof 
shall  attest 

The  truth  this  same  mortal,  the  darling  thou 

stylest, 
Whom   love   would   advantage,  —  eke  out, 

day  by  day, 
A  life  which  't  is  solely  thyself  reconoilest 


Thy  friend  to  endure, — life  vrith  hope  :  take 
away 
Hope's  gleam  from  Admetus,  he  spurns  it. 
For,  say  — 

What 's  infancy  ?     Ignorance,  idleness,  mis- 
chief : 
Youth  ripens  to  arrogance,  foolishness,  greed : 
Age  —  impotence,  ehurlishness,  rancor :  call  this 
chief 
Of  boons  for  thy  loved  one  ?    Much  rather 
bid  speed 
Our  function,  let  live  whom  thou  hatest  indeed ! 

Persuade  thee,  bright  boy-thing !     Our  eld  be 

instructive  1 
Apol,  And  oertes  youth  owns  the  experience 

of  age. 
Ye  hold  then, 


grave  seniois,  my  beams  are 


productive 
—  Tney  solely  —  of   good  that's  mere  sem- 
blance, engage 
Man's  eye — gilding  eviU  Man's  true  heritage  ? 

The  Fates.  So,  even  so  1    From  without, — at 

due  distance 
If   viewed, — set   a^parkle,   reflecting   thy 
rays,  — 
Life    mimics   the   sun :    but   withdraw   such 
assistance,^ 
The  counterfeit  goes,  the  reality  stays — 
An  ice-ball  disguised  as  a  fire-orb. 
Apol,  What  craze 

Possesses  the  fool  then  whose  fancy  oonceitB 
him 
As  happy  ? 

The  Fates.  Man  happy  ? 
Apol.  If  otherwise  — solve 

This  doubt  which  besets  me  !    What  friend 
ever  greets  him 
Except  with  ^*  Live  long  as  the  seasons  re- 
volve," 
Not  ''  Death  to  thee   straightway  "  ?     Your 
doctrines  absolve 

Such  hailing  from  hatred  :    yet  Man  should 
know  best. 
He  talks  it.  and  glibly,  as  life  were  a  load 
Man  fain  would  be  rid  of :  when  put  to  the  test. 
He  whines  "'  Let  it  lie,  leave  me  trudging  the 
road 
That  is  rugged  so  far,  but  methinks  "... 
The  Fates.  Ay,  't  is  owed 

To  that  glamour  of  thine,  he  bethinks  him 
"  Once  past 
The  stony,  some  pateh,  nay,  a  smoothness  of 
swarth 
Awaits  my  tired  foot :  life  turns  easy  at  last "  — 
Thy  largess  so  lures  him,  he  looks  for  reward 
Of  the  labor  and  sorrow. 
Apol.  It  seems,  then  —  debarred 

Of  illusion  —  (I  needs  must  acknowledge  the 
plea) 
Man   desponds   and   despairs.     Yet, —  still 
further  to  draw 
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Due  profit  from  counsel,  —  soppone  there  should 

be 
Some  power  in  himself,  some  compensatiye 

law 
By  virtue  of  which,  independently  .  .  . 

The  Fates,  Faugh  1 

Strength  hid  in  the  weakling  I 

What  bowl-shape  hast  there. 
Thus  laughingly  proffered?    A  gift  to  our 
shrine  ? 
Thanks  —  worsted  in  argument !    K  ot  so  ?    De- 
clare 
Its  purpose  1 

ApoL        1  proffer  earth^s  product,  not  mine. 
Taste,  try,  and  approve  Man^s  invention  of — 
Wine  ! 

The  FcUes,  We  feeding  suck  honeycombs. 
AjxU,  Sustenance  meagre  I 

Such  fare  breeds  the  fumes  that  show  all 
things  amiss. 
Quaff  wine,  —  how  the  spirits  rise  nimble  and 
eager, 
Uiiscale  the  dim  eyes  I    To  Man^s  cup  grant 
one  kiss 
Of  your  lip,  then  allow  —  no  enchantment  like 
this! 

do.   Unhook  wings,  unhood  brows !     Dost 
hearken  ? 

Lack.  I  listen : 

1  see  — smell  the  food  these  fond  mortals 
prefer 
To  onr  feast,  the  bee^s  bounty  I 

Atr.  The  thing  leaps  I    But  —  glisten 

Its  best,  I  withstand  it  —  unless  all  concur 
In  adventure  so  novel. 

Apol.  Ye  drink  ? 

7%6  Fates.  We  demur. 

Ajwl.  Sweet  Trine,  be  indulgent  nor  scout 

the  contrivance 
Of  Man  —  Bacchus-prompted  I    The  juice,  I 
uphold. 
Illuminates  gloom  without  sunny  connivance. 
Turns  fear  into  hope  and  makes  cowardice 
bold,  — 
Touching  all  that  is  leadlike  in  life  turns  it 


ol( 


gold! 

Tfie  Fates.  Faith  foolish  as  false  ! 

Apol.  But  essav  it,  soft  sisters  I 

Then  mock  as  ye  may.  Lift  the  chalice  to  lin  1 
Good  :  thou  next  —  and  thou !  Seems  the  weo, 
to  you  twisters 

Of  life's  yarn,  so  worthless  ? 

Clo.  Who  guessed  that  one  sip 

Would  impart  such  a  lightness  of  limb  ? 

Lack,  1  could  skip 

lu  a  trice  from  the  pied  to  the  plain  in  my 
woof  I 
What    parts  each    from  either?     A  hair's 
breadth,  no  inch. 
Once  learn  the  right  method  of  stepping  aloof. 
Though  on  black  next  foot  falls,  nrm  I  fix  it, 
nor  flinch. 


—  Such  my  trost  white  succeeds ! 
Air,  One  could  live  —  at  a  piudi ! 

Apoi.  What,  beldames?    Earth's  yield,  bl 

Man's  skill,  can  effect 
Such  a  cure  of  sick  sense  that  je  spy  the  re- 
lation 
Of  evil  to  good  ?    But  drink  deeper,  oorreet 
Blear  sight  more  convincingly  still !    Take 
your  station 
Beside  me,  drain  dregs  I    Now  for  edification ! 

Whose  gift  have  ve  gulped  ?    Thank  not  me 
but  my  brother, 
Blithe  Bacchus,  our  youngest  of  godships. 
'T  was  he 
Found  all  boons  to  all  men,  by  one  god  or  other 

Already  conceded,  so  judged  there  must  be 
New  guerdon  to  grace  the  new  advent,  yoo 
see! 


Else  how  would  a  claim  to  Man's  homage  arise  ? 
The  plan  lay  arranged  of  his  mixed  woe  and 
weal. 
So  disposed  —  such  Zeus'  will  —  with  design  to 
make  wise 
Hie  witless  —  that  false  things  were  mingled 
with  real, 
Good  with  bad:  such  the  lot  whereto  law  set 
the  seal. 

Now,  human  of  instinct  —  since  Semele's  son. 

Yet  minded  divinely  —  since  fathered  by  Zens, 
With  naught   Bacchus  tampered,  undid   not 
tilings  done. 
Owned  wisdom  anterior,  would  qpare  wont 
and  use. 
Yet  change  —  without  shock  to  old  rule  —  in- 
troduce. 

Regard  how  your  cavern  from  crag-tip  to  base 
fWwns  sheer,  height  and  depth  adamantine, 
one  death ! 
I  rouse  with  a  beam  the  whole  rampart,  displace 
No  splinter  —  yet  see  how  my  flambeau,  be- 
neath 
And  above,  bids  this  gem  wink,  that  crystal 
unsheathe  I 

Withdraw  beam  — disclosure  once  more  Night 
forbids  you 
Of  spangle  and  sparkle  —  Day's  chance-gift, 
surmised 

Rock's  permanent  birthright :  my  potency  rids 
you 
No   longer  of   darkness,  yet   light  —  recog- 
nised— 

Proves  darkness  a  mask :  day  lives  on  though 
disguised. 

If  Bacchus  by  wine's  aid  avail  so  to  fluster 
Your  sense,  tliat  life's  fact  grows  from  adverse 
and  thwart 
To  helpful  and  kindly  by  means  of  a  duster  — 
Mere  hand-squeeze,  earth *s  nature  sublimed 
by  Man's  art  — 
Shall  Biicchns  claim  thanks  wherein  Zeus  has 
no  part? 
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Zens  — wisdom  anterior?    No,  maidi,  be  ad- 
monished I 
If  morn's  touch  at  base  worked  snch  wonders, 
much  more 
Had  noontide  in  absolute  glory  astonished 

Your  den,  filled  a*top  to  overflowing.    1  pour 
No  snoh  mad  confusion.    *T  is  Man's  to  explore 

Up  and  down,  inch  by  inch,  with  the  taper  his 


No  torch,  it  suffices  —  held  deftly  and  straight. 
Eyes,  purblind  at  first,  feel  their  way  in  due 
season. 

Accept  good  with  bad,  till  unseemly  debate 
Turns  concord  —  despair,  acquiescence  in  fate. 

YHio  works  this  but  Zeus  ?    Are  not  instinct 

and  impulse. 
Nut  concept  and  incept  his  work  through 

Man's  soul 
On  Man's  sense  ?    Just  as  wine  ere  it  reach 

brain  must  brim  pulse, 
Zeus*  flash  stings  the  mind  that  speeds  body 

to  goal. 
Bids  pause  at  no  part  but  press  on,  rsaeh  the 

whole. 

Forjpetty  and  poor  is  the  part  ye  enyisage 
'Wnen  —  (quafF  away,  cummers !)  —  ye  Yiew, 
last  and  first. 

As  efvil  Man's  earthly  existence.   Come  I  li  age, 
Is  infancy  —  manhood  —  so  uninterspersed 

With  good  —  some  faint  sprinkle  ? 

Clo.  I  'd  speak  if  I  durst. 

Apol.  Draughts  dregward  loose  tonprue^e. 

Laeh.  ^     .  ^  '^  "^^i  ^^  "^  ^^^ 

Set  eyes  somehow  winking. 

Apol,  Drains-deep  lies  their  purge 

—  True  oolhrrium  I 

Atr.      Words,  surging  at  high-tide,  soon  ebb 

From  starred  ears. 

Apol.    Drink  but  down  to  the  source,  they  re- 
suree. 
Join  handB  I    Tours  and  yours  too  I    A  dance 
or  a  dirge  ? 

Cho,  Quashed  be  our  quarrel !  Sourly  and 
smilingly, 

Bareand  gowned,  bleached  limbs  and  browned, 
Drive  we  a  dance,  three  and  one,  reconcilingly, 

Thanks  to  the  cup  where  dissension  is  drowned, 
Defeat  proves  triumphant  and  slavery  crowned. 

Infancy  ?    What  if  the  rose-streak  of  morning 
Pale  and  depart  in  a  passion  of  tears  ? 

Once  to  have  hoped  is  no  matter  for  scorning  t 
Love  once  —  e'en  love's  disappointment  en- 
dears! 

A  minute's  success  pays  the  failure  of  years. 

Kanhood  —  the  actual  ?    Nay,  praise  the  poten- 
tial I 
(Bound  upon  bound,  foot  it  around !) 

Wnat  is  f    No,  what  may  be  —  sing !  that  *s 
Man's  essential  I 


(Ramp,  tramp,  stamp  and  comt>ound 
uicy  with  fact — the  lost  secret  is  found 


Fancy 


1) 


Age  ?    Why,  fear  ends  there :  the  contest  con- 
cluded, 
Man  did  live  his  life,  did  escape  from  the 
fray: 

Not  scratchless   but   unscathed,  he  somehow 
eluded 
Each  blow  fortune  dealt  him,  and  conquers 
to*day : 

To-morrow  —  new  chance  and  fresh  strength,  — 
mil^t  we  say  P 

Laud  then  Man's  life  —  no  defeat  but  a  triumph ! 

lExj^otiOH  from  the  sarth^t  centre* 

Clo.  Ha,  loose  hands ! 

Lack.  I  reel  in  a  swound. 

Atro,  Horror  yawns  under  me,  while  from  on 

high  —  humph  I 
Lightnings  astound,  thunders  resound, 
Vault-roof  reverberates,  groans  the  ground  I 

iSilenee. 
Ajool.  I  acknowledge. 

The  Fates.  Hence,  trickster!    Straight  so- 
bered are  we  ! 
The  portent  assures  'twas  our  tongue  spoke 
the  truth. 
Not  thine.    While  the  vapor  encompassed  us 
three 
We  conceived  and  bore  knowledge  —  a  bant- 
ling uncouth. 
Old  brains  shudder  back  from :  so  —  take  it, 
rash  youth ! 

Lick  the  lump  into  shape  till  a  cry  comes ! 
Apol.  I  hear. 

The  Fates.    Dumb  music,  dead  eloquence  I 
Say  it,  or  sing  I  ^ 
What  was  quickened  in  us  and  thee  also  ? 
Apd.  I  fear. 

The  Fates.  Half  female,  half  male  — go,  am- 
biguous thing  I 
While  we  speak  —  perchance  sputter  —  pick  up 
what  we  fling ! 

Known  3ret  ignored,  nor  divined  nor  nngneosed. 
Such  is  Blan's  law  of  life.    Do  we  strive  to 
declare 
What  is  ill,  what  is  good  in  our  spinning? 
Worst,  best. 
Change  hues  of  a  sudden :  now  here  and  now 
there 
Flits  the  sign  which  decides  :  all  about  yet  no- 
where. 

'T  is  willed  so,  —  that  Man's  life  be  lived,  first 
to  last, 
Up  and  down,  through  and  through  —  not  in 
^  portions,  f orsootn. 
To  pick  and  to  choose  from.    Our  shuttles  fly 
fast. 
Weave  living,  not  life  sole  and  whole :  as  aga 
—  youth, 
So  death  completes  living,  shows  life  in  its  truth. 

Man  leamingly  lives :  till  death  helps  him  —  no 
^  lore! 

It  is  doom  and  must  be.    Dost  submit  ? 

Apol,  I  assent  — 

Concede  but  Admetus !    So  much  if  no  more 
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Of  m^  prayer  grant  as  peaoe-pledge  I  Be  gra- 
cious, though,  blent. 
Good  and  ill,  love  and  hate  streak  your  life-gift ! 
The  Fates.  Content  I 

Such  boon  we  accord  in  due  measure.    Life's 
term 
We  lengthen  should  any  be  moved  for  love's 
sake 
To  forego  life's    fulfilment!  renounce  in  the 
germ 
Fruit  mature  —  bliss  or  woe  —  either  infinite. 
Take 
Or  leave  thy  friend's  lot:  on  his  head  be  the 


stake 


r 


Apol.  On  mine,  griesly  gammers !    Admetus, 

I  know  thee  I  ^ 
Thou  ^zest  the  right  these  unwittingly  give 
Thy  subjects  to  rush,  pay  obedience  they  owe 
thee  I 
Importunate  one  with  another  they  strive 
For  the  glory  to  die  that  their  king  may  survive. 

Friends  rush  :  and  who  first  in  all  Phene  ap- 
pears 
But  thy  father  to  serve  as  thy  substitute  ? 
Clo.  Bah  I 

Apol,  Te  wince  ?     Then  his  mother,   well 

stricken  in  vears, 
Advances  her  claim  —  or  his  wife  — 
Lack.  Tra-la-UiI 

Apol,  But  he  spurns  the  exchange,  rather 

dies! 
Atro.  Ha,  ha,  ha  I 

{Apollo  cueendt.    Darkness. 


WITH   BERNARD   DE  MANDEVILLE 


At,  this  same  midnight,  by  this  chair  of  mine, 
Come  and  review  thv  counsels :  art  thou  still 
Stanch  to  their  teaching  ?  —  not  as  fools  opine 
Its  purport  might  be,  but  as  subtler  skill 
Could,  through  turbidity,  the  loaded  line 
Of  logic  casting,  sound  deep,  deeper,  till 
It  touched  a  quietude  and  reached  a  shrine 
And  recognized  harmoniously  combine 
Evil  with  good,  and  hailed  truth's  triumph  — 

thine. 
Sage  dead  long  since,  Bernard  de  Mandeville  I 

II 

Onlv,  'tis  no  fresh  knowledge  that  I  crave, 
Fuller  truth  yet,  new  gtunings  from  the  grave  ; 
Here  we  alive  must  ncteds  deal  fairly,  turn 
To  what  account  Man  may  Man^s  portion,  leam 
Man's  proper  play  with  truth  in  part,  before 
Entrusted  witn  the  whole.    I  ask  no  more 
Than  smiling  witness  that  I  do  my  best 
With  doubtnil  doctrine :  afterwards  the  rest  I 
80,  silent  face  me  while  I  think  and  speak  I 
A  full  disclosure  ?    Such  would  outrage  law. 
Law  deals  the  same  with  soul  and  body  :  seek 
Full  truth  my  soul  may,  when  some  babe,  I  saw 
A  new-bom  weakling,  starts  up  strong  —  not 
weak — 


Man  every  whit,  absolved  from  earning  awe, 
Pride,  rapture,  if  the  soul  attains  to  wreak 
Its  will  on  flesh,  at  last  can  thrust,  lift,  draw. 
As  mind  bids  muscle  —  mind  whioh  long  hm 

striven. 
Painfully  urging  body's  impotence 
To  effort  whereby  —  once  law's  barrier  riven. 
Life's  rule  abolLuied  —  body  mifrht  diajieiise 
With  infancy's  probation,  straight  be  g:iven 

—  Not  b^  foiled  darings,  fond  attempta  back- 

dnven, 
fine  faults  of  growth,  brave  sins  which  sBit 

when  shriven  — 
To  stand  f  ull-statured  in  magnificence, 

III 

No :  as  with  body  so  deals  law  with  0O11I 
That's  stung  to  strength  through  weakibni, 

strives  for  good 
Throuprh  evil, — earth  its  race-ground,  heaves 

Its  goal. 
Presumably  :  so  far  I  understood 
Thy  teaching  long  ago.    But  what  means  this 

—  Objected  by  a  mouth  which  yesterday 
Was  magisterial  in  antithesis 

To  half  the  truths  we  hold,  or  trust  we  may. 
Though  tremblingly  the  while?    '*Xo  sign" 

-^groaned  he  — 
*^  No  stirring  of  God's  finger  to  denote 
He  wills  that  right  should  have  snpremacr 
On  earth,  not  wrong  i    How  helpful  oould  we 

quote 
But  one  poor  instance  when  he  interposed 
Promptly  and  surely  and  beyond  mistake 
Between  oppression  and  its  victim,  closed 
Accounts  with  sin  for  once,  and  bade  ua  wake 
FVom  our  long  dream  that  justice  bears  no 

sword. 
Or  else  forgets  whereto  its  sharpness  serves  I 
So  might  we  safely  mock  at  what  unnerves 
Faith  now,  be  spared  the  sapping  fear's  increase 
That  haply  evirs  strife  with  go^  shall  oease 
Never  on  earUi.    Nay.  after  earth,  comee  peace 
Born  out  of  life-long  oattle  ?    Mana  lip  curves 
With  scorn  :  there,  also,  what  if  justice  swerves 
From  dealii]^  doom,  sets  free  by  no  swift  stroke 
Right  fettered  here  by  wrong,  but  leaves  life*s 

yoke  — 
Death  should  loose  man  from  —  fresh  laid,  past 

release  ?  " 

IV 

Bernard  de  Mandeville,  confute  for  me 
This  parlous  friend  who  captured  or  set  free 
Thunderbolts  at  his  pleasure,  yet  would  draw 
Back,  panic-stricken  by  some  puny  straw 
Thy   gold -rimmed   amber -headed   cane  had 

whisked 
Out  of  his  pathway  if  the  object  risked 
Encounter,  'acapea  thy  kick  from  buckled  shoe ! 
As  when  folk  heard  tnee  in  old  days  pooh-pooh 
Addison's    tye-wig    preachment,    grant 

friend  — 
(Whose  groan  I  hear,  with  guffaw  at  the  end 
Disposing  of  mock-melancholy)  —  grant 
His  bilious  mood  one  potion,  niinistrant 
Of  homely  wisdom,  healthy  wit  I    For,  hear ! 
**  With  power  and  wiU,  let  preference  tappetar 
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Bt  intenrention  erer  and  ave,  help  good 
When  evil*8  mastery  is  nnaefstood 
In  some  plain  ontragef  and  triamphant  wrong: 
Tramples  weak  right  to  noihinprneM :  nay,  long 
Ere  sach  sad  consummation  bnngs  despair 
To  right^s  adherents,  ah,  what  help  it  were 
If  wrong  lay  strangled  in  the  birth  —  each  head 
Of   the  hatched  monster  promptly   omshed, 

instead 
Of  spared  to  gather  venom  !    We  require 
No  great  experience  that  the  inch-long  worm, 
Free  of  our  neel,  would  grow  to  vomit  fire. 
And  one  day  plague  the  world  in  dragon  form. 
So  should  wrong  merely  peep  abroad  to  meet 
Wrong's  due  quietus,  leave  our  world's  way 

sale 
For  honest  waDdag.'* 


Saga,  onoe  more  repeat 
Instruction  t    'T  is  a  sore  to  soothe  not  chafe. 
Ah,  Fabulist,  what  luck,  oonld  I  contrive 
To    coax    from    thee    another    **  Qrumbling 

Hive  "  I 
My  friend  himself  wrote  fables  short  and  sweet: 
Ask  htm — ^*  Suppose  the  Gkrdener  of  Man's 

ground 
Plants  for  a  purpose,  side  by  side  with  good. 
Evil  —  (and  that  he  does  so  —  look  around ! 
What  does  the  field  show  ?) —  were  it  nndei> 

stood 
That  purposely  the  noxious  plant  was  found 
Vexing  the  virtuous,  poison  close  to  food, 
If,  at  first  stealing^f orth  of  life  in  stalk 
And   leaflet-promise,  quick   his  spud  should 

balk 
Evil  from  budding  foliage,  bearing  fruit  ? 
Such  timely  treatment  of  the  offending  root 
Might  strike  the  simple  as  wise  husbandry. 
But  swift  sure  extirpation  would  soaroe  suit 
Shrewder  observers.    Seed  onoe  sown  thrives: 

why 
Frustrate  its  productj  miss  the  quality 
Which  sower  binds  himself  to  count  upon  ? 
Had  seed  fulfilled  the  destined  puipose,  gone 
[Jnhindered  up  to  harvest  —  whiat  know  1 
But  proof  were  gained  that  every  growth  of 

good 
Sprang  consequent  on  evil's  neighborhood  ?  " 
So  said  your  shrewdness:  true  —  so  did  not 

say 
That  other  sort  of  theorists  who  held 
Mere  unimtelligenoe  prepared  the  way 
For  either  seed's  upeproutinff :  you  repelled 
rheir  notion  that  both  kinds  could  sow  them- 
selves. 
IVue  I  but  admit 't  is  understanding  delves 
Ajid    drops  each   germ,  what  else  but  folly 

thwarts 
rhe  doer's  settled  purpose  ?    Let  the  sage 
!^ncede  a  use  to  evil,  though  there  starts 
P'uU  many  a  burgeon  thence,  to  disengage 
)^ith  thumb  and  finger  lest  it  spoil  the  yield 
Poo  muoh  of  good's  main  tribute  1    But  our 

main 
rough  -  tendoned  mandrake  -  monster  —  puige 

the  field 
yf  him  for  once  and  all  ?    It  follows  plain 


Who  set  him  there  to  grow  beholds  repealed 
His  primal  law :  his  orainanoe  proves  vain : 
And  what  beseems  a  king  who  cannot  reign. 
But  to  drop  sceptre  valia  arm  should  wield  r 


VI 


ii 


Still  there 's  a  parable ' '  —  retorts  my  friend  — - 
''Shows  agriculture  with  a  difference ! 
What  of  the  crop  and  weeds  which  solely  blend 
Because,  once  planted,  none  may  pluck  them 

thence  ? 
The  Qardener  contrived  thus  ?    Vain  pretence  I 
An  enemy  it  was  who  unawares 
Ruined  tne  wheat  by  interspersing  tares. 
Where 's      our      desiderated      forethought  ? 

Where's 
Knowledge,  where  power  and  will  in  evid«ioe  P 
'T  is  Mair 8-play  merely  !    Craft  foils  rectitude, 
Malignity  defeats  beneficence. 
And  grant,  at  very  last  of  all,  the  feud 
'Twixt  good  and  evil  ends,  strange  thoughts  in- 
trude 
Thoufi^h  good  be  garnered  safely,  and  good's  foe 
Bundled  for  burning.    ThoughtB  steal:  *£ven 

so  — 
Wh^  grant  tares  leave  to  thus  o'ertop,  o'ertower 
Their  field-mate,  boast  the  stalk  and  fiaunt 

the  flower. 
Triumph    one    sunny     minute?    Knowledge, 

^wer. 
And  will  thus  worked  ?  '    Man's  fancy  makes 

the  fanlt ! 
Man,  vrith  the  narrow  mind,  must  cram  inside 
His  finite  God's  infinitude,  — earth's  vault 
He  bids  comprise  the  heavenly  far  and  wide, 
Since  Man  may  claim  a  right  to  understand 
What  passes  understanding.    So,  succinct 
And  trimty  set  in  order,  to  be  scanned 
And  scrutinized,  lo  —  the  divine  lies  linked 
Fast  to  the  human,  free  to  move  as  moves 
Its  proper  match :  awhile  they  keep  the  grooves. 
Discreetly  side  by  side  together  pace, 
Till  sudden  comes  a  stumble  incident 
Likely  enough  to  Man's  weak-footed  race, 
And  he  discovers  —  wings  in  rudiment, 
Such   as   he    boasts,  which   full-grown,  free- 
distent 
Would  lift  him  sksrward,  iaal  of  flight  while 

pent 
Within  humanity's  restricted  space. 
Abjure  each  fond  attempt  to  remresent 
The  formless,  the  illimitable  I    Trace 
No  outline,  try  no  hint  of  human  face 
Or  form  or  hand  !  " 

VII 

Friend,  here 's  a  tracing  meant 
To  help  a  guess  at  truth  you  never  knew. 
Bend  but  moee  eyes  now,  using  mind's  eye  too. 
And  note  —  sufficient  for  all  purposes  — 
The  ground-plan  —  map  you  loi^  have  yearned 

for  —  ^es. 
Make   out  in    markings  —  more   what   artist 

can?  — 
Goethe's  Estate  in  Weimar,  — just  a  plan  I 
A  is  the  House,  and  B  the  Garden-gate, 
And    C  the   Gra8»-i»lot  —  you  've   tlie   whole 

estate 
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Letter  bv  letter,  down  to  Y  the  Pond, 
And  Z  tne  Pig:sty.    Do  you  look  beyond 
The  al^rebraic  sigrns,  and  captious  say 
''  Is  il  the  House  ?    But  where 's  the  Roof  to 

A, 
Where's     Door,    where 's    Window?    Needs 

must  House  have  such  1 " 
Ay,  that  were  folly.    Why  so  very  much 
More  foolish  than  our  morUd  purblind  way 
Of  seekinif  in  the  symbol  no  mere  point 
To  guide  our  gaze  throu^rh  what  were  else  inane, 
But   thin^— their  sohd  selves?    '*  Is,  joint 

by  joint, 
Orion  man-like,  —  as  these  dots  explain 
His  eonstellation  ?    Flesh  composed  of  suns  — 
How  can  such  be  ?  "  exclaim  tne  simple  ones. 
Look  through  the  sign  to  the  thing  signified  — 
Shown  nowise,  point  by  point  at  bmt  ^scried. 
Each  an  orb*s  topmost  sparkle :  aU  beside 
Its  shine  is  shadow :  turn  the  orb  one  jot  — 
Up  flies  the  new  flash  to  reveal 't  was  not 
The  whole  sphere  late  flamboyant  in  your  ken ! 

VIII 

*'*'  What  need  of  symbolizing  ?    Fitlier  men 
Would  take  on  tongue  mere  facts  —  few,  faint 

and  far. 
Still  facts  not  fancies :  quite  enough  they  are. 
That  Power,  that  Knowledge,  and  that  Will, 

—  add  then 
Immensity,  Eternity  :  these  jar 
Nowise     with    our    permitted    thought     and 

speedi. 
Why  human  attributes  ?  '' 

A  myth  may  teach  : 
Only,  who  better  would  expound  it  thus 
Must  be  Euripides,  not  .^Sschylus. 

IX 

Boundingly  up  through  Night's  wall  dense  and 

dark. 
Embattled  crags  and  douds,  outbroke  the  Sun 
Above  the  conscious  earth,  and  one  by  one 
Her  heights  and  depths  absorbed  to  the  last 

sjwrk 
His  flmd  glory,  from  the  far  fine  ridge 
Of  mountain-granite  which,    trannormed    to 

gold. 
Laughed  first  the  thanks  back,  to  the  vale's 

dusk  fold 
On  fold  of  vapor-swathing,  like  a  bridge 
Shattered  beneath  some  giant's  stamp.    Night 

wist 
Her  work  done  and  betook  herself  in  misfc 
To  marsh  and  hollow,  there  to  bide  her  time 
Blindly  in  acquiescence.    Everywhere 
Did  earth  acknowledge  Sun's  embrace  sublime. 
Thrilling   her   to   the  heart  of  things:  since 

there 
No  ore  ran  liquid,  no  spar  branched  anew, 
No  arrowy  crystal  gleamed,  but  straightway 

Glad  through  the  inrush  —  glad  nor  more  nor 

less 
Than,  'neath  his  gaze,  forest  and  wilderness, 
Hill,  dale,  land,  sea,  the  whole  vast  stretch  and 

spread. 


The  universal  world  of  ereatures  bred 
Bv  Sun's  munificence,  alike  gave  praise  — 
All  creatures  but  one  only :  gaie  tor  gaze. 
Joyless     and    thankless,    who  —  all    scovhiig 
can  — 

Protests      against      the      inmtm«»«n«      nnMMf 

Man, 
Sullen  and  silent. 


mnumerons    praises . 


Stand  thou  forth  then,  stats 
Thy  wrong,    thou  sole  aggrieved  —  diaoooio- 

late  — 
While  every  beast,  bird,  reptile,  insect,  gay 
And  glad  acknowledges  the  bounteoos  &y ! 


Man  speaks  now  :  *^  What  availB  Sun^s  earth- 
felt  thrill 
To  me  ?    Sun  penetrates  the  ore,  the  nlant  — 
They  feel  and  grow :  perchance  with  aobtlv 

skill 
He  interfuses  fljr,  worm,  brute,  until 
Each  favored  object  pays  life's  mintstrant 
By  pressing,  in  obedience  to  his  will. 
Up  to  completion  of  the  task  prescribed. 
So  stands  and  stays  a  type.    Myself  imbibed 
Such  influence  also,  stood  and  stand  complete  — 
The  perfect  Man,  —  head,  body,    haDOs   and 

feet. 
True  to  the  pattern :  but  does  that  suffice  ? 
How  of  my  superadded  mind  which  needs 

—  Not  to  be,  suiply,  but  to  do,  and  pleads 
For  —  more    than    knowledge    that    by  some 

device 
Sun  quickens  matter :  mind  is  nobly  fmt 
To  realize  the  marvel,  make —  for  sense 
As  mind  —  the  unseen  visible,  condenae 

—  Myself  —  Sun's  aU-pervadtng  inflnenoe 
So  as  to  serve  the  needs  of  minm,  ei^Jain 
Wliat  now  perplexes.    Let  the  oiak  mcroaoe 
His  ooiTUgatea  strength  on  strength,  the  pafan 
Lift  joint  bv  joint  her  f aa-fnut,  bul  and  balm,  — 
Let  the  coiled  serpent  bask  in  bloated  peaoe,  — 
The  eagle,  like  some  skyey  derelict. 

Drift  in  the  blue,  suspended,  glorying,  — 

The  lion  lord  it  by  the  desert-epring,  — 

What  know  or  care  they  of  the  power  whiek 

pricked 
Nothingness  to  perfection  ?    I,  instead, 
W^hen  all-devel4^>ed  still  am  found  a  thiBg 
All-incomplete  :    for  what  though    fleu  had 

force 
Transcendii^  theirs  —  hands  able  to  unring 
The  tighten^  snake's  coil,  eyes  that  could  out 

oonrse 
The  eagle's  soaring,  voice  whereat  the  king 
Of  carnage  couched  diwrowned  ?    Mind  seeks 

to  see. 
Touch,  understand,  by  mind  inside  of  me. 
The  outride  mind  —  whose  quickening  I  attain 
To  recognise  —  I  only.    All  in  vain 
Would  mind  address  itself  to  render  plain 
The  nature  of  the  essence.    Dra^  what  larks 
Behind  the  operation  —  that  which  works 
Latently  everywhere  by  outward  proof  — 
Drag  that  mind  forth  to  faoe  mine  ?    No  I  aloof 
I  solely  crave  that  one  of  all  the  beams 
\Vhiuh  do  Sun's  work  in  darkness,  at  my  will 
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Should  opemte  —  myielf  for  once  haT6  skill 
To  realise  die  energy  which  streama 
Flooding  the  uniyerae.    Above,  around, 
Beneath — why  mooks  that  mind  my  own  thim 

found 
Simply  of  serrioe,  when  the  world  grows  dark. 
To  half-Burmiae  —  were  Sun^s  use  nnderstoodf 
I  might  demonstrate  him  suppljring  food, 
Warmth,  life,  no  lees  the  while  r    To  grant 

one  spark 
Myself  mi^   deal  with  —  make  it   thaw  my 

blooa 
And  prompt  m^  steps,  were  truer  to  the  mark 
Of  mind*s  reqmrement  than  a  halfiiurmise 
That  somehow  secretly  is  operant. 
A  power  all  matter  feels,  mmd  only  tries 
To  oomprehend !    Once  more  —  no  idle  yaunt 
*'  Man  comprehends  the  Sun's  self !  *    Myste> 

ries 
At  source  why  probe  into  ?    Enough :  display, 
Make  demonstrable,  how,  by  night  as  day, 
£arth*s  centre  and  sky's  outspan,  all 's  informed 
Equally  by  Sun's  efBuz  !  —  source  from  whence 
If  just  one  spark  I  drew,  full  eyidence 
Were  mine  of  fire  ineffably  enthroned  — 
Sun's  self  made  palpable  to  Man  I " 

XI 

Thus  moaned 
Man   till   Prometheus   helped   him,  —  as   we 

learn, — 
Offered  an  artifice  whereby  he  drew 
Sun's  rays  into  a  focus,  —  plain  and  true. 
The  yery  Sun  in  little  :  made  fire  bum 
And  henceforth  do  Man  seryice  —  glass -con- 

fflobed 
Thougn  to  a  pin-point  circle  —  all  the  same 
Comprising  the  Sun's  self,  but  Sun  disrobed 
Of  that  eke-unoonoeiyed  essential  flame 
Borne  by  no  naked  sight.    Shall  mind's  eye 

striye 
Achingly  to  companion  as  it  may 
The  supersnbtle  effluence,  and  contriye 
To  follow  beam  and  beam  upon  their  way  ^ 
Hand-breadth  by  hand-breaath,  till  sense  faint — 

confessed 
Frustrate,  eluded  by  unknown  unguessed 
Infinitude  of  action  ?    Idle  quest  I 
Rather  ask  aid  from  optics.    Sense,  descry 
The  spectrum  —  mind,  infer  immensity  ! 
Little  ?     In   little,  light,   warmth,    life    are 

blessed  — 
Which,  in  the  large,  who  sees  to  bless  ?    Not  I 
More  than  yourself :  so,  good  my  friend,  keep 

still 
Trustful  with  —  me  ?  with  thee,  sage  Mande- 

yiUel 
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Don,  the  diyinest  women  that  haye  walked 
Our  world  were  scarce  those  saints  of  whom  we 

talked.. 
My  samt,  for  instanoe  —  worship  if  you  wiU  I 
'T  is  pity  poets  need  historians'  skill  : 
What  legendary  's  worth  a  chronicle  ? 


II 


Come,  now  I    A  |{reat  lord  once  upon  a  time 
Visited  —  oh  a  kmg.  of  kings  the  prime, 
To  sign  a  treaty  such  as  never  was  : 
For  the  king's  minister  had  brought  to  pass 
That  this  same  duke  —  so  style  him  —  must 

engage 
Two  of  his  dukedoms  as  an  heritage 
After  his  death  to  this  exorbitant 
Grayer  of  kingship.     *^  Let  who  lacks  go  scant. 
Who  owns  much,  give  the  more  to  I  ^'    Why 

rebuke  ? 
So  bids  the  devil,  so  obeys  the  duke. 

Ill 

Now,  as  it  happened,  at  lus  sister's  house 
—  Duchess  herself — indeed  the  very  spouse 
Of  the  king's  uncle,  —  while  the  deed  of  gift 
Whereby  our  duke  should  cut  his  rights  adrift 
Was  drawing,  getting  ripe  to  sign  and  seal  — 
What  does  the  frozen  heart  but  nncongeal 
And,  shaming  his  transcendent  kin  ana  kith. 
Whom  do  ^e  duke's  eyes  make  acquaintance 

with? 
A  girl.    **  What,  sister,  may  this  wonder  be  ?  " 
''  Nobody !    Good  as  beautiful  is  she, 
With  gifts  that  match  her  goodness,  no  faint 

flaw 
I'  the  white  :  she  were  the  pearl  you  think  you 

saw. 
But  that  she  is  —  what  corresponds  to  white  ? 
Some  other  stone,  the  true  pearl's  opposite. 
As  cheap  as  pearb  are  costly.    She  's— now, 

guess 
Her  parentage  I  Once— twice— thrice?  Foiled, 

confess  I 
Drugs,  duke,  her  father  deals  in  —  faugh,  the 

scents  I  — 
Manna  and  senna  —  such  medicaments 
For  payment  he  compounds  you.    Stay  — stay 

— stay  ! 
I  'U  have  no  rude  speech  wrong  her  I    Whither 

away, 
The  hot-head  ?    Ah,  the  scapegrace !    She  de- 
serves 
Respect  —  compassion,  rather !  right  it  serves 
My  folly,  trusting  secrets  to  a  fool  1 
Already  at  it,  is  he  ?    She  keeps  cool  — 
Helped  by  her  fan's  spread.     Well,  our  state 

atones 
For  thus  much  license,  and  words  break  no 

bones  I " 
(Hearts,  though,  sometimes.) 

IV 

Next  mom  't  was  **  Reason,  rate. 
Rave,  sister,  on  till  doomsday  I    Sure  as  fate, 
I  wed  that  woman  —  what  a  woman  is 
Now  that  I  know,  who  never  knew  till  this !  '* 
So  swore  the  duke.    '*  I  wed  her :  once  again  — 
Rave,  rate,  and  reason  —  spend  your  breath  in 
vain  ! 


At  once  was  made  a  contract  firm  and  fast, 
Published  the  banns  were,  only  marriage,  last, 
Required  completion  when  the  Church  s  rite 
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Should  bless  and  bid  depart,  make  happy  quite 
The  coupled  man  and  wife  f orevermore : 
Wiiioh  nte  ivas  soon  to  follow.    Just  before  — 
AH  things  at  all  but  end  —  the  folk  o'  the  bride 
Flocked  to  a  summons.    Pomp  the  duke  defied : 
*'  Of  oeremouy  — so  much  as  empowers, 
Naught    that  exceeds,  suits    best  a  tie    like 

ours  "  — 
He  smiled  —  *^  all  else  were  nciere  futility. 
We  vow,  God  hears  us :  God  and  yon  and  I  — 
Let  the  world  keep  at  distance  !    This  is  why 
We  choose  the  simplest  forms  that  serve  to 

bind 
Lover  and  lover  of  the  human  kind. 
No  care  of  what  deg^ree  —  of  kings  or  clowns  — 
Come  blood  and  breeding.    Courtly  smiles  and 

frowns 
Miss  of  their  mark,  would  idly  soothe  or  strike 
My  style   and   yours—  in   one   style   merged 

alike  — 
God's  man  and  woman  merely.    Loi^  ago 
'T  was  rounded  in  my  ears  '  Duke,  wherefore 

slow 
To  use  a  privilege?     Needs  must    one  who 

i*eigna 
Pay  reigning's    due :    since  statecraft    so  or- 
dains — 
Wed  for  the  commonweal's   sake!   law  pre- 
scribes 
One  wife :  but  to  submission  license  bribes 
Unrulv  nature :  mistresses  accept 
—  Well,  at  discretion  I '    Prove  I  so  inept 
A  scholar,  thus  instructed  ?    Dearest,  be 
Wife  and  all  mistresses  in  one  to  nie. 
Now,  henceforth,  and  forever  I  "  So  smiled  he. 

VI 

Good :  but  the  minister,  the  crafty  one, 
(Jot  ear  of  what  was  doing — lUl  but  done  — 
Not  sooner,  though,  than  the  king's  very  self, 
Warned  by  the  sister  on  how  sheer  a  shelf 
Royedty's  ship  was  like  to  split.     **  I  bar 
The  al>omination  !    Mix  with  muck  my  star  ? 
Shall  earth  behold  prodie^ously  enorbed 
An  upstart  marsb-bom  meteor  sun-abeorbed  ? 
Nuptial  me  no  such  nuptials  I "    *^  Past  dis- 
pute, 
Majesty  speaks  with  wisdom  absolute," 
Admired  the  minister :  **  ^ret,  all  the  same, 
T  would  we  may  not —  while  we  play  his  game. 
The  ducal  meteor'n  —  also  lose  our  own. 
The  aolar  monarch's :  we  relieve  your  throne 
Of  an  ungracious  presence,  like  enough  : 
Balked  of  his  project  he  departs  in  huff. 
And  so  cuts  short  —  dare  I  remind  the  king  ?  — 
Onr  not  so  unsuccessful  bargaining. 
The  contract  for  eventual  heritage 
Happens  to  pari  patau  reach  the  stage 
Attained  by  ^t  this  other  contract,  —  eai^ 
Unfixed  by  signature  though  fast  in  speech. 
Off  goes  the  duke  in  dudgeon  —  off  withal 
Go  with  him  his  two  dukedoms  past  recall. 
You  save  a  fool  from  tasting  folly's  fruit, 
Obtain  small  thanks  thereby,  and  lose  to  boot 
Sagacity's  reward.    The  jest  is  grim : 
The  man  will  mulct  you  —  for  amercing  him  ? 
Nayj  for  .  .  .  permit  a  poor  siinilitude  ! 
A  witless  wight  in  some  fantastic  mood 


Would  drown    himself:    yoa  pliuig<e  into  tbe 

wave. 
Pluck  forth  the  undeserving :  he,  yoa  save. 
Pulls  ^'ou  cleMi  under  also  tor  your  paim. 
Sire,  hltle  need  that  I  should  tax  my  brains 
To  help  your  inspiration  {  "  '*  Let  him  sink  I 
Always  contriving  "  —  hints  the  royal  wink  — 
**To  keep  ourselves  dry  while  we  daim  hii 


cloth 


es. 


»» 


VII 


Next  day.  the  appointed    day  for    pUghtiag 

troths 
At  eve,  — so  litUe  time  to  lose,  ^on  see. 
Before  the  Church  should  weld  mdissolubly 
Bond  into  bond,  wed  these  who,  side  by  aide. 
Sit  each  by  other,  bold  groom,  blushing  bride,' 
At  the  preliminary  banquet,  graced 
By  all  the  lady's  kinsfolk  come  in  haste 
To  share  her  triumph,  — lo,  a  thunderclap  I 
'"'  Who  importunes  now  ?  "    **  Such  is  my  ndi- 

hap  — 
In  the  king's  name  !    No  need  that  any  stir 
Except  this  lady  I  "  bids  the  minister  : 
**  With  her  I  claim  a  word  i^iart,  no  more: 
For  who  gainsay  —  a  guard  is  at  the  door. 
Hold,  duke  I    Submit  you,  lady,  as  I  bow 
To  him  whose  mouthpiece  speaks  his  plessare 

now  I 
It  well  may  happen  I  no  whit  arrest 
Your  marriage :  be  it  so,  —  we  hope  the  best ! 
By  your  leave,  genUes !      Lady,    pray    jfos, 

hence  I 
Duke,  with  my  soul  and  body's  deference !  ^ 

VIII 

Doors  shut,  month  opens  and  persuasion  fiows 
CopMusly  forth.    ''What  flesh  shall  dare  op- 


The  king's  command  ?    The  matter  in  debate 
—  How  plain  it  is  1    Yourself  shall  arbitrate, 
Determine.    Since  the  duke  affects  to  rate 
His  prize  in  you  beyond  all  goods  of  earth. 
Accounts  as  naught  old  gains  of  rank  and  bizik. 
Ancestral  obUgation,  reoent  fame, 
(We  know  his  feats)  —  nay,  ventures  to  dis- 
claim 
Our  wiU^  and  pleasure  almost  —  by  report  — 
Waives  in  your  favor  dnkeliness,  m  snort,  — 
We  —  (*t  is  the  king  speaks)  —  who  might  fotth- 

withstay 
Such  suicidal  purpose,  brush  away 
A  bad  example  diame  would  else  reecnd,  — 
Lean  to  indulgence  rather.    At  his  word 
We  take  the  duke  :  allow  him  to  complete 
The  cession  of  his  dukedoms,  leave  onr  feet 
Their  footstool  when  his  own  head,  safe  ia 

vault. 
Sleeps  sound.    Nay,  would  the  duke  repair  his 

fault 
Handsomely,  and  our  forfeited  esteem 
Recover,  —  what  if  wisely  he  redeem 
The  past,  —  in  earnest  of  good  faith,  at  onoe 
Give  us  such  jurisdiction  for  the  nonce 
As  may  suffice  —  prevent  occasion  slip — 
And  constitute  our  actual  ownership  ? 
Concede  this  —  straightway  be   the   roama^ 
blessed 
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By  'warrant  of  this  paper  I    TkingB  at  net. 
This  paper  duly  stgned,  down  drops  the  bar, 
To-morrow  you  beoonie  —  from  wnat  you  are, 
The  druggist's  daughter  —  not  the  dnke's  mere 

spouse. 
But  the  king's  own  adopted  :  heart  and  house 
Open  to  you  —  the  idol  of  a  court  ^ 
*  Which  neaven  might  copy '  —  ang  our  poet- 
sort. 
In  this  emergency,  on  you  denands 
The  issue  :  plead  what  bliss  ttie  king  intends  I 
Should  the  duke  frown,  shoold  ai^guments  and 

prayers, 
Nay,  tears  if  need  be,  prove  in  vain,  —  who 

cares? 
We  leave  the  duke  to  his  obduracy, 
CompanionlesB,  —  you,  madam,  follow  me 
Without,  where  divers  of  the  body-ipuard 
Wait  signal  to  enforce  the  king's  award 
Of  strict  seclusion :  over  yon  at  least 
Vibratingly  the  sceptre  threats  increased 
Precipitation  I    How  avert  its  crash  ?  " 

IX 

*^  Re-enter,  sir  1    A  hand  that 's  calm,  not  rash. 
Averts  it  I  '*  quieUy  the  lady  said. 
'*  Tonnelf  shall  witness.'' 

At  the  table's  head 
Where,  mid  the  hashed  grneets,  still  the  duke 

sat  glued 
In  blank  bewilderment,  his  spouse  pursued 
Her  speech  to  end  — syllabled  quietude. 


**'  Dnke,  I,  your  duchess  of  a  day,  could  take 
The  hand  you  proffered  me  for  love's  sole  sake, 
Conscious  my  love  matched  yours;  as  you,  my- 
self 
Would  waive,  when  need  were,  all  but  love  — 

from  pelf 
To  potency.    What  f ortufte  brings  about 
Haply  in  some  far  future,  finds  me  out, 
Paces  me  on  a  sudden  here  and  now. 
The  better  1     Read  —  if  beating  heart  allow  — 
Read  this,  and  bid  me  rend  to  rags  the  shame  I 
I  and  your  conscience  —  hear  and  grant  our 

cuum  I 
Never  dare  alienate  God's  gift  you  hold 
Simply  in  trust  for  himf  Cnoose  muck  for 

gold? 
Could  you  so  stumble  in  your  choice,  cajoled 
By  what  I  count  my  least  of  wortUnees 
—  The   youth,    the    beauty, — you    renounce 

them  —  yes. 
With  all  that 's  most  too :  love  as  well  you  lose. 
Slain  by  what  slays  in  you  the  honor  I   Choose  I 
Dear  —  yet  my  husband  —  dare    I   love    you 
yet?" 

XI 

How  the   duke's  wrath    o'erboiled, "  words, 

words,  and  yet 
More  words,  —  I  spare  yon  such  fool's  fever- 
fret. 
They  were  not  of  one  sort  at  all,  one  size. 
As  souls  go  —  he  and  she.    'T  is  said,  the  eyes 
Of  all  the  lookers-on  let  tears  fall  fast. 
The  minister  was  mollified  at  last : 


*'Take  a  day,  —  two  days  even,  ere  tlirough 

pride 
You  perish,  —  two  days'    counsel — then    de* 

cide  I " 


XII 


*^  If  I  shall  save  his  honor  and  my  soul  ? 
Husband,  —  this  one  last  time,  —  you  tear  the 

scroll  ? 
Farewell,  duke  I    Sir,  I  follow  in  your  train  I  '* 


XIII 

So  she  went  forth :  they  never  met  a^ain, 
The  duke  and  she.    The  world  paid  compli- 
ment 
(Is  it  worth  noting  ?)  when,  next  day,  she  sent 
Certain  gifts  back  — ""  jewelry  fit  to  deck 
Whom  you  call  wife."    I  know  not  round  what 

neck 
They  took  to  sparkling,  in  good  time  —  weeks 
thenee. 

XIV 

Of  all  which  was  the  pleasant  oonse^uenoe, 
So  much  and  no  more  —  that  a  fervid  youth. 
Big-hearted    boy,  —  but   ten   years   old,   in 

truth  — 
Laid  this  to  heart  and  loved,  as  boyhood  can. 
The  unduohessed  lady :  boy  and  lad  grew  man : 
He  loved  as  man  perchance  may:  did  mean- 
while 
Good  Boldiex^service,  managed  to  beguile 
The  years,  no  few,  until  he  found  a  chance : 
Then,  as  at  trumpet-summons  to  advance. 
Outbroke  the  love  that  stood  at  arms  so  long. 
Brooked  no  withstanding  longer.    They  were 

wed. 
Whereon  from  camp  and  court  alike  he  fled, 
Renounced  the  sun-king,  dropped  off  into  night, 
Evermore  lost,  a  ruined  satellite  : 
And,  oh,  the  exquisite  deliciousness 
That  lapi>ed  him  in  obscurity  !    Tou  guess 
Such  jov  is  fugitive  :  she  died  full  socm. 
He  did  his  best  to  die  —  as  sim,  so  moon 
Left  him,  turned  dusk  to  darkneu  absolute. 
Failing  of  death — why,  saintship  seemed  to 

suit: 
Yes,  your  sort,  Don  I     He  trembled  on  the 


reree 
»nkii€ 


Of   monkhood  :    trick  of   cowl  and  taste  of 

scourge 
He  tried  :   then,  kicked  not  at  the  pricks  per- 
verse, 
But  took  again,  for  better  or  for  worse. 
The  old  way  in  the  world,  and,  much  the  same 
Man  o'  the  outside,  fairly  played  life's  game. 


XV 


it 


Now,  Saint  Scholastica,^  what  time  she  fared 
In  Paynimrie,  behold,  a  lion  glared 
Right  in  her  path!    Her  waist  she  promptly 

stripe 
Of  eirdle,  binds  his  teeth  within  his  lips. 
And,   leashed   all   lamblike,  to  the  Soldan's 

court 
Leads  him."    Ay,  many  a  legend  of  the  sort 
Do  you  praiseworthily  authenticate : 
Spare  me  the  rest.    This  much  of  no  debate 
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Admits :  my  lady  flourished  in  g^rand  days 
When  to  be  duchess  was  to  danoe  the  h^ys 
Up,  down,  across  the  heaven  amid  its  host : 
while  to  oe  hailed  the  sun's  own  self  almost  — 
So  close  the  kinship  —  was  —  was  — 

Saint,  for  this. 
Be    yours    the  feet  I   stoop    to  —  kneel    and 

kiss ! 
So  human  ?    Then  the  month  too,  if  you  will ! 
Thanks  to  no  legend  but  a  clironicle. 

XVI 

One  leans  to  like  the  duke,  too :  up  we  ^11  patch 
Some  sort  of  saintship  for  him  —  not  to  match 
Hers  —  but  man^s    oest   and    woman's   worst 

amount 
So  nearly  to  the  same  thing,  that  we  count 
In  man  a  miracle  of  faithfulness 
If,  while  unfaithful  somewhat,  he  lay  stress 
On  the  main  fact  that  lore,  when  loye  indeed. 
Is  wholly  solely  love  from  first  to^  last  — 
Truth  —  all  the  rest  a  lie.     Too  likely,  fast 
Enough  that  necklace  went  to  grace  the  throat 
—  Let 's  say,  of  such  a  dancer  as  makes  doat 
The  senses  when  the  soul  is  satisfied  — 
Trogcdia^  say  the  Greeks  —  a  sweetmeat  tried 
Approvingly  by  sated  tongue  and  teeth. 
Once  body's  proper  meal  consigned  beneath 
Such  unconsidered  munching. 

XVII 

Fancy's  flight 
Makes  me  a  listener  when,  some  sleepless  night. 
The  duke  reviewed  his  memories,  and  aghast 
Found  that  the  Present  intercepts  the  I^ist 
W^ith  such  effect  as  when  a  cloud  enwraps 
The  moon  and,  moon-suffused,  plays  moon  per- 
haps 
To  who  walks  under,  till  comes,  late  or  soon, 
A  stumble :  up  he  looks,  and  lo,  the  moon 
Calm,  clear,  convincingly  herself  once  more ! 
How  could  he  'scape  the  cloud  that  thrust  be- 
tween 
Him  and  effulgence  ?     Speak,  fool  —  duke,  I 
mean! 


XVI 1 1 


« 


Who  bade  you  come,  brisk-marohing   bold 

she-shape, 

A  terror  with  those  black-balled  worlds  of 
eves, 
Tliat  black  hair  bristling  solid-built  from  nape 
To  crown  its  coils  about  ?     O  dread  surmise  ! 
Take,  tread  on,  trample  under  past  escape 
Your  capture,  spoil  and  trophy  !    Do — de- 
vise 
Insults  for  one  who,  fallen  once,  ne'er  shall 
rise! 

**Mock   on,    triumphant   o'er    the    pi'ostrate 
shame! 
Laugh    '  Here   lies   he  among  the  false  to 
Love  — 
Love's  loyal  liegeman  once  :  the  very  same 
Wbo,  scorning   his   weak  fellows,  towered 
above 
IncoiMtancy  :  yet  why  his  faith  defame  ? 


Our  eagle's  victor  was  at  least  no  dore. 
No   dwarfish   knight  picked   up   our  giast'i 
glove  — 

""^When,  putting  prowess  to  the  proof,  faitk 
urged 
Her  champion   to   the    challenge  :     had  it 
chanced 
That  merely  virtue,  wisdom,  beauty  —  meieed 

All  in  one  woman  —  merely  these  advaneca 
Their  claim  to  conquest,  —  hardly  had  he  pergs^ 

His  mind  of  memories,  deameasei 
Rather    than    harmed    oy   death,   nor, 
tranced, 

*^  *  Promptly  had  he  abjured  the  old  preteaee 
To  prove  his  kind's  superior  —  first  to  last 

Display  erect  on  his  hearths  eminence 
An  aitar  to  the  never-dying  Past. 

For  such   feat  faith  might   boast  fit  play  of 
fence 
And  easily  disarm  the  ioonoclaBt 

Called  virtue,  wisdom,  beauty  :  inipndenoe 

" '  Fought  in  their  stead,  and  how  could  fvth 
but  fall? 
There  came  a  bold  she-shape  brisk-maiehiac 
bent 
No  inch  of  her  imperious  stature,  tall 

As  some  war-engine  from  whose  top  was  seat 
One  shattering  vouey  out  of  eye's  black  ball. 
And  prone  lay  faith's  defender  I  *      Moekoy 
spent  ? 
Malice  discharged  in  full  ?    In  that  event, 

**  My  queenly  impudence,  I  cover  dose, 

I  wrap  me  round  with  love  of  your  black  hair. 
Black  eyes,  black  every  wicked  inch  of  those 
Limbs'  war-tower  tallness:    so  much  trath 
lives  there 
'Neath  the  dead  heap  of  lies.     And  yet  —  who 
knows  ? 
What  if  such  things  are?      No  leas,  snek 
things  were, 
Then  was  tlie  man  your  match  whom  now  ym 
dare 

"  Treat  as  existent  still.    A  second  truth  ! 
They  held  —  this   heap  of  lies  you  rightly 
soom  — 
A  man  who  had  approved  himself  in  youth 
More  than  a  match  for  —  you  ?  for  sea-f oam- 
bom 
Venus  herself :  you  conquer  him  fonooth  ? 

'T  is  me  his  ghost :  he  died  since  left  and  km. 
As  needs  must  Samson  when  his  hair  is  ahoni. 

**  Some  day,  and  soon,  be  sure  himself  will  rise. 

Called  into  life  by  her  who  long  appo 
Left  his  soul  whiling  time  in  flesh-diaguise. 
Ghosts  tired  of  waiting  can  play  tricks,  yoa 
know  ! 
Tread,  trample  me  —  such  sport  we  ghoata  de> 
vise, 
Waiting   the    mom -star's    leappearanee  — 
though 
You  think  we   vanish  soared  by  the  eciekV 


crow. 


If 
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It  seems  as  if  ...  or  did  the  aotoal  chance 
^)tartle  me  and  perplex  ?  Let  truth  be  said ! 
How  misrht  this  happen  ?    DreamincTt  blindfold 

By  Tiaionary  hand,  did  sonl's  advance 
Precede  my  body^s,  gain  inheritance 
Of  fact  by  fancy  —  so  that  when  I  read 
At  length  with  waking  ejres  your  Sons,  instead 
Of  mere  bewilderment,  with  me  first  glance 
Was  but  full  recognition  that  in  trance 
Or  merely  thoni^t's  adventure  some  old  da^ 
Of  dim  and  done-with  bojrishnesB,  or — well, 
Whv  migrht  it  not  have  been,  the  miracle 
Broke  on  me  as  I  took  my  sober  way 
Throufi^  veritable  regioos  of  our  esfth 
And  nnade  discovery,  many  a  wondrous  one  ? 

II 

Anyhow,  fact  or  fan<nr,  such  its  birth : 
I  was  exploring  some  huge  house,  had  gone 
Through   room   and   room   complacently,    no 

dearth 
Anywhere  of  the  signs  of  decent  taste, 
Ade<}uate  culture  :  wealth  had  run  to  waste 
No¥nse,  nor  penury  was  proved  bv  stint : 
All  showed  the  Golden  Mean  without  a  hint 
Of  brave  extravagance  that  breaks  the  rule. 
The  master  of  the  mansion  was  no  fool 
Aasuredb^,  no  genius  just  as  sure  ! 
^M»f e  mediocrity  had  scorned  the  lure 
Of  now  too  much  and  now  too  little  cost, 
And  satisfied  me  sifj^ht  was  never  lost 
Of  moderate  design's  accomplishment 
In  calm  completeness.    On  and  on  I  went 
With  no  more  hope  than  fear  of  what  came 

next, 
TiU  lo,  I  push  a  door,  sudden  uplift 
A  hanging,  enter,  chance  upon  a  shift 
Indeed  ox  scene  I    So  —  thus  it  is  ihou  deok'st 
Hisrh  heaven,  our  low  earth's  brick-and-mortar 

work? 

Ill 

It  was  the  Chapel.  That  a  star,  from  murk 
Which  hid,  should  flashingly  emera^  at  last. 
Were  small  surprise  :  but  from  broad  day  I 

passed 
Into  a  presence  that  turned  shine  to  shade. 
There  fronted  me  the  Rafael  Mother-Maid, 
Never  to  whom  knelt  votarist  in  shrine 
By  Nature's  bounty  hel]Md,  by  Art's  divine 
More  varied  —  beauty  with  magnificence  — 
Than  this :  from  floor  to  roof  one  evidence 
Of  how  far  earth  may  rival  heaven.    No  niche 
Where  glory  was  not  prisoned  to  enrich 
Man's  gaze  with  gold  and  gems,  no  space  but 

glowed 
With  color,  gleamed  with  carving  —  hues  which 

owed 
Their  outburst  to  a  brush  the  ptunter  fed 
With  rainbow-substance  —  rare  shapes   never 

wed 
To  actual  flesh  and  blood,  which,  brain-bom 

once, 


Became  the  sculptor's  dowry,  Art's  response 
To  earth's  despair.    And  all  seemed  old  yet 

new : 
Youth.  —  in   the  marble's  curve,  the  canvas' 

hue. 
Apparent,  —  wanted  not  the  crowning  thrill 
Ox  age  the  oonsecrator.    Hands  long  still 
Had  worked  here  —  could  it  be,  what  lent  them 

skill 
Retained  a  power  to  supervise,  protect. 
Enforce  new  lessons  with  the  old,  connect 
Our  life  with  theirs  ?    No  merely  modem  touch 
Told  me  that  here  the  artist,  domg  much, 
Elsewhere  did  more,  perchance   does  better, 

lives — 
So  needs  must  leam. 

IV 

Well,  these  provocatives 
Having  fulfilled  their  office,  forth  I  went 
Big  with  anticipation  —  weQ-nigh  fear  — 
Of  what  next  room  and  next  for  startled  eyes 
Might  have  in  store,  surprise  beyond  surprise. 
Next  room  and  next  ana  next  —  what  followed 

here? 
Why,  nothing  I  not  one  object  to  arrest 
My  passa^^  —  everywhere  too  manifest 
The  previous  decent  null  and  void  of  best 
And  worst,  mere  ordinary  right  and  fit. 
Calm  comnionplace  which  neither  missed,  nor 

hit 
Inch-high,  inch-low,  the  placid  mark  proposed. 


Amned  with  this  instance,  have  I  diagnosed 
Your  case,  ray  Christopher?    The  man  was 

sound 
And  sane  at  starting :  all  at  once  the  ground 
Gave  way  beneath  ms  step,  a  certain  smoke 
Curled  up  and  caught  him,  or  perhaps  down 

broke 
A  fireball  wrappingflesh  and  spirit  both 
In  conflagration.    Then  —  as  heaven  were  loth 
To  linger  —  let  earth  understand  too  well 
How  heaven  at  need  can  operate  —  off  fell 
The  flame-robe,  and  die  nntransfignred  man 
Resumed  sobriety,  —  as  he  began. 
So  did  he  end  nor  alter  pace,  not  ne  I 

VI 

Now,  what  I  fain  would  know  is  —  could  it  be 
That  he  —  whoe'er  he  was  that  furnished  fortl* 
The   Chapel,    making   thus,    from   South   to 

North, 
Rafael  touch  Leighton,  Micheli^^nolo  ^ 
Join  Watts,  was  found  but  once  combining  so 
The  elder  and  the  younger,  taking  stand 
On  Art's  supreme,  —  or  that  yourself  who  sang 
A  Song   where  flute-breath  silvers   trumpet- 
clang. 
And  stations  you  for  once  on  either  hand 
With  Milton  and  with  Keats,  empowered  to 

claim 
Affinity  on  just  one  point  —  (or  blame 
Or  praise  my  judgment,  thus   it   fronts  you 

full)  - 
How  came  it  you  resume  the  void  and  null. 
Subside  to  insignificance,  —  live,  die 


960 


PARLEYINGS  WITH   CERTAIN    PEOPLE 


—  Proved  plainly  two  mere  mortals  -who  drew 

nigh 
One  moment  —that,  to  Art^s  best  hieraiohy, 
This,  to  the  saperhanian  poet-pair  ? 
What  if,  in  one  point  only,  then  and  there 
The  otherwite  aJl-unapproachable 
Allowed  impingement  ?    Does  the  sphere  pre- 
tend 
To  span  the  cube's  breadth,  cover  end  to  end 
The   plane   with   its   embrace?    No,  surely  I 

Still, 
Contact  Lb  contact,  sphere's  touch  no  whit  less 
Than  cube's  superimposure.    Such  success 
Befell  Smart  only  out  ol  throngs  between 
Milton   and  Keats  that  donned   the  singings 

dress  — 
Smart,  solely  of   such  songmen,  pierced   the 

screen 
'Twizt  thing  and  word,  lit  language  straight 

from  soul,  — 
Left  no  fine  film-flake  on  the  naked  coal 
Live  from  the  censer  —  shapely  or  uncouth, 
Ii^re-suffused  through  and  through,  one  blaze 

of  truth 
Undeadened  by  a  lie,  —  (you  have  my  mind)  — 
For,  think  I  this  blaae  outleapt  with  black  be- 
hind 
And   blank   before,   when    Hayley   and   the 

rest  .  .  . 
But  let  the  dead  successors  wont  and  best 
Bury  their  dead :  with  life  be  my  concern  — 
Yours  with  the  fire-flame:  what  I  fain  would 

learn 
Is  just  —  (suppose  me  haply  ignorant 
Down    to   tne   common    knowledge,    doctois 

vaunt) 
Just  this  —  why  only  once  the  fire-flame  was : 
No  matter  if  the  marvel  came  to  pass 
The  way  folk  judged  —  if  power  too  long  sup- 
pressed 
Broke   loose   and   maddened,  as   the    vulgar 

guessed 
Or  simply  brain-disorder  (doctors  said), 
A  turmoil  <^  the  partides  disturbed. 
Brain's  workaday  performance  in  your  head, 
Spuned  spirit  to  wild  action  health  had  curbed, 
And  so  verse  issued  in  a  cataract 
Whence  prose,  before  and  after,  unperturbed 
Was  wont  to  wend  its  way.    Concede  the  fact 
That  here  a  poet  was  who  always  could  — 
Never  before  did  —  never  after  would  — 
Achieve    the   feat:  how  were  such   fact   ex- 
plained ? 

VII 

Waa   it   that  when,  by  rarest  chance,  there 

fell 
Disguise  from  Nature,  so  that  Truth  remained 
Naked,  and  whoso  saw  for  once  could  tell 
Us  others  of  her  majesty  and  might 
In  lanre,  her  lovelinesses  infinite 
In  little,  —  straight  you  used  the  power  where- 
with 
Sense,  penetrating  as  through  rind  to  pith^ 
Each  object,  thoroughly  revealed  might  view 
And  comprehend  the  old  things  thus  made  new. 
So  that  while  eye  saw,  soul  to  tongue  ooold 
trust 


Thing  which  struck  word  out,  and  onee  moR 

adjust 
Real  vision  to   right  language,   till    heaves^ 

vanity 
Pompous  with  sunset,  storm-stirred  sea's  as- 
sault 
On  the  swilled  rook-ridge,  earth^a  embcaoBsd 

brood 
Of  tree  and  flower  and  weed,  with  all  the  fife 
That  flies  or  swims  or  crawls,  in  peace  or  stitfe. 
Above,  below,  — each  had  its  note  and  name 
For  MJeui  to  know  by,  — Man  who,  now — the 

same 
As  erst  in  Eden,  needs  that  all  he  aeea 
Be  named  him  ere  he  note  by  what  decrees 
Of  itzength  and  beauty  to  its  end  Desiini 
Ever  tiius  operates  —  (your  thought  and  mine. 
No  xnatter  for  the  many  dissident)  — 
So  did  you  sing  your  Song,  so  truth  foiud  veat 
In  woros  for  once  with  you  ? 

VIII 

Then  —  back  wu  fmU 
The  robe  thus  thrown  aside,  and  straight  the 

world 
Darkened  into  the  old  oft-catalogued 
Repository  of  things  that  sky,  wave,  land, 
Or  show  or  hide,  dear  late,  acoretion-elogged 
Now,  iuat  as  long  ago,  by  telling  and 
Re-teUings  to  satiety,  which  strike 
Muffled  upon  the  ear's  drum.     Yery  like 
None  was  so  startied  as  yourself  when  friends 
Came,      hailed     your     fast -returning     wits: 

"  Health  mends 
ImportanUy,  for  —  to  be  plain  with  yon  — 
This  scribble  on  the  wall  was  done — in  lien 
Of  pen  and  paper — with  —  ha.  ha  1  —  yonr  key 
Denting  it  on  the  wainscot  1    Do  vou  see 
How  wise  our  caution  was  P    Thus  mnch  we 

stopped 
Of  babble  that  had  ebe  grown   print:   and 

lopped 
From  vour  trim  bay-tree  this  unsightly  bongh — 
Smart  s  who  translated   Horace  I     Write  ns 


now 


>» 


Why,  what  Smart  did  write  —  never  afterward 
One  Une  to  show  that  he,  who  paced  the  award, 
Had  reached  the  lenith  from  his  madhooae  eelL 

IX 

Was  it  because  vou  judged  (I  know  full  well 
Ton  never  had  the  fancy)  —  judged  —  as  some  — 
That  who  makes  poetnr  must  reprodnoe 
Thus  ever  and  thus  only,  as  they  oome, 
Each  strength,  each  beauty,  everywhere  diffoas 
Throughout  creation,  so  that  eye  and  ear. 
Seeing  and  hearing,  straight  shall  recognise. 
At  touch  of  just  a  trait,  the  strength  appear,  ~ 
SuKgrated  by  a  line's  lapse  see  arise 
All  evident  the  beauty,  —  fresh  surprise 
Startling  at  fresh  achievement  ?       So,  indeed, 
Wallows  the  whale's  bulk  in  the  waste  of  brine. 
Nor  otherwise  its  feather-tufto  make  fine 
Wild  Virgin's  Bower  when  stars  faint  off  ts 

seed!'» 
(My  prose  —  your  poetry  I  dare  not  give, 
Pmming  too  much  my  mere  gray  argument.) 
—  Was  it  because  you  judged  —  when  fugitive 
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Was  glory  found,  mod  whdUy  gone  and  spent 
Snoh  power  of  startling  np  aeai  ear,  blind  eye, 
At  truth*B  appearanoe,  —  that  yon  humbly  bent 
The  head  ana,  bidding  vivid  work  good-by. 
Doffed  lyrie  dress  and  trod  the  wor3  onee  more 
A  drab-olothed  decent  proseman  as  before  ? 
Strenj^,  beauties,  by  one  word's  flash  thus 

laid  bare 
—  That  was  effectual  service :  made  aware 
Of  strengths  and  beauties,  Man  but  hears  the 

text. 
Awaits  your  teaching.    Nature  ?    What  comes 

next? 
Why  all  the  strength  and   beauty  ?  —  to  be 

shown 
Thus  in  one  word's  flash,  thenceforth  let  alone 
By  Man  who  needs  must  deal  with  aught  that 's 

known 
Never  so  lately  and  bo  little  ?    Friend, 
First  give  us  knowledge,  then  appoint  its  nse  ! 
Strength,  beauty  are  the  means:  ignore  their 

end? 
As  well  you  stopped  at  proving  how  profuse 
Stones,  sticks,  nay  stubble  lie  to  left  and  right 
Ready  to  help  the  builder,  — careless  quite 
If  he  should  take,  or  leave  the  same  to  strew 
Earth  idly.  —  as  by  word's  flash  bring  in  view 
Strength,  oeauty,  then  bid  who  benolds  the 

same 

00  on  beholding.    Why  gains  unemployed  ? 
Nature  was  maae  to  be  by  Man  enjoyed 
First ;  followed  duly  by  enjoyment's  fruit. 
Instruction  -  haply  leaving  jov  behind : 

And  you,  the  instructor,  would  you  slack  pursuit 
Of  the  main  pri2e,  as  poet  help  mankind 
Just  to  enjoy,  there  leave  them  ?  Play  the  fool, 
Abjuring  a  superior  privilege  ? 
Please  simply  when  your  function  is  to  rule  — 
Bt  thought  incite  to  deed  ?   From  edge  to  edge 
Of  earth's  ronnd,  strength  and  beauty  every- 
where 
Pnllulate  —  and  must  you  particularize 
All,  each  and  every  apparition  ?    Spare 
Yourself  and  us  the  trouble !    Ears  and  eyes 
Want  so  much  strength  and  beauty,  and  no  less 
Nor  more,  to  learn  lue's  lesson  by.    Oh,  yes  — 
The  other  method 's  favored  in  our  day  1 
The  end  ere  the  beginning :  as  you  may 
Master  the  heavens  before  you  study  earth. 
Make  you  familiar  with  the  meteor^  birth 
Ere  you  descend  to  scrutinize  the  rose  I 

1  say,  o'erstep  no  least  one  of  the  rows 

That  lead  man  from  the  bottom  where  he  plants 
Foot  first  of  all,  to  life's  last  ladder-top : 
Arrived  there,  vain  enoneh  will  seem  tne  vaunts 
Of  those  who  say  —  **  We  scale  the  skies,  then 

drop 
To  earth  —  to  find,  how  all  things  there  are  loth 
To  answer  heavenly  law  :  we  understand 
The  meteor's  course,  and  lo,  the  rose's  growth  — 
How  other  than  should  be  by  law's  command  I " 
Would  not  you  tell  such  —  **  Friends,  beware 

lest  fume 
Offnscate  sense :  learn  earth  first  ere  presume 
To  teach  heaven  legislation.    Law  must  be 
Active  in  earth  or  nowh(>re  :  earth  yon  see,  — 
Or  there  or  not  at  all.  Will,  Power  and  Love 
Admit  discovery,  —  as  below,  above 


Seek  next  law's  oonflrmation  t    But  reverse 
Tlie  order,  where  *s  the  wonder  things  grow 

worse 
Than,  by  the  law  your  fancy  formulates. 
They  should  be  ?  Cease  from  anger  at  the  fates 
Which  thwart  themselves  so  madly.    1Ay9  and 

learn, 
Not  first  learn  and  then  live,  is  our  concern. 
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Ah,  G^rge  Bubb  Dodington  Lord  Meloombe, 

—  no. 
Tours  was  the  wrong  way!  —  always  under- 
stand. 
Supposing  that  permissibly  you  planned 
How  statesmanship  —  your  trade  —  in  outward 

show 
Might  fi^rure  as  inspired  by  simple  zeal 
For  servmg  country,  king  and  commonweal, 
(Though  service  tire  to  death  the  body,  tease 
The  soul  from  out  an  o'ertasked  patriot-drudge) 
And  yet  should  prove  zeal's  outward  show  agrees 
In  all  respects  —  right  reason  being  judge  — 
With  inward  care  that,  while  the  statesman 

spends 
Body  and  soul  thus  freely  for  the  sake 
Of  public  good,  his  private  welfare  take 
No  narm  by  such  devotednees.    Intends 
Scripture   aught  eke  —  let  captious    folk  in- 
quire— 
Which  teaches  **  Laborers  deserve  their  hire. 
And  who  neglects  his  household  bears  the  bell 
Away  of  sinning  from  an  infidel "  ? 
Wiseiier  would  fools  that  carp  bestow  a  thought 
How  birds  build  nests ;   at  outside,  rougnly 

wrought. 
Twig  knots  with  twig,  loam  plasters  np  each 

chink. 
Leaving  the  inmate  rudely  lodged  —  you  think  ? 
Peep  but  inside !     That    specious   mde-and- 

Toueh 
Covers  a  domicile  where  downy  fluff 
Embeds  the  ease-deserving  architect, 
Who  toiled  and  moiled  not  merely  to  effect 
'Twixt  sprig  and  spray  a  stop-gap  in  the  teeth 
Of  wind  and  weather,  guard  wnat  swung  be- 
neath 
From  upset  only,  but  contrived  himself 
A  snug  mterior,  warm  and  soft  and  sleek. 
Of  what  material  ?    Oh,  for  that,  yon  seek 
How  natnre prompts  each  volatile  !  Thus  —  pelf 
Smoothens  the  human  mudlark's  lodging,  power 
Demands  some  hardier  wrappage  to  embrace 
Robuster  heart-beats  :  rock,  not  tree  nor  tower. 
Contents  the  building  eagle  :   rook  shoves  close 
To  brother  rook  on  branch,  while  crow  morose 
Apart  keeps  balance  perched  on  topmost  bough. 
No  sort  of  bird  but  suits  his  taste  somehow : 
Nay,  Darwin  tells  of  such  as  love  the  bower  — 
His  bower-birds  opportunely  yield  us  yet 
The  lacking  instance  when  at  loss  to  get 
A  feathered  parallel  to  what  we  find 
The  secret  motor  of  some  mighty  mind 
That  worked  such  wonders  —  all  for  vanity  I 
Worked  them  to  haply  figure  in  the  eye 
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Of  intimates  aa  first  of  —  doers'  kind  ? 
Actors*,  that  work  in  earnest  sportively, 
Paid  by  a  sourish  smile.    How  says  the  Sage  ? 
Hirds  bom  to  strut  prepare  a  platf  orm-staee 
With  sparkling  stones  and  si>eckled  shelu,  all 

^  sorts 
Of  slimy  rubbish,  odds  and  ends  and  orts, 
Whereon  to  pose  and  posture  and  engage 
The  priceless  female  simper. 

II 

I  haTC  gone 
Thus  into  detail,  George  Bubb  Dodington, 
Lest,  when  I  take  you  presently  to  task 
For  the  wrong  way  of  working,  you  should  ask 
**  What  fool  ooniectures  that  profession  means 
Porformanoe  ?  tJiat  who  goes  behind  the  scenes 
Finds, — acting     over, — still    the    soot -stuff 

screens 
Othello's  yisage,  still  the  self-same  cloak's 
Bugle-bright-blaokness  half  reveals  half  chokes 
Hamlet's  emotion,  as  ten  minutes  since  ?  " 
No,  each  resumes  his  garb,  stands  —  Moor  or 

prinoe  — 
Decently  draped  :  jiist  so  with  statesmanship  I 
All  outside  show,  in  short,  is  sham  —  why 

wince? 
Concede  me  —  while  our  parley  lasts  I  You  trip 
Afterwards  ~  lay  but  this  to  heart  !    (there 

lurks 
Somewhere  in  all  of  us  a  lump  which  irks 
Somewhat  the  spriteliest-edieming  brain  that 's 

bent 
On  brave  adventure,  would  but  heart  consent !) 

—  Here  trip  you,  that —  your  aim  allowed  as 

right  — 
Your  means  thereto  were  wrong.    Come,  we, 

this  night. 
Profess  one  purpose,  hold  one  principle. 
Are  at  odds  only  as  to  —  not  the  will 
But  way  of  winning  solace  for  ourselves 

—  No  matter  if  the  ore  for  which  zeal  delves 
Be  gold  or  ooprolite,  while  zeal's  pretence 
Is  —  we  do  good  to  men  at  —  whose  expense 
But  ours  ?  who  tire  the  body,  tease  the  soul. 
Simply  that,  running,  we  may  reach  fame's  goal 
Ana  wreathe  at  last  our  brows  with  bay  —  the 

State's 
Disinterested  slaves,  nay  —  please  the  Fates  — 
Saviors  and  nothing  less :  such  lot  has  been ! 
Statesmanship  triumphs  pedestalled,  serene,  — 
O  happy  consummation  I  —  brought  about 
By  managing  with  skill  the  rabme-rout 
For  which  we  labor  (never  mind  the  name  — 
People  or  populace,  for  praise  or  blame) 
Making  them  understand  —  their  heaven,  their 

heU, 
Their  every  hope  and  fear  is  ours  as  well. 
Man^s  cause  —  what  other  can  we  have  at  heart  ? 
Wlience  follows  that  the  necessary  part 
High  o'er  Man's  head  we  play,  —  and  freelier 

breathe 
Just  that  the  multitude  which  gasps  beneath 
May  reach  the  level  where  unstifled  stand 
Ourselves  at  vantage  to  put  forth  a  hand. 
Assist  the  prostrate  public.    'T  is  bv  right 
Merely  of  such  pretence,  we  reach  the  height 


Where  storms  abound,  to  brave  —  n»y,  eooit 

their  stress. 
Though  all  too  well  aware  — of  pomp  the  leas, 
Of  peace  tlie  more !    But  who  are  we,  to  i^an 
For  peace'  sake,  duty's  pointing  ?    Up,  then— 

earn 
Albeit  no  prize  we  may  but  martvrdom  ! 
Now,  such  fit  height  to  launch  salvation  from. 
How  get  and  gain  ?    Since  help  must  needs  be 

craved 
By  would-be  saviours  of  the  else-uns?aved, 
How  coax  them  to  00-operate,  lend  a  Uft, 
Kneel  down  and  let  us  mount  ? 

Ill 

You  say, ''  Make  ahife 
By  sham  —  the  harsh  word :  preach  and  teaeh, 

persuade 
Somehow  the  Public  —  not  despising  aid 
Of  salutai^  artifice  —  we  seek 
Solely  their  good :  our  strength  would  raise  dw 

weak. 
Our  cultivated  knowledge  supplement 
Their  rudeness,  rawness :  why  to  us  were  lent 
Ability  except  to  come  in  use  ? 
Who  loves  his  kind  must  by  all  means  induce 
That  kind  to  let  his  love  play  freely,  preas 
In  Man's  behalf  to  full  performancse  I  ' 

IV 


Yes,  George,  we  know  I  —  whereat  they  bear, 

believe. 
And  bend  the  knee,  and  on  the  neck  reoeive 
Who  fawned  and  cringed  to  purpose  ?    Not  as, 

^  George ! 
Try  simple  falsehood  on  shrewd  folk  who  foige 
Lies  of  superior  fashion  day  by  day 
And  hour  by  hour  ?    WitJi  craftsmen  vemed  as 

they 
What  chance  of  competition  when  the  tools 
Onl^  a  novice  wields?    Are  knaves  such  fools? 
Disinterested  patriots,  spare  your  tongne 
The  tones  thrice-silvery,  cheek  save  amiles  it 

flung 
Pearl-like  profuse  to  swine  —  a  herd,  whereof 
No  unit  needs  be  taught,  his  neighbor's  trough 
Scarce  holds  for  who  but  grunts  and  whines  the 

husks 
Due  to  a  wrinkled  snout  that  shows  sharp  tasks. 
No  animal  —  much  less  our  lordly  Man  — 
Obeys  its  like  :  with  strength  all  rule  b^gaa. 
The  stoutest  awes  the  pasture.    Soon  suooeeds 
Discrimination,  — ^^nicer  power  Man  needs 
To  rule  him  than  is  brea  of  bone  and  thew : 
Intelligence  must  move  strength's  self.    This 

too 
Lasts  but  its  time :  the  multitude  at  length 
Looks  inside  for  intelligence  and  strengUi 
And  finds  them  here  and  there  to  pick  and 

choose: 
"  All  at  your  service,  mine,  see  I  "    Ay,  but 

who  's 
My  George,  at  this  late  day.  to  make  his  boast 
**  In  strength,  intelligence,  I  rule  the  roast, 
Beat,  all  and  some,  tlie  ungraoed  who  crowd 

your  ranks  ?  " 
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^  Oh,  but  1  loYe,  would  lead  yon,  gtan  your 

thanks 
By  unexampled  veamingr  for  Man's  sake  — 
Passion  that  solely  waits  yoor  help  to  take 
Effect  in  action !  '*    George,  whion  one  of  us 
But  holds  with  his  own  heart  communion  thus  : 
'^  I  am,  if  not  of  men  the  first  and  beat. 
Still  —  to  receive  enjoyment  —  properest : 
Which  since  by  force  I  cannot,  nor  by  wit 
^ost  likeljr  —  craft  must  serve  in  place  of  it. 
Flatter,  cajole  I    If  so  I  brinfc  within 
Bdy  net  the  gains  which  wit  and  force  should 


win. 


What  hinders  ? ''  *T  is  a  trick  we  know  of  old : 
Try,  (3eorge,  some  other  of  tricks  manifold  I 
The  multitude  means  mans  and  mixture  —  right  I 
Are  mixtures  simple,  prav,  or  composite  ? 
Dive  into  Man,  ^our  medley  :  see  the  waste  I 
Sloth-stifled  genius,  energy^  disgraced 
By  ig^noranoe,  high  aims  with  sorry  skill. 
Will  without  means  and  means  in  want  of  will 

—  Sure  we  might  fish,  from  out  the  mothers'  sons 
That  welter  thus,  a  dozen  Dodingtons ! 

Why  call  up  Dodington,  and  none  beside. 
To  take  his  seat  upon  our  backs  and  ride 
Ajs  statesman  conquering  and  to  conquer  ?  Well, 
The  last  expedient,  which  must  needs  excel 
Those  old  ones  —  tius  it  is,  —  at  any  rate 
Today's  conception  thus  I  formulate : 
As  simple  force  has  been  replaced,  just  so 
Must  simple  wit  be  :  men  have  got  to  know 
Such  wit  as  what  ^bu  boast  is  nowise  held 
Tlie  wonder  once  it  was,  but,  paralleled 
Too  plentifully,  counts  not,  —  puts  to  shame 
Modest  possessors  like  yourself  who  claim, 
By  virtue  of  it  merely,  power  and  place 

—  Which  means  the  sweets  of  office.    Since  our 


race 


Teems  with  the  like  of  you,  some  special  gift, 
Your  very  own,  must  coax  our  hands  to  lift, 

\.nd  backs  to  bear  you :  is  it  just  and  right 

Co  privilege  your  nature  ? 


(i  C2J 


State  things  quite 
Other  than  so  "  -j-  make  answer !    "I  pretend 
No  such  community  with  men.    Perpend 
My  key  to  domination  I    Who  woula  use 
Man  for  lus  pleasure  needs  must  introduce 
The  element  that  awes  Man.    Once  for  all. 
His  nature  owns  a  Supernatural 
In  fact  as  well  as  phraiBe  —  which  found  aaust  be 
—  Where,  in  this  doubting  age  ?    Old  mystery 
Has  served  its  turn — seen  through  and  sent 

adrift 
To  nothingness :  new  wizard-craft  makes  shift 
Nowadays  shorn  of  help  by  robe  and  book,  — 
Otherwise,  elsewhere,  tor  success  must  look 
Than  chalked-ring,  incantation-gibberish. 
Somebody  comes  to  conjure  :  that 's  he  ?    Pish  I 
He  's  like  the  roomful  of  rapt  gazers,  —  there  's 
No  sort  of  difference  in  the  garb  he  wears 
From  ordinary  dressing,  —  gesture,  speech. 
Deportment,  just  like  those  of  all  and  each 
That  eye  their  manter  of  the  minute.    Stay  I 
What  of  the  something  —  call  it  how  you  may  — 
Uncanny  in  the  —  qnack  ?    That 's  easy  said  I 
Notice  how  the  Professor  turns  no  head 


And  yet  takes  ooffnizance  of  who  accepts, 
Denies,  is  puzzled  as  to  the  adept's 
Supremaov,  yields  up  or  lies  in  wait 
To  trap  the  trickster  I    Doubtless,  out  of  date 
Are  dttslin^  with  the  devil :  yet,  the  stir 
Of  mouth,  its  smile  half  smug  half  sinister, 
Mock-modest  boldness  masked  in  diffidence,  — 
What  if  the  man  have  —  who  knows  how  or 

whence  ?  — 
Confederate  potency  unguesaed  bv  us  — 
Prove  no  such  cheat  as  he  pretends  ?  " 


Had 


VI 

Ay,  thus 

but   my  Oeorge  played  statesmanship's 

new  card 
That   carries   all!    "Since  we*' — avers   the 

Bard  — 
*^  All  of  us  have  one  human  heart "  —  as  good 
As  say  —  by  all  of  us  is  understood 
Right  and  wrong,  true  and  false  —  in  rough,  at 

least. 
We   own  a  common   conscience.    God,  man, 

beast  — 
How  should  we  qualify  the  statesman-sliape 
I  fancpr  standinsr  with  our  world  agape  ? 
Disguise,  flee,  nght  against  with  tooth  and  nail 
The  outrageous  designation  !    ^^  Quack  "  men 

quail 
Before  ?    Ton  see,  a  little  year  ago 
Thev  heard  him  thunder  at  the  thing  which,  lo. 
To-day  he  vaunts  for  unscathed,  while  what  erst 
Heaven-high  he  landed,  lies  hell-low,  accursed  ! 
And  yet  where  's  change  ?    Who,  awe-struck, 

cares  to  point 
Critical  finger  at  a  dubious  joint 
In  armor,  true  as  triplex,  breast  and  back 
Binding  about,  defiant  ot  attack. 
An  imperturbability  that 's  —  well. 
Or  innocence  or  impudence  —  how  tell 
One  from  the  other?    Could  ourselves  broach 

lies, 
Tet  brave  mankind  with  those  unaltered  eyes. 
Those  lips  that  keep  the  quietude  of  truth  ? 
Dare  we  attempt  the  like  r  What  quick  uncouth 
EKsturbanoe  of  thy  smu^  economy, 
O  coward  visage  !    Straight  would  all  descry 
Back  on  the  man's  brow  the  boy's  blush  once 

more  t 
No :  he  goes  deeper  —  could  our  sense  explore  — 
Finds  conscience   beneath  conscience  such  as 

ours. 
Grenius  is  not  so  rare,  —  prodigious  powers  — 
Well,  others  boast  such,  —  but  a  Y)ower  like  thin 
Mendacious  intrepidity  —  quid  vis  f 
Besides,  imposture  plays  another  game. 
Admits  of  no  diversion  from  its  aim 
Of  captivating  hearts,  sets  zeal  aflare 
In  every  shape  at  every  tnm,  —  nowhere 
Allows  subsidence  into  ash.    By  stress 
Of  what  does  guile  succeed  but  earnestness. 
Earnest  word,    look   and  gesture?    Touched 

with  aught 
But  earnestness,  the  levity  were  fraught 
With    ruin   to    g^nile's    mm -work.    Grrave    is 

guile ; 
Here  no  act  wants  its  qualifying  smile. 
Its  covert  pleasantry  to  neutralize 
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The  outward  ardor.    Can  our  ehief  deepiae 

Eyen  while  moat  he  seems  to  adulate  ? 

As  who  should  say  **  What    though  it  he  mj 

fate 
To  deal  with  fools?    Among  the  crowd  must 

lurk 
Some  few  with  faoultrf  to  judge  my  work 
8nite  of  its  way  which  suits,  they  understand, 
Tne  crass  majority :  —  the  iSacred  Band, 
No  duj^ing  them  forsooth  I  "    So  tells  a  touch 
Of  suhmtelligential  nod  and  wink  — 
Tumine   foes  friends.    Coarse  flattery  moves 

the  gorge : 
Mine  were  the  mode  to  awe  the  many.  (George  ! 
lliey  guess  you  half  despise  them  while  most 

bent 
On  demonstratii^  that  jronr  sole  intent 
Strives   for   their   service.    Sneer    at   them  ? 

Yourself 
'T  is  you  disparage,  — ^  tricksy  as  an  elf, 
Scorning  what  most  you  strain  to  bring  to  pass, 
Laughinglv  careless,  —  triply  cased  in  brass,  — 
While  nusning  strenuous  to  the  end  in  view. 
What  lollows  ?    W*hy,  you  formulate  within 
The  vulgar  headpiece  this  conception :  **  Win 
A  master>mind  to  serve  us  needs  we  must, 
One  who,  from  moti*  38  we  but  take  on  trust. 
Acts    strangelier  —  haply    wiselier    than    we 

know 
Stronglier,  for  certain.    Did  he  say  *  I  throw 
Aside  mv  good  for  yours,  in  all  I  oo 
Care  nothing  for  myself  and  all  for  von '  — 
We  should  both  understand  and  disbelieve  : 
Said  he,  *  Tour  good  I  laugh  at  in  my  sleeve, 
My  own  it  is  I  solely  labor  at, 
Pretending  yours  the  while '  —  that,  even  that, 
We.  understanding  well,  nve  credence  to. 
Ana  so  will  none  of  it.    But  here  'tis  through 
Our  recognition  of  his  service,  wi^e 
Well  earned  by  work,  he  mounts  to  such  a  stagv 
Above  competitors  as  all  save  Bubb 
Would   agonize    to    keep.    Tet  —  here 's   the 

rob  — 
So  slightlv  does  he  hold  by  our  esteem 
Which  solely  fi^ced  him  fast  there,  that  we  leem 
Mocked  every  minute  to  our  face,  by  gibe 
And  jest  —  scorn  insuppressive  :  what  ascribe 
The   rashness   to?    Our    pay   and   praise   to 

boot  — 
Do  these  avail  hhn  to  tread  under  foot 
Something  inside  us  all  and  each,  that  stands 
Somehow    instead  of  somewhat    which    com- 
mands 
^  Lie  not '  ?    Folk  fear  to  jeopardize  their  soul, 
Stumble    at   times,    walk   straight   upon  the 

whole,  — 
That  ^s  nature's  simple  instinct :  what  may  be 
The  portent  here,  the  influence  such  as  we 
Are  strangers  to  ?  "  — 

VII 

Exact  the  thing  I  call 
Man's  despot,  just  the  Supernatural 
Which,  George,  was  wholly  out  of  —  far  be* 

yond 
Your  theory  and  practice.    You  had  conned 
But  to  reject  the  precept  **  To  succeed 
In  gratifying  selfishness  and  greed. 


Asseverate  such  qualities  exist 

Nowise  within  yourself  I  then  make 

B  v  all  means,  with  no  sort  of  fear  I "    Alack, 

That  well-worn  lie  is  obsolete  I    Fall  back 

On  still   a   working    pretext  —  ''*'  Hearth  sad 

Home, 
The  Altar,  love  of  England,  hate  of  Rome  **  — 
That 's  serviceable  lying  —  that  perckanoe 
Had  screened  you   decently:  but    'waore  ad- 


vance 

Bv  one  step  more  in  perspicacity 
Of  these  our  dupes  I    At  length  they  get  to  see 
As  through  the  earlier,  this  uie  latter  plea  — 
And  find  the  greed  ana  selfishness  at  sovireel 
Ventum  est  €td  trior io$:  last  resouroe 
Should  be  to  what  but —  exquisite  dis|>vise 
Disguise-abjuring,  truth  that  looks  like  lies. 
Frankness  so  sure  to  meet  with  nnbelief  ? 
Say  —  you   hold   in   contempt  — not   tiiem  is 

chief  — 
But  first  and  foremost  your  own  self  I    No  ur 
In  men  but  to  make  sport  for  you,  induce 
The  puppets  now  to  dance,  now  stand  stock- 


s««.. 
Now  knock  their  heads  together,  at  j<mr  w31  ^ 
For  will's  sake  only  —  while   each  plays  his 

part 
Submissive :    why  ?    through    terror    at    the 

heart: 
**  Can  it  be  —  this  bold  man,  whose  hand  we  ssv 
Openly  pull  the  wires,  obeys  some  law 
Quite  above  Man's  —nay,  God's?  '^    On  faoe 

fall  they. 
This  was  the  secret  missed,  again  I  say. 
Out  of  your  power  to  grasp  conception  of. 
Much  less  employ  to  purpose.     Hence  Uie 
That  greets  your  very  name :  folk  see  but 
Fool  more,  as  well  as  knave,  in  Dodington. 


WITH  FRANCIS  FURINl 

I 

Nat,  that^  Furini,  never  I  alt  least 

Mean   to   believe  1    What   man   yon    were  I 

know. 
While  yon  walked  Tuscan  eartk,  a  painttf- 

priest, 
Soraetnii^  about  two  hundred  years  ago. 
Priest  —  you  did  duty  punctual  as  the  ann 
That  rose  and  set  above  Saint  Sano's  ohvrdi. 
Blessing  Mugello :  of  your  flock  not  one 
But  showed  a  whiter  fleece  becMise  of  smird, 
Your  kind  hands  wiped  it  clear  &om :  weN 

they  poor  ? 
Bounty  broke  bread  apace,  —  did  marriage  la; 
For  just  the  want  of  moneys  that  ensnre 
Fit  hearth-and-home  provision  ?  —  straight  yoor 

bag 
Unplumped  itself,  —  reached  hearts  by  way  of 

palms 
GkMxiwiirs  shake  had  but  tickled.    All  abont 
Mngello  vallev,  felt  some  parish  qualms 
At  worship  oflTered  in  bare  walla  withont 
The  comfort  of  a  picture  ?  — prompt  such  need 
Onr  painter  would  supply,  ana  throngs  to  see 
Witnessed  that  goodness  —  no  unhol  j  |creed 
Of  gain  —  had  coaxed  from  Don  Fnnm — he 
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Whom  prinoas  mi^ht  in  tmh  implore  to  toil 
For  worldly  profit  —  such  a  masterpiece. 
Brief  —  pnest,  you  poured  profuse  Qod's  wine 

and  oil 
Praiseworthily,  I  know  :  shall  praising^  cease 
When,  priestly  vesture  put  aside,  mere  man, 
Yon  stand  for  judgment  f    Rather  —  what  ac- 
claim 
—  '^  Qood  son,  good  brother,  friend  in  whom  we 

scan 
No  fault  nor  flaw  "  —  salutes  Furini's  name, 
The  loving  as  the  liberal  I    Enough : 
Only  to  ope  a  lily,  though  for  sake 
Of  setting  free  its  scent,  disturbs  the  rough 
Loose  gold  about  its  anther.    I  shall  take 
No  blame  in  one  more  blazon,  last  of  all  — 
Good  painter  were  you :  if  in  very  deed 
I  styled  you  great  —  what  modem  art  dares 

call 
Mt  word  in  question  ?    Let  who  will  take  heed 
Of  what  he  seeks  and  misses  in  your  brain 
To  balance  that  precision  of  the  brush 
Your  hand  could  ply  so  deftly  :  all  in  vain 
Striyes  poet^s  power  for  outlet  when  the  push 
Is  lost  upon  a  barred  and  bolted  gate 
Of  painter's  impotency.    Agnolo  — 
Thine  were  aliae  the  bead  and  hand,  bv  fate 
Doubly  endowed  1  Who  boasts  head  only  —  woe 
To  hand's  presumption  should  brush  emulate 
Fancy's  free  passage  bv  the  pen,  and  show 
Thought  wrecked  and  ruined  where  the  inei^ 

pert 
Foolhardy  fingers  half  grasped,  haU  let  go 
Film*wings  the  poet's  pen  arrests  unhurt ! 
No  —  painter  such  as  that  miraculous 
Michael,  who  deems  you  ?    But  the  ample  gift 
Of  graeinjg  walls  else  blank  of  this  our  house 
Of  uf e  with  imagery,  one  bright  drift 
Poured  forth  by  pencil,  —  man    and  woman 

mere, 
Glorified  till  half  owned  for  gods,  —  the  dear 
Fleshly  perfection  of  the  human  shape,  — 
This  was  apportioned  vou  whereby  to  praise 
Heaven  and  bleas  earth.    Who  clumsily  essays, 
Bv  slighting  painter's  craft,  to  prove  the  ape 
Of  poet's  pen-creation,  just  betrays 
Twofold  ineptitude. 

II 

By  such  sure  ways 
Do  I  retom,  Furtni,  to  my  first 
And  central  confidence  —  that  he  I  proved 
Good  priest,  good  man,  good  painter,  and  re- 
hearsed 
Praise  upon  praise  to  show  —  not  simply  loved 
For  virtue,  but  for  wisdom  honored  too 
Needs  must  Furini  be,  —  it  follows  —  who 
Shall  undertake  to  breed  in  me  belief 
Tliat,  on  his  death-bed,  weakness  played  the 

thief 
With  wisdom,  follv  ousted  reason  quite  ? 
List  to  the  chronicler !  With  main  and  might  — 
So  fame  runs  —  did  the  poor    soul    beg   his 

friends 
To  buy  and  bum  his  hand-work,  make  amends 
For  having  reproduced  therein  —  (Ah  me  I 
Sighs  fame  —  that 's  friend  FiKppo)  —  nudity  ! 
Tes,  I  assure  you :  he  would  paint  —  not  men 


Merely  —  a  pardonable  fault — but  when 
He  haa  to  deal  with  —  oh,  not  mother  Kve 
Alone,  permissibly  in  Paradise 
Naked  and  unashamed,  —  but  dared  achieve 
Dreadful  distinccion,  at  soul-safety's  price. 
By  also  painting  women  —  (why  the  need  ?) 
Just  as  God  made  them :  there,  you  have  the 

truth  I 
Tee,  rosed  from  top  to  toe  in  flush  of  youth. 
One  foot  upon  the  moss-fringe,   would  some 

Nymph 
Try,  with  its  venturous  fellow,  if  the  lymph  ^ 
Were  chillier  than  the  slab-stepped  fountain- 
edge ; 
The  while  a-heap  her  earments  on  its  ledge 
Of  boulder  lay  within  hand's  easy  resell, 

—  No    one    least  kid-skin  cast  around   her! 

Speech 
Shrinks  from  enumerating  case  and  case 
Of  —  were  it  but  Diana  at  the  chase, 
With  tunic  tucked  discreetly  hunting-high  I 
No,  some  Queen  Venus  set  our  necks  awry. 
Turned  faces  from  the  painter's  all-too-frank 
Triumph  of    flesh  I  For  —  whom  had  he  to 

thank 
— This  self-appointed  nature-student  ?  Whence 
Picked  he  up  practice  ?    By  what  evidence 
Did  he  unhandsomely  become  adept 
In  simulating  bodies  ?     How^  except 
Bv  actual  sight  of  such  ?    Hiinselt  confessed 
Tne  enormity :  quoth  Philip,  ""  When  I  pressed 
The  painter  to  acknowledge  his  abuse 
Of  artistry  else  potent  —  what  excuse 
liade  the  infatuated  man  ?    I  nve 
His  very  words :  *'  Did  you  but  Know,  as  I, 

—  O  scruple-splitting  sickly-sensitive 
Mild-moral-raonger,  what  the  agony 
Of  Art  is  ere  Art  satisfy  herself 

In  imitating  Nature  —  (Man,  poor  elf. 
Striving  to  match  the  finger-mark  of  Him 
The  immeasurably  roatcnleas)  —  gay  or  grim, 
Pray,  would  your  smile  be  ?    Leave  mere  fools 

to  tax 
Art's  high-strung  brain's  intentness  as  so  lax 
That,  in  its  mid-throe,  idle  fancy  sees 
The    moment    lor    admittance ! '     Pleadings 

these  — 
Specious,  I  grant.*'  So  adds,  and  seems  to  winoe 
Somewhat,  our  censor  —  but  shall  truth  con- 
vince 
Blockheads  like  Baldinucci  ? 

Ill 

I  resume 
Mv  incredulity :  your  other  kind 
Of  soul,  Furini,  never  was  so  blind. 
Even  through  death-mist,  as  to  grope  in  gloom 
For  cheer  beside  a  bonfire  piled  to  turn 
Ash  8  and  dust  all  that  your  noble  life 
Did  homage  to  life's  Lord  by,  —  bid  them  bum 

—  These  Baldinucci  blockheads  —  pictures  rife 
With  record,  in  each  rendered  loveliness. 
That  one  appreciative  creature's  debt 

Of  thanks  to  the  Creator,  more  or  less. 
Was  paid  according  as  heart's-will  had  met 
Hand's-power  in  Art's  endeavor  to  express 
Heaven's  most  consummate  of  achievements, 
bleas 
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£arth  by  a  semblance  of  the  seal  God  set 
On  woman  his  supremest  work.     I  trust 
Rather,  Furini,  dyins:  breath  had  vent 
In  some  fine  fervor  of  thanks^ving  jnst 
For  this  —  that  soul    and  body^s  power  you 

spent  — 
Agonized  to  adumbratef  trace  in  dust 
That  marvel  which  we  dream  the  firmament 
Copies  in  star-device  when  fancies  stray 
Outlining,  orb  by  orb,  Andromeda  — 
God^s  best  of  beauteous  and  mafipiifioent 
Revealed  to  earth  —  the  naked  female  form. 
Nay,  I  mistake  not :  wratli  that 's  but  luke- 
warm 
Would  boil  indeed  were  such  a  critic  styled 
Him»elf  an  artist :  artist !    Ossa  piled 
Topping  Olympus  —  the  absurd  which  crowns 
The    extravagant  —  whereat  one   laughs,    not 

frowns. 
Paints  he  ?    One  bids  the  poor  pretender  take 
His  sorry  self,  a  trouble  and  disgrace, 
From  out  the  sacred  presence,  void  Uie  place 
Artiste  chum  only.     What  —  not  merely  wake 
Our  pity  that  suppressed  concupiscence  — 
A  satyr  masked  as  matron  —  makes  pretence 
To  the  coarse  blue-fly's  instinct  —  can  perceive 
No  better  reason  why  she  should  exist  — 

—  God's  lily -limbed  and  blushrose  -  bosomed 

Eve  — 
Than  as  a  hot^bed  for  tlie  sensualist 
To  fiy-blow  with  his  fancies,  make  pnre  stu£P 
Breed  him  back  filth  —  this  were  not  crime 

enough  ? 
But  further  —  fly  to  style  itself  —  nay,  more  — 
To  steal  among  the  sacred  ones,  crouch  down 
Though  but  to  where  their  garments  sweep  the 

floor  — 

—  Still  catching  some  faint  sparkle  from  the 

crown 
Crowning  transcendent  Michael,  Leonard, 
Rafael,  —  to  sit  beside  the  feet  of  such, 
C^nspumed  because  unnoticed,  then  reward 
'llieir  toleration  —  mercy  overmuch  — 
By  stealing  from  the  throne^tep  to  the  fools 
Curious  outside  the  gateway,  alt-agape 
To  learn  by  what  procedure,  in  the  schools 
Of  Art,  a  merest  man  in  outward  shape 
May  learn  to  be  Corre^gio  !    Old  and  young. 
These  learners  got  their  lesson  :  Art  was  just 
A    safety  -  screen  —  (Art,    which    Correggio's 

tongue 
Calls  "'Virtue*') — for  a  skulking  vice:  mere 

lust 
Inspired  the  artist  when  his  Night  and  Mom 
Slept  and  awoke  in  marble  on  that  edge 
Of  heaven  above  our  awe-struck  earth :  lust- 
bom 
His  Eve  low  bending  took  the  privil«ro 
Of  life  from  what  our  eyes  saw  —  God's  own 

palm 
That  put  the  flame  forth  —  to  the  love  and 

thanks 
Of  all  creation  save  this  recreant ! 

IV 

Calm 
Our  phrase,  Furini !  Not  the  artist-ranks 
Claim  riddance  of  an  interloi>er :  no  — 


This  Baldinuooi  did  but  grunt  and  sxuS 
Outside  Art's  pale  —  ay,  grubbed,  where  piM- 

trees  grow, 
For  pignuts  only. 


Ton  the  Sacred !    If 
Indeed  on  vou  has  been  bestowed  the  dower 
Of  Art  in  fulness,  graced  with  head  and  hand. 
Head  —  to  look  up  not  downwards,  hand— ef 

power 
To  make  head's  gain  the  portion  of  a  world 
Where  else  the  uninstnicted  ones  too  sure 
Would  take  all  outside  beauty — film  tlat'i 

furled 
About  a  star  —  for  the  star's  self,  endure 
No  guidance  to  the  central  fi[loij,  —  nay. 
(Saoder)  might  apprehend  tae  film  was  fog. 
Or  (worst)  wish  all  but  ▼appr  well  away. 
Ana  sky's  pure  product  thickened  from  eaiih'i 

bog  — 
Since    so,  nor  seldom,  have    yonr    wotihiot 

failed 
To  trust  their  own  soul's  insight  —  why  ? 
For  warning  that  the  head  of  the  adept 
May  too  much  prize  the  hand,  work  unaasaikd 
By  scruple  of  the  better  sense  that  finds 
An  orb  within  each  halo,  bids  gross  flesh 
Free  the  fine  spiritrpattem,  nor  enmedi 
More  than  is  meet  a  marvel,  onstom  blinds 
Only  the  vulgar  eye  to.    Now,  less  fc^ar 
That  you,  the  foremost  of  Art's  feUoirahip, 
Will  oft  —  will  ever  so  offend  I    But  —  hip 
And    thigh  —  smite    the    Philistine  !     Yem— 

slunk  here  — 
Connived  at,  by  too  easy  tolerance. 
Not  to  scrape  palette  simply  or  soiieexe  bmsli. 
But  dub  your  very  self  an  Artist  ?    Tush  — 
You,  of  the  daubings,  is  it,  dare  advance 
This  doctrine  that  the  Artist-mind  mnst  needs 
Own  to  affinity  with  yours  —  confess 
Provocative  acquaintance,  more  or  leas. 
With  each  impurely-peevish  worm  that  breecb 
Inside  your  brain's  receptacle  ? 

VI 

EnongK 
Who  owns  *"^  I  dare  not  look  on  diadems 
Without  an  itch  to  pick  out,  purloin  gems 
Others  contentedly  leave  sparkling  "  —  gmff 
Answers  the  guard  of  the  regalia  :  **  Wny  — 
Coiisoioualy  kleptomaniac  —  thrust  Tonnelf 
Where  your  illicit  craving  after  pelf 
Is  tempted  most  —  in  the  Kinpr's  treasury  ? 
Go  elsewhere  I    Sort  with  thieves,  if  Uras  jam. 

feel- 
When  folk  clean-handed  simply  reoo^^nixa 
Treasure  whereof  the  mere  sight  satufies  — 
But  straight  your  fingers  are  on  itch  to  steal ! 
Hence  with  you ! " 

Pray,  Furini ! 

VII 

*'  Bounteous  God, 
Deviser  and  dispenser  of  all  gifts 
To  soul  through  sense,  — in  Art  the  soul  npfifts 
Man's  best  of  thanks  I    What  but  thy  meMor- 
ing^rod 


WITH   FRANCIS    FURINI 


967 


Meted  forth  heaven  and  earth  ?  more  intimate, 
Thy  very  hands  were  busied  with  the  task 
Of  makfaiff,  in  this  human  shape,  a  mask  — 
A  match  for  that  divine.    Shall  love  abate 
Man's  wonder  ?     Nowise  1     Ttue  —  true  —  all 

too  true  — 
No  gift  but,  in  the  very  plenitude 
Of  its  perfection,  g^oes  maimed,  misoonstmed 
By  wickedness  or  weakness :  still,  some  few 
£(ave  grace  to  see  th^  purpose,  strength  to  mar 
Thy  work  by  no  admixture  of  their  own, 
—  Limn  truth  not  falsehood,  bid  us  love  alone 
The  type  untampered  with,  the  naked  star  I " 

VIII 

And,  prayer  done,  painter  —  what  if  you  should 

preach  ? 
Not  as  of  old  when  playing  pulpiteer 
To  simple-witted  country  folk,  but  here 
In  aotiial  London  try  your  powers  of  speech 
On  us  the  cultured,  therefore  skeptical  — 
What  would  you?    For,  suppose  he  has  liis 

word 
In  faith^s  behalf,  no  matter  how  absurd, 
This  painter-theologian  ?  ^  One  and  all 
We  lend  an  ear  —  nay,  Science  takes  thereto  — 
Kncourages  the  meanest  who  has  racked 
Nature  until  he  gains  from  her  some  fact. 
To  state  what  truth  is  from  his  point  of  view. 
Mere  pin-point  though  it  be  :  since  many  such 
Conduce  to  make  a  whole,  she  bids  our  rriend 
Ck>me  forward  unabashed  and  haply  lend 
His  little  life-experience  to  our  much 
Of  modem  knowledge.    Since  she  so  insists. 
Up  stands  Fnrini. 

IX 

**  Evolutionists ! 
At  truth  I  glimpse  from  depths,  yon  glance  from 

heights. 
Our  stations  for  discovery  opposites,  — 
How  should  ensue  afirreement  ?  ^  I  explain  : 
'T  is  the  tip-top  of  tnings  to  which  you  strain 
Tour  vision,  until  atoms,  protoplasm, 
And  what  and  whence  and  how  may  be  the 

spasm 
Which  sets  all  going,  stop  you  :  down  perforce 
Needs  must  your  o  wervation  take  its  course^ 
Since  there  ^s  no  moving  upwards  :  link  by  Imk 
Tou  drop  to  where  the  atoms  somehow  think. 
Feel,   know    themselves   to   be:   the    world's 

begun. 
Such  as  we  recognize  it.    Have  yon  done 
Descending  ?     Here  *s  ourself ,  —  Man,  known 

to-day. 
Duly  evolved  at  last,  —  so  far,  you  say. 
The  sum  and  seal  of  being's  progress.    Gkiod  t 
Thus  much  at  least  is  clearly  understood  — 
Of  power  does  Man  possess  no  particle : 
Of  knowledge  —  just  so  much  as  shows  that 

still ^ 
It  ends  in  ignorance  on  every  side  : 
But  righteousness  — ah^  Man  is  deified 
Thereby,  for  compensation  I    Make  survey 
Of  Man  9  surroundings,  try  creation  —  nay, 
Try  emulation  of  the  mimxnized 
Minuteness  fancy  may  conceive  I    Surprised 
Reason  becomes  by  two  defeats  for  one — 


Not  only  power  at  each  phenomenon 
Baffled,  but  knowledge  also  in  default  — 
Asking  what  is  minuteness  —  yonder  vault 
Speckled  with  suns,  or  this  the  millionth  — 

thing, 
How  shall  I  call  ?  —  that  on  some  insect's  wing 
Helps  to  make  out  in  dyes  the  mimic  star  ? 
Weak,  ignorant,  accoraingW  we  are : 
What  then  ?    The  worse  tor  Nature  I    Where 

began 
Righteousness,  moral  sense  except  in  Man  ? 
True,  he  makes  nothing,  understands  no  whit : 
Had  the  initiator-spasm  seen  fit 
Thvw  doubly  to  endow  him,  none  the  worse 
And  much  the  better  were  the  universe. 
What  does  Man  see  or  feel  or  apprehend 
Here,   there,  and   everywhere,  but    faults  to 

mend. 
Omissions  to  supply,  —  one  wide  disease 
Of  things  that  are,  which  Man  at  once  would 

ease 
Had  will  but  power  and  knowledge?  failing 

both  — 
Things  must  take  will  for  deed  —  Man,  nowise 

loth, 
Accepto  pre-eminenc^  :  mere  blind  force  — 
Mere  knowledge  undirected  in  its  course 
By  any  care  for  what  is  made  or  marred 
In  cither's  operation  —  these  award 
The  crown  to  ?   Rather  let  it  deck  thy  brows, 
Man,  whom  alone  a  righteousness  endows 
Would  cure  the  wide  world's  uling !     Who 

disputes 
Thy  claim  thereto?  Had  Spasm  more  attributes 
Than  power  and  knowledspe  in  ite  gift,  before 
Man  came  to  pass  ?    The  ni^er  that  we  soar, 
The  less  of  moral  sense  like  lllan's  we  find  : 
No  sign  of  such  before,  —  what  comes  behind, 
Who  guesses  1  But  until  there  crown  our  sight 
The  quite  new  —  not  the  old  mere  infinite 
Of  ehangings,  —  some  fresh  kind  of  sun  and 

moon, — 
Then,  not  before,  shall  I  expect  a  boon 
Of  intuition  just  as  strange,  which  turns 
Evil  to  good,  and  wrong  to  right,  unlearns 
All  Man's  experience  learned  since  Man  was  he. 
Accept  in  Man,  advanced  to  this  degree. 
The  Prime  Mind,  therefore !  neither  wise  nor 

strong  — 
Whose  fault  ?  but  were  he  both,  then  right,  not 

wrong 
As  now,  throughout  the  world  were  paramount 
According  to  his  will,  —  which  I  account 
The  qualifying  faculty.    He  stands 
Ck)nfessed  supreme  —  the  monarch  whose  com- 
mands 
Could  he  enforce,  how  bettered  were  the  world  I 
He 's  at  the  height  this  moment  —  to  be  hurled 
Next  moment  to  the  bottom  by  rebound 
Of  his  own  peal  of  laughter.    All  around 
Ignorance  wraps  him,  —  whence  and  how  and 

why 
Things  are,  —  yet  cloud  breaks  and  lete  blink 

the  sky 
Just  overhead,  not  elsewhere  !    What  assures 
His  optics  that  the  very  blue  which  lures 
Comes  not  of  black  outside  it,  doubly  dense  ? 
Ignorance  overwraps  his  moral  sense. 
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Winds  him  about,  relazingf  as  it  vraps. 

So  muoh  and  no  more  than  lets  throng-h  perhaps 

The  murmured  knowledgre  —  *  Ignorance  exists.' 


"  I  at  the  bottom,  Evolutionists, 

Adyise  beginoing,  rather.    I  profess 

To  know   just  one  fact  —  my  self-oonsoions- 

ness,  — 
*Twizt  ignorance  and  igrnoranoe  enisled,  — 
Ej:iowle<upe :  before  me  was  my  Cause  —  that 's 

sWled 
God :  after,  in  due  course  succeeds  the  rest,  — 
All    that   my    knowledge   comprehends — at 

beet  — 
At  worst,  conceiTes  about  in  mild  despair. 
Light  needs  must  touch  on  either  aarkneas : 

where? 
Knowledge  so  far  impinges  on  the  Cause 
Before  me,  tliat  I  know  —  by  certain  laws 
Wholly  unknown,  whatever  1  apprehend 
Within,  without  me,  liad  its  rise  :  thus  blend 
I,  and  all  things  perceived,  in  one  Effect. 
How  far  can  knowledge  any  ray  project 
On  what  comes  after  me  —  the  universe  ? 
Well,  my  attempt  to  make  the  cloud  disperse 
Begins  —  not  from  above  but  underneath  : 
I  cumb,  you  soar,  —  who  soars  soon  loses  breath 
And  sinks,  who  climbs  keeps  one  foot  firm  on 

fact 
Ere  hazarding  the  next  step :  souPs  first  act 
(Call  consoiousueas  the  soul — some  name  we 

need) 
Getting  itself  aware,  through  stuff  decreed 
Thereto  (so  call  the  body)  —  who  has  stept 
So  far,  there  let  him  stand,  become  adept 
In  body  ere  he  shift  his  station  thence 
One  single  hair^s  breadth.    Do  I  make  pretence 
To  teacli,  myself  unskilled  in  learning  r    Lo, 
My  life's  work  I   Let  my  pictures  prove  I  know 
Somewhat  of  what  this  fleshly  fnune  of  ours 
Or  is  or  should  be,  how  the  soul  empowers 
The  body  to  reveal  its  every  mood 
Of  love  .and  hate,  pour  forth  its  plenitude 
Of  passion.    If  my  hand  attained  to  give 
Thus  permanence  to  truth  else  fugitive, 
Did  not  I  also  fix  each  fleeting  grace 
Of   form    and  feature  —  save  the   beauteous 

face  —  ^ 
Arrest  decay  in  transitory  might 
Of  bone  and  muscle  —  cause  the  world  to  bless 
Forever  each  transcendent  nakedness 
Of    man  ^  and    woman  ?      Were    such    feats 

achieved 
By  sloth,  or  strenuous  labor  unrelieved, 
-^  Yet  lavished  vainly  ?    Ask  that  underground 
(So  majr  I  speak)  of  all  on  surface  found 
Of  flesh-peif  ection  I    Depths  on  depths  to  probe 
Of  all-inventive  artifice,  disrobe 
Marvel  at  hiding  under  marvel,  pluck 
Veil  after  veil  from  Nature  —  were  the  luck 
Ours  to  surprise  the  secret  men  so  name. 
That  still  eludes  the  searcher  —  all  the  same. 
Repays  his  search  with  still  fresh  proof  —  *  £x- 

teme. 
Not   inmost,  is  the  Cause,  fool!    Look   and 

learn ! ' 
Hius  teach  my  hundred  pictures :  firm  and  fast 


There   did   I   plant   my  first  foot.    And  the 

next? 
Nowhere  1     'Twas  put  forth  and  withdrawn, 

perplexed 
At  touch  of  what  seemed  stable  and  proved 

stuff 
Such  as  the  colored  clouds  are :  pUun  enough 
There  lay^  the  outside  universe :  tiy  Man  — 
My  most  immediate  I  and  the  dip  began 
From  safe  and  solid  into  that  prof ou^ 
Of  ignorance  I  tell  you  surges  round 
My  rock-spit  of  self-knowledge.    Well  and  iH 
Evil  and  good  irreconcilable 
Above^  beneath,  about  my  every  side,  — 
How  did  this  wild  confusion  fitf  and  wide 
Tally  with  my^  experience  when  my  stamp  — 
So  far  from  stirrine — struck  out,  each  a  lamj^ 
Spark   after   spars   of   truth   from  where  I 

stood  — 
Pedestalled  triumph  ?    Evil  there  was  good. 
Want  was  the  promise  of  supply,  defect 
Ensured  completioD,  —  where  and  when   and 

how? 
Leave  that  to  the  First  Cause !    Enongli  that 

now. 
Here  where  I  stand,  this  moment*s  me   and 

mine. 
Shows  me  what  isoBermits  me  to  divine 
What  shall  be.    Wherefore  ?    Nay,  how  others 

wise? 
Look  at  my  pictures  I    What  so  glorifies 
The  body  that  the  permeating  soul 
Finds  there  no  particle  elude  control 
Direct,  or  fail  of  duty,  —  most  obeenxe 
When  most  subservient  ?    Did  that  Cause  es- 

sure 
The  soul  such  raptures  as  its  fancy  stings 
Body  to  furnish  when,  uplift  by  winn 
Of  passion,  here  and  now,  it  leavesthe  eardi. 
Loses  itself  above,  where  bliss  has  birth  — 
(Heaven,  be  the  pnxsse) —  did  that  same  Canse 

contrive 
Such  solace  for  the  body,  soul  must  dive 
At  drop  of  fancy^s  pinion,  condescend 
To  bury  both  alike  on  earth,  our  friend 
And  fellow,  where  minutely  exouisite 
Low  lie  the  pleasures,  now  and  nere  —  no  herh 
But  hides  its  marvel,  peace  no  doubts  perturb 
In  each  small  mystery  of  insect  life  — 
—  Shall  the  sours  Cause  thus  gift  the  sonL  yet 

strife 
Continue  stall  of  fears  with  hopes,  —  for  why  ? 
What  if  the  Cause,  whereof  we  now  descry 
So  far  the  wonder-working,  lack  at  last 
Will,  power,  benevolence — a  protoplast, 
No  consummator,  sealing  up  the  sum 
Of    all    things,  —  past    and    present  sad  tc 

come  — 
Perfection  ?    No,  I  have  no  doubt  at  all ! 
There  *s  my  amount  of  knowledge  —  great  or 

small. 
Sufficient  for  my  needs  :  for  see  \  advance 
Its  light  now  on  that  depth  of  ignorance 
I   shrank    before   from  —  yonder   where   ihe 

world 
Lies  wreck-strewn,  —  evil  towering,  prone  good 

—  hurled 
From  pride  of  place,  on  every  aide.    F<ir  me 
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Paiienoe.  beseeoh  yon  I)  knowledge  can  but  be 
Of  ffood  Dy  knowled^  of  good's  opfwaite  ~ 
Bvu,  — sinoe,  to  distmgniui  wrong  trom.  right, 
Both  most  be  known  in  each  extreme,  beside  — 
(Or  what  means  knowledge  —  to  aspire  or  bide 
Content  with  half-attaining  ?    Hardly  so  I) 
Made  to  know  on,  know  ever,  I  must  know 
All  to  be  known  at  any  halting-stage 
Ql  my  sonl*B  progress,  such  as  earth,  where 

wage 
War,  just  for  soul^s  instruction,  nain  with  joy, 
FoUt  with  wisdom,  all  that  works  annoy 
With  all  that  quiets  and  contents,  —  in  brief, 
Qood  strives  with  evil. 

**  Now  then  for  relief. 
Friends,  of  your  patience  kindly  curbed  so  long. 
^  What  r  *    snarl  you,  *  is  the  fool's  conceit  thus 

strong  — 
Must  the  whole  outside  world  in  soul  and  sense 
ivatfer,  ^at  he  grow  sage  at  its  expense  ?  * 
By  no  means  !    'T  is  by  merest  touch  of  toe 
I  trv  —  not  treneh  on  — ignorance,  just  know  — 
And  so  keep  steady  footing :  how  you  fare. 
Caught  in  the  wmrlpool  —  that 's  the  Cause's 

care, 
Strong,  wise,  good,  —  this  I  know  at  any  rate 
In  my  own  self,  —  but  how  may  operate 
With  you  —  strength,  wisdom,  goodness  —  no 

least  blink 
Of  knowledge  breaks  the  darkness  round  me. 

Think  I 
Could  I  see  ^lain,  be  somehow  certified 
All  was  iUuaion,  —  evil  far  and  wide 
Was  good  disguised,  —  why,  out  with  one  huge 

wipe 
Gh>es  knowledge  from  me.    Type  needs  anti- 

As  nigBt  needs  day,  as  shine  needs  shade,  so 

good 
Needs  evil :  how  were  pity  understood 
Unless  by  pain  ?    Make  evident  that  pain 
Permissibly  masks  pleasure  — jirou  abstain 
From  outstretch  of  the  finger-tio  that  saves 
A  drowning  fly.    Who  proffers  help  of  hand 
To  weak  Andromeda  exposed  on  strand 
At  mercy  of  the  monster  ?    Were  all  true, 
Help  were  not  wanting:  ^  But  'tis  false,'  cry 

you, 
*  Mere  fancy-work  of  punt  and  brush  I '     No 

lees, 
Were  mine  the  skill,  the  magic,  to  impress 
Beholders  with  a  confidence  thev  saw 
Life,  — veritable  flesh  and  blooa  in  awe 
Of  just  as  true  a  sea-beast,  *-  would  they  stare 
Simply  as  now,  or  cry  out,  curse  and  swear, 
Or  call  the  gods  to  help,  or  catch  up  stick 
And  stone,  according   as   their  hearts   were 

quick 
Or  sluggish  ?    Well,  some  old  artificer 
Could  oo  as  much,  —  at  least,  so  books  aver,  — 
Able  to  make  believe,  while  I,  poor  wight. 
Make  fancy,  nothing  more.    Though   wrong 

were  right, 
Could  we  but  know — still  wrong  must  needs 

seem  wrong 
To   do  right's   service,  prove  men  weak  or 

strong, 


Ghoosexs  of  evil  or  of  good.    ^  No  such 
Illusion  possible  1 '    Ah,  friends,  you  touch 
Just  here  my  solid  standing-place  amid 
The  wash  and  welter,  whence  all  doubts  are 

bid 
Back  to  the  ledge  they  break  against  in  foam, 
Futility :  my  soul,  and  my  soul's  home 
This  body,  —  how  each  operates  on  each. 
And  how  things  outside,  fact  or  feigning,  teach 
What  good  is  and  what  evil,  —  just  the  same, 
Be  feigning  or  be  fact  the  teacher,  —  blame 
Diffidence  nowise  if,  from  this  I  judge 
Mv  point  of  vantage,  not  an  inch  I  bnd^. 
All  —  for   myself  —  seems   ordered    wise  and 

well 
Inside  it,  —  what  reigns  outside,  who  can  tell  P 
Contrariwise,  who  needs  be  told  *'  The  space 
Which  yields  thee  knowledge,  —  do  its  bounds 

embrace 
WeU-willing  and  wiae-working,  each  at  height  ? 
Enough :  beyond  thee  lies  the  infinite  — 
Back  to  thy  oiroumseription  I ' 

**  Back  indeed  I 
Ending  where  I  began  —  thus  :  retrocede. 
Who  will,  —  what  comes  first,  take  first,  I  ad- 
vise I 
Acquaint  you  with  the  body  ere  your  eyes 
Look  upward :  this  Andromeda  of  mine  — 
Gaze  on  the  beauty.  Art  hangs  out  for  sign 
There  's  finer  entertainment  underneath. 
Learn  how  they  ministrate  to  life  and  death  — 
Those  incommensurably  marvellous 
Contrivances  which  f urxush  forth  the  house 
Where  soul  has  sway  I    Though  Master  keep 

aloof. 
Signs  of  his  presence  multiply  from  roof 
To  basement  of  the  building.    Look  around, 
Learn  thoroughly,  —  no  fear  that  yon  confound 
Master  with  messuage  I    He 's  away,  no  donbt, 
But  what  if,  all  at  once,  you  come  upon 
A  startling  proof  —  not  that  the  Master  gone 
Was  present   lately  —  but   that   someUiing  — 

whence 
Li^ht  comes  —  has  pushed  him  into  residence  ? 
W  as  such  the  symbol's   meaning,  —  old,  un* 

couth  — 
That  circle  of  the  serpent,  tail  in  month  ? 
Only  by  looking^  low,  ere  looking  high, 
Comes  penetration  of  the  mystery." 

XI 

Thanks !    After  sermonizing,  psalmody  ! 
Now  praise  with  pencil,  Painter  1    Foou  attaint 
Tour  fame,  forsooth,  because  its  power  inclines 
To  livelier  colors,  more  attractive  lines 
Than  suit  some  orthodox  sad  sickly  saint 
—  Gray  male  emaciation,  haply  streaked 
Carmine   by  sconrgings  —  or  they   want,  far 

worse-— 
Some  self-scathed  woman,  framed  to  bless  not 

curse 
Nature   that  loved   the   form  whereon   hate 

wreaked 
The  wrongs  you  see.    No,  rather  paint  some  foil 
Benignanoy,  the  first  and  foremost  boon 
Of  youth,  health,  strength,  —  show  beauty's 

May,  ere  June 
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Undo  the  bud's  blush,  leave  a  rose  to  cull 
—  No  poppy,  neither  I  yet  less  perfect-pure, 
Divinely-precious  with  lifers  dew  besprent. 
Show  saintliness  that  ^s  simply  innocent 
Of  i^uessins:  sinnership  exista  to  cure 
All  in  gooa  time  I    In  time  lee  aee  advance 
And  teach  that  knowledge  helps  —  not  igno- 
rance— 
The  healing  of  the  nations.    Let  my  spark 
Quicken  your  tinder !    Bum  with  —  Joan  of 

Aro! 
Not  at  the  end,  nor  midway  when  there  grew 
The  brave  delusions,  when  rare  fancies  flew 
Before  the  eyes,  and  in  the  ears  of  her 
Strange  voices  woke  imperiously  astir : 
No,  ^  paint  the  peasant  girl  all  peasant-like, 
Smrit  and  flesh  —  the  hour  about  to  strike 
When  this   should    be  transfigured,  that   in- 
flamed, 
Bv  heart's  admoniahinff  "  Thy  country  shamed, 
Tny  king  shut  out  of  ul  his  realm  except 
One  sorry  comer ! ''  and  to  life  forth  leapt 
The  indubitable  lightning  *'  Can  there  be 
Country   and   king^s    salvation  —  all   through 

me?" 
Memorize    that     burst's    moment,     Francis! 

Tush- 
None  of  the  nonsense-writing  !    Fitlier  brash 
Shall  dear  off  fancy's  film-work  and  let  show 
Not  what  the  foolish  feign  but  the  wise  know  — 
Ask  Sainte-Beuve  else  I  —  or  better,  Quicherat, 
The  downrisrht-digger  into  truth  that 's  ~  Bah, 
Bettered  by  fiction  ?     Well,  of  fact  thus  much 
Concerns  yon,  that  "  of  prudishneas  no  touch 
From  first  to  last  defaced  the  maid  ;  anon. 
Camp-use    compelling  "  —  what    says  D'Alen- 

gon 
Her  fast  friend  ?  —  "  though  I  saw  while  she 

undressed 
How  fair  she  was  —  especially  her  breast  — 
Never  had  X  a  wild  thought  P '  ~  as  indeed 
I  nowise  doubt.    Much  less  would  she  take 

heed  — 
When  eve  came,^  and  the  lake,  the  hills  around 
Were  all  one  solitude  and  silence,  —  found 
Barriered  impenetrably  safe  about,  — 
Take  heed  of  interloping  eyes  shut  out, 
But  quietly  permit  the  air  imbibe 
Her   naked   beauty   till  .  .   .  but   hear   the 

scribe! 
Now  as  she  fain  would  bathe^  one  even-tide, 
God^s  maid,  this  Joan,  from  the  pool's  edffe  she 

spied 
The  fair  blue  bird  clowns  call  the  Fisher4eing: 
And  ''^  *Las,  sighed  she,  my  Liege  is  mch  a  thing 
As  thou,  lord  but  qfone  poor  lonely  phce 
Out  qf  his  whole  wide  France :  were  mine  the 

grace 
To  set  my  Dauphin  free  as  thou»  blue  bird  !  " 
Properly  Martm-fisner  —  that 's  the  word, 
Not   yours   nor  mine  :   folk  said   the  ruatie 

oath 
In   common   use   with    her   was — **  By   my 

troth"? 
No,  —  **  By  my  Martin  "  !    Paint  thU !    Only, 

turn 
Her  face  awav  —  that  face  about  to  bum 
Into  an  angel  s  when  the  time  is  ripe  I 


That  task's  beyond  you.    Finished,  Frandi? 

Wipe 
Pencil,  scrape  palette,  and  retire  content ! 
*'  Omnia  non  omnibus  '*  —no  harm  is  meant! 
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The  Art  <^  Painting  by  Gerard  le 
translated  by  J.  F.  Fritsch,  was  the  '*  tome  **  to 
which  Browning  refers  as  having  interested  him 
when  he  was  a  boy  and  so  given  rise  to  this 
poem.  The  song  at  the  end  of  the  poem  was 
first  printed  in  a  small  volume  called  The  New 
Amphion,  published  for  the  Edinbuzgfa  Um- 
versity  Union  Fancy  Fair  in  1886. 


Ah,    but  —  because   you   were   struck   Uind, 

could  bless 
Tour  sense  no  longer  with  the  actual  view 
Of  man  and  woman,  those  fair  forma  you  drew 
In  happier  days  so  duteously  and  true,  — 
Must  I  account  my  Gerard  de  Lairesse 
All  sorrow-smitten  ?    He  was  hindered  too 
—  Was  this  no  hardship?  —  from  prodaeing, 

plain 
To  us  who  still  have  eyes,  the  paseantry 
Which  passed  and  passed  before  nis  busy  bnn 
And,  captured  on  his  canvas,  showed  oar  aky 
Traversed  by  flying  shapes,  earth  stocked  with 

brood 
Of  monsters,  —  centaurs  bestial,  satyrs  lewd,  — 
Not  without  much  Olympian  glory,  shapes 
Of  god  and  goddess  in  their  piy  oscapos 
From  the  severe  serene  :  or  haoly  paced 
The  antique  ways,  god-oonnaeUedf,  nymph-eiD- 

braoed, 
Some  early  human  kingly  peisonase. 
Such  wonaers  of  the  teeming  poet  a-age 
Were  still  to  be :  nay,  these  indeed  began  — 
Are  not  the  pictures  extant  ?  —  till  the  bui 
Of   blindness   struck   both   palette   from  kii 

thumb 
And  pencil  from  his  finger. 

II 

Blind — not  dumb, 
Else,  Gerard,  were  my  inmost  bowehi  ataired 
With  pity  beyond  pity :  no,  the  word 
Was  left  upon  your  unmolested  lips  : 
Tour  moutn  unsealed,  despite  of  eyee*  eclipse, 
Talked  all  brain's  yeamii^  into  birth.    I  lack 
Somehow  the  heart  to  wish  your  practice  back 
Which  boasted  hand's  achievement  in  a  score 
Of  veritable  pictures,  less  or  more, 
Still  to  be  seen:  myself  have  seen  them, — 

moved 
To  pay  due  homage  to  the  man  I  loved 
Because  of  that  prodigious  book  he  wrote 
On  Artistry's  Ideal,  by  taking  note, 
Making  acquaintance  with  his  artist^work. 
So  my  youtJi*s  piety  obtained  success 
Of  all  too  dubious  sort :  for,  thous^  it  irk 
To  tell  the  issue,  few  or  none  womd  ^esa 
From  extant  lines  and  colors,  De  Laucsse. 
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Your  faculty,  althonflrh  eaek  deftly-^ronped 
And  aptly-ordered  fiyure-pieoe  was  judged 
Worthy  a  prinoe's  purebajie  in  it«  dav. 
Bearded  experieooe  bears  not  to  be  anped 
Like  boviah  fancy :  *t  was  a  boy  that  budgred 
No  foot  8  breath  from  yonr  yisioned  steps  away 
llie  while  that  ipemorable  ''  Walk  '*  he  tradgred 
In  your  companionship,  —  the  Book  must  say 
Where,  when  and  wiiither,  —  **  Walk,**  come 

what  ooine  may, 
No  meaanrer  of  steps  on  this  our  globe 
Shall  ever  match  for  marvels.    Faustus*  robe, 
And  Fortunatus*  cap  were  gifts  of  price  : 
But  —  oh,  your  piece  of  soMr  sound  advice 
That  artists  should  descry  abundant  worth 
In  trivial  commonplace,  nor  groan  at  dearth 
If  fortune  bade  the  painter*s  craft  be  plied 
In  vulgar  town  and  country  !    \Vhy  despond 
Because   hemmed   round   by    Dutch   canals? 

Beyond 
The  ugly  actual,  lo.  on  every  side 
Imagination's  limitless  domain 
DiqiMayed  a  wealth  of  wondrous  sounds  and 

sights 
Ripe  to  be  realized  by  poet*s  brain 
Acting    on    painter^    brush!    *'Ye    doubt? 

Poor  wights. 
What  if  I  set  example,  go  before. 
While  you  come  after,  and  we  both  explore 
HoUana  turned  Dreamland,  taking  care  to  note 
Objects  whereto  my  pupils  may  devote 
Attention  with  advantage  ?  ** 

III 

So  commenced 
That  '*  Walk  "  amid  true  wonders  —  none  to 

you. 
But  huge  to  us  ignobly  common-sensed. 
Purblind,  while  plain  could  proper  optics  view 
In  that  old  sepulchre  by  lightning  split, 
Whereof  the  lid  bore  carven,  —any  dolt 
Imagines  why,  —  Jove's  very  thunderbolt : 
You  who  oomd  slaaight  perceive,  by  glance  at 

it. 
This  tomb  must  needs   be  Phaeton's!    In  a 

trice, 
Confirming  that  conjecture,  dose  on  hand. 
Behold,  half  out,  half  in  the  ploughed*up  sand, 
A  chariot-wheel  explained  its  bolt-device : 
AVhat  other  than  the  Chariot  of  the  Sun 
£ver  let  drop  the  like  ?    Consult  the  tome  — 
I  bid  inglorious  tarriers-at-home  — 
For  greater  still  surprise  the  while  that "  Walk  " 
Went  on  and  on,  to  end  as  it  begun, 
Chokefull  of  chances,  changes,  everv  one 
No  whit  less  wondrous.    What  was  there  to  balk 
Us,  who  had  eyes,  from  seeiiu?  ?    You  with  none 
Missed  not  a  marvel :  wherefore  ?    Let  us  talk. 

IV 

Say  am  I  rij^Iit?    Your  sealed  sense  moved 

your  mmd. 
Free  from  obstruction,  to  compassionate 
Art's  power  left  powerl(*ss,  ana  supply  the  blind 
With  fancies  worth  all  facts  denied  by  fate. 
Mind  could  invent  things,  add  to  —  take  away. 
At  pleasure,  leave  out  trifles  mean  and  base 
Which  vex  the  sight  that  cannot  say  them  nay 


But,  where  mind  phtje  the  master,  have  no  place. 
And  bent  on  banishing  was  mind,  be  sure, 
All  except  beautpr  from  its  mustmd  tribe 
Of  objects  appantional  which  lure 
Painter  to  show  and  poet  to  describe  -- 
That  imagery  of  the  antione  song 
Truer  than  truth's  self.    Fancy's  rainbow-birth 
Conceived  'mid  clouds  in  Greece,  could  glance 

along 
Your  passage  o'er  Dutch  veritable  earth, 
As  with  ourselves,  who  see.  familiar  throng 
About  our  pacings  men  ana  women  worth 
Nowise  a  glance  —  so  poets  apprehend  — 
Since  naught  avails  portraying  them  in  verse : 
While  painters  turn  upon  the  neel,  intend 
To  spare  their  work  the  critic's  ready  curse 
Due  to  the  daily  and  undignified. 


I  who  myself  contentedly  abide 

Awake,  nor  want  the  wings  of  dream,  —  who 

tramp 
Earth's  common  surface,  rough,  smooth,  dry  or 

damp, 
—  I  understand  alternatives,  no  less 
Conceive  your  soul's  leap,  Gerard  de  Lairesse ! 
How  were  it  could  I  mingle  false  with  true, 
Bosst,  with  the  sights  I  see,  your  vision  too  ? 
Advantage  would  it  prove  or  detriment 
If  I  saw  double  ?    Could  I  gaze  intent 
On  Dryope  plucking  the  blossoms  red, 
As  you,  whereat  her  lote-tree  writhed  and  bled. 
Yet  lose  no  gain,  no  hard  fast  wide-awake 
Having  and  holding  nature  for  the  sake 
Of  nature  only  —  nymph  and  lote^ree  thus 
Gained  by  the  loss  of  iruit  not  fabulous, 
Apple  of  English  homesteads,  where  I  see 
Nor  seek  more  than  crisp  buds  a  struggUng  bee 
Uncmmples,    caught   by   sweet   he   clambers 

through  ? 
Truly,  a  moot  point :  make  it  plain  to  me, 
Who,  bee-like,  sate  sense  with  the  simply  true. 
Nor  seek  to  heighten  that  sufficiency 
By  help  of  f  eignings  proper  to  the  page  — 
Earth's  surface-bliuik  whereon  the  elder  age 
Put  color,  poetizing  —  poured  rich  life 
On  what  were  ebe  a  dead  ground  —  nothing- 


Until  the  solitary  world  grew  rife 
With  Joves  and  Junes,  nymphs  and  satjrrs.  Yes, 
The  reason  was,  fancy  composed  the  strife 
'Twixt  sense  and  soul :  for  sense,  my  De  Lai- 


Cannot  content  itself  with  outward  things. 
Mere  beauty:  soul  must  needs  know  whence 

there  springs  — 
How,  when  and  why  —  what  sense  but  loves, 

nor  lists 
To  know  at  all. 

VI 

Not  one  of  man's  aoquists 
Ought  he  resigiiedlv  to  lose,  methinks : 
So,  point  me  out  which  was  it  of  the  links 
Snapt  first,  from  out  the  chain  which  used  to 

bind 
Oiir  earth  to  heaven,  and  yet  for  you,  fflnoe  blind, 
Subsisted  still  efficient  and  intact  ? 
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Oh,  we  oan  f  anoy  too  I  bul  somehow  iact 
Has  got  to  —  say,  not  so  much  posh  aside 
Fancy,  as  to  declare  its  place  supplied 
Bv  fact  unseen  but  no  less  fact  the  sanie,^ 
Which  mind  bids  sense  accept.     Is  nund  to 

blame. 
Or  sense,  —  does  that  usurp,  this  abdicate  ? 
Firot  of  all,  as  you  ^*  walked  ^*  —  were  it  too  late 
For  us  to  walk,  if  so  we  willed  ?    Confess 
We  have  the  sober  feet  still,  lie  Lairesse  I 
Why  not  the  freakish  brain  too,  that  must  needs 
Supplement  nature  —  not  see  flowers  and  weeds 
Simply  as  such,  but  link  with  each  and  all 
The  ultimate  perfection —  what  we  call 
Rightly  enouflrn  the  human  shape  divine  ? 
The  rose  ?    No  rose  unless  it  disentwine 
From  Venus*  wreath  the  while  she  bends  to  kiOB 
Her  deathly  love  ? 

Vll 

Plain  retrogression,  this  I 
No,  no :  we  poets  go  not  back  at  all : 
What  you  did  we  oould  do  —  from  great  to  small 
Sinking  assuredly  :  if  this  world  last 
One  moment  longer  when  Man  finds  its  Past 
Exceed  its  Present  —  blame  the  Protoplast  1 
If  we  no  longer  see  as  you  of  old, 
*T  is  we  see  deeper.    Progress  for  the  bold ! 
You  saw  the  body,  *t  is  tlie  soul  we  see. 
Try  now !  Bear  witness  while  you  walk  with  me, 
I  see  as  you  :  if  we  loose  arms,  stop  pace, 
'T  is  that  you  stand  still,  I  conclude  the  race 
Withou t  your  company.    Come,  walk  once  more 
The  *'  Walk  :  *'  if  I  to-day  as  yon  of  yore 
Seeiust  like  you  the  blind  —  then  sight  shall  cry 
—  The  whole  long  day  quite  gone  through  -> 
victory  I 

VIII 

Thunders  on  thunders,  doubling  and  redoubling 
Doom  o^er  the  mountain,  while  a  sharp  white 

fire 
Now  shone,  now  sheared   its  rusty  herbage, 

troubling 
Hardly  the  fix^l>o]es,  now  discharged  its  ire 
Full  where  some  pine-tree's  solitary  spire 
Crashed  down,  defiant  to  the  last :  till  —  lo, 
The  motive  of  the  malice  !  — all  aglow. 
Circled  with  flame  there  yawned  a  sudden  rift 
I'  the  rock-face,  and  I  saw  a  form  erect 
Front  and  defy  the  outrage,  while  —  as  checked, 
Chidden,  beside  him  dauntless  in  the  drift  — 
Cowered  a  heaped  creature,  wing  and  wing  out- 
spread 
In  deprecation  o'er  the  crouching  head  ^ 
Still  hungry  for  the  feast  foregone  awhile. 
O  thou,  of  scorn's  unconquerable  smile. 
Was  it  when  this  —  Jove's  feathered  fury  — 

slipped 
Gk>re-glutted  from  the  heart's  core  whence  he 

ripped  — 
This    eagle -hound  —  neither    reproach    nor 

prayer  — 
Bafiled,  in  one  more  fierce  attempt  to  tear 
Fate's  secret  from  thy  safeguard,  —  was  it  then 
That  all  these  thunders  rent  earth,  ruined  air 
To  reach  thee,  pay  thj  patronage  of  men  ? 
He  thundered,  —  to  withdraw,  as  beast  to  lair, 


Before  the  triumph  on  thy  pallid  brow. 
Qather  the  night  again  about  thee  now. 
Hate  on,  love  ever  1    Hum  is  breaking  there -> 
The  granite  ridge  pricks   through   the  mist, 

tur  IS  gold 
As  wrons  turns  right.    O  laughters  mmmltmlA 
Of  ocean  8  ripple  at  dull  earth's  despair  I 

IX 

But  morning's  laugh  sets  all  the  crags  alight 
Above  the  baffled  tempest :  tree  ana  tree 
Stir  themselves  from  the  stupor  of  the  n^^t. 
And  every  strai^led  branch  resumes  its  right 
To  breathe,  shakes  loose  dark's  «^^'"c«"b  <u«ei, 

waves  free 
In  drippinjr  glory.    Prone  the  runnels  plniige. 
While  earui,  distent  with  moisture  like  a  i 


Smokes  up,  and  leaves  each  plant  itr  irem  to ) 
Each  grass-blade's  glorv-^ litter.    Had  I  kiiowa 
The  torrent  now  turned  river  ?  —  mastertul 
Making  its  rusk  o'er  tumbled  ravage  —  stone 
And  stub  which  barred  the  froths  and  foans: 

no  bull 
Ever  broke  bounds  in  formidable  sport 
More  overwhelmingly,  till  lo,  the  spasm 
Sets  him  to  dare  that  last  mad  leap :  report 
Who  may  —  his  fortunes  in  the  deathly  ehasm 
That  swallows  him  in  silence  I    Rather  torn 
Whither,  upon  the  upland,  pedestalled 
Into  the  broad  day-splendor,  whom  diseeni 
These  eyes  but  thee,  supreme  one,  rightly  eaOed 
Moon-maid  in  heaven  above  and,  here  below. 
Earth's^  huntress^ueen  ?    I  note  the  garb  sne- 

cinct 
Saving  from  smirch  that  purity  of  snow 
From  E>rea8t  to  knee  —  snow's  self  with  just  the 

tinct 
Of  the  apple-UosBom's  heart-blush.    Ah,  the 

bow 
Slack-strung  her  fingers  grasp,  where,  Itoit- 

linked 
Horn  onrving  blends  with  horn,  a  moonlike  fiair 
Which  mimic  the  brow's  crescent  sparkling  sa-- 
As  if  a  star's  live  restless  fragment  winked 
Proud  yet  repugnant,  captive  in  each  luur ! 
What  hope  along  the  hillside,  what  far  ~ 
Lets  the  crisp  hair>plaits  fall  so  low  they 
Those  lucid  shoulders  ?    Must  a  mom  so 
Needs  have  its  sorrow  when  the  twang  and 
Tell  that  from  out  thy  sheaf  one  shaft 

writhe 
Its  victim,  thou  unerring  Artemis  ? 
Why  did  the  chamois  stand  so  fair  a  mark 
Arrested  by  the  novel  shape  he  dreamed 
Was  bred  of  liquid  marble  in  the  dark  ^ 
Depths  of  the  mountain's  womb  which 

teemed 
With  novel  births  of  wonder  ?    Not  one  spark 
Of  pity  in  that  steel-gray  |clanoe  which  gleamed 
At  the  poor  hoof's  protesting  as  it  stamped 
Idly  the  granite  ?    Let  me  glide  unseen 
From  thy  proud  presence :  well  mayst  tkon  be 

queen 
Of  all  those  strange  and  sudden  deaths 

damped 
So  oft  Love's  torch  and  Hymen's  tajter  lit 
For  happy  marriage  till  the  maidens  paled 
And  perished  on  tne  temple  step,  assailed 


his 
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iy  —  what  except  to  envr  most  iiuui*s  wit 
mpnte  tliat  sure  implaoAole  release 
>f  life  from  warmth  and   joy?     But  death 
roeaoB  peace. 

X 

^oon  is  the  oouqueror,  —  not  a  spray,  nor  leaf, 
<{or  herb,  nor  blossom  but  has  rendered  op 
ts  momiofr  dew  :  the  valley  seenied  one  cup 
)f  doud-smoke,  but  the  vapor's  reigrn  was  brief ; 
»an-smitten,  see,  it  hangs  —  the  filmy  haze  — 
}ray-garmentins  the  herblees  mountain-side, 
Po  soothe  the  day^s  sharp  glare ;  while  far  and 

wide 
k.bove  unclouded  bums  the  sky,  one  blaze 
Vith  fierce  immitigable  blue,  no  bird 
/'entures  to  spot  by  passage.    E'en  of  peaks 
Vhich  still  presume  there,  plain  each  pale  point 

speaks 
!n  wan  transparency  of  waste  incurred 
iy  over-daring :  far  from  me  be  such  I  ^ 
>Bep  in  the  hollow,  rather,  where  combine 
Cree,  shrub  and  brier  to  roof  with  shade  and 

cool 
rhe  renmant  of  some  lily-strangled  pool, 
edged  round  with  mossy  fringing  soft  and  fine. 
Smooth  lie  the  bottom  slabs,  and  overhead 
^atch  elder,  bramble,  rose,  and  service-tree 
ind  one  beneficent  rich  barberrv 
fewelled  all  over  with  fruit-pendants  red. 
rAHiat  have  I  seen !    O  Satyr,  well  I  know 
ilow  sad  thy  case,  and  what  a  world  of  woe 
rVaa  hid  b}r  the  brown  visage  furry-framed 
>nly  for  mirth :  who  otherwise  could  think  — 
klarking,  thy  mouth  giqM  still  on  laughter's 

brink, 
rhine  eyes  a-swim  with  merriment  unnamed 
3ut  haplv  guessed  at  by  their  furtive  wink  ? 
^nd  all  the  while  a  heart  was  panting  sick 
Sehind  that  ahtifxy  bulwark  of  thy  breast  — 
Passion  it  was  that  made  those  breatb-bursts 

thick  , 
[  took  for  mirth  subsiding  into  rest, 
iot  it  was  L^da  —  she  of  all  the  train 
>f  forest-tbridding  nymphs,  —  't  was  only  she 
fumed  from  thy  rustic  nomage  in  disdain, 
saw  bat  that  poor  uncouth  outside  of  thee, 
lind,  from  her  circling  sisters,  mocked  a  pain 
Scho  had  pitied  —  whom  Pan  loved  in  vain  — 
for  she  was  wishful  to  partake  thy  glee, 
liimic  thy  mirth  —  who  loved  her  not  again, 
>Avage  for  Lyda's  sake.    She  crouches  there  — 
Chy^  cruel  beauty,  slnmberously  laid 
>upine  on  heapednip  beast-skins,  unaware 
rhy  steps  have  traced  her  to  the  briery  glade, 
Cky  greedy  hands  disclose  the  cradling  lair. 
Thy  hot  eyes  reach  and  revel  on  the  znaid ! 

XI 

ffow,  what  should  this  be  for?    The  sun's  de- 
cline 
ieems  as  he  lingered  lest  he  lose  some  act 
Oread  and  decisive,  some  prodigious  fact 
Like  thunder  from  the  sate  sky's  sapphirine 
%.bout  to  alter  earth's  conditions,  packed 
SVith  fate  for  nature's  self  that  waits,  aware 
What  mischief  unsuspected  in  the  air 
Menaces  momently  a  cataract. 


Therefore  it  is  that  yonder  spaee  extends 
Untrenohed  upon  by  any  vamnt  tree. 
Shrub,  weed  well-nigh  ;  theykeep  their  bounds, 

leave  free 
The  platform  for  what  actors  ?  Foes  or  friends, 
Here  come  they  tro<^>ing  silent :  heaven  sua* 

pends 
Purpose  the  while  they  range  themselves.  I  see  I 
Benton  a  battle,  two  vast  powers  agree 
This  present  and  no  after-contest  ends 
One  or  the  other's  grasp  at  rule  in  reach 
Over  the  race  of  man  —  host  fronting  host. 
As  statue  statue  fronts  —  wrath-molten  esioh. 
Solidified  by  hate,  -^  earth  halved  almost. 
To  close  once  more  in  chaos*    Yet  two  shapen 
Show  prominent,  each  from  the  uaiyerse 
Of  minions  round  about  him,  that  dim)ene 
Like  cloud-obstruction  when  a  bolt  escapes. 
Who  flames  first  ?   Macedonian,  is  it  thou  ? 
A^,  and  who  fronts  thee.  Kins  Uarius,  drapes 
Hjs  form  with  purple,  filiet-folds  his  brow. 

XII 

What,  then  the  long  day  dies  at  last  ?    Abrupt 
The  sun  that  seemed,  in  stooping,  sure  to  melt 
Our  mountain-ridge,  is  mastered :   blaok  the 

belt 
Of  westward  crags,  his  gold  eould  not  oorrupt, 
Barriers  again  the  valley,  lets  the  flow 
Of  lavish  glory  waste  itself  away 
—  WhithiOT  f  For  new  dimes,  fresh  eyes  breaks 

the  day ! 
Night  was  not  to  be  baffled.    If  the  glow 
Were  all  that's  gone  from  us  I    Did  clouds, 

afloat 
So  filmily  but  now,  discard  no  rose. 
Sombre  throughout  the  fleeoinees  that  grows 
A  sullen  uniformity.     I  note 
Rather  displeasure,  —  in  the  overspread 
Change  from  the  swim  of  gold  to  one  pale  lead 
Oppressive  to  malevolence,  —  than  late 
Those  amorous  yearnings  when  the  aggregate 
Of  cloudlets  pressed  that  each  and  all  might  sate 
Its  passion  and  partake  in  relies  red 
Of  day's  beqneathroent:  now,  a  frown  instead 
Estranges,  and  affrights  who  needs  must  fare 
On  and  on  till  his  journey  ends :  but  where  ? 
Caucasus  ?    Loat  new  in  the  ni^ht.    Away 
And  far  enough  lies  that  Arcadia. 
The  human  heroes  tread  the  world  *s  dark  way 
No  longer.    Tet  I  dimly  see  almost  — 
Tes,  for  my  last  adventure  1    'T  is  a  ghost. 
So  drops  away  the  beauty  1    There  he  stands 
Voiceless,    searce    strives    with     deprecating 

hands* • • 

XIII 

Enougrh  I    Stop  further  fooling,  De  Laaresse ! 
My  fault,  not  ytmrs  I    Some  fitter  way  express 
Heart's  satiafaotion  that  the  Past  indeed 
Is  past,  gives  way  before  Life's  best  and  last» 
The  all-including  Future !    What  were  life 
Did  soul  smnd  still  therein,  forego  her  strife 
Through  the  ambiguous  Present  to  the  goal 
Of  8orae  all-reconciling  Future  ?    Soul, 
Nothing  has  been  which  shall  not  bettered  be 
Hereafter,  —  leave  the  root,  by  law's  decree 
Whence  springs  the  ultimate  and  perfect  tree  I 
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Busy  thee  with  vneartliiiigr  root  ?  Nay,  olimb  — 
Quit  trunk,  branch,  leaf  and  flower  —  reaoh, 

rest  sublime 
Where  fruitage  ripens  in  the  blaze  of  day  ! 
Overlook,  despise,  fotvet,  throw  flower  away. 
Intent  on  progress  ?    No  whit  more  than  stop 
Ascent  therewith  to  dally,  screen  the  top 
Sufficiencr  of  yield  by  interposed 
Twistwork  bold  foot  gets  free  from.  Wherefore 

glozed 
The  poets  —  **  Dream  afresh  old  godlike  shapes. 
Recapture  ancient  fable  that  escapes, 
Push  back  reality,  repeople  earth 
With  vanished  f alBeiiess,  recognize  no  worth 
In  fact  new-bom  unless  't  is  rendered  back 
Pallid  by  fancy,  as  the  western  rack 
Of  fading  cloud  bequeaths  the  lake  some  gleam 
Of  its  gone  glory  !  " 

XIV 

Jjet  things  be  —  not  seem, 
I  counsel  rather,  —  do,  and  nowise  dream ! 
Earth^s  young  significance  is  all  to  learn  : 
The  dead  Greek  lore  lies  buried  in  the  urn 
Where  who  seeks  fire  finds  ashes.     Qhost,  for- 
sooth I 
What  was  the  best  Greece  babbled  of  as  truth  ? 
*^A  shade,  a  wretched  nothing,  —  sad,  thin, 

drear, 
Cold,  dark,  it  holds  on  to  the  lost  loves  here. 
If  hand  have  haplv  sprinkled  o*er  the  dead 
Three  charitable  dust-heaps,  made  mouth  red 
One  moment  by  the  sip  of  sacrifice : 
Just  so  much  comfort  thaws  the  stubborn  ice 
Slow-thickening  upward  till  it  choke  at  length 
Tlie  last  faint  flutter  craving  —  not  for  strength, 
Not  beauty,  not  the  riches  and  the  rule 
O^er  men  that  made  life  life  indeed."    Sad 

school 
Was  Hades !    Gladly,  —  might  the  dead  but 

slink 
To  life  back,  —  to  the  dregs  once  more  would 

drink 
Each  interloper,  drain  the  humblest  cup 
Fate  mixes  for  humanity. 

XV 

Cheer  up,  — 
Be  death  with  me,  as  widi  Achilles  erst. 
Of  Man's  calamities  the  last  and  worst : 
Take  it  so !    Bv  proved  uotency  that  still 
Makes  perfect,  be  assurea,  come  what  come  will, 
Wliat  once  lives  never  dies  —  what  here  attains 
To  a  beginning,  has  no  end,  still  gains 
And  never  loses  aught :  when,  where,  and  how  — 
Lies  in  Law's  lap.   What  *s  death  then  ?    Even 

now 
With  so  much  knowledge  is  it  hard  to  bear 
Brief  interposing  ignorance  ?    Is  care 
For  a  creation  found  at  fault  inst  there  — 
There  where  the  heart  breaks  bond  and  out- 
runs time, 
To  reaoh  not  follow  what  shall  be  ? 


XVI 


Such  as  one  makes  now, 
repeats 


Here 's  rhyme 
say,  when  Spring 


That  miracle  the  Greek  Bard  sadly  greets : 
*'  Spring  for  the  tree  and  herb  —  no  Spring  for 

us!" 
Let    Spring   come:    why,  a  man  salutes  her 

thus: 

Dance,  yellows  and  whites  and  reds.  — 
Lead  your  gay  o^gy,  leaves,  stalks,  heads 
Astir  with  the  wind  in  the  tulip-beds ! 

There  *s  sunshine ;  scarcely  a  wind  at  all 
Disturbs  starved  grass  and  diusiee  small 
On  a  certain  mound  by  a  churchyard  walL 

Dairies  and  grass  be  my  hearths  bedfellows 
On  the  mound  wind  spares  and  sunshine  mel- 
lows : 
Dance  you,  reds  and  whites  and  yellows ! 

WITH  CHARLES  AVISOX 

The  manuscript  of  the  Grand  ManA  written 
by  Avison  was  in  the  possesrion  of  Browaing''8 
father,  and  a  copy  is  given  at  the  end  of  the 
poem.  The  Iie(fe  who  is  two  or  three  times 
mentioned  was  Browiiing^s  teacher  of  nuisie, 
who  was  a  learned  contrapuntist. 


How  strange  I  —  but,  first  of  all,  the  little  fact 
Which  led  my  fancy  forth.    This  bitter  morn 
Showed  me  no  object  in  the  stretch  forlotn 
Of  garden-ground  beneath  my  window,  backed 
By  yon  worn   wall   wherefrom   the    creeper. 

tacked 
To  clothe  its  brickwork,  hangs  now,  rent  and 

racked 
By  five  months*  cruel  winter,  —  showed  no  torn 
And  tattered  ravage  worse  for  eyes  to  see 
Than  just  one  ugly  space  of  clearance,  left 
Bare  even  of  the  bones  which  used  to  be 
Warm  wrappage,  safe  embracement:  this  one 

cleft  — 
—  Oh^  what  a  life  and  beauty  filled  it  up 
Startiingly,  when  methonght  the  rude  day  cup 
Ran  over  with  poured  bright  wine !     T  was  a 

bird 
Breast-deep   there,  tugging   at  his  prize,  de- 
terred 
No  whit  by  the  fast-falling  snow-flake :  gain 
Such  prize  my  blackcap  must  by  migrnt  and 

main  — 
The  doth-shred,  still  arflutter  from  its  nail 
That  fixed  a  spray  once.     Now,  what  told  the 

tale 
To   thee,  —  no    townsman   but  bom  orchard- 
thief,  — 
That  here  —  surpassing  moss-tuft,  beard  from 

sheaf 
Of   sun-scorched  barley,  horsehurs  lon^  and 

stout. 
All  proper  countiy-pillage — here,  no  doubt. 
Was  just  the  scrap  to  steal  should  line  thy  nest 
Superbly  ?    Off  he  flew,  his  bill  possessed 
The  booty  sure  to  set  his  wife^s  each  win^ 
Greenly  a-quiver.    How  they  olimb  and  eling. 
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Hang  paiTot>wi8e  to  bough,  them  blBokeaps ! 

StrHDge 
S<$emed  to  a  oity-dweller  that  the  finch 
Should  stray  so  far  to  forage :  at  a  pinch. 
Was  not  the  fine  wool's  self  within  nis  range 
—  Filchings  on    every  fence?      But  no:    the 

neea 
Was  of  this  rag  of  manufaoture,  spoiled 
By  art,  and  yet  by  nature  near  unsoiled, 
New-suited    to   what   scheming   finch    would 

breed 
In  comfort,  this  uncomfortable  March. 

II 

Yet  —  by    the    first    pink    blossom    on   the 

hurehl  — 
This  was  scarce  stranger  than  that  memory,  — 
In  want  of  what  should  cheer  the  stay-at-home, 
My  soul,  — must  straight  clap  pinion,  well-nigh 

roam 
A  century  back,  nor  once  close  plume,  descry 
The    appropriate    rag    to   plunder,     till    she 

pounced  — 
Pray,  on  what  relic  of  a  brain  long  still  ? 
What  old-world  work  proved  forage  for  the 

bill  y  ^n^ 

Of   memory   the   far^flyer  ?      *' March  ^*    an- 
nounced, 
I  verily  believe,  the  dead  and  gone 
Name  of  a  music-maker:  one  of  such 
In  England  as  did  little  or  did  much. 
But,  doing,  had  their  day  onoe.    Avison ! 
Siiurly  and  solebr  for  an  air  of  thine. 
Bold-stepping  *  March,"  foot  stept  to  ere  my 

hand 
Could  stretch  an  octave,  I  overlooked  the  band 
C>f  majesties  familiar,  to  decline 
On  thee  —  not  too  conspicuous  on  the  list 
Of  worthies  who  bv  help  of  pipe  or  wire 
Expressed  in  sound  rough  rage  or  soft  desire  — 
Thou,  whilom  of  Newcastle  organist ! 

Ill 

So  much  could  one  —  well,  thinnish  air  effect  I 
Am  I  ungrateful?    for,  your  March,   styled 

"Grand," 
Did  veritably  seem  to  grow,  expand. 
And  greaten  up  to  title  as,  uncnecked. 
Dream-marchers  marched,  kept  maivhing,  slow 

and  sure, 
In  time,  to  tune,  unchangeably  the  same. 
From  nowhere  into  nowhere,  —  out  they  came. 
Onward  they  passed,  and  in  they  went.     No 

lure 
Of  novel  modulation  pricked  the  flat 
Korthright  persisting  melody,  —  no  hint 
That  discord,  sound  asleep  beneath  the  flint, 
Struck -— might  spring  spark-like,  claim  due 

tifc-for-tat, 
^enohed  in  a  concord.    No!    Yet,  such  the 

might 
Df  quietude's  immutability, 
Fhat  somehow  coldness  gathered  warmth,  well- 
nigh 
I^nickened  —  which    could    not    be  I  —  grew 

buming^bright 
(Vith  fife-shriek,  cymbal-clash  and   trumpei- 

blare. 


To  dmm-aooentnatioB :  paoiii^  tarped 
Striding,  and  striding  grew  ^pgaatic*  spttrned 
At  last  the  narrow  spaoe  'twizt  earth  and  air, 
So  shook  me  back  into  my  sober  self. 

IV 

And  where  woke  I  ?     The  March  had  set  me 

down 
There  whence  I  plneked  the  measure,  as  hia 

brown 
Frayed  flannel-bit  my  blaekeap.     Great  John 

Relfe, 
Master  of  mine,  learned,  redoubtable. 
It  little  needed  thy  consummate  skill 
To  fitly  figure  such  a  bass !    The  key 
Was  —  should  not  memory  play  me    false  — 

well.  C. 
Ay,  with  tne  Greater  Third,  in  Triple  Time, 
Three  crochets  to  a  bar :  no  chan^,  I  grant. 
Except  from  Tonic  down  to  Dommaut. 
And  yet  —  and  vet  —  if  I  could  put  in  rhyme 
The  manner  of  that  marching!  —  which  had 

stopped 
—  I  wonoer,  where  ?  —  but  that  my  weak  self 

dropped 
From  out  tne  ranks,  to  rub  eyes  diaentranced 
And  feel  that,  after  all  the  way  advanced. 
Back  must  I  foot  it,  I  and  my  compeers, 
Only  to  reach,  across  a  hundred  years. 
The  bandsnum  Avison  whose  little  book 
And  large  tune  thus  had  led  me  the  long  way 
(As  late  a  rag  my  blackcap)  from  to-day 
And  to-day's  mnsio-manuiaoture,  —  Brahms, 
Wagner,  Dvorak,  Lisxt,  —  to  where  —  trumpets, 

shawms. 
Show  yourselves  joyful  I  —  Handel   reigns  — 

supreme  ? 
By  no  means  !    Buononcini's  work  is  theme 
For  fit  laudation  of  the  impartial  few : 
(We  stand  in  Eni^land,  mind  you  !)    Fashion  too 
Favors  Geminiam — of  those  choice 
Concertos:  nor  there  wants  a  certain  voice 
Raised  in  thy  favor  likewise,  famed  Pepusch 
Dear  to  our  great-grand&tiiers  I    In  a  bush 
Of  Doctor's  wig,  they  prized  thee  timing  beats 
While  Greenway  trilled  **  Alexis."    Such  were 

feats 
Of  music  in  thy  day  —  dispute  who  list  — 
Arisen,  of  Newcastle  organist ! 


And  here  's  your  music  all  alive  once  more  — 
As  once  it  was  alive,  at  least:  just  so 
The  figured  worthies  of  a  waxwork-show 
Attest  —  such  people,  years  and  years  ago. 
Looked  thus  when  outside  deaUi  had  life  be- 
low, 
—  Gould  say  **  We  are  now  "  not  "  We  were  of 


yore 


'Z 


— ''  Feel  how  our  pulses  leap ! "  and  not  "  Ex- 
plore— 
Explam  why  quietude  has  settled  o'er 
Surface  once  all  awork  1 "     Ay,  such  a  "  Suite" 
Roused   heart   to  rapture,  such  a  ** Fugue" 

would  catch 
Soul  heavenwards  up,   when  time  was:  why 

attach 
Blame  to  exhausted  faultlessness,  no  match 
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ever 


For   fresli    aohieTement  ?    Feat    onoe 

feat! 
How  can  oompletion  grow  still  more  complete  ? 
Hear  Avison  I    He  tenders  evidence 
That  musio  in  his  day  ss  mnch  absorbed 
Heart  and  soul  then  as  Wagner's  music  now, 
Perfect  from  centre  to  circumference  — 
Orbed  to  the  full  can  be  but  f uUy  orbed : 
And  yet -^  and  yet  —  whence  comes  it    that 

"OThou'^  — 
^hed  by  the  soul  at  eve  to  Hesperus  — 
Will  not  again  take  wine  and  fly  away 
(Since  fatal  Wagner  fixed  it  fast  for  us) 
In  some  unmodulated  minor  ?    Nay, 
Even  by  Handers  help  1 

VI 

I  state  it  thus : 
There  is  no  truer  truth  obtainable 
By   Man   than   comes  of   music.    **Sonl"  — 

(accept 
A  word  which  vaguely  names  what  no  adept 
In  word-use  fits  and  fixes  so  that  still 
Thing  shall  not  slip  word's  fetter  and  remain 
Innominate  as  first,  yet,  free  again, 
Is  no  less  recognized  the  absolute 
Fact  underlying  that  same  other  fact 
C!onceming  which  no  cavil  can  dispute  ^ 
Our  nomenclature  when  we  call  it  *^  Mind  "  — 
Something  not  Matter)  —  "Soul,"  who  seeks 

shall  find 
Distinct  beneath  that  something.    You  exact 
An  illustrative  image  ?    This  may  suit. 

VII 

We  see  a  work :  the  worker  works  behind, 
Invisible  himself.    Suppose  his  act 
Be  to  o'erarch  a  gulf :  he  digs,  transports,  ^ 
Shapes    and,    through    enginery  —  all    sizes, 

sorts, 
Lays  stone  by  stone  until  a  floor  compact 
Proves  our  bridged  causeway.    So  works  Mind 

—  by  stress 
Of  faculty,  with  loose  facts,  more  or  less, 
Builds  up  our  solid  knowledge  :  all  the  same. 
Underneath  rolls  what   Mind   may  hide  not 

tame. 
An  element  which  works  beyond  our  guess. 
Soul,  the  unsounded  sea — whose  lift  of  surge. 
Spite  of  all  supetstructnre,  lets  emerge. 
In  flower  and  foam.  Feeling  from  out  the  deeps 
Mind  arrogates  no  mastery  upon  — 
Distinct  indisputably.    Has  there  gone 
To  dig  up,  orag  forth,  render  smooth  from 

rough 
Mind's  flocmng,  —  operositv  enough  ? 
Still  the  successive  labor  of  each  inch. 
Who  lists  may  learn :  from  the  last  turn  of 

winch 
That  let  the  polished  slab-stone  find  its  place, 
To  the  first  prod  of  pickaxe  at  the  base 
Of  the  unquarried  mountain,  —  what  was  all 
Mind's  varied  process  except  natural. 
Nay,  easy  even,  to  descry,  describe. 
After  our   fashion  ?    '*  So  worked  Mind :  its 

tribe 
Of  senses  ministrant  above,  below. 
Far,  near,  or  now  or  haply  long  ago 


Brooght  to  pass  knowledge."    Bat  Soul's  ssa, 

—  drawn  whence. 
Fed  how,  forced  whidier,  —  by  what  evideiiee 
Of  ebb  and  flow,  that 's  felt  beneath  the  traii 
Soul  has  its  oonxse  'neath  Mind's  work  ovsr- 

head, — 
Who  tells  of,  tracks  to  source  the  founts  of 

Soul? 
Yet  wherefore  heaving  sway  and  reatlMs  roQ 
This  side  and  that,  except  to  emulate 
Stability  above  ?    To  match  and  mate 
Feeling  virith  knowledge,  —  make  as  noanif est 
Soul's  work  as  Mind's  work,  turbulence  as  rest. 
Hates,  loves,  joys,  woes,  hopes,  feara,  that  rise 

and  sink 
ClSeaselessly,  passion's  trannent  flit  and  wink, 
A  ripple's  tinting  or  a  spume^eet's  q>read 
Whitening  the  wave,  —  to  strike  all  this  fife 

dead. 
Run  mercury  into  a  mould  like  lead. 
And  henceforth  have  the  plain  result  to  show  — 
How  we  Feel,  hard  and  fast  as  what  we  Know — 
This  were  the  prize  and  is  the  puzzle  !  —  wfaidi 
Music  essays  to  solve :  and  here 's  the  hiti^ 
That  balks  her  of  full  triumph  else  to  boast. 

VIII 

All  Arts  endeavor  thisj  and  she  the  most 
Attains  thereto,  yet  fails  of  touching:  why  ? 
Does  Mind  get   Knowledge  from  Art's  mik- 

istrv? 
What's   known   once   is   known  ever:    Arts 

arrange, 
Dissociato,  re-distributo.  interchange 
Part   with   part,  lengthen,  broaden^  high  or 

deep 
C^onstruct    their    bravest,  —  still    sux^    pain 

produce 
Change,  not  creation :  simply  what  lay  loose 
At  fint  lies  firmly  after,  what  design 
Was  faintly  traced  in  hesiteting  line 
Once  on  a  time,  grows  firmly  resolute 
Henceforth   and  evermore.    Now,    oonld  we 

shoot 
Liquidity  into  a  mould,  —  some  way 
Arrest  Soul's  evanescent  moods,  and  keep 
Unalterably  still  the  forms  that  leap 
To  life  for  once  by  help  of  Art !  —  wiucb  yeang 
To  save  its  capture :  Poetry  discerns. 
Painting  is  'ware  of  passion's  rise  ana  fall, 
Bursting,  subsidence,  intermixture  —  all 
A-seethe  within  the  gtilf  •    Each  Art  a-etrain 
Would  stev  the  apparition,  —  nor  in  vain : 
The    Poet's    wora-mesh.    Punter's   sur«   and 

swift 
CJolor-snd-Une^throw  —  proud   the    prize    they 

Uft! 
Thus  felt  Man  and  thus  looked  Man,  — ^paadoos 

cau|:ht 
1*  the  midway  swim  of  sea,  —  not  inneh,  if 

aught. 
Of   nether-brooding   loves,   hates,   hopes  aad 

fears, 
Enwombed  past  Art's  disclosure.    Fleet   the 

years. 
And  still  the  Poet's  psge  holds  Helena 
At  gaze  from  topmost  Troy  —  *'  But  where  ars 

they, 
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My  brothers,  in  the  armament  I  name 
Hero  hjr  hero  ?^    Can  it  be  that  shame 
For  their  lost  sister  holds  them  from  the  war  ?  '* 
—  Knowing^  not  they  already  slept  afar 
£ach  of  them  in  his  own  dear  native  land. 
Still  on  the  Painter's  fresco,  from  the  hand 
Of  Ood  takes  Eve  the  life-spark  whereunto 
She  trembles  np  from  nothm^ess.    Outdo 
Both  of  them,  Music  I    Dredging  deeper  yet, 
Drag:  into  day,  —  by  sound,  thy  master-net,  — 
The  abysmal  bottom-growth,  ambiguous  thing 
Unbroken  of  a  branch,  palpitating 
With  limbs*  play  and  life's  semblance  I    There 

it  lies. 
Marvel  and  mystery,  of  mysteries 
And  marvels,  most  to  love  and  land  thee  for  I 
Save  it  from  chance  and  change  we  most  ab- 
hor! 
Gits  momentary  feeling  permanence. 
So  that  thy  capture  hold,  a  century  hence, 
Truth's  very  heart  of  truth  as,  safe  to-day. 
The  Painter's  Eve,  the  Poet's  Helena 
Still  rapturously  bend,  afar  still  throw 
The  wistful  gaze  I    Thanks,  Homer,  Angelo  I 
Could  Musie  rescue  thus  from  Soul's  profound, 
Give  feeling  inunortality  by  sound. 
Then  were  she  queenliest  of  Arts  I    Alas  — 
As  well  expect  the  rainbow  not  to  pass  I 
**  Praise  *  Radaraisto '  — love  attains  therein 
To  perfect  utterance  I    Pity  —  what  shall  win 
Thy  secret  like  '  Rinaldo '  ?  "  —  so  men  said : 
Once  all   was   perfume — now,  the  flower  is 

dead  — 
They  spied  tints,  sparks  have  left  the  spar! 

Cove,  hate, 
Joy,  fear,  survive.  —  alike  importunate 
As  ever  to  go  walk  the  world  again, 
Mor  rhoetrlike  pant  for  outlet  all  in  vain 
TiU  Music  loose  them,  fit  each  filmHy 
With  form  enough  to  know  and  namie  it  by 
For  any  recoenizoT  sure  of  ken 
And  sharp  of  ear,  no  grosser  denisen 
Of  earth  than  needs  be.    Nor  to  such  appeal 
Is  Music  long  obdurate  :  off  they  steal  — 
How  gently,  dawn-doomed   plumtomsl   back 

come  the^ 
FuU-blooded  with  new  crimson  of  broad  day  — 
Passion  made  palpable  once  more.    Te  look 
Four   last   on    Handel?    Gaze  your   first  on 

Giuck  r 

^Vhy  wistful  search,  O  waning  ones,  the  chart 
Of  stars  for  you  while  Haydn,  while  Mozart 
Occupies  heaven  ?    These  idso,  fanned  to  fire. 
Flamboyant  wholly,  —  so  perfections  tire,  — 
Whiten  to  wanness,  till  ...  let  others  note 
rhe  ever-new  invasion  I 

IX 

I  devote 
Elather  my  modicum  of  parts  to  use 
Wh&t  power  may  yet  avail  to  re-infuse 
[In  fancy,  please  you !)  sleep  that  looks  like 

death 
^ith  momentary  liveliness  lend  breath 
To  make  the  torpor  half  inhale.    O  Relfe, 
An  all-unworthy  pupil,  from  the  shelf 
Of  thy  laboratory,  oares  unstop 
Bottle,  ope  box,  extract  thence  pinch  and  drop 


Of  dnstB  and  dews  a  many  thon  didst  shrine 
Each  in  its  right  reoeotaoie,  assign 
To  each  its  proper  omoe,  letter  urge 
Label  and  label,  then  with  solemn  charge, 
Reviewing  learnedly  the  list  complete 
Of  chemical  reactivM,  from  thy  feet 
Push  down  the  same  to  me,  attent  below. 
Power  in  abundanoe :  armed  wherewith  I  go 
To   play  the  enlivener.    Bring  good  antique 

stuff  1 
Was  it  aliffht  once  ?    Still  lives  spark  enough 
For  breath  to  quicken,  ran  the  smonldering 

ash 
Red  right-through.   What,  "  stone-dead  "  were 

fools  so  rash 
As  style  my  Avison,  beoanae  he  lacked 
Modem  appliance,  spread  out  phrase  nmscked 
B^jT  modulations  fit  to  make  each  hair 
Stiffen  upon  his  wi^  ?    See  there  —  and  there  I 
I  sprinkle  n»r  leactives,  pitch  broadcast 
Discords  ana  resolutions,  turn  aghast 
Melody's  easy-going,  jostle  law 
With  Uoense,  modvdate  (no  Bach  in  awe) 
Change  enharmonically  (Hudl  to  thank) 
And  lo,  upstart   the    namelets,  -*-  what    was 

Turns  scarlet,  purple,  crimson  I     Straightway 

scanned 
By  eyes  that  like  new  lustre  —  Love  once  more 
Teams  through  the  hareo.  Hatred  as  before 
Rages  in  the  Rubato  :  e^en  thy  March, 
My  Avison,  which,  sooth  to  say  —  (ne'er  arch 
Eyebrows   in   anger  I )  —  timed,   in   Georgiaa 

years 
The  step  precise  of  British  Grenadiers 
To  such  a  nicety,  —  if  score  I  crowd, 
If  rhythm  I  break,  if  beats  I  vary,  —  tap 
At  bar's  off-starting  turns  true  thunder-clap, 
Ever  the  pace  augmented  till  —  what 's  here  ? 
Titanie  striding  toward  Olympus ! 


_        ^  .  .  Fear 

No  such  irreverent  innovation !    Still 
Glide  on,  go  rolling,  water-like,  at  will  — 
Nay,  were  thy  mdody  in  monotone. 
The  due  three-parts  dispensed  witib  1 

XI 

This  alone 
Gomes  of  my  tiresome  talking  :  Music's  throne 
Seats  somebody  whom  somebody  unseats. 
And  whom  in  turn  —  by  who  knows  what  new 

feats 
Of  strength  —  shall  somebody  as    sore    push 

^  down, 
(Consign  him  dispossessed  of  soentre,  crown. 
And  orb  imperial  —  whereto  ?    Never  dream 
That  what  once  lived  shall  ever  die  I    They 

seem 
Dead  —  do  they  ?  lapsed  things  lost  in  limbo  ? 

Bring 
Our  life  to  kindle  theirs,  and    straight  each 

king 
Starts,  you  shall  see,  stands  up,  from  head  to 

foot 
No  inch  that  is  not  Puroell  I  Wherefore  ?   (Suit 
Measure  to  subject,  fir^t  —  no  marching  on 
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Yet  in  thy  bold  C  major,  AviBon, 
As  suited  step  a  minute  since :  no :  wait  — 
Into  Uie  minor  key  first  modulate  — 
Gently  with  A,  now  —  in  the  Lesser  Tliird  !) 

XII 

Of  all  the  lamentable  debts  incurred 

By  Man  througrh  buying  knowledge,  this  were 

worst: 
That  he  should   find  his  last  gain  prove  liis 

first 
Was  futile  —  merely  nescience  absolute, 
Not  knowledge  in  the  bud  which  holds  a  fruit 
Haply  undreamed  of  in  the  soul^s  Spring-tide, 
Pursed  in  the  petals  Summer  opens  wide. 
And  Autumn,  withering,  rounds    to  perfect 

ripe, — 
Not  this,  —  but  ignorance,  a  blur  to  wipe 
From  human  records,  late  it  graced  so  much. 
*'  Truth  —  this  attainment  ?    Ah,  but  such  and 

such 
Beliefs  of  yore  seemed  inexpugnable 
When  we  attained   them  t   E'en   as   they,  so 

wUl 
This  their  sucerasor  have  the  due  mom,  noon, 
Evening   and  night  —  just   as  an   old  -  world 

tune 
Wears  out  and  drops  awav,  until  who  hears 
Smilingly    questions — *  Ixiis  it  was    brought 

tears 
Once  to  all  ctcs,  —  this  roused  heart's  rapture 

once? 
So  will  it  be  with  truth  that,  for  the  nonce, 
Styles  itself  truth  perennial :  'ware  its  wile  ! 
Knowledge  turns  nescience,  —  foremost  on  the 

file. 
Simply  proves  first  of  our  delusions." 

XIII 

Now  — 
Blare  it  forth,  bold  C  major  !    Lift  thy  brow, 
Man,  the  immortal,  that  wast  never  fooled 
With  gifts  no  gifts  at  all,  nor  ridiculed  — 
Man  knowing  —  he  who  nothing  knew  !    As 

Hope, 
Fear,  Joy,  and  Grief,  —  though  ampler  stretch 

and  scope 
They  seek  and  find    in  novel  rhythm,  fresh 

phrase,  — 
Were  ec|tially  existent  in  far  days 
Of  Music's  dim  beginning  —  even  so, 
Truth  was  at  full  within  thee  long  ago, 
Alive  as  now  it  takes  what  latest  shajpe 
May  startle  thee  by  strangeness.     Truths  es- 
cape 
Time's  insufificient  gamitnre :  they  fade, 
They  fall  —  those  luieathings  now  grown  sere, 

whose  aid 
Was  infinite  to  truth  they  wrapped,  saved  fiae 
And   free  through    March    frost :    May  dews 

cr3^talline 
Nourish  truth  merely,  —  does  June  boast  the 

fruit 
As  —  not  new  vesture  merely  but,  to  boot, 
Novel  creation  ?    Soon  shall  fade  and  fall 
Myth  after  myth  —  the  husk-Mke  lies  I  call 
New  truth's  coroUa-sateguard :  Autumn  comes, 
So  mneh  the  better  ! 


XIV 

Therefore  —  bang  the  dmntt. 
Blow  the  trumpets,  Avison!    Bdut^h-motire  ? 

that's 
Truth  which  endures  resetting.  Sharps  and  flats, 
Lavish  at  need,  shall  dance  athwart  thy  score 
When  ophideide  and  bombardon's  uproar 
Mate  the  approaching  trample,  even  now 
Big  in  the  distance  —  or  my  ears  deceive  — 
Of  federated  England,  fitly  weave 
March-music  for  the  Future  ! 

XV 

Or  suppose 
Back,  and  not  forward,  transformation  goes  ? 
Once  more  some  sable-stoled  procession  —  say. 
From  Little-ease  to  Tyburn — wends  its  way, 
Ottt  of  the  dungeon  to  die  gallows-tree 
Where  heading,  hacking,  hanging  is  to  be 
Of  half-a-dozen  recusants  —  this  day 
Three  hundred  years  ago  I    How  duly  drones 
Elizabethan  plam-song —  dim  antique 
Grown  clarion-clear  the  while  I  humbly  wreak 
A    classic    vengeance    on     thy    March!     It 

moans  — 
Ijarges  and  Longs  and  Breves  displaciiig  quite 
Orotchet-and-quaver  pertness  —  brushing  bars 
Aside  and  filling  vacant  sky  with  stars 
Hidden  till  now  that  day  return  to  night. 

XVI 

Nor  night  nor  da^  :  one  purpose  move  us  both. 
Be  thy  mood  mine!    As  thou  wast  minded, 

Man's 
The  cause  our  music  champicms :  I  were  loth 
To  think  we  cheered  our  troop  to  Preston  Pans 
Ignobly :  back  to  times  of  England's  b^ut ! 
Parliament  stands  for  privilege — life  and  limb 
Guards    Hollis,  Haselrig,    Strode,  Hampden, 

Pyni, 
The  famous  Five.    There 's  rumor  of  airest. 
Bring  up  the  Train  Bands,  Southwark  !    lliey 

protest : 
Shall  we  not  all  join  chorus  ?    Hark  the  hymn, 
—  Rough,  rude,  robustious  —  homely  hestft  a- 

throb. 
Harsh  voice  a-hallo,  as  beseems  the  mob  I 
How   good   is  noise  !  what  *s  silence   but  de- 
spair 
Of  makmg  sound  match  gladness  never  there? 
Give  me  some  great  glad  *'  subject,"  g-lorioos 

Bach, 
Where  cannon-roar  not  organ-peal  we  lack ! 
Join  in,  give  voice  robustious  rude  and  rough,  — 
Avison  helps  —  so  heart  lend  noise  enoa^  ! 

Fife,  trump,  drum,  sound !  and  singers  then 

Marching  say  **  Pym,  the  man  of  men  !  '* 

Up,  heads,  your  proudest,  —  out  throats,  yoar 

loudest  — 
"Somerset's  Pym  1" 

Strafford  from  the  block,  Eliot  from  the  den. 
Foes,  friends,  shout  "  Pym,  our  citizen !  " 
Wail,  the  foes  he  quelled,  —  hail,  the   friends 
he  held, 
Tavistock's  Pym ! " 
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Ie«rts  pftnnpt  heads,  hands  that  ply  the  pen 

Teach  hahes  nnhona  the  where  ana  when. 

—  Tyrants,  he  brared    them,  —  patriots,    he 

saved  them  — 
'  Westminster's  Pym  ! '' 
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FUST   AND  HIS   FRIENDS 

AN  EPILOGUE 

(Inside  th»  House  oj  Ftut,  Maymee,  1457.) 

First  Friend.  Up,  np,  up — next  step  of  the 

staircase 
Lands  ns,  lo,  at  the  chamber  of  dread  ! 
Second  Friend.  Looked  and  iMirred  ? 
Third  Friend.        Door  oiwn  —  the  rare  case ! 
Fourth  Friend,     Ay,  there    he  leans  —  lost 

wretch ! 
Fifth  Friend.  His  head 

Sunk  on  his  desk  *twixt  his  arms  outspread  I 

Sixth  Friend.   Hallo,  —  wake,  man,  ere  God 
thunderstrike  Bia3rence 

—  Mulct  for  thy  sake  who  art  Satan^s,  John 

Fust  I 
Satan  installed  here,  God's  rule  in  abeyance, 

Mayence  some  morning  may  crumble  to  dost. 
Answer  our  questions  thou  shalt  and  thou  must ! 

Seventh  Friend.  Softly  and  fairly !   Wherefore 

a-gloom  ? 
Greet  us,  thy  goaxApTj,  cousin  and  sib  ! 
Raise  the  forlorn  brow.  Fust !    Make  room  — 
Let  daylight  through  arms  which,  enfolding 
thee,  crib 
From  those  clenched  lids  the  comfort  of  sun- 
shine  • 
First  Friend.  So  glib 

Thy  tongue   slides  to    ^'comfort'*  already? 

Not  mine  ! 
Behoove  lus  deal  roundly :  the  wretch  is  dia- 

craught 
—  Too  weU  I  guesB  wherefore!    Behooves  a 

Divine 

—  Such  as  I,  by  grace,  boast  me  —  to  threaten 

one  caught 
In  the  enemy's  toils, —setting  ** comfort ''  at 
naught. 
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Second  Friend.  Nay,  Brother,  8o  hasty?    I 

heard  —  nor  long  since  — 
Of  a  certain  Black  Art'sman  who, —help- 
lessly bound 
By  rash  pact^  with  Satan,  —  through  paying^  — 
why  mince 
The  matter?  — fit   price  to  the  Church, — 
safe  and  sound 
Full  a  year  after  death  in  his  grave-clothes  was 
found. 

Whereas  H  is  notorious  the  fiend  claims  his 
due 
Dorinci:  lifetime,  — comes  clawing,  with  talons 
aname, 
The  soul  from  the  flesh-rags  left  smoking  and 
blue: 
So  it  happed  with  John  Faust ;  lest  John 
Fust  fare  the  same,  - 
Look  up,  I  adjure  thee  by  Gk>d*s  holy  name  ! 

For  neighbors  and  friends  —  no  foul  hell-brood 
flock  we  I 
Soith  Solomon  **  Words  of  the  wise  are  as 
goads:  ** 
Ours  urick  but  to  startle  from  torpor,  set  free 
Soul  and  sense  from  death's  drowse  ! 
Firtt  Friend.       And  soul,  wakened,  unloads 
Much  sin  by  confession :  no  mere  palinodes  I 

—  "I  was  youthful  and  wanton,  am  old  yet  no 

sage  : 
When  angry  I  coned,  struck  and  slew :  did  I 
want? 
Right  and  left  did  I  rob:  though  no  war  I 
dared  wage 
With  the  Church  (God  forbid  !)— harm  her 
least  ministrant  — 
StiU  I  outraged  all  else.    Now  that  strength  is 
grown  scant, 

**  I  am  probity's  self ''  —  no  such  bleatings  as 
these  I 
But  avowal  of  guilt  so  enormons,  it  balks 
Tongue's  telling.    Tet  penitenoe  prompt  may 
appease 
God's  wrath  at  thy  bond  with  the  Devil  who 
stalks 

—  Strides  hither  to  strangle  thee  ! 

Fust.  Childhood  so  talks.  — 

Not  rare  wit  nor  ripe  age  —  ye  boast  them,  my 
neighbors !  — 
Should  lay  such  a  charge  on  your  townsman, 
this  Fust 
Who,  known  for  a  life  spent  in  pleasures  and 
labors 
If  freakish  vet  venial,  could  searoe  be  induoed 
To  traffic  with  fiends. 
First  Friend.       So,  my  words  have  unloosed 

A  plie  from  those  pale  lips  oormgate  but  now  ? 
Fust,  Loflt  count  me,  yet  not  as  ye  lean  to 

surmise. 
First  Friend.    To    surmise?     to    estoblish ! 

Unbury  that  brow  1 
Look  up.  that  thy  judge  may  read  olear  in 

thine  eyes  I 


Second  Friend,    hy    your    leave,    Brotber 
Bamabite  t    Mine  to  advise ! 


—  Who  arraign  thee.  John  Fust !    What 

bruited  erewhile 
Now  bellows  through   Mayenoe.    All  cry— 

thou  hast  trucked 
Salvation  away  for  lust's  solace  !    Tliy  smile 
Takes  its  hue  from  hell's  smoulder  f 
Fust.  Too  certain !  I  sucked 

—  Got  drunk  at  the  nipple  of  sense. 

Second  Friend.  Thou  hast  ducked  — 

Art   drowned   there,   say  rather!     Faugk  — 
fleshly  disport ! 

How  else  but  bv  help  of  Sir  Belial  didst  win 
That  Venus-like  lady,  no  drudge  of  thy  sort 

Could  lure  to  become  his  accomplice  in  sin  ? 
Folk  nicknamed  her  Helen  of  Troy  ! 

First  Friend.  Best  begin 

At  the  very  beginning.    Hiy  father,  —  all  knew, 
A  mere  eolosmith  .  .  . 
Fust,  who  knew  him,  perchance  may  know 
this- 
He  dying  left  much  gold  and  jewels  no  few : 
Whom  these  help  to  court  with,  but  seldom 
shall  miss 
The  love  of  a  leman :  true  witchcraft,  I  wis  I 

First  Friend.   Dost  flout  me?    'T  is  said,  ■ 

debauchery's  guild 
Admitted    pnme   guttler  and  guzzler  —  0 
swine!  — 
To  honor  thy  headship,  those  tosspots  so  swilled 
That  out  of  their  taoie  there  sprouted  a  viae 
Whence  each  claimed  a  duster,  awaiting  thy 
sign 

To  out  knife,  off  mouthful :  when  —  who  eoold 
suppose 
Suoh  malice  in  magic  ?  —  each  sot  woke  and 
found 
Cold  steel  but  an  inch  from  the  neighbor's  nd 
nose 
He  took  for  a  grape-bunch  I 
Fust.  Does  that  so  astound 

Ssgacity  such  as  ye  boast,  —  who  surround 

Tour  mate  with  eyes  staring,  hairs  «^^'r^«**g 
erect 
At  his  magical  feats?    Are  good  bnrgh«s 
unvers^ 
In  the  humors  of  toping  ?    Full  oft,  I  suspect^ 
Ye,  counting  your  fingers,  call  thurnhkan  their 
first. 
And  reckon  a  groat  every  guilder  disbursed. 

What  marvel  if  wags,  while  the  skinker  &st 
brimmed 
Their   glass  with  rare  tipple's  entioement, 
should  gloat 

—  Befooled  and  beflustered  —  through   optici 

drink-dimmed  — 
On  this  draught  and  that,  till  each  found  in 
his  throat 
Our  Rhenish  smack  rightly  as  Raphal?    For. 
note  — 
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They  fanoied — their  fuddliner  deceived  them  so 
fgroaely  — 
That  liquor  spnuiff  out  of  the  table  itself 
Through     gimlet-holes     drilled     there,  —  nor 
notioeid  how  eloeely 
The  skinker  kept  plying  my  gneetSf  from  the 
shelf 
O'er  their  heads,  with  the  potable  madness. 
No  elf 

Had  need  to  pecsnade  them  a  vine  rose  nmbra- 
K«otts, 
Fruit-bearing,  thirslrquenching  1     Enough  I 
I  confess 
To  many  such  fool-pranks,  but  none  so  out- 
rageous 
That  iSatan  was  called  in  to  help  me:  ex- 


I  own  to,  I  grieve  at  —  no  more  and  no  less. 

Stamd  Friend,  Strange  honors  were  heaped 

on  thee  —  medal  for  breast. 
Chain  for  neek,  sword  for  thign :  not  a  lord 
of  the  land 
But  acknowledged  thee  peer  I    What  ambition 


A  goldsmith  by  trade,  with  craft's  grime  on 
his  hand. 
To  seek  such  associates  ? 

Futt,  Spare  taunts  1    Understand  — 

I  submit  me !    Of  vanities  under  the  sun, 
Pride   seized  me   at   last   as  concupiscence 
first, 
Crapulositv  ever :  true  Fiends,  every  one. 
Haled  tnis  way  and  that  my  poor  soul :  thus 
amerced  — 
Forgive  and  forget  me ! 
Firtt  Friend.        Had  flesh  sinned  the  worst, 

Tet  help  were  in  counsel:  the  Church  could 
absolve : 

But  say  not  men  truly  thou  barredst  escape 
By  signingand  sealing  .  .  . 

Second  Friend.  On  me  must  devolve 

The  task  of  extracting  .  .  . 

First  Friend.  Shall  Bamabites  ape 

Us  Dominican  experts  ? 

Seventh  Friend.  Nay,  Masters,  —agape 

When  Hell  yawns  for  a  soul,  't  is  myself  claim 
the  task 
Of  extracting,  by  just  one  plain   question, 
God'4  truth ! 

Where  's  Peter   Qenesheim   thy   partner  ?    I 
ask 
Why,  cloistered  up  still  in  thy  room,  the  pale 
youth 

Slaves  toi^ie-tied  —  thy  trade  brooks  no  tat- 
tling forsooth  ! 

Ko  less  he,  thy /amu/u«,  suffers  entrapping, 
Succumbs  to  good  fellowship :  barrel  a-broach 

Runs  freely  nor  needs  any  sukMequent  tapping  : 
Quoth  Peter,  ^^  That  room,  none  but  I  dare 
approach, 

Holds  secrets  will  help  me  to  ride  in  my  coach.'* 


Heprattles,  we  profit :  in  brief,  he  assures 
Tnon  hast  taught  him  to  speak  so  that  all 
men  may  hear 
—  Each  alike,  wide  world  over,  Jews,  Pagans, 
Turks,  Moors, 
The  same  as  we  Christians — speech  heard 
far  and  near 
At  one  and  the  same  magic  moment ! 
Fust.  That's  dear! 

Said  he  —  how  ? 
Seventh  Friend,  Is  it  like  he  was  licensed  to 

learn? 
Who  doubts  but  thon  dost  this  by  aid  of  the 
Fiend? 
Is  it  so  ?    So  it  is,  for  thou  smilest !    Go,  bum 
To  ashes,  since  such  proves  thy  portion,  un- 
screened 
By   bell,    book   and    candle !     Yet   lately   T 
weened 

Balm   yet  was  in  Gilead,  —  some   healing  in 
store 
For  the  friend  of  my  bosom.    Men  said  thou 
wast  sunk 
In  a  sudden  despondency :  not,  as  before. 

Fust  gallant  and  gay  with  his  pottle  and  punk, 
But  sober,  sad,  siok  as  one  yesterday  drank  I 

Ftut.  Spare  Fust,  then,  thus  contrite !  —  who, 

youthful  and  healthy, 
Eqwpped  for  lifeV  struggle  with  culture  of 
mmd, 
Sound  flesh  and  sane  soul  in  coherence,  bom 
wealthy. 
Nay,  wise — how  he  wasted  endowment  de- 
signed 
For  the  glory  of  Ood  and  the  good  of  mankind ! 

Tliat  much  were   misused  such  occasions  of 
grace 
Te  well  may  upbraid  him,  who  bows  to  the 
rod. 


But  this  slionld  bid  anger  to  pity  give  place  — 
has  turned  f  " 

path  to  plod, 


He  has  turned  from  the  wrong,  in 


place 
the  ri: 


ght 


Makes  amends  to  mankind  and  craves  pardon 
of  God. 

**Yea,  friends,  even  now  from  my  lips   the 
lieureka  — 
Soul  saved!"   was  uigh   bursting — unduly 
elate ! 

Elave  I  brought  Man  advantage,  or  hatehed  — 
so  to  speak  —  a 
Strange  serpent,  no  cygnet  ?    'T  is  this  I  de- 
bate 

Within  me.    Forbear,  and  leave  Fust  to  his 
fate! 

First  Friend.   So  abject,    late   lofty?    Me- 

thinks  I  spy  respite. 
Make^  clean  breast,  discover  what  mysteries 

hide 
In  thy  room  there  ! 
Second   Friend.  Ay,    out   with   them!    Do 

Satan  despite ! 
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Remember  what  caused  hia  undoing  was  pride ! 
Fir^  Friend.  Lhimb  devil !  Renuiins  one  re- 
source to  be  tried  I 

Second  Friend.  Exorcise ! 

Seventh  Friend*    Nay,  first  —  is  there  any  re- 
members 

In  substauoe  that  potent  **  Ne  pulvit  '*  —  a 
psalm 
Whereof  some  Uve  spark  haply  lurks  *mid  the 
embers 

Which  choke  in  my  brain.    Talk  of  *'  GUead 
and  balm  "  ? 
I  mind  me,  sung  lialf  through,  this  gave  such  a 
qualm 

To  Asmodeus  inside  of  a  Hussite,  that,  queasy. 
He  broke  forth  in  brimstone  with  curses. 

I  'm  strone 
In  — at   least   the   commencement:    the    rest 

should  go  easy. 
Friends  helping.    '*  Ne  pulvis  et  ignis  *'  .  .  . 
Sixth  Friend.  All  wrong ! 

F{fih  Friend,  I  \e  conned  till  I  captured  the 

whole. 
Seventh  Friend.  Get  along ! 

**  Ne  pulvis  ei  cinis  superbe  te  geras^ 

Namfulmina  "... 

Sixth  Friend,  fiddlestick  I    Peace,  dolts  and 
dorrs  I 
Thus  rims  it  **  Ne  Numinisfidminaferas  "  — 

Then  ^'  Hominia  perfidi  justa  sunt  aora 
Fulmen  et  grando  et  horrida  mors.^^ 

Seventh  Friend.  Ton  blunder  .  .  .  *'  Irati  ne.^^ 
Sixth  Friend.  Mind  your  own  business  ! 

Fifth  Friend.  I  do  not  so  badly,  who  gained 

the  monk's  leave 
Tostnd^  an   hour  his  choice  parchment.    A 

dirziness 
May  well  have  surprised  me.    No  Christian 

dares  thieve, 
Or  I  scarce  had  returned  him  his  treasure. 

These  cleave : 

**  Nos  pulvis  et  cim'«,  trementes,  gementes^ 

Ventmus  **  — some  such  word—  '*  au  /«,  Do- 
mine  ! 
Da  lumen,  juvamen.  ut  sancta  seqwuies 
Cor  ,  .  .  corda  "...     Plaqriie  tJike  it ! 
Seventh  Friend.  —  *'  ere(^a  sint  spe :  " 

Right  text,  ringing  rhjrme,  and  ripe  Latin  for 
mel 

'    Sixth  Friend.  A  Canon's   self  wrote  it  me 
fair :  I  was  tempted 
To  part  with  the  sheepskin. 
Seventh  Friend.  Didst  gmap  and  let  go 

Such  a  godsend,  thon  Judas  ?    My  purse  hud 
been  emptied 
Ere  part  witn  the  prize  ! 
Fust.  Do  I  dream  ?    Say  ye  so  ? 

Clouds  break,  then !    Move,   world !    I  have 
gained  my  "  Pou  sto  "  / 

I  am  saved :  Archimedes,  salute  me  ! 


Help,     Angels!    He    summons  .  .  . 
thee  !  —  by  name, 
His  familiar ! 
Fust.     Approach ! 

Omnes.  Devil,  keep  thy  due  distance ! 

Fust.    Be    tranquillized,    ton'mmen!     The 
knowledge  ye  claim 
Behold.     I    prepai'e    to    impart.     Praise    or 
blame,  — 

Your  blessing  or  banning,  whatever  betide  me. 

At  last  I  accept.     The  slow  travail  of  years. 
The  loug^teeming  brain's  birth  —  applaud  me, 
deride  me,  — 

At  last  claims  revealment.    Wait ! 

Set^nth  Frifwi.  Wait  till  appeals 

Uncaged  Archimedes  cooped*up  there  ? 

Second  Friend.  Who  fean  ? 

Here  '»  have  at  thee ! 
Seventh  Friend.  Correctly  now  I     '*  Pulris  et 

anis      .  ,  . 
Fust.  The  verse  ye  so  value,  it  happens  I  hold 
In  my  raemoi-y  safe  from  initium  to  finis. 
Word  for  word,  I  produce  you  the  whole, 
ulain  eni-olled. 
Black  letters,  white  paper  —  no  scribe*s  red  and 
gold  I 

Omnes.  Aroint  thee  I 
Fust.  I  go  and  return. 

(Iff  enters  the  inner  room.) 

First  Friend.  Ay,  't  is  *"  ibis  " 

No  doubt :  but  as  boldly  "  redibis  "  —who  U 
say? 
I  rather  conjecture  **  in  Oreo  peribisi  " 
Seventh  Friend.  Come,  neigtibors  I 
Sixth  Friend.       1  'm  with  yon !    Show  cour- 
age and  stay 
HelPs  outbreak  ?    Sirs,  cowardice  here  wins 
the  day  I 


Omnes. 


Assistance ! 


Fiflh  Friend.  What  luck  had  that  student  of 

Banibeiv  who  ventured 
To  peep  in  the  cell  where  a  wizard  of  nat« 
Was  Dusy  in  getting  some  black  deed  deben- 
tured 
By  Satan  ?    In  dog^s  guise  there  sprang  at 
his  throat 
A  flame-breathing  fury.    Fust  favors,  I  note. 

An  ugly  huge  lurcher ! 
Seventh  Friend.  If  I  placed  reliance 

As  thun,  on  the  beads  thou  art  telling  so 

fast. 
I  *d  risk  i'lst  a  peep  through  the  keyhole. 
Sixth  Friend.  Appliance 

OF  ear  might  be  safer.    Five  minutes  are 

past. 
Omnes.    Saints,  save  us !    The  door  is  thrown 

open  at  last  I 

Fust  (re^enterSy  the  door  closing  behind  Aiai>. 
As  I  promised,  behold  I  perform  I     Apprehend 
you 
The  object  I  offer  is  poison  or  pest  ? 
Receive  without  harm  from  the  Land  I  extend 
you 
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A  f^it  that  shall  set  every  scrapie  at  rest ! 
Shrink  back  from    mere    paper^trips  ?     Try 
them  and  test ! 

Still  hesitate  ?    Myk,  was  it  thou  who  lament- 
edst 
Thy  five  wits  clean  failed  thee  to   render 
aright 
A  poem  read  once  and  no  more  ?  —  who  re- 
pentedst 
Vile  pelf  had  induced  thee  to  banish  from 
sight 
The  ohuiMters  none  but  our  clerics  indite  ? 

Take  and  keep  ! 

First  Friend,  Blessed  Mary  and  all   Saints 

about  her  I 
Second  Friend,  What  imps  deal  so  deftly,  — 
five  minutes  suffice 
To  play  thus  the  penman  ? 

Third  Friend,  By  Thomas  the  Doubter, 

Five  minutes,  no  more  ! 
Fourth  Friend,  Out  on  arts  that  entice 

Such  scribes  to  do  homage  I 

Fifth    Friend,     Stay  !       Once  —  and    now 
twice  — 

Yea,  a  third  time,  my  sharp  eye  completes  the 
inspection 
Of  line   after  line,   the  whole   series,    and 
finds 
Each  letter  join  each  —  not  a  fault  for  detec- 
tion! 
Such    upstrokes,   such    downstrokes,    such 
strokes  of  all  kinds 
In  the  criss-cross,  all  perfect  I 

Sixth  Friend.  There 's  nobody  minds 

His  quill-oraft  with  more  of  a  conscience,  o^er- 
scratohes 
A  sheepskin  more  nimbly  and  surely  with 
ink. 
Than  P^ul  the  Sub-Prior:   here's  paper  that 
matches 
His  parchment  with  letter  on  letter,  no  link 
Overleapt  —  underlost ! 

Seventh  Friend,  No  erasure,  I  think  — 

No  blot,  I  am  certain  I 

Fu»t,  Accept  the  new  treasure  t 

Sixth  Friend.  I  remembered  full  half  ! 

Seventh  Friend.  But  who  other  than  I 

fBear  witness,  bystanders  !)  when  he  broke  the 
measure 

Repaired  fault  with  ''fulmen  "  ? 

Fust.  Put  bickerings  by  I 

Here^s  for  thee  —  thee  —  and  thee,  too:  at 
need  a  supply 

{Duiributing  Proctft.) 

For    Mayence,   though   seventy   times   seven 
should  muster ! 
How  now?    All  so  feeble  of  faith  that  no 
face 
Which  fronts   me  but   whitens  —  or  yellows, 
were  just«r  ? 
Speak  out  lest  I  summon  my  Spirits  I 
(Jmnes.  Grace  —  grace  ! 


Call  none  of  thy —helpmates  I    We  '11  answer 
apace  I 

My  paper  —  and  mine  —  and  mine  also  —  they 
vary 
In  nowise  —  agree  in  each  tittle  and  jot ! 

Fust,  how  —  why  was  this  ? 
Futt.      Shall  such  "  Cur  "  miss  a  "  guare  "  f 
Within,  there  I     Throw  doors  wide !      Be- 


hold who  complot 
wlish  the. 
and  blot ! 


iplot 
To  abolish  the.  scribe's  work  —  blur,  blunder 


( Thr  doort  open^  and  the  Prets  U  discovered  in  oprr- 

ation.) 

Brave  full-bodied  birth  of  this  brain  that  con- 
ceived thee 
In  splendor  and  music,  — sustained  the  slow 
drag 
Of  the  days  stretched  to  years  dim  with  doubt, 
—  yet  believed  thee. 
Had  faith  in  thy  first  leap  of  life  I    Pulse 
^  might  flag  — 
—  Mine  fluttered  how  faintly  !  —  Arch-moment 
might  lag 

Its  longest  —  I  bided,  made  light  of  endurance. 
Held  hard  by  the  hope  of  an  advent  which  — 
dreamed. 
Is  done  now :  night  yields  to  the  dawn's  reas- 
surance : 
I  have  thee  —  I  hold  thee  —  my  fancy  that 
seemed. 
My  fact  that  proves  palpable!     Ay,  Sirs,  I 
schemed 

Completion  that 's  fact :    see  this  Engine  —  be 
witness 
Yourselves  of  its  working  I    Nay,  handle  my 
Types! 
Each  block  bears  a  Letter :  in  order  and  fitness 
I   range   them.     Turn,    Peter,    the  winch! 
See,  it  gripes 
What 's  under !     Let  loose  —  draw  !    In  regu- 
lar stripes 

Lies   plain,    at    one    pressure,    your   poem  — 
touched,  tinted. 
Turned  out  to  perfection  !    The  sheet,  late  a 
blank. 
Filled  ■—  ready  for  reading,  —  not  written  but 
Printed  I 
Omniscient  omnipotent  God,  thee  I  thank. 
Thee   ever,    thee    only !  —  thy   creature   tnat 
shrank 

From    no    task    thou.    Creator,     imposedst ! 
Creation 
Revealed  me  no  object,  from  insect  to  Man, 
But  bore  thy  hand's  impress  :   earth  glowed 
withsfilvation: 
"  Hast  sinned?    Be  thou  saved,  Fast !    Con- 
tinue my  plan, 
Who  simke  and  earth  was:    with    my  word 


spa 
thii 


ti 


ings  began. 

As  sound  so  went  forth,  to  the  sight  be  er* 
tended 


984 


PARLEYINGS   WITH   CERTAIN   PEOPLE 


Word's  miiBion  henceforward  I     Tlie  tuk  I 
aasign, 
Embrace — thy  allegiance  to  evil  is  ended  I 
Have  cheer,  soul  impregnate  with  pnrpoae  1 
Combine 
Soul  and  bod^,  gire  birth  to  my  concept — 
called  thine  I 

''  Far  and  wide,  North  and  South,  East  and 
West,  haye  dominion 
0*er   thought,    wing^   wonder,    0  Word ! 
Traverse  world 

In  sun-flash  and  sphere-song  !     Each  beat  of 
thy  ^nion 
Bursts  night,  beckons  day :  once  Truth's  ban- 
ner unfurled. 

Where 's  Falsehooa  ?    Sun-smitten,  to  nothings 
nees  hurled  I'* 

More  humbly  -^  so,  friends,  did  my  fault  find 
redemption. 
I  sinned,  soul-entoiled  by  the  tether  of  sense : 
My  captor  reigned  master :    I  plead  no  exemp- 
tion, 
From  Satan's  award  to  his  servant :  defence 
From  the  fierv  and  final  assault  would  be  — 
whenee  r 

By  making  —  as  man  might  —  to  truth  restitu- 
tionl 
Truth  is  God :  trample  lies  and  Uee'  father, 
Qod's  foe  I 
Fix  fact  fast:    truths   change   by  an   hour's 
revolution : 
What  deed's  very  doer,  unaided,  can  show 
How  't  was  done  a  year  —  month  —  week  — 
day  —  minute  ago  ? 

At  best,  he  relates  it  —  another  reports  it  -^ 
A  third  —  nay,  a  thousandth  records  it:   and 
still 
Narration,  tradition,  no  step  but  distorts  it, 
As  down  from  truth's  height  it  goes  sliding 
until 
At  the  low  level  lie-mark  it  stops  —  whence  no 
skill 

Of  the  scribe,  intervening  too  tardily,  rescues 
—  Once   fallen  —  lost   fact   from  lie's   fate 
there.    What  scribe 
—  Eyes  homy  with  poring,  hands  crippled  with 
desk-use. 
Brains  fretted  by  fancies — the  volatile  tribe 
That  tcMe  weary  watchers  —  can  boast  tliat  no 
bribe 

Shuts   eye   and  frees  hand  and  remits  brain 
from  toiling  ? 
Truth  gained —  can  we  stay,  at  whatever  the 

Truth  a-uide, — save  her  snow  from  its  ulti- 
mate soiling 
In  mire,  —  by  some  process,  stamp  promptly 
on  page 

Fact   spoiled  by  pen's  plodding,  make  truth 
heritage 


Not  merely  of  darios,  hut  poared   ooft,  £dl 


On  clowns  —  every  mortal  endowed  widi  a 
mind? 
Read,  gentle  and  simple !     Let  labor  win  kii- 
ure 
At  last  to  bid  truth  do  all  duty  asnened. 
Not  pause  at  the  noble  but  pass  to  tiienind  ! 

How  bring  to  e£Pect  such  swift  sure  simultaBe- 
ous 
Unlimited  multiplication  ?    How  spread 
By  an  ann-«weep  a  hand-throw  —  no  helping 
extraneous  — 
Truth  broadcast  o'er  Europe  ?     '^  Tlie  goU- 
smith,"  I  said« 
"  Graves  limning  on  gold :  why  not  letten  on 
lead?" 

So,  Tuscan  artificer,  grudge  not  thy  pardon 
To   me  who   played  false,  made  a  fur 
descent. 
Found  the  sly  secret  workshop,  —  thy 
kept  guard  on 
Too  slackly  for  once, — and  surprised  thee 
low-bent 
O'er  thy  labor — some  chalice  thy  tool  wooU 
indent 

With  a  certain  free  scroU-work  framed  ronnd 
by  a  border 
Of  foliage  and  fruitage :  no  seratching  so  ^t^ 
No  shading  so  shy  but,  in  ordered  disorder. 
Each  flourish  came  clear,  —  nnbewUdered  by 
shine. 
On  the  gold,  irretrievably  right,  lay  each  Ime. 

How  jud^  if  thy  hand  worked  thy  will  f    By 
reviewing. 
Revising  again  and  again,  piece  by  piece. 
Tool's  performance,  —  this  way,  as  I  watdisd. 
'T  was  through  glneii^ 
A  paper-like  film-staff  —  thin,  amoodi,  veid 
of  crease. 
On  eadi  cut  of  the  graver :  press  hard  I  at  re- 
lease. 

No  mark  on  the  plate  but  the  paper  ahowed 

double : 
His  work  might  proceed:  as  he  judged  — 

space  or  speck 
Up  he  filled,  forth  he  flung  —  was  relieved  thus 

from  trouble 
Lest  wrong  —  once  —  were  right  never  more : 

what  could  check 
Advancement,  completion?    Thus  lay  at  my 

beck  — 

At  my  call  —  triumph  likewise !    "  For,"  cried 
I,  '^  what  hinders 
That  graving  turns  Printing?     Stamp  one 
word  —  not  one 
Bat  fifty  such,  phoenix-like,  spring  from  death^s 
cinders,  — 
Since  death  is  word's  doom,  clerics  hide  frocn 
the  sun 
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Am  IO1II0  efaurl  eloMta  up 
Go,  nm 


me  ohalioe. 


If 


Thy  nee  now,  Fust'i  ehild !    Hig^  0  Printing, 
and  holy 
Thy  mission  I    These  types,  see,  I  ehop  and 
I  change 
Till  the  words^  every  letter,  a  pagef ol,  not  slowly 

Tet  surely  lies  fixed :  last  of  all,  I  arrange 
A  paper  heneath,  stamp  it,  loosen  it  1 
First  Friend.  Strange  I 

Second  Friend.  How  simple  exoeedbgly  I_ 
Fuat. 


mpie  exoeecungly  I 
Hustle,  my  Suueffer  1 
LesheimI    Turn  screw 


Set  type, — quiok,  Genesheim 

now  I 
Tfkird  Friend.  Jnst  that  I 

Fourth  Friend.  And  no  such  Tast  miracle  I 
FuMt.  '"  Plough  with  my  heifer, 


Te  find  out  my  riddle,'*  quoth  Samson,  andjmt 
Miksto 
the  Tat 


He  spenks  to  the  purpose.    Grapes 


ison,  ana  pat 
squeezed  in 


Yield  to  sight  and  to  taste  what  is  simple  — a 


mfirt 
liquid 

Mere  urchins  may  sip :  hut  giye  time,  let  fer- 
ment— 
Tou  *ye  wine,  manhood^s  master !    Well,  "  rec- 
tiuB  ai  quid 
Noviatis  im-per-ti-te  !  "    Wait  the  erent. 
Then  weigh  the  result  I    But,  whatever  Thy 
intent, 

0  Thou,  the  one  force  in  the  whole  Tariation 
Of  visible  nature,  —  at  work  —  do  I  doubt  ?  — 

From  Thy  first  to  our  last,  in  perpetual  erea- 

tion  — 
A  film  hides  us  from  Thee  —  'twixt  inside 

and  out, 
A  film,  on  this  earth  where  Thou  bringest  about 

New  marvels,  new  forms  of  the  glorious,  the 
gracious, 
We  bow  to,  we  bless  for:   no  star  bursts 
heaven's  dome 

But  Thy  finger  impels  it,  no  weed  peeps  auda- 
cious 
Earth's  day-floor  from  out,  but  Thy  finger 
makes  room 

For  one  world  Vwant  the  more  in  Thy  Cosmos : 
presume 

Shall  Man,  Microoosmos,  to  claim  the  concep- 
tion 
Of  grandeur,  of  beauty,  in  thought,  word  or 
deed? 

1  toiled,  but  Thy  light  on  my  dubiousest  step 

shone : 
If  I  reach  the  glad  goal,  is  it  I  who  succeed 
Who  stumbled  at  starting  tripped  up  by  a  reed. 

Or  Thou  ?    Knowledge  only  and  absdnte,  glory 

As  utter  be  Thine  who  concedeet  a  spark 
Of  Thy  si^eric  perfection  to  earth's  transitory 
Existences!     Toothing  that  Uves,   but  Thy 
mark 
Gives  law  to  — life's  light:  what  is  doomed  to 
the  dark? 


Where 's  ignorance  ?   Answer,  creation  I   What 
height. 
What  cTepth  has  escaped  Thy  commandment 
—  to  Know? 
What  birUi  in  the  ore-bed  but  answers  aright 
Thy  sting  at  its  heart  which  impels  —  bids 
^^  E'en  so, 
Not  otherwise  move  or  be  motionless,  —  grow, 

"  Decline,  disappear  I "    Is  the  nlant  in  default 
How  to  bud,  when  to  branok  forth?    The 
bird  and  the  beast 
—  Do  they  doubt  if  their  safety  be  found  in 
assault 
Or  escape  ?    Worm  or  fly,  of  what  atoms  the 
least 
But  follows  light's  guidance,  —  will  famish,  not 
feast? 

In  such  various  degree,  fly  and  worm,  ore  and 
plant. 
All  Know,  none  is  witiess:  around  each,  a 
waU 
Encloses  the  portion,  or  ample  or  scant. 
Of    Knowledge ;    Deyoad   whioh  one   hair's 
breadth,  for  all 
liesblank  — notsomuchasabliickneai — apall 

Some  sense  nnimagined  must  penetrate :  plain 
Is  only  old  license  to  s<^d,  walk  or  sit. 

Move  so  far  and  so  wide  in  the  narrow  domain 
Allotted  each  nature  for  life's  use :  past  it 

How  immensity  spreads  does  he  guess  ?    Not  a 
whit. 

Does  he  care?    Just  as  little.    Without?    No, 
within 
Concerns  him  ?  he  Blnows.    Blan  Ignores  — 
thanks  to  Thee 
Who  madest  him  know,  but  —in  knowing — 
begin 
To  know  still  new  vastness  of  knowledge 
must  be 
Outride  him  —  to  enter,  to  traverse,  in  fee 

Have  and  hold  I  **  Oh,  Man's  ignorance ! "  hear 
the  fool  whine ! 
How  were  it,  for  better  or  worse,  didst  thou 
grunt 
Contented  with  sapience  —  the  lot  of  the  swine 
Who  knows  he  was  bom  for  just  truffies  to 
hunt?  — 
Monks'  Paradise  —  **  Semper  $int  res  uti  sunt !  " 

No,  Man's  the  prerogative  —  knowledge  once 
gained  — 
To  ignore, —  find  new  knowledge  to  press  for, 
to  swerve 
In  pursuit  of,  no,  not  for  a  moment :  attained  — 
Why,  onward  through  ignorance  I    Dare  and 
deserve ! 
As  still  to  its  asymptote  speedeth  the  curve, 

So  approximates  Man  —  Thee,  who,  reachable 
not. 
Hast  formed  him  to  yearningly  follow  Thy 
whole 
Sole  and  ringle  onmiacienoe  I 
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Such,  friends,  is  my  lot : 
I  am  back  with  the  world :  one  more  step  to 
the  goal 
Thanks  for  reaching  I  render  —  Fust^s  help  to 
Man*8  soul ! 

Mere  mechanical  help  ?   So  the  hand  gives  a  toss 
To  the  falcon,  —  aloft  once,  spread  pinions 
and  fly, 
Beat  air  far  and  wide,  np  and  down  and  across  ! 
My  Press  strains  a-tremble  :  whose  masterful 
eye 
Will  be  first,  in  new  regions,  new  truth  to 
descry? 

Give  chase,  soul  I    Be  sure  each  new  capture 
consigned 
To  mv  Tsrpes  will  go  forth  to  the  world,  like 
God^s  bread 
—  Miraculous  food  not  for  body  but  mind, 
Trutli*s  manna !    How  say  you  V    Put  case 
that,  instead 
Of  old  leasing  and  lies,  we  superiorly  fed 

These  Heretics,  Hussites  .  .  . 

First  Friend,  First  answer  my  query  I 

If  saved,  art  thou  happy  ? 

Fust,  I  was  and  I  am. 

First  Friend.  Thy  visage  confirms  it :  how 
comes,  then,  that  —  weary 

And  woe-begone  late  —  was  it  show,  was  it 
sham?  — 
We  found  thee  sunk  thiswise  ? 

Second  Friend,  —  In  need  of  the  dram 

From  the  flask  which  a  provident   neighbor 

might  carry  I 
Fust,  Ah,  friends,  the  fresh  triumph  soon 

flickers,  fast  fades ! 
I  haUed  Word^s  dispersion :  could  heartleaps 

but  tarry  I 
Through  me  does  Print  furnish  Truth  wings  ? 

The  same  aids 
Cause  Falsehood  to  range  just  as  widely.    What 

raids 


On  a  rerion  undreamed  of  does  Printing  en* 
able 
Truth  *s  foe  to  effect !    Printed  leasing  and  Bes 
May  speed  to  the  worid*s  farthest  oomer  — 
gross  fable 
No  less  than  pure  fact  —  to  impede,  nentraliae, 
Abolish  God's  gift  and  Man's  gain ! 
First  Friend,  Dost 


^Vhat  struck  me  at  first  blush  ?  Our  Beghaida, 
Waldenses, 
Jeronimites,  Hussites  —  does  one   show  his 
head. 
Spout  heresy  now  ?    Not  a  priest  in  his  senses 
Deigns  answer  mere  speedi,  but  pilfls  fagots 
instead, 
Refines  as  by  fire,  and,  him  silenced,  all  *s  said. 

Whereas  if  in  future  I  pen  an  opuscule 

Defying  retort,  as  of  old  when  rash  tongues 
Were  easy  to  tame,  —  straight  some  knave  of 
the  Huss-School 
Prints  answer  forsooth !   Stop  invisible  lungs  ? 
The  barrel  of  blasphemy  broached  once,  who 
bungs? 

Second  Friend,  Does  my  sermon,  next  Easter, 

meet  fitting  aooeptenoe  ? 
Each  captious  disputative  bov  has  his  Qvifk 
"  ^ n  adqw.  credendum  sitf*^     Well,  the  Chareh 
kept  "ans" 
In  order  till  Fust  set  his  engine  at  work  ! 
Wliat  trash  will  come  flying  from  Jew,  Moor, 
and  Turk 

When,  goosequiU,  thy  reign  o'er  the  worid  is 
ibolishe~ 


With 


44 


goose"  in  his 


abolished  I 
Goose  —  ominous  name ! 
began: 
Quoth  Hues  —  which   means 
idiom  unpolished  — 
*^  Te  bum  now  a  Goose :  there  succeeds  me  a 
Swan 
Ye  shall  find  quench  your  fire  I  " 
Fust.  I  foresee  such  a  man. 


ASOLANDO 


TO  MRS.  ARTHUR  BRONSON 

To  whom  but  you,  dear  Friend,  should  I  dedicate  verses  —  some  few  written,  all  of 
them  supervised,  in  the  comfort  of  your  presence,  and  with  yet  another  experience  of  the 
gracious  hospitality  now  bestowed  on  me  since  so  many  a  year,  —  adding  a  charm  even  to 
my  residences  at  Venice,  and  leaving  me  little  regret  for  the  surprise  and  delight  at  my 
visits  to  Asolo  in  bygone  days  ? 

I  unite,  you  will  see,  the  disconnected  poems  by  a  title-name  popularly  ascribed  to  the 
inventiveness  of  the  ancient  secretary  of  Queen  Comaro  whose  paUioe-tower  stiQ  overlooks 
us :  Aaolare—^*^  to  disport  in  the  open  air,  amuse  one's  self  at  random.**  The  objeotion 
that  such  a  word  nowhere  occuts  in  the  works  of  the  Cardinal  is  hardly  important  — 
Bembo  was  too  thorough  a  purist  to  conserve  in  print  a  term  which  in  talk  he  might  poaair 
bly  toy  with:  but  the  word  is  more  likely  derived  from  a  Spanish  source.    I  use  it  for 
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love  of  the  place,  and  in  teqnitel  of  your  pUasant  avnmaoe  that  an  early  poem  of  mine 
first  attracted  you  thithef—  where  and  elae  where,  at  La  Mara  aa  Cll  Alviri,  may  all  happi- 
nem  attend  you  !  Qratefnlly  and  affectionately  yours, 

A8OL0:  October  15y  1889.  R.  B. 


The  greater  part  of  Asolando  was  written  in 
1.S.s,S-H9,  thou{i:h  in  one  instance  at  least  an  early 
poem  was  included  in  the  collection.    The  title 


of  the  volume  is  explained  in  the  dedication. 
The  book,  by  a  strange  coincidence,  was  pub- 
lished on  the  day  of  Browning^s  death. 


PROLOGUE 

*^  Thb  Puet*s  anre  is  sad :  for  why  ? 

In  youth,  the  natural  world  could  show 
No  common  object  but  his  eye 

At  once  involved  with  alien  glow  — 
Ilis  own  soul^B  iris-bow. 

"  And  now  a  flower  is  just  a  flower : 

Man,  bird,  beast  are  but  beast,  bird,  man  — 

Simply  themselves,  uncinot  by  dower 
Ot  ayes  which,  when  lifers  day  began. 

Round  each  in  glory  ran." 

Friend,  did  you  need  an  optic  glass. 

Which  were  your  choice  ?    A  lens  to  drape 

In  ruby,  emerald,  chrysopras, 
Elach  object  —  or  reveal  its  shape 

Clear  outhned,  past  escape. 

The  naked  very  thing  ?  —  so  clear 

Tliat,  when  ^ou  had  the  chance  to  gaze, 

Yon  found  its  mmost  self  appear 
Through  outer  seeming  —  truth  ablaze. 

Not  falsehood's  fancy-haze  ? 

How  many  a  year,  my  Asolo, 

Since  —  one  step  just  from  sea  to  land  — 
I  found  yon,  loved  yet  feared  you  so  — 

For  natural  objects  seemed  to  stand 
Palpably  fire-elothed  !    No  — 

No  master^r  of  mine  o^er  these  ! 

Terror  with  beauty,  like  the  Bnslk 
Burning  but  unoonsumed.    Bend  knees, 

Drop  eyes  to  earthward  I   Language  ?    Tush  I 
Silence  't  is  awe  decrees. 

And  now  ?    The  lambent  flame  is  —  where  ? 

Lost  from  the  naked  world :  earth,  sky. 
Hill,  vale,  tree,  flower,  —  Italians  rare 

O^er-running  beauty  crowds  the  eye  — 
Bat  flame  ?    The  Bush  is  bare. 

Hill,  vale,  tree,  flower  —  they  stAud  distinct. 
Nature  to  know  and  name.    What  then  ? 

A  Voice  spoke  thence  which  straight  unlinked 
Fancy  from  fact :  see.  all  ^s  in  ken : 

Has  once  my  eyelid  winked  ? 

No,  for  the  puj^ped  ear  apprehends 
Earth  *s  import,  not  the  eye  late  dazed . 

The  Voice  said,  **  Call  my  works  thy  friends  I 
At  Nature  dost  thou  shrink  amazed  ? 

God  is  it  who  transcends." 
AaoL* :  Sfgtember  6,  188a 


ROSNV 

Woe,  he  went  galloping  into  tlie  war, 

Clara,  CUra! 
Let  us  two  dream :   shall   he    ^scape   with  a 
scar? 
Scarcely  disflgnrementj  rather  a  grace 
Making  for  manhood  which  nowise  we  mar : 
See,  while  I  kiss  it,  the  flush  on  his  face  — 
Rosny,  Rosny  I 

Light  does  he  laugh  :  "  With  your  love  in  my 
soul"  — 

(Clara,  CUra  !) 
^*  How  could  I  other  than  —  sound,  safe,  and 
whole  — 
Cleave  who  opposed  me  asunder,  vet  stand 
Scatheless  besioe  you,  as,  touching  love's  goal, 
Who  won  the  race  kneels,  craves  reward  at 
your  hand  — 

Rosny,  Rosny  ?  " 

Ay,  but  if  certain  who  envied  should  see  ! 

Clai-a,  Clara, 
Certain  who  simper :  "  The  hero  for  me 

Hardly  of  life  were  so  chaiv  as  miss 
Death  —  death  and  fame  —  tliat  's  lovers  guer- 
don when  She 
Boasts,  proud  bereaved  one,  her  choice  fell  on 
this 

Rosny,  Rosny !  " 

So,  —  go  on  dreaming,  —  he  lies  mid  a  heap 

(Clara,  Clara,) 
Of  the  slain  by  hb  hand :  what  is  death  but  a 
sleep? 
Dead,  with  my  portrait  displayed    on    his 
breast: 
Love  wrought  his    undoing :   *^  No   prudence 
could  keep 
The  love-maddened  wretch  from  his  fate." 
That  is  best, 

Rosny,  liosny ! 


DUBIETY 

I  WILL  be  happy  if  but  for  once  : 
Only  help  me.  Autumn  weather. 

Me  and  my  cares  to  screen,  ensconce 
In  luxury's  sofa-lap  of  leather  I 

Sleep  ?    Nay,  comfort —  with  just  a  cloud 
Suffusing  day  too  clear  and  bright : 

Eve's  essence,  the  single  drop  allowed 
I'^k  sidly,  like  milk.  Noon's  water-white. 
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I«et  ^nsineu  shade^  not  ahrond, — adjust, 
Dim  4Uid  not  deaden,  — somehow  sheathe 

Aufl^ht  sharp  in  the  roug^h  world's  busy  thrust. 
If   it  reach  me  through  dreamingps  vapor 
wreath. 


POETICS 


t4 


Be  life  so,  all  things  ever  the  same  ! 

For,   what  has  disarmed  the  world?   Out- 
side, 
Quiet  and  peace :  inside,  nor  blame 

Nor  want,  nor  wish  whatever  betide. 

What  is  it  like  that  has  happened  before  ? 

A  dream  ?    No  dream,  more  real  by  much. 
A  vision  ?    But  fanciful  days  of  yore 

Brought  many:    mere    mnsii^    seems    not 
such. 

Perhaps  but  a  memory,  after  all ! 

—  Of  what  came  once  when  a  woman  leant 
To  feel  for  ray  brow  where  her  kiss  might 
fall. 

Truth  ever,  truth  only  the  excellent  1 


NOW 

Out  of  your  whole  life  give  bat  a  moment  I 
All  of  your  life  that  lias  gone  before, 
AH  to  come  after  it,  ~  so  you  ignore. 
So  yon  make  perfect  the  present,  —  oondensB, 
In  a  rapture  of  rage,  for  perfection's  endow- 
ment. 
Thought  and  feeling  and  soul  and  sense  — 
Merged    in   a   moment    which   gives   me   at 

last 
Yon  aronnd  me  for  once,  you    beneath  me, 

above  me  — 
Me  —  sure  that  despite  of  time  future,  time 

past,— 
This  tick  of  our  life-timers  one  moment  yon 

love  me  I 
How  long  such  suspension  may  linger?    Ah, 

Sweet  — 
The  moment  eternal  —  just  that  and  no  more  — 
When  ecstasy's  utmost  we  clutch  at  the  core 
While  cheeks  bum,  arms  open,  eyes  diut  and 

lips  meet ! 


HUMILITY 

What  eirl  but,  having  gathered  flowers, 
Stript  the  beds  and  spoUt  the  bowers. 
From  the  lapful  light  she  carries 
Drops  a  careless  bud  ?  —  nor  tarries 
To  regain  the  waif  and  stray  : 
*^  Store  enoogh  for  home  "  — she  '11  say. 

So  say  I  too :  give  your  lover 
Heaps  of  loviog —  nnder,  over. 
Whelm  him  —  make  the  one  the  wealthy  I 
Am  I  all  so  poor  who  —  stealthy 
Work  it  was  I  —  picked  up  what  fell : 
Not  the  worst  bud  —  who  can  tell  ? 


So  say  the  foolish  I  "     Say  the  foolish  lo. 

Love? 
**  Flower  she  is,  my  rose  '*  —  or  else,  ^*  My 

very  swan  is  she  "  — 
Or  perhaps,  **  Yon  maid-moon,  blessing  earth 

below,  Love, 
That  art  thou !  "  —  to  them,  belike :  no  such 

vain  words  from  me. 

''  Hush,  rose,  blush  I  no  balm  like  breath,**  I 
chide  it : 
*' Bend  thy  neck  its  best,  swan, —hers  the 
whiter  curve  I  '* 
Be  the  moon  the  moon :  my  Love  I  place  be- 
side it : 
What  is  she  ?    Her  human  self,  —  no  lower 
word  will  serve. 


SUMMUM   BONUM 

All  the  breath  and  the  bloom  of  the  year  in 
the  hag  of  one  bee  : 
All  the  wonder  and  wealth  of  the  mine  in  the 
heart  of  one  gem : 
In  the  core  of  one  pearl  all  the  shade  and  the 
shine  of  the  sea: 
Breath  and  bloom,  shade  and  shine,  —  vrott> 
der,  wealth,  and  —  how  far  above  them — 
Truth,  that 's  brighter  than  gem. 
Trust,  that 's  purer  than  peu4,  — 
Brightest  truth,  pnrest  trust  in  the  nnivi 
all  were  for  me 

In  the  Idas  of  one  girL 


A  PEARL,  A  GIRL 

A  siMPLB  ring  with  a  single  stone. 
To  the  vulgar  eye  no  stone  of  prioe : 

Whisper  the  right  word,  that  alone  — 
Forth  starts  a  sprite,  like  fire  from  iea. 

And  lo,  yon  are  lord  (says  an  Eastern  smll) 

Of  heaven  and  earth,  lord  whole  and  acAe 
Through  the  power  in  a  pearl. 


A  woman  Ct  is  I  this  time  that  say) 
With  little  the  world  oonnts  woxthy  pr. 

Utter  the  true  word  —  out  and  awav 
Eacapes  her  soul :  I  am  wrapt  in  b 

Creation's  lord,  of  heaven  and  earth 

Lord  whole  and  sole  ~  by  a  minute's 
Through  the  love  in  a  girl  I 


SPECULATIVE 

Others  may  need  new  life  in  Heaven 
Man,  Nature,  Art  —  made  new. ; 

Man  with  new  mind  old  sense  to  leaven. 
Nature,  — new  light  to  clear  old  gloom. 

Art  that  breaks  bounds,  gets  soaring-room. 

I  shall  pray  :  "  Fugitive  as  prions -^ 
Minutes  which  passed.  —  retvm.  renBain ! 
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Let  earth*t  old  life  onee  more  emneeh  oft, 
You  with  old  pleasure,  me —  old  pMn, 
So  we  but  meet  nor  part  afiiain  1  *' 


WHITE   WITCHCRAFT 

When  a  boy  Browning^  had  »  humble  friend 
in  the  person  of  a  toad.  **  He  Tiaited  it  daily 
where  it  burrowed  under  a  white  roaetree,  an- 
nouncing^ himself  by  a  pinch  of  gravel  dropped 
into  its  hole  ;  and  the  creature  would  crawl 
forth,  allow  its  head  to  be  gently  tickled,  and 
reward  the  act  with  a  loving  glance  of  its  soft 
fnll  eyes/'      Mss.  Orb. 

If  you  and  I  conld  change    to  beasts,  what 

beast  should  either  be  ? 
Shall  you  and  I  play  Jove  for  onoe  ?    Turn  fox 

then,  I  dt3cree ! 
Shy  wild  sweet  stealer  of  the  grapes !    Now  do 

your  worst  on  me  I 

And  thus  you  think  to  roite  your  friend  — 
turned  loathsome  ?    What,  a  toad  ? 

So,  all  men  shrink  and  shun  me  1  Dear  men, 
pursue  your  road ! 

Leave  bat  mv  crevice  in  the  stone,  a  reptile's  fit 
abode! 

Now  say  your  worst,  Oanidia  I  **  He  's  loath- 
some, I  allow : 

There  mav  or  may  not  lurk  a  pearl  beneath  his 
puckered  brow: 

Bat  see  his  eyes  that  follow  mine  —  love  lasts 
there,  anyhow.** 
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Last  night  I  saw  voa  in  my  sleep : 
And  how  your  onarm  of  face  was  changed ! 

I  asked,  **"  Some  love,  some  faith  you  keep  ?  " 
Yoa  answered,  ^'  Faith  gone,  love  estranged." 


Whereat  I  woke  —  a  twofold  bliss: 
Waking  was  one,  but  next  there  came 

This  other  :  ''  Though  I  felt,  for  this. 
My  heart  break,  I  loved  on  the  same.'* 


BAD  DREAMS 

IX 

Totr  in  the  flesh  and  here  — 
Tour  very  self  I    Now,  wait  I 

One  word  1    May  I  hope  or  fear  ? 
Must  I  speak  m  love  or  hate  ? 

Stay  while  I  ruminate  I 

The  faet  and  each  oirenmstance 
Dare  you  disown  ?    Not  you  I 

That  vast  dome,  that  huge  dance, 
And  the  gloom  which  overgrew 

A  —  possibly  festive  orew  J 


For  why  shoold  men  danoe  at  all — 
Why  women  —  a  crowd  of  both  — 

Unless  they  are  gay  ?    btrange  ball  — 
Hands  and  feet  plighting  troth, 

Yet  partners  enforoed  and  loth  I 

Of  who  danced  there,  no  shape 
Did  I  recognize  :  tnwart,  perverse, 

Each  grasped  each,  past  eaoape 
In  a  whirl  or  weary  or  worse : 

Man's  sneer  met  woman's  corse, 

VHiile  he  and  she  toiled  as  if 
Their  guardian  set  galleyHslaves 

To  supple  chained  limbs  grown  stiff  : 
Unmanaoled  trulls  and  knavee  — 

The  lash  for  who  misbehaves  1 

And  a  gloom  was,  all  the  while, 

Deeper  and  deeper  yet 
O'erarowing  the  rank  and  file 

Of  that  army  uf  haters  —  set 
To  mimic  love  s  fever-fret. 

By  the  wall-eide  dose  I  crept. 

Avoiding  the  livid  maae, 
And,  safely  so  far,  outstepped 

On  a  chamber   -  a  chapel,  says 
My  memory  or  betrays  — 

Closet'like,  kept  aloof 

Prom  unseemly  witnessing 
What  sport  made  floor  and  roof 

Of  the  Devil's  palace  ring 
While  his  Damned  amused  their  king. 

Ay,  for  a  low  lamp  homed. 

And  a  silenoe  lay  about 
What  I,  in  the  midst,  dieeemed 

Though  dimlv  till,  past  doubt, 
'T  was  a  sort  of  throne  stood  out  — 

High  seat  with  steps,  at  least : 
And  the  topmost  step  was  filled 

By  —  whom  ?    What  vestured  priest  ? 
A  stranger  to  me,  — his  guild. 

His  cult,  unieoonciled 

To  my  knowledge  how  guild  and  cult 
Are  clothed  in  this  world  of  ours : 

I  pondered,  but  no  result 
Came  to  —  unless  that  Giaours 

So  worship  the  Lower  Powers. 

When  suddenly  who  entered  ? 

Who  knelt  —  did  you  guess  I  saw  ? 
Who  —  raising  that  face  were  centred 

Allegiance  to  love  and  law 
So  lately — off-casting  awe, 

Down-treading  reserve,  away 
Thrusting  respect  .  .  .  but  mine 

Stands  firm  —  firm  still  shall  stay  I 
Ask  Satan  I  for  I  decline 

To  tell — what  I  saw,  in  fine  I 

Yet  here  in  the  flesh  you  come  — 
Votir  same  self,  form  and  face,  -^ 
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In  the  eyes,  mirth  still  at  home  t 
On  the  lips,  that  commonplace 
Perfection  of  honest  grace ! 

Yet  your  errand  is — needs  most  be  — 

To  palliate  —  well,  explain, 
Expurgate  in  some  degrree 

X  our  soul  of  its  u^ly  stain. 
Oh,  you  —  the  good  m  grain  — 

How  was  it  your  white  took  tinge  ? 

**  A  mere  dream  "  —  never  object ! 
Sleep  leaves  a  door  on  hinge 

Whence  soul,  ere  our  flwh  suspect. 
Is  off  and  away :  detect 

Her  vagaries  when  loose,  who  can  ! 

Be  she  pranksome,  be  she  prude, 
DiK^uise  with  the  day  be^n : 

With  the  night  —  ah,  what  ensued 
From  draughts  of  a  drink  hell-brewed  ? 

Then  She  :  **  What  a  queer  wild  dream ! 

And  perhaps  the  best  fun  is  — 
Myself  nad  its  f eltow  —  I  seem 

Scarce  awake  from  yet.     *T  was  this  — 
ShaUIteUyou?    Fir8t,akis8l 

**  For  the  fault  was  just  your  own,  — 

*T  Ib  myself  expect  apology : 
You  warned  me  to  let  alone 

(Since  our  studies  were  mere  philology) 
That  ticklish  (you  said)  AnUiology. 

*'  So  I  dreamed  that  I  fiassed  exam 
Till  a  question  posed  me  sore  : 
*  Who  translated  this  epigram 

By  —  an  auUior  we  best  ignore  ?  * 
And  I  answered,  *  Hannah  More  M  " 


BAD  DREAMS 
III 

This  was  my  dream  :  I  saw  a  Forest 

Old  as  the  earth,  no  track  nor  t^^ce 
Of  unmade  man.    Tliou,  Soul,  explorest  — 

Though  in  a  trembling  rapture  —  space 
Immeasurable  I    Shrubs,  turned  trees. 
Trees  that  touch  heaven,  support  its  freize 
Studded  with  sun  and  moon  and  star : 
While  —  oh,  the  enormous  growths  that  bar 
Mine  eye  from  penetrating  past 

Their  tangled  twine  where  lurks  —  nay,  lives 
Royally  lone,  some  brute-tvpe  cast 

I^  the  rough,  time  cancels,  man  forgives. 

On,  Soul !    I  saw  a  lucid  City 

Of  architectural  device 
Every  way  perfect.     Panse  for  pity. 

Lightning !  nor  leave  a  cicatnce 
On  iAose  bright  marbles,  dome  an()  spire. 
Structures  palatial,  — streets  which  mire 
Pares  not  defile,  paved  all  too  fine 
For  human  footstep^s  smirch,  not  thine  — 
Proud  solitarv  traverser, 

Mv  Soul,  of  silent  lengths  of  way  — 
With  what  ecstatic  dresul.  aver. 

IjCSC  nte  scan  santnoned  by  thr  stai  f 


Ah,  but  the  last  si^t  was  the  hidecNis  I 

A  City,  yes,  —a  Forest,  true,  — 
But  each  aevoortng  each.    Pemdioos 

Snake-plants  had  strangled  what  I  knew 
Was  a  pavilion  once :  each  oak 
Held  on  his  horns  some  spoil  he  broke 
By  Burrej^titiously  beneath 
Upthrusting :  pavements,  as  with  teeth, 
Gwiped  huge  weed  widening  craek  and  split 

In  squares  and  circles  stone-work  erst. 
Oh,  Nature  —  good !  Oh,  Art  —  no  whit 
Less  worthy  I    Both  in  one  —  accurst  I 


BAD  DREAMS 

IV 

It  happened  thus :  my  slab,  though  new. 
Was  getting  weathex^tained,  —  be^e. 

Herbage,  balm,  peppermint  o'eigrew 
Letter  and  letter :  till  yon  tried 

Somewhat,  the  Name  was  scarce  descried. 

That  strong  stem  man  my  lover  came : 
—  Was  he  my^  lover  ?    Call  him,  pray. 

My  lifers  cold  critic  bent  on  blame 
Of  all  poor  I  could  do  or  say 

To  make  me  worth  Ids  love  one  day  — 

One  far  da^  when,  by  diligent 

And  dutiful  araenaiug  faults. 
Foibles,  all  weaknesses  which  went 

To  challenge  and  excuse  assaults 
Of  culture  wronged  by  taste  that  halts — 

Discrepancies  should  mar  no  plan 

Symmetric  of  the  qualities 
Claiming  respect  from — say  —  a  man 

That  ^  strong  and  stern.  **  Once  more  he 
Into  me  with  tJiose  critic  eyes  I " 


No  question  I  so  —  **  Conclude,  condemn 

Each  failure  my  poor  self  avows ! 
Leave  to  its  fate  all  you  contemn ! 

There  ^s  Solomon^s  selected  spouse : 
Earth  needs  must  hold  such  maids — eh<ioae 
them  I " 

Wliy,  he  was  weeping  !    Surely  gone 
Sternness  and  strength  :  with  eyes  to  grotmd 

And  voice  a  broken  monotone  — 
**  Only  be  as  you  were !    Abound 

In  foibles,  faults,  — laugh,  robed  and  crowned 

**  As  Folly's  veriest  queen,  — care  I 
One  feather-fluff  ?    Look  pity.  Love, 

Onprostrate  me  —  your  foot  shall  try 
This  forehead's  use  —  mount  thenoe  aboro. 

And  reach  what  Heaven  yon  dignify !  " 

Now,  what  could  bring  such  change  about  ? 

The  thought  perplexed :  till,  following 
His  gaze  upon  tne  ground,  —  why,  out 

Came  all  the  secret  I    So,  a  thing 
Thus  simple  has  deposed  my  king  I 

For,  spite  of  weeds  that  strove  to  BpoU 
Plain  ceadina  on,  the  lAtterad  slab. 
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My  name  was  clear  enough  —  no  eoU 

Effaced  the  date  when  one  chance  stab 
Of  Boom  ...  if  only  ghosts  might  hlab  1 

INAPPREHENSIVENESS 

Wb  two  stood  simply  friend-like  side  by  side, 
Viewing  a  twilieht  country  far  and  wide, 
Till  she  at  length  broke  silence.    * '  How  it  towers 
Yonder,  the  min  o'er  this  vale  of  ours  ! 
The  West's  faint  ilare  behind  it  so  relicTes 
Its  nigged  outline — sight  perhaps  deceives, 
Or  I  could  almost  fancy  that  I  see 
A  branch  ware  plain  —  belike  some  wind-sown 

tree 
Chance-rooted  where  a  missing  turret  was. 
What  would  I  give  for  the  perspective  glass 
At  home,  to  make  out  if  't  is  really  so  I 
Has  Ruskin  noticed  here  at  Asolo 
That  certain  weed-growths  on  the  ravaged  wall 
Seem  ** .  .  .  something  that  I  conld  not  say  at  all. 
My   thought  being  rather  —  as  absorbed  she 

sent 
Look  onward  after  look  from  eyes  dutent  ^ 
With  longing  to  reach  Heaven's  gate  left  ajar  — 
**  Oh,  fancies  that  might  be,  oh,  facts  that  are  I 
What  of  a  wilding  ?  ^  By  you  stands,  and  may 
So  stand  unnoticed  till  the  Judgment  Day, 
One  who,  if  once  aware  that  your  regard 
Claimed  what  his  heart  holds,  —  woke,  as  from 

its  sward 
The  flower,  the  dormant  passion,  so  to  speak  — 
Then  what  a  rush  of  life  would  startling  wreak 
Revenge  on  your  inapprehensive  stare 
While,  from  the  ruin  and  the  West's  faint  flare. 
You  let  your  eyes  meet  mine,  touch  what  you 

term 
Quietude  —  that 's  an  universe  in  germ  — 
The  domiant  passion  needing  but  a  look 
To  burst  into  immense  life  ! " 

"  No,  the  book 
Which  noticed  how  the  wall-growths  wave," 

said  she, 
•*  Was  not  by  Ruskin." 

I  said,  "  Vernon  Lee." 


WHICH? 

So,  the  three  Court-ladies  began 
Their  trial  of  who  judged  best 
In  esteeming  the  love  of  a  man  : 
Who  preferred  with  most  reason  was  thereby 
confessed 
Boy-Cupid's  exemplary  catcher  and  eager ; 
An  Abb4  crossed  legs  to  decide  on  tlie  wager. 

First  the  Dnchesse :  **  Mine  for  me  — 

W^ho  were  it  but  God's  for  Him, 
And  the  King's  for  —  who  but  he  ? 
Both  faithful  and  loyal,  one  grace  more  shall 
brim 
His  cnp  with  perfection  :  a  ladv's  true  lover. 
He  holds  —  save  his  God  and  his  king  —  none 
above  her." 


it 


I  require  "  —  outspoke  the  Marquise  — 
*'  Pure  thoughts,  ay,  but  also  fine  deeds  : 


Plav  the  paladin  most  he,  to  |4«aM 
My  whim,  and  —  to  prove  my  knigkt*s  service 
exceeds 
Your  saint's  snd  your  loyalist's  praying  and 

kneelii^  — 
Show  wounds,  each  wide  mouth  to  my  mercy 
appealing." 

Then  the  Comtease:     "My  choice  be    ft 
wretch.  ^ 
Mere  lose!  in  bodv  and  soul. 
Thrice  accurst !    What  care  I,  so  he  stretch 
Ariiis  to  me  his  sole  savior,  love's  ultimata 
goal. 
Out  of  earth  and  men's  noise  —  names  of  *  in* 

fidel,'  '  traitor  ' 
Cast  up  at  him  ?    Crown  me,  orown^s  adjndi* 
cator  I " 

And  the  Abb4  uncrossed  his  Ices, 

Took  snuff,  a  reflective  pinch, 
Broke  dlenoe  :  **  The  question  begs 
Much  pondering  ere  I  pronoonoe.    Shall  I 
flhioh? 
The  love  which  to  one  and  one  only  has  refer- 
ence^ 
Seems  terribly  like  what  perhaps  gains  God's 
preference." 


THE  CARDINAL  AND  THE  DOG 

This  poem  was  written  in  May,  1842,  at  the 
same  time  as  the  Pied  Piper,  both  having  been 
written  at  the  request  of  Macready's  little  son, 
who  was  confined  to  the  house  by  illness  and 
wanted  Browning  to  write  him  some  poems  far 
which  he  could  make  pictures. 

Crescenzio,  the  Pope's  Legate  at  the  High 

Council,  Trent, 
—  Year  Fifteen  hundred    twenty-two,  March 

Twenty-five  —  intent 
On  writing  letters  to  the  Pope  till  late  into  the 

night. 
Rose,  weary,  to  refresh  himself,  and  saw  a 

monstrous  sight : 
(I  give  mine  Author's  very  words :  he  penned, 

I  reindite.) 

A  black  Dog  of  vast  bigness,  eyes  flaming,  ears 

that  hung 
Down    to    the  very  ground  almost,  into  the 

chamber  sprung 
And  made  directly  for  him,  and  laid  himself 

right  under 
The  table  where  Crescenzio  wrote  —  who  called 

in  fear  and  wonder 
His   servants   in    the  ante-room,  commanded 

every  one 
To  look  for  and  find  out  the  beast :  but,  look* 

ing,  they  found  none. 

The  Cardinal  fell  melancholy,  then  sick,  soon 

after  died : 
And  at  Verona,  as  he  lay  on  his  death-bed,  he 

cried 
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Aloud  to  drive  awsy  the  Dog  ihai  leapt  on  hia 

bedside. 
Heaven  keep  us  Protestants  from  hann  :  the 

rest  ...  no  ill  betide  I 


THE  POPE   AND  THE  NET 

What,  he  on  whom  onr  voioes  nnanimonsly  ran, 
Made  Pope  at  oar  last  Conclave  ?    Fall  low  his 

life  began: 
His  father  earned  the  daily  bread  as  just  a 

fisherman. 

So  maeh  the  more  his  hcty  minds  book,  gives 

proof  of  mother-wit, 
Becomes  fint  Deaeon,  and  then  Priest,  then 

Bishop :  see  him  sit 
No  less  than  Cardinal  erelong,  while  no  one 

ories  "  Unfit  I " 

But  some  one  smirks,  some  other  smiles,  jogs 

elbow  and  nods  head  : 
Bach  winks  at  each  :  *'  I*-faith,  a  rise !    Saint 

Peter*s  net,  instead 
Of  sword  and  keys,  is  come  in  vogue  1  '*    You 

think  he  blushes  red  ? 

Not  he,  of  humble  holy  heart  I    **  Unworthy 

me  1  *'  he  sighs  : 
**  fVom  fisher's  drudge  to  Church's  prince  —  it 

is  indeed  a  rise  : 
So,  here  *8  mv  way  to  keep  the  fact  foreyer  in 

my  eyes  I " 

And  straightway    in   his    palace-hall,   where 

commonly  is  set 
Some  coatK>f>anns,  some  portraiture  ancestral, 

lo,  we  met 
His  mean  estate's  reminder  in  his  fisher-father's 

net! 


Which  step  conciliates  all  and  some,  stops  cavil 
in  a  trice : 

*^The  humble  holy  heart  that  holds  of  new- 
bom  pride  no  spice ! 

He 's   just    the  saint    to  choose  for  Pope!'*   '   *^Tou*' — smiled  he  —  "play  the  spokesman. 
Each  adds,  **  'T  is  my  advice."  bell-wether  of  the  fiock  I 


He  knew  the  rig^t  thing,  did  it,  and  ****?tVH 
God  when  'twas  cfone: 

But  of  all  he  had  to  thank  for,  my  fancy  some- 
how leans 

To  thinking,  what  most  moved  him  was  a  cer- 
tain meal  on  beans. 

For  one  da^,  as  his  wont  was,  in  just  enoui^ 

disguise 
As  he  went  exploring  wickedness,  —  to  see  with 

his  own  eyes 
If  law  had  due  observance  in  the  city's  entimil 

dark 
As  well  as  where,  i'  the  open,  crime  stood  an 

obvious  mark,  — 

He  chanced,  in  a  blind  alley,  on  a  tumble-down 
once  house 

Now  hovel,  vilest  structure  in  Rome  the  minons : 

And,  as  his  tact  impelled  him,  Sixtus  adven- 
tured bold. 

To  learn  how  lowliest  subjects  bore  hunger, 
toil,  and  cold. 

There  sat  they  at  high-supper  —  man  and  wife, 
lad  and  lass. 

Poor  as  you  please,  but  cleanly  all  and  care- 
free :  pain  that  was 

—  Forip:otten,  pain  as  sure  to  be  let  bide  aloof 
its  time,  — 

Mightily  munched  the  brave  ones  —  what 
mattered  gloom  or  grime  ? 

Sud  Sixtus,  "  Feast,  my  children  !  who  works 

hard  needs  eat  well. 
I  'm  just  a  snperviBor,  would  hear  what  yoa 

can  tell. 
Do  any  wrongs  want  righting?    The  Father 

tries  his  best. 
But,  since  he 's  only  mortal,  sends  such  as  I  to 

test 
The  truth  of  all  that's  told  him  —  how  folk 

like  you  may  fare  : 
Come  .'  —  only  don't  stop  eating  —  when  movlh 

has  words  to  spare  — 


hSo,  Pope  he  was :  and  when  we  flocked  —  its 

sacred  slipper  on  — 
To  kiss  his  foot,  we  lifted  eyes,  alack,  the  thing 

was  gone  — 
That  guarantee  of  lowlihead,  —  eclipsed  that 

star  which  shone  I 

Each  eyed  his  fellow,  one  and  all  kept  silence. 

Icried,  "■  Pish  I 
1 11  make  me  spokesman  for  the  rest,  express 

the  common  wish. 
Why,  Father,  is  the  net  removed  ?  "    "  Son,  it 

hath  caught  the  fish." 


THE    BEAN-FEAST 

Hs  was  the  man  —  Pope  Sixtus,  that  Fifth, 
that  swineherd's  luv:: 


Are  times  good,  masters  gentle  ?  Your  griev- 
ances unlock  1 

How  of  your  work  and  wages  ?  —  pleasures,  if 
such  may  be  — 

Pains,  as  such  are  for  certain."  Thus  — "n™p 
questioned  he. 

But  somehow,  spite  of  smiling,  awe  stole  upon 

the  group  — 
An  inexpressible  surmise :  why  should  a  priest 

thus  stoop  — 
Pry  into  what  concerned  folk  ?    Each  visage 

fell.    Aware, 
Cries  Sixtus  interposing :  *^  Nay,  children,  have 

no  care  I 

"Fear   nothing!    Who   employs  me  requires 

the  plain  truth.    Pelf 
Beguiles  who  should  infonn  me :  so,  I  infonn 

rrvseli 
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Seel"    Andhe  drew  his  hood  bftok,  let  the 

close  vesture  ope. 
Showed  faee,  and  where  on  tippet  the  otcm 

lay :  't  was  the  Pope. 

Imagine  the  joyful  wonder  I    "  How  shall  the 

like  of  ns  — 
Poor  Bonis  —  reqnite  sneh  hlessing  of  our  rude 

bean-feast?"    "Thus  — 
Thus  amply  I "  laughed  Pope  Sixtus.    "  I  early 

rise,  sleep  late : 
Who  works  may  eat:  they  tempt  me,  your 

beans  there  :  spare  a  plate ! " 

Down  sat  he  on  the  door-step :  *t  was  they  this 

time  said  grace : 
He  ate  up  the  ust  mouthful,  wiped  lips,  and 

then,  with  face 
Turned  heavenward,  broke  forth    thankful : 

**  Not  now,  that  earth  obeys 
Thy  word  in  mine,  that  through  me  the  peoples 

know  Thy  ways — 

*'  But  that  Thy  care  extendeth  to  Nature's 

homely  wants. 
And,  while  man's  mind  is  strengthened.  Thy 

goodness  novrise  scants 
Man's  body  of  its  comfort,  —  that  I  whom  kings 

and  queens 
Crouch  to,  pick  crumbs  from  off  my  table, 

relish  oeans ! 
The  thunders  I  but  seem  to  launch,  there  plain 

Thy  hand  all  see : 
That  I  have  appetite,  digest,  and  thrive — that 

boon 's  for  me." 


MUCKLE-MOUTH  MEG 

Frowkxd  the  Laird  on  the  Lord :  "  So,  red- 
handed  I  catch  thee  ? 
Death-doomed  by  our  Law  of  the  Border ! 
We  've  a  gallows  outside  and  a  chiel  to  dispatch 
thee: 
Who  trespasses  —  hangs :  all 's  in  order." 

He  met  frown  with  smile,  did  the  young  English 
gallant: 
Then  the  Laird's  dame :  **  Nay,  Husband,  I 
beg! 
He 's    comely :  be   merdf ul !    Grace   for  the 
callant 
—  If  he  marries  our  Muckle-month  Meg  I 

**  No  mile-wide-mouthed  monster  of  yours  do  I 
marry: 
Grant  rather  the  gallows !  "  laughed  he. 
"  Foul  fare  kith  and  kin  of  yon  —  why  do  you 
tarry?" 
To  tame  your  fierce  temper  I "  quoth  she. 
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Shove  him  quick  in  the  Hole,  shut  him  fast 

for  a  week : 
Gold,  darkness,  and  hunger  work  wonders : 
Who  lion-like  roars  now,  mouse-fashion  will 

squeak. 
And  ^  it    rains '    soon  suoeeed   to  *  it    thun- 
ders.' " 


A  week  did  he  bide  in  the  oold  and  the  dark 
—  Not  hunger :  for  duly  at  morning 

In  flitted  a  lass,  and  a  voice  like  a  lark 
Chirped,    **  Muckle-mouth   Meg   still  ye 're 
scorning? 

**  Gk>  hang,  but  here 's  pamteh  to  hearten  ye 

firsti" 

**  Did  Meg's  muckle-month  boast  within  soine 

Such  music  as  yours,  mine  should  match  it  or 

burst: 

No  frog-jaws  I    So  tell  folk,  my  Winsome  I " 

Soon  week  came  to  end,  and,  from  Hole's  door 
set  wide. 
Out  he  marched,  and  there  waited  the  lassie : 
"Yon  gallows,   or  Mufikle^iionth  Meg  for  a 
bride! 
Consider  I    Sky  ^s  blue  and  tuif  's  grassy : 

"  life  's  sweet :  shall  I  say  ye  wed  Muckle- 
mouthMcff?" 
"  Not  I,"  quoth  the  stout  heart:  "  too  eerie 
The  mouth  that  can  swallow  a  bubblyjock's 

Shall  Tlet  it  munch  mine  ?    Never,  Dearie ! 

"  Not  Muckle-mouth  Meg  ?  Wow,  the  obstinate 
man  I 
Perhaps  he  would  rather  wed  me  I  " 
"  Ay,  would  he  —  with  just  for  a  dowry  your 
can!" 
"I'm  Muckle-mouth  Meg,"  chirruped  she. 


it 


Then  so — so  —  so— so  —  "as  he  kissed  her 


apace — 
"  "^illl  V 


Will  I  widen  thee  out  till  thou  tumest 
From    Margaret    Minnikin  -  mou',    by    God's 
grace, 
To  Muckle-mouth  Meg  in  good  earnest ! " 

ARCADES  AMBO 

A,  You  blame  me  that  I  ran  away  ? 

Why,  Sir,  the  enemy  advanoed : 
Balls  flew  about,  and  —  who  can  say 

But  one,  if  I  stood  firm,  had  glanced 
In  my  direction  ?    Cowardice  ? 
I  only  know  we  don't  live  twice. 
Therefore  —  shun  death,  is  my  advice. 

B,  Shun  death  at  all  risks  ?    Well,  at  some  t 

True,  I  mvself ,  Sir,  though  I  scold 
The  cowardly,  by  no  means  come 

Under  reproof  as  overbold 
—  I,  who  would  have  no  end  of  brutes 
Cut  up  alive  to  guess  what  suits 
My  case  and  saves  my  toe  from  shoots. 


THE  LADY  AND  THE  FAINTER 

She.  Yet  womanhood  y6u  reversDoe, 

So  you  profess! 
He.  With  heart  and  souL 

She,    Of  which  fact  this  is  evidence  I 

To  help  Art-studv,  —  for  some  dole 
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Of  certain  wretched  shillings,  -  you 
Induce  a  woman  —  riisin  too  — 
To  strip  and  stand  stanc-naked  ? 

He.  Tnie. 

She.    Nor  feel  you  so  degrade  her  ? 

He.  What 

—  (Excuse  the  intermption)  ^  dings 
Half -savage-like  around  your  hat  ? 

She,        Ah,  do  they  please  yon?    Wild-hird- 
wiagsl 
Next  season,  —  Paris-prints  anert,  — 
We  must  go  feathered  to  the  skirt : 
My  modiste  keeps  on  the  alert. 

Owls,  hawks,  jays  —  swallows  most  ap- 
prove. 
He,         Dare  I  speak  plsinly  ? 
She,  Oh,  I  trust ! 

He,     Then,  Lady  Blanche,  it  less  would  move 
In  heart  and  soul  of  me  di^ust 
Did  you  strip  off  those  spoils  you  wear. 
And  stand  —  for  thanks,  not  shillings  — 

bare 
To  help  Art  like  my  Model  there. 
She   well   knew   what   absolved    her  — 
praise 
In  me  for  God^s  surpassing  good, 
Who  granted  to  my  reverent  gaze 

A  type  of  purest  womanhood. 
You  —  clothed  with  murder  of  his  best 
Of  harmless  beings  —  stand  the  test  1 
What  is  it  you  know  ? 
She,  That  you  jest  ! 


PONTE  DELL'  ANGELO,  VENICE 

Stop  rowing !    This  one  of  our  bye-canals 
O^er  a  certain  bridge  you  have  to  cross 
That 's  named,  ''  Of  the  Angel :  "  listen  why  ! 
The  name  ^*  Of  the  Devil  '*  too  much  appalls 
Venetian  acquaintance,  so  —  his  the  loss, 
While  the  gain  goes  .  .  .  look  on  high  ! 

An  angel  visibly  guards  yon  house : 
Above  each  sontoneon  —  a  nair  —  stands  he, 
Enfolds  them  with  droop  ot  either  wing : 
The  family's  fortune  were  perilous 
Did  he  thence  depart  —  you  will  soon  ^ree. 
If  I  hitch  into  verse  the  thing. 

For,  once  on  a  time,  this  house  belonged 
To  a  lawyer  of  note,  with  law  and  to  spare, 
But  also  with  overmuch  lust  of  gain : 
In  the  matter  of  law  yon  were  nowise  wronged. 
But  aJas  for  the  lucre !    He  picked  yon  bare 
To  the  bone.    Did  folk  complain  ? 

*'  I  exact,"  growled  he,  ''  work's  rightful  due: 
^T  is  folk  seek  me,  not  I  seek  them. 
Advice  at  its  price !    They  succeed  or  fail, 
Get  law  in  each  case  —  and  a  lesson  too  : 
Keep  clear  of  the  Courts  —  is  advice  ad  rem : 
They  '11  remember,  I  'U  be  bail  I  " 

So.  he  pocketed  fee  without  a  qnalm. 

What  reason  for  squeamishnees  ?    Labor  done, 

To  pUy  he  betook  nim  with  lightened  heart, 


Ate,  drank,  and  noade   merry  with  aong  of 

psalm. 
Since  ueyoke  of  the  Church  is  an  easy  one  — 
Fits  neck  nor  causes  smart. 

Brief :  never  was  such  an  extortionate 
Rascal  —  the  word  has  escaped  my  teeth  ! 
And  yet  —  (all 's  down  in  a  book  no  aas 
Indited,  believe  me  !)  —  tliis  reprobate 
Was  punctual  at  prayei^tirae :  gold  lurked  fa^ 

neath 
AUoy  of  the  rankest  brass. 

For,  play  the  extortioner  as  he  mi^t. 
Fleece  folk  each  day  and  all  day  long. 
There  was  this  redeeming  eirenmatanee : 
He  never  lay  down  to  sleep  at  night 
But  he  put  up  a  prayer  first,  brief  yet  strong, 
**  Our  Lady  avert  mischance ! " 

Now  it  happened  at  close  of  a  fmotuons  week 
*^  I  must  asK,"  quoth  he,  ""  some  Saint  to  dine 
I  want  that  widow  well  out  of  myears 
With  her  ailing  and  wailing.    Who  bade  her 

seek 
Redress  at  m^r  hands?    ^She  was  wronged  J  ^ 

Folk  whine 
If  to  Law  wrong  right  appears. 

**  Matteo  da  Bascio  —  he 's  ray  man ! 
No  leas  than  Chief  of  the  Capucins : 
HIb  presence  will  surely  suffumigate 
My  house  —  fools  think  lies  under  a  ban 
If  somebody  loses  what  somebody  wins. 
Hark,  there  he  knocks  at  the  grate  I 

*^  Come  in,  thou  blessed  of  Mother  Church ! 

I  go  and  prepare  -;-  to  bid,  that  is, 

S^  trusty  Mid  diligent  servitor 

Get  all  things  in  readiness.    Vain  ihfd  search 

Through  Venice  for  one  to  compare  wiUi  this 

My  ra^el  of  ministrants :  for — 

**  For  —  once  again,  nay,  three  times  over. 
My  helnmate  's  an  ape  !  so  intelligent, 
I  train  nini  to  drudge  at  household  work : 
He  toils  and  he  moils,  I  live  in  clover : 
Oh,  you  shall  see  !    There  ^s  a  goodly  aeent  — 
From  his  cooking,  or  I  'm  a  Turk  ! 

"  Scarce  need  to  descend  and  snpervisf^ : 
I  '11  do  it,  however :  wait  here  awhile !  " 
So,  down  to  the  kitchen  eayly  scuttles 
Our  host,  nor  notes  the  alarmed  surmise 
Of  the  holy  man.    ^*  O  depth  of  gnile ! 
He  blindly  giuxles  and  guttles, 

**  While  —  who  is  it  dresaes  the  food  and  pmm 
The  liquor  ?    Some  fiend  —  I  make  no  doubt — 
In  Ukeneas  of  —  which  of  the  loathhr  bmtos  f 
An  ape  I   Where  hides  he  ?    No  bull  that  gores, 
No  bear  that  hugs  —  't  is  the  mock  and  flout 
Of  an  ape,  fiend's  face  that  suits. 

VSo — out  with  thee,  creature,  wherever  tiioa 

hidest  I 
I  charge  thee,  by  virtue  of   .  .  .  right  do  I 

judge! 
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There  skulks  he  perdue,  crouehing  under  the 
bed. 

WuU  done !  What,  forsooth,  in  beast's  shape 
thou  oonfidest  ? 

I  know  and  would  name  thee  but  that  I  be- 
grudge 

Breath  spent  on  such  carrion.    Instead  — * 


''I  adjure  thee  by 


71        »♦ 


Stay  I "  laughed 

the  portent  tliat  rose 
From  floor  up  to  ceiling :  *'  No  need  to  adjure ! 
See  Satan  in  person,  late  ape  by  oomraand 
Of  Him  thou  adjurest  in  vain.    A  saint's  nose 
Scents  brimstone  though  incense  be  burned  for 

a  lure. 
Yet,  hence  1  for  I  'm  safe,  understand  I 

*'  'T  is  my  charge  to  convey  to  fit  punishment's 

place 
This 
Oil 

Made  equity  void  and  to  nothingness  brought 
Grud's  pity.    Fiends,  on  with  fresh  coals ! '' 

**  Stay  I  "  nowise  confounded,  withstands  Hell 

its  match : 
**  How  comes  it,  were  truth  in  this  story  of 

thine, 
God's  punishment  suffered  a  minute's  delay  ? 
Weeks,  months  have  elapeed  since  thou  squat- 

tedst  at  watch 
For  a  spring  on  thy  victim  :  wliat  caused  thee 

decline 
Advantage  till  challenged  to-day  ?  " 

**'  That  challenge  I  meet  with  contempt,"  quoth 

the  fiend. 
"^Thus    much   I    acknowledge:   the    man's 

armed  in  mail : 
I  wait  till  a  joint 's  loose,  then  quick  ply  my 

claws. 
Thy  friend's  one  good  custom  —  he  knows  not 

—  has  screened 
His  flesh  hitherto  from  what  else  would  assail : 
At  *  Save  me,  Madonna  I '  I  pause. 

'*  That  prayer  did  the  losel  but  once  pretermit, 
My  pounce  were  upon  him.  I  keep  me  attent : 
He  's  in  safety  but  till  he  's  caught  napping. 

Enough  I " 
**Ay,  enough!"  smiles  the  Saint  —  **for  the 

biter  is  bit. 
The  spy  caught  in  somnolence.    Vanish  I    I  'm 

sent 
To  smootli  up  what  fiends  do  in  rough." 

^*  I  vanish  ?    Through  wall  or  through  roof  ?  " 

the  ripest 
Grinned   gayly.    "  My  orders  were  —  *  Leave 

not  unharmed 
The  abode  of  this  lawyer  I     Do  damage  to  prove 
'T  was  for  something  thou  quittedst  ihe  land 

of  the  lost  — 
To  add  to  their  number  this  unit  I '    Though 

charmed 
From  descent  there  ^^  on  earth  that 's  above 


*'*'  I  may  haply  amerae  him."  **  So  do,  and  be- 
gone, 

I  command  thee  I  For,  look  I  Though  there 's 
doorwav  behind 

And  window  before  thee,  go  straight  through 
the  wall. 

Leave  a  breach  in  the  brickwork,  a  gap  in  the 
stone 

For  who  passes  to  stare  at ! "  "  Spare  speech  I 
I  'm  resigned : 

Here  goes  1 "  roared  the  goblin,  as  all  — 

Wide  bat-wings,  spread  arms  and  legs,  tail  out 

a-streara, 
Crash  obstacles  went,  right  and   left,  as  he 

soared 
Or  else  sank,  was  clean  gone  through  the  hole 

anyhow. 
The  Saint  returned  thanks  :  then  a  satisfied 

gleam 
On  the  bald  polished  pate  showed  that  triumph 

was  scored. 
^'  To  dinner  with  appetite  now  I  " 

Down  he  trips.  **  Li  good  time  1 "  smirks  the 
host.       Didst  thou  soent 

Rich  savor  of  roast  meat  ?  Where  hides  he, 
my  JHpe? 

Look  ahve,  be  alert !  He 's  away  to  wash 
plates.^ 

Sit  down.  Saint  I  What  *ft  here  ?  Dost  exam- 
ine a  rent 

In  the  napkin  thou  twiatest  and  twirlest  ? 
Agape  .  .  . 

Ha,  blood  is  it  drips  nor  abates 

'*  From  thy  wringing  a  doth,  late  was  laven- 

dered  fair  ? 
What  means  such  a  marvel  ?  "    ^*  Just  this  does 

it  mean : 
I  convince  and  convict  thee  of  sin  I  "  answers 

straight  ^ 
The  Saint,  wringing  on,  wringing  ever  —  oh, 

rare  !  — 
Blood  —  blood  from  a  napery  snow  not  more 

clean. 
A  miracle  shows  thee  thy  stete  I 


it 


li 


See  —  blood  thy  extortions  have  wrung  from 

the  flesh 
Of  thy  cliento  who,  sheei>-like,  arrived  to  be 

shorn. 
And  left  thee  —  or  fleeced  to  the  quick  or  so 

flaved 
That,  behold,  their  blood  gurgles  and  grumbles 

afresh 
To  accuse  thee  I    Ay,  down  on  thy  knees,  get 

up  sworn 
To  restore  I    Restitution  once  made, 

**  Sin  no  more  I  Dost  thou  promise  ?  Absolved, 
then,  arise  I 

Upstairs  follow  me  I  Art  amazed  at  yon 
breach  ? 

Who  battered  and  shattered  and  scattered,  es- 
cape 

From  thy  purlieus  obtaining  ?  That  Father  of 
Lies 
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Thon  -wast  wont  to  eziol  for  his  feats,  all  and 

each 
The  Devil  'a  dJHgniiwid  as  thine  ape  I " 

Be  sure  that  onr  lawver  was  torn  by  remorse. 
Shed  tears  in  a  flooo,  vowed  and  swore  so  to 

alter 
His  wavs  that  how  else  oould  onr  Saint  but  de- 

olare 
He  was  cleansed  of  past  sin  ?    **  For  sin  future 

— fare  worse 
Thou  undoubtedlv  wilt,"    warned  the  Saint, 

*^  shonldst  tfion  falter 
One  whit  I  "    **  Oh,  for  that  have  no  care  I 

*'  I  am  firm  in  my  purposed  amendment.    But, 

prithee, 
Must  ever  affront  and  affris^ht  me  yon  gap  ? 
Who  made  it  for  exit  may  nnd  it  of  use 
For  entrance  as  easy.    If,  down  in  his  smithy 
He  forces  me  fetters  —  when  heated,  mayhap, 
He  'U  up  with  an  armful !    Broke  loose  — 

"How    bar  him  out  henceforth?''      '*Judi- 

ciously  uiiped  I " 
Was  the  ^ood  man's  reply.    **How  to  balk 

him  18  plain.  I 

There  's  notlung  the  Devil  objects  to  so  much, 
So  speedily  flies  from,  as  one  of  those  purged 
Of  his  preseuoe,  the  angels  who  erst  formed  his 

tmin  — 
His,  their  emperor.    Choose  one  of  such  I 

*'  Get  fashioned  his  likeness  and  set  him  on 

high 
At  back  of  the  breach  thus  adroitly  filled  up  : 
Display  him  as  guard  of  two  sontoheona,  thy 

aims: 
I  warrant  no  devil  attempts  to  get  by 
And  disturb  thee  so  guarded.  £at,  drink,  dine, 

and  sup. 
In  thy  rectituae,  safe  from  alarms  I 


»i 


So  said  and  so  done.    See,  the  angel  has  place 
Where  the  Devil  has  passage  1    All 's  down  in 

a  book. 
Gainsay   me?    Consult   it  I      Still   faithleos? 

Trust  me  f 
Trust  Father  Boverio  who  gave  me  the  case 
In  his  Annals  —  gets  of  it,  by  hook  or  by  crook, 
Two  confirmative  witnesses:  three 

Are  surely  enough  to  establish  an  act : 

And  thereby  we  learn  —  would  we  asoertsun 

truth  — 
To  trust  wise  tradition  which  took,  at  the  time. 
Note  that  served  till  slow  history  ventured  on 

fact, 
Thoug^h  folk  have  their  fling:  ftt  tradition  for* 

sooth  I 
Row,  boys,  fore  and  aft,  rhyme  and  ohime  I 


BEATRICE  SIGNORINI 

Tbib  strange  thing  happened  to  a  painter  once : 
Viterbo  boasts  the  man  among  her  sons 
Of  note,  I  seem  to  think :  his  ready  tool 


»» 


Picked  op  its  precepts  in  Gortona*s  school  -- 
That 's  Pietro  Berretini,  whom  they  call 
Cortona,  these  Italians :  greatish-^mall. 
Our  painter  was  his  pupi^  by  repute 
His  match  if  not  his  master  absolute, 
Thoug^h  whether  he  spoiled  fresco  mon 
And  what's  its  fortune,  scarce   repays  yosv 

guess. 
Still,  for  one  cirenrostance.  I  save  his  name 
—  Francesco  Romanelli :  oo  the  same ! 
He  went  to  Rome  and  painted  :  there  he 
A  wonder  of  a  woman  painting  too  — 
For  she,  at  least,  was  no  Cortona's  drudge  : 
Witness  that  ardent  faneyndiape  —  I  jnt^ 
A  semblance  of  her  soul  —  she  called^ "  Deeik^ 
With  starry  hxint  for  guide,  where  sits  the  fire 
She  left  to  brighten  Buonarroti's  house. 
If  yon  see  Florence,  pay  that  niece  your  vows. 
Though  blockhead  Baldinuccrs  mind«  imbued 
YTiih  monkish  morals,  bade  folk  ''  Drape  the 

nude 
And  stop  the  scandid !  "  ^noth  the  record  prim 
I  borrow  this  of  :  haug  his  book  and  him ! 
At  Rome,  then,  where  these  fated  ones  mei 

first, 
The  blossom  of  his  life  had  hardly  burst 
While  hers  was    blooming   at    full  beaoty^a 

stand: 
No  less  Franeesoo  —  when  half -ripe  he  sftanwed 
Consummate  Artemisia  —  grew  one  want 
To  have  her  his  and  make  her  ministnnt 
With  every  gift  of  body  and  of  soul 
To  him.  In  vain.   Her  sphery  self  was  whole  — 
Might  only  touch  his  orb  at  Art's  sole  potnL 
Suppose  he  oould  persuade  her  to  enioint 
Her  life  —  nast,  present,  future  —  all  in  his 
At  Art's  sole  point  by  some  explosive  kiss 
Of  love  through  lips,  wonld  love's  snoeeaa  de- 
feat 
Artistry 's  haunting  curse —  the  IneompletB? 
Artists  no  doubt  they  both  were,  —  what  beside 
Was  she  ?  who  long  had  felt  heart,  soul  spread 

wide 
Her  life  out,  knowing  mueh  and  loving  well. 
On  either  side  Art's  narrow  space  where  fell 
Reflection  from  his  own  speck :  but  the  g«nn 
Of  individual  genius  —  what  we  term 
Tlie  very  self,  the  God-gift  whence  had  grown 
Heart's  life  and  soul's  life  —  how  make  that 

his  own  ? 
Vainly  his  Art,  reflected,  smiled  in  small 
On  Art ^8  one  facet  of  her  ampler  ball ; 
The    rest,    touch-free,  took    in,    gave    baek 

heaven,  earth. 
All  where  he  was  not.    Hope,  weU-nigh  ers 

birth 
Came  to  Desire,  died  off  all-unfulfilled. 
'*  What  though  in  Art    I   stand   tbe   aUei^ 

skilled,^' 
(So  he  conceited :  mediocrity 
Turns  on  itself  the  self-transf  ormiiu:  eye) 
**'  If  only  Art  were  suing,  mine  would  plead 
To  purpose :  man  —  by  nature  I  exceed 
Woman  the  bounded :  but  how  mpch  beside 
She  boasts,  would  sue  in  turn  and  be  denied ! 
Love  her  ?    My  own  wife  loves  me  in  a  sofrt 
That  suits  us  both :  she  takes  the  worid's  report 
Of  what  my  work  is  worth,  and,  for  the  reaL 
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Concedes  that,  while  hie    ooBKirt  keepe  her 

neat, 
The  eag^e  aoan  a  lioenied  vagrant,  Urea 
A  wide  free  life  which  she  at  least  iofgirm  — 
Good  fieatrie^  6ignorini  I    Well 
And  wisely  did  I  choose  her.    But  the  spell 
To  subjugate  this  Artemisia  —  where  ? 
She  paarionless  ?  — she  resolute  to  ears 
Nowue  beyond  the  pkun  suiEoienoy 
Of  fact  that  she  is  she  and  I  am  I 

—  Acknowledged  arbitrator  for  as  both 
In  her  life  as  in  mine  which  she  were  lotii 
Even  to  learn  the  laws  of  ?    No,  and  no. 
Twenty  times  over  I    Ay,  it  most  be  so : 
I  for  myself,  alas  I  ** 

Whereon,  instead 
Of  the  eheoked  lover Vntterance  —  why,  he  aaid 

—  Leaning  over  her  easel :  ^*  Flesh  is  red  *' 
(Or  some  such  just  remark)  —  ^*byno  means 

white 
As  Guidons  pr.iCtice  teaahes :  yon  are  nght." 
Then   came  the  better    impulse :    *'  What   if 

pride 
Were  wisely  trampled  on,  whateW  betide  ? 
If  I  grow  hers,  not  mine  —  join  lives,  confuse 
Bodies  and  spirits,  gain  her  not  but  loee 
Mvself  to  Artemisia  ?    That  were  love  I 
Of  two  souk  —  one  must  bend,  one  rale  above : 
If  I  croaeh  imder  proudly,  lord  turned  slave, 
Were  it  not  worthier  both  than  if  she  gave 
Herself  —  in  treason  to  herself  —  tome?** 

And,  all  the  while,  he  felt  it  could  not  be. 
Such  love  was  true  love:  love  that  way  who 

can! 
Some  one  that  *s  bom  half  woman,  not  whole 

man: 
For  man,  prescribed  man  better  or  man  worse. 
Why,  whether  mieroooem  or  universe. 
What  law  prevails  alike  through   great  and 

small, 
The  world  and  man  —  world's    miniature  we 

call? 
Male  ia  the  master.    "  That  way  **  smiled  and 

sighed 
Our  true  male  estimator  —  "  puts  her  pride 
My  wife  in  making  me  the  outlet  whence 
She  learns  all  Heaven  allows :  't  is  my  pretence 
To  paint:  her  lord  should  do  what  else  bat 

paint? 
Do  I  break  brushes,  cloister  me  turned  saint  ? 
Then,  best  of  all  suits  sanctity  her  spouse 
Who  acts  for  Heaven,  allows  and  disallows 
At  pleasure,  past  appeal,  the  right,  the  wrong 
In  all  things.    That 's  my  wif e*s  way.    But  this 

strong 
Confident  Artemisia  —  an  adept 
In  Art  does  she  conceit  herself  P    *  Except 
In  just  this  instance,'  tell  her,  *  no  one  draws 
More  rigidly  observant  of  the  laws 
Of  right  design :  yet  here, — permit  me  hint,  — 
If  the  acromion  had  a  deeper  dint. 
That  shoulder  were  perfection.'    What  surprise 

—  Nay  scorn,  shoots   black    fire   from  those 

startled  eyes  1 
She  to  be  lessoned  in  design  forsooth  I 
I  *m  doomed  and  done  for,  since  I  spoke  the 

truth. 


Make  my  own  work  the  snbjeet  of  diapnte  — 
Fails  it  of  just  perfection  absolute 
Somewhere  ?  Those  motors,  flexors,  —  don't  I 

know 
Ser  Santi,  styled  '  Tirititototo 
The  pencil-prig,'  might  blame  them?    Tet  my 

wife  — 
Were  he  and  his  nicknamer  brought  to  life, 
Tito  and  Titian,  to  pronounce  anin  — 
Ask  her  who  knows  more  —  I  or  the  great 

Twain, 
Our  colorist  and  draughtsman  I 

''  1  help  her. 
Not  she  helps  me ;  and  neither  shall  demur 
Because  ray  portion  is  "  —  he  chose  to  think  — 
**  Quite  other  than  a  woman's ;  I  may  drink 
At  many  waters,  must  repose  by  none  — 
Rather  arise  ana  fare  f<irth,  having  done 
Duty  to  one  new  excellence  the  more. 
Abler  thereby,  though  impotent  before 
So  much  was  gained  of  knowledge.    Best  de- 
part. 
From  this  last  lady  I  have  learned  by  heart ! " 

Thus  he  concluded  of  himself  —  resigned 

To  play  the  man  and  master:   ""Man  boasts 

mind: 
Woman,  num's  sport  calls  mistress,  to  the  same 
Does  body's  snit  and  service.    Would  she  claim 
—  My  placid  Beatric^wif e  —  pretence 
Even  to  blame  her  lord  if,  going  henoe. 
He  wistfully  regards  one  whom  —  did  fate 
Concede  —  be  might  accept  queen,  abdicate 
Kingship  because  of  ?  —  one  of  no  meek  sort 
But  masterful  as  he :  man's  match  in  short? 
Oh,  there  's  no  secret  I  were  best  conceal  1 
Bic^  shall  know ;  and  should  a  stray  tear  steel 
From  out  the  blue  eye,  stain  the  rose  cheek  — 

bahl 
A  smile,  a  word's  gay  reassurance  —  ah, 
With  kissing  interQ»ersed, — shall  make  amends. 
Turn  pain  to  pleasure." 

''  What,  in  truth  so  ends 
Abruptly,  do  you  say,  our  intercourse  ?  " 
Next  day,  asked  Artemisia :  **  I  '11  divorce 
Husbana  and  wife  no  longer.    Qo  your  ways. 
Leave  Rome  !    Viterbo  owns  no  equal,  says 
The  by-word,  for  fair  women :  you,  no  doubt. 
May  boast  a  paragon  all  specks  without. 
Using  the  painter's  privilege  to  choose 
Among  what 's  rarest.    Will  your  wife  refuse 
Acceptance  from  —  no  rival  —  of  a  gift  ? 
Ton  paint  the  human  flgnre  I  make  shift 
Hum  oly  to  reproduce :  but,  in  my  hours 
Of  idlease,  what  I  fain  would  paint  is  —  flowers. 
Look  now  I " 

She  twitched  aside  a  veiling  cloth. 
**Here  is  my  keepsake  —  frame  and  picture 

both: 
For  see,  the  frame  is  all  of  flowers  festooned 
About  an  empty  space,  —  left  thus,  to  wound 
No  natural  susceptibility : 
How  can  I  guess  ?    'T  is  yon  must  fill,  not  I, 
The  central  space  with  — her  whom  you  like 

best! 
That  is  your  business,  mine  has  been  the  rest. 
But  jndge !  " 

How  judge  them  ?    Each  of  us,  in  flowers. 
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Choofles  his  love,  allies  it  with  past  hours, 

Old  meetings,  vanished  forms  and  faces :  no  — 

Here  let  each  favorite  mimolested  blow 

For  one  hearths  homage,  no  tongue *s  banal  praise, 

Whether  the  ruse  appealingly  bade  *'  Gaze 

Tour  fill  on  me,  snltana  who  dethrone 

The  gaudy  tulip  I  "  or  't  was  '^  Me  alone 

Rather  do  homage  to.  who  lily  am, 

No  unabashed  rose !  *^    **  Do  I  vainly  oram 

My  cup  with  sweets,  your  jonquil  ?  "    **  Why 

forget 
Vernal  endearments  with  the  violet  ?  *' 
So  they  contested  yet  concerted,  all 
As  one.  to  circle  round  about,  enthral 
Yet,  self -f Clotting,  push  to  prominence 
The  midmost  wonder,  gained  no  matter  whence. 

There  *s  a  tale  extant,  in  a  book  I  conned 
Long  years  ago,  which  treats  of  things  beyond 
'llie  common,  antique  times  and  countries  queer 
And  customs  strange  to  match.    **  'T  is  said, 

last  year," 
(Recounts my  author)  **  that  the  King  had  mind 
To  view  his  kingdom  —  guessed  at  from  behind 
A  palace-window  hitherto.    Announced 
No  sooner  was  such  purpose  than  \  was  pounced 
Ui)on  by  all  the  ladies  of  the  land  — 
lx>yal  but  light  of  life  :  they  formed  a  band 
()f  loveliest  ones  but  lithest  also,  since^ 
Proudljr  they  all  combined  to  bear  their  prince. 
Backs  joined  to  breasts,  —  arms,  legs,  —  nay, 

ankles,  wrists. 
Hands,  feet,  I  know  not  by  what  turns  and 

twists, 
So  interwoven  lay  that  you  believed 
'Twas  one  sole  beast  of  burden  which  received 
The  monarch  on  its  back,  of  breadth  not  scant. 
Since  fifty  girls  made  one  white  elephant." 
So  with  the  fifty  flowers  which  shapes  and  hues 
Bleut,  as  I  tell,  and  made  one  fast  yet  loose 
Mixture  of  beauties,  comiMisite,  distinct 
No  less  in  each  combimng  flower  that  linked 
With  flower  to  form  a  fit  environment 
For  —  whom  might  be  the  painter's  heart's  in- 
tent* 
Thus,  in  the  midst  enhaloed,  to  enshrine  ? 

**  This  glory-guarded  middle  space  —  is  mine  ? 
For  me  to  fill  ?  " 

"  For  you,  my  Friend  I    We  part. 
Never  perchance  to  meet  again.    Your  Art  — 
What  if  I  mean  it  —  so  to  speak  —  shall  wed 
My  own,  be  witness  of  the  life  we  led 
Wnen  sometimes  it  has  seemed  our  souls  near 

found 
Each  one  the  other  as  its  nuite  —  unbound^ 
Had  yours  been  haply  from  the  better  choice 
—  Beautiful  Bio^  :  't  is  the  common  voice, 
Tlie  crowning  verdict.  Make  whom  yon  like  best 
Queen  of  the  central  space,  and  manifest 
Your  predilection  for  what  flower  beyond 
All  flowers  finds  favor  with  you.     I  am  fond 
Of  —  say  —  yon  rose's  rich  pradominance. 
While  yon  —  what  wonder  ?  —  more  affect  the 

glance 
The  gentler  violet  from  its  lea^  screen 
Ventures  :  so  —  choose  your  flower  and  paint 

your  queen ! " 


Oh,  but  the  man  was  ready,  head  as  hand. 
Instructed  and  adroit.    *'  Just  as  you  stand. 
Stay  and  be  made  —  would  Nature  but  ralent  — 
By  Art  immortal  I " 

Every  implement 
In   tempting   reach  — a  pialette  primed,  eaeh 

squeeze 
Of  oil-paint  in  its  proper  patch  —  with  these. 
Brushes,  a  veritable  sheaf  to  grasp  ! 
He  worked  as  he  had  never  dared. 

''Unclasp 
My  Art  from  yours  who  can  !  "  —  he  cried  at 

length, 
As  down  he  threw  the  pencil  ~  **  Grace  from 

Strength 
Dissociate,  from  your  flowery  fringe  detach 
My  face  of  whom  it  frames,  —  the  feat  wiD 

match 
With  that  of  Time  should  Time  from  me  extract 
Your  memorv,  Artemisia  !  "    And  in  fact, — 
What  with  the  pricking  impulse,  sudden  g^ow 
Of  soul  —  head,  nand  cooperated  so 
That  face  was  worthy  of  its  frame,  't  is  said  — 
Perfect,  suppose  t 

They  parted.    Soon  instead 
Of  Rome  was  home,  — of  Artemisia  —  well, 
The  placid-perfect  wife.    And  it  befell 
That  after  the  first  inoonteetably 
Blessedest  of  all  blisses  ( — wherefore  try 
Your  patience  with  embraoings  and  the  rest 
Due  from  (Calypso's  all-unwilling  gueet 
To  his  Penelope  ?)  —  there  somehow  came 
The  coolness  which  as  duly  follows  flame. 
So,  one  day,  '*  What  if  we  in^>ect  the  gifts 
My  Art  has  grained  us  ?  " 

Now  the  wife  nplifia 
A  casket-lid,  now  tries  a  medal's  chain 
Round  her  own  lithe  neck,  fits  a  ring  in  vain 

—  Too  loose  on  the  fine   finger,  —  vows  and 

swears 
The  jewel  with  two  pendent  pearls  like  pears 
Betters  a  lady's  bosom  —  wiUiess  else  I 
And  so  forth,  while  Ulysses  smiles. 

''SuchapeDs 
Subdue  such  natures  —  sex  must  worship  t^s 

—  Trinkets  and  trash :  yet,  ah,  quite  other  joya 
Must  stir  from  sleep  the  passionate  abyss 

Of  —  such  an  one  as  her  I  know  —  not  this 
My  gentle  consort  with  the  milk  far  blood  ! 
Why,  did  it  chance  that  in  a  careless  mood 
(In  those  old  days,  gone  —  never  to  return  — 
When  we  talked  —  she  to  teach  and  I  to  lean) 
I  dropped  a  word,  a  hint  which  might  imply 
Consorts  exist  —  now  quick  flashed  fire  mm 

Brow  blackened,  lip  was  pinched  by  furioos  lip ! 

I  needed  no  reminder  of  my  slip : 

One    warning   taught   me    wisdom.    Whereas 

here  .  .  . 
Aha,  a  sportive  fancy  I    Eh,  what  fear 
Of  harm  to  follow  ?    Just  a  whim  indulged ! 

'*  My  Beatrice,  there  's  an  undivulged 
Surprise  in  store  for  you  :  the  moment  *s  fit 
For  letting  loose  a  secret :  out  with  it  I 
Tributes  to  worth,  you  righU^  estiinate 
These  gifts  of  Prince  and  Bishop,  Church  and 
SUte: 
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Yet,  may  I  tell  yoa  P    Twites  so  disagrree  t 
There  ^a  one  gift,  preoioosest  of  all  to  me, 
I  doubt  if  you  would  value  as  well  worth 
The  obvious  sparklioff  gauds  that  men  unearth 
For  toy-cult  mainly  ot  you  womankind  j 
Such  make  you  marvel,  I  concede  :  while  blind 
The  aez  proves  to  the  greater  marvel  here 
I  veil  to  balk  its  envy.    Be  sinoere  1 
Say,  should  you  search  creation  far  and  wide, 
Was  ever  face  like  this  ?  '* 

He  drew  aside 
The  veil,  displayed  the  flower-framed  portrait 

kept 
For  private  delectation. 

No  adept 
In  florist *s  lore  more  aoeurately  named 
And  praised  or,  as  appropriately,  blamed 
Specimen  after  specimen  of  skill, 
Tiian  Bic^.    ''  Rightly  pkused  the  daffodil  — 
Scarcely  so  right  the  blue  germander.    Qray 
GkN>d  mouse-ear !    Hardlv  your  auricula 
Is  powdered  white  enough.    It  seems  to  me 
Scarlet  not  crimson,  that  anemone:  ^ 
But  there  's  amends  in  the  pink  saxifrage. 
O  darling  dear  ones,  let  me  disengage 
Yon  innocents  from  what  your  harmlessness 
Clasps  lovingly  I    Out  thou  from  their  caress, 
Serpent ! " 

^Vhereat  f ordi-flashing  from  her  coils 
On  coils  of  hair,  the  tpiUa  in  its  toils 
Of  yellow  wealth,  the  dagger-plaything  kept 
To  pin  its  plaits  together,  life-like  leapt 
Ana  —  woe  to  all  inside  the  coronal ! 
Stab  foUowed  stab,  —  cut,  slash,  she  ruined  all 
llie  masterpiece.    Alack  for  eyes  and  mouth 
And   dimples   and   endearment  —  North   and 

South, 
East,  West,  the  tatters  in  afurv  flew : 
There  yawned  the  circlet.     Wnat  remained  to 

do? 
She  flung  the  weapon,  and,  with  folded  arms 
And  mien  detiaiit  of  such  low  alarms 
As  death  and  doom  beyond  death,  Bic^  stood 
Passively  statuesque,  in  quietude 
Awaiting  judgment. 

And  out  judgment  burst 
With  frank  unloading  of  lovers  laughter,  first 
Freed   from   its   unsuspected   source.      Some 

throe 
Must  needs  unlock  lovers  prison-bars,  let  flow 
The  joyance. 

*'  Then  vou  ever  were,  still  are. 
And  henceforth  shall  be  —  no  occulted  star 
But  my  resplendent  Bic^,  sun-revealed, 
Full-rondure!    Woman-glory  unconcealed. 
So    front   me,  find  and  claim  and  take  your 

own  — 
My  soul  and  body  yours  and  yours  alone. 
As  you  are  mine,  mine  wholly !      Heart's  love, 

take  — 
Use  your  possession  —  stab  or  stay  at  will 
Here  —  hating,  saving — woman  with  the  skill 
To  make  roan  beast  or  god  I  ** 

And  so  it  proved : 
For,  as  beseemed  new  godship,  thus  he  loved, 
Past  power  to  change,  until  his  dying'-day,  — 
Oood  fellow  1  And  I  fain  would  hope  —  some  say 


Indeed  for  certain  —  that  our  painter^s  toils 
At  fresco-splashing,  finer  stroke  in  oils, 
Were  not  so  mediocre  after  all ; 
Perhaos  the  work  appears  unduly  small 
From  having  loomed  too  large  in  old  esteem. 
Patronized  by  late  Papacy.    I  seem 
Myself  to  have  cast  eyes  on  certain  work 
In  sundry  galleries,  no  judge  needs  shirk 
From  moderately  praising.    He  designed 
Correctly,  nor  in  color  landed  behind 
His  age:  but  both  in  Florence  and  in  Rome 
The  elder  race  so  make  tliemselyes  at  home 
That  scarce  we  give  a  glance  to  ceilingfuls 
Of  such  like  as  rranceaco.    Still,  one  culls 
From  out  the  heaped  laudations  of  the  time 
The  pretty  incident  I  put  in  rhyme. 
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He,  Ah,  tlie  bird-like  fluting 

Through  the  ash-tops  yonder  - 
Bnllfinch-bubblings,  soft  sounds  suiting 

What  sweet  thoughts,  I  wonder  ? 
Fine-pearled  notes  that  surely 

Gather,  dewdrop-fashion. 
Deep-down  in  some  heart  which  purely 

Seeretes  globuled  paswimi  — 
Passion  insnppressive  — 

Such  IB  piped,  for  certain ; 
Love,  no  doubt,  nay,  love  excessive 

'T  is,  your  ash-tops  curtain. 

Would  your  ash-tops  open 

We  might  spy  the  player  — 
Seek  and  find  some  sense  which  no  pen 

Yet  from  singer,  sayer. 
Ever  has  extracted : 

Never,  to  my  knowledge, 
Yet  has  pedantrv  enacted 

That,  m  Cupia's  College, 
Just  this  variation 

Of  the  old,  old  yearning 
Should  by  plain  speech  have  salration. 

Yield  new  men  new  learning. 

"  Love !  "  but  what  love,  nicely 

New  from  old  disparted. 
Would  the  plaver  teach  precisely  ? 

First  of  all,  ne  started 
In  ray  brain  Assurance  — 

Trust  —  entire  Contentment  — 
Passion  proved  by  much  endurance  ; 

Then  came  —  not  resentment. 
No.  but  simply  Sorrow  : 

What  was  seen  had  vanished  : 
Yesterday  so  blue !    To-morrow 

Blank,  all  sunshine  banished. 

Hark  I    'T  is  Hope  resurges, 

Strugn?ling  through  obstruction  — 
Forces  a  poor  smile  which  verges 

On  Joy's  introduction. 
Now,  perhaps,  mere  Musing  : 

*^*  Holds  earth  such  a  wonder  ? 
Fairy-mortal,  sonl-sense-fusine 

Past  thought's  power  to  sunder  I  " 
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Wliat  ?  calm  AoqniMoence  ? 

**  Daisied  tnrf  gives  room  to 
Trefoil,  plucked  oooe  in  her  presence  — 

Growing  by  her  tomb  too !  *' 

She .  All 's  your  fancy-epimiing  I 

Here  's  the  fact :  a  nei{^bor 
NeTei^ndinflTi  still  begimiiog, 

Recreates  nis  labor : 
Deep  o'er  desk  he  drudges, 

Adds,  divides,  subtracts  and 
Multiplies,  until  he  judges 

Noonday-hour's  exact  sand 
Shows  the  honr-^lass  emptied : 

Then  comes  lawful  leisure, 
Minutes  rare  from  toil  exempted. 

Fit  to  spend  in  pleasure. 

Out  then  with  —  what  treatise  ? 

YouJdCa  Complete  Instructor 
How  to  play  the  Flute,  Quid  petis  f 

Follow  Youth^s  conductor 
On  and  on,  throu^rii  Easy^ 

Up  to  Harder^  aardest 
Flute-jiiect,  till  thou,  flautist  wheezy, 

Possibly  diflcardest 
Tootlings  hoarse  and  husky, 

Mayst  expend  with  oourage 
Breath — on  tunes  once  brieht,  now  dusky  • 

Meant  to  cool  thy  porriage. 

That 's  an  air  of  Tulou's 

He  maltreats  persistent. 
Till  as  lief  I  'd  near  some  Zulu's 

Bone-piped  biw,  breathrdistent, 
Madden  native  cUuioes. 

I  'm  the  man's  familiar : 
Unexpectedness  enhances 

What  your  ear's  auxiliar 
—  Fancy  —  finds  suggestive. 

Listen  I    That 's  legato 
Rightly  pla^p^ed,  his  fingers  restive 

Touch  as  if  staccato. 

He,  Ah,  you  trick-betrayer ! 

Telling  tales,  unwise  one  ? 
So  the  secret  of  the  pla^rer 

Was — he  could  surprise  one 
WeU-nigh  into  trusting 

Here  was  a  musician 
Skilled  consummately,  jet  lusting 

Through  no  vile  ambition 
After  making  captive 

All  the  world,  — rewarded 
Amply  by  one  stranger's  rapture. 

Common  praise  discarded. 

So,  without  assistance 

Such  as  mnsic  rightly 
Needs  and  claims,  — defying  distance. 

Overleaping  lightlv 
Obstacles  which  hinaer, 

He,  for  my  approval. 
All  the  same  ana  all  the  kinder 

Made  mine  what  might  move  all 
Earth  to  kneel  adoring: 

Took  —  while  he  piped  Gounod's 


Bit  of  passionate  imploring — 
Me  for  Juliet:  who  knows  ? 

No  I  as  you  explain  things. 

All 's  mere  repetition, 
Praotise-pother :  of  all  vain  things 

Why  waste  pooh  or  pish  on 
Toilsome  effort — new 

Ending*  still  beginning 
After  what  should  pay  endeavor 

—  Right-performance?  winmn^ 
Weariness  from  :|ron  who, 
Ready  to  admire  some 
Owl's  fresh  hooting —  Tu-whit,  tu-who — 
Find  stale  thrush-songs  tiresome. 

Sh€,  Songs,  Spring  thought  perfeotioD, 

Summer  criticises : 
What  in  May  escaped  detection, 

August,  past  surprises. 
Notes,  and  names  each  blander. 

You,  the  justrinitiate, 
Pnuse  to  heart's  content  (what  wonder  ?) 

Tootings  I  hear  vitiate 
Romeo's  serenading  — 

I  who,  times  full  twenty, 
Turned  to  ice  —  no  ash-tops  aiding — 

At  his  caidamente. 

So,  't  was  distanoe  altered 

Sharps  to  flats  ?    The  misang 
Bar  when  syncopation  faltered 

(You  thought  —  paused  for  kisBinffl) 
Ash-tops  too  f  ehmious 

Intercepted  ?    Rather 
Say  —  they  well-nigh  made  eapkonkms 

Discord,  helped  to  gather 
Phrase,  by  phrase,  turn  patches 

Into  simulated 
Unity  which  botching  matches,  — 

Scraps  redintegrated. 

Hf,  Sweet,  are  srou  sui^gestive 

Of  an  old  suspicion 
Which  has  always  found  me  restive 

To  its  admonition 
When  it  ventured  whisper 

*'  Fool,  the  strifes  and  stmgsles 
Of  yoar  trembler^ —  blusher  —  liaper 

Were  so  many  juggles. 
Tricks  tried  —  oh,  so  often !  — 

Which  once  more  do  duty. 
Find  again  a  heart  to  soften. 

Soul  to  snare  with  beaaty." 

Birtii-blush  of  the  briar-rose. 

Mist-bloom  of  the  hedge-sloe. 
Some  one  gains  the  prize :  admira  rose 

Wovld  he,  ^hen  ncwn's  wedge  — sknr-^ 
Sure,  has  pushed,  expanded 

Rathe  pmk  to  raw  redness  ? 
Would  he  covet  sloe  when  sanded 

By  road-dust  to  deadneas  ? 
So  —  restore  their  value  I 

Ply  a  water-s|>rinkle  I 
Then  guess  sloe  is  fingered,  shall  yon  f 

Fina  in  rose  a  wrinkle  ? 


"IMPERANTE  AUGUSTO  NATUS  EST—" 


loot 


Here  what  played  Aqnaritu  ? 

Distanoe  —  ash-tops  aiding, 
Reooitc  led  scraps  else  contnuioas, 

Brightened  stu£f  fast  fading. 
Distance  —  call  your  shyness  : 

Was  the  fair  one  peevish  ? 
Coyness  softened  out  of  slices. 

Was  she  cunning,  thieyish, 
All-but-proved  impostor  ? 

Bear  but  one  day's  exile. 
Ugly  traits  were  wholly  lost  or 

Bcreened  by  hmcies  flexile  — 

Ash-to^  these,  jou  take  me  f 

Fancies*  interference 
Changed  .  .  . 

But  since  I  sleep,  don't  wake  me ! 

What  if  all 's  appearance  ? 
Is  not  outside  seeming 

Real  as  substance  inside  ? 
Both  are  facts,  so  leave  me  dreaming : 

If  who  loses  wins  I  'd 
Ever  lose,  —  conjecture. 

From  one  phrase  trilled  deftly, 
All  the  piece.    So,  end  your  lecture, 

Let  who  lied  be  left  lie ! 


"IMPERANTE     AUGUSTO     NATUS 

EST  —  " 

What  it  was  struck  the  terror  into  me  ? 
This,  Publius :  closer  I  while  we  wait  our  turn 
I  '11  tell  you.    Water's  warm  (they  rinff  inside) 
At  the  eighth  hour,  till  when  no  use  to  oathe. 

Here  in  the  vestibule  where  now  we  sit. 
One  scarce  stood  yesterday,  the  throng  was  such 
Of  loyal  gapers,  folk  all  eye  and  ear 
While  Lucius  Varius  Rufus  in  their  midst 
Read  out  that  long -planned  late -completed 

piece. 
His  Panegyric  on  the  Emperor. 
''  Nobodv  like  him,"  little  Flaoous  laughed, 
**  At  leading  forth  an  Epos  with  due  pomp  I 
Only,  when  godlike  Caesar  swells  the  theme. 
How  should  mere  mortals  hope  to  praise  arieht  ? 
Tell  me,  thou  offshoot  of  Etruscan  kings  I " 
Whereat  Maeenas  smiling  sighed  assent. 

I  paid  my  qaadrans,  left  the  Themus's  roar 

Of  rapture  as  the  poet  asked,  **  What  place 

Among  the  godships  Jove,  for  CiBsar's  sake. 

Would  bid  its  actual  occupant  vacate 

In  favor  of  the  new  divimty  ?  " 

And  got  the  expected  answer,  **  Yield  thine 

own ! "  — 
Jore  thus  dethroned,  I  somehow  wanted  air. 
And  found  myself  a-pacing  street  and  street. 
Letting  the  sunset,  ros^  over  Rome, 
Clear  my  head  dizzy  with  the  hubbub  —  say. 
As  if  thought*s  dance  therein  had  kicked  up 

dust 
By  trampling  on  all  else :  the  world  lay  prone, 
As  ~  poetr-propped,  in  brave  hexameters — 
Their  subject  triumphed  up  from  man  to  €k>d. 
Cains  Octavins  Cffisar  the  August  — 
Where  was  escape  from  his  prepotency  ? 


I  hidge  I  may  hare  jnswnit  —  how  many  pilas 
Of  stmetnre  dropt  like  doles  from  his  nee  hand 
To  Rome  on  erenr  side  ?    Why,  right  and  left, 
For  tomples  you  Ve  the  Thundering  Jupiter, 
Avenging  Man,  Apollo  Palatine : 
How  oonnt  Piaana,  Forum  -^  there  's  a  third 
All  but  completed.    You  've  the  Theatre 
Named   of    MaroeUus— all    his    work,    sooh 

watk  I  — 
One  thought  still  ending,  dominating  all  — 
With  wairaat  Varins  sang,  *' Be  CcBsar  God  M' 
By  what  a  hold  arrests  he  Fortane*s  wheel, 
Obtaining  and  retaining  heaven  and  earth 
Through  Fortune,  if  you  like,  but  favor  —  no ! 
For  the  great  deeds  flashed  by  me,  fast  and 

thick 
As  Stan   whieh   storm   the  sky  on  autumn 

nights — 
Those  conquests !  but  peace  crowned  them,  — 

so,  of  peaee 
Count  up  his  titles  only  •—  these,  in  few  — 
Ten  years  Triumvir,  Consul  thirteen  times, 
Emperor,  nay —  the  gloiy  topping  all  — 
Hailed  Father  of  his  Country,  last  and  best 
Of  titles,  by  himself  accepted  so  : 
And  why  not?     See  but   feats   achieved    in 

Rome  — 
Not  to  say,  Italy  —  he  planted  there 
Some  thirty  colonies  —  but  Rome  itself 
All  new-built,  *^  marble  now,  brick  onoe,"  he 

boasts: 
This  Portico,  that  Circus.    Would  you  sail  ? 
He  has  drained  Tiber  for  you :  would  you  walk  ? 
He  straightened  out  the  long  Flaminian  Way. 
Poor  ?    Irrofit  by  his  score  of  donatives  I 
Rich— that     is,    mirthful?     Half-a^Kundred 

gamea 
Challenge  your  choice !    There 's  Rome  —  for 

yon  and  me 
Only  ?    The  centre  of  the  world  besides  I 
For,  look  the  wide  world  over,  where  ends 

Rome? 
To  sunrise  ?   There 's  Euphrates  —  all  between  I 
To  sunset  ?    Ocean  and  immensity  : 
North,  stare  till  Danube  stops  yon :  South,  see 

NUe, 
The  Desert  and  the  earth-upholding  Mount. 
Well  may  the  poet-people  each  with  each 
Vie  in  his  praise,  our  compau]^  of  swans, 
Virgil  and  Horace,  singeis  —  in  their  way  — 
Nearly  as  good  as  Varius,  thouf  h  lees  famed : 
Well  may  they  cry,  *^  No  mortal,  plainly  God !  '* 

Thus  to  myself  myself  said,  while  I  walked : 
Or  would  have  said,  could  thought  attain  to 

speech. 
Clean  baffled  by  enormity  of  bliss 
The  while  I  strove  to  scale  its  heights  and 

sound 
Its  depths  —  this  masterdom  o'er  all  the  world 
Of  one  who  was  but  bom  —  like  vou,  like  me. 
Like  all  the  world  he  owns  —  of  flesh  and  blood. 
But  he  —  how  grasp,  how  gauge  his  own  conceit 
Of  bliss  to  me  near  inconceivable  ? 
Or,  since  such  flight  too  much  makes  reel  the 

brain. 
Let's  sink  —  and  so  take  refuge,  as  it  were. 
From  life's  excessive  altitude  —  to  life's 
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Breathable  wayside  shelter  at  its  base  I 
If  looms  thus  lar^  this  Caasar  to  myself 

—  Of  senatorial  rank  and  somebody  — 

How  must  he  strike  the  vulgar  nameless  crowd, 
Iiinumeroiis  swarm  that 's  nobodv  at  all  ? 
Why,  —  for  an  instance,  —  much  as  yon  gold 

shape 
Crowned,  sceptred,  on  the  temple  opposite  — 
Pulgurant  Jupiter  —  must  daze  the  sense 
Of  —  say,  yon  outcast  begging  from  its  step  I 
'''  What,  Anti-Cfesar,  monaron  in  the  mud. 
As  he  is  pinnacled  above  thy  jMtte  ? 
y«  heg  away  !  thy  lot  contrasts  fall  well 
1th  his  whose  botmty  yields  thee  this  sup- 
port— 
Our  Holy  and  Inviolable  One, 
CsBsar,  whose  bountv  built  the  fane  above  ! 
Dost  read  ray  thought  ?     Thy  garb,  alack,  dis- 
plays 
>H>Te  usage  trulv  in  each  rent  and  stain  — 
Faugh !     Wash  though  in  Suburra !      'Ware 

the  dogs 
^Vho  may  not  so  disdain  a  meal  on  thee  I 
Wliat,  stretchest  forth  a  palm  to  catch  my 

alms? 
Aha,  why  yea :  I  must  appear  —  who  knows  ?  — 
I,  in  my  toga,  to  thy  rags  and  thee  — 
Qufestor  —  nay,  .£aile.  Censor  —  Pol !  perhaps 
The  very  City-PraBtor*s  noble  self ! 
As  to  me  Csesar,  so  to  thee  am  I  ? 
Good :    nor  in  vun  shall  prove  thy  quest,  poor 

rogue ! 
Hither  —  hold  palm  out  —  take  this  qnarter- 
asl" 

And  who  did  take  it  ?    As  he  raised  his  head, 

(My  gesture  was  a  trifle  —  well  —  abrupt,; 

Back  fell  the  broad  flap  of  the  peasant Vhat. 

The  homespun  cloak  that  muified  half  his 
cheek 

Dropped  somewhat,  and  I  had  a  glimpse  — 
just  one  I 

One  was  enough.  Whose  —  whose  might  be 
the  face  ? 

Tliat  tmkempt  careless  hair  —  brown,  yellow- 
ish— 

Those  sparkling  eyes  beneath  their  eyebrows' 
ridge 

(Each  meets  each,  and  the  hawk-nose  rules 
between) 

—  That  was  enough,  no  glimpse  was  needed 

more! 
And  terrifyin^ly  into  my  mind 
Came  that  quick-hushed  report  was  whispered 

us, 
''*  They  do  say,  once  a  year  in  sordid  garb 
He  ^lays  the  mendicant,  sits  all  day  long. 
Asking  and  taking  alms  of  who  may  pass. 
And  so  averting,  if  submission  help. 
Fate's  envy,  tne  dread  chance  and  change  of 

thit^;8 
When    Fortune  —  for    a    word,    a    look,    a 

naught  — 
Turns  spiteful  and  — the  petted  lioness  — 
Strikes  with  her  sudden  paw,  and  prone  falls 

each 
Wlio  patted  late  her  neck  superiorly. 


Or  trifled  with  those  claw -tips  velvet- 
sheathed." 

'*He's  God  I"  shouts  Lucius  Varius  Rvfos: 
''Man 

And  worms'-meat  any  moment !  '^  mutien  lov 

Some  Power,  admonisliing  the  mortal-bom. 

Ay,  do  you  mind  ?     There  *s  meanii^  in  the 

fact 
That  whoso  conquers,  triumphs,  enters  Rome, 
Climbing  the  Capitolian,  soaring  thus 
To  glory's  summit,  —  Publius,  do  ^ou  mark  — 
Ever  the  same  attendant  who,  behind. 
Above  the  Conqneror^s  head  supports  the  erown 
All-too-demonstrative  for  human  wear, 
—  One  hand's  employment  —  all  the  while  re- 
serves 
Its  fellow,  backward  flung,  to  point  how,  dose 
Appended  from  the  car,  beneatn  the  foot 
Oi  the  np-bome  exulting  Conqueror, 
Frown  —  half-descried  —  tlie    instraments    of 

shame, 
The  malefactor's  due.     Crown,  now  —  Cross, 
when? 

Wlio  stands  secure  ?    Are  even  Gods  so  safe  ? 
Jupiter  that  just  now  is  dominant  — 
Are  not  there  ancient  dismal  tales  how  once 
A  predecessor  reifpied  ere  Saturn  came. 
And  who  can  say  if  Jupiter  be  last  ? 
Was  it  for  nothing  the  gray  Sibvl  wrote 
**  CsBsar  Augustus  x^gnant,  diaU  be  bom 
In  blind  Ju<uea  "  —  one  to  naaster  him. 
Him  and  the  univer8^  ^    An  old-wi£e*s  tale  ? 

Bath-drudge  !      Here,  slave  I     No  cheatiiv! 

Our  turn  next. 
No  loitering,  or  be  sure  you  taste  the  lash ! 
Two  strigils,  two  oil-drippeis,  each  a  sponge  I 


DEVELOPMENT 

Mt  Father  was  a  scholar  and  knew  Greek. 
When  I  was  five  years  <dd,  I  asked  him  onoe 
What  do  you  read  about  ?  " 

*' The  siege  of  Trtiy.'' 
What  b  a  siege,  and  what  is  Troy  ?  " 

Whenat 
He  piled  up  chairs  and  tables  for  a  town. 
Set  me  a-top  for  Priam,  called  our  eat 

—  Helen,  enticed  away  from  home  (be  said) 
By  wicked   Paris,    who   couched   somewheie 

close 
Under  the  footstool,  being  cowardly. 
But  whom  —  since  she  was  worth  the  pains, 

poor  puss  — 
Towxer  ana  Tray,  —  our  dogs,  the  Atreidai,  -~ 

sought 
By  taking  Troy  to  get  possession  of 

—  Alwajrs  when  great  Achilles  ceased  to  sulk, 
(My  pony  in  the  stable)  —  forth  would  prance 
And  put  to  flight  Hector  —  our  page-bov*s  self. 
This  taught  me  who  was  who  and  what 

what : 
So  far  I  rightly  understood  the  case 
At  five  years  old  ;  a  huge  delight  it  proved 


it 
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And  still  proTes  —  thanks  to   that  iustruotor 


My  Father,  who  knew  better  than  tarn  straight 
Leamingr^s  full  flare  on  weak-eyed  ig^norancef 
Or,  worse  vet,  leave  weak  eyes  to  grow  aand- 

Content  with  darkness  and  Taouity. 

It  happened,  two  or  three  years  afterward, 
That  —  I   and   playmates   playing   at   Troy*s 

Siege  — 
Mv  Father  came  upon  our  make-believe. 
""  How  woold  you  hke  to  read  yourself  the  tale 
Properly  told,  of  which  I  gave  you  first 
Merely  such  notion  as  a  boy  oould  bear  ? 
Pope,  now,  would  give  von  the  precise  account 
(>f  what,  some  dav,  by  dint  of  scnolaxship, 
You'll  hear — who  knows?  —  from  Homer's 

very  mouth. 
Leam  Greek  by  all  means,  read  the  *  Blind  Old 

Man, 
Sweetest   of  Singers' — luphlos   which   means 

.  *  Wind.' 
Iledistos    wnich    means     *"  sweetest.'       Time 

enough  I 
Try^  anyhow,  to  master  him  some  day ; 
Until  when,  take  what  serves  for  subiBtitute, 
Head  Pope,  by  all  means  !  " 

So  I  ran  through  Pope, 
Enjoyed  the  tale  —  what  history  so  true  ? 
Also  attacked  my  Primer,  duly  drudged, 
Grew  Atter  thus  for  what  was  prumi»ed  next  — 
The  very  Uiing  itself,  the  actual  words. 
When  I  oould  turn — say,  Buttmann  to  account. 

Time  passed,  I  ripened  somewhat :    one  fine 

day, 
**  Quite  ready  for  the  Iliad,  nothing  lem  ? 
There 's  Heine,  where  the  big  books  block  the 

shelf : 
Don't  skip  a  word,  thumb  well  the  Lexicon  I  " 

I    thumbed   well   and   skipped   nowise  till  I 

learned 
Who  was  who,  what  was  what,  from  Homer's 

tongue. 
And  there  an  end  of  learning.      Had  you  asked 
The  all-accompUshed  scholar,  twelve  years  old, 
**  Who   was   it   wrote  the  Ili&d  ."*  "  —  what  a 

laugh! 
**  Why,  Homer,  all  the  world  knows  :  of  his 

life 
Doubtless  some  facts  exist :  it 's  everywhere : 
We  have  not  settled,  though,  his  place  of  birth : 
He  begged,  for  certain,  and  was  blind  beside  : 
Seven   cities   claimed   him  —  Scio,  with   best 

right. 
Thinks    Byron.      What   he    wrote?      Those 

Hjrmns  we  have. 
Then  there  's  the   '  Battle  of  the  Frogs  and 

Mice,' 
That 's  all  —  unless  they  dig  *  Margites '  np 
(I  'd  like  that)  nothing  more  remains  to  know." 

Thus  did  youth  spend  a  comfortable  time ; 
Until  —  ^*  What  s  this  the  Germans  say  in  fact 
That  Wolf  found  out  first?    It's  unpleasant 
work 


Their  chop  and  ehange,  unsettling  one's  be- 
lief: 
All  the  same,  where  we  live,  we  leam,  that  '• 

sure. 
So,  I  bent  brow  o'er  Proleqomena. 
And  after  Wolf,  a  dozen  of  hU  like 
Proved  there  was  never  any  Troy  at  all. 
Neither      Besiegers      nor     Besieged,  —  nay, 

worse,  — 
No  actual  Homer,  no  authentic  text. 
No  warrant  for  the  fiction  I,  as  fact. 
Had  treasured  in  my  heart  and  soul  so  long  — 
Ay,  mark  you  I   and  as  fact  held  still,  still 

hold. 
Spite  of  new  knowledge,  in  my  heart  of  hearts 
And  soul  of  souls,  fact's  essence  freed   and 

fixed 
From  accidental  fancy's  guardian  sheath. 
Assuredly^  thenceforward  ~  thank  my  stars !  — 
However  it  got  there,  deprive  who  could  — 
Wring  from  the  shrine  my  precious  tenantry, 
Helen,  Ulysses,  Hector  and  his  Spouse, 
Achilles  «uiid  his  Friend  ?  —  though  Wolf  —  ah, 

Wolfl 
Why  must  he  needs  come  doubting,  spoil  a 

dream? 


But  then,   **  No  dream  's  worth  waking  "  -^ 

Browning  says : 
And  here  's  the  reason  why  I  tell  thus  much. 
I,  now.  mature  man,  you  anticipate, 
May  blame  my  Father  justifiably 
f  or  letting  me  dream  out  my  nonage  thus. 
And  onl^  oy  such  slow  and  sure  degrees 
Permitting  me  to  sift  the  grain  from  chaff. 
Get  truth  and  falsehood  known  and  named  as 

snob. 
Why  did  he  ever  let  me  dream  at  all. 
Not  bid  me  taste  the  story  in  its  stren^h  ? 
SupfXMe  my  childhood  was  scarce  quahfied 
To  rightly  understand  mythology. 
Silence  at  least  was  in  his  power  to  keep : 
I  might  have  —  somehow  —  correspondiuglv  — 
WeU,  who  knows  by  what  method,  gained  my 

gains 
Been  taught,  by  forthrights  not  meanderings. 
My  aim  uionld  be  to  loathe,  like  Peleus'  son, 
A  lie  as  Hell's  Gate,  love  my  wedded  wife. 
Like  Hector,  end  so  on  with  all  the  rest. 
Could  not  I  have  exoM^tated  this 
Without  believing  such  man  really  were  ? 
That  is  —  he  might  have  put  into  my  hand 
The  *'  £thics  "  ?    In  translation,  if  you  please. 
Exact,  DO  prettv  lying  that  improves. 
To  suit  the  modem  taste :  no  more,  no  less  — 
The  ''  Ethics :  "  't  is  a  treatise  I  find  hard 
To  read  aright  now  that  m^  hair  is  gray, 
And  I  can  manage  the  original. 
At  five  years  old  —  how  ilfhad  fared  its  leaves  I 
Now,  growing  double  o'er  the  Sta^rite, 
At  least  I  soil  no  page  with  bread  and  milk. 
Nor  crumple,  dogs-ear  and  deface  —  boys'  way. 

REPHAN 

Suggested  by  a  very  early  recollection  of  a 
prose  story  by  the  noble  woman  and  imagina- 
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tive  writer,  Jane  Tajlor,  of  NcM'wioh,  [more 
correctly,  of  Oiigar].    R.  B. 

How  I  lived,  ere  my  human  life  begiui 
In  this  world  of  jours,  —  like  you,  noade  roan, -^ 
When  my  home  was  the  Stur  of  my  God  Re- 
phan? 

Come  then  around  me,  close  about, 
World-wearr  earth-bom  ones  I    Darkest  doubt 
Or  deepest  aespondeney  keeps  yon  out  ? 

Nowise  !    Before  a  word  I  speak. 

Let  mv  circle  embrace  youx  worn,  voar  weak, 

Brow-rnrrowed  old  agre,  yonth^s  hollow  cheek  — 

Diseased  in  the  body,  sick  in  soul. 


Pinched  poverty,  satiate  wealth,  --^  your  whole 
Array  of  despairs !    Hare 


I  read  the  roll  ? 


All  here  P  Attend,  perpend  !  O  Star 
Of  my  Ood  Rephan.  what  wonders  are 
In  thy  brilliance  fugitive,  faint  and  far  I 

P^  from  me,  native  to  thy  realm. 

Who  shared  its  perfections  which  oVrwhelm 

Mind  to  conceive.    Let  drift  the  helm, 

Let  drive  the  sail,  dare  unconfined 

Embark  for  the  vastitude,  O  Mind, 

Of  an  absolute  bliss  !    Leave  earth  behind  I 

Here,  by  extremes,  at  a  mean  you  guess  : 
lliere,  all 's  at  most  — not  more,  not  less: 
Nowhere  deficiency  nor  excess. 

No  want  —  whatever  should  be,  is  now : 

No  growth  —  that  ^s  change,  and  change  comes 

—  how 
To  royalty  bom  with  crown  on  brow  ? 

Nothing  beeins  —  so  needs  to  end  : 
Where  fell  it  short  at  first  ?    Extend 
Only  the  same,  no  change  can  mend  ! 

I  use  your  langnaee  :  mine  — no  word 

Of  its  wealth  would  help  who  spoke,  who  heard, 

To  a  gleam  of  intelligence.    None  preferred. 

None  felt  distaste  when  better  and  worse 
Were  uncontrastable  :  bless  or  curse 
What  —  in  that  uniform  universe  ? 

Can  your  world's  phrase,  your  sense  of  things 
Forth-flgure  the  Star  of  my  God  ?    No  springs. 
No  winters  throughout  its  space.    Time  orings 

No  hope,  no  fear :  as  to-day,  shall  be 
To-morrow  :  advance  or  retreat  need  we 
At  our  stand-still  through  eternity  ? 

All  happy :  needs  must  we  so  have  been. 
Since  wno  could  be  otherwise  ?    All  serene : 
What  dark  was  to  banish,  what  light  to  screen  ? 

Earth's  rose  is  a  bud  that 's  checked  or  grows 
As  beams  may  encourage  or  bbists  opnose  : 
Our  lives  leapt  forth,  each  a  fnll-orbea  rose  — 


Each  rose  sole  rose  in  asphare  that  spread 
Above  and  below  and  around  —  rose-red: 
No  fellowship,  eaeh  for  itself  instead. 

One  better  than  I  —  wonld  prove  I  lacked 
Somewhat :  one  worse  were  a  jarring  fact 
Disturbing  my  faultlessly  ezaot. 

How  did  it  oome  to  pass  there  Ivrked 
Somehow  a  seed  of  change  that  worked 
Obscure  in  my  heart  till  perfection  irked  ?  — 

Till  out  of  its  peaoe  at  length  grew  strife  — 
Hopes,  fears,  loves,  hates,  —  obscurely  rife,  — 
My  life  grown  artremMe  to  torn  your  life  ? 

Was  it  Thon,  above  all  lights  that  are. 
Prime  Potency,  did  Thr  hand  vnbar 
The  prison-rate  of  Rephan  my  Star  ? 

In  me  did  such  potency  wake  a  pulse 
Could  trouble  tniiqnillity  that  lulls 
Not  lashes  inertion  till  throes  convulse 

Soul's  quietude  into  discontent  ? 

As  when  the  completed  rose  bursts,  rent 

By  ardors  till  forth  from  its  orb  are  sent 

New  petals  that  mar  —  unmake  the  disk  — 
Spoil  rondure  :  what  in  it  ran  brave  risk, 
Cnanged  apathy's  calm  to  strife,  bright,  brisk, 

Pushed  simple  to  compoand,  sprang  aad  nproad 

Till,  fresh-ftMrmed,  faceted,  floreted. 

The  flower  that  slept  woke  a  star  instead  ? 

No  mimic  of  Star  Rephan  I    How  long 
I  stagnated  there  where  weak  and  strong. 
The  wise  and  the  foolish,  right  and  wrong. 

Are  mereed  alike  in  a  neutral  Best, 

Can  I  teU  ?    No  more  than  at  whose  behest 

The  passion  arose  in  my  passive  breast. 

And  I  yearned  for  no  sameness  but  differenee 
In  thing  and  thing,  that  should  shock  my  sense 
With  a  want  of  worth  in  them  all,  and  tnenee 

Startle  me  up,  by  an  Infinite 
Discovered  above  and  below  me  —  height 
And  depth  alike  to  attract  my  flight, 

Repel  my  descent :  by  hate  taught  love. 
Oh,  gain  were  indeed  to  see  above 
Supremacy  ever —  to  move,  remove. 

Not  reach  —  aspire  vet  never  attain 

To  the  object  aimed  at !    Scarce  in  vain,  — 

As  each  stage  I  left  nor  tonched  again. 

To  suffer,  did  pangs  bring  the  loved  one  bliss. 
Wring  knowMge  from  ignorance,  —  just  for 

this  — 
To  add  one  drop  to  a  love-abyss  I 

Enough  :  for  yon  doubt,  yon  hope.  O  men. 
Yon  roar,  you  agonize,  die :  what  then  ? 
Is  an  end  to  your  lif  e*s  work  out  of  ken  ? 
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Have  yoa  no  aaaurance  that,  earth  at  end, 
Wron(f  will  prove  right?  Who  made  shall  mend 
In  the  higher  sphere  to  which  yearnings  tend  ? 

Why  should  I  speak  ?    Ton  divine  the  test. 
When  the  trouble  grew  in  my  pregnant  breast 
A  voice  said,  '*  So  wouldst  thou  strive,  not  rest  ? 

**  Bum  and  not  smoulder,  win  by  worth, 
Not  rest  content  with  a  wealtn  that  ^s  dearth  ? 
Thou  art  past  Keplian,  thy  place  be  Earth !  '* 


REVERIE 

I  Kirow  there  shall  dawn  a  day 
—  Is  it  here  on  homely  earth? 

Is  it  yonder,  worlds  away. 
Where  die  strange  anci  new  have  birth. 

That  Power  comes  full  in  play  ? 

Is  it  here,  with  grass  about, 

Under  befriending  trees. 
When  shy  buds  venture  out. 

And  the  air  by  mild  demes 
Puts  winter's  death  past  aoubt  ? 

Is  it  up  amid  whirl  and  roar 

Of  tne  elemental  flame 
Which  star^flecks  heaven's  dark  floor, 

That,  new  yet  still  the  same, 
Full  in  play  comes  Power  once  more  ? 

Somewhere,  below,  above, 

Shall  a  day  dawn  —  this  I  know  — 
When  Power,  which  vainly  strove 

My  weakness  to  overthrow, 
ShaU  triumph.    I  breathe,  I  move, 

I  truly  BXiij  at  last  I 

For  a  veil  is  rent  between 
Me  and  the  truth  which  passed 

Fitful,  half-guessed,  half-eeen, 
Grasped  at  —  not  gained,  held  fast. 

I  for  my  race  and  me 

Shall  apprehend  life's  law : 
In  the  legend  of  man  shall  see 

Writ  large  what  small  I  saw 
In  my  life's  ;  tale  both  agree. 

As  the  record  from  youth  to  age 
Of  my  own,  the  single  soul  — 

So  iJie  world's  wide  book :  one  page 
Deciphered  explains  the  whole 

Of  our  common  heritage. 

How  but  from  near  to  far 

Should  knowle<lge  proceed,  increase  ? 
Try  the  clod  ere  test  the  star  I 

firing  our  inside  strife  to  peace 
Ere  we  wage,  on  the  outside,  war  I 

So.  my  annals  thus  begin : 

With  body,  to  life  awoke 
Soul,  th««  immortal  twin 

Of  body  which  bore  soul's  yoke 
Since  mortal  and  not  akin. 


Bv  means  of  the  flesh,  grown  fit, 

Mind,  in  surview  of  things, 
Now  soared,  anon  alit 

To  treasure  its  gatherings 
From  the  ranged  expanse  —  to-wit. 

Nature,  —  earth's,  heaven's  wide  show 
Which  taught  all  hope,  all  fear : 

Acquainted  with  joy  and  woe, 
I  could  sav,  **  Thus  much  is  clear, 

Doubt  annuUed  thus  much :  I  know. 

"  All  is  effect  of  cause : 

As  it  would,  has  wiUed  and  done 
Power :  and  my  mind's  applause 

Goes,  passing  laws  each  one, 
To  Omnipotence,  lord  of  laws." 

Head  praises,  but  heart  refrains 
From  loving's  acknowledgment. 

Whole  losses  outweigh  half-gains : 
Earth's  good  is  with  evil  blent : 

Good  struggles  but  evil  reigns. 

Yet  since  Earth's  good  proved  good  — 

IncontrovertibW 
Worth  loving  -- 1  understood 

How  evil  —  did  mind  descry 
Power's  object  to  end  pursued  — 

Were  haply  as  cloud  across 

Good's  orb,  no  orb  itself : 
Mere  mind  —  were  it  found  at  loss 

Did  it  play  the  tricksy  elf 
And  from  life's  gold  purge  the  dross  P 

Power  is  known  infinite : 
Good  struggles  to  be  —  at  best  ^ 

Seems  —  scanned  by  the  human  sight. 
Tried  by  the  senses'  test  — 

Good  palpably:  but  with  right 

Therefore  to  mind's  award 
Of  loving,  as  power  claims  praise  ? 

Power  —  which  finds  naught  too  hard. 
Fulfilling  itself  all  wasrs 

Unchecked,  unchanged :  while  barred. 

Baffled,  what  good  began 

Ends  evil  en  every  side. 
To  Power  submissive  man 

Breathes,  ''  E'en  as  Thou  art,  abide  I ' 
While  to  good  '*  Late-found,  long-sought 

**  Would  Power  to  a  plenitude 

But  liberate,  but  enlarge 
€hK>d's  strait  confine,  —  renewed 

Were  ever  the  heart's  discharge 
Of  loving  I  "    Else  doubts  intrude. 

For  you  dominate,  stars  all  I 
For  a  sense  informs  you  —  brute, 

Bird,  worm,  fly,  great  and  small. 
Each  with  your  attribute 

Or  low  or  majestical  I 

Thou  earth  tbat  em6o8or:2e?t 
Offspring  of  land  and  sea  — 
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How  thy  hiUs  first  sank  to  rest, 

How  thy  yaloB  bred  herb  and  tree 
Which  dizen  thy  mother-breast — 

Do  I  ask  ?    *^  Be  iirnoruit 

Ever  !  "  the  answer  clangs: 
Whereas  if  I  plead  world's  want, 

Soul's  sorrows  and  body's  pangs, 
Play  the  human  applicant,  — 

Is  a  remedy  far  to  seek  ? 

I  question  and  hnd  response : 
I  —  all  men,  strong  or  weak. 

Conceive  and  declare  at  once 
For  each  want  its  cure.    **  Power,  speak  I 

"  Stop  change,  avert  decay 

Fix  life  fast,  banish  death. 
Eclipse  from  the  star  bid  stay. 

Abridge  of  no  moment's  breath 
One  creature  !    Hence,  Night,  hail.  Day  I  *' 

What  need  to  confess  again 

No  problem  this  to  solve 
By  impotence  ?    Power,  once  plain 

Proved  Power  —  let  on  Power  devolve 
Good's  right  to  co-equal  reign  1 

Past  mind's   conception  —  Power ! 

Do  I  seek  how  star,  earth,  beast. 
Bird,  worm,  fly,  gain  their  dower 

For  life's  use,  most  and  least  ? 
Back  from  the  search  I  cower. 

Do  I  seek  what  heals  all  harm, 

Nay,  hinders  the  harm  at  first. 
Saves  earth  ?    Speak,  Power,  the  charm  I 

Keep  the  life  tnere  unameroed 
By  chance,  change,  death's  alarm  I 

As  promptly  as  mind  conceives, 

Let  Power  in  its  turn  declare 
Some  Uw  which  wrong  retrieves, 

AboUshes  everywhere 
What  thwarts,  what  irks,  what  grieves  I 

Never  to  be  !  and  yet 

How  easy  it  seems  —  to  sense 
Like  man's  —  if  somehow  met 

Power  with  its  match  —  immense 
Love,  limitless,  unbeset 

By  hindrance  on  every  side ! 

Conjectured,  nowise  known. 
Such  raay  be  :  could  man  confide 

Such  would  matoh  —  were  Love  but  shown 
Stript  of  the  veils  that  hide  — 

Power's  self  now  manifest ! 

So  reads  my  record :  thine, 
0  world,  how  runs  it  ?    Guessed 

Were  the  pnrport  of  that  prime  line, 
Prophetic  of  all  the  rest  1 

*^  Li  a  beginning  God 

Made  heaven  and  earth."    Forth  flashed 
Knowledge :  from  star  to  clod 


Man  knew  things  :  doubt  abashed 
Closed  its  long  period. 

Knowledge  obtained  Power  praise. 

Had  Grood  been  manifest, 
Broke  out  in  cloudless  blaze, 

Unchequered  as  nnrepressed, 
Li  all  things  Good  at  best  — 

Then  praise  —  all  praise,  no  blame  — 
Had  hailed  the  perfection.    No  I 

As  Power's  display,  the  same 
Be  6k>od's  —  praise  forth  shall  flow 

Unisonous  in  acclaim ! 

Even  as  the  world  its  life. 

So  have  I  lived  my  own  — 
Power  seen  with  Love  at  strife, 

That  sure,  this  dimly  shown, 
~  Good  rare  and  evil  xif  e. 

Whereof  the  effect  be  — faith 
That,  some  far  day,  were  found 

Ripeness  in  things  now  rathe, 

Wrong  rightoa,  each  chain  unbound. 

Renewal  bom  out  of  scathe. 

Why  faith  —  but  to  lift  the  load. 
To  leaven  the  lump,  where  lies 

Mind  prostrate  through  knowledge  owed 
To  the  loveless  Power  it  tries 

To  withstand,  how  vain  I    In  flowed 

Ever  resistless  fact : 

No  more  than  the  passive  day 
Disputes  the  potter's  act. 

Could  the  whelmed  mind  disobey 
Knowledge  the  cataract. 

But,  perfect  in  every  part. 
Has  the  potter's  moulded  shape. 

Leap  of  man's  quickened  heart. 
Throe  of  his  tnonght's  escape. 

Stings  of  his  soul  which  dart 

Through  the  barrier  of  flesh,  till  keen 
She  climbs  from  the  calm  and  clear. 

Through  turbidity  aJU  between. 
From  the  known  to  the  unknown  here. 

Heaven's    ''Shall   be,"   from  Earth's 
been"? 

Then  life  is  —  to  wake  not  sleep. 

Rise  and  not  rest,  but  press 
From^  earth's  level  where  blindly  creep 

Things  perfected,  more  or  less. 
To  the  neaven's  height,  far  and  steep. 

Where,  amid  what  strifes  and  stonns 
May  wait  the  adventurous  quest. 

Power  is  Love  —  transports,  tranrforms 
Who  aspired  from  worst  to  best. 

Sought  the  soul's  world,  spumed  the 

I  have  faith  such  end  shall  be : 

From  the  first.  Power  was  —  I  knew. 
Life  has  made  clear  to  me 
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That,  Btrive  but  for  closer  view, 
Loye  were  as  plain  to  see. 

When  see  ?    When  there  dawns  a  da> , 

If  not  on  the  homely  earth, 
Then  yonder,  worlds  away, 

Where  the  stranire  and  new  haye  birth. 
And  Power  comes  full  in  pky. 

EPILOGUE 

In  T9f(tad  to  the  third  yeme  of  this  poem  the 
Pall  Mall  Gazette  of  February  1, 1890,  related 
this  incident:  "One  eyening,  just  before  his 
death-illness,  the  poet  was  reading  this  from  a 
proof  to  his  daughter-in-law  and  sister.  He 
said :  *'  It  almost  looks  like  bragging  to  say  this, 
and  as  if  I  ought  to  oaooel  it ;  but  it 's  the  sim- 
ple truth ;  and  as  it  *s  true,  it  shall  stand.'  " 

At  the  midnight  in  the  silence  of  the  sleep-time, 

When  you  set  your  fancies  free, 
Will  they  pass  to  where  —  by  deatJi,  fools  think, 
imjirisoned  — 


Low  he  lies  who  once  so  loyed  you,  whom  you 
loyed  so, 

—  Pity  me  ? 

Oh  to  loye  so,  be  so  loyed,  yet  so  mistaken ! 

What  had  I  on  earth  to  do 
With  the  slothful,  with  the  mawkish,  the  un- 

manly  ? 
like  the  aimless,  helpless,  hopeless,  did  I  driyel 

—  Being  —  who  ? 

One  who  never  turned  his  back  but  marched 
breast  forward, 
Never  doubted  clouds  would  break, 
Never  dreamed,  though  right  were  worstedi 

wrone  would  triumph. 
Held  we  faU  to  rise,  are  baffled  to  fight  better, 
Sleep  to  wake. 

No,  at  noonday  in  the  bustle  of  man*s  work-time 

Greet  the  unseen  with  a  cheer ! 
Bid  him  forward,  breast  and  back  as  either 

should  be, 
** Strive  and  thrive  I "  cry  "Speed,  —  fight  on, 
fare  ever 

There  as  heie ! " 
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I.    AN  ESSAY  ON  SHELLEY 

Shellby^S  inflnence  on  Browning  is  bo  fre- 
quently referred  to,  that  it  seems  best,  inas- 
much as  this  Essay  is  the  only  distinct  piece  of 
prose  in  Browning  s  writings,  to  print  it  here  in 
the  Appendix  to  his  Complete  Poetic  and  Dra- 
matic Writings,  The  paper  was  written  in 
1H02  at  the  request  of  Mr.  Moxon,  the  pub- 
lisher, under  the  circumstances  named  in  the 
first  paragraph  of  the  Essay,  Before  Uie  book 
was  actually  published,  it  was  discovered  to  be 
a  fabrication  and  was  immediately  suppressed. 
A  very  few  copies  only  escaped  the  publish- 
er's hands ;  apparently,  those  only  which  went 
1o  the  depositories  of  copyright  matter.  The 
present  copy  \a  taken  from  the  one  issued  in 
1888  by  the  ShelW  Society,  London,  under  the 
editorship  of  W.  Tyas  Harden. 

An  opportunity  having  presented  itself  for 
the  acquisition  of  a  series  of  unedited  letters  by 
Shelley,  all  more  or  less  directly  supplementary 
to  and  illustrative  of  the  collection  already  pub- 
lished by  Mr.  Moxon,  thatgentleman  has  de- 
cided on  securing  them.  They  will  prove  an 
acceptable  addition  to  a  body  of  correspond- 
ence, the  value  of  which,  towards  a  right  un- 
derstandinj^  of  its  author  s  purpose  and  work, 
may  be  said  to  exceed  that  of  any  similar  oon- 
tribntion  exhibiting  the  worldly  relations  of  a 
poet  whose  genius  nas  operated  by  a  diiferent 
law. 

Doubtless  we  accept  gladly  the  biography  of 
an  objective  poet^  as  the  phrase  now  goes  ;  one 
whose  endeavor  nas  been  to  reproduce  things 
external  (whether  the  phenomena  of  the  scenic 
universe,  or  the  manifested  action  of  the  human 
heart  and  brain),  with  an  immediate  reference, 
in  every  case,  to  the  common  eye  and  appre- 
heflsion  of  his  fellow-men,  assumed  capable  of 
receiving  and  profiting  by  this  reproduction.  It 
has  been  obtuned  through  the  poet's  double 
faculty  of  seeing  external  objects  more  dearly, 
widely,  and  deeply  than  is^  possible  to  ^  the 
aven^  mind,  at  the  same  time  that  he  is  so 
aoqnunted  and  in  sympathy  with  its  narrower 
comprehension  as  to  be  careful  to  supply  it 
with  no  other  materials  than  it  can  combine 
into  an  intelligible  whole.  The  auditory  of 
such  a  poet  will  include,  not  only  the  intelli- 
gences which,  save  for  such  assistance,  would 
nave  missed  the  deeper  meaning  and  enjoyment 
of  the  original  objects,  but  also  the  spirits  of  a 
like  endowment  witli  nis  own,  who,  by  means 
of  his  abstract,  can  forthwith  pass  to  the  reality 
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it  was  made  from,  and  either  oonfoborate  their 
impressions  of  things  known  already,  or  supply 
themselves  with  new^  from  whatever  shows  in 
the  inexhaustible  variety  of  existence  may  haw 
hitherto  escaped  their  knowledge.  Such  a  poet 
is  properly  the  ironing,  the  fashioner ;  and  th« 
thing  fashioned,  his  poetry,  will  of  necessity  be 
substantive,  projected  from  himself  and  dis- 
tinct. We  are  ignorant  what  the  inventor  of 
Othello  conceived  of  that  fact  as  he  beheld  it 
in  completeness,  how  he  accounted  for  it,  un- 
der what  known  law  he  registered  its  nature, 
or  to  what  unknown  law  he  traced  its  coinei- 
dence.  We  learn  only  what  he  intOMled  we 
should  learn  b^  that  piarticular  exercise  of  his 
power,  —  the  root  itself,  —  which,  with  its  in- 
nnite  significances,  each  of  us  receives  for  the 
first  time  as  a  creation,  and  is  hereafter  left 
to  deal  with,  as,  in  proportion  to  his  own  intd- 
ligence,  he  best  may.  We  are  ignorant,  and 
would  fain  be  otherwise. 

Doubtless,  with  respect  to  such  a  poet,  we 
covet  his  biography.  We  desire  to  look  back 
upon  the  process  of  gadiering  together  in  a  life- 
time the  materials  of  the  work  we  behold  en- 
tire ;  of  elaborating,  perhaps  under  difficulty 
and  with  hindrance,  au  that  is  familiar  to  our 
admiration  in  the  apparent  facility  of  snecoas. 
And  the  inner  impulse  of  this  effort  and  opera- 
tion, what  induced  it  ?  Did  a  soul's  delignt  in 
its  own  extended  sphere  of  vision  set  it,  for  the 

E-atification  of  an  insuppressible  power^  on 
bor,  as  other  men  are  set  on  rest  ?  Or  did  a 
sense  of  duty  or  of  love  lead  it  to  oommunieate 
its  own  sensations  to  mankind  ?  Did  an  irresisti- 
ble sympathy  with  men  compel  it  to  bring  down 
and  suit  its  own  provision  of  knowledge  and 
beauty  to  their  narrow  scope  ?  Did  the  person- 
ality of  such  an  one  stand  like  an  open  watdi- 
tower  in  the  midst  of  the  territory  it  is  erected 
to  gaze  on,  and  were  the  storms  and  calms,  the 
stars  and  meteors,  its  watchman  was  wont  to 
report  of,  the  habitual  variegation  of  his  every- 
day life,  as  they  glanced  across  its  open  door  or 
lay  reflected  on  its  four-square  parapet?  Or 
did  some  sunken  and  darkened  chamber  of  in»- 
agery  witness,  in  the  artificial  illumination  o€ 
every  storied  compartment  we  are  permitted  to 
contemplate,  how  rare  and  preoioos  were  the 
outloolu  through  here  and  there  an  embraanre 
upon  a  world  beyond,  and  how  blankly  would 
have  pressed  on  the  artificer  the  boundary  of 
his  dadv  life,  except  for  the  amorous  diligence 
with  which  he  had  rendered  permanent  by  art 
whatever  came  to  diversify  the  gloom  ?  Still, 
fraught  with  instruction  aind  interest  as  such 
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details  undoubtedly  arei  we  can,  if  needs  be, 
dispense  with  them.  The  man  passes,  the  work 
remains.  The  work  speaks  for  itself,  as  we 
say ;  and  the  biography  of  the  worker  is  no 
more  neceasvy  to  an  understanding  or  enjoy- 
ment of  it  than  is  a  model  or  anatomy  of  some 
tropical  tree  to  the  right  tasting  of  the  fruit  we 
are  familiar  with  on  the  marketpstall,  —  or  a 
H^eologist's  map  and  stratification  to  the  prompt 
recognition  of  the  hill-top,  our  landmark  of 
every  day. 

TVe  turn  with  stronger  needs  to  the  genius 
of  an  opposite  tendency,  —  the  subiectiye  poet  of 
modem  classification.  He,  gifted  like  the  ob- 
jective poet  with  the  fuller  perception  of  nature 
and  man,  is  impelled  to  embody  the  thing  he 
perceives,  not  so  much  with  reference  to  the 
many  below  as  to  the  one  above  him.  the  su- 
preme Intelligence  which  apprehends  all  things 
in  their  absolute  truth,  —  an  ultimate  view 
ever  aspired  to,  if  but  partially  attained,  by  the 
poet's  own  soul.  Not  what  man  sees,  but  what 
God  sees,  —  the  Ideas  of  Plato,  seeds  of  creation 
lying  bumingly  on  the  Divine  Hand,  — it  is  to- 
ward these  that  he  struggles.  Not  with  the 
combination  of  humanity  in  action,  but  with 
the  primal  elemeute  of  humanity,  he  has  to  do ; 
and  he  di^  where  he  stands,  —  preferring  to 
seek  them  m  his  own  soul  as  the  nearest  reflex 
of  that  absolute  Mind,  aocordinfr  to  the  intui- 
tions of  which  he  desires  to  perceive  and  speak. 
Such  a  poet  does  not  deal  nabitually  with  the 
picturesque  groupings  and  tempestuous  tossings 
of  iJxe  forest  trees,  but  with  their  roots  and 
fibres  naked  to  the  chalk  and  stone.  He  does 
not  paint  pictures  and  hang  them  on  the  walls, 
but  rather  carries  them  on  the  retina  of  his  own 
eyes :  we  must  look  deep  into  his  human  eyes 
to  see  those  pictures  on  them.  He  is  rather  a 
seer,  aocordiugly,  than  a  fashioner,  and  what 
be  produces  will  be  less  a  work  than  an  e£Bu- 
ence.  That  effluence  cannot  be  widly  con- 
sidered in  abstraction  from  his  personality, — 
being  indeed  the  very  radiance  and  aroma  of 
Ids  personality,  projected  from  it  but  not  separ 
rated.  Therefore,  in  our  approach  to  the  poetry, 
we  necessarily  approach  tne  personality  of  the 
poet;  in  apprehending  it  we  apivehend  him, 
and  certainly  we  cannot  love  it  without  loving 
him.  Both  for  love's  and  for  understanding's 
sake  we  desire  to  know  him,  and,  as  readers 
of  his  poetry,  must  be  readers  of  hijB  biography 
also. 

I  shall  observe,  in  passing,  that  it  seems  not 
bo  much  from  any  essential  distinction  in  the 
faculty  of  the  two  poets,  or  in  the  nature  of  the 
objects  contemplated  by  either,  as  in  the  more 
immediate  adapUibility  of  these  objects  to  the 
distinct  purpose  of  each,  that  the  objective  poet, 
'a  his  appeal  to  the  aggregate  human  mind, 
chooses  to  deal  with  the  doings  of  men  (the  re- 
sult of  which  dealing,  in  its  pure  form,  when 
even  description,^  as  suggesting  a  describer,  is 
dispensed  with,  is  what  we  call  dramatic  po- 
eti^);  while  the  subjective  poet,  whose  study 
has  been  himself,  appealing  tnrough  himself  to 
the  absolute  Divine  mind,  prefers  to  dwell  upon 
those  external  scenic  appearances  which  strike 


out  most  abundantly  and  unintorruptedly  his 
inner  lieht  and  power,  selects  that  silence  of 
the  earth  and  sea  in  which  he  can  best  hear  the 
beating  of  his  individual  heart,  and  leaves  the 
noisy,  complex,  yet  imperfect  exhibitions  of 
nature  in  the  manifold  experience  of  man 
around  him,  which  serve  only  to  distract  and 
suppress  the  working  of  his  brain.  These 
opposite  tendencies  of  genius  will  be  more 
readily  descried  in  their  artistio  effect  than  in 
their  moral  sprin|r  and  cause.  Pushed  to  an 
extreme  and  manifested  as  a  deformity,  they 
will  be  seen  plainest  of  all  in  the  fault  of  eitiber 
artist  when,  subsidiarily  to  the  human  interest 
of  his  work,  his  occasional  illustrations  from 
scenic  nature  are  introduced  as  in  the  earlier 
works  of  the  originative  painters,  —  men  and 
women  filling  the  foreground  with  consummate 
mastery,  while  mountain,  grove,  and  rivulet 
show  like  an  anticipatory  revenge  on  that 
succeeding  race  of  landscape-painters,  whose 
*^  figures  "  disturb  the  perfection  of  their  earth 
anasky.  It  would  be  idle  to  inquire,  of  these 
two  kinds  of  poetic  faculty  in  operation,  which 
is  the  higher  or  even  rarer  endowment.  U  the 
subjective  might  seem  to  be  the  ultimate  r^ 
quirement  of  every  age,  the  objective,  in  the 
strictest  state^  must  still  retain  its  original 
value.  ^  For  it  is  with  this  world,  as  starts 
ing  point  and  basis  alike,  that  we  shall  always 
have  to  concern  ourselves :  the  world  is  not  to 
be  learned  and  thrown  aside,  but  reverted  to 
and  releamed.  Tlie  spiritual  comprehension 
m&y  be  infinitely  subtilized,  but  the  raw  ma- 
terial it  operates  upon  must  remain.  There 
may  be  no  end  of  the  poets  who  communicate 
to  us  what  they  see  in  an  object  with  reference 
to  their  own  individuality :  what  it  was  before 
they  saw^  it,  in  reference  to  the  aggregate 
human  mind,  will  be  as  desirable  to  s^ow  as 
ever.  Nor  is  ^  there  any  reason  why  these  two 
modes  of  poetic  faculty  may  not  issue  hereafter 
from  the  same  poet  in  successive  perfect  works, 
examples  of  which,  according  to  what  are  now 
considered  the  exigencies  of  art,  we  have  hith- 
erto possessed  in  distinct  individuals  only.  A 
mere  running  in  of  the  one  faculty  upon  the 
other  is,  of  course,  the  ordinary  circumstance. 
Far  more  rarely  it  happens  that  either  is  found 
so  decidedly  prominent  and  superior  as  to  be 
pronounced  comparatively  pure ;  while  of  the 
perfect  sliield,  with  the  gold  and  the  silver  side 
set  up  for  all  comers  to  challenge,  there  has  yet 
been  no  instance.  £ither  facnltv  in  its  eminent 
state  is  doubtless  conceded  by  Providence  as  a 
best  gift  to  men,  according  to  their  especial 
want.  There  is  a  time  when  the  general  eye 
has,  so  to  speak,  absorbed  ite  fill  of  the  pheno- 
mena around  it,  whether  spiritual  or  material, 
and  desires  rather  to  learn  the  exactor  signifi- 
cance of  what  it  possesses  than  to  receive  an^ 
augmentation  of  what  is  possessed.  Then  is 
the  opportunity  for  the  poet  of  loftier  vision  to 
lift  his  fellows,  with  their  half-anprehensions, 
up  to  his  own  sphere,  by  intensiiying  the  im- 
port of  details  and  rounding  the  universal  mean- 
ing. The  influence  of  such  an  achievement 
wul  not  soon  die  out.    A  tribe  of  successors 
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(Homerides),  working  more  or  less  in  the  same 
spirit,  dwell  on  his  duscoverieii  and  reinforoe 
his  doctrine ;  till,  at  nnawaroB,  the  world  is 
f onnd^  to  be  subsiBting  wholly  on  the  shadow  of 
a  reality,  ou  sentiments  diluted  from  passions, 
on  the  tradition  of  a  fact,  the  convention  of  a 
moral,  the  straw  of  last  yearns  harvest.  Then 
is  the  imperative  call  for  the  appearance  of  aar 
other  sort  of  poet,  who  shall  at  once  replace 
this  intellectnai  romination  of  food  swallowed 
long  ago,  by  a  supply  of  the  fresh  and  living 
swathe;  getting  at  new  substance  b^  breaking 
up  the  assumed  wholes  into  parts  of  independ- 
ent and  nndassed  value,  careless  of  the  un- 
known laws  for  recombining  them  (it  will  be 
the  business  of  yet  another  poet  to  suggest  those 
hereafter),  prodigal  of  objects  for  men^s  outer 
and  not  inner  sight;  shaping  for  their  uses  a 
new  and  different  creation  from  the  last,  which 
it  displaces  b^  the  right  of  life  over  death,  — 
to  endure  until,  in  the  inevitable^  process,  its 
very  sufRcienoy  to  itself  shall  require  at  length 
an  exposition  of  its  affinity  to  something  higher, 
when  the  positive  yet  conflicting  facts  shall 
again  precipitate  themselves  under  a  harmonizr 
ing  law,  and  one  more  degree  will  be  apnarent 
for  a  poet  to  climb  in  that  mightv  ladaer,  of 
which,  however  cloud-involved  ana  undefined 
mav  glimmer  the  topmost  step,  the  world  dares 
no  longer  doubt  that  its  gradations  ascend. 

Such  being  the  two  kinds  of  artists,  it  is  nat- 
urally, as  I  have  shown,  with  the  biography  of 
the  subjective  poet  that  we  have  the  deeper  con- 
cern. Apart  from  his  recorded  life  altogether, 
we  might  fail  t4>  determine  with  satisfactory 
precision  to  what  class  his  productions  belong, 
and  what  amount  o\  praise  is  assignable  to  the 
producer.  Certainly,  in  the  fact  of  any  con- 
spicuous achievement  of  ^nius,  philosophy  no 
less  than  sympathetic  instmct  warrants  our  be- 
lief in  a  great  moral  purpose  having  mainlv 
inspired  even  where  it  does  not  visibly  look 
out  of  the  same.  Qreatness  in  a  work  suggests 
an  adequate  instrumentality  ;  and  none  of  the 
lower  incitements,  however  they  may  avail  to 
initiate  or  even  effect  many  considerable  dis- 
plays of  power,  simulating  the  nobler  inspirar 
tion  to  which  they  are  mistakenly  referred, 
have  been  found  able,  under  the  ordinary  con- 
ditions of  humanity,  to  task  themselves  to  the 
end  of  so  exacting  a  performance  as  a  poet's 
complete  work.  As  soon  will  the  galvanism, 
that  provokes  to  violent  action  the  muscles  of  a 
corpse,  induce  it  to  cross  the  chamber  steadilv : 
sooner.  The  love  of  displaving  power  for  the 
display's  sake ;  the  love  of  riches,  of  distinc- 
tion, of  notoriety;  the  desire  of  a  triumph 
over  rivals,  and  the  vanity  in  the  applause  of 
friends,  —  each  and  all  of  such  whetted  appe- 
tites grow  intenser  by  exercise,  and  increasingly 
sagacious  as  to  the  best  and  readiest  means  of 
self-appeasement :  while  for  any  of  their  ends, 
whether  the  money  or  the  pointed  finger  of  the 
crowd,  or  the  flattery  and  hate  to  heart's  con- 
tent, were  are  cheaper  prices  to  pay,  they  will 
all  find  soon  enough,  than  the  bestowment  of 
a  life  upon  a  labor  iiard,  slow,  and  not  sure. 
Also,  assuming  the  proper  moral  aun  to  have 


prodnoed  a  work,  there  are  many  and  various 
states  of  an  aim :  it  ma^  be  more  intense  thaa 
clear-sighted,  or  too  easily  satisfied  with  a  lower 
field  of  activity  than  a  steadier  aspiration  would 
reach.  All  the  bad  poetry  in  the  world  (ae- 
counted  poetry,  that  is,  by  its  affinities)  will  be 
found  to  result  from  some  one  of  the  i«fiii** 
degrees  of  discrepancy  between  the  attributes 
of  the  poet's  soul,  occasioning  a  want  of  ooro- 
■pendency  between  his  work  and  the  verittes  of 
nature,  —  issuing  in  poetry,  false  under  whafe^ 
ever  tomu  which  shows  a  thing,  not  as  it  is  to 
mankind  generally,  nor  as  it  is  to  the  partien- 
lar  descrioer,  but  as  it  is  supposed  to  be  for 
some  unreal  neutral  mood,  midway  between 
both  and  of  value  to  neither,  and  living  its  brief 
minute  simply  through  tiie  indolenee  of  whoever 
accepts  it  or  his  incapacity  to  denonnee  a  cheat. 
Although  of  such  depths  of  failure  there  eaa 
be  no  question  here,  we  must  in  every  cane  be- 
take ourselves  to  the  review  of  a  poet's  life  ere 
we  determine  some  of  the  nicer  questions  ecn- 
ceming  his  poetry,  —  more  especially  if  the  per- 
formance we  seek  to  estimate  aright  has  besn 
obstructed  and  out  short  of  completion  by  cir- 
cumstances, —  a  disastrous  voutn  or  a  premar 
ture  death.  We  may  learn  from  the  biogn4>hy 
whether  his  spirit  invariably  saw  and  ^loke 
from  the  last  height  to  which  it  had  attained. 
An  absolute  vision  is  not  for  this  worid,  bnt  we 
are  permitted  a  oontinnal  appvoximation  to  it, 
every  degree  of  which  in  the  individual,  pro- 
vided it  exceed  the  attainment  of  the  matwiwi, 
must  procure  him  a  clear  advantage.  Did  the 
poet  ever  attain  to  a  higher  platform  than 
where  he  rested  and  exhibited  a  result  ?  Did 
he  know  more  than  bespoke  of  ? 

I  concede,  however,  in  respect  to  this  subject 
of  our  study  as  well  as  some  few  other  illustri- 
ous examples,  that  the  unmistakable  quality  of 
the  verse  would  be  evidence  enough,  under  usual 
circumstances,  not  only  of  the  kind  and  degree 
of  the  intellectual  but  of  the  moral  constitution 
of  ^  Shelley ;  the  whole  personality  ^  of  the  poet 
shining  forward  from  the  poems,  without  much 
need  of  going  further  to  seek  it.  The  ^*  Re- 
mains"—  produoed  within  a  period  of  ten 
years,  and  at  a  season  of  life  when  other  men 
of  at  all  comparable  genius  have  hardly  done 
more  than  prepare  the  eye  for  future  si^t  and 
the  tongue  for  speech  —  present  us  with  the 
complete  ei^finery  of  a  poet,  as  signal  in  the  ex- 
cellence of  its  several  aptitudes  as  transcendent 
in  the  combination  of  effects, — examples,  in 
fact,  of  the  whole  poet's  function  of  benoldiiig 
with  an  nnderstandtng  keenness  the  nniverse, 
nature  and  man,  in  their  aetuid  state  of  perfec- 
tion in  imperfection ;  of  the  whole  poet's  vir- 
tue of  being  untempted,  by  the  manifold  partial 
developinents  of  beauty  and  good  on  every  side, 
into  leaving  them  the  ultimates  he  found  them. 
—  induced  by  the  facility  of  tiie  gratification  of 
his  own  sense  of  those  qualities,  or  bjr  the  pleas- 
ure of  acquiescence  in  the  shortcomings  of  lus 
predecessors  in  art,  and  the  pain  of  disturbing 
their  conventionalisms,  —  the  whole  poet's  vir- 
tue, I  repeat,  of  looking  higher  than  any  mani- 
festation yet  made  of  bou  beanty  and  good, 
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in  order  to  raggest  from  the  utmoet  realization 
of  the  one  a  oorreeponding  capability  in  the 
other,  and  out  of  the  calm,  punty,  and  eneivy 
of  nature  to  reconstitute  ana  store  up,  for  the 
forthcoming  stage  of  man's  bek^,  a  gift  in  re- 
payment of  that  former  gift  in  which  man's 
own  thought  aud  passion  had  been  lavished  by 
the  poet  on  the  else-incompleted  magnificence 
of  tlie  sunrise,  the  else|-unmterpreted  mystery 
of  the  lake,  —  so  drawing  out,  lifting  up,  am 
assimiUting  this  ideal  of  a  future  man,  thus 
descried  as  possible,  to  the  present  reality  of 
the  poet's  soul  already  arrived  at  the  higher 
state  of  development,  and  still  aspirant  to  ele- 
vate and  extend  itself  in  conformity  with  its 
still -improving  perceptions  of,  no  looger  the 
eventual  Human,  but  the  actual  Divine.  In 
conjunction  with  which  noble  and  rare  powers 
came  the  subordinate  power  of  deliverii^  these 
attained  results  to  the  world  in  an  embodiment 
of  verse  more  closely  answering  to  and  indi- 
cative of  the  proeees  of  the  iniorming  spirit, 
(failing,  as  it  occasionally  does,  in  art,  only  to 
succeed  in  highest  art),  —  with  a  diction  more 
adequate  to  the  task  in  its  natural  and  acquired 
richness,  its  material  color  and  spiritual  trana- 
parency,  —  the  whole  being  moved  by  and  suf- 
fused with  a  music  at  once  of  the  soiu  and  the 
sense,  expressive  both  of  an  external  might  of 
sincere  passion  and  an  internal  fitness  imd  con- 
sonancy,  —  than  can  be  attributed  to  any  other 
writer  whose  record  is  among  us.  Such  was 
the  spheric  poetical  faculty  of  Shelley,  as  its 
own  self-sacrificing  central  lieht,  radiating 
equally  through  immaturity  ana  acoomi>lish- 
ment,  through  many  fragments  and  occasional 
completion,  reveals  it  to  a  competent  judg- 
ment. 

But  the  acceptance  of  this  truth  by  the  |>ub- 
lic  ^  has  been  retarded  by  certain  objections 
which  cast  us  back  on  the  evidence  of  biogra- 
phy, even  with  Shellev's  poetry  in  our  hands. 
£xcept  for  the  particular  character  of  these  ob- 
jections, indeed,  the  nonnippreciation  of  his 
contemporaries  would  simply  class,  now  that 
it  is  over,  with  a  series  ot  experiences  which 
have  necessarily  happened,  and  needlessly  been 
wondered  at,  ever  since  the  world  began,  and 
concerning  which  any  present  anger  may  well 
be  moderated,  no  less  in  justice  to  our  forerun- 
ners than  in  policy  to  ourselves.  For  the  misr- 
apprehensivenees  of  his  age  is  exactly  what  a 
poet  is  sent  to  remedy ;  and  the  interval  be- 
tween his  operation  and  the  generally  percepti- 
ble effect  of  it  is  no  greater,  less  indeed,  than 
in  many  other  departments  of  great  human 
«»ffort.  The  **  £  pur  si  muove  "  of  the  astrono- 
mer^ was  as  bitter  a  word  as  any  uttered  before 
or  since  by  a  poet  over  his  rejected  living  work, 
in  that  depth  of  conviction  which  is  so  like  de- 
spair. 

But  in  this  respect  was  the  experience  of 
Shelley  peculiarly  unfortunate,  —  that  the  dis- 
belief in  him  as  a  man  even  preceded  the  disbe- 
lief in  him  as  a  writer ;  the  misconstruction  of 
his  moral  nature  preparing  the  way  for  the  mis- 
appreciation  of  his  mtellectual  labors.  There 
existed    from    the     beginning  —  simnltaneonfl 


with,  indeed  anterior  to,  his  earliest  noticeable 
works,  and  not  brought  forwaird  to  counteract 
any  impression  they  kad  succeeded  in  making 
—  certain  charges  against  his  private  character 
and  life,  which,  if  substantiated  to  their  whole 
breadth,  would  materially  disturb,  I  do  not  at- 
tempt to  deny,  our  reception  and  enjoyment  of 
his  works,  however  wonderful  the  artistic  qual- 
ities of  these.  For  we  are  not  sufBcientlv  sup- 
plied witii  instances  of  genius  of  his  order  to 
be  able  to  pronounce  cextainly  how  many  of  its 
constituent  parts  have  been  tasked  and  strained 
to  the  production  of  a  given  lie,  and  how  hish 
and  pure  a  mood  of  the  creative  mind  may  be 
dramatically  simulated  as  the  poet's  habitual 
and  exclusive  one.  The  doubts^  therefore,  arisr 
ing  from  such  a  question,  required  to  be  set  at 
rest,  as  they  were  effectuallv,  by  those  early 
authentic  notices  of  Shelley  s  career  and  the 
corroborative  accompaniment  of  his  letters,  in 
which  not  only  the  main  tenor  and  principal 
result  of  his  life,  but  the  purity  and  beauty  of 
many  of  the  processes  which  had  conduced  to 
them,  were  made  apparent  enough  for  the  gen- 
eral reader's  purpose,  —  whoever  lightly  con- 
demned Shelley  first,  on  the  evidence  of  reviews 
and  gossip,  as^  lightly  acquitting  him  now,  on 
that  of  memoirs  and  corresponaence.  StiU,  it 
is  advisable  to  lose  no  opportunitr^  of  stren^h- 
ening  and  completing  the  chain  ox  biographical 
testimony ;  much  more,  of  course,  for  the  sake 
of  the  poet's  ori^^inal  lovers,  whose  volunteered 
sacrifice  of  particular  principle  in  favor  of  ab- 
sorbing sympathy  we  might  desire  to  dispense 
with,  than  lor  the  sake  of  his  foolish  haters, 
who  have  long  since  diverted  upon  other  objects 
their  obtuseness  or  malignancy.  A  full  life  of 
Shelley  should  be  written  at  once,  while  ih» 
materials  for  it  continue  in  reach ;  not  to  min- 
ister to  the  curiosity  of  the  public,  but  to  oblit- 
erate the  last  stain  of  that  false  life  which  was 
forced  on  the  public's  attention  before  it  had 
any  curiosity  on  the  matter,  —  a  biography 
compojsed  in  harmony  with  the  present  generid 
disposition  to  have  faidi  in  him,  yet  not  shrink- 
ing from  a  candid  statement  of  aU  ambiguous 
passages,  through  a  reasonable  confidence  that 
the  most  doubtful  of  them  will  be  found  consist- 
ent with  a  belief  in  the  eventual  perfection  of 
his  character,  accordin|^  to  the  poor  limits  of 
our  humanity.  Nor  will  men  persist  in  con- 
f onndingj  any  more  than  God  confounds,  with 
genuine  infidelity  and  atheism  of  the  heart 
those  passionate,  impatient  struggles  of  a  boy 
towards  distant  tnith  and  love,  made  in  the 
dark,  and  ended  by  one  sweep  of  the  natural 
seas  before  the  full  moral  sunrise  could  shine 
out  on  him.  Crude  convictions  of  boyhood, 
conveyed  in  imperfect  and  inapt  forms  oi 
speech,  —  for  such  things  all  bojrs  have  been 
pardoned.  There  are  growing-pains,  accompar 
nied  by  temporary  distortion,  of  the  soul  also. 
And  it  would  be  hard  indeed  upon  this  young 
Titan  of  genius,  murmuring  in  divine  music  his 
human  ignorances  through  his  very  thirst  for 
knowledge,  and  his  rebellion  in  mere  aspiration 
to  law,  if  the  melody  itself  substantiated  the 
error,  and  the  tragic  cutting  short  of  life  per- 
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petnated  into  sins  snoli  faults  as,  under  happier 
circnrostanceSf  would  have  been  left  behind  by 
the  consent  of  the  most  arrogant  moraUst,  for- 
gotten on  the  loweMt  steps  of  youth. 

The  responsibility  of  presenting  to  the  public 
a  biograpny  of  8helley  dues  not,  however,  lie 
with  me  :  I  have  only  to  make  it  a  little  easier 
by  arranging  these  few  supplementary  letters, 
with  a  recognition  of  the  value  of  the  whole  col- 
lection. This  value  I  take  to  consist  in  a  most 
truthful  conformity  of  the  CoiTeepondence,  in 
its  limited  degree,  with  the  moral  and  intelleo- 
tual  character  of  the  writer  as  displayed  in  the 
highest  manifestations  of  his  genius.  Letters 
and  poeniB  are  obviously  an  act  of  the  same 
mind,  produced  by  the  same  law,  only  differ- 
ing in  tae  application  to  the  individual  or  collec- 
tive understanding.  L#etter8  and  poems  may  be 
used  indifferently  as  the  basement  of  our  opin- 
ion upon  the  writer^s  character  ;  the  finisned 
expression  of  a  sentiment  in  the  poems  giving 
lignt  and  significance  to  the  rudiments  of  the 
same  in  the  letters^  and  these  again,  m  their 
incipienoy  and  unripeness,^  authenticating  the 
exalted  mood  and  reattaching  it  to  the  person- 
ality of  the  writer.  The  musician  speaks  on 
the  note  he  sings  with ;  there  is  no  change  in 
the  scale  as  he  diminishes  the  volume  into  far 
miliar  intercourse,  lliere  is  nothing  of  that 
iarring  between  the  man  and  the  author,  which 
has  beien  found  so  amusing  or  so  melancholy  : 
no  dropping  of  the  tra^o  mask  as  the  orowa 
melts  away  ;  no  mean  discovery  of  the  real  mo- 
tives of  a  lifers  achievement,  often  in  other 
lives  laid  bare  as  pitifully  as  when,  at  the  dose 
of  a  holiday,  we  catch  sight  of  the  internal 
lead-pipes  and  wood-valves  to  which^nd  not 
to  the  ostensible  conch  and  dominant  Triton  of 
the  fountain,  we  have  owed  our  admired  water- 
work.  No  breaking  out,  in  household  privacy, 
of  hatred,  anger,  and  scorn,  incongruous  with 
the  higher  mood,  and  suppressed  artistically  in 
the  book ;  no  brutal  return  to  self-delighting, 
when  tiie  audience  of  philanthropic  schemes  is 
out  of  hearing;  no  inaecent  stripping  off  the 
grander  feeling  and  rule  of  life  as  too  costly  and 
cumbrous  for  every-day  wear.  Whatever  Shel- 
ley was,  he  was  with  an  admirable  sincerity. 
It  was  not  always  truth  that  he  thought  and 
spoke ;  but  in  the  purity  of  truth  he  spoke  and 
thought  always.  Everywhere  is  apparent  his 
belief  in  the  existence  of  Qood,  to  which  Evil 
is  an  accident ;  his  faithful  holding  by  what  hs 
assumed  to  be  the  former  going  everywhere  in 
company^  with  the  tenderest  pity  for  those  acting 
or  suffering  on  the  opposite  hypothesis.  For  he 
was  tender,  though  tenderness  is  not  always  the 
characteristic  of  very  sincere  natures :  he  was 
eminenUy  both  tender  and  sincere.  And  not 
only  do  the  same  affection  and  yearning  after 
the  well-being  of  his  kind  appear  in  the  letten 
as  in  the  poems,  but  they  express  themselves  by 
the  same  theories  and  pums,  however  crude  and 
unsound.  There  is  no  reservation  of  a  snbtier, 
less  costiv,  more  serviceable  remedy  for  his  own 
ill  than  he  has  proposed  for  the  general  one ; 
nor  does  he  ever  contemplate  an  object  on  his 
own  aooonnt  from  a  leas  elevation  than  he 


in  exhibiting  it  to  the  world.  How  shall  wt 
help  believing  Shelley  to  have  been,  in  his  ulti- 
mate attainment,  the  splendid  spirit  of  hk 
own  best  poetry,  when  we  find  even  his  canal 
speech  to  agree  faithfully,  at  faintest  as  at 
strongest,  with  the  tone  and  rhythm  of  his  most 
oracular  utterances  ? 

For  the  rest,  these  new  letten  are  not  offered 
as  presenting  any  new  feature  of  the  poet^s 
character.  Regarded  in  themselves,  and  as  the 
substantive  productions  of  a  man,  their  impor- 
tance would  be  slight.  But  they  possess  inter* 
est  beyond  their  limits,  in  confirming  the  evi- 
dence just  dwelt  on,  of  the  poetical  mood  of 
Shelley  being  only  the  intensification  of  fats 
habitual  mood ;  the  same  tongue  only  speaking, 
for  want  of  the  special  excitement  to  sing.  Toe 
very  first  letter,  as  one  instance  for  all,  strikes 
the  key-note  of  the  predominatin|r  sentiment  of 
Shelley  throughout  his  whole  life  —  his  sym- 
pathy with  the  oppressed.  And  when  we  see 
tiim  at  so  early  an  age,  castiittr  out,  under  the 
influence  of  such  a^  sympauy,  letters  and 
pamphlets  on  every  side,  we  accept  it  as  the 
simple  exemplification  of  the  sincerity,  witii 
which,  at  the  close  of  his  life,  he  spoke  of  him- 
self, as  — 

"  One  whose  heart  a  stranger^s  tear  might  wear 
Aa  water-drops  the  sandy  fountain  atone ; 
Who  loved  and  pitied  all  things,  and  eouM  moan 
For  woes  which  others  hear  not,  and  could  see 
The  absent  with  the  glass  of  phantasy. 
And  near  the  poor  and  tramplsd  sit  and  weep, 
Following  the  oaptive  to  his  dungeon  deep  — 
One  who  was  as  a  nerve  o^er  which  do  creep 
The  else-unfelt  oppressions  of  this  earth." 


Such  syinpathy  with  his  kind  was  evidently 
developed  in  him  to  an  extraordinary  and  even 
morbia  degree,  at  a  period  when  the  general 
intellectual  powers  it  was  irapAtient  to  put  in 
motion  were  immature  or  deficient. 

I  conjecture,  from  a  review  of  the  variooi 
publications  of  Shelley^s  youth,  that  one  of  the 
causes  of  his  failure  at  the  outset  was  the  peeo- 
liar  practicalness  of  his  mind,  which  was  not 
without  a  determinate  effect  on  his  pi og less  in 
theorizing.  An  ordinary  jrouth,  who  turns  his 
attention  to  similar  subjects,  discovers  falsities, 
incongruities,  and  various  points  for  amend- 
ment, and,  in  the  natural  advance  of  the  purely 
critical  spirit  unchecked  by  oonsiderations  <» 
remedy,  keeps  up  before  his  young  eyee  so 
many  instances  ot  the  same  error  and  wrong, 
that  he  finds  himself  unawares  arrived  at  ths 
startlinpr  conclusion,  that  all  must  be  changed — 
or  nothing :  in  the  face  of  which  plainly  impos- 
sible achievement,  he  is  apt  (looking  perhaps  a 
little  more  serious  by  the  time  he  touches  at  the 
decisive  issue)  to  feel,  either  carelessly  or  con- 
siderately, that  his  own  attempting  a  single 
piece  of  service  would  be  worse  than  useless 
even,  and  to  refer  the  whole  task  to  another 
age  and  person  —  safe  in  proportion  to  his  inoa- 
pacity.  Wanting  words  to  speak,  he  has  never 
made  a  fool  of  himself  by  speaking.  But,  in 
Shelley^s  case,  the  early  fervor  and  power  to 
s^e  was  accompanied  by  as  precoeious  a  fertil- 
ity to  contrive:  he  endeavored  to  roaliie  as  be 
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want  on  idMklisn^;  every  wnmg  had  simnl- 
taneoualy  its  remedy,  aud,  out  of  the  strength 
oi  his  hatred  for  the  former,  he  took  the 
strength  of  his  confidence  in  the  latter  —  till 
snddeid^  he  stood  pledged  to  the  defence  of  a 
set  of  miserable  little  expedients,  just  as  if  they 
represented  great  principles,  and  to  an  attack 
npon  various  great  principles,  really  so,  without 
leaving  himself  time  to  examine  whether  be- 
cause they  were  antagonistioal  to  the  remedy 
he  had  suggested,  they  must  therefore  be  idenr 
tical  or  even  esBcntially  connected  with  the 
wrong  he  sought  to  cure,  — playing  with  blind 
passion  into  the  hands  of  his  enemies,  and  dash- 
ing at  whatever  red  cloak  was  held  forth  to 
him,  as  the  cause  of  the  fireball  he  had  last 
been  stung  with  —  mistaking  Churchdom  for 
Christianity,  and  for  marriage,  **the  sale  of 
love  "  and  the  law  of  sexual  oppression. 

Gradually,  however,  he  was  leaving  behind 
him  this  low  practical  dexterity,  unable  to  keep 
up  with  his  widening  intellectual  perception; 
and,  in  exact  |woportion  as  he  did  so,  his  true 
power  strengthened  and  proved  itself.  Gradu- 
ally he  W88  raised  above  the  contemplation  of 
spots  and  the  attempt  at  «»fffli<ing  them,  to  the 
groat  Abstract  Li|ht,  and  through  the  disere- 
panoy  of  the  creation,  to  the  sufflcieney  of  the 
first  Cause.  Gradually  he  was  learning  that 
the  beet  vay  of  removing  abuses  is  to  stand  fast 
by  truth.  Truth  is  one,  as  they  are  manifold : 
and  innumerable  neeative  effects  are  produced 
by  the  upholding  ox  one  positive  principle.  I 
shall  say  what  I  think,  —had  Shelley  lived  he 
would  have  finally  ranged  himself  with  the 
Christians;  his  very  instinct  for  helping  the 
weaker  side  (if  numbers  make  strength),  his 
Tory  ''  hate  <yf  hate,"  which  at  first  mistrans- 
lated itself  into  delirious  Queen  Mab  notes  and 
tiie  like,  would  have  got  olear^ghted  by  exer- 
cise. The  preliminary  step  to  following  Christ, 
is  the  leaving  the  dead  to  burr  their  dead  — 
not  clamoring  on  his  doctrine  for  an  especial 
solution  of  difficulties  which  are  referable  to 
the  general  problem  of  the  universe.  Already 
he  had  attained  to  a  profession  of  **  a  worship 
to  the  Spirit  of  good  within,  which  requires 
(before  it  sends  that  inspiration  forth,  which 
impresses  its  likeness  upon  all  it  creates)  de- 
voted and  disinterested  homage,"  as  Coleridge 
saynn  —  and  Paul  likewise.  And  we  find  in  one 
d  his  last  exquisite  fragments,  avowedly  a 
record  of  one  of  his  own  mornings  and  its  ex- 
perience, as  it  dawned  on  him  at  nis  soul  and 
body's  best  in  his  boat  on  the  Serchio — that  as 
•urely  as 

**  The  Stan  burnt  ont  in  the  psle  blue  air, 
And  the  thin  white  moon  lay  withering  there  — 
Day  had  kindled  the  dewy  woods. 
And  the  rooka  above,  and  the  stream  below. 
And  the  vapors  in  their  multitudes. 
And  the  Apennine*s  shrond  of  summer  snow- 
Day  had  awakened  aU  thinga  that  be ; '* 

just  so  surely,  he  tells  us  (stepping  forward 
from  this  delicious  dance-musio,  choragus^like, 
into  the  grander  measure  befitting  the  final 
enunciation),— 


^  AU  rose  to  do  the  task  He  set  to  eseh. 
Who  ahuied  ua  to  Hla  ends  and  not  our  own ; 
The  million  rose  to  learn,  and  One  to  teaoh 
What  none  yet  ever  knew  or  can  be  known." 

No  more  difference  than  this,  from  David's 
pregnant  conclusion  so  lonf  ago  1 

Meantime,  as  I  call  SheUey  a  moral  man,  be- 
cause he  was  tnie,  simple-hearted,  and  brave, 
and  because  what  he  acted  corresponded  to 
what  he  knew,  so  I  call  him  a  man  of  religious 
mind,  because  every  audacious  negative  cast  up 
bjr  him  against  the  Divine  was  interpenetrated 
with  a  mood  of  reverence  and  adoration,  —  and 
because  I  find  him  everywhere  taking  for 
granted  some  of  the  capital  dogmas  of  Chris- 
Banity,  while  most  vehemently  denying  their 
historical  basement.  There  is  such  a^ingaa 
an  efficacious  knowledge  of  and  belief  in  tba 
politics  of  Junius,  or  the  poetry  of  Rowley, 
though  a  man  should  at  the  same  time  dispute 
the  title  of  Chatterton  to  the  one,  and  consider 
the  author  of  the  other,  as  Byron  wittily  did, 
''  really,  truly,  nobody  at  all.*'  1 

There  is  even  such  a  thing,  we  come  to  learn 
wonderingly  in  these  very  letters,  as  a  profound 
sensibility  and  adaptitnde  for  art,  while  the 
science  of  the  percipient  is  so  little  adysnced  as 
to  admit  of  his  stronger  admiration  for  Guido 
(and  Carlo  Dolce  1)  than  for  Michael  Angelo.  A 
Divine  Being  has  Himself  said,  that^^^a  word 
against  the  Son  of  man  shall  be  forgiven  to  a 
man."  while  "a  word  agunst  the  Spirit  of 
Ghxl ''  (implyin||[  a  general  deliberate  preference 
of  peroeiTea  evil  to  perceived  good)  shall  not 
be  forgiven  to  a  man."  Also,  in  religion,  one 
earnest  and  unextorted  assertion  of  belief 
should  outweigh,  as  a  matter  of  testimony, 
many  assertions  of  unbelief.  The  fact  that 
there  is  a  gold-region  is  established  by  finding 
one  lump,  though  you  miss  the  vein  never  so 
often. 

He  died  before  his  youth  ended.  In  taking 
the  measure  of  him  as  a  man,  he  must  be  con* 
sidered  on  the  whole  and  at  his  ultimate  spiri- 
tual stature,  and  not  to  be  judged  of  at  the  im- 
maturity and  by  the  mistakes  of  ten  yean 
before:  that^ indeed,  would  be  to  jn^ge  of  the 
anthor  of  '*  Julian  and  Maddalo"  by  ''Zas- 
trozzi."  Let  the  whole  truth  be  told  of  his 
worst  nustake.  I  believe,  for  my  own  part, 
that  if  anything  could  now  shame  or  grieve 
Shelley,  it  would  be  an  attempt  to  vindicate 
him  at  the  expense  of  another. 

In  forming  a  judgment,  I  would,  however, 

1  Or,  to  take  our  Illustrations  from  the  writing  of 
Shelley  himself,  there  is  such  a  thing  as  admirably 
appreeiatinR  a  work  by  Andrea  Verochto,  —  and  fan- 
cifully characterising  the  Plsan  Torre  Onelfa  by  the 
Pontea  Man,  hlaok  against  the  sunsets,— and  con- 
summately painting  the  islet  of  San  Clemente  with  ita 
penlteatiwy  for  rebellions  priests,  to  the  west  between 
Venice  and  the  Udo  — while  you  believe  the  first  to 
be  a  fragment  of  an  antique  sarcophagus,  —  the  second, 
Ugolino*s  Tower  of  Famine  (the  vestiges  of  which 
should  be  snoght  for  in  the  Piaxsa  de'  Gavalierl)  —  and 
the  third  (as  I  oonvineed  myself  last  summer  at 
Veaioe),  Ban  Servolowith  Its  mad-house — which,  far 
from  being  ^windowless,"  iaaa  foil  of  wiadmis  aa  a 
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press  on  the  reader  the  simple  jnstioe  of  oon- 
Hidering:  tenderly  his  oonstitution  of  ^  body  as 
well  as  mind,  and  how  unfavorable  it  was  to 
the  steady  symmetries  of  conventional  life  ;  the 
body,  in  the  torture  of  incurable  disease,  re- 
fusing to  give  repose  to  the  bewildered  soul, 
tossing  in  its  hot  lever  of  the  fancy, —  and 
the  laudanum -bottle  making  but  a  perilous 
and  pitiful  truoe  between  these  two.  He  was 
constantly  subject  to  ""  that  state  of  mind " 
1 1  quote  his  own  note  to  Heilcu)  ""in  which 
ideas  may  be  supposed  to  assume  the  force  of 
sensation,  through  the  confusion  of  thought^ 
with  the  objects  of  thought,  and  excess  ox 
passion  animating  the  creations  of  the  imaginar 
tion : "  in  other  words,  he  was  liable  to  remark- 
able delusions  and  haUueinations.  The  noctur- 
nal attack  in  Wales,  for  instance,  was  assuredly 
a  delusion ;  and  I  venture  to  express  m^  own 
conviction,  derived  from  a  little  attention  to 
the  circumstances  of  either  story,  that  the  idea 
of  the  enamored  ladv  following  him  to  Naples, 
and  of  the  *'  man  in  tne  cloak  "  who  struck  him 
at  the  Pisan  post-offiocj  were  equallv  illusory, 
— the  mere  projection,  in  fact,  from  himself,  of 
the  image  of  his  own  love  and  hate. 

"To  thirst  and  find  noffll~to  wafl  and  wander 
With  short  unsteady  step'-  to  pause  and  ponder— 
To  feel  tlie  blood  run  through  the  veins  and  tiogle 
When  busy  thought  and  blind  sensation  mingle,  ~ 
To  nurse  the  image  of  unfeli  oaresteM 
Till  dim  imagination  Juat  possesses 
The  half-created  shadow  **  — 

of  unfelt  caresses,  —  and  of  unfelt  blows  as 
well :  to  such  conditions  was  his  genius  subject. 
It  was  not  at  Rome  only  (where  he  heard  a 
mystic  voice  exclaiming,  **  Cenci^  Cenoi,*'  in 
reference  to  the  tragic  theme  which  occupied 
him  at  the  time),  —  it  was  not  at  Rome  only 
that  he  mistook  the^  cry^  of  "  old  rags.'*  The 
habit  of  somnambuliBm  is  said  to  have  extended 
to  the  very  last  days  of  his  life. 

Let  me  conclude  with  a  thought  of  Shelley 
as  a  poet.  In  the  hierarchy  of  creative  minds, 
it  is  the  presence  of  the  highest  faculty  that 
gives  first  rank,  in  virtue  of  its  kind,  not  de- 
gree ;  no  pretension  of  a  lower  nature,  whatever 
the  completeness  of  development  of,  variety  of 
effect,  impeding  the  precedency  of  the  rarer  en- 
dowment though  onljr  in  the  germ.  The  con- 
trary is  sometimes  maintained  ;  it  is  attempted 
to  make  the  lower  gifts  (which  are  potentially 
included  in  the  higher  faculty)  of  independent 
value,  and  equid  to  some  exercise  of  the  special 
function.  For  instance,  should  not  a  poet  pos- 
sess common  sense?  Then  the  ])osseflsion  of 
abundant  conmion  sense  implies  a  step  towards 
becoming  a  poet.  Yes  ;  such  a  step  as  the  lapi- 
dary *s,  when,  strong  in  the  fact  of  carbon  en- 
tering largely  into  the  composition  of  the  dia- 
mona,  he  heaps  up  a  nack  of  charcoal  in  order 
to  compete  with  ^Iip  Koh-i-nuor.  I  pass  at  once, 
therefore,  from  Sht^Uey^s  minor  excellences  to 
his  noblest  and  predominating  cliaracteriHtic. 

This  I  call  his  simultaneous  perception  of 
Power  and  Love  in  the  absolute,  and  of  Beauty 
and  G^ood  in  the  concrete,  while  he  throws, 
from  his  poet's  station  between  both,  swifter, 


subtler,  and  more  niuneroiis  films  for  the 
neotion  of  each  with  each,  than  ha^e 
thrown  by  any  modem  artificer  of  whom  I  have 
knowledge ;  proving  how,  as  he  says, 
**  The  spirit  of  the  worm  within  the  aod 
In  love  and  worship  blends  itself  with  God.** 

I  would  rather  consider  Shelley's  poetxy  as  a 
sublime  fragmentary  essay  towards  a  present- 
ment of  the  oorrespondeney  of  the  oniTene  to 
Deity,  of  the  natural  to  uie  spiritual,  and  ef 
the  actual  to  the  ideal,  than  I  would  isolate 
and  separately  appnuse  the  worth  of  many  de- 
tachable portions  which  might  be  acknowledged 
as  utterly  perfect  in  a  lower  moral  point  of 
▼iew,  under  the  mere  conditions  of  art.  It 
would  be  easy  to  take  my  stand  on  suoeessfsl 
instances  of  objeotiTity  in  Shelley :  tht$re  is  the 
unrivalled  Cend ;  there  is  the  Julian  and  Mad' 
dalo  too  ;  there  is  the  magnificent  Odt  It 
Naples  :  why  not  regard,  it  may  be  said,  the 
less  organised  matter  as  the  radiant  eleraeatal 
foam  and  solution,  oot  of  which  would  have 
been  evolved ,  eventually,  creations  as  perfect 
even  as  those  ?  But  I  prefer  to  look  tor  the 
highest  attainment,  not  simply  the  hteb,  —  and, 
seeii^  it,  I  hold  by  it.  There  is  surely  eoooeh 
of  the  work  *'  Shelley  "  to  be  known  endiirinipy 
among  men,  and,  I  believe,  to  be  accepted  of 
Qod,  as  human  work  may;  and  around  the 
imperfect  proportions  of  such,  the  most  elabo> 
rated  productions  of  ordinaiy  art  must 
themselves  as  inferior  illustrations. 

It  is  because  I  have  long  hdd  them 
in  assurance  and  gratitude,  that  I  catch  at  the 
opportunity  offered  to  me  of  expresatng  them 
here  s  knowing  that  the  alacrity  to  fulfil  aa 
humble  office  conveys  more  love  than  tiw  ac- 
ceptance of  the  honor  of  a  higher  one,  and  that 
better,  therefore,  ^an  the  signal  service  it  was 
the  dream  of  my  boyhood  to  render  to  his  fame 
and  memory,  may  be  the  saying  of  a  few  inade- 
quate words  upon  these  scarcely  more  imports 
ant  supplementary  letters  of  Shelley. 

II.   NOTES  AND  ILLUSTRATIONS 

Page  2.  Pauline.  A  translation  of  the  pu- 
sage  from  Cornelius  Agrippa  may  be  found  in 
Cooke,  p.  SH,*). 

V.  A.  XX.  I.  e.,  Vixi  annos  viginti.  I  was 
twenty  years  old. 

Page  3. 

Had  not  the  glow  I  felt  at  his  award 

Sun-treader^  life  and  light  he  thine  forever. 

The  whole  passage  refers  to  Shelley.  Many 
annotaticms  to  the  poem  are  given  in  Poet-Loret 
January  and  February,  1HK9. 

Page  9.  O  God^  where  does  this  tend  —  tkem 
struggling  aims  t 

Browning  appends  the  following  note,  a  trans* 
lation  of  wnien  may  be  found  in  Cooke,  p.  332. 

**  Je  crains  bien  que  mon  pauvre  ami  ne  soit  pas 
ton  jours  parfaitement  compris  dans  ce  qui  reste 
k  lire  de  cet  Strange  fragment,  mais  il  est  moins 
propre  que  tout  autre  h  ^chureiroe  qui  de  sa  na- 
ture lie  pent  jamais  6tre  que  songe  et  conf ukoii. 
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D'aiUevn  je  110  iaistrop  si  on  cherehAntlL  mieiiz 
oo-ordonner  oertaines  parties  Ton  ne  conxrait  paa 
le  riflqne  dennire  au  seul  m^rite  auquel  one  pro- 
duction ai  sinRfoli^re  pent  pr^tendre,  oelni  de 
donner  nne  id^  assex  precise  du  genre  qu^elle 
n*a  fait  qu'  ^baucher.  Ce  d^but  aans  pr^ten- 
tioUf  ce  remuement  des  passions  qui  va  d'abord 
en  aeoToissaBt  et  puis  a'appaise  par  defpr^,  ces 
^lans  de  I'Eme,  oe  retonr  sondain  snr  soimdme, 
et  par-deesns  toot,  la  tonmnre  d'eeprit  tout  par- 
tieolidre  de  mon  ami,  rendent  les  chanffemens 

i>raM]ue  impoasiblee,    Les  raisons  qn'il  tait  Ta* 
oir  aillenrs,  et  d^antree  encore  pins  pnissantes, 
ont  fait  tronver  grtfoe  k  mes  yenx  pour  oet  ^rit 

?|u*antrement  je  lui  eusse  conseiil^  de  jeter  an 
en.  Je  n*en  erois  pas  moins  an  gprand  prineipe 
de  toute  composition —  k  ce  prinoipe  de  Shake- 
epeare,  de  Kafaelle,  de  BeetnoTen,  d'od  il  suit 
qne  la  oonoentration  dee  idte  eat  dfie  bien  plus 
k  lenx  oonoeption  qu'l^  lenr  mise  en  ez4ontion : 
j*ai  tout  lieu  de  craindre  qne  la  premiere  de  ces 
^nalitte  ne  soit  encore  ^trangere  k  mon  ami,  et 
ie  doute  fort  qn*un  redoublement  de  travail  lui 
nase  acqnerir  la  seconde.  Le  mieux  serait  de 
brfUer  ceci ;  mats  que  f aire  ?  ^ 

^*Je  erois  qne  dans  ce  qpi  suit  il  fait  aUnaion  k 
nn  certain  ezamen  qu^il  ht  autrefois  de  Pftme  on 
plutdt  de  son  ftme,  pour  decouTxir  la  suite  des 
objets  anxqnels  il  Im  serait  possible  d'attendre, 
et  dont  chaonn  une  fois  obtenn  devait  former 
nneeep^ce  de  plateau  d*oii  Ton  ponTaitaper^e* 
yoir  a^antres  bnts,  d'antres  projets,  d'antres 
jouisBanees  qui,  k  leur  tour,  deraient  8tre  sur- 
moDtes.  n  en  resnltait  qne  r oubli  et  le  sommeil 
devaient  tout  terminer.  Cette  id4e,  que  je  ne 
saiais  pas  paif aitement,  lui  est  peutdtre  anasi 
ininteuigibie  qu'l^  moi.  ^ '  Paulink. 

Page  12.  Pabacklsub.  The  following  histori- 
eal  note  and  comment  was  provided  by  Brown- 
ing to  aocompanj  the  poem.  The  notes  indi- 
canted  bj  the  superior  numbers  in  the  text  will 
be  found  at  the  end  of  the  article. 

The  liberties  I  have  taken  with  my  subject 
are  very  trifling ;  and  the  reader  may  slip  the 
foregwng  scenes  between  the  leaves  of  any  me- 
moir of  jParacelsus  he  iileases,  by  way  of  com- 
mentary. To  prove  this,  I  aubjoin  a  popular 
aecount,  translated  from  the  Biographie  Uni' 
veneUe^  Paris,  1822,  which  I  select,  not  as  the 
best,  certainly,  bnt  as  being  at  hand,  and  suffi- 
ciently condse  for  my  purpose.  I  also  append 
a  few  notes,  in  order  to  correct  those  parts  wnich 
do  not  bear  out  my  own^  view  of  the  character 
of  Paracelsus ;  and  have  incorporated  with  them 
a  notice  or  two,  illustrative  ot  the  poem  itself. 

**  Paracelsus  (Philippus  Aureolus  Theo- 
phrastns  Bombastus  ab  Hohenheim)  was  bom 
m  1493  at  £insiedeln,i  a  little  town  in  the  canton 
of  Schwyz,  some  leacrues  distant  from  Zurich. 
His  father,  who  exercised  the  profession  of  med- 
ieine  at  Villaoh  in  Carinthia,  was  nearly  related 

•  1  shall  diagaise  M.  ReiuHildin*8  next  aentenoe  a  little. 
*'  Hio  (Eraatnaao.)  PanuMdanm  trimma  a  militq  qnodain, 
aUi  a  sue  exectum  ferant :  oonatat  imberbera  (llnm, 
muliemmqne  oaorem  fuiaM."  A  standing  High-Dutch 
joke  in  thoaa  da3ra  at  the  expaoae  of  a  numbar  of  learned 
mon,  aa  may  be  seen  by  referring  to  such  rubblirii  aa 
Melander'a  JMoteriOj  etc.    In  the  prints  from  Ua  por- 


to  George  Bombast  de  Hohenheim,  who  became 
afterward  Orand  Prior  of  the  Order  of  Malta : 
oonaeqnently  Paracelsus  could  not  spring  from 
the  di^gB  of  the  people,  as  Thomas  Efrastus,  his 
sworn  enemy,  pretends.*  It  appears  that  his  ele- 
mentary education  was  much  neglected,  and 
that  he  spent  part  of  his  youth  in  pursuing  the 
life  common  to  the  travelkng/ifero^i  of  the  age ; 
that  is  to  say,  in  wandering  from  country  to 
country,  predicting  the  future  by  astrology  and 
cheiromancy,  evoking  apparitions,  and  practis- 
ing the  different  operations  of  magic  and  al- 
chemy, in  whieh  he  had  been  initiated  whether 
by  his  father  or  by  various  ecclesiastics,  among 
the  number  of  whom  he  particularizes  the  Abbot 
Tritheim,^  and  many  German  bishops. 

**  As  Paracelsus  displays  everywhere  an  igno- 
rance of  the  rudiments  of  the  most  ordinaiy 
knowledge,  it  is  not  probable  that  he  ever  stud- 
ied seriously  in  the  schools :  he  contented  him- 
self with  visiting  the  universities  of  Germany, 
France,  and  Italv ;  and  in  spite  of  his  boasting 
himselz  to  have  been  the  ornament  of  those  in- 
stitutions, there  is  no  proof  of  his  having  legally 
ao<;^uired  the  title  of  iloctor,  which  he  assumes. 
It  18  only  known  that  he  applied  himself  long, 
under  the  direction  of  the  wealthy  Sigisraond 
Fugger  of  Schwatz,  to  the  disoovery  of  the  Mag- 
num Opus. 

^*  Paracelsus  travelled  among  the  mountains 
of  Bohemia,  in  the  east,  ancT  in  Sweden,  in 
order  to  inspect  the  labors  of  the  miners,  to  be 
initiated  in  the  mysteries  of  the  oriental  adepts, 
and  to  obeerve  the  secrets  of  nature  and  the 
famous  mountun  of  loadstone.*  He  professes 
also  to  have  visited  Spain,  Portugal,  Prussia, 
Poland,  and  Transylvania;  eveiTwhere  commu- 
nicating freely,  not  merely  with  the  physicians, 
bnt  the  old  women,  charlatans,  uid  coniurers  of 
these  several  lands.  It  is  even  believed  that  he 
extended  his  jonmeyings  as  far  as  Egypt  and 
Tartary,  and  that  he  accompanied  the  son  of 
the  Khan  of  the  Tartars  to  Constantinople,  for 
the  purpose  of  obtaining  the  secret  of  the  tinc- 
tnreol  Trismegistus  from  a  Greek  who  inhabited 
that  capital. 

**  The  period  of  his  return  to  (Germany  is  un- 
known :  it  is  only  eertain  that,  at  about  the  age 
of  thirty-three,  many  astonishing  cures  whidi 
he  wrought  on  eminent  pers<xiage8  procured 
him  such  aoelebritv,  that  he  wascallea  in  152MS, 
on  the  recommendation  of  CEcolampadins,^  to 
fill  a  chair  of  physic  and  surgery  at  tne  Univer- 
sity of  Basle.  There  Paracelsus  began  by  burn- 
ing publicly  in  the  amphitheatre  the  works  of 
A?icenna  and  Galen,  assuring  his  auditors  that 
the  latchets  of  his  shoes  were  more  instructed 
than  those  two  physicians ;  that  all  universities, 
all  writers  put  tc^ether,  were  less  gifted  than 
the  hairs  ox  his  beard  and  of  the  crown  of  his 
head  ;  and  that,  in  a  word,  he  was  to  be  re- 
trait  by  Tintoretto,  painted  a  year  before  his  death, 
Paracelsus  is  barbahahuy  at  all  eventa.  Bat  Rrastiis 
was  never  withont  a  good  reason  for  his  faith  — e.  o., 
**  Helvetium  fuisas  (Paraoelsam)  vtx  credo,  vix  enira 
ea  regio  tale  monstrum  ediderit.'*  (Dt  Medidntt 
Neva.) 
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earded  as  the  Intimate  monarch  of  medidne, 
^ Yon  shall  follow  me,'  oried  he, '  yon,  Avicenna, 
Galen,  Rhasis,  Moutagnana,  Mesues,  you,  geur 
tlemen  of  Paris,  Montpellier,  Germany,  Cologne, 
Vienna,*  and  whumsoeyer  the  Rhine  and  Uan- 
uhe  nourish  ^  yon  who  inhabit  the  isles  of  the 
sea;  yon,  likewise,  Dalmatians,  Athenians  : 
thou,  Arab ;  thou,  Grreek  ;  thou,  Jew  :  all  shall 
follow  me,  and  the  monarchy  shall  be  mine.'  t 

**  But  at  Basle  it  was  speedily  peroeiyed 
that  the  new  Professor  was  no  better  than  an 
egreffious  qnaok.  {Scarcely  a  year  elaps^  be- 
fore nis  lectures  had  fairly  driven  away  an  audi- 
ence incaMkble  of  comprehending  their  emphatio 
jargon.  That  which  above  all  contributed  to 
sully  his  reputation  was  the  debauched  life  he 
led.  According  to  the  testimony  of  Oporinns, 
who  lived  two  years  in  his  intimacy,  Paracelsus 
scarcely  ever  ascended  the  lecture-desk  unless 
half  drunk,  and  only  dictated  to  his  secretaries 
when  in  a  state  of  intoxication :  if  summoned 
to  attend  the  sick,  he  rarely  proceeded  thitlier 
without  previously  drenching  himself  with  wine. 
He  was  accustomed  to  retire  to  bed  without 
changing  his  clothes ;  sometimes  he  spent  the 
night  in  pot-houses  with  peasants,  and  in  the 
morning  knew  no  longer  what  he  was  about; 
and,  nevertheless,  up  to  the  age  of  twenty-five 
lus  only  drink  had  been  water i^ 

**  At  length,  fearful  of  being  punished  for  a 
serious  outrage  on  a  magistrate,^  he  fled  from 
Basle  towards  the  end  of  the  year  1527,  and  took 
refuge  in  Alsatia,  whither  he  caused  Oporinns 
to  follow  with  his  chemical  apparatus. 

**  He  then  entered  once  more  upon  the  eareer 
of  ambulatory  theosophist.^  Accordingly  we 
find  him  at  Colmar  in  1528 ;  at  Nuremberg  in 
1629;  atSt.  Gall  in  1531  ;  at  Pfeffers  in  1535; 
and  at  Augsburg  in  1536 :  he  next  made  some 
stay  in  Moravia,  where  he  still  further  oom- 
inromised  his  reputation  bv  the  loss  of  many  di** 
tingniBhed  patients,  which  compelled  him  to  be- 
take himself  to  Vienna ;  from  thence  he  passed 
into  Hunganr ;  and  in  1538  was  at  Villaoh, 
where  he  decuoated  his  Chronicle  to  the  States 
of  Garinthia,  in  gratitude  for  the  many  kind- 
nesses with  which  thev  had  honored  his  father. 
UniJly,  from  Mindelneim.  which  he  visited  in 
154<^Paracelsu8  proceeded  to  Salzbnnr,  where 
he  died  in  the  hospital  of  St.  Stephen  {oeb<utian 
is  meant),  Sept.  24,  1541."  -—  (Here  follows  a 
criticinn  on  his  writings,  which  I  omit.) 

1  ParaceUut  would  seem  to  be  a  fantastic  ver- 
sion of  Von  Hohenheim ;  Einsiedeln  is  the  Lat- 

*  ErastuB,  who  relstes  this,  here  oddly  remsrks, 
"  mirum  ouod  non  et  Qftramautoa,  ludoe  et  Anglo*  ad- 
Jonzit.*'  Not  so  wonderful  neither,  if  we  believe  what 
•nother  adveraary  ^  had  heard  aomewhere,"  —that  all 
Paraoelaoa*  qrstem  came  of  hia  pillaging  ^^Anglnm 
quendam,  Rogerium  Baoohonem." 

t  Bee  hla  worka,  pasHm.  I  mnat  give  one  specimen: 
—  Somebody  had  been  styling  him  "  Luther  alter.** 
**  And  why  not?  **  (he  asks,  aa  he  well  might)  *'  La- 
ther is  abondantly  learned,  therefore  you  halte  him  and 
me ;  but  we  are  at  least  a  match  for  you.  —  Nam  et 
contra  tos  et  Tcatroa  uniTcrsoa  prineipee  Avicennam, 
Oalenum,  Aristotelem.  etc.  me  satis  supergue  munitum 
ease  novL    Bt  vertex  iste  meus  calvus  so  depilis  multo 


inixed  Eremns,  whence  Pantoelsna  is 
called,  as  in  the  correspondenoe  of  finsmni, 
Eremita.  Bombast,  his  proper  name,  probably 
aoanired,  from  the  characteristic  phraaeology 
of  nis  lectures,  that  unlucky  signification  wbm 
it  has  ever  since  retained. 

^  Then  Bishop  of  Spanheim,  and  rending  nt 
Wiirzbnrgin  Franooma;  a  town  sitnated  in  a 
grasqr  fertile  country,  whence  its  name,  Herfai- 
polis.  He  was  much  vinted  there  by  learned 
men,  as  may  be  seen  by  his  Epittoia  FamiiianM, 
Hag.  1536 :  among  otners,  by  his  stanch  friend 
Cornelius  Agrii^pa,  to  whom  he  dates  thenee., 
in  1510,  a  letter  m  answer  to  the  dedieatory  epia- 
tle  prefixed  to  the  treatise  DeOccM^.  FkiummBk, 
which  last  contains  the  following  ominona  aun- 
sion  to  Agrippa*s  sojourn :  **  Qunm  nnper  te- 
cum, K.  P.  inooanobiatnoapud  Herbipoum  ali- 
Snamdin  conversatns.  mnlta  de  chymiois,  mnlta 
e  nuunois,  multa  ae  cabalisticis,  cntai' 
qjBLm  adnuo  in  oooulto  deliteeonnt,  areanis 
tiis  atqne  artibusnna  oontulissemus,*'  ete. 

*  **  InezplebiUs  ilia  aviditas  natnne  newer  u- 
tandi  secreta  et  reoonditamm  supeUectue  aeien- 
tiamm  animum  loenpletandi,  nno  eodemqvs 
loco  din  persistere  non  patiebatur,  aed  Merenin 
instar,  omnes  terras,  nationes  et  nrbes  perlna> 
trandi  ignionlos  snpponebat,  nt  cum  viris  natnsB 
scmtatoribna,  ohymids  praaertini,  ore  tenoa 
oonferret,  et  qnss  diurtnmis  laboribus  nootomi^ 
que  vigiliiB  invenennt  nnavel  altera  eommimiea- 
tioneobtineret.*'  (BrnsKnrs  in  Pn^/iit.)  ^*Fa- 
tris  anxilio  primnm,  deinde  propria  iadiistria 
doetissimos  vires  in  Gkrmania,  Italia,  Gallia, 
Hispania,  aliisqne  Enropn  regionibns,  naetos 
est  prasoeptores ;  quorum  liberali  doctrina,  et 
potissimnm  i>ropria  inqmsitione  nt  qui  easet  ia- 
genio  aoutissimo  ac  fere  divino,  tantnm  nrafieeit, 
at  mnlti  testati  sint,  in  nniversa  phitcsoiilda, 
tam  ardua,  tarn  arcana  et  abdita  ermsse  mor- 
talinm  neminem."  (MbijCH.  Adam,  in  Vit. 
Gtrm.  Medic.)  **  Paracelsna  ^ni  in  intima  na- 
tnne viscera  sic  penitns  introierit,  metattoram 
stirpiumque  vires  et  faoultates  tam  iueredibifi 
ingenii  aonmine  exploraverit  ae  peryiderit,  ad 
morbos  omnes  vel  desperatos  et  opinione  bomi- 
num  insanabiles  percurandum ;  nt  cum  Theo- 
pbrasto  natA  primnm  medicina  perfeeCaqna 
videtur."  (PETBjRxMijOreU.deBasUea.)  His 
passion  for  wandering  is  beet  described  in  Ins 
own  words:  *'£cce  amatorem  adoleaoentem 
difficillimi  itineris  hand  piget,  ut  vennatam  sal- 
tern puellam  vel  fceminam  aspioiat:     qaanto 

plura  et  sublimiors  novit  qnam  vester  vel  Avioenna  vel 
universn  academiie.  Prodlte,  et  signura  date,  qui  tW 
sitis,  quid  roborls  habeatia?  quid  autem  aiUa?  Dofr 
tores  et  maglstri,  pediculos  pectantes  et  fricantea  podl- 
oem.**    (Frag.  Med.) 

t  "  So  migratory  a  Ute  could  alTord  FaraoelaDS  Inl 
little  leisure  for  applfeation  to  books,  and  aceordlmty 
he  Informa  ua  that  for  the  space  of  ten  jreara  he  nevsr 
opened  a  single  volume,  and  that  his  whole  medieal 
library  waa  not  oompoaed  of  six  sheets:  la  effeet,  thaifai' 
Tentory  drawn  up  after  hia  death  atatea  that  the  only 
books  which  he  left  were  the  Bible,  the  New  TeataansaU 
the  Commentaries  of  St.  Jerome  on  the  Gospels,  a 
printed  Tolume  on  Medicine,  sad  seren  manaseripU." 
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minus  nobiliaaimamm  artium  amore  laboris  ao 
cajnBlibet  taadii  pigebit  ?  "  etc.  (Dtfensianei 
S^em  adversus  cemuloe  suos,  1573.  I>ef.  4ta 
**  De  peree^rmationibus  et  exilio/') 


^  The  reader  may  remember  that  it  was  in 
ProfeMor  at  Baale,  that  ^ninglius  publiahed  in 


conjunction  with  (fxxilampadius,  then  Divinity 


152h  an  answer  to  Luther's  Confeflsion  of  Faith ; 
and  that  both  proceeded  in  company  to  the  sub- 
sequent conference  with  LuUier  and  Melanothon 
at  Marburg^.    Their  letters  fill  a  large  volume. 
—  p.  D.  JohannU  (Ecolampadii  et  Uuldrichi 
Zuinglii  JSpistolarum  lib,  muUuor.    Bas.  1536. 
It  must  be  also  observed  that  Zuinglius  began 
to  preach  in  151 H,  and  at  Zurich  in  1519,  and 
that  in  1525  the  Mass  wss  abolished  in  the  can- 
tons.   The  tenets  of  CEoolampadius  were  sup- 
posed to  be  more  evangelical  than  those  up  to 
that  period  maintained  by  the  glorious  German, 
and  our  brave  Bishop  Fisher  attacked  them  as 
the  fouler  heresy :  —  '  ^  About  this  time  arose  out 
of  Luther's  school  one  CEoolampadius,  like  a 
mighty  and  fierce  giant;  who,  as   his  master 
had  gone  bevond  the  Church,  went  bevoud  his 
master  (or  else  it  had  been  impossible  he  could 
have  been  reputed  the  better  scholar),  who  de- 
nied the  reid  presence ;  him,  this  worthy  cham- 
pion (the  Buhop)  sets  upon,  and  with  five  books 
(like  so  many  smooth  stones  taken  out  of  the 
river  that  doth  always  run  with  living  water) 
sla^  the  Plulistine ;    which  five  books  were 
written  in  the  year  of  our  Lord  1526,  at  which 
time  he  had  governed  the  See  of  Rochester 
twenty  years."    (Life  qf  Bishop  Fisher^  1655.) 
Now,  there  is  no  doubt  of  the  Protestantism  of 
Paracelsus,  Erasmus,  Agrippa,  etc.,  but   the 
nonconformity  of  Parncelsus  was  always  scaiH 
dalous.    L.  Crasso  (Eiogj,  d^Huomini  Letterati, 
Yen.  1666)  informs  us  that  his  books  were  ex- 
oommonicated  by  the  Church.    Quenstedt  (de 
Patr,  Doct.)  affirms  **  nee  tantum  nove  medi- 
cinse,  verumetiain  noy»  theologi»  autor  est." 
Delrio,  in  his  Disquisit  Magicar.^  classes  him 
among  those  ^'partim  atheos,  partim  hiereti- 
cos  "  (lib.  I.  cap.  3).    *'  Omnino  tamen  multa 
theologica  in  ejusdem  scriptis  plane  atheismum 
olent,  ao  duriuscule  sonant  in  auribus  vere  Chris- 
tiani.^*  (D.  Gabbirlis  Claudkri  Schediabma, 
de  Tinct,   Univ.  Norimb.  IT.'W.)    I  shall  only 
add  one  more  authority :  —  **  Oporinus  dicit  se 
(Paracelsum)  aliquando  Lutherum  et  Papam, 
non  minus  quaro  nunc  Galenum  et  Hippocratem 
redacturura  in  ordinem  minabatnr,  neque  enim 
eorum  qui  hactenus  m  scripturam  sacram  scrip- 
sissent,  sive  veteres,  sive  recentiores,  quenquam 
scriptursB  nadeum  recte  eruisse,  sed  circa  cor- 
ticem  et  quasi  membranam  tantum  h»rere." 
(Th.  Erastus,  Disputant,  de  Med.  Nova,)  These 
and  similar  notions  had  their  due  effect  on  Opor- 
inus,   who,  says^  Zuingerus,  in  his  Theatrum, 
**  longum  vale  dixit  ei  (Paraoelso),  ne  ob  prce- 

*  The  premature  death  of  Paracelsus  casts  no  man- 
ner of  doubt  ou  the  fact  of  his  having  potMMed  the 
Elixir  Vitre  :  the  alchemists  have  abundant  reasons  to 
adduce,  from  which  I  select  the  following,  as  explana- 
tory of  a  property  of  the  Tincture  not  oaloolated  on  by 
its  votaries : »  "  Objectionem  illam,  quod  Paracelsus 


oeptoris,  alioqni  amieissimi,  hoirendas  blasphe- 
mias,  ipse  qnoqne  aliquando  ponas  Deo  Opt. 
Max.  lueret." 

6  His  defenders  allow  the  drunkennesi.  Take 
a  sample  of  their  excuses :  **  Gentis  hoe,  non 
viri  vitiolum  est,  a  Taciti  seculo  ad  nostrum 
uaq|ue  non  intermpto  filo  devolutura,  sinoeri- 
tati  forte  Germaiue  ooievum,  et  uescio  an  aliquo 
oonaanguinitatas vinculo junotum.*'  (Bitiskius.) 
The  other  charges^  were  ehiefljr  trumped  up  bpr 
Oporinus :  **  Domi,  quod  Oporinus  amanuensis 
eius  snpe  narravit,  nunquam  nisi  potns  ad  ex- 
plioanda  sua  aocessit,  atque  in  medio  coiiclayi 
ad  oolnmnam  tctv/^mc»«v  adsistens,  apprehenao 
manibus  capulo  ensisj  cu^s  xotAM^a  nospitinm 
pnebuit,  utaiunt,  spiritu  familiari,  ima^a- 
tiones  aut  conoepta  sua  protulit: — alii  illud 
quod  in  capulo  habuit,  ab  ipso  Azoth  appel- 
latum,  medicinam  fniase  pneetantissimam 
aut  lapidem  Philosophicum  putant.^'  (Mblch. 
Ai>AM.)^  This  famous  swora  was  no  laughing- 
matter  in  those  days,  and  it  is  now  a  material 
feature  in  the  popular  idea  of  Paracebus.  I 
recollect  a  couple  of  allusions  to  it  in  our  own 
literature,  at  the  moment. 

Ne  had  been  known  the  Danish  Oonswart, 
Or  Paracelsus  with  his  long  sword. 

Volponet  Act  iL  Be.  2. 

Bumbastns  kept  a  devil^s  bird 
Shut  in  the  pummel  of  his  sword, 
That  taught  him  all  the  cunning  pranks 
Of  past  ud  future  mountebanlu. 

Hudibnu,  Fsrt  ii.  Cant.  S. 

This  Azoth  was  simply  **  laudanum  euum.^* 
But  in  his  time  he  was  commonly  believed  to 
possess  the  double  tincture  —  the  power  of  cur- 
mg  diseases  and  transmuting  metals.  Oporinus 
often  witnessed,  as  he  declares,  both  these  ef- 
fects, as  did  alJM)  Franciscus,  the  servant  of 
Paracelsus,  who  describes,  in  a  letter  to  Nean- 
der,  a  successful  projection  at  which  he  was 
present,  and  the  results  of  which,  good  golden 
mgots,  were  confided  to  his  keeping.  For  the 
other  quality,  let  the  following  notice  vouch 
aroomr  many  others  :  —  "  Degebat  Theophrss- 
tus  Norirobergie  procitusamedentibus  illius  ur- 
bis,  et  vaniloquus  deceptorqne  proclamatus,  qui, 
nt  laboranti  fame  subveniat,  viros  quoedam 
authoritatiB  summsB  in  Republica  ilia  adit,  et 
infami»  unoliendte,  artique  8U»  asserendad, 
specimen  ejus  pollicetur  editnrum,  nuUo  stipen- 
dio  vel  accepto  pretio,  horum  faciles  proben- 
tium  aures  jiissu  elephantiacos  aliquot,  a  com- 
munione  honiinnm  cseteromm  segregatos,  et  in 
valetudinarium  detrusos,  alieno  arbitrio  eligun- 
tur,  quos  virtute  singulari  remediorum  suorum 
Theophrastus  a  foeda  Grfecomm  lepra  mundat, 

Eristinteque  sanitati  restituit ;  conservat  illustre 
arum  ourationum  urbs  in  archivis  suis  testi- 
monium.^! (Bitiskius.)*  It  is  to  be  remarked 
that  Oporinus  afterwards  repented  of  his  treach- 

non  f uerit  longnvus,  non  nnlli  quoque  solvunt  per  ra- 
tiones  physioas :  vitte  nimiarum  abbraviationem  fortasse 
talibns  accidere  posse,  ab  Tincturam  freouentiore  4C 
lanriore  dosi  snmtsm,  dom  a  snmme  efBcaci  et  penetra- 
bili  huJiiR  virtute  calor  innatns  quasi  suffocatur.*'  (Oa- 
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ory^ :  **  Sed  roBipiiit  tandem,  et  quern  yivam  eon- 
vidis  inseotatiu  fuerat  deiunotam  venamtione 
prosequatuSf  inf amee  f amas  prsBceptoris  moniu 
III  remoraus  coiucieutuB  oonversi  pcBoitentia,  heu 
nimis  tarda,  vnlnera  elaiuere  ezanimi  qnn  spi- 
ranti  inflixerant."  For  these  "  bites  "  m  Opori- 
uus,  see  Disputat.  Erasti,  and  Andrea  Jooisoi 
Oratio  de  Vit,  ob  Opor*;  for  the  **  remorse.'* 
Mic.  Torita  in  pr^,  Testamenti,  andConrinicins 
(otherwise  an  enemy  of  Paraoelsna),  who  sa^  it 
was  oontained  in  a  letter  from  Oporinns  to  i)o<^- 
tor  Vegerus.* 

Whatever  the  modems  may  think  of  these 
marvellous  attributes,  the  title  of  Pamoelsns  to 
be  considered  the  fatner  of  modem  chemistry 
is  indisputable.  Gerardus  Voesius,  De  Philtu^ 
et  Philos^^  sectis,  thus  prefaces  the  ninth  section 
of  cap.  9,  De  Chymia  —  *'  Nobilem  banc  medi- 
cintB  partem,  diu  sepultam  avorum  astate,  quasi 
ab  orco  revocavit  Th.  Paracelsus.*'  I  suppose 
many  hints  lie  scattered  in  his  neglected  books, 
which  clever  appropriators  have  since  developed 
with  apolause.  Thus,  it  appears  &om  his  treat- 
ise De  Phlebotomia^  and  elsewhere,  that  he  had 
discovered  the  circulation  of  the  blood  and  the 
sangruinification  of  the  heart ;  as  did  after  him 
Realdo  Colombo,  and  still  more  perfectly  An- 
drea Ceaalpino  of  Arezzo,  as  Bayle  and  Bartoli 
observe.  £ven  Lavater  quotes  a  passage  from 
his  work  De  NcUura  Rerum^  on  practical  Physi- 
ognomy, in  which  the  definitions  and  axioms  are 
precise  enough :  he  adds,  *^  though  an  astrologi- 
cal enthusiast,  a  man  of  prodigious  genius." 
See  Holcroft's  Translation,  vol.  iii.  p.  179 — 
''  The  Eyes."  While  on  the  subject  of  the 
writings  of  Paracelsus,  I  may  explain  a  passage 
in  the  third  part  of  the  Poem.  He  was,  as  I 
have  said,  unwilling  to  publish  his  works,  but 
in  effect  did  publish  a  vast  number.  Valen- 
tius  (m  Prctfat  in  Paramyr,)  declares  **  quod  ad 
Ubrorum  Paraoeld  copiam  attinet,  audio,  a  Gler- 
manis  prope  trecentos  recenseri."  "  O  foKSun- 
ditas  ingenii  !  "  adds  he,  appositely.  Many  of 
these  were,  however,  spurious ;  and  Fred.  Bitis- 
kius  gives  his  good  edition  (3  vols.  fol.  Gen. 
](>58)  rejectis  suppoeitis  solo  ipsius  nomine 
superbientibus  quorum  ingens  circumfertnr  nu- 
merus."  The  rest  were  ''oharissimum  et  pre- 
tiosiasimum  authoris  ^ignus,  extocBum  potius  ab 
iUo  quam  obtentum.  '  ^^  Jam  minime  eo  vo- 
lente  atque  iubente  hasc  ipsius  scripta  in  luoem 
prodiase  viaentur;  <;^uippe  qiue  muro  indusa 
ipso  absente,  servi  cujusdiam  indido,  f  nrto  sur- 
repta  atque  sublata  sunt,"  says  Valentius. 
These  have  been  the  study  of  a  host  of  com- 
mentators, amongst  whose  laborB  are  most  nota- 
ble, Petri  iSeverini,  Idea  Medicines  Philoiophiee^ 
Bas.  loTl:  Mic.  Toxetis.  Onomastica^  Arg.  l.')74 ; 
Doraei,  Diet,  Parac,  Franc.  1584;  and  P^  Phil- 
cs'  Compendium  cum  acholiis  auctore  Leone 
Swtifio.    Paris.    (This  last,  a  good  book. ) 


*  A  disgraceful  affair.    One  Liechtenfela,  a 
canon,  having  been  rescued  in  extremis  by  the 
.-..-.  ♦»  q£  Paracelsus,  refused  the  stip- 


bUUD. 

laudanum 


*  For  a  good  defeooe  of  PsrscelsuA  I  refer  the  resder 
to  OUusBorrichluB'  tnaXiM*  —  Hermeti*  etc.  Sapientia 
HndieaiOt  1674.    Or,  if  be  to  no  more  lesmed  thsu  toy- 


ulatedfee,  and  was  supported  in  his  meamieaa 
by  the  authorities,  whose  interference  Paracel- 
sus would  not  brook.  His  own  liberality  was 
allowed  by  lus  bitterest  foes,  who  found  a  ready 
solution  of  his  indifference  to  profit  in  the  afore- 
said sword-handle  and  its  guest.  His  freedom 
from  the  besetting  sin  of  a  profeasion  he  ab- 
horred—(as  he  curiously  says  somewhere,  **  Quia 
qunso  deinceps  honorem  def erat  prof eesione  tali, 
quiB  a  tarn  fadnoroeis  nebulonibus  obitur  et  ad- 
ministratur  ?  " )  —  is  recorded  in  his  epat 
which  affirms  —  **  Bona  sua  in  panperes  cksi 
buenda  collocandaque  erogavit,  Aonoram^, 
ordinavit  — for  accounts  d^er. 

Page  52.  Act  I.  sc.  2.  Ija>T  Cabuslb  and 
Wbntworth. 

Lady  Carlisle,  whose  part  was  taken  by  Hdea» 
Faucit,  afterward  Lady  Martin,  was  in  histoiT 
daughter  to  the  ninth  Eari  of  Korf-hnmberlaiia. 
In  1^S&  she  had  been  for  three  years  a  widow. 

Page  71. 

...  C/Ofutyn 

To  the  low  ground  once  more  the  ignoble  TVrai, 

And  raise  the  Oenius  on  his  orb  again. 

The  term  was  a  statue  representing  the  Ro- 
man terra,  the  god  who  presides  over  boundaries. 
The  genius  was  the  image  that  represented  the 
gaardiau  spirit.  Mr.  Browning  conmienting  on 
this  passage  has  said :  "^  Suppose  the  enemies  of 
a  man  to  have  thrown  down  the  image  and  re- 

f  laced  it  by  a  mere  Term^  and  you  have  what 
put  mto  Strafford's  head."  *'  Putting  the 
Genius  on  the  pedestal  usurped^  by  the  Term 
means  —  or  tries  to  mean  —  substituting  eventu- 
ally the  true  notion  of  Strafford's  endeavor  and 
performance  in  the  world  for  what  he  conceives 
to  be  the  ignoble  and  distorted  conception  of 
these  by  his  contemporary  judge." 

Page  90.     BoCAFOU  and  Plaba. 

**  Purely  supposititious  poets.  Browning 
chooses  to  invent  them  as  types  of  two  opposite 
poetic  defects ;  Bocafoli  as  the  writer  of  stark- 
naked  or  totauy  jejune  and  inartistic  psalms: 
Plara  as  the  writer  of  petted  and  over-finikin 
sonnets."    [W.  M.  Rossktti.] 

Page  101.  Patron-friend,  Walter  Savage 
I^andor. 

Page  101.    Eyehright, 

"Stands  for  *  Euphrasia/  its  Greek  equiva- 
lent, and  refers  to  one  of  Mr.  Browning  s  old- 
est friends,'*  Miss  Euphrasia  Fanny  Hawortk. 
[Mrs.  Orr.] 

P{^  129.    A  solo. 

It  18  interesting  to  note  the  choice  of  scene  for 
Pippa  Passes  in  view  of  the  dedicatory  letter 
of  Browning's  latest  volume  Asolando.  In  a 
letter  written  on  his  first  journey  to  Italy  he 
speaks  of  ^*  delicious  Asolo. 

Page  137. 

Kate  t    The  Comoro  doubtless^  who  renounced 
The  crown  qf  Cyprus  to  be  lady  here 
At  Asolo. 

Caterina  Oomaro,  the  daughter  of  a  wealthy 
and  noble  citizen  of  Venice,  was  bom  in  14>>l. 

■elf  In  racb  matters,  I  mention  aimply  thmt  Panoelaoi 
Introduoed  the  uw  of  Menmry  sad  LMidaamn. 
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In  1471  she  married  the  king  of  Cypnu.  He 
ditid  the  next  year  and  for  seven  years  Caterina 
was  nominal  queen,  hut  Venice  compelled  her  at 
the  end  of  that  tune  to  resign,  and  gave  her  for 
residence  Castle  Asolo. 

Page  138.    Bluphocks. 

The  curious  Biblical  scholia  on  this  character 
is  Browning's  own.  It  is  said  that  the  name  was 
simply  another  way  of  speUinip  Bine  Fox,  a 
slang-phrase  for  the  Edinburgh  Keview. 

Page  168.    The  Laboratory. 

H'A/cA  ts  the  poiton  to  poison  hetj  prithee  f 

D.  G.  Roesetti's  first  waterssolor  was  an  illus^ 
tration  of  this  poem,  and  bore  beneath  it  this  line. 

Page  169.    Cristlna. 

The  Gristina  of  this  poem  is  fashioned  after 
Cristina  Maria,  daughter  of  Francis  I.,  King 
of  the  Two  JSicilies.  SShe  was  bom  in  1806 ;  was 
married  in  182^)  to  Ferdinand  VII.  King  of 
Spain ;  became  Regent  in  18<$3,  on  the  death  of 
the  king ;  and  in  1843  her  daughter  ascended  the 
throne  as  Isabel  II.  Her  life  was  given  to  in- 
trigue, and  to  the  use  of  tyrannical  power.  She 
was  hated  by  those  she  ruled,  and  despised  by 
them  because  of  her  personal  character. 

Page  175.    A  Toccata  of  Galvppi*b. 

Bfudaasere  Galuppi  was  bom  near  Venice  in 
170(5,  and  died  in  Venice  in  1785.  He  was  in 
London  for  three  or  four  years,  and  was  a  most 
prolific  composer. 

Page  17G.  You  Ve  wroth — ^in  you  day  your 
tnake  like  Apollo  ? 

^  In  a  ▼olume  of  selections  from  his  poem,  re- 
vised by  Browmuff  himself,  occurs  the  foUowing 
note  on  this  line,  by  the  noet. 

*'  A  word  on  the  line  aoout  Apollo  the  snake- 
slayer,  which  my  friend  Professor  Colvin  con- 
demns, believing  that  the  ^od  of  the  Belvedere 
grasps  no  bow,  but  the  sBgis,  as  described  in  the 
15th  Iliad.  ^  Surely  the  text  represents  that  por- 
tentous object  (^owpti',  6«infr,  aiA<Ai8a<r<ta*',  dpiwp9w4* 
—  napftapinv)  as  *  shaken  violently '  or  *  held  im- 
movably *  by  both  hands,  not  a  single  one,  and 
that  tlie  left  hand :  — 

oAAa  (TV  v'  «¥  ;(ctpc(r(rt  \afi^  alyCBa  Bwravotoiray 
and  so  on,  riir  up'  i  y  ci^  ;(cip«0'0-tv>  «X'**'  —  X*P^'^*  *X' 

arp^^a,  ir.r.A.  Moreover,  while  he  shook  it  he 
*  shouted  enormously,'  «T«ia',  cirl  S*  avnfavvtpMKi 
ti4ya.  which  the  statue  does  not.  Presently  when 
Teukros,  on  the  other  side,  plies  the  bow,  it  is 
Tofof  ixt»y  iy  x**pi  vaXivrovov.  besides,  by  the  act 
of  discharging  an  arrow,  the  right  arm  and  hand 
are  thrown  back  as  we  see,  —  a  quite  gratuitous 
and  theatrical  display  in  the  case  supposed. 
The  conjecture  of  Flaxman  that  the  statue  was 
suggested  by  the  bronze  Apollo  Alexikakos  of 
Kalamis,  mentioned  by  Pausanias,  remains  prob- 
able ;  thoui^h  the  *  hardness '  which  Cicero  con- 
siders to  distinguish  the  artistes  workmanship 
from  that  of  Muron  is  not  by  any  means  appar- 
ent in  our  marble  copy,  if  it  be  one.  —  Feb.  16, 
1880." 

Page  181. 

The  last  four  lines  of  the  ninth  section  of  Saul 
which  ended  the  first  part  in  Bells  and  Pom&- 
granateSf  were  as  follows,  1S45 :  — 


"  On  one  head  the  Jej  sad  the  pride,  even  nge  like  the 

throe 
That  opea  the  rock,  halpa  its  glad  labor,  and  l«t«  tlie 

gold  BO  — 

And  smUtion  that  aees  a  man  lead  it  —  oh,  all  of  thene 

—  all 
Combine  to  unite  in  one  oreetnre  —  Saul  I " 

PsA»  191.    Rbspectabilitt. 

**Tiiese  two  unconventional  Bohemian  lov- 
ers," says  Professor  Corson,  *''  strolling  together 
at  night,  at  their  own  sweet  will,  see  down  the 
court  along  which  they  are  strolling,  three  lam- 
pions flare,  which  indicate  some  Dig  place  or 
other  where  the  respectables  do  congregate  ;  and 
the  woman  says  to  the  companion,  with  a  humo- 
rous sarcasm.  Put  forward  your  best  foot  I  that 
18,  we  must  be  very  correct  passing  along  here 
in  this  brilliant  light.  By  the  lovers  are  evi- 
dently meant  George  Sand  (the  speaker)  and 
Jules  Sandeau,  with  whom  she  lived  in  Paris, 
after  she  left  her  husband,  M.  Dudevant.  They 
took  just  such  unconventional  night-stroUs  to- 
gether, in  the  streets  of  Paris." 

Page  194.    Thb  Guardiak  Akokl. 

The  picture  which  Browning  describes,  called 
jL'  Angela  Custode,  is  in  the  church  of  6t.  Augus- 
tine at  Fano ;  and  it  *'  represents  an  aogel  stand- 
ing with  outstretched  wings  by  a  little  child. 
The  child  is  half -kneeling  on  a  kind  of  pedestal, 
while  the  angel  joins  its  hands  in  prayer ;  its 
gaze  is  directed  upwards  towards  the  sky,  from 
which  cherubs  are  lookii^  down."  It  is  not  re- 
garded as  one  of  his  chiet  pictures,  but  it  inter- 
ested  Browning  becanse  of  the  subject,  and  its 
simple  pathos. 

Pace  194.    Alfred^  dear  friend, 

Alfred  Domett,  the  hero  of  Waring^  an  early 
friend  of  Browning,  and  at  the  time  living  in 
New  Zealand.  Mrs.  Orr  writes :  **  When  he  read 
the  apostrophe  to  *  Alfred,  dear  friend,'  he  had 
reached  the  last  line  before  it  occurred  to  him 
that  the  person  invoked  could  be  he." 

Page  264.    Ihstams  TntAiiiics. 

The  title  of  this  poem  wu  suggested  by 
Homoe's  ode.  III.  iii.  1.  beginning 

Jottam  at  tenaoem  propositi  viram, 
Koo  civium  erdor  pnva  jubentiam 
Non  vultus  inBtaatli  tynumi. 

Pa^e  264.    Warino. 

Alfred  Domett,  son  of  Nathaniel  Domett, 
was  bom  at  Camberwell  Grove,  Surrey,  Mav 
20, 1811.  His  father  wsa  a  seaman  under  Nel- 
son, and  n  gallant  sailor.  Alfred  entered  St. 
John's  College,  Cambridge,  in  1}<29 ;  but  after 
a  residence  of  three  yeara  he  left  without  grad- 
uation. His  attention  was  early  turned  to  lit- 
erature, and  in  182)2  he  published  a  volume  of 
poems.  He  also  contributed  to  Blackwood^s 
magazine  various  lyrics  which  attracted  atten- 
tion to  him  as  a  rismg  poet.  One  of  these  was 
A  Christmas  Hymn^  which  is  the  best  known  of 
all  his  poems,  and  has  been  highly  praised.  It 
may  be  found  in  several  poeticiu  collections,  and 
among  them  Festival  Poems.  In  1839,  in  the 
same  magazine,  he  published  a  poem  on  Venice. 
^  Domett  was  called  to  the  bar  in  1841,  and 
lived  in  the  Middle  Temple  with  Joseph  Ar- 
nold, who  became  Chief  Justioe  of  Bombay. 
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He  was  handDome  and  attraotiTe,  well  reooived 
in  society,  and  a  favorite  with  his  literary 
friends.  Before  this,  however,  he  had  spent  two 
years  in  travelling  in  America,  including^  a  win- 
ter in  the  backwoods  of  Canada ;  and  then  two 
years  more  in  Switzerlajid,  Italy,  and  other 
Continental  countries.  In  1842  he  was  per- 
suaded to  firo  to  New  Zealand  by  his  cousin, 
William  Young,  whose  father  was  a  largre  land 
owner  there,  in  connection  with  the  New  Zea- 
land Company.  In  May,  1842,  he  went  out  to 
that  colony  amongr  the  earliest  settlers.  It  was 
immediatelv  after  his  denarture  that  Browning 
wrote  his  Waring,  which  describes  his  friend 
very  accurately,  and  the  circumstances  of  his 
sadden  absence  from  London.  On  arriving^  in 
New  Zealand,  Domett  found  that  his  cousin  had 
just  been  drowned.  He  settled  in  the  county 
of  Wairoa,  on  the  North  IsUnd.  In  The  Gtiar- 
dian  Angel  Browning:  addressed  him  :  — 

**  Where  are  you,  dear  old  friend  ? 
How  rolls  the  Wairoa  at  your  world's  far  end  ?  ** 

Soon  after  his  arrival  Domett  was  made  a 
magfistrate  with  a  salary  of  £700  a  year.  Be- 
fore leaving:  England  Domett  was  permanentlv 
lamed  by  an  accident  to  one  of  his  leg;B,  which 
saved  his  life  soon  after  he  reached  the  colony, 
for  it  prevented  his  aooeptins:  the  invitation  oi 
some  treacherous  native  chiefs  to  a  banquet  at 
which  all  the  English  guests  were  killed.  In 
his  Narrative  of  the  Wairou  Massacre^  1843,  he 
described  this  event. 

In  1848  he  was  made  the  Colonial  Secretary 
for  the  southern  nart  of  the  North  Island  ^  and 
in  1851  he  was  also  appointed  the  Civil  beore- 
tary  for  the  whole  of  New  2«ealand,  holding 
both  offices  until  the  introduction  of  the  new 
constitution,  in  1853.  Having  resigned  these 
offices,  he  accepted  one  of  more  work  and  less 
remuneration,  as  Commissioner  of  Crown  Lands, 
and  Resident  Magistrate  at  Hawke*s  Bay;  and 
of  this  district  he  had  virtually  the  sole  official 
management.  In  1859  he  represented  the  town 
of  Nelson  in  the  House  of  Representatives,  and 
he  was  reelected  the  following  jrear. 

In  1862,  at  a  critical  moment  in  the  affairs  of 
New  Zealand,  Domett  was  called  upon  to  form 
a  new  government,  which  he  successfully  ao- 
compUshed,  becoming  the  Prime  Minister. 

In  1871j  Domett  returned  to  London,  and  took 
up  his  residence  at  Phillimore  Terrace,  Kensing^ 
ton;  and  afterwards  at  St.  Charleses  Sauare, 
North  Kensington.  He  had  married  a  nand- 
some  English  lady  while  yet  a  resident  in  New 
Zealand.  He  saw  much  of  Browning  ;  he  be- 
came an  interested  member  of  tho  Browning 
Soaiety,  and  one  of  its  vice-presidents.  *'  His 
grand  white  head,"  savs  Mr.  F.  J.  Fumivall, 

was  to  be  seen  at  all  the  Society *s  perform- 
ances and  at  several  of  its  meetings.  He  natu- 
rally preferred  Mr.  Browning's  early  works  to 
the  later  ones.  He  could  not  be  persuaded  to 
write  any  account  of  his  early  London  days. 
Mr.  Domett  produced  with  pride  his  sea-stained 
oopy  of  Browninjp's  Bdh  and  Pomegranates,  A 
stening.  manly,  independent  nature  was  Alfred 
Domett  8.    He  impressed  every  one  w^ith  whom 


he  came  in  contact,  and  is  deeply  regretted  hf 
his  remaining  friends." 

In  1872  Dometjb  published  in  London  hii 
Ranoif  and  Amphia^  a  ^outh-Sea  Day  Dream, 
a  poem  descriptive  of  New  Zealand,  its  aceneiy, 
and  the  legends  and  habits  of  the  Maori  inhabt> 
tants.  This  poem  was  afterwards  revised,  en- 
larged, and  published  in  two  volumes.  In  1877 
appeared  a  volume  of  his  short  poems,  includ- 
ing those  published  before  he  went  to  New  Zea- 
land, under  the  title  of  Flotsam  and  Jetsawiy 
Rhmts  Old  and  New.    [G.  W.  Cookb.] 

Page  280. 


He  settled  Hoti's business  —  let  it  be! 

Properly  based  Oun  — 

Gat>e  us  the  doctrine  qfthe  enditic  De. 

—  Hoti  is  the  Greek  particle  on,  that,  etc.  — 
Oun  is  the  Greek  parade  ovv,  then,  now  then, 
etc.  —  The  enclitic  De  is  the  Greek  flc,  which 
Browning  refers  to  in  a  letter  to  the  London 
Daily  News  of  Nov.  21,  1874 :  ''  To  the  Editor 
Sir,  —  In  a  clever  article  this  morning  you 
Sfwak  of  *  the  doctrine  of  enclitio  De  ^  —  ^  whidi. 
with  all  deference  to  Mr.  Browning,  in  point  oi 
fact  does  not  exist.*  No,  not  to  Mr.  Browning : 
but  pray  defer  to  Herr  Buttmann,  whose  fifth 
list  of  *  enclitics  |  ends  with  *  the  inseparable 
De '  —  or  to  Curtius,  whose  fifth  list  ends  abo 
with  *  De  (meaning  *^  towards  "  and  as  a  denum- 
strative  appendage).*  That  this  is  not  to  be 
confounded  with  the  accentuated  *  De,  meanini; 
but  *  was  the  *  doctrine '  which  the  Grammarian 
bequeathed  to  those  capable  of  receiving  it.  —  I 
am,  sir,  yours  obediently,  R.  B." 
Page  287.    Childb  Kolakd  to  thb  Dark 

TOWBBCAMB. 

In  an  article  describing  a  visit  to  the  poet. 
Rev.  John  W.  Chadwick  speaks  of  this  tapestiy 
and  Mr.  Browning^s  comments  on  the  poem  :  — 

**  Upon  the  lengthwise  wall  of  the  room,  above 
the  Italian  furniture,  somhre  and  richly  carved, 
was  a  long,  wide  band  of  tapestry,  on  which  I 
thouf  ht  I  recognized  the  miserable  hoise  of 
Childe  Roland^s  pilgrimage :  — 

'*  *  One  stiff  blind  horae,  his  every  bone  s-atare. 
Stood  stupefied,  however  he  came  there : 

Thniflt  oat  part  aenrioe  from  the  devjl*a  atnd  t ' 

I  asked  Mr.  Browning  if  the  beast  of  tiie  tapes- 
try was  the  beast  of  the  poem  ;^  and  he  said  yes, 
and  descanted  somewhat  on  ms  lean  mous^ue- 
ity.  But  only  a  Browning  could  have  evolved 
the  stanzas  of  the  poem  from  the  woven  image. 
I  further  asked  him  if  he  had  said  that  he  only 
wrote  Childe  Roland  for  its  realistic  imagerr, 
without  any  moral  purpose,  — a  notion  to  wiiieh 
Mrs.  Sutherland  Qhrr  has  given  cnrrencv;  and 
he  protested  that  he  never  nad.  When  I  asked 
him  if  constancv  to  an  ideal  —  *  He  that  endnr- 
eth  to  the  end  snaU  be  saved  *  —  was  not  a  snffi- 
oient  understanding  of  the  central  nurpose  of 
the  poem,  he  said.    Yes,  just  about  tnaL*  *^ 

Page  «337.    Artemis  Froi/kjizsa. 

Mrs.  Orr  prints  in  her  Handbook  a  note  from 
Brownine  with  reference  to  the  attacks  upon 
him  for  the  form  he  adopted  in  the  printing  of 
Greek  names.    It  is  in  reply  to  an  aziiole  in  the 
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Nineteenth  Century ^  for  Jwiuary.  ited,  wntteu 
by  Mr.  Frederick  Harriaon.  I  have  just 
noticed,*'  wrote  Browning,  **  in  this  month's 
Nineteenth  Century  that  it  is  inquired  by  s  hu- 
morous objector  to  the  practice  of  speUing  (un- 
der exceptional  conditions^  Greek  proper  names 
as  they  are  spelled  in  Greek  literature,  whv  the 
same  principle  should  not  be  adopted  by  JE^gyp- 
tolonstSf  Hebraists,  iSanscrittists,  Accadians, 
Moabites,  Uittites,  and  Ouneiformists  ?  Adopt 
it  by  fdl  means  whenever  the  particular  lan- 
guage enioyed  by  any  fortunate  possessor  of 
these  shall,  like  Greek,  have  been  for  about 
three  hundred  years  insisted  upon  in  England, 
as  an  acquisition  of  paramomit  importance  at 
school  and  college,  for  every  aspirant  to  distinc- 
tion in  learning,  even  at  the  cost  of  six  or  seven 
yewrs'  study  —  a  sacrifice  considered  well  worth 
making  for  even  an  imperfect  acquaintance  with 
the  most  i>erfect  language  in  the  world.  Fur- 
ther, it  will  be  adopted  whenever  the  letters 
substituted  for  those  in  ordinary  English  use 
shall  do  no  more  than  represent  to  the  unschol- 
arly  what  the  scnolar  accepts  without  scrapie, 
when,  for  the  hundredth  time,  he  reads  the 
word  which,  for  once,  he  has  occasion  to  write 
in  English,  and  which  he  concludes  must  be  as 
euphonic  as  the  rest  of  a  languiHpe  renowned  for 
euphonv.  And  finally,  the  practice  will  be 
adoptea  whenever  the  substituted  letters  effect 
no  sort  of  organic  change,  so  as  to  jostle  Uie 
word  from  its  pride  of  plaoe  in  Knglisn  verse  or 
prose.  *  Themistokles  '  fits  in  quied^  every- 
where, with  or  without  the  *  k  ;  'out  m  a  cer- 
tain poetical  translation  I  remember  by  a  young 
friend,  of  the  Anabasis^  beginning  thus  felici- 
tously, *  Cyrtis  the  Great  anaArtaxerxes  ( Whose 
temper  bloodier  than  a  Turk^s  is)  Were  children 
bom  qf  the  mild^  pious,,  And  happy  monarch 
King  Darius  ;  who  fails  to  see  that,  although  a 
correct  *  Kuraush '  may  pass,  yet  *  Darayavash  * 
dirturbe  the  metre  as  well  as  the  rhyme  ?  It 
seems,  however,  that  '  Themistokles '  may  be 
winked  at ;  not  so  the  *  harsh  and  subversive 
**  Kirke.''  '  But  let  the  objector  ask  somebody 
with  no  knowledge  to  subvert,  how  he  supposes 
*  Circe  *  is  spelled  in  Greek,  and  the  answer  will 
be,  'With  a  soft  c.'  Inform  him  that  no  such 
letter  exists,  and  he  guesses,  '  Then  witii  5,  if 
there  be  anything  like  it.*  Tell  him  that  to  eye 
and  ear  eaually,  his  own  k  answers  the  purpose, 
and  you  nave  at  all  events  taught  him  that 
much,  if  little  enough  —  and  why  does  he  live 
unless  to  learn  a  little  I "  This  note  is  signed 
''  K.  B."  Its  date  is  January  4,  1886. 
Page  M\.     Johannes  Aorigola  in  Mbdi- 
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Antinomians,  so  denominated  for  rejecting 
the  Law  as  a  thing  of  no  use  under  the  Gospel 
dispensation :  they  say,  that  good  works  do  not 
further,  nor  evil  works  hinder  salvation  ;  that 
the  child  of  God  cannot  sin,  that  God  never 
chastiBeth  him,  that  murder,  drunkenness,  ete., 
are  sins  Id  the  wicked  but  not  in  him,  that  the 
child  of  grace  being  once  assured  of  salvation, 
afterwards  never  doubteth,  .  .  .  that  God  doth 
not  love  any  man  for  his  holineas,  that  sane* 
tification  is  no  evidence  of  justification,  eto. 


ruutaiiuSj  in  his  CaUdomte  qf  Heresies^  says 
John  Aimcola  was  the  autnor  of  tliu  sect,  A.  d. 
IS60:  Dictionary  qfall  Religions,  170^.'' 

"  Browning,'*  says  Mr.  Cooke,  **  does  not  cor 
rectly  represent  the  teachings  of  Agricola, 
though  his  poem  is  correct  so  far  as  many  An- 
tinomians are  concerned.  Agricola  held  that 
the  Law  and  the  Gospel  are  incompatible,  that 
the  Law  is  only  for  the  Jew,  and  that  the  spirit 
of  Christ  abolishes  it  for  the  Christian.  The 
mural  obligations,  however,  he  held  were  for 
the  Christian  as  much  as  for  anv  other  penon. 
In  the  New  Testament  he  founa  all  Uie  princi- 
ples and  motives  necessary  to  give  true  impulse 
and  guidance  to  the  Christian.^  It  was  the  use 
made  of  his  teachings  by  fanatics  which  cast  an 
odium  on  the  name  of  Antinomians  j  and  it  is 
this  fanatical  and  sentimental  religion  which 
Browning  has  interpreted  correctly  in  his  poem. 
Many  of  the  Antinomians  taught  what  is  attrib- 
uted to  them  in  the  Dictionary  <if  aU  Religions, 
from  which  Browning  quoted  when  his  poem 
was  first  published. '' 

Pagre  348.  The  Bishop  orders  his  Tomb. 

**  r  know  no  other  piece  of  modern  English, 
prose  or  poetry,  in  which  there  is  so  ranch  told, 
as  in  these  lines,  of  the  Renaiasance  spirit,  —  its 
worldliness,  inconsistency,  pride,  hypocrisy,  hg- 


norance  of  itself,  love  of  art,  of  luxury,  and  of 
good  Latin.  ^  It  is  nearly  all  that  I  said  of  the 
central  Renaissance  in  tnirty  pages  of  the  Stones 
qf  Venice,  put  into  as  many  lines,  Browning*s 
being  also  tne  antecedent  work.  The  worst  of 
it  is  that  this  kind  of  concentrated  writing  needs 
so  much  solution  before  the  reader  can  fairly 
get  the  good  of  it,  that  people^s  patience  fails 
them,  and  thejr  give  the  thing  up  as  insoluble : 
though,  truly,  it  ought  to  be  to  the  current  ox 
common  thought  like  Saladin's  talisman,  dipped 
in  dear  water,  not  soluble  alt<Mrether,  nut 
making  the  element  medicinal.*'  [John  Rub- 
kin.] 

Page  387.  Is  not  his  love  at  issue  still  with 
sin, 

in  the  first  edition  there  followed  this  line  : 
Closed  with  and  ca^  and  conquered,  crucified, 

PageH02.    Balaustion's  Adventure. 

Mr.  Richard  G.  Moulton,  in  the  TransaC' 
tions  <^  the  Browning  Society,  1890-lh91,  offers 
a  detailed  critidBm  of  Browning^s  ]>oem  as  a  re- 
production of  the  thought  of  Euripides,  espe- 
cially in  regard  to  the  character  of  Admetus. 
The  chief  points  will  be  found  in  Berdoe's 
The  Browning  Cyclopaedia, 

Page  699.     Prince  Hohenbtiel-Sghwan' 

OAU. 

Of  the  description  of  the  succession  of  Roman 
high  priests,  Mrs.  Orr  says :  ^^  Mr.  Browning 
desires  me  to  say  that  he  has  been  wrong  in 
associating  this  custom  with  the  little  temple 
by  the  river  Clitumnus,  which  he  describes 
from  personal  knowledge.  That  to  which  the 
tradition  refeis  stood  by  die  lake  of  Nerai." 

Page  736.  Red  Cotton  Night -Cap 
Country. 

The  equivalents  in  point  of  fact  of  names  are 
as  follows. 

The  Firm  Miranda  =  Mellerio  Brothers. 
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St.  Rambert=St.  Aubin.  Joyenx,  Joyona- 
Qard  =  Lion,  Lionease. 

Vire  =  Caen. 

St.  Raiiiberte0e=St.  AubineBe. 

Londrw  =  DouTres. 

London  =  Dover.  La^  Roche  =  Gouroelle. 
Monlieu  =Benii^re8.  Villenenve  =  Langrnne. 
Pons  =  Lue.    La  Raviasante  =  La  DdUvrande. 

Raimbaux  =  Bayenx.  Morillon  =  Hugonin. 
Mireoourt  =  Bonneohoee. 

New  York=  Madrid. 

Clairvanx  =TailleTille.  Gbnthier  =  B4ny. 
Rooflseau  =  Voltaire.    L^onoe  =  Antoine. 

Of  ''  Firm  Miranda,  London  and  New  York  *' 
c:  **"  Mellerio  Brothers ; ''  Meller,  people  lay. 

Rare  Viflsante  =  Dell  Yvrande.  Aldabert= 
Regnobert.  £ldobert=Ragnobert.  Mailleyille 
=  Beaiidoin.  Chaamont=Qnelen.  Vertga- 
lant  =  Talleyrand. 

RavisBantish  =  D^livrandish. 

Clara  de  MilleflenrB=  Anna  de  Beaupr^. 
Coliseum  Street  =  Miromemil  Street. 

Steiner = Mayer.  Commeroy = Larocy .  Sierok 
=  Metz. 

Muhlhaosen  =  Debacker.  Garlino  Centofanti 
=  Miranda  di  Mongino. 

Portugal  =  Italy. 

Vaillant  =  M^nel. 

'niirty-three=  Twenty-fiye. 

Beanmont  =  Pasquier. 

Soeaux  =  Garges. 

The  '*  grade  *'  recommended  to  Miranda  was 
M.  Joseph  Milaandf  who  was  always  at  St. 
Anbin  dnring  the  bathing  season,  and  who  was 
an  old  f riimd  of  Browning^s. 

Lno  de  la  Mataon  Rouge  =  Jean  de  la  Becqne- 
ti&re.    Claise  =  Vire.    Maude  =  Anne. 

Dion3rBin8=Eliezer.  Soholastioa= Elizabeth. 

Twentieth  =  Thirteenth. 

Fricquot  =  Pioot. 

Page  802.    My  Kirkup, 

Baron  Kirkup,  a  connoisseur  in  literatnre 
and  art,  who  waa  numbered  amonfp  BrownioK^a 
Florentine  frienda.  He  waa  ennobled  by  the 
Kin^  of  Italy,  becauae  of  hia  literaiy  and  pa- 
triotic aenrioea  to  hia  country.  He  diaooTered 
a  portrait  of  Dante  in  the  Bargello  at  Florence. 

Page  827.    Epilooub. 

The  poet  referred  to  ia  Mra.  Bxowning  in 
Wine  qf  Cypnu, 

Page  880.    IvAn  IvXkovitch. 

Mr.  Nathan  Haakell  Dole,  the  author  of  a 
History  <^  Russia^  and  the  tranalator  of  Tolstoi 
and  other  Ruaaian  authors,  fumiahes  for  Mr. 
Cooke*a  Browning  Guide  Book  the  following: 
notea :  — 

"  A  verst  la  about  .06  of  a  mile  (3600  feet).  — 
I  takelt  the  highway  broad  and  straight  from  the 
Neva's  mouth  to  Moseow^s  gates  of  gold  mnat 
refer  to  the  le^nd  that  when  the  first  railroad 
waa  built  from  one  city  to  the  other,  the  £m> 
neror  Nicholas  ordered  that  it  ahould  run  abao- 
lutely  8traM?ht,  hiraaelf  markinfp  it  with  a  roler 
on  the  map.  I  do  not  think  the  old  hiifh way  ran 
atraigrht.  —  ludn  Ivdnovitch  is  equivalent  to 
John  Johnson,  or  more  correctly  Jack  Jackson, 
Iv^n  beiuff  the  familiar  of  lohnn,  John.    The 


ending  vitck,  however,  ia  not  exactly  an  eqaiTa- 
lent  to  son;  it  really  means  father.  — Droug^ 
mure  correctly  spelt  druk  (prununnoed  drook), 
means  friend.  —  Browning:  a  mothtrkin  eoR«> 
sponds  to  the  Russian  matushka^  and  is  an  en- 
dearing  diminutive  of  mtU^  muther ;  it  is  al- 
ways applied  to  any  old  peaisant  woman;  it  is  a 
familiar  form  of  aadresa,  often  applied  to  any 
woman  or  even  girl.  —  VdssUi  (accented  by 
Brownine  incorrectly  on  the  first  syllable;  ahould 
be  spelt  VasUi  :  it  is  our  BaaiL  —  Lukeria  is  a 
colloquial  form  of  Glikeria^  Glyeera  ;  the  proper 
diminutive  is  Lusha  and  also  Lushka,  —  Hrown- 
ing  makes  one  odd  mistake  in  the  poem ;  it  would 
be  impossible  for  the  breath  to  go  up  straight 
when  the  people  were  riding  faat  in  a  Roasiaa 
8ledffe.-*-He  speaks  of  twin  pigtons;  the  most 
famfliar  term  of  endearment  m  R  jsaian  is  golmb- 
chik,  which  ia  the  diminutive  of  the  wora  for 
pigeon.  —  Stibpka  ia  the  proper  diminutive  of 
Stepdin,  Stephen ;  the  to  merely  repreeenta  the 
aonnd  of  the  e  (aa  in  yelk)  with  which  it  is  writ- 
ten in  Ruaaian. —  Pope  ahould  not  be  with  a 
capital ;  it  aimnbr  meana  priest.  —  Marpha 
should  be  spelt  mar/a ;  it  is  our  Martha,  bat 
the  Russians  cannot  pronounce  th  ;  they  repre- 
sent it  by/.  —  PomescAiib  should  be  pomyiaAik; 
it  means  merely  a  landed  proprietor.  —  Sidrotta 
IB  correctly  accented :  it  is  the  bailiff  of  a  vil- 
hise,  alao  overseer,  mapector ;  it  merely  means 
old  man  (from  stdrost,  old  age,  aiar^  old.)  — 
Kremlin  ia  better  kreml ;  it  ia  any  f  ortareaa,  but 
especially  the  for  trees  of  Moscow.  —  Kdtia  m 
the  dimmutive  of  Yekatertna,  Katherine. — 
Kblokol  ia  pronoonced  as  thoug:h  it  were  two 
syllables,  accent  on  the  first.  —  I  am  not  certain 
about  the  correctneas  of  Teribscha,  It  should 
have  no  c :  nor  should  Stescha.^^ 
Page  899.    Pubtro  op  Abano. 

**  Btudisado  le  mle  oifte  col  oompuso, 

RUevo  che  wu6  presto  Mtterrm, 
Parchi  del  mio  taper  ai  in  gnm  chisMO, 

E  ^*  Ignonudti  m*  hanno  moaao  gnerra." 

Said  to  have  been  found  in  a  well  at  Abano  in 
the  last  century.  They  were  extemporaneously 
£nf  lisfaed  thus :  not  as  Father  Prout  chose  to 
prefer  them :  — 

Studying  my  oiphera  with  the  eompaaa, 
I  reokoD — I  aoon  ahall  be  below-ground ; 

Becauae,  ol  my  lore  folk  make  great  nimpoa, 
Aud  war  on  myaelf  makea  each  dull  rogue  round. 

R.  B. 

Page  914.    Cbistina  and  Mokaldbscbi. 
^  The  subjects  of  this  poem  are  Queen  Chris- 
tina of  Sweden,  daugrhter  of  Ghiatavua  Adol- 
phna,  and  her  master  of  horse. 

PaffeOSfi.    With  Danikl  Babtou. 

A  learned  and  ingenious  writer.  **  Fn  Ge- 
Buita  e  Storico  della  Compafpiia ;  onde  nnrisss 
hm^hisaime  atorie,  le  quali  sarebbero  lette  se 
non  fossero  ripiene  trabocoanti  di  tntte  le 
superstizioni.  .  .  .  Egli  vi  ha  ficeati  deatro 
tanti  miraeoloni,  che  diviene  una  noia  insop- 
portabile  a  chiunqne  vof^lia  le«r9are  quelle 
storie :  e  anche  a  me,  non  mi  bast6  Pamimo  di 
prosegruiremoltoavanti.''  —  Akoku>  CsBum. 
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III.     A  LIST  OF  MR.   BROWNING'S 
POEMS  AND   DRAMAS 

ARRANGED   IN   THE  ORDER  OF  FIRST  PUBLICA- 
TION  IN    BOOK  FORM 

Ths  following  list  is  drawn  from  the  oarefnl 
Bibliography,  prepared  by  Mr.  Thomas  J. 
Wise,  and  published  in  The  Athenaeum  for  Aor 
gust  11,  25,  September  29,  October  27, 1894. 

1833.  Pauline :  A  Fragment  of  a  Confession. 

1835.  Paracelsus. 

1837.  Strafford :  An  Historical  Tragedy. 

1840.  Sordello. 

1841.  Bells  and  Pomegranates.    No.  I.  Pippa 


1842.  Bells  and  Pomegranates.    No.  II.  King 

Victor  and  King  Charles. 

1843.  Bells  and  Pomegranates.   No.  III.   Dra- 

matic Lyrics. 

Contents 

Cavalier  Tunes : 

(1)  Marching  Along. 

(2)  Give  a  Rouse. 

(:5)  My  Wife  Gertrude. 
Italy  and  France. 
Camp  and  Cloister. 
In  a  Gondola. 
Artemis  Prologizes. 
Waring. 
Queen-Worship. 

(1)  Rudel  and  the  Lady  of  Tripoli. 

(2)  Cristina. 
Madhouse  Cells. 

Through  the  Metidja  to  Abd-el-Kadr. 

1842. 
The  Pied  Piper  of  Hamelin. 
1843.    BeUs  and  Pomegranates.  No.  IV.    The 

Return  of  the  Druses.    A  Tragedy  in 

five  Acts. 

1843.  Bells  and  Pomegranates.     No.   V.     A 

Blot  in  the  'Soutoheon.   A  Tragedy  in 
three  Acts. 

1844.  Bells  and  Pomegranates.    No.  VI.    Co- 

lombe^R  Birthday.  A  Play  in  five  Acts. 

1845.  Bells  and  Pomegranates.    No.  VIL  Dra- 

matic Romances  and  Lyrics. 

Contents 

"How   they  brought  the  Good   News 

from  Ghent  to  Aix.^' 
Pictor  Ignotus. 
Italy  in  Engbuid. 
England  in  Italy. 
The  Lost  Leader. 
The  Lost  Mistress. 
Home  Thoughts  from  Abroad. 
The  Tomb  at  St.  Praxed's. 
Garden  Fancies : 

(1)  The  Flower's  Name. 

(2)  Sibrandus  Schafnaburgensis. 
France  and  Spain : 

(1)  The  Laboratory. 

(2)  The  Confpssional. 
The  Flight  of  the  Duchess. 
Earth's  Imm<nrtalities. 


Song:  "Nay  but  yon,  who  do  not  love 
her," 

The  Boy  and  the  Angal. 

Night  and  Morning. 

Claret  and  Tokay. 

Saul. 

Time's  Revenges. 

The  Glove. 
1846.  Bells  and  Pomegranates.    No.VIILand 
last.    Luria ;  and  A  Soul's  Tragedy. 
1850.  Christmas-Eve  and  Easter-Day. 
1855.   Cleon. 

1865.  The  Statue  and  the  Bust. 
1855.  Men  and  Women.    In  two  yolnmes. 

Contents.    I. 

Love  among  the  Ruins. 

A  Lovers'  Quarrel. 

Evelyn  Heme. 

Up  at  a  Villa  — down  in  the  City.    (As 

Distinguished  by  an  Italian  Person  of 

QnaUty.) 
A  Woinan's  Last  Word. 
Fra  Lippo  Lippi. 
A  Toccata  of  Galuppi's. 
By  the  Fireside. 
Any  Wife  to  An^r  Husband. 
An  Epistle  containingUie  Strange  Medi- 
cal Experience  of  Karahish,  uie  Arab 
Physician. 
Mesmerism. 

A  Serenade  at  the  Villa. 
My  Star. 

Instans  Tyrannus. 
A  Pretty  Woman. 
"Childe  Rohind    to  the    Dark    Tower 

came." 
Respectability. 
A  Li^t  Woman. 
The  Statue  and  the  Bust. 
Love  in  a  Life. 
Life  in  a  Love. 

How  it  strikes  a  Contemporary. 
The  Last  Ride  Together. 
The  Patriot  —  An  Old  Story. 
Master  Hugues  of  Saze-Gotha. 
Bishop  Blougram's  Apology. 
Memorabilia. 

Contents.    H. 

Andrea  del  Sarto.  (Called  "  The  Fault- 
less Piunter.") 

Before. 

After. 

In  Three  Days. 

In  a  Fear. 

Old  Pictures  in  Florence. 

In  a  Balcony.  —  First  Part. 

In  a  Balcony.  —  Second  Part. 

In  a  Balcony.  —  Third  Part. 

Saul. 

"DeGustibus-" 

Women  and  Roses. 

Protus. 

Holy-Cross  Dav.  (On  which  the  Jews 
were  forced  to  attend  an  Annual 
Christian  Sermon  in  Rome.) 
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The  Gnardian-Angel :  A  Picture  at  Fano. 

Cleon. 

The  Twine. 

Popularity. 

The  Uerudo^s  Tragedy.    A  Middle- Age 

Interlude. 
Two  in  the  Campa^i:na. 
A  Grammarian's  Funeral. 
One  Way  of  Love. 
Another  Way  of  Love. 
^^Transcendentaliam : '*    A     Poem    in 

Twelve  Books. 
Misconceptions. 
One  Word  More.    To  E.  B.  B. 
18G4.    Gold  Hair :  A  Legend  of  Poinio. 
Dramatis  Personam. 

Contents 

James  Lee. 

Gold  Hair :  A  Legend  of  Pomic. 

The  Worst  of  it. 

I^  Aliter  Visum ;  or,  Le  Byron  de  Nos 
Jours. 

Too  Late. 

Aht  Vogler. 

Rahbi  Ben  Ezra. 

A  Death  in  the  Desert. 

Caliban  upon  Setebos ;  or  Natural  Theo- 
logy in  the  Island. 

Confessions. 

May  and  Death. 

Prospice. 

Youth  and  Art. 

A  Face. 

A  Likeness. 

Mr.  Sludge.  ^  The  Medium.'' 

Apparent  Failure. 

Epilogue. 
1868.    The  Ring  and  the  Book. 
1871.     Balaustion's    Adventure:  Including  a 
Transcript  from  Euripides. 

1871.  Prince   Hohenstiel-Schwangau,  Saviour 

of  Society. 

1872.  Fifine  at  the  Fair. 

1873.  Red  Cotton  Night-cap  Country,  or  Turf 

and  Towers. 
1875.    Aristophanes'    Apology :     Including    a 
Transcript  from  Euripides,  Being  the 
Last  Adventure  of  Balaustion. 

1875.  The  Inn  Album. 

1876.  Paochiarotto,  and  How  he  Worked  in 

Distemper:  with  other  Poems. 

Contents 
Prologue. 
Of  Pacchiarotto,  and  How  he  Worked  in 

Distemper. 
At  the ''Mermaid." 
House. 
Shop. 

Pisgah-Sights.  (1). 
Pisgah-Sights.  (2). 
Fears  and  Scruples. 
Natural  Magic. 
Magical  Nature. 
Bifurcation. 
Numpholeptos. 


1879. 


1880. 


1883. 


1884. 


1887. 


Appearanoee. 

St.  martinis  Summer. 

Herv^  Kiel. 

A  For^yeness. 

Cenoiaja. 

Filippo  Baldinuooi  on  the 

Burial. 
Epilogue. 

1877.  The  Agamemnon  of  .fischylaa. 

1878.  LaSaisiax. 

The  Two  Poets  of  Croisic. 
Dramatic  Idyls. 


Contents 

Martin  Relph. 

I^eidippides. 

Halbert  and  Hob. 

Iv4n  Ivknovitoh. 

Tray. 

NedBratts. 

Dramatic  Idyls ;  Second  Series. 

Contents 
EcheUoe. 
CUve. 
Mul^keh. 
Pietro  of  Abano. 

Doctor . 

Pan  and  Luna. 
Joooeeria. 

Contents 

Wanting  is  — What? 

Donald. 

Solomon  and  Balkis. 

Cristina  and  Monaldeschi. 

Mary  Wollstonecraft  and  Foseli. 

Adam,  Lilith,  and  Eve. 

Ixion. 

Jochanan  Hakkadosh. 

Never  the  Time  and  the  Place. 

Pambo. 

Ferishtah's  Fancies. 

Contents 

Prologue. 

The  Esgle. 

The  Melon-Seller. 

Shah  Abbas. 

The  Family. 

The  Sun. 

MihrabShah. 

A  Camel-Driver. 

Two  Camels. 

Cherries. 

Plot  Culture. 

A  Pillar  at  Sebzevar. 

A  Bean-Stripe :  also  Apple-Eating. 

Epilogue. 

Parleyings  with  certain  People  of  import- 
ance in  their  day:  To  wit:  Beraard 
de  Mandeville,  Daniel  Bartoli,  Christo- 
pher Smart,  George  Bubb  Dodington, 
Francis  Furini,  Gerard  de  Lairesee, 
and  Charles  Avison.  Introduced  bv 
A  ninlogue  between  Apollo  and  the 
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Fates :  oondaded  by  another  between 
John  Fust  and  his  Friends. 
1890.    Asolando :  Fancies  and  Facts. 

Contents 
Prologroe. 
Rosny. 
Dabiety. 
Now. 
Hnmility. 
Poeties. 

Snmmnm  Bonam. 
A  Pearl,  A  Girl. 
Speenlative. 
White  Witchcraft. 
Bad  Dreams :  I. 

"     n. 

••        •*       IIL 


Bad  Dreams :  IV. 

Inapprehenstveness. 

Wluoh? 

The  Cardinal  and  the  Dog. 

The  Pope  and  the  Net. 

The  Bean-Feast. 

Muckle-month  Meg. 

Arcades  Ambo. 

The  Ladv  and  the  Painter. 

Ponte  deir  Ang^elo,  Venice. 

Beatrice  Signorini. 

Flnte-Mnsio,  with  an  Accompaniment. 

**  Imperante  Augusto  natos  est  —  *' 

Deyelopment. 

Rephan. 

ReTerie> 

Epilogue. 
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Abont  tbat  Btnmgestf  saddest,  sweetest  soogf 

602. 
A  certain  neighbor  lying  siok  to  death,  932. 
Ah.  but  —  because  yon  were  stmok  blind,  ooold 

bless,  970. 
Ah,  but  how  each  loved  each.  Marquis !  914. 
Ah,  did  yon  once  S3e  Shelley  plain,  19o. 
Ah,  George  Bubb  Dodington  Lord  Meloombe, 
—  no,  961. 

Ah,  Lovej  but  a  day,  373. 
Ah,  the  bird-like  fluting,  999. 
A  king  liyed  long  ago,  140. 
All  I  believed  is  true,  256. 
Alllcansayis  — Isawitl  811. 
All  June  I  bound  the  rose  in  sheaves,  190. 
All  service  ranks  the  same  with  God,  145. 
All  *s  over  then  :  does  truth  sound  bitter,  170. 
All  that  I  know,  185. 
All  the  breath  and  the  bloom  of  the  year  in  the 

bag  of  one  bee,  V)88. 
Among  these  latter  busts  we  count  by  scores,  283. 
And  so,  here  happily  we  meet,  fair  friend,  7<36. 
And  so  you  found  tnat  poor  room  dull,  814. 
**  And  what  might  that  bold  man's  annonnce- 

ment  be,"  \^i. 
Anyhow,  onoe  full  Dervish,  youngsters  came, 

930. 
A  Rabbi  told  me :  On  the  day  allowed,  906. 
A  simple  ring  with  a  single  stone,  988. 
As  I  nde,  as  I  ride,  Vi5, 
Ask  not  one  least  word  of  praise  !  941. 
"  As  like  as  a  Hand  to  another  Hand  1 "  375. 
At  the  midnight  in  the  silence  of  the  sleep-time, 

1007. 
"Ay,  but,  Ferishtah,"  —  a  disciple  smiriced, 

939. 
Ay,  this  same  midnight,  by  this  chair  of  mine, 

952. 

Beautiful  Evelyn  Hope  is  dead  f  171. 
Boot,  saddle,  to  horse,  and  away  I  163. 
But  do  not  let  us  quarrel  any  more,  346. 
But  give  them  me,  the  mouth,  tiie  eyes,  the 
browl  395. 

Christ  God,  who  savest  man,  save  most,  202. 
Cleon  the  poet,  from  the  sprinkled  isles,  358. 
Come  close  to  me,  dear  friends ;  still  closer ; 

thnsl  12. 
Crescenzio,  the    Pope's  Legate  at  the  High 

Council,  Trent,  991. 

Dared  and  done :  at  last  I  stand  upon  the  sum- 
mit. Dear  and  True  I  849. 

Dear  and  great  Angel,  would'st  thou  only  leave, 
194. 

Dear,  had  the  world  in  its  caprice,  191. 


Dervish  —  though  yet  un-dervished,  call  him 

so,  929. 
Don,  the  divinest  women  that  have  walked,  965. 

"'  Enter  my  palace,"  if  a  prince  should  say,  947. 
Escape  me  ?  1^1. 

Eyes,  calm  beside  thee  (Lady,  oouldst  thou 
know  I)  11. 

"Fame  I"  Yes,  I  said  it  and  you  read  it.  First, 

859. 
Fear  death  ?  —  to  feel  the  fog  in  my  throat,  395. 
Fee,  faw,  f  nm  I  bubble  and  squeak !  281. 
Fire  is  in  the  flint :  true,  onoe  a  spark  esoapes, 

934. 
First  1  salute  this  soil  of  the  blessed,  river  and 

rock,  877. 
Fhune  at  my  footfall,  Parnassus !    Apollo,  948. 
Flower  — I  never   fancied,    jewel  — I  profess 

you  I  812. 
Flower  o'  the  broom,  342. 
Fortii,  Fortii,  my  beloved  one,  260. 
Frowned  the  Laird  on  the  Lord :  So,  red-handed 

1  catch  thee?  993. 

Give  her  but  a  least  excuse  to  love  me,  137. 

Going  his  rounds  one  day  in  Ispahan,  920. 

GJoldoni  — good,  gay,  sunniest  of  souls,  910. 

Good,  to  forgive,  849. 

Grand  rough  old  Martin  Luther,  266. 

Grow  old  along  with  me  !  3H3. 

Gr-r-r  —  there  go,  my  heart's  abhorrence  I  167, 

Had  I  but  plenty  of  money,  money  enough  and 

to  spare,  174. 
Hamelin  Town 's  in  Brunswick,  268. 
Heap  cassia,  sandal-buds  and  ntripes,  36. 
**  Heiorho,"  yawned  one  day  King  Francis,  256. 
Here  is  a  story,  shall  stir  you  !  Stand  up,  Gh«eks 

dead  and  gone,  892. 
Here  is  a  thing  that  happened.     Like  wild 

beasts  whelped,  for  den,  K79. 
Here 's  my  case.    Of  old  I  used  to  love  hxir 

81L 
Here  's  the  garden  she  walked  across,  166. 
Here  's  to  Nelson's  memory!  166. 
Here  was  I  with  my  arm  and  heart,  «M). 
He  was  the  man  —  Pope  Siztns,  that  Fifth,  that 

swineherd's  son,  992. 
High  in  the  dome,   suspended,   of  Hell,  sad 

triumph,  behold  us,  916. 
Hist,  but  a  word,  fair  and  soft !  196. 
How  I  lived,  ere  ray  human  life  began,  1004. 
How  of  his  fate,  the  Pilgrims'  soldier-guide, 

936. 
How  strange  I  —  but,  first  of  all,  the  little  fact 

974. 
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How  yerv  hard  it  is  to  be^  327. 

How  well  I  know  what  I  mean  to  do,  185. 

I  am  a  goddess  of  the  ambrosial  courts,  337. 
I  am  a  painter  who  cannot  paint,  137. 
I  am  indeed  the  personage  you  know,  817. 
I  am  poor  brother  Lippo,  by  your  leave  I  342. 
I  and  Clive  were  friends — and  why  not?  bVS. 
I  could  have  painted  pictures  like  that  youth  ^s, 

341. 
I  dream  of  a  red-rose  tree,  193. 
If  a  stranger  passed    the  tent  of  Hteyn,  he 

cried  '*  A  churl's  I  '*  897. 
If  one  could  have  that  little  head  of  hers,  396. 
If  you  and  I  could  change  to  beasts,  what 

beast  should  either  be  ?  §69. 

hear  a  voice,  perchance  I  heard,  22. 

know  a  Mount,  the  gracious  Sun  peroetws, 

361. 

know  there  shall  dawn  a  day,  1005. 

leaned  on  the  turf,  374. 

—  *'  Next  Poet  ?  "    No,  my  hearties,  807. 

onlv  knew  one  poet  in  my  me,  336. 

saia  —  Then,  dearest,  since  't  is  so,  267. 

s  all  our  fire  of  shipwreck  wood,  373. 

send  my  heart  up  to  thee,  all  my  heart,  262. 

sprang  to  the  stirrup,  and  Joris,  and  he,  164. 

t  happened  thus :  my  slab,  though  new,  990. 

t  is  a  lie  —  their  Priests,  their  Pope,  169. 

t  once  might  have  been,  once  only,  396. 

t  seems  as  if  ...  or  did  the  actual  chance,  969. 

t  was  roses,  roses,  all  the  way,  251. 

've  a  Friend,  over  the  sea,  258. 

will  be  happy  if  but  for  once,  987. 

will  be  quiet  and  talk  with  you,  374. 

wish  that  when  you  died  last  May,  395. 

wonder  do  you  feel  to-day,  189. 

John,  Master  of  the  Temple  of  God,  280. 
une  was  not  over,  1(N). 
nst  for  a  handful  of  nlver  he  left  us,  164. 

Karshish,  the  picker-up  of  learning's  crumbs, 

338. 
Kentish  Sir  Byng  stood  for  his  King^  163. 
King  Charles,  and  who  11  do  him  right  now  ? 

163. 
**  Knowledge  deposed,  then ! ''  —  groaned  whom 

that  most  grieved,  940. 

Last  night  I  saw  you  in  my  sleep,  969. 

Let 's  contend  no  more.  Love,  171. 

Let  them  fight  it  out,  friend !  things  have  gone 

too  far,  193. 
Let  the  watching  lids  wink  I^  130. 
Let  us  begin  and  carry  up  this  corpse,  279. 

Look,  Istrew  beans,"  942. 
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Man  I  am  and  man  would  be.  Love  —  merest 

man  and  nothing  more,  9.'^3. 
May  I  print,  Shelley,  how  it  came  to  pass,  821. 
Morning,  evening,  noon  and  night,  253. 
Moses  the  Meek  was  thirty  cubits  high,  927. 
My  father  was  a  scholar  and  knew  Greek,  1002. 
My  first  thought  was,  he  lied  in  every  word, 

287. 
My  grandfather  says  he  remembers  he  saw, 

when  a  youngster  long  ago,  875. 


My  heart  sank  with  our  CUrei-flask,  166. 
My  love,  this  is  the  bitterest,  that  thion,  187. 

Nay  but  you,  who  do  not  love  her,  170. 

Nay,  thatj  Furini,  never  I  at  least,  964. 

Never  any  more,  lii2. 

Never  the  time  and  the  place,  928. 

Nobly,  nobly  Cape  SSaint  Vincent  to  tiie  North- 
west died  away,  179. 

"  No,  bay,  we  must  not  '  —  so  began,  ^3. 

No,  for  1*11  save  it  I    Seven  years  since,  412. 

No  more  wine  ?  then  we  '11  push  back  ohaiis, 
and  talk,  349. 

No  protesting,  dearest  I  814. 

Not  witli  my  Soul,  Love  1 — bid  no  aonl  like 
mine,  940. 

Now,  don't,  sir  I  Don't  expose  me  !  Just  this 
once!  397. 

Now  that  I,  tying  thy  glass  mask  tightly,  168. 

O  bell'  andare,  70. 

Of  the  million  or  two,  more  or  less,  254. 

Oh,  but  is  it  not  hard.  Dear?  916. 

Oh  Galuppi,  Baldaosare,  this  is  very  sad  to 

find  I  175. 
Oh,  good  gigantic  smile  o*  the  brown  old  enryi, 

375. 
Oh  Love  t  Love,  thou  that  from  the  eyes  dilfiB> 

est,  874. 
Oh,  Love  —  no,  Love  1    All  the  noise  bdow. 

Love,  946. 
Oh,  the  beautiful  girl,  too  white,  377. 
Oh,  to  be  in  England.  179. 
Oh.  what  a  dawn  of  day  1  172. 
Oh  worthy  of  belief  I  hold  it  was,  909. 
Once  I  saw  a  chemist  take  a  pinch  of  powder, 

938. 
One  day,  it  thundered  and  tightened,  916. 
Only  the  prism's  obstruction  shows  aright,  395. 
On  the  first  of  the  Feast  of  Feasts,  413. 
On  the  sea  and  at  the  Hogne,  sixteen  hundred 

ninetv-two,  815. 
O  the  old  wall  here !    How  I  could  pass,  802. 
Others  may  need  new  life  in  Heaven,  988. 
O  trip  and  skip,  Elvire  I  Link  arm  in  aim  with 

me !  702. 
Out  of  the  little  chuwl  I  burst,  316. 
Out  of  your  whole  life  give  but  a  moment  1  968. 
Overiiead  the  treetops  meet,  144. 
Over  the  ball  of  it,  810. 
Over  the  sea  our  galleys  went,  38. 

Past  we  glide,  and  past,  and  past  I  262. 
Pauline,  mine  own,  bend  o  er  me  —  thy  soft 

breast,  2. 
PetruB  AponentU  —  there  was  a  magician  I  899. 
Plague  take  all  your  pedants,  say  1 1  167. 
Pray,  Reader,  have  you  eaten  ortolans,  929. 

luerv  :  was  ever  a  quainter,  802. 
{uoth  an  inquirer.  Praise  the  Merciful !  934. 
[uothone :  Sir,  solve  a  scruple  I  No  tme  aage, 
937. 

Room  after  room,  191. 

Round  the  cape  of  a  sudden  came  the  sea,  170. 

Round   us  the  wild  oreatnres,  oveibead  the 

trees,  ^iu. 


INDEX   OF   FIRST   LINES   OF   POEMS 


1029 


Said  Abner,  **  At  last  thou  art  come  I    Ere  I 

tellf  ere  thou  speak,  179. 
Savage  I  was  Bitdng  in  my  house,  late,  lone, 

735. 
See,  as  the  prettiest  graves  will  do  in  time,  170. 
Shakespeare  I  —  to  such  name^s  sounding,  what 

succeeds,  1H7. 
Shall  I  sonnet-sing  you  about  myself  ?  808. 
She  should  never  nave  looked  at  me,  ltJ9. 
Sighed  Rawdon  Brown :    Yes,  I  'm  departing, 

Tonil  947. 
Sine  me  a  hero  !    Quench  ray  thirst,  887.^ 
So  far  as  our  storv  approaches  the  end,  267. 
So,  friend,  your  snop  was  all  your  house  !  809. 
So,  I  shall  see  her  in  three  days.  192. 
Solomon  King  of  the  Jews  ama  the  Queen  of 

Sheba,  Balkis,  913. 
Some  people  hang  portraits  up,  396. 
^'  So  say  the  foolish  I  **      Say  the  foolish  so, 

Love  ?  988. 
So,  the  head  aches  and  the  limbs  are  faint !  936. 
So,  the  three  Court-ladies  began,  1K)1. 
So,  the  ^ear^sdone  with  !   170. 
Stand  still,  true  poet  that  you  are !  196. 
Still  ailing,  Wind  ?    Wilt  be  appeased  or  no  ? 

374. 
Still  you  stand,  still  you  listen,  still  you  smile  I 

812. 
Stop,  let  me  have  the  truth  of  that !  379. 
Stop  playing,  poet  I    May  a  brother  speak  ? 

335. 
Stop  rowing  I    This  one  of  our  bye-canals,  994. 
Sucn  a  starved  bank  of  moss,  859. 
Supposed  of  Pamphylax  the  Antioohene,  385. 
Suppose  that  we  part  (work  done,  oomes  play), 

928. 

Take  the  oloak  from  his  face,  and  at  first,  194. 
That  fawn-skin-dappled  hair  of  hers,  190. 
That  oblong  book  s  the  Album ;  hand  it  here  I 

773. 
That  second  time  they  hunted  me,  258. 
That  *s  my  last  Ducheas  painted  on  the  wall,  252. 
That  was  I,  yon  heard  last  night,  189. 
The  bee  with  his  comb,  144. 
The  blind  man  to  the  maiden  said,  910. 
The  fancy  I  had  to-day,  701. 
The  gods  I  ask  deliverance  from  these  labors, 

831. 
The  gray  sea  and  the  long  black  land,  170. 
The  Lora,  we  look  to  once  for  all.  280. 
The  mom  when  first  it  thunders  m  March,  176. 
The  moth's  kiss,  first  I  2(i2. 
The  Poet's  age  is  sad :  for  why  ?  987. 
*^  The  poets  pour  us  wine  —  '*  827. 
The  rain  set  early  in  to-night,  286. 
There  is  nothing  to  remember  in  me,  376. 
There 's  a  paUoe  in  Florence,  the  world  knows 

weU,  283. 
There  's  a  woman  like  a  dew-drop,  she  's  so 

i>urer  than  the  purest,  220. 
There 's  heaven  above,  and  night  by  night,  341. 
There  they  are,  my  fifty  men  and  women,  361. 
The  swallow  has  set  her  six  young  on  the  rail, 

373. 
The  year  *s  at  the  spring,  133. 

They  tell  me,  your  carpenters,"  quoth  I  to 

my  friend  the  ICuss,  880. 


ki 


This  is  a  spray  the  Bird  clung  to,  189. 

This  now,  this  other  story  makes  amends,  918. 

This  strange  thing  happened  to  a  painter  once, 
9VM5. 

This  was  my  dream ;  I  saw  a  Forest,  990. 

Thou,  whom  these  eyes  saw  never  I  Say  friends 
true,  948. 

Thus  I  wrote  in  London,  musing  on  my  betters, 
910. 

Touch  him  ne  *er  so  lightly,  into  song  he  broke, 
910. 

'T  was  Bedford  Special  Assize,  one  daft  Mid- 
summer's Day,  887. 

Up  jumped  Tokay  on  our  table,  166. 

Up,  up,  up  —  next  step  of  the  staircase,  979. 

Vanity,  saith  the  preacher,  vanity  t  348. 
Yerse-makinfi:    was  ^  least    of    ray    virtues :  I 
viewed  witu  despair,  939. 

Wanting  is  — what?   911. 

We  two  stood  simply  friend-like  side  by  siae, 

991. 
We  were  two  lovers ;  let  me  lie  by  her,  812. 
What  are  we  two  ?  'X!H, 
What  srirl  but,  having  gathered  flowers,  988. 
What,  lie  on  whom  our  voices  unanimously  ran, 

992. 
What,  I  disturb  thee  at  thy  morning  meal,  938. 
What  is  he  buzzing  in  my  ears  ?  394. 
What  it  was  struck  the  terror  into  me  ?  1001. 
What 's  become  of  Waring,  264. 
When  I  vexed  you  and  you  chid  me,  937. 
Where  the  quiet-colored  end  of  evening  smiles, 

171. 
Who  hears  of  Helen's  Tower,  may  dream  per- 
chance, 601. 
Who  will,  may  hear  Sordello's  story  told,  75. 
*'Why?"    Because  all  I  haply  can  and  do, 

948. 
Why  from  the  world,  Ferishtah  smiled,  should 

thanks,  946. 
Will  sprawl,  now  that  the  heat  of  day  ii  best, 

392. 
Will  you  hear  my  story  also,  911. 
Wind,  wave,  and  bark,  bear  Enthukles  and 

me,  628. 
Wish  no  word  unspoken,  want  no  look  away, 

930. 
Woe.  he  went  gaUoping  into  the  war,  987. 
Would  a  man  'scape  the  rod  ?  372. 
Would  it  were  I  had  been  false,  not  yon !  378. 
Would  that  the  structure  brave,  the  manifold 

music  I  build,  382. 

Yet  womanhood  you  reverence,  993. 

'"  Ton  are  sick,  that 's  sure,"  —  they  say,  892. 

Tou  blame  me  that  I  ran  away  ?  993. 

Tou  groped  your  way  across  my  room  i'  the 

drear  dark  dead  of  night,  932. 
Tou  have  seen  better  days,  dear  ?    So  have  I, 

682. 
Tou  in  the  flesh  and  here,  989. 
Ton  know,  we  French  stormed  Ratisbon,  251. 
Ton  '11  love  me  yet  I  —  and  I  can  tarry,  142. 
Tou  *re  my  friend,  271. 
Tour  ghost  will  walk,  you  lover  of  trees,  178. 


GENERAL  INDEX  OF  TITLES 

[The  lillti  vf  major  worka  and  gattral  dimsiont  are  Mf  I'n  an 


tion), 

Adam,  LUith,  and  Eve,  tll6. 
After,  1»4. 

AOAHEMHON  OP  jGbcITVLUB,  ThX,  SSO. 
AndruB  del  Sarto,  <^4t>. 
Another  Way  of  Love.  ISO. 
Any  Wife  to  Anv  Hiubaud,  IttT. 
Apollo  and  the  Kalea.  MS. 
Apparent  Failure,  412. 
Appeanuoea.  01 4. 
Arciidea  Ambo,  tm. 
Abutopkakks'  AroiAdT,  628. 
Artemia  ProluKuea,  M7. 
AsOLANDO,  1>M>. 

At  the  "  Mennud,"  HOT. 

Bad  DrewDH.  WS. 

Bai^uhtioh'b  Advbntuhi,  602. 

Bean-Feaat,  The,  <JVi. 

Beau-titrii>e,  A :  also  Apple-EatinK,  912. 

Beatrice  ^iKnorini,  DWi. 


Biahop  Blai^Tara'a  Apolwy.  34!). 

BUhop.  The.  orden  hiB  TOmbat  Saint  Praied'i 

Chnnth,  .■MS. 
Blind  Man  to  the  Maiden.  The.  flIO. 
Blot  m  thb  'Scutchkom.  A,  316. 
Boot  and  Saddle,  lf». 
Boy  and  the  Angel,  The,  35.1. 
By  the  Fireeide.  iVS. 

Caliban  apou  Seteboa,  3SS, 
Camel-DnTer,  A,  «». 
Cardinal  and  the  Oog,  The,  mi. 
Cavalier  TnneB,  llir!. 


1.  PrjleyingB  with,  91 


Charle«  A 

Cherriea,  aiS. 

"  Childe  Roland  to  the  Dark  Tower  came," 

CHRISTHAa-EVB  AMD  EABTEH-DAr,  Xlti. 

ChriBtopher  Smart,  Parleyinga  with,  !tj9. 

Clwiii,  :e8. 

Olive,  ««. 

Colombe's  Birthday,  2^. 

ConfemoDal,  Tlie,  lt3!>. 

CnnntGismon(l,'232. 

Cristina.  1«). 

Crietina  and  Monaldeachi,  914. 


Daniel  Bartoli,  Farieyinga  iritli,  9BE. 
Deaf  and  Dumb,  3U0. 
Death  in  the  Deeert,  A,  385. 
"  De  Gnatibna,"  ITS. 
Development,  1002. 
Dis  Alitor  Viwun,  376. 

Dootor ,  906. 

Donald,  Sll. 
duamatic  idti.b.  hts. 
Dkauatic  Ltbicb,  163. 
Dkamatic  RoiLAHCaB.  261, 
DfUMATtB  PRRSOKS,  378. 

Dubiety,  U6T. 


lie,  260. 


temiue),  413. 

'■  Faneiei).  946. 

[he  Fair),  739. 

itto),  627. 

ne  the  Strange  Hedic*! 

i«h,  the  Arab  Pb— -"- 

In  Thaiter,  947. 


Faoe,  A,  396. 

Fame.  170. 
I   Family.  The,  922. 
'    Feara  and  Seroples.  811. 
I    FeRIBHTAH'b  FAMCtES.  B39. 

FiFIBB  AT  THB  FaIB.  701. 

j   FJippo  Baldinncci  on  the  Piivil^e  of  Bnrial, 

I   FliRhtof  theDuoheM,  The,371. 

Flover'a  Name,  The,  l»j. 
i    Flute-Music,  with  an  Accompaniment,  999. 

Furgivenen,  A,  H17. 

Founder  of  the  Feaat,  lie,  947. 

Fra  Ijppp  Lippi.  342. 

Francis  FaHiii,  Parlevintrs  with,  064. 

Fust  and  hia  Frienda,  979. 

Garden  Fanoiea,  1B6. 

George  Bubb  Dodiugton,  Parleyings  with,  9(il. 

Gerard  de  Lain-ase,  Parleyinga  with.  ilTO. 

Give  a  Rooae.  16.^ 

Glove,  The,  aw. 

Gold  Hair,  .tT6. 


